
    
      crimfolk

      
        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 01
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 02
        

        	
          The Adventures of Hazel Ch. 01
        

        	
          The Adventures of Hazel Ch. 02
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 03
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 04
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 05
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 06
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 07
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 08
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 09
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 10
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 11
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 01
        

        	
          Jessica's New Life Ch. 12
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 02
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 03
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 04
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 05
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 06
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 07
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 08
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 01
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 02
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 03
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 09
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 04
        

        	
          Hazel Plays With Fire Ch. 01
        

        	
          Georgia Plays The Game Ch. 10
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 05
        

        	
          Pam Learns The Truth
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 06
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 07
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 08
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 09
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 10
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 11
        

        	
          Hazel Plays With Fire Ch. 02
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 12
        

        	
          Hazel Plays With Fire Ch. 03
        

        	
          The Temptations of Dee Pt. 12a
        

        	
          Hazel Plays With Fire Ch. 04
        

        	
          Kat Gets The Cream
        

        	
          Hazel Plays With Fire Ch. 05
        

        	
          Dee Teaches BBC 101
        

        	
          Hazel Plays With Fire Ch. 06
        

        	
          Asma's Eyes Are Opened Ch. 01
        

        	
          Kat Takes A Ride
        

        	
          Asma's Eyes Are Opened Ch. 02
        

        	
          Hazel Plays With Fire Ch. 07
        

        	
          Hazel in America
        

        	
          Asma's Eyes Are Opened Ch. 03
        

        	
          Paying The Rent Ch. 01
        

        	
          Paying The Rent Ch. 02
        

        	
          Black and Blue
        

        	
          Paying The Rent Ch. 03
        

        	
          Black and Blue Ch. 02
        

        	
          Challenge 01 - Heather in the City
        

        	
          Challenge 02 - Heather and Monica
        

        	
          Black and Blue Ch. 03
        

        	
          Challenge 03 - Monica Unmasked
        

        	
          Black and Blue Ch. 04
        

        	
          Paying The Rent Ch. 04
        

        	
          Challenge 04 - Monica at Carnival
        

        	
          Challenge 05 - Monica meets Julius
        

        	
          Challenge 06 - Monica Learns More
        

        	
          Challenge 07 - Monica Meets Izeye
        

        	
          A Warning for The Horny
        

        	
          Challenge 08 - Monica Performs
        

        	
          Kate's Life Takes a Turn
        

        	
          Paying The Rent Ch. 05
        

        	
          Challenge 09 - Strips and Chains
        

        	
          Isobel 1 - Making a Discovery
        

        	
          Isobel 2 - Making Contact
        

        	
          Isobel 3 - Learning the Rules
        

        	
          Isobel 4 - Zoe has a Secret
        

        	
          Isobel 5 - Black Man's Plaything
        

        	
          Isobel 6 - Blacked and Bred
        

        	
          The Fiendish Plot of Fu Manchu
        

        	
          Ashley 01 - New Horizons
        

        	
          Ashley 2 - Ashley & Omar
        

        	
          Ashley 3 - The Club And After
        

      

    
  Jessica's New Life Ch. 01

        Jess learns some hard truths and meets some new friends.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/jessicas-new-life-ch-01

Title: Jessica's New Life Ch. 01

Author: crimfolk

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Jess learns some hard truths and meets some new friends.

Tags: interracial, cuckold, cuck

Series: Jessica's New Life


A Fateful Decision
"You sure you want go there?" said the Russian cabbie as he looked dubiously across the street at the club, a big old converted warehouse building. He didn't like coming into this part of the city and if the woman in the back hadn't offered him three times the fare he wouldn't have agreed to drive her.
He leaned over his seat and looked at her. She was mid-20s, about 5' 6" and with a good but in-shape figure. She had a pale complexion, high cheekbones and a pleasingly proportioned face. Her intelligent blue eyes were fixed on the club and her mouth was set in a frown. Her hair was chestnut and reached to just below shoulder length. Her outfit was clearly expensive and more suited to work than a night's clubbing. Her hand was on the cab's door handle but she was hesitating.
"This not for people like us", he went on. People like us? A down-at-heel first-generation immigrant cabbie in his 50s didn't have much in common with her. She was clearly a blue-blood, one of the elite, no shortage of money and a big wedding ring on her finger. Outside of a white skin they had very little in common - but that white skin was important in these surroundings. Perhaps not 'the ghetto' but certainly part of the city left to the Blacks and left to rot. What was she doing out here on her own? His tradition kicked in, "Let's go back, eh, you got husband no?"
Her eyes flashed with anger as they switched to him. A hand darted into her pocket and then pushed a fist-full of notes at the driver. He took them and watched as she left the cab and strode purposefully towards the club. He counted - twice as much as he was owed! He shook his head, 'Go with God," he murmured and put his cab into gear.
An Exclusive Club
Two suited doormen watched her crossing the road towards them. One, showing tattoos on his neck and hands, stood back and ran his gaze up and down her. The other, just as Black but much less menacing, took a step forward and held up a hand.
"Club's not open tonight, ma'am, Thursdays are always private here. Members only, I'm sorry."
"I'm here to meet my husband. He's inside." She spoke with confidence and moved to step past him.
The large black hand shifted to directly in front of her and forced her to stop. "Sorry, ma'am, you have your membership number?"
"I seem to have left it behind but my name is Jessica Clarke, my husband is a member and I've often been here."
"Uh-uh," said the tattooed doorman, shaking his head.
The man in front of her smiled, "I think we'd know if you'd been here before."
Jessica thought quickly, "We come as part of a group - you probably just haven't noticed us in the past. I know it gets very busy here..."
"Bullshit," said Tattoos.
A blush came to Jessica's cheek, as a corporate lawyer she'd heard worse but this thug was unnerving her. "How can you be sure?" she demanded.
"Simple," Tattoos explained with a smile, "you real fine. You been here before then I'd have tried to get in your panties." He nodded as if that settled it.
Jessica's mouth gaped open for a moment. She was about to explode with anger when the more respectable doorman spoke up for her. "Ty, have some respect man!"
"Yeah, like you wouldn't have been trying to fuck her too, " grumbled Tyrone.
His colleague, James, didn't deny it but apologised to Jessica before adding, "Tyrone is a connoisseur of beautiful white women and if neither of us have noticed you before then its likely you haven't been here. You say your husband is inside?"
"YES," the rage burst out from Jessica, "he's here with his fucking whore! I need to get in to see him."
"Shit," said Tyrone, "ain't letting no wife ruin a brotha's evening."
James gave him another glare. "Sorry, ma'am, we can't allow trouble like that in the club. I can call you a cab and you can settle this at home."
"Huh," said Tyrone, "you got his picture - least we can tell you if he's here. Bet the brotha ain't even here!"
Jessica fumbled in her wallet and produced a picture of her and Christian on vacation.
Tyrone took it and beamed. He gave an exaggerated whistle, "Damn you look fine in a bikini, Mrs Clarke. If you want to be a member I'll be happy to recommend you."
"Cut that shit out," snapped James and took the photo. Then he smiled too. "This white guy your husband?"
"Of course," said Jessica, puzzled by their apparent surprise.
"Well, OK, get Jenny down here Tyrone, " said James, "seems Mrs Clarke might have made a mistake."
The Club
Jenny turned out be a blowsy blonde in her late 40s. A bit over made-up and with peroxide hair flowing down past her shoulders. She wore a tight grey dress which barely stretched over her huge breasts.
"I manage these evenings," she said with a toothy smile, "come in and take care till you adjust to the darkness."
Jessica followed her into the club and was immediately hit by the heavy beat of the music. She followed the grey dress around the dance floor while her eyes struggled to adjust to the darkness broken by the coloured flashes of the club's lighting system.
Jenny finally stopped and Jessica followed suit. She turned and surveyed the club to look for her husband and that whore of his.
She saw a huge club dance-floor pretty much full of groups and couples. She saw a few Latinas and an Asian but otherwise the women might be tall or petite, chunky or slim, blonde or brunette, but they were pretty much all white. The men - she noticed immediately - were, without exception, either African-American or at least partly so.
She tried to grasp the situation and at that moment noticed her husband's secretary, the whore. She was thrusting and grinding to the music but not with Jessica's husband. Instead she was sandwiched between two very tall and very Black men. As she watched she saw one man put his hand inside the woman's top and openly grope her breast.
"See your husband?" Jenny shouted. Jessica shook her head and the older woman led her up a set of stairs and into a room with a large window overlooking the dance-floor.
"We can talk here," she smiled. "You noticed why Ty and James were confused?"
Jessica nodded.
"They don't have many dealings with the VIPs. Look at the monitor in the corner - can you see your husband there?"
Jessica looked at the screen and immediately noticed Christian. The screen showed a room like theirs; with a window over-looking the dance floor. Perhaps twenty men, all white, were fixedly watching the dancers; some even had small opera glasses.
"Oh my God," said Jessica, "I don't understand."
"That woman was your husband's secretary?" asked Jenny. "Later she'll probably be having sex in the rooms out the back - but certainly not with your husband! The room is fitted with cameras and he'll be watching her fuck a few black guys on a big screen TV. Sorry to be blunt - but you did come to find out the truth."
Jessica slumped into a chair. "I don't understand," she repeated.
Jenny explained, "Your husband's secretary is nowhere near as pretty as you but from a distance... Same height, about the same build, same hair colour. He watches her get fucked by Black guys and jacks himself off. Guess who he's imagining she is?"
"No, no, that can't be true. I don't understand this but my husband... You don't understand how much he hates..."
"Niggers," said Jenny, completing the unfinished sentance. Jessica nodded and, ashamed, dropped her gaze.
"How did you know he was here?" asked Jenny, "and what else would he be doing here?"
"He's always lazy about security on his laptop and he'd left it open. I got home and moved it and this e-mail was on the screen..."
Jenny gave a wry smile, "You want my advice. Go home and search on his computer for these words." She wrote on a piece of paper. "If that proves that I'm right then ring me, honey, and we'll see what can be done."
Decisions
Of course the search on Christian's computer revealed a series of videos and stories. The videos were almost all pornography featuring white women with one or more, sometimes many more, African-American men.
The stories all seemed to feature white wives being seduced, or sometimes forced, to have sex with Black men. All the wives seemed to be called Jessica and a quick check on the internet proved that her husband had edited the originals to apparently feature her.
Jessica was stunned. She had suspected her husband of having an affair and knew that her marriage was in trouble. Christian had been sniffing around the daughter of a Senator and she knew he had political ambitions but she had never for one moment imagined what she had now discovered.
Jessica was the daughter and the grand-daughter of Sheriffs from Shelby County, Mississippi. She'd gone to college to study law and had met Christian, the son of a former State Attorney General. Of course they were both much too young to remember formal segregation. However, charge enough for education and a school would soon be white-only in their part of Mississippi. There were plenty of African-Americans at college but it was social death in her circle to have anything to do with them. Of course this city had a very large African-American population but high-profile corporate lawyers still moved in an overwhelmingly white world.
Christian had always had good manners but he had inherited his father's archaic racial attitudes. Jessica didn't think she was prejudiced one way or the other. She couldn't deny that she'd seen plenty of handsome African-American guys but having sex with them had always been unthinkable. It was all a disaster and the worst thing was that there was
no-one she could talk to about it. Except one...
"Honey," said Jenny, "your husband's a pervert! It's not rare you know. Had he never said anything to you about it?"
"Never...I can't believe he'd do all this behind my back. I always told him we had to share our wishes and needs in a healthy relationship and he's been living this secret life."
Jenny pondered, "I think I understand. The man thinks you would be disgusted, horrified by the idea of sex with an African-American. He obviously reckons that you are either a racist or a prude. Is he right?"
"No, of course not. Well, I've never even thought about...doing it...with a Black guy I mean. I don't know what's worse - my husband wanting to turn me into a whore or the fact he probably wants to divorce me anyway."
"A divorce might not be a bad idea," counselled Jenny. It's pretty clear things haven't been right for some time. But if you want to save your marriage..."
"Of course I do," Jessica cut in.
"Well, you could give him a little of what he wants."
"What!" gasped Jessica, "I couldn't do that!"
"Racist or a prude; that's what he thinks. We're talking about saving your marriage here..."
Jessica put the phone down. It was almost two weeks later that she rang Jenny again...
A New Admirer
Jessica and Christian had always arranged to eat out together at least once every couple of weeks. This week found them at a new restaurant that Jessica had suggested. The meal had been excellent but Christian felt that Jessica had something on her mind. She'd been a little distant recently, not a bad thing since it eased his guilt at secretly planning to replace her, but tonight was getting ridiculous. He'd talk but she wouldn't be listening and she seemed to spend half her time starring over his shoulder. Finally, Christian couldn't stand it any more.
"What's so interesting behind me," he snapped, turning round. Seated near the bar was a big Black guy. He turned back, "Is he upsetting you, Jessica, I could have him removed."
Jessica started as if she'd been suddenly jerked back awake. "No, no, he isn't doing any harm. Anyway, we're nearly done. I'll just go freshen up before we drive home."
Christian paid the bill and waited for her return. He glanced at the bar and noticed the Black guy had gone. After ten minutes Christian decided to see where Jessica had got to. He turned the corner towards the rest rooms and saw his wife in animated discussion with the Black guy. She was smiling and the man had an arm on the wall behind her. It was obvious that he was chatting Jessica up and she wasn't rejecting him. Christian knew that he was supposed to step in but he also knew that his prick was rock-hard and tenting the front of his slacks. He watched until he thought they might spot them and then dashed back to his table.
"Did you see him?" asked James.
Jessica giggled, "He looked like he was going to have a coronary!"
"...and he didn't try to stop you talking to the big Black guy who's trying to ravish his wife."
"Well, that's only an act," Jessica reminded him.
James touched her cheek with his finger, "It's an act - but it can be real the moment you want it to be. You know that don't you.."
Jessica blushed prettily and scampered away to join her distracted husband.
When they got home Christian locked himself in his office for a while. Jessica listened at the door but couldn't hear anything. She could guess what he was doing...
Second Contact
The next week Jessica insisted that they go to the same restaurant again. Christian wondered if she was hoping to see HIM again. When the couple walked in they both immediately looked in the same direction and saw James seated at the bar. He smiled at them and raised a glass in a toast.
"Who is that guy, dear?" asked Christian, trying to sound nonchalant.
"Er...just a friendly guy who... er, asked me the time last week."
Christian let Jessica take the seat facing her admirer. He carefully took a seat which meant he would be able to observe the man in a large mirror on the wall. He couldn't quite get the right angle but fortunately the black dude shifted his chair into almost the perfect position to be observed. Pretty darned lucky, thought Christian.
Half way through the meal Christian noticed Jessica stiffen and look fixedly over his shoulder and slightly shake her head. He looked in the mirror in time to see the Black guy slowly nod and beckon with his finger.
"I have to go for a moment," said Jessica before she almost ran out of the room. Christian watched in the mirror as the Black guy slowly rose and followed his wife out. Again, Christian knew he should intervene. However, his prick was rock-hard and already he could envision Jessica being grabbed, dragged into the toilets and fucked hard by the big Black buck. His fantasies rapidly grew more lurid as the minutes passed.
Only after fifteen minutes did the two of them reappear. Jessica's hair was messed up and her clothes a little askew. The man stopped her just as she was stepping into the room and pulled her to him for a long kiss. Christian could see that his wife was not complaining and seemed to see her tongue duelling with that of the black stranger.
"Ring me this week, I'd like to make this REAL convincing for your husband if you'll allow met to," said James.
Jessica had just spent fifteen minutes being chatted up and then made out with by a man who she couldn't deny that she found VERY attractive. He would never have been her type if recent events hadn't happened but those events had happened. She decided to let her husband's reaction decide her future course of action. If he tried to win her back tonight then OK. If he decided to just pleasure himself then she could do the same.
When they got home Jessica watched as her husband marched straight into his study and locked the door. The next day Jessica rang James and started making plans...
Making A Clean Break
Christian wasn't really surprised when his wife wanted to go to that same restaurant yet again the following week. He'd inspected her used panties for traces of African seed but had been disappointed not to find any. Perhaps Jessica had hidden the proof of her disgrace. Just thinking about it had his prick almost throbbing in his pants.
To his intense disappointment the Black guy wasn't there and it was only as they had their coffee that he suddenly noticed a presence looming over their table. It was HIM.
"I've timed it right," said James. "I've hired our room, Jessica, if you're ready to go."
"Darned right I'm ready," said Jessica and took James's hand as she rose from the table.
"What's going on," asked Christian, in a small voice.
"You're going to drive us to a hotel and then you're going to watch this beautiful man fuck me until I can't take any more. I've been promised that he's extremely good at this. I want you to enjoy it because it's the only time that I will ever do this for you. Do you understand?"
Christian nodded and fumbled for his keys.
***
"I see that you did what I asked," smiled James as he savoured his first taste of her freshly-shaven pussy.
"Yes," said Jessica.
"That's good, Jess. Just keep doing what I ask and we will have a wonderful time together."
Jessica giggled, she was having a pretty fine time already. James had let Christian escort her into the hotel but once the bedroom door had closed the Black man had taken charge. He had tenderly but expertly stripped her and now she lay naked on the bed as his mouth, tongue and fingers explored her body. She gasped as she felt his warm breath on her clit for the first time.
Christian, her forgotten husband, sat in the corner and masturbated.
"Oh that is so good," Jessica smiled.
"You want more or would you like to unwrap your present?" asked James.
She wriggled to the edge of the bed. "My present, please!"
James stood before her and nodded. Jessica quickly undid his belt and James allowed his pants to fall. His white jockeys were revealed and showed an impressive bulge.
Jessica gripped the waist-band and then hesitated. She realised that this was an important moment, perhaps the last time she could put a stop to this. Then her other hand gripped for the waist-band and she eased his jockeys down.
"Oh God," she giggled, as his erect cock fell forward and almost hit her in the face. It was very hard, very black and very big. It was quite nine inches long and seemed very thick. Outside of her husband's porn, which she'd been watching more often recently, she'd never seen a cock so big. "It's beautiful," she said, "can I touch it?"
"You better had," smiled James and then he gave a little groan as her small white hand grasped him.
Jessica felt the warmth of his body. She could almost feel the pulse of his vitality flowing through his big weapon. She could feel its power and she wanted her share. She licked around the big uncut head and then started to pleasure him with her mouth. She was no expert at oral but she worked hard to please him.
"That's nice, baby," said James, "a lot of Black men are going to want to get in that sweet mouth of yours. You going to be getting a lot of practice, you know that."
She just looked up at him with her eyes widening. She let him ease out of her mouth and then watched as he removed his clothing. James was well over 6 feet tall and very well built. He was no body-builder but his muscles were well defined and his dark skin was like expensive chocolate. She felt a flutter deep within her and realised just how much she wanted him.
James soon had her where he wanted her and where she wanted to be. She lay with her legs apart exposing her sex to him and he expertly applied some lube before teasing her pussy lips with the fat head of his cock.
"Err,,,a condom," squeaked a voice from the corner of the room.
"Had we better?" Jess asked her new lover.
"I'm clean - got a full test done two weeks ago. I prefer not to use rubbers, especially not on a white woman's first time. I want to make love to my woman, not a piece of rubber, and you need to feel real sex, skin-to-skin."



"But...I'm not on...you know..."
"No pill?" she shook her head. "No diaphragm?" she shook her head again. "Is it a safe time?"
"Er...I'm not sure...possibly not."
James turned to Christian for the first time, "What do you think, hubby, you want to see safe sex or you want to see it raw and primal. Bare or wrapped, you decide!"
Christian's dick was so hard all the blood must have rushed from his brain to his prick because he couldn't have been thinking straight when he squeaked, "Bare...fuck her bare."
James looked back at Jessica and raised an eyebrow.
She giggled, "Well I'd better do what my husband wants."
He smiled, "There's a good little wifey," and began easing his big cock into it's tight new home.
She was pretty tight but his foreplay and the lube meant James had no trouble entering her and then starting slow strokes which gradually increased the length of his thrusts until he could feel himself fully inside her. He then began a heavy rolling rhythmn.
Jessica lay feeling his powerful body working with hers. She looked into his deep brown eyes and saw the desire there, the desire for her. She hadn't seen that in a lover's eyes for such a long time. She looked down at their bodies, the contrast in their skins as his black hand grasped her rounded 30D breast and a black thumb expertly teased her already stiffening nipple. He was deep in her, filling her wonderfully and she was savouring the reactions of her body to his skills. She looked up again and opened her mouth to receive James' deep soul kiss.
Twenty minutes later Jessica was laying on her belly with her face against the sheets while James lay on top quickly pounding his cock into her with powerful strokes. His arms reached under her to hold her shoulders tight and she couldn't move as each stroke seemed to force all the breath out of her body. She was his now, she knew that. He could do pretty much whatever he wanted to her so long as he kept giving her this. At that realisation she felt it growing within her body. Another feeling she hadn't had in such a long time. Her approaching climax.
"I'm comminnngggggg," she squealed. The big black man seemed to re-double his efforts but then, almost immediately, the rhythm of his stroke broke and he pushed home hard one last time before collapsing on top of her.
"Oh fuck," murmured Jessica, "you came inside me."
"Did you really want me to stop and pull out?" asked James, confident of the answer.
"No, not really," said Jessica. She almost didn't notice that he stayed atop her for a couple of minutes nuzzling her neck and kissing the sweat from her body. Only when he was limp did he finally get off her. She knew why - he'd been making sure she got every drop of his seed in her.
Christian was a mess, still stroking his prick despite the semen which he'd already shot onto his chest.
"You were always going to come inside me, weren't you?" Jessica asked thoughtfully.
"Didn't your grand-pappy warn you about us big bad buck niggers?" teased James. "We see a fertile white woman and we do a little jig just thinking about planting a jet-black baby in her lily-white belly!"
"My grand-pappy was an old racist bastard but that doesn't mean he was ALWAYS wrong."
The big man stood up and did a few dance steps. "Does that count as a jig?" he asked with a brilliant smile.
She smiled back but went on more seriously, "I suppose if a fertile white woman comes to a hotel with a strange Black man and lets him fuck her bare then she has to be ready to get what she deserves."
James came close and looked into her face. "That's right - and are you wanting some more of what you deserve?"
Looking down she saw that his cock was already starting to stiffen again. She smiled and just whispered, "yes please", into his ear as she embraced him.
James was VERY good at what he did. He took Jessica through just about every position that she had heard of and then added a few more. When he set to move her onto her belly she realised he was close.
"No," she said, "let me ride it a little." She held his ebony spear up and then moved her body so that she could fit on top of it. The weapon slid home to the hilt. Now Jessica felt in control, moving up and down with increasing speed. "Give it to me," she hissed through gritted teeth.
"Give you what, Jess?"
"Your big black cock."
"...and..."
"Your strong black seed."
"...and..."
"Your beautiful black babies."
The black hands gripped tightly at the sides of her body and she felt him buck his cock up as he shot into her. This time it was her that stayed on him until his cock was too limp to stay inside her.
"Damn, that was hot," she beamed. "Seems someone wants to be a daddy!" She scampered off the bed, "I'm sweaty as hell and I need a shower before Round Three." She asked coquettishly, "There will be a Round Three."
"Oh yes," her lover confirmed, "and then just as many Rounds as you want."
As his giggling wife ran to the shower Christian looked down at his chest coated in the three loads of semen which he had shot as he had watched the couple. It had been the dirtiest thing he had ever seen. His wife degraded and humiliated by having sex with a jungle bunny.
"Come here," ordered James and Christian stumbled into the middle of the room under the light. "You liked watching me fuck your wife and put a nigger baby in her belly, huh. I can see that by the state of you."
"Yes," admitted Christian, "the idea of a Black..."
"Shut the fuck up", shouted James, "Jess earned the right to call me Black. You call me 'African-American and you only call me that when you ain't calling me 'Sir', understand."
"Yes," whimpered Christian.
"Yes...what?"
Yes, Sir."
"That's better. How long you two been married?"
"Five years."
"Five years and you never cared what she wanted or needed. Maybe she wanted to start a family?" From the look on Christian's face James knew he had guessed right. "And you just running round pimping your secretaries out to black men because you were scared to tell Jess you wanted her Blacked. Well, you want me to fuck her and seed her again."
"Yes, Sir."
"Well," James was stern now, "I'm only a mortal man. I might need a little help getting ready. On your knees and beg."
Christian immediately dropped to his knees. "Please, Sir, please knock my wife up with your superior Bla...er, African-American seed."
James pondered, "Not bad, but I'll need some more practical help. Open your mouth and close your eyes."
Christian pondered for maybe a fraction of a second and then he did as he had been ordered. He waited to feel the black man take his mouth...
Instead he heard a deep laugh. "You see that - did you think you'd been married to that for five years?"
Jessica shook her head in disbelief. Her husband was a very sorry sight. Naked and pudgy, covered in his own dried semen and apparently desperate to suck another man's cock.
"You ready to leave that behind and come with me?" asked James.
"Yes," said Jessica. There was no hesitation this time.
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Meeting Alysha
"This the latest one?" The Black woman had an amused expression as she looked Jessica up and down.
It was immediately obvious to Jessica that this woman was James' wife. Given that Jessica had just spent a couple of hours fucking James and she was half convinced she was falling in love with him, she was confused by this new development.
"Alysha," said James, "this is Jessica. She needed some help getting rid of her husband."
"Oh yeah, that'll be it and you came to her rescue out the goodness of your heart." The broad-faced full-figured woman laughed and then winked at Jessica, "My husband's damn good ain't he?"
"Er yes," admitted Jessica and then mentally kicked herself.
"You best believe it," laughed Alysha. Then her face set in a serious expression. "He's my man and that won't be changing. But he has a wandering eye and he does like to make babies. I got two and that was plenty enough for me. So, I let him go tom-catting so long as he follows my rules."
She told the rules off on her fingers, "First no sistas. I'm the ONLY real woman for James. He wants to have some fun with you white bitches then that's just recreation."
"Second, he ain't having no girlfriends. He can fuck you girls to break you in or to make a baby, nothing in between"
"Third, he ain't taking the bread out of my babies' mouths. Any white slut has his children then she gonna have to raise 'em and fund 'em herself. You understand all that?"
Jessica nodded but she thought she must have wandered into a madhouse.
"Good," Alysha continued and her face softened, "hope we'll be friends. I seen you giving James the moony-eyes but it ain't him you loving it's his big black cock."
Jessica was furiously blushing - this was not the way her life normally went.
"I can prove it," smirked Alysha. "TY!!"
"I'm here," sounded a voice from the next room. Tyrone strolled in. Jessica remembered him well; the big tattooed thug who was a doorman with James at that club. "You ready to roll, girl?"
Jessica hesitated but a large black hand gasped her wrist and half-guided half-pulled the stunned white woman towards Tyrone's car.
"Have fun, bitch," murmured Alysha to herself and then made a drink for herself and another for her man.
White Slut 101
Within twenty minutes Jessica was naked and had Tyrone's impressive cock pushing its way into her. She felt his mouth at her ear as she slowly moved in and out. "Fust time I saw you I said I'd be trying to get into this pussy. Didn't take long did it?" He chuckled his triumph and then began to accelerate his movements.
Jessica, for a moment, wondered how she'd come to this. Since Tyrone had turned up she'd decided that she'd better just go along with him. He clearly had the potential to be a dangerous man. He was very big, very strong and some of those tattoos just screamed 'jailhouse.'
"Look down," ordered the voice.
Tyrone had raised himself off her as if he was doing press-ups. As she looked down her body she could now see his jet-black cock thrusting in and out of her pale pink pussy. The contrast was magical and she kept watching as she felt the lust and passion grow within her.
Tyrone dropped his big mouth to her right breast and seemed to engulf most of her 30D. He sucked, leaving a red mark, then turned his tongue's attention to her hard nipple. Jessica began to ride the ripples of her pleasure and let Tyrone show her what he could do.
Later, Jessica watched herself in the mirror on the wall. She was on her hand and knees, that classic submissive posture of presenting herself to a man. That man was a big black thug who she'd have crossed the street to run away from a few weeks ago. Now he had a fist locked in her long red hair and was pistoning his cock into her deep and fast. The image was enough and Jessica came hard, her pussy clenching on Tyrone and demanding his seed. Tyrone felt it and shouted, "FUCK!!" as he came inside her.
A third load of potent black seed. Needless to say, Tyrone hadn't worn a condom or even suggested it.
"That look to be a problem?" asked Tyrone, gesturing to some of his seed left at the lips of her pussy.
"No, I'm not on birth control but this should be a safe time."
"Shame. You'd look real good with my baby growing in you."
Jessica had realised that Tyrone was not subtle and also not shy in stating his aims. She perhaps should have been outraged or disgusted. But she thought she'd got Tyrone's measure and so she just giggled.
Given that Jessica thought she understood Tyrone his next request shouldn't have surprised her. "I wanna tap that ass."
"Oh, I, er, don't know about that. I've never..."
"Time we got you started then...Relax and let me get you ready."
Ty worked with expertise; this wasn't his first rodeo. He carefully lubricated Jessica's asshole and before long had two fingers introducing the liquid deeper and deeper. "Relax baby," he urged as Jessica tensed underneath him. She did her best but it wasn't easy and she was dreading the moment when...
"Thass 'bout ready," said Tyrone and presented the fat head of his cock to her asshole. He took a firm grip on her shoulder and gently bit the back of her neck as his other hand helped push himself home.
"OOWWW, OOWWW, OOOWW," this was not going to work.
Tyrone paused. "Relax, baby, relax - it'll slide home real easy."
She tried and after a while Tyrone pushed perhaps a quarter of the way in.
"OOOOOWWW, OOOOOWWW, NOOO, NOOO."
Tyrone withdrew almost all the way and Jessica felt her pain ease. "If you don't relax then it ain't gonna be good for you. Wanna try again?"
Jessica whimpered a little but still nodded her head. She tried meditation to take herself away from here to a happy place so that she could relax fully into a different dimension. Then about nine inches of hard black meat pounded into her ass.
"MUTHERFUCKA! AAAGGHHH. OOWWWWW."
Tyrone pulled out and stepped back. "OK, baby, anal ain't for you. Just as well that limp-dick husband didn't take ya to the 'hood. Woulda been niggas lined up to fuck that ass red raw. Lucky you with a gentleman like me."
Jessica looked at him and wiped the tears from her face. She felt grateful, strange since this was the guy who'd just been putting her through agony. "Thanks, Ty, I'm sorry."
"Ain't no big thing. At the club we all pussy hounds anyway. Anyone ask, you just say 'Tyrone had my ass and ruined it for any other guy', ya dig!'"
The big man laughed and she joined him, whether out of shock or relief.
A large black finger stroked her pale pink cheek. "You real fine, girl. Gonna be real popular with the brothas. That pussy's dynamite, as good as I've had and I've had a lot. But if the ass is off limits then we need to train that pretty white mouth a little. You up for it?"
Jessica nodded, it just seemed the thing to do. She wanted to please Tyrone.
Tyrone explained how a man liked to get his dick sucked and then Jessica practised on him while he commented and made suggestions. She learned the right pressure to stroke a man to hardness and just how he liked her tongue to work his head. She practised licking up and down his vein-y shaft and then tried to engulf him in her mouth. She slobbered over his meat, covering it in her spit as she worshipping the ebony pole.
"Ready for the next level, taking it all the way?" asked Tyrone.
Jessica nodded, she'd failed at anal but she was determined not to fail again.
A big hand grasped the back of her head and Jessica opened her mouth to admit Tyrone's big black cock. She pushed as far as she could but then the hand pushed her head down further and further. The fat cockhead seemed to go into her throat and cut off her supply of air. He eyes widened in shock, her hands clutched at empty air and...Tyrone withdrew.
Jessica coughed hard, the spasms racking her body, She retched and a long streamer of spittle dropped from her mouth.
"Real good, you nearly had it," said Tyrone and pointed at his dick, a dick covered in slobber until its last inch. "Only the best sluts can take my meat."
Jessica looked at him furiously. But slowly her anger with Ty was replaced by frustration with herself. She'd always been competitive - at lacrosse, in exams, at work - now she was damn sure that she wasn't going to be beaten by this. "Let me try again, Ty, please?"
The big man was delighted. He put her on her knees again and angled her head up. He grasped the back of her head and began to fuck her mouth. The new slut's eyes were open and locked on his. Eyes full of fury or, perhaps, furious determination. He didn't much care, he only knew that this was damn good. He began pushing the last part of his dick home into her throat. Jessica's eyes widened and tears began streaming down her cheeks. But she kept her eyes locked on his and she didn't try to pull away even when her nose was pushed into his belly and he was fully embedded in her.
Tyrone pulled his hands away from her head but Jessica kept herself pressed against him with his cock deep in her throat. He eyes began to lost their focus and Tyrone finally pulled her off him.
Jessica slumped to the floor and almost vomited as she desperately gasped in air. "Damn girl," rumbled the voice above her, "you got the makings of a real good slut. Back on that bed and I'll give you your reward."
Jessica wearily scrambled up onto the bed and Tyrone gave it to her. She learned just how long and well the big man could fuck her and, next morning, she learned how to wake up with a black cock already deep inside her.
"All you need's a bit more experience with real men," Tyrone counselled her, "and I know where you can get it."
The Club
"...and here's your card," smiled Jenny.
It was a little plastic card with her photograph, first name and a number.
"Now, that admits you and you just hang out and dance until you see someone you like. Then, you take his card and that tells him that he's getting some pussy. The guys at the door will note your numbers as you leave. Oh, but you won't be taking your BBCs home, I guess."
Jessica giggled at the idea of taking a string of 'black bulls' home. "That'd give the residents' committee kittens! Is there a motel near here?"
"Better that that, Mr Taylor had rooms built behind the club. Just be aware that Rooms
1-10 are wired for vision and sound. Goes to the perverts in the VIP and to sponsors on the web. Means you can fuck knowing thousands are watching all round the world. A real rush. We've got masks if you want to try it."
"Oh my," said Jessica, she'd never thought of doing anything like that but...
"Of course, it's safe sex only, 100%, no exceptions. Any guy try to persuade you otherwise then put it in your report."
"My report?"
"Marks out of 5 and any comments. Is he a gent or a thug, I think you've tried both sorts already! Is he well-hung or not so much. Technique, stamina, etc, etc. The sort of things you'd like to know if you were considering selecting him. The guys wear their badges so you can excuse yourself and check out his reviews."
Jessica giggled again, this place was amazing.
***
Meanwhile, her husband was also finding out about his future.
He stood in front of Senator Van Dorn's huge office desk. He'd been laying siege to the Senator's daughter for almost a year and it seemed she was ready to become the second Mrs Clarke. Jessica had been useful in her time but now he needed different connections to help him to the next level.
The Senator turned a flat screen monitor so that Christian could see it.
On the screen was Christian himself, on his knees in front of a big Black man. The Senator pressed a button -
"Please, Sir, please knock my wife up with your superior Bla...er, African-American seed," came out of the speakers in Christian's voice.
Then the man on the screen opened his mouth to pleasure the black cock and at that moment the picture cut off.
Christian hung his head in shame.
"My prospective future son-in-law, the man I intend to succeed me as Senator after my next term. How do you think our core-vote in Mississippi would react to that! You can't see the woman clearly, they'll probably think it's my Clemency that you want knocked up with a nigger bastard!"
Christian desperately tried to control himself but the image of Clemency fat with some thug's baby made his prick start to grow. "I don't know what to say..." he gasped.
"Fortunately this video has come into the possession of an old associate of mine named Taylor. A darkie but a man of his word. It will not be released..."
"Thank God," Christian blurted out.
"...in return for your co-operation. You'll sign these two papers. The first is your divorce - no-fault and no-penalty - then we can have you married to Clemency as soon as possible. She'll keep you out of trouble. Then you'll sign this contract with the Taylor Foundation. The equivalent of the alimony - or a tenth of your income, whichever is the greater - to be paid monthly. Needless to say, in your political career, should Taylor require any assistance..."
"Of course, of course," Christian rushed to agree. In his haste to placate the Senator he signed both papers without even looking at them.
The Senator's face softened, "Don't worry Christian, there's going to be plenty of money to go round. You'll go back home and stand for AG. Plenty of money to be made in that post for a man with his wits about him. Then back here to latch onto the Federal teat. But you know the best thing..."
Christian shook his head.
"...You'll be a Taylor Foundation sponsor. Access to videos and live-streams of just the sort of material that red-blooded men-of-the-world like us enjoy." The Senator chuckled, "With any luck you'll soon be watching some niggers put that slut first-wife of yours through her paces."
Christian was eager to leave - he needed to lock himself into his office so he could pleasure himself.
"One last thing, son, don't try this sort of thing with Clemency. She never did approve of her mother's, er, socialising with the Blacks."
Christian thought of the arch-conservative Mrs Van Dorn being fucked by a bunch of niggers and came in his pants almost immediately. The future US Senator then stumbled out of the room.
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Long Time No See
It was a train journey that changed my life.
Not a special journey, I was just coming back from a work-trip. I was having a beer when I noticed a young woman pass me in the aisle for maybe the fourth time. She was staring at me and beautiful young women generally didn't bother to stare at me. I'm heading for forty and nothing special to look at. My wife only had an interest in seeing me in her rear-view mirror but at least her new man only wanted her and not half of my money. More fool him!
This girl was a stunner. A pixie face and brown hair to just above her shoulders, bright blue eyes and a fit perfectly-proportioned 5' 2'' or so body all wrapped up in a classy work-outfit. Given that she was working she was probably a little older than she looked, early twenties rather than a teenager. She smiled and it's bullshit to say that it lit up my world, but it lit up my world.
"Is it you, Andrew?" It might have been the voice tone or the subtle accent but I knew her immediately. Her brother had been a good friend of mine at school and Hazel had been first a rug-rat and then an annoying little girl who always wanted to be involved in everything we were doing. Then her brother bought himself a motor-bike and the last time I'd seen her had been at his funeral, just before I went off to college.
Which made her, at a quick calculation, about 23 or 24. I guessed looking so much younger had been a pain for her up to now. Well, from here on in she'd be much happier about it. She sat down and we talked through the last hour of the journey. We talked about her brother some and then caught up on events. I worked in the financial sector and was about to be single. She taught drama at a secondary school not twenty miles from where I lived. She was married, no kids.
Today she'd been shopping in the city where I'd been on business. She had a big bag with her and I'd been a married man so I knew what that meant. "Clothes?" I enquired.
Her eyes widened and the most delicious grin spread across her face. If you look up 'serious mischief' on Wikipedia there should be a picture of her at that moment. I think that's when I fell in love. I was to see that wide-eyed look many times in the future and it always meant trouble, usually of the most pleasurable kind!
Meanwhile, she opened her bag and started showing me the contents. I don't know what I'd expected but not these - cheap-looking garish little tops in stretch fabrics, skirts that looked like belts and some lingerie. There were also some jewellery boxes but they looked pretty trashy too.
She saw my shocked face and giggled like a schoolgirl. "Can't buy these where I'll be recognised! I bought them for tonight."
"Your husband likes these clothes," I asked, wondering what kind of guy this husband was.
There was that giggle again. "He's away tonight - these are for something special." She thought a moment and her eyes widened, "Andrew, would you like to come and have a drink tonight."
Not a hard decision - my empty house wasn't too inviting. I could tell she was up to something and I was intrigued.
***
She lived in a tiny terraced house in the middle of town. She poured me a drink, found some nibbles and then we got to work setting up a light and background curtains in her little office. Once she unpacked her webcam I saw where this was going. She went to change and in the meantime I hauled an easy chair into the corner outside the camera's range and settled back for what promised to be an interesting evening.
When she came back Hazel was very different from the classy school teacher I had last seen. A fluorescent lime-green spandex top so tight that it was pretty clear she wore nothing under it. A short plaid skirt which just barely hid her panties, bright white stockings and, just to top it off, a black leather choker with 'Slut' picked out in silver letters. Not the classic school-mistress!
"Fucking hell", I said and shifted in my seat. I probably didn't need Hazel seeing this boner. Her giggle told me I was too late.
"Andrew, help me with this," she said, holding out what was clearly a mask for the top half of her face.
"School teachers have to be careful if they want to do this and stay a school teacher," she laughed as I helped tie her mask on. "This thing's a bugger to tie on myself and I think I like having an assistant! Now here's a good chat-room - there are usually some cams on here."
It wasn't quite the dark web but I'd never heard of that particular 'Hotwife' chat-room and I wondered how Hazel had. Either she or her husband knew their way round some sleazy parts of the internet. I'd learned that Hazel's husband was an actor, i.e. usually unemployed, who was away on a rare gig playing a lawyer in a TV show. He'd be back tomorrow because, as usual, he got shot in the first five minutes of Episode One. He also hated computers, so that solved that mystery
"Does your husband normally help you?" I asked.
"FUCK NO, he'd flip if he knew I did this. Steve and his family are so conservative and buttoned-up it's unreal, that's why he's always cast as a lawyer or businessman or..." she hesitated and glanced at me.
"...financial services worker", I completed her sentance.
"No offense", she giggled. "I know you are a lot more fun - if a woman showed Steve this gear on a train he'd have got straight off it - probably not waiting to reach the station! Err," the eyes widened again, "if you want to, you know, 'enjoy' the show fully I won't mind. All the other boys will." I wasn't sure I was quite ready for that and thanked her while keeping my cock in my pants.
Hazel logged on, apparently as 'needsadaddy' (ahem) and signalled that she had a cam. Private Messages started appearing almost immediately and she typed a channel number in return to each. When her channel had about 30 names in it she whispered, "It's show time," and switched on her cam. Four little boxes appeared on her screen and it wasn't too surprising that they were showing pricks and hands and little else. The main box on the screen began scrolling typed messages. No need for details but the good men of 'Hotwife Central' pretty much all wanted Hazel to get her tits out. I couldn't blame them.
She rubbed her titties through her top and teased her audience a bit, standing to show off her short skirt and twirling to give a flash of tiny white panties. The audience still wanted to see her titties. After five minutes she gave them what they wanted. Hazel had a nice pair of 32Bs with prominent nipples which signalled proudly that she was enjoying the attention. The crowd approved and told her so. That lasted 10 seconds and then they all wanted to see her pussy.
She glanced across at me and looked at my crotch. I shrugged and started taking off my trousers. When in Rome... "Hmmn, that's a beautiful hard cock," she breathed. On her screen four hands moved a little faster up and down four hard cocks. But I knew she had been looking at mine when she said it. I was glad I'd decided to stop by.
Standing up, Hazel twirled to make her skirt rise and then quickly unclipped it. She rubbed hard at the front of her panties before shoving one hand down inside. Her audience approved and they liked it even more when Hazel used her free hand to wave a pair of scissors at the screen. They'd mostly seen her act before and they knew what was coming. One snip and a pair of cheap white panties were consigned to the waste bin. The audience all praised the star of the show, a beautiful neatly-trimmed pussy. Well, all except 'Ty16inches' who wanted to see her ass.
"Its decision time", said Hazel and opened her bag. "Do we want this" - a pink vibrator about six inches long - "or this" - a black dildo eleven inches long and a good two thick - "or maybe this for a change" - a shiny metal butt plug. The audience divided on that point almost equally while good old 'Ty16inches' wanted to see her use the black dildo in her butt. Hazel giggled, "Or we might have a special treat," and she suddenly moved towards me with her eyes widening and a giggle.
I had never had any desire to be a 'porn-star' but when Hazel grabbed my erect dick and pulled me towards the camera I didn't have much choice. The audience went wild - but disapproved of my "little cock". These guys had been watching too much porn - I'd always been happy with my cock and the four guys on cam certainly weren't doing any better.
I think the audience were just jealous - after all only one guy was getting his cock sucked by Hazel! My wife was never much into oral but Hazel was very enthusiastic, cupping my hairy balls as she slobbered warm saliva over my shaft. The audience loved it - but not as much as me. Hazel pointed as one and then another cock on screen shot their loads. She waved a kiss just before the two boxes disappeared. Then another box appeared and Hazel giggled. I'll admit this one did have me beat - 'Ty16inches' was false advertising but not by as much as you might expect. Ty was also clearly an African-American.
It might have been her new Black admirer but Hazel decided to up the ante. "Sucking's nice but should I swallow his cum or let him fuck me." Messages were flashing up every second and the screen was going wild. "You can't decide," Hazel scolded, "so I'll have to fuck him and then swallow his cum." A condom was expertly applied and I soon felt her grasp my cock and point it at her cunt. I slid home easily into her well-lubricated hole and we turned a little to let her audience see my cock moving in and out of her. I hate condoms but that pussy still felt great. I didn't care about the show any more and began pounding away as hard as I could, rewarded by gasps and moans from my co-star. It'd been a while, that's my excuse. Anyway, pretty soon I grunted and filled the condom.
I exhaled hard and then nibbled Hazel's neck. She giggled before sitting back in her chair. She took off my condom and then stuck out her tongue while pointing at her pussy. She didn't have to tell me twice. Fuck the camera, I was going in. I lapped at her wet cunt like the cat that got the cream. I crooked my finger and teased her clit - which earned noises of approval. Meanwhile, Hazel showed the cam my used condom before tipping back her head, opening her mouth and pouring its contents into her mouth. As she read the messages of approval on screen she tossed the condom in the waste bin and grabbed the back of my head, pushing my tongue deeper into her.
Which pretty much closed the show. TYs littered the screen and people were logging off. Pretty soon the messages slowed to a halt and there was just us - and the cam of a certain big black cock. "Enjoy the show Ty?" asked Hazel.
"U a fine slut but U wasted on that little white dick," Ty typed in response.
"Play nice, Ty," scolded Hazel.
"Shit, girl, fine white piece like U needs to cum to the States make some real money. Stop wasting time on here. I'll be management."
"Hm, managing what?" asked Hazel.
"Yr tight white money-maker. We hook u up with the big porn sites - interracial ones will love u. Sucking & fucking, then a blow-bang & bukkake before do DPs & gangbangs. End with gangsta creampie gangbang with nasty-looking niggas unloading in you. That gets name out and we make serious coin on hardcore webcams & one-on-ones. U not ugly under that damn mask?"
"No, I don't think so. When you say 'one-on-ones'..."
The typing resumed, "I drive u to clients & collect the money & then u rock their wrld. Head and fucking first, later u do anal & bareback. Get some real money real fast that way. Niggas gonna be lined up for a piece of u".
Those eyes were wide again and that smile was huge. She glanced at me and giggled. I knew the signs by now - Hazel was having fun and Hazel was getting horny. "What about my man here - can he come too?"
Ty was unimpressed, "Fuck, don't need more cracka cucks here. U be fine with me. U be getting lots of prime meat."
I went off to have a piss and by the time I got back Ty had gone. "Read the last message," Hazel said as she tidied up her gear.
"PM me tomorrow - tell Tiny Tim that I'll treat u rite, send you home with cash in yr pocket & my baby in yr belly. What mo can a ho want."
"Seems I got a job offer from a pimp," Hazel giggled, "I think you're Tiny Tim."
"Very funny, guy's probably a bloody accountant."
"An accountant with a big black dick who wants to be a ghetto pimp. I could be his first ho and get him started until he puts me aside so he can be my baby-daddy." The eyes were wide and the grin was broad. Ty had got her all worked up.
I just said, "Think about it."
She sort of clicked out of slut-mode, "Hmmn, it probably wouldn't be a good idea. It's lucky he's in America or I'd want to invite him over." She paused and then grinned again,
"But I'll think of being his ho tonight while you're fucking me."
So I got a job offer too - and I didn't turn mine down.
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Out Clubbing
I'm no fool so I kept in touch with Hazel after our webcam adventure. She apparently did the shows whenever her husband was away. I appeared a few more times but I never enjoyed it as much as that first time. Hazel revelled in the attention she got - the cruder the better. She loved being their 'virtual slut'. That was what kept me coming back - the sex with a turned-to-eleven-for-horny Hazel was intense. Besides, spending time with a beautiful and funny young woman did wonders for my ego.
I'd fancied her from seeing her on the train that first time; soon I was growing to love just being around her. The sex was wonderful but strangely I seemed to get an even bigger charge just from being round Hazel when she got excited by 'naughty' things. Before I really thought about it I realised just how much I loved her. When Hazel got excited, especially when she got horny, her eyes would widen. Pretty soon Holly widening her eyes was enough to have my cock hard and straining to be let loose.
So a horny Hazel meant a happy me. The next turning-point for us was when I decided to give her (and I admit me) a treat.
Her husband Steve was off pretending to be an actor and so the webcam was due to come out. But I had other ideas. Instead I invited Hazel for our first date. I booked a hotel suite in the city and we could have a weekend of fun. She loved the idea, I think money was tight courtesy of her lay-about husband. I had plenty of cash after 15 years on the exchanges and there was nothing I'd rather spend it on than Hazel.
We went shopping for clothes - no fun for me, right. Wrong, having a beautiful young woman model hot outfits just for me was a blast. She finally brought a wonderful full white dress which clung in all the right places and made her look like a Greek goddess. On to shoes. Please lets pass over the shoe-buying. I paid silly prices for shoes she'd struggle to walk in but Hazel was having fun and that was what mattered. We went to the hotel and Hazel dressed in her full finery for dinner at a restaurant I'd heard good things about. I've never been prouder than when I had that gorgeous, classy, woman on my arm.
Afterwards she wanted to hit the clubs. First, she stripped off her finery and delved into her webcam bag. The cheap clingy top, the short skirt and white hold-ups combination, a pair of big hoop ear-rings and, a new aspect, no underwear at all. My classy Greek goddess had become a cheap chav-y slut. I loved them both.
My first mistake was deciding to take the car. My second mistake was not changing the sat-nav when it was playing up the week before. My third mistake was getting the street map upside down and turning right instead of left.
It was soon clear that I had fucked up. The streets got shabbier and poorer until finally we were stopped by a red light. Just across from us was a decrepit-looking two-story building with lights spelling out 'The Pit.' Outside the door were four young Black guys. I don't know if they were dealing or if they were just having a smoke but I do know that I looked at them maybe a second too long.
"Fuck off pig", one of the guys roared and threw a half-brick which fell just short.
"Pig's gotta ho with him," noticed a second. "Bring the ho here and then fuck off pig. We'll give her what she's needing." He punctuated his words by grabbing his crotch and thrusting it at us.
I heard, "Well it IS a club," and glanced over at Hazel who had her hand on the door-catch. Her eyes were very wide.
"Fucking hell", I shouted and was about to reach out for her when I saw sense and just floored it. I saw our new black 'friends' in the rear-view laughing and giving me the finger.
"Going there would have been intense," said Hazel.
"It would have been suicide - think about it."
So I learned just how wild Hazel might be when she got in 'her horny zone.' And we started the tradition that if I said, "Think about it," she was worrying me. Not a safe word in the normal sense but it sort of worked the same way. Wild Hazel would go away for a second and Normal Hazel would consider the situation. That became the rule. I'd never ask her not to do anything, let alone tell her, it was her life and her body and she wanted to experience all it could provide for her. But if I thought things were getting too dangerous I could raise the warning flag and bring her back to 'real life'. She'd usually realise she was maybe too far out there and come back to me ... usually.
Somehow we got to my friend's parking spot and then to the club. There were some hot girls there but my little chav-ette had them all beat. I was biased but it seemed a lot of others agreed.
Now I'm pushing forty and I was never a great dancer. Hazel's lithe body was in perfect rhythm with the heavy grinding beat the DJ was sending out. I, to be frank, was not cutting it. I cupped her ear, "I'm going to sit down, you keep dancing."
"But I can't dance here alone..."
"You won't be alone long."
I settled down with a beer and watched the club. The noise was deafening, the light show intense and in the flashes I could see my love dancing. Men flocked around her competing for her attention. Tall guys and short guys, beefy guys and rail-thin guys, pretty guys and pug-ugly guys, guys of different races, guys of every kind. She danced with anyone and everyone, only pausing to drink as the music transitioned. It was beautiful. Hazel was in nirvana - feeling the dance in ever fibre of her body and knowing just how much attention her body was earning her.
I knew that I had found my reason for being. Not my career or my soon-to-be
ex-marriage, not any religion or politics. I was on the earth to help this beautiful girl find happiness and to try to keep her safe. My feelings at times like this were better than drugs, better than sex, better than anything... Plus, of course, my dick got hard.
The time flew by and I only talked with her once in two hours. "Watch the guy in the red and black shirt - he knows what he wants", she bellowed at me from two feet away. Do I need to tell you about her eyes...
I looked and saw the guy staring back at us. He was maybe 6 foot 10 and built like a brick shit-house. He probably had a West Indian grand-dad because he had a permanent tan rather than being 'black'. He was also, I must admit, damn good-looking and carried himself with a confident air.
While Hazel was attending to urgent business in the ladies loo the guy came over. "She with you," he demanded in an annoyed tone, "don't want to waste my time here."
"She does what she wants..."
".And does she do WHO she wants," he asked, starting to smile.
I was honest with him. "Not yet, but she might." I scribbled my mobile number and gave it to him. "Do your best to persuade her. If it's going well then ring a half-hour after the club closes and I'll get you into our hotel suite."
"You're some kinky fuckers but OK."
I glanced towards the toilets to check that Hazel hadn't come out and seen us talking. All I saw was a knot of people surrounding something. Already I sort of half-knew what (or rather who) had their attention.
A woman I'd never seen and Hazel were putting on a show. She looked late-20s, long strawberry-blonde hair and very well put-together. Her breasts were very apparent in a tight blue top with a plunging neck-line. The two women were apparently trying to suck each other's faces off. The blonde's hand pushed down the front of Hazel's skirt. No panties tonight so it was easy access to my girl's honey-pot. Hazel began to squirm as the hand went to work. Then the blonde pulled away and wantonly pushed three of her fingers into her mouth. The crowd around them went crazy. The blonde then put her mouth to Hazel's ear before taking a pen and writing something on Hazel's wrist.
Back to the dance floor and Hazel was like a girl possessed. It was clearly getting to her. She might have played on cam before but never before a live audience - and never with another woman. Some of the guys seemed to sense the boundaries were dropping and started moving in. Men groped her through her top or forced their mouths onto hers. Men got behind her and I could see they were rubbing their bulges into her ass and back.
But the guy in the red-and-black shirt was always within a few feet of her. When the first guy tried to sneak a hand up her skirt it was swatted away by the big man. Hazel looked at him, surprised, and then smiled as her new friend grabbed her tit and forced his tongue into her mouth. Soon, his hand was in her skirt.
He was a big guy and pretty much claimed all her attention for the last twenty minutes at the club. As the music came to a stop I went and collected the flushed and dishevelled love of my life. "She's fucking great - bring her back again..." shouted the big guy as I led her away and back to the car.
"That was intense," giggled Hazel, "I could do that again."
"Who was that woman," I asked, "I thought she was going to turn you lesbian for a minute there."
"She might have, or at least bi. Never done that before but we're going to do it again and soon. Vicky gave me her number and I'm going on a date with her next week. She says she can't wait to teach me what fun we can have together." There was that giggle again.
Now that I would like to see. Turned out I never did though. Hazel and Vicky went out every couple of weeks after that but I was most definitely not invited. They stayed in or (later) went to all-girl clubs looking for fresh partners. That was quite a part of Hazel's life from here on in but I couldn't go into much detail about it. I do know that Vicky and Hazel saw themselves as 'fuck-buddies' rather than anything more serious. Both of them loved playing with women but weren't inclined to give up men. It became just another aspect of my girl's sexuality and if it made her happy I wasn't complaining
A Present for Hazel
Back at the hotel I told her I'd noticed the guy she warned me to watch out for.
"He was gorgeous," she pointed out, "and I think he wanted me bad. I copped a feel of his bulge and he'd got a big hard cock on him. Great body too - bet he could fuck for Britain in the Olympics."
"I'm surprised you didn't ask him back here, if he was so hot!"
"Ahhh," she cooed, " don't get jealous. You know I was only playing and, besides, I was there with you. Not matter what naughty games I get up to I'll always come home to you." That sounded good. "Besides, I can imagine it's him fucking me when we make love tonight." Ah shit, but at least that made me feel better about what I had planned.
"Naughty girls need to be put in their place", I said, fetching out a bag I'd brought. "Get naked and get on the bed." I reached into my bag and pulled out the leather cuffs, mask and restraints. Her eyes went wide and she grinned a broad grin - seemed she liked the way this was going.
Soon she was spread-eagled naked on the bed. A leather cuff round each wrist and ankle attached her to the corners of the bed with short chains. A metal rod kept her legs permanently apart. Her nipples were standing up like little twin beacons of lust and that was good because I'd found a pair of rings that clipped onto them. "Ouch," she yelped. "Can't imagine how anyone has piercings there because it must hurt like fuck."
"Should I take them off?"
"No, it's starting to hurt good," she giggled. Then I put on her matching black leather blindfold and ball-gag. I paused to lick up the side of her belly and was rewarded by a muffled giggle.
"Wait here," I whispered into her sweet little ear, "then when I come back pretend that I am that guy from the club." She said something but God knows what it was.
I went to the hotel car-park and a car flashed its lights at me. Soon the guy from the club was shaking my hand. "I can't believe you were serious. Thought it had to be a
wind-up!"
"But you still came," I smiled.
"Had to - just in case I could get to fuck that girl. Is she your wife or your daughter?"
"Hmmn, thanks mate. Well, my own fault for batting so far out of my league, I guess. Anyway its all like I said on the phone. Enjoy - but keep quiet and no fucking with the mask on, OK?"
He agreed and we raced back to the suite where I tip-toed to an easy chair and settled down for the show.
The guy was an artist at what he did and he put on a master-class of foreplay. He seemed to stroke, lick, nibble and tease every inch of her. He fondled her sweet 32Bs and pulled gently on her nipple rings before teasing them with his tongue. Her toes were sucked, her ears were licked, her skin was brushed with skilled finger-tips. Hazel squirmed and made muffled noises with each new sensation. Then he'd pause and leave her wondering which part of her vulnerable body would be next to experience his sweet attacks. Finally he just breathed on her neatly-trimmed pussy and the bomb went off. The night's excitement seemed to have built up to her climax and he hadn't even entered her yet!
As she subsided he latched his mouth onto her pussy and the guy's skilled tongue got to work. I can't say I ever believed in women squirting, seems like they are just peeing to me, but I will say that Hazel was getting very wet and the guy was loving it.
It was time - I moved up to beside Hazel's head and held a finger up to her lover. He eased back. "Do you want to fuck that guy from the club now?" I asked her and removed her gag.
"YES," the answer was emphatic.
"Are you sure?" I reached up to her blind-fold, "How much do you want him to fuck you?"
"I want him to fuck me hard and fuck me now and fuck me all night," she gabbled.
I undid the blind-fold and the first thing she saw was him - kneeling between her held open legs his hard dick bobbing and swaying as he moved it slowly towards her neatly trimmed pubes and what lay within.
"You still sure?" I asked her.
Her eyes were wide and focused on that dick like it was a king cobra hypnotising a little white rabbit. Her chest was rising and falling quickly as she gasped, "Oh fuck yes!.
He moved with lightening speed on top of her. One hand held the back of her head while his open mouth met hers. At the same time his other hand guided his cock home. She was very wet and his big dick eased home. After a few quick strokes he was balls deep and it seemed the fore-play had got him going nicely too. He took her very hard and very fast and wasn't bothered about how long he was going to last. After a few minutes of creaking bed-springs and sweet little female grunts he shouted, "Yeah"," and held himself deep in Hazel before slumping onto her
I got up and undid all the restraints. When the guy pulled out and back I saw the juices and sperm matted in her public hair. Oh, Shit! A real rookie mistake for someone supposed to be looking after her. No condom.
Hazel saw me looking, she giggled and her eyes went a little wider. She crossed to her new lover and grabbed his semi-hard cock. "You don't ruin a beautiful big cock like this by putting a condom on it. It's meant to plant seed into a girl's womb and, since it's got started we might as well keep it that way all night."
"Think about it," I said quietly.
"As long as I'm not going to get any unpleasant surprises," she asked him and he shook his head while holding a hand over his naked chest. "Well then I've thought about it - I'm usually a good girl but tonight is a special treat. I want all your lovely cum put in me - mouth, pussy, ass, however you like." He grinned and his dick was suddenly pointing skywards again. She raised her eyebrows, "Just wish I'd stayed on the pill but it didn't seem worth it with all the attention I get from Steve." That did it. He leapt on her like a lion on an antelope. His big hand latched onto a tit, his mouth gripped her pale neck and his meat found her hole now lubricated with his juices as well as hers.
The humping motion began again and this time he didn't just want a quickie. He gave her a tour of the classic sexual positions and kept her excitement simmering with subtle variation and occasional raw power, For me it was like watching the best porn ever made - which, since Hazel was the star, was true in a way. I came just before he did - another of his strong potent loads right where nature intended it.
I got them both a drink - they'd been working hard. When I came back he was telling her, "...that was my Grand-dad. He was a rogue. Before he came over he used to run the biggest whorehouse in Spanish Town. My grandma took a lot of shit when she took up with him but she almost managed to make him respectable. The rest of my family were white and prejudiced but after a while you had to love him."
"Aw, I'd like to have met him," said Hazel.
I couldn't resist chiming in, "Before or after he ran the whorehouse...."
"During...," she gigged, "he sounds like a fun guy to be around," and turning to our new friend, "I could have worked hard and bought your family a big new house." He snorted at that and bellowed a laugh cut short only when she took a hold of his big dick. "Since he was the Black guy in the family I guess you inherited this monster from him."
I had to drive home tomorrow and a man can only wank so long without serious chafing so I went to the other room to sleep. I don't think Hazel got much sleep until her new lover had left.
The next morning Hazel took a long bath while I sat next to the tub and we talked. The experiment was judged a massive success and something we wanted to do again and often. "We'll have to play safe from now on," I warned her.
She nodded but giggled, "You know I told him he could put his cum in me anywhere." I nodded. "Well five big loads of prime baby-making spunk all put just as deep in my poor unprotected little white pussy as he could. I think he was on a mission."
I grasped at straws, trying to ignore the fact that her eyes were wide with excitement, and asked, "You were teasing him about the pill, right?" She shook her head.
My heart sank a little, "But it's a safe time..."
Her head shook again. "About the worst possible time, or the best. There are five big loads of sperm in there swimming around hunting my egg. Maybe one has found her already." She saw my face and her devilish side really came out. "It's OK, he was only a quarter Jamaican. Its almost certain the baby could pass for Steve's."
I shook my head, "Morning-after pill?"
She mirrored my shake of the head one more time. "I'd like a baby before too long and if a girl wants to play with fire she has to know she might get burned. He was a great fuck and his boys deserve a chance."
As it happened, she got her period. One bullet succesfully dodged. The next day I went out and stocked up on party packs of condoms while I made sure Hazel went to her Doc and got back on the pill.
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Taste and Try
Jessica stretched her arms out above her head on the bed and left her whole naked body exposed to him. She kept her eyes closed and savoured his attentions. It had been much, much, too long.
His skilled fingers were tracing patterns across her skin and teasing her with the anticipation of where they would land next. However, since she wasn't a virgin, and he was a man, she was pretty sure where their next target would be. Perhaps unconsciously she slightly arched her back off the bed. He noticed and took the hint. She felt his hands on her breasts. He wasn't rough but his hold was firm enough to tell her that he was warming to his task.
His tongue first flicked her right nipple and then licked it harder. Jessica giggled as she felt her body respond. Soon her left nipple was receiving the same attention and she only opened her eyes when the man finally pulled back to admire her now erect nipples. "I like a woman whose body shows what she likes," said a deep velvety voice. Then he was holding her and his mouth was seeking hers. As their kiss began his tongue probed and she happily allowed it access. This man could kiss and Jessica could have gone a lot longer but he pulled back again.
He traced his long fingers along her collar bone to her neck. His voice was now a husky whisper. "Damn but you are beautiful. Your skin is amazing - it almost glows." He could have been talking to himself as he contemplated her body.
Jessica thought she had better contribute rather than just lay there basking in his attentions. "Er, thanks!"
"No, thank YOU, Jess. Must have been near two hundred men there tonight but you picked me. I had a lot of competition."
Jessica smiled again. "You made the choice easy."
He liked that and moved round until he was between her open legs. "Now I'm going to prove you right." She felt his breath on her and then his head moved forward and his tongue began to explore her pussy. This man knew how to please a woman and Jessica again thought that her only mistake had been waiting so long.
Her location suddenly flashed through Jess's mind. Dress it up you as liked this was not where her whole life had been designed to take her. She was in a back-room of what, at least one night a week, was a pick-up joint where men came to find easy women for casual sex. She'd never been in an hourly-rate 'hotel' or a brothel but you sometimes saw them on TV or read about them in news stories. This room pretty much fit the bill. It had a bed that obviously saw a lot of action, a couple of battered chairs, a little bedside table, a trash-bin and a wash hand-basin. You didn't stay here, you didn't visit here, you didn't sleep here. You came here to do one thing and a man she'd met only an hour ago was getting her good and ready to do just that.
She must have momentarily stiffened or given him some idea of what was going through her mind. Two long fingers replaced his tongue at her pussy. "Easy, baby, I know it's your first time here. Relax and enjoy."
He hadn't really needed to say it. If her moment's hesitation had ever really existed then it had already passed. Strong hands moved back up to gently squeeze her breasts and then she felt his nose pressing against her as his tongue again sought to delve into her. She knew that he was enjoying his first experience of her body. He was savouring her. When he rose up she wasn't surprised to see his cock was standing proud, hard and ready.
"Would you like me to...you know...with my mouth," she asked and began to follow him. Then Jess felt his hand on her - signalling his wish that she stay where she was.
"That sounds good, I'm going to enjoy that," he said, "but just now I think we need to give you what you need. Something tells me this beautiful pussy hasn't been getting the attention it deserves." He moved to the little bedside table and picked up a condom. He opened the packet and rolled the latex sheath over his cock.
Jessica's eyes sparkled and she smiled as he moved back to her. "Where have you been this past few months?"
He chuckled. "Waiting for you, baby, we've all been here just waiting for you..." He moved between her open legs, lined his cock up with her pussy and then eased his way into her. He made three measured strokes and under their slow but insistent pressure her body accepted him easily and fully. Jessica then felt the weight of him on her. His hands reached under her shoulders, his mouth found hers and he began to set the rhythmn of his love-making, the age-old dance by which a man made a woman his.
Jessica and her new lover shared a long, deep, wet kiss. She loved it and the kiss only broke when he eased his head back to look intently into her face, to look deep into her soul. She met the challenge unreservedly and gazed into the liquid brown depths of his eyes.
"Ready?" he asked. She smiled and nodded.
Now the fucking began. Her new lover was no hulking thug. He was a handsome man about four years older than her. He obviously kept himself fit and in her limited experience his cock was probably about average-sized. What was more important was what he was doing with it. His eyes stayed locked on hers as the rhythmn of his thrusts slowly became faster and more powerful, building the feelings within her. Looking into his face Jessica knew how much he wanted her, how much he was enjoying claiming her. It wasn't love, it was pure lust.
She also knew that he wasn't alone in that. She wanted everything he could give her just as much.
The pace of their love-making continued to slowly increase over the next few minutes. Then the man's mouth tightened a little and his breathing became quicker. Jess had felt her body's reaction to him also slowly growing. She wanted to come for him but she was not there yet. The man let his full weight drop back onto her and he began to pound into her with all his strength. Now his strokes were fast, deep and almost frantic. Jess hung onto his strong shoulders and tried to clench her legs around his back.
It was all just enough and she felt a small but pleasurable climax. As she gave out a little moan of pleasure her new lover gave one last hard thrust and then held himself inside her. She knew he was filling the condom.
The man eased himself up, discarded his used rubber in the trash and then sat beside her on the bed. He breathed hard before letting out a little whistle of delight. "Fuck that was good. I knew it would be from the first time I saw you tonight."
She smiled at him and looked him over again. 'John 32' was all she knew him as, that was the ID printed on his club membership card. Now it was her turn to run her fingers over his chest. She admired his body and her eyes drank in the beautiful dark chocolate complexion of his skin. He really wasn't that different from other men she had dated at college and before her marriage. He was clean-cut, good-looking and well turned out. He had told her that he worked in a bank and that was the image he had given off at the club. Yes, he was very similar to the other men she had dated. Well, all except that one thing. That dark brown, almost black, skin. That beautiful dark brown, almost black, skin.
"I love your skin too," she whispered.
He gently held her pale white fingers against his dark chest and saw her looking at the contrast. "It just looks good doesn't it, it just looks right. Ever since I was coming of age I knew that I found white girls the most attractive. Nothing political about it, nothing about 'taking whitey's woman', just a pure aesthetic decision. I happen to generally find white women more sexy than women of other races. That's just the way I am."
Jessica thought about that. She'd always found African-American men attractive but perhaps that was just because they had been so unattainable. Growing up where she did, and in the social circles that she did, you didn't fraternise with them let alone do anything else with them. She thought about how she'd felt the first time she'd seen James, her first Black lover, naked. She knew that she had wanted him at that moment more than she had ever wanted another man.
Then Jess remembered Tyrone, her second Black lover, demanding that she watch him enter her with his big Black cock. The sight alone had almost made her come; it had been so beautiful. This evening in the club there had been a lot of men and she had picked a handsome man that she felt comfortable with, but also the man in that category who had the darkest skin tone.
She had enjoyed some happy years with her husband before their marriage had started to come apart. In many ways he was a good partner but it was undeniable that she had never felt the raw sexual attraction for him that she now felt for this man, or that she had felt for James and Tyrone. She had to be honest with herself about that.
"I know this was your first night at the club, was I your first Black man," asked John.
"Sorry," said Jess, "that was James."
"Damn, he didn't even let you get in the door first," laughed John. "Watch out for him - he's got kids all over town, shit he's got kids all over the country."
"I know, he told me. He even got me to tell my ex-husband that he'd probably got me pregnant. Poor Christian nearly had a heart attack - but he should've known I was still on the pill..."
John just shook his head in wonder.
Her finger traced a small tattoo on his upper arm. "I got it when I was on Spring Break," said John, "I was a bit of an idiot really. At least I can keep it covered up at the bank but it stung like hell at the time and with my skin you can't hardly see it. Not like your skin - ink would show up real well on you."
Jessica laughed. "When my folks were around they would have gone ape if I'd turned up with a tattoo. They're also about as popular with a law firm as they are with a bank. But do you think I'd look good with a tattoo?"
"Hey, you look great either way," said John. "I'm not really a fan of too much ink but I can think of a couple of tats that would look REAL good on you."
She playfully swatted at him. "Well, tough luck. I don't think I'll be getting any tattoos any time soon. I was never a fan of needles."
John held his hands up. "That's cool. Like I say you look damned good in any man's language. Besides, working in our jobs you have to be careful. That's a good thing about the club - discretion is observed at all times. We all know the rules and any man who doesn't follow them would have to answer to Taylor."
"I keep hearing that name. Who is he?" asked Jessica
"He's the man who'd send Tyrone or one of the others to kick my ass if I ever disrespected you. That's about all I know or need to know. He's the man who makes all this available to you, Jess. A club full of men you find attractive and where you are invited to taste and try just as many as you like."
John stood up and moved round in front of her. "Talking of tasting and trying - I think you promised me something earlier."
Jess gave him a knowing smile and then leaned forward to take his cock in her hand. She held the shaft up and used her tongue to tease his balls, tasting the salt of his fresh sweat. "I'm liking that," said John, "you just keep that up and then I'm going to make love to you like a fine woman should be made love to. Not a sprint like last time." He saw her move and take his hard cock in her mouth. Then he felt her tongue begin working on the head of his shaft.
"Fuck yeah," said John as he reached for another condom and tore the packet open with his teeth, "I'm going to send you home happy and make sure that you keep coming back."
Jessica liked the sound of that; she liked the sound of that a lot.
***
It had taken Jessica almost five months to make that first visit back to the club. The idea of it had intrigued her but young women in her position didn't just rush into such a proposition. Besides, the weeks after her momentous night with James and Tyrone had sped by in a bit of a blur really.
With her soon to be ex-husband gone she would have liked to have thrown herself into her work but instead of continuing to rise up the ladder she was suddenly given only routine and simple tasks. It was work that could have been done by a clerk and she missed the challenge of her old case-load. She suspected that Christian had been pulling strings with the partners. Well fuck him! She had their house in one of the most prestigious areas of the city and so she sold it. That left her with a small house in a leafy white suburb and a very fat bank account.
The move did hurt her social life - allied with the fact that her many 'friends' that were married to business contacts of Christian all suddenly went missing. Well fuck them too! A couple of disastrous attempts at dating didn't help. She felt the weeks and then the months dribbling away with nothing but professional and social frustration to show for them.
Jessica knew that she needed to make a change but couldn't be sure what it should be. She had one very good friend at work, Emily, but she was married and had her own life to live. Jessica knew that she couldn't impose on her too much and she didn't really trust anyone else after her life with Christian had fallen apart. Her neighbours were perfectly nice, respectable, people but it was almost a dormitory community. She was in a city of millions but she felt more isolated here than she ever had in her old home town.
Finally, Jess decided that she needed to let her hair down. She wanted some male attention and, let's be blunt, a good fuck would be a welcome change. Over the months she'd always known that there was one place where we could pretty much guarantee herself all of the above. Now, finally, her frustrations overcame her hesitation.
She spent an afternoon at the salon and then bought herself a new clubbing outfit. It was a little white dress which was short and tight but which promised a lot while showing relatively little. It was expensive and gave just the right impression - a classy up-town girl out looking for fun. She thought that might go down pretty well.
If she'd had any doubts about that then they didn't last long. She saw James and a guy she didn't know on the door and the former's huge smile on seeing her was almost enough in itself to prove she'd been right to come. Then she had fun dancing for a couple of hours until a certain dark handsome stranger had caught her eye. 'John 32' had pretty much taken charge and guided her through how the club worked. Then, almost inevitably, she had found herself naked on a bed in one of the back rooms with John working wonderfully hard to get her pussy nice and wet and ready for action.
A Modest Proposal
Once she had her night with John (graded a '5 out of 5' on her review) Jessica knew that she had a new outlet for her energies.
Her recreation time was increasingly focused on that one night a week. The night she went down to the club on its 'Members' Evening.' The night when she danced in a warehouse full of delicious Black man and the white women who loved them. The night when she picked one or two of those Black men to take her into a back room and fuck her.
She hadn't been a virgin when she married but her experience had been limited. Now, a different partner every week soon mounted up. Jenny, the club manager, had suggested she experiment a little. The sweetie-shop was open to her so why not take advantage.
At first, Jessica selected professional-looking men of about her own age, like John. Later, she tried some men a little older than her, some taller than her, some who looked a little more 'street'. Gradually her insistence on a certain type of guy was discarded. Except that she did prefer the darker men. That contrast of skin-on-skin was very important to her.
Finally she was propositioned in a darker corner of the club and took his card almost as a matter of course. When she looked at her beau a little more closely her heart sank. He had to be at least 55 and his beer gut was all too obvious in his cheap suit. She thought about saying she'd made a mistake but then saw the look on his face, the gleam in his eye. Ah well, she thought, she'd make it good for him.
She needn't have worried. Hollis might have been a little past his best and have eaten too much fast-food but that man could fuck! He wasn't huge, she'd quickly learned that was a myth, but he had a thick six inches and he certainly knew how to use it. His old eyes shone with lust as he took her and made her his. His rough worker's hands explored her smooth white body and his bulk pushed down on her leaving her at his mercy. Jessica fucking loved it.
She gave old Hollis a 5, wrote 'Don't Judge a book by its Cover!' on his review and broke another rule she'd set herself by hunting him out herself twice over the next month. Later she was pleased to see several of the other younger white women following her example. She'd often have a drink with Hollis during her evenings at the club but his reputation spread and usually another woman would claim him before they'd finished their chat.
She selected three men for her video debut. Her ass was off limits so one generally rested while his friends took her mouth and pussy. She liked the idea of so many people watching her but the mask was uncomfortable and so she didn't do that again.
Life was never boring at the club but given long enough most anything can become routine. Nine months into her club membership Jessica arrived one evening with a slightly flat feeling.
Jenny signalled to her and so she walked over to join her and Tyrone. "You OK, honey, you don't look your usual self." The bottle-blonde, now definitely on the BBW side of the scales, had a look of concern on her face.
"I don't know, perhaps I'm just not 100% tonight. I've enjoyed every minute here but somehow it's not the same as that first night with James. Something's always been missing."
A gold tooth gleamed, "Told 'ya," crowed Tyrone triumphantly. "Saw it in her eyes that first night with her. Ain't no vanilla white-bread sex gonna do it for her. She a real
top-draw bona-fide slut needs raw full-strength fucking. Need to put her on the program Jenny or she'll get bored and go hunting in the 'hood freestyle."
"What the fuck..." gasped Jessica.
"He's blunt but he's probably right," nodded Jenny, "come to my office, I have a little proposition for you."
***
"Did you ever wonder why we run these evenings? After all, it costs Mr Taylor real money not to be a public venue once a week. Well, we're basically a selection procedure. If you pass muster at this club then you can be selected as a prospect for the 'Cock Pit.'"
"The what..." laughed Jessica.
"I know, it's a helluva name! They used to fight roosters there a hundred years ago and Mr Taylor thought the name appropriate so he kept it. Anyway, you know that you fill out a form for each of your studs - well they do the same for you. Just a straight 'Yes' or 'No'. If you get ten approvals from Cock Pit members before you get three negatives then you have this little chat with me. Cock Pit members are only maybe 5% of the club so just getting to fuck ten of them shows a minimum of commitment. It's been quite quick for you - I suspect Tyrone has been tipping his guys to target you and get you fast-tracked."
It sounded like bullshit to Jessica but she'd learned not to under-estimate how strange things could get. "What happens at this Cock Pit?" she asked.
"It gets pretty wild there and its very exclusive. Its not socio-economic or monetary or any of that shit. The men have to be genuinely Black, no light-skinned brothas, and tested. The women have to be hot and nasty, I should know." She flicked a photo across the desk.



Jessica picked it up - it was a much younger and slimmer Jenny. She was in a tight blue dress and laughing at the camera as she bent over. Surrounding her were five or six naked Black men with hard cocks on display. One was clearly about to enter Jenny from behind and he wasn't wearing a condom.
"I was a member there for ten years," nodded Jenny, "loved every fucking second of it. Even when I was emptying the ash-trays I knew it was all just part of getting me to that next session of hard dirty sex."
"When I hit 45 they retired me and Mr Taylor gave me this job. I'll be honest with you - an important part of my role is identifying 'prospects'. James and I will both get a small bonus if you become one and a really nice one if and when you are sworn in."
"Sworn in?"
"That's a long way off and most prospects get nowhere near it. In the meantime you get to experience a lot and have some serious fun. You'll have to decide for yourself how far you want to go. I can only say I've never regretted going all the way."
It was scary to Jessica but also intriguing. "Do I have to decide now?"
Jenny gave her a card, "If you want to go ahead then book an appointment at the clinic. Once you are checked out and follow their instructions then you'll get a prospects card. Each month you stay you'll need to be checked and get the card updated. That's your first rule. You'll pick up the rest as you go along. I'm sure you'll have fun learning the ropes!"
A few months at the club could change a girl's perspective on things. This time Jessica didn't hesitate. It sounded intriguing and aroused her curiosity - among other things. She'd at least see what it was all about and wouldn't waste any time doing it.
House Rules
The card was for a clinic where, the next day, Jessica got a full medical including a battery of tests for STDs. She returned a week later and was ushered into a Doctor's office.
"Ah, Ms Clarke, my name is Doctor Nikola. Our clinic is retained by the Taylor Foundation as part of their sexual health program. First, I must tell you that abstinence or strict limitation of sexual partners are the only sure way. After that, the use of condoms. However, I understand that these options are not possible in your lifestyle." The little man with the East European accent smiled and arched a playful eyebrow - he'd clearly made this little speech many times before.
"That the Foundation's activities have continued so long without serious incident is proof that our methodology is effective to a considerable degree. There are, of course, risks. Perhaps only comparable to crossing a street on foot, but risks all the same. I must make you aware of them."
Jessica nodded.
The Doctor continued, "The RNA and other STD tests have all come back negative. You will return to be tested each month and should you have any problems you will be treated and only return to the program once cleared. These are requirements not requests, you understand?"
"But not all such problems are easily solved..."
"Indeed, hence your requirement for medication. My tests suggest that you are currently using hormonal birth control via the pill?"
"Yes," confirmed Jessica, she'd made sure to go back onto birth control when she started going to the Club. Condoms were all very well but condoms could split.
"That will make things easier. Instead of your pill each morning you will take one of these." The little man tapped a packet and pushed it towards Jessica. "PrEP is giving us excellent results. But it must be taken daily, without exception. Your partners will not be medicated but will also be RNA tested monthly. This combination of testing and medication will exponentially reduce your risk."
Jessica nodded, but some of this went against everything she had ever heard. She would have to research it all herself but it certainly raised possibilities that she'd never imagined.
"I will be clear. Each time you test clear you receive this card," Dr Nikola gave Jessica a small object like a credit card. "This allows you to participate in the program over the following month and to identify others on the program. Of course there are certain rules. You MUST take your medication, no excuses and no exceptions. You MUST be tested each month. Sex outside of the program should be kept to a minimum and with protection. That especially applies to anal sex and I would advice caution there even inside the program. Finally, hormonal birth control lessens PrEP effectiveness and so you must cease taking the pill immediately."
'Shit,' thought Jessica. There just had to be a catch didn't there.
Doctor Nikola gave a sly smile. "Of course for the purposes of our program a barrier form of contraception can be perfectly fine. You have used a diaphragm...well, our nurse will instruct you in its use. Please remember that it is not like the pill. If you forget it or insert it incorrectly then you will not be protected."
"I understand," nodded Jessica.
"Then welcome to the program. I trust you will find it an enjoyable process and wish you all good fortune."
The little man shook her hand and then ushered her out of his office. This woman was particularly lovely with her flawless skin and her long auburn hair. He knew that his friend and employer would be particularly interested in watching her progress.
Recruitment Drive
Jessica left the clinic to find Tyrone waiting for her.
"Hold up," he said, and took a picture as she posed in front of the clinic holding up her card. "For the records," he explained.
Once in the car Jessica said, "It's amazing - is it these sponsors that fund the tests, the drugs..."
"...the whole fucking clinic," chuckled Tyrone, "is courtesy of Uncle Sam. Mr and Mrs Taxpayer will be facililitating yo' fucking," he spoke the last three words as if rolling them round his mouth.
He turned to enjoy her shocked expression. "Taylor is the man. Got lots of friends on Capitol Hill. We got issues but money ain't one of 'em."
"What, er, issues do you have," asked Jessica.
"Recruitment."
"Women don't want to risk it."
Tyrone laughed. "We offering a steady diet of big Black cock bareback. Plenty enough white girls interested in that! Twenty years ago it was tough. But we could get East European girls who wanted a green card. Now, we got sluts coming in from all over the country and all over the world. Already got programs in two other US cities and setting up in London soon. Get the word out and the sluts come running. Most just wanna visit or ain't fine enough for the Pit but we still got plenty of white girls as prospects."
"So what's the problem?"
"Getting black dick for you girls - we need a lot of supply to meet demand. We get a good man and then the sucka falls in love or gets married or shit. Old wise heads stay around but the girls want variety. Need some young bulls that can go hard and fast all night. Which is where we going for your first mission."
Jessica kept quiet, aware that things were moving fast. She watched as the leafy surrounds of the clinic were replaced by a more built-up landscape and then as the smart commercial district was replaced by more shabby streets and shops. It didn't surprise her - where else would you go in search of young black men?
She looked down at her outfit - she'd come straight from the office and was in a smart work suit. She wore a dark-blue tailored jacket with a matching skirt reaching half way to the knee. There was a plain white t-shirt under the jacket and a simple gold necklace of linked chains around her neck. Pantyhose gave the pale skin of her legs some colour and she wore her usual two-inch black heels. She suddenly felt a little self-conscious. She was perhaps over-dressed for the ghetto. She smiled as she realised that the thought made her hot.
Ty parked the car and turned to her. "You stay here till I signal. Don't get out on your own - round here ain't safe for unaccompanied fine white bitches. Get yourself turned out by a wannabe pimp."
Then he was gone and strolled round the corner.
Jessica looked out of the car window at her unattractive surroundings. She'd just been brought where good white women didn't go by a black man who her daddy would have called a 'nigger thug'. She'd agreed to come because she 'd known what would be here waiting for her - hard Black cock. She giggled and slipped her hand down the front of her skirt and into her panties.
She didn't notice Ty until he was tapping on the car window. She rapidly adjusted her skirt and stepped out of the car. "Shit, girl, you crazy doin' that in public round here," his voice was gruff but he was smiling as he strode across the sidewalk. Behind him, one wrist gripped in a big black hand, Jessica hurried along with her heels clicking on the concrete.
Round the corner was a basketball court, at it's gate were five young men, All Black, all tall and lanky, all dressed in T-shirts and long baggy shorts. Jessica's eyes widened - this could all go very wrong.
"Shiit - the nigga wasn't lying..."
"Thass one fine piece to be round here."
"We got what you looking for slut."
Ty's voice boomed, "Pussy's off limits for today. Get to the club I told you 'bout and there'll be plenty there for ya." He turned to Jessica, "I checked their IDs - all 18 - so do your thing baby."
Jessica swallowed hard. Fantasy was one thing but this was very real, seemingly much more real and raw and nasty than anything she'd done at the Club. She wasn't sure she could do it.
"Shit," said a fourth boy, "she a stuck-up bitch. She near pissing herself she so scared. She ain't gonna do shit. She ain't no real slut, she just prick-teasing."
That did it. Jessica had always been very competitive. All that energy, courtesy of her problems at work, had just been backing up and waiting for an outlet. In a nano-second the electrical connection fired in her brain and all that fire and energy and will to win had a new direction. No little black brat was calling her a prick-tease. He wanted to see a real slut well he'd better hang onto something because here she came...
"What the fuck..." The boy was rocking in his sneakers as Jessica launched herself at him. Almost before he could grasp what was happening she was on her knees in front of him and her hands were hauling down his shorts and boxers in one movement. Her hand found his semi-erect dick and with a couple of expert strokes soon had him at full-mast.
'18-year-olds are easy,' thought Jessica as she noticed how quickly the boy got hard. Then she engulfed his meat in her mouth and pushed until her nose was in his pubic hair.
She bobbed her head up and down three times exerting the perfect pressure onto his dick and then pushed down and used her tongue on his underside.
"MOTHA-FUCKA," shouted the boy and Jessica's mouth filled with his salty semen. She swallowed like a good slut should and then stood. Looking the boy in the eye she smirked, "That tease you good enough."
"Thanks," mumbled the boy.
"Well...who's next?" asked Jessica and eased back down to her knees as a young man arrived in front of her and another on each side. Three hard Black cocks stood proud around her face and she put all the skills she had learned at the club to work. For the next few minutes she had a dick in her mouth and another in each hand as she moved from cock to cock.
Barely registering the comments and sounds of approval from the young men she just concentrated on the three big Black cocks in front of her. She wanted to worship them and give them pleasure. She wanted, most of all, to make them cum.
Almost without warning a boy groaned and the cock to her left shot it's load. Semen shot out in three strong ropes and she felt it hit her face as she closed her eyes. That set the guy in her mouth off and again she had to swallow hard to clear her mouth of the viscous salty liquid. The cock on her right was pulled out of her hand and she heard ragged breathing from above her. She knew that he was jerking himself off over her. She angled her face to give him he perfect target. He grunted, "fuckin' nasty bitch", and she felt his load hit her.
When the spurts ended Jessica cautiously opened her eyes. Then she used her hand to scoop as much cum off her face as she could before jamming her fingers into her mouth and greedily sucking them clean. Her eyes locked on the fifth and last of the young men.
"I like a man to take charge," she purred, "can you help me out." He just nodded and stepped forward. He grabbed her hair, ignoring the cum, and pushed his dick home into her soft warm mouth.
He wasn't bothered about her technique. He just wanted a warm wet hole that he could fuck and then cum in. Jessica offered him one and he took it. He made her gag with the depth of his strokes and made her eyes water so that her eye make-up began to run down her cheeks. Finally, he jabbed viciously home one last time before pulling out and showering her with his jizz.
"Nasty slut."
"Fuck yeah, best head I ever got."
"Gonna need to get that suit cleaned."
The young men laughed. Jessica turned to Tyrone and saw him filming her on his phone. After a bit he got the guys to pose round her and snapped a few pics. "Remember the white pussies are at Taylor's club. Not all as fine as this one but there's plenty to go round."
"Damn," said the assertive guy with a smile, "shoulda knowed you wuz from Mr Taylor. We'll be sure to get there."
Ty held up a meaty finger. "Get yourself tested and then get yourself down there. Keep the 'hood clean and healthy and in return you'll get plenty of sweet white pussy."
"Sounds good man." The others agreed and all bumped fists with Ty in recognition. The boys declined a goodbye kiss from Jessica, to general laughter, and they were on their way.
"Look in the mirror, babe," rumbled Tyrone. Adjusting the rear-view Jessica saw her face caked in drying semen. There were little streaks in her disordered hair and a glance down showed her clothing marked with their cum and her pantyhose full of ladders from kneeling on the rough ground.
"That's what life as a prospect is like," Tyrone continued.
"Five black guys make a lot of cum," giggled Jessica.
"That's three guys' cum, I saw you swallow two straight from the tap. Ever want to try another challenge?"
"Fuck yeah," said Jessica, "it was a real rush."
"OK, we'll contact you soon with instructions. Meanwhile, rule number two. Prospects don't wear panties. If a brotha gets close and wants to check the goods then he doesn't want to feel cloth. He wants to feel pussy when he's feeling you up."
Tyrone snapped his fingers and held out his hand. Jessica quickly pulled off her panties and handed them to him. He felt them with his finger and sniffed their aroma.
"Yeah, I knew you was enjoying yourself. You know you quite something. I'd hired a room a couple of blocks over but you just took those guys in the wide open on the public street. Nigga could get himself arrested hangin' with a nasty slut like you. Now let's go home."
His words should have horrified her, before she'd entered the club she would have been disgusted by them. But now she was a different Jessica. She heard the amused surprise in Tyrone's voice and it made her...proud. If she was going to be a slut then she was going to be the best and nastiest slut that she could be.
She hardly noticed Tyrone turn up his sounds as he reached her street. The heavy beat was thumping out as he leaned across and opened her door.
As she moved to step out he grasped her wrist. 'I'll take that goodbye kiss." Their tongues met in a long deep soul kiss and she felt his big hand groping her breast through her clothing. Finally, he pulled away, "Hmmn, I like my bitches real nasty. You gonna do fine."
Jessica finally stepped out and then yelped as a big black hand slapped her backside. She felt like she was walking on air as she made her way up the short drive to her front door. She hardly heard the loud music from Tyrone's car recede into the distance and she never noticed the curtains twitching in the surrounding houses.
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The Second Challenge
"Good work recruiting those new young studs," beamed Jenny, "I've had two of them already but the big one, Dashawn is it, I think I'm going to have to see what he's made of. Wish me luck!"
James smiled at Jessica's expression. He knew just what she was thinking. The young men she'd 'persuaded' to join the club were all just 18. Jenny was a bottle-blonde running to fat who looked like she wouldn't see 50 again.
He explained, "Just like we recommend female prospects, current and past Taylor girls get to recommend new male members for the Cock Pit. Word soon gets around. If a young Black man wants to reach the land of unlimited bareback fucking with the finest white pussy then it pays him to show Jenny and the others a real good time. It's a little reward for the girls' past services."
"Taylor girls..."
"What you'll be when, or if, you meet all your challenges. Which reminds me, you'll be picked up on Saturday afternoon at three. Dress real classy and real expensive. Talking of dress rules - what about Rule One."
Jessica swirled up her mid-length skirt to reveal her naked pussy.
"Passed that test," smiled James, "now go find yourself some fresh Black cock."
***
Jessica prepared herself carefully for her challenge on Saturday. She bathed and then lightly misted her body with her most expensive perfume. She wore a simple but extremely exclusive designer dress. It essentially left one shoulder and most of her back exposed. The ultra-sheer red material was kept in place by thin black sequined straps and stretched tight over her chest. It was not a dress that you wore a bra with. Besides, she was proud of her pert well-formed 30Ds and today she would enjoy showing them off. The dress was tight around her ass, clearly showing the curves of her buttocks, and then flowed loose down to just above her ankles. She wore modest heels and decided to wear her classic long black leather coat for travelling.
Her ride arrived on time and she easily identified it by the booming bass blasting out from the car's speakers. She looked in the window and hesitated - it was a man she didn't know. He asked, "Jessica?", and flashed a 'Cock Pit' card at her. She saw his picture, that month and the name 'Antwan'.
Antwan drove some sweet wheels and was well turned out himself. A well-cut suit jacket with a heavy gold necklace over his black shirt. His hand as he waved Jessica into the car showed a couple of heavy gold rings.
As soon as he had driven out of her neighbourhood Antwan turned down his radio to a background level, "Been to H-town recently?"
H-Town was the nickname for the neighbouring city, now largely connected by sprawling suburbia. H-Town had always been the poor neighbour and the decline of heavy industry hadn't been kind. While Jessica's city was fairly prosperous, with pockets of poverty, over there it was a ring of wealthy suburbs round a city that had just about managed not to go the way of Detroit, but only just. 'H-Town' referred to a major heroin epidemic that had hit the inner city there in the 70s just as the economy was headed down the pan and most of the whites were packing up to leave. 'H-Town' pretty much always referred to the inner city rather than the suburbs and Jessica somehow knew that she wasn't going to any nice leafy suburbs.
"Never been," she admitted, "you from there." "Born and bred," Antwan smiled, "my man Tyrone suggested I show you some sites over there."
'I bet,' thought Jessica.
It was a 2-3 hour drive to H-Town and Antwan spoke in his leisurely way most of the journey. He'd made a lot of money in 'retail' and 'import/export' until 'outside pressures' made it a good idea to quit that game. Jessica immediately thought 'ex-drug dealer' and then blamed her racist upbringing for making such an assumption. Antwan went on to say that he'd met Taylor who'd persuaded him to try new ventures just four months before his main competitors in 'the market' had each got twenty-to-life. 'Ex-drug dealer' thought Jessica and this time she didn't feel guilty about it.
Antwan had gone into 'entertainment'. 'Pimp?' thought Jessica. But no, Antwan had gone into clubs. Dance clubs and smaller swingers clubs. "Got establishments in every big city over four states," Antwan boasted, "not bad for a man just past 40. And every club, either weekly or monthly, has a 'Zebra night' for promoting racial harmony, know what I mean."
Jessica knew what he meant.
"At every club I got staff used to be with Taylor at the 'Cock Pit'. They manage or work bar or watch the doors - but as well as that they talent-scout. Taylor covers any deficit from running the 'zebra nights' and in return I send him women who're interested in what he does. To his Club down in the city if they're close enough. Otherwise I let them know what 'special activities' Taylor can lay on for them."
Jessica had only the vaguest notion what those 'special activities' were but she had a feeling she'd probably be finding out in due course.
"The other string to my bow is organising events for Spring Break, Fantasy Fest, etc. A real good earner and if you locate a 'zebra event' right you get plenty of talent showing up. Hook 'em up to my clubs or just let them know what the big city has to offer. Taylor won't take girls under 21 as prospects but it's surprising how many women contact him and say they first heard about him years back at Spring Break. Anyway, how'd you hook up with the folk over there?"
The journey passed pretty quickly as Jessica explained and then the two just chatted. Jessica found Antwan could be charming and very easy company. She wasn't naive - it was pretty clear that Antwan was not a man to cross. You didn't survive where he'd come from unless you could look after yourself. She liked the aura of self-confidence and authority which seemed to radiate from the man beside her.
To Jessica's surprise they stopped at a restaurant in one of the wealthier suburbs.
"Nothing up to scratch in the city any more so I figured we'd try here. Got a very good write-up in the 'Times'. You can leave the coat in the car."
That was an order rather than a suggestion. Jessica obeyed and enjoyed the smile on Antwan's face as he saw her outfit. The big man gave a slow nod and offered her his arm as they walked to the restaurant.
"Booked a table for Mr Dale Anstruther and guest," Antwan told the maitre d' as he studiously ignored the man's surprise at his appearance. The little man scampered off and Antwan nodded, "If I tried to book as Antwan the restaurant would be full but it's amazing what a nice white name can get you...Ah, here comes the Manager."
Another man hurried up and smiled smoothly. "Perhaps you would like to come this way, er, sir and we will make a table up for you."
"Make me up a little table by the john, no thanks, we'll take that empty table front-and-center. I understand that your food is first-class here."
"We are proud to say..."
"Good," Antwan fixed the manager with a baleful eye, "I'll hold you personally responsible for that, OK."
The manager suddenly looked nervous, "Most certainly, I will supervise preparation personally."
"Very reassuring and I used to be a waiter so don't think I won't notice any little tricks." Antwan chuckled as the man scuttled off and took refuge in the kitchen.
Antwan hadn't been quiet in making his wishes known and Jessica was aware that they had everyone's attention in the restaurant. Antwan kissed her hand and pulled her chair out for her. As they sat and talked Antwan's hand moved under the table to stroke the leg exposed by the slash in Jessica's dress. Jessica could almost feel the eyes fixed on her from every side.
Their meal arrived and was very good, excellent in fact. Antwan 'entertained' the other diners by deeply kissing Jessica between courses and loudly stating that he was, "looking forward to getting her out of that dress."
When it was time to go, Antwan took out a thick money-roll and flicked a few notes to the manager. Then he pushed his big hand through the slit in Jessica's dress so it could come to rest on her bare buttock beneath. He gave a little squeeze and they left the restaurant to almost total silence.
Antwan laughed almost the whole way to the car. "You're a bad man," giggled Jessica nervously, "you shocked them!"
"Fuck 'em," said Antwan, "they need to get real. See a classy white woman with a Black man and they fair shit their pants."
"They didn't know what to make of me," she said.
"They knew you was a white woman who went with Blacks, whether out of inclination or for money, and they didn't like it."
"Like you say...fuck them."
Antwan saw the flash of anger in her eyes and knew that, under the brave exterior, their treatment in the restaurant had upset her. Well that could go one of two ways - she'd either retreat to lick her wounds or she'd come out fighting. Time to find out which way the wind was blowing.
"Want to go into H-Town or do you want to call it a night?
"I'm having fun - show me the city."
"We'll go where good white girls don't go. Won't be no nice decent folks like back at the restaurant."
"Thank fuck for that - half of them thought I was your whore and so I don't much feel like being a 'good girl'."
Antwan smiled and took a right turn into the city itself. It was time to tell Jessica the next rule and he knew just how to do it.
A Glorious Discovery
The first stop was a large car-park next to a low one-story building with glaring neon signs. "XXX DVDs", "GIRLS, GIRLS, GIRLS", and, "VIDEO BOOTHS HERE."
"About the last mainly straight sex shop left in the city," Antwan said, "survives pretty much the same way the gay ones do. It's a place for a little action as well as just a place for retail."
Walking in, Jessica didn't notice much action. There were a few guys, mostly Black given the shop's location, shuffling about looking at the racks of DVD cases or examining the sex-toy displays or reading the posters advertising personal appearances and feature dancing.
As she walked round the store in her red dress she paused at the interracial section and looked at some of the lurid covers. Then she went on to the toys and giggled at a huge black dildo modelled after a famous porn star's penis. All the time she was very aware that every man in the store seemed to be watching her - perhaps natural as she was the only woman there - and waiting. It was a weird feeling but she sensed that the men were looking at her in appreciation and anticipation and so it wasn't unpleasant.
Finally she reached a small sign into a back corridor which said 'Booths.' Is that for watching videos?" she asked.
"Well yes," answered Antwan, "but nowadays they are mainly used for other things. You ever heard of a glory-hole."
Jessica's eyes widened in shock, "Oh my God, I saw videos on my ex-husband's computer but I didn't think they really existed."
Antwan watched as Jessica was slowly drawn towards the booths like a moth to the flame. "Give me fifty in tokens," he ordered the clerk. The other men in the shop began moving towards the cash desk and placing similar orders but Jessica didn't hear them. She was already in the right-hand booth.
She didn't know what she'd expected but this place was NASTY. Thin construction board walls covered in scuffed paintwork. The sounds of pornography showing in other booths echoed in her ears and in the right hand wall was a hole with its edges smoothed off. The booth was relatively clean but Jessica noticed the tiled floor and that the paint below the hole was almost worn away as if it was regularly scrubbed clean.
Antwan joined her, "Pretty freaky, huh?" He slid a token into the machine and selected a channel. The screen half-way up the wall began showing a movie, a blonde woman surrounded by ten thuggish black guys in stereotypical gang attire. One grabbed her arm and the others began striping off her clothes.
"Yeah, I guess," said Jessica as she idly watched the screen. Then she heard a thud as the door to the booth next door clothed. Her eyes widened and she looked at Antwan.
He gave a little shrug. "You wanna try it?"
Jessica nodded.
"Best take that fine dress off and give it to me or it'll get ruined." Then he moved the booth's chair next to the wall, "That'll save your knees."
She smiled at him as she removed her dress - one good thing about this dress was that it came off very quickly. In seconds she was naked, save for her shoes, in the nasty video booth of an H-town porn store. She looked at Antwan as a little knock sounded on the wall.
"Stick your fingers through the hole to tell him you're ready and then just do what comes natural."
She put two fingers through the hole and almost immediately a sturdy black cock punched through. She giggled and wrapped her fingers round it.
"I'll tell you your next rule as you suck that cock," said Antwan. He watched as the redhead wiped off the chair, sat down and bent over to take the stranger's dick in her mouth."
"Cocks come in three sorts. First, inferior cocks. White cock, Mexican cock, milk chocolate cock, Arab cock, Asian cock, Indian cock, damn Martian cock - they don't get in you, ever. If you have to, then you put a condom on it and give it a handy. Understood."
Jessica pulled off the cock and whispered, "Just as well this one's lovely and black." She smiled at the phone Antwan was using to film her, she'd got very used to being filmed, and then went back to work.
"Second type of cock is untested black cock. In today's world you can't just fuck it as nature attended. But you can give him one of them killer blow-jobs or put a condom on it if he wants sex. If he's good tell him to get down to one of my clubs and get himself tested."
Jessica stopped moving her head on the cock. The man withdrew and Antwan snapped, "Show us what you got." Jessica opened her mouth to show a small pool of thick white semen . Her eyes sparkled with the wildness of her actions. "What do you do with that?" She closed her mouth and swallowed, then opened it again to reveal the semen had gone. She giggled into the camera and then waited.
Soon a fresh cock came through the hole. Longer and thinner but just as Black. Jessica was already blowing it before she really knew what she was doing. "They come in all shapes and sizes," instructed Antwan, "but that don't matter. Your place is to give pleasure to the Black man and by giving pleasure to him you give pleasure to yourself. You understand? Now let me see you work that dick."
Jess put all her technique into pleasing the man in the booth next door. The man who's face she had never seen. The man who was reduced for her to about six inches of hard black meat. It didn't take long. He shot a good load and she leaned forward as some of his cum dribbled out of her mouth onto the floor. She gulped the rest down and said, "Oops," to the camera with a giggle.
Man number three had Jessica holding her hand to her mouth to stifle her laughter. There appeared to be a mass of grey pubic hair with perhaps half an inch of cock hidden in it.
Again Jessica looked to Antwan for advice. "What colour is it?" whispered Antwan. Well it was a Black cock so Jessica did her best with it. It was very awkward because the man barely made it through the hole but some skilled finger and tongue work finally had him at his full proud inch and a half. Just enough for Jess to work with and apparently the man wasn't used to such attention. He came quickly. The cock withdrew and a thin wrinkled Black hand came through the hole and stroked Jessica's bare breast.
"Thank ya baby," came through the hole, "best I've felt in years. You come back, OK."
"Thanks for the cum," replied Jessica, and the man removed his hand.
After a couple of minutes Man Number Four made his appearance. It was a contrast to the last one. A solid eight inches of well-proportioned hard meat. A pussy-pleaser any man could be proud of. Jessica only wrinkled up her nose in disgust. Pale pink pricks no longer did anything for her. Antwan reached into his jacket pocket and handed her a condom. She put it on and then began to mechanically jack the prick off.
Of course, the man didn't do the decent thing and come quickly. He was a real chore and Jessica's arms were both very tired by the time he squirted a load into the end of the rubber. Jessica pulled the condom off and carefully dropped it into the trash bucket.
"You ready to go?" asked Antwan.
"One more," said Jess, "I want to end with a real one." Antwan chuckled - it was all coming naturally to the lovely woman in front of him. She wasn't playing for the camera she was just doing what came naturally to her. Time to continue her lesson.
Man Number Five was, well, pretty average, But what mattered was that his cock was a beautiful coal-Black. Jessica gave a little squeal of delight and went to start sucking. But Antwan took her shoulder and then gestured to her to get up. He moved the chair and had her bend at the waist to take the new cock into her mouth.
"Third type of cock is tested Black cock. No reason not to do what nature intended so you give up your mouth or that pussy, whatever he wants and wherever he wants and however he wants. Won't be no condoms. Birth control is your business not his and he'll cum where he wants to cum. Into your mouth, over your body or deep in that pretty white pussy. Now how do you know tested Black cock."
Jessica paused her sucking, "Card," she said.
Antwan held his card on the wall in front of her as she returned to sucking the stranger. "Like that one?" he rumbled. She nodded and at that moment felt him push into her. Antwan rode her hard and fast as she grunted and tried to keep up a rhythmn on the cock in front of her. She finally gasped once more and the man came, showering her chest and the floor in his jizz. Antwan gave a satisfied grunt and gripped her ass for a second or two before pulling out of her.
Jess knew that Antwan had come in her and that she had neglected to put in her diaphragm. Having just come off the pill she couldn't be 100% certain of her cycle but she thought she was probably OK. She remembered that she'd been told that birth control was her responsibility. Antwan clearly hadn't given it a second thought. He'd wanted to fuck his hot new slut and so he'd fucked her and planted his seed just where nature intended. The momentary fear of the possible implications quickly passed; the warm glow of Antwan's desire for her stayed long.
They left the store to demands that Jessica come back real soon. Then Antwan drove her to an all-night supermarket so she could clean herself up in its washroom. She'd expected her date to run all night so she'd brought a change of clothes for the morning and now she made use of it. Her new outfit was nothing like as sexy - just smart and comfortable for being round the house.
"Fuck," said Jessica when she got back into the car, "that was the most amazing night of my life! I never thought I'd ever do something like that."
"You tired - you want to go home or you want to try something else."
"I've never felt less tired or more alive. Let's go."
An Evening's Dancing
The next stop was another run-down shabby building with signs advertising 'GIRLS',
H-Town seemed to specialize in them. As they walked in Jessica saw the big central stage with poles and a couple of black girls busily gyrating. Men sat around the stage watching the dancers and another moved round the table collecting cash. "Tips," said Antwan, "strict no-touching rule for public clubs in this state."
There were a few cheers as the girls got naked and a few more when after a few minutes dancing they left the stage.



"Give it up for Melody and Shanice. Sistas who are sisters," said the man with the tip jar into a microphone. His jar was pretty full, though mostly with ones. "It's talent night here at the 'Dew Drop Inn', remember any girl who wants to dance can earn herself some money and maybe a full-time job as a dancer here. Next up we got Princess - give her a nice hand and I'll be round in five minutes to collect your tips."
The music cranked up and a Black girl almost ran on stage and began thrusting her backside in time to the music. There were maybe fifty men in the room and perhaps five applauded the new dancer but every eye was fixed on her. Looking around Jessica was very aware that she was the only white person there but that didn't seem to matter.
"I wish I could dance like that," she said.
"Shit, everyone can dance baby."
"I can dance at a club - with a few guys - but dancing on stage in front of a crowd. I've never done anything like that." She watched the girl on stage for a while and then said, "I wonder how you put your name down."
Antwan chuckled, "That won't be a problem.. Just wait..."
A couple of minutes later the MC was at their table asking Antwan if his lady was here to dance or just to watch. He was very pleased by the answer. "Shit, don't get many white girls wanting to dance that ain't either 300 pounds or strung-out on crack. You'll be real popular - you're on after Ebony."
Jessica got very nervous as she waited - presenting a case in court had always been easy but this was very different. She really wasn't confident that she could dance anywhere near as well as the Black girls and she wanted to please all these men.
"Give a warm welcome to a visitor from the suburbs, the soccer mom who's come slummin, give it up for Jessica."
Jessica made her way to the stage and started moving to the beat as the music cranked up. 'Soccer mom', she thought, 'cheeky bastard!' She heard some cheers but she felt awkward on stage and pretty soon she'd taken all her clothes off and was left desperately trying to think of fresh moves to make. It was a relief when the music was turned down again and she stumbled breathlessly off stage with her clothes to whistles and cheers.
"How'd I do?" she asked.
"Honestly, it needs some work," chuckled Antwan.
"Yeah, I think I'm about ready to go if you are."
Antwan nodded and was just about to get up when the MC came over with Jessica's tips jar. It was almost empty, only about ten notes in it, maybe 25 bucks in all.
"Oh," said Jessica, crestfallen.
"Sorry, babe, the guys see a lot of dancers...Keep watching the other girls' moves and you'll soon improve."
"Plenty of videos on the internet - booty shaking, stripping, twerking - practice in front of the mirror and you'll be ready for next time," suggested Antwan helpfully.
Jess looked at the little pile of cash, "This won't even cover your gas money Antwan."
The MC leaned in confidentially. "Well, some of the girls like to make a little extra money, you understand?"
"What the going rates?" asked Antwan
"Thirty and sixty, half to the house. Soon make that gas money. Anyway I'll be around."
The MC headed off to collect tips for the next dancer. "What was he talking about?" asked Jessica.
"Thirty for head, sixty for full sex. Half your earnings go to him." He watched her as she first understood his words, then registered her shock and finally considered what they might mean. When her eyes sparkled with naughty amusement he had an idea what was coming next.
"Would I be safe?"
"I'll be there - and I guess one of the doormen to make sure you don't run with their part of the proceeds."
She thought for maybe half a minute and then held her hand up until she attracted the attention of the MC across the room.
Ten minutes later Jessica was kneeling on some pieces of old cardboard packing laid down on the rough alleyway behind the stripclub. The first of her clients was enjoying an awesome blow-job and telling his friends just how good that sweet white mouth was. The MC had put the word around and a group of other men were waiting their turn. Antwan was filming on his phone and chatting with a doorman.
Looking at the men waiting Jessica knew that she couldn't spend too long with each client. She used her mouth and hands to the best of her ability to get the men to cum. Having a hot white girl sucking their dick helped the process along, as did her willingness to stroke one black dick while sucking another. Seeing one cock cum on the beautiful new whore pretty much always set the other one off. Within fifteen minutes her fifth punter was wiping off his dick on her long red hair.
"I'll have me some white pussy," said the next guy. He pointed to the wall and Jess assumed the position. Hands on the wall, legs apart and butt pushed back. Big black hands roughly fumbled her tits as the man thrust his condom-covered cock home. He wasn't hanging about. He just wanted to get his rocks off by fucking a white whore and so he pounded away as hard and as fast as he could until he came into his rubber. He withdrew and slapped the whore's ass, noting with approval her panting for air. Whore was enjoying her work. The next guy pushed past him, lined up and rammed home. Jessica hung onto the wall for dear life as man after man took her, hammering their hard black dicks into her soft white body.
Jess was 'in the zone', feeling herself used for the mens' pleasure. Trying to stifle her moans and grunts as they pounded home. Feeling men grabbing her body hard, beating her ass, almost pulling her hair out at the roots. Her body reached a pitch of reaction to the men's rough attentions and held it seemingly for ever. It was like nothing she had ever felt before.
Only once was there a pause. A man had just pulled out and she was slowly wiggling her ass and waiting for the next black cock to slide home. "Hey motherfucka," she heard Antwan shout, "rubber!"
"Sorry man, I forgot," said an alarmed voice behind her.
"Yeah and maybe I'll forget to punch your teeth down your throat. Now get that rubber on and get to fucking my bitch."
A few seconds fumbling and Jessica felt him enter her. She closed her eyes and savoured the sensations. Only a couple more men had her and then for the only time that session she took a dick at each end. Without the wall to support her she felt shaky and her legs were wobbly. A big guy was virtually holding her up as he fucked her from behind. The other had to virtually fuck her mouth but didn't seem to mind doing all the work.
When the last cock shot into its rubber Jessica dropped to her knees. Antwan counted out cash to the doorman, bumped fists with him and then went to help Jessica get herself vaguely dressed and into the car.
Jess dozed in the car as Antwan drove to his home. It was a large house next to one of his clubs and Antwan let Jessica get some rest.
When she woke Jessica felt tired and sore but pretty good considering. "Take a shower, baby," Antwan shouted from the next room. She found a bathroom next to the bedroom and did just that, letting the warm water wash over her. Her nipples felt sore from being tugged at, she had bruises on her sides where big hands had held her, she knew that their mouths had left marks on her neck and breasts. She couldn't really believe what she had done that night but she knew the evidence was there.
The sound of fucking came from the next room and Jessica wandered over to see what was going on. Antwan was seated on a big couch watching a massive screen on the opposite wall. It took maybe five seconds for Jessica to see that he was watching a film of her taken the previous night. Her face was blurred but she knew that it was her in that dirty back-alley with a pot-bellied black man hammering away at her from behind. Other men were standing around and urging him on, eager for their turn.
Antwan cut the film off and the screen flashed to an internet site main page. "High-Society Snowbunny' was the title and then there were just links to film clips. Just about everything she had done with Tyrone, her time in a mask at the club, even a hidden cam shot of her time with James."
"Every prospect has their website so the members and sponsors can follow their progress. You can see there - three challenges passed."
"It was a big one last night."
Antwan chuckled, "No, it was an easy one. You just had to be seen out in public with a Black man who made it clear to anyone watching that he was fucking you. The rest of it, all the sex, wasn't part of the challenge. Those were just things that you wanted to do at the time."
"Which reminds me," he went on, "reach in my jacket pocket over there."
Jessica went to his jacket and felt in the pocket. She pulled out a wad of money. "Oh God, is this..."
"Count it out."
She counted the money onto the table. Three hundred and ninety dollars. She pushed it towards him, "I don't need this..."
He shook his head. "You don't need the money as money but you DO need that money for what it represents. Another line you chose to cross and another line you can't come back from. You can ditch the lifestyle now and find yourself another rich white husband. Be a good little wifey until you're 120. It won't matter. It won't matter because you will KNOW. You will know that you whored yourself to Black guys for money."
"But I didn't need the money and they didn't need to pay me" said Jessica.
"We were ready to blow that strip joint - you wanted out. Wasn't going to fuck nobody. The MC made his proposition and then it was you wanted to stay and fuck anyone with the money in their pocket."
"Yes," said Jessica quietly.
"And why was that, girl?"
Jessica remained silent.
"I'll tell you why. You thought of all those hard black cocks and you found you'd got yourself a wet pussy. Am I right?"
"Yes," admitted Jessica in a whisper.
"Don't let it eat you up, babe. You need to own who you are and what you do. That slut, that whore, has always been there in you. You just getting to express that side of you now you with us."
Jess shrugged, "I suppose so. I guess the proof's out there - I'm a whore for black dick. Does this mean I turned myself out?" she said with a little smile.
"Oh no," said Antwan, "you need to keep your eyes open Jess. Remember that MC picking up your tips when you were dancing,"
"Yeeesss..."
"Well he gave you twenty-five dollars but he pocketed about three hundred from what I saw."
"The cheap bastard!"
"Hey," said Antwan, "pimping ain't easy. He figured you was there to try and make a little cash and if he only gave you twenty-five then..."
"Oh shit," said Jessica.
"...then you'd be more likely to listen when he made his little suggestion. So he got about 300 of your tips and then he got his 390 from turning you out."
"But why didn't you say something?"
"Well, nigga's gotta eat and anyway I wanted to see how far you'd go." He looked at her expression and gave a little shrug.
"Fuckers..." Jessica said quietly.
At ten he following morning a deafening heavy beat sounded across the small group of suburban houses. An expensive car drew to a halt and their neighbour got out. A Black man also stepped out and gave her a long deep soul kiss before sending her on her way with a slap on her ass. The man got back into his car and the music slowly faded as he drove away.
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Regrets and Signals
The day after her trip with Antwan, when the rush had fully subsided, real life raised its ugly head. Jessica was at home when she was suddenly hit by an overwhelming wave of guilt and fear for her future. She was honest with herself - she hadn't been forced into doing anything out in H-town. She'd been felt up in a public restaurant, she'd sucked and fucked in a nasty porn store gloryhole, she'd been a stripper in a low-rent dive and then, the ultimate disgrace, had sold her body for sex with a succession of black strangers. All that - and she hadn't been forced into a damned thing. She'd got into a slutty exhibitionist groove and it had all just seemed to flow naturally. It was as scary as hell.
Worse, she knew she'd been filmed in many of her actions and that there was a website out there featuring her. She fetched her lap-top and typed in the title that she remembered seeing at Antwan's, 'High Society Snowbunny'. Google had lots of answers but none of them related to the site she had seen. That was a bit of a relief but she knew that exposure on a site like that would destroy her career and her life in seconds.
As she sat pondering her future her phone rang. It was Jenny from the club. "Damn, Jess, still waters run deep, eh."
"What do you mean?" asked Jessica nervously.
"Girl, Antwan said you were the wildest woman he'd ever met," the club manager gushed. "I'm here to tell you that man is not easily impressed. He says you might be the best he's ever seen. He posted on the boards and your site is getting a shit-load of attention from our sponsors."
"Oh my God, that can't happen. I can't afford for anything that I did to get out. I think this might all be a huge mistake." Jessica began sobbing.
There was a moment's silence. "Hang on in there, Jess, we'll come over and talk this out."
Thirty minutes later Jenny and a man were at her door. Jenny was dressed like any suburban housewife, a bit of a shock since Jessica had only ever seen her in her club finery. The blonde moved forward and hugged Jessica. "Poor baby, it's confusing isn't it. I told Antwan not to take it too fast but I guess he just got over-excited. Which, after all, was probably your fault." She gave a confiding little laugh and smoothed Jessica's hair with her hand. "Now let's see if we can sort this out. This is Mike, my husband."
The man smiled at Jessica and offered her his hand to shake. "I help out with the foundation's computer work on a voluntary basis. I'm here to explain how we work. Did you try to access your site?"
"Yes - but I don't have the right address."
"It wouldn't have helped. We operate on a specialised server system which requires bespoke software and a password to access. If you check your prospect card then the bottom line operates as your password. It changes each month and the same is true for sponsors so long as they are contributing in some way. Each clip requires a valid password to work and each downloaded clip is automatically coded to identify the member downloading. It might be possible, with work, to convert a clip and leak it onto the web but why would our patrons do so. They'd be immediately identified and have their password revoked. They'd lose access to the finest collection of interracial porn in the world and risk other consequences."
"Other consequences?" asked Jessica.
"Mr Taylor doesn't approve of his employees and associates being doxed. A few years ago we had one or two cases. They were quickly dealt with and the individuals concerned learned that we have a lot of friends in high places. The last guy also had a nasty accident. He broke all his fingers by slamming both hands in his refrigerator door. Funnily enough, we've had no problems with leaks since that news got around."
"Don't frighten her, Mike," scolded Jenny. "Set her laptop up to view her site."
It took only a couple of minutes and a small download. Then Mike showed Jessica how to navigate around the record of her debauchery. "Check every file and picture," he suggested, "you'll find our facial discretion software has blurred out all faces on prospect websites. At the moment you only have access to your own site but if and when you upgrade you'll be able to see the sites of all the other prospects, members and ex-members."
Jenny took Jessica's hand in hers. "That tech is all very well but let's get to the heart of this. You're scared that something might get out. Why? You might lose your job, your friends, your family. Your life might be changed completely and irrevocably. You don't think that we all felt that way once?"
"Even you?" asked Jess. Jenny always seemed absolutely comfortable with who and what she was.
"Did I!" said Jenny. "It was before I ever knew Mr Taylor. Nothing makes you consider where things are going like that first time you miss your period after being with a Black guy bareback."
Jessica didn't know what to say.
"Mike and I had to face where this lifestyle can lead and decide if we wanted to go there, perhaps to go all the way. Mike loves to see me getting fucked and I'm one helluva exhibitionist but in the end my love for Mike meant I had to leave the decision to him."
"That's not quite how it is," gently rebuked Mike. "I worship Jenny and I find nothing more arousing than the sight of her gaining pleasure. She has a high sex drive and we both are rather kinky so I pretty soon realised that on my own I was never going to satisfy her."
"Blame that on a highly conservative religious family and education," said his wife. "Once I first got a taste of that forbidden fruit I just couldn't get enough."
Mike continued, "We discussed things - just how much was going to change. We agreed to go ahead, to raise the child as our own and to recognise who we were and just how strong our bond was with each other and with this new life. We decided all that and then three weeks later we lost our baby."
"Oh no..." said Jessica as Mike moved to hold his wife.
"That was very bad - as bad as anything can be," he said. "We pulled out of the lifestyle completely for a time. Six months in we began trying for a baby. Maybe it was fate but it just didn't happen for us in those first few months. If it had then we might have tried to make a go of it as a vanilla couple..."
"...I don't think that could ever have worked," interjected Jenny. "We are who we are. After ... it ... happened we had to take a break but with hindsight I think we would always have come back. The first time we went back to a swingers event we met up with an old African-American friend of ours and he told us about the Taylor Foundation for the first time. It sort of seemed like a sign."
"I still believe it was," nodded Mike emphatically.
"I told Mike that he had two months to start our family. If he failed in his duty then I'd have to find stronger, fitter, more potent men who COULD get our family started. After all I was into my thirties and I decided I wasn't going to stop at one."
"Such a turn-on," beamed Mike.
"My lovely husband tried so hard, " smiled Jenny, "but the fates were against him! Now, courtesy of the Taylor Foundation, we have four beautiful children and if anyone is crass enough to ask then we tell them that they are adopted."
"You don't have any children together?" asked Jess.
Mike said firmly, "We have our four children and they are equal. They all have both of our love, unconditionally. When Jenny became one of Taylor's women then she had to play by the rules and you know what that means."
"No white cock," said Jess.
"Unless, of course, it is from a husband who has taken the appropriate measures," Mike made a snipping gesture with his fingers. "My wife had found superior biological fathers for our children, they certainly never had a problem getting her pregnant. Besides, we both hate condoms and I love fucking my wife so..."
Jenny pecked him on the cheek. "You see how lucky I am to have Mike. Most white marriages don't survive this but ours has just got stronger. Anyway, that's one thing you don't have to worry about."
"But there are other things. My job..."
"Do you love your job?" asked Jenny.
"I used to..."
"Yes or no?"
"Well ... I don't..."
"With your brains and qualifications you couldn't find another job? We have women with all sorts of skills. We always need teachers, nurses, accountants, whatever, and there are plenty of sponsors in a position to employ them if they are qualified and we don't need them. We have four criminal lawyers associated with us but no corporate ones. You think our community doesn't have lots of businesses who need top-class legal advice at a reasonable price. You might earn a little less but you'd be helping decent hard-working people. How often do you do that at that partnership you're with now?"
Jessica took the point and began to consider. Could she go it alone or perhaps start up with a partner or two? It'd be a big step but it would be a damn sight more fulfilling.
Jenny went on, "How about family and friends?"
Jess was quiet. Her father had chain-smoked himself into an early grave soon after she had married. He mother had died in a car accident after falling asleep at the wheel, probably due to stress at the death of her husband. She had one surviving grand-mother but she was in a residential nursing home and usually was of the firm belief that it was 1957.
Who did she now consider friends, let alone close friends? Her divorce had devastated her social network - most of her 'friends' had chosen to follow Christian's rising political star. She had colleagues at work but only Emily was someone who she'd really trust. Then she had acquaintances but how many could she talk to like she was talking to Jenny and Mike now. Take Emily out of the picture and the people she now saw as her closest friends were pretty much all associated with Jenny's club.
Finally she said, "I have one very close friend who I couldn't bear to lose. Otherwise..."
"Worth thinking about," smiled Jenny, "anyway you can take time out if you need. Just consider things and maybe wait for a sign from God or from fate, whichever you believe in. No-one will persuade or force you to progress. The want, the need, has to come from inside you. Otherwise you're still very welcome at the club. Or you can start dating again."
Jessica almost cringed at the prospect.
Was it divine intervention? Was it fate? Did she just notice things that otherwise would have passed her by?
Two days later Jessica was enjoying her coffee when she noticed a young couple across the shop. The man was African-American and the woman was white, beside their table was a high-chair with an infant in it. She was an adorable little girl with curly hair and a light-coffee complexion. The couple were chatting and smiling, the woman occassionally tending to her child's needs. When they left the man picked up the child and kissed her. The little girl laughed and beamed at him before the little family left. Jessica stared after them...
That same afternoon Jess was at her local farmers market. As she checked the produce she glanced up and saw a man across the stall. He was well-dressed, handsome and very dark-skinned. He glanced up and saw her looking at him. Their eyes locked and he smiled. She just knew that he'd be incredible in bed and she felt the warmth of desire in her. At that moment an African-American woman arrived with a shopping bag and the man turned to her. The contact was broken but Jessica knew that it had been there.
The following day Jessica was half-asleep in front of the TV News when she suddenly jerked fully awake. Her ex-husband was on the screen next to his second wife, the daughter of a Senator. She listened as the reporter stated how the golden political couple had announced that they were expecting their first child. Christian Clarke was being tipped for Congress, the Senate, maybe even higher. His landslide victory for Attorney General had not been a surprise but his campaign had drawn attention.
Jessica's ex-husband was speaking on the TV, "We will fight to preserve the integrity and pureness of this fair state and to reclaim this country for its true American heritage against the forces of liberal multiculturalism and urban decadence. We will fight for conservative Christian values and the sanctity of the family against the homosexual conspiracy..."
She hit the remote. What an asshole. She had to smile remembering him offering to suck a Black man's cock so that that same Black man could knock up his wife. Hypocrisy, it was all hypocrisy.
The next morning, after sleeping on it, she texted Jenny, 'I'm back.'
Setting the Tone
Thirty minutes later her door-bell rang. A handsome young African-American man in overalls stood on her doorstep with a clipboard in his hand. "Mornin', my name's Tone, I've been sent to give you your regular service." He showed her his clipboard and she wasn't surprised to see his Cock Pit card attached to it.
"Come in," she smiled.
"Hear you've been having doubts," said Tone once he was inside, "I think I can help you with them." He kicked off his shoes and began unbuttoning his shirt to reveal a fit muscular frame without an ounce of excess fat. Jessica's eyes drank in the sight of what was probably the most beautiful male body that she had ever seen.
"There's been a lot of talk and thinking, but I have one argument that I think can convince you that you've made the right decision." He began removing his trousers and revealed a bulging pair of boxers. He took her hand and guided it down the front of them so that her fingers closed around his warm cock. His mouth found hers and he gently kissed her. "Where's the bedroom, Jess, we need to get you out of those clothes."
Soon, the said clothes were discarded on her bedroom floor and she stood naked before him. Tone nodded his appreciation and then took her in his arms. As they kissed deeply he eased her until her back was to her bed. Then his arm cupped under her buttocks and he picked her bodily off the ground as if she was no heavier than a bag of sugar. Jess locked her legs behind his muscular back and shared a fantastic deep soul kiss with him before she broke off and giggled her pleasure. Tone nodded again and then eased her down onto the bed. His arms released her only to then grasp her legs above the ankles. He pushed her bent legs back and apart to reveal her pussy to him. He bent and breathed deeply, enjoying the slight scent of her excitement. He teased her with the tip of his tongue for a moment, making her wriggle her encouragement.
"What I have I found here?" he asked.
"Pussy," she giggled, "I think you've seen one before."
"Just a few," he admitted, "but not too many as wet and ready as this one. Now what does this one need?"
"She needs you," admitted Jessica, "she needs your big Black cock in her."
"So that's who this sweet little white pussy belongs to is it, big Black cock?"
"I guess so."
"You don't need to guess it, you need to acknowledge it. Are you going to accept who and what you are?"
His tongue darted out to tease her again. He'd raise her excitement momentarily only to pause for another question. Jess knew what he wanted and decided to give it to him.
"I'm a slut for big Black cocks. My body and pussy belongs to them. And just now, at this moment, I need your big Black cock as deep in me as you can get it!"
"You'd better put it in then." He moved up and rested the big head of his solid nine inches against the moist lips of her needy cunt. Her hand found him and pulled him into her. At the first pressure he took over and drove home. She grunted and felt the power of him. His body came down on hers and she felt the weight of his strong young body. Their lips met and she stretched her legs out in joy at the sensations coursing throughout her body. Then her feet met behind his muscular back as he rhythmically thrust home.
"This what you need?" he demanded.
"Yes," she grunted.
"Then say so," he demanded.
"Yes, Yes, Yes. I need big Black cock in me. I need it all the time..."
"You want my Black seed in you?"
"What? ... Oh shit! ... my diaphragm."
He thrust twice more and then pulled out. "Get it," he ordered.
She rushed to the bathroom and carefully put her diaphragm in. Then she came back into the bedroom and saw him standing stroking his hard cock, a cock wet with her juices. As she tried to pass him and get back onto the bed he caught her wrist.
"You'd best understand that next time you give me your unprotected pussy I will make sure to seed it. A lot of our women like the fantasy, and some the reality, of pregnancy-risk sex with a Black man. Sometimes they like to protest a bit, play the innocent little white wifey. So you can beg and plead and deny it all you like it won't make no difference. Your man will just take that as encouragement to bust as big a nut as possible in you."
His other hand found her smooth flat belly. "This would look really good with a strong Black baby growing inside it. Look even better if that baby's mine. If I put my hand here and could feel my son kicking, that would be so fine. Next time I won't deny myself that chance, you understand."
She looked into his eyes. They were focused hard on her and she knew they were full of lust for her body, full of the desire to breed with her and make the children that could only be amazingly beautiful coming from two such parents.
He released her wrist and slapped her ass. "Get back on that bed. We've wasted enough time."
She scampered onto the bed on her hands and knees but his big hands grasped her waist and held her on the edge of the bed. She hesitated and then felt his big cock pushed into her again. She exhaled and then he began a brutal assault on her. He was hammering home just as hard as he could, apparently venting his frustration at being cheated of his chance to knock her up.
"This is what you need ain't it slut."
She gasped her approval and then let herself ride the sensations coursing through her body. She thought that he would just keep fucking her until he came but after a while he suddenly withdrew leaving her feeling empty. Then his hands pulled her hips up and his face buried itself into her wet pussy, his tongue probing fast around her sensitive lips.
She squealed in surprise and pleasure before he stepped back and taking all her weight left her hanging almost upside down.
"OH MY GOD." she yelled and then noticed what was bouncing against her cheek. His big hard cock. Grasping his muscular thighs she took the end of his Black dick into her soft wet mouth. He seemed to like that to judge by his renewed efforts on her pussy.
Tone was amazing - he seemed to able to manhandle her like a rag doll. Jessica knew she was just being used to satisfy his lust but that was alright by her so long as it felt so good. After a couple of minutes, though, perhaps even Tone was tiring of holding her in that position. When she paused to lick the head of his cock he suddenly swung her round to land back on the bed.
As she hit the mattress she expelled the air from her lungs and almost before she knew what was happening he was on her like a famished beast satisfying its hunger. She felt her legs pulled up onto his shoulders and then his big meat was back in its new home. He bent forward until his mouth could reach hers and their lips and tongues could trade deliciously exquisite contacts.
Bent into that position there really was nothing Jessica could do but - enjoy. Tone was pounding her again, she could feel the heat of his body and taste the sweat dripping off his face - a face set in concentration. She knew he was getting close to coming.



Suddenly a thought flashed through her mind. What if he hadn't reminded her about her birth control. She'd be helpless now - seconds away from having her womb bathed in his potent seed. Millions of strong Black sperm seeking their target, seeking their destiny - her one vulnerable White egg. The meeting, the union and nine months later...
"Fuck yes, knock me up, breed me, make me yours for EVVEEERRRRRR!" Jessica came incredibly hard. She was gabbling, she didn't even know what she was shouting at him anymore, and seemed to have left that whole plane of consciousness for a minute or more. She was so lost in her own pleasure that she barely noticed Tone collapsing on her, his mission completed.
When she came back to herself Jessica was quiet. That had been the best since James months ago, when they had taunted her ex-husband that a 'Nigger' was going to knock up his wife. That couldn't be a coincidence. Jessica was honest with herself about that too.
Tone kissed her and then locked eyes with her and smiled. "Well that was unexpected!"
"I don't know what happened - I don't know why I said that."
"Yes you do - that was the real you. The one that social demands, fake morality and all that other bullshit has been working to deny. Well you're breaking out and breathing the sweet fresh air of freedom. The freedom to express who you really are, the freedom to be who you need to be."
He looked across and then had her stand in front of the big mirror on her built-in wardrobe. He stood behind her, his big Black hands softly massaging her soft white breasts.
"Look at yourself, Jess, do you know how many millions of years of evolution God or the universe or whatever used to produce something as wonderful and beautiful as you?" He watched the light blush grow on her cheeks and then continued. "Nature is real smart - it knows that beauty gets a certain male response."
Jessica felt a stirring behind her. She knew what it was. Tone apparently wasn't going to be satisfied with just fucking her once. She smiled into the mirror.
"A man sees you," says Tone, "and if he's a man like me or James or most of us at the Cock Pit, a real man, then he wants to take you and seed you and make a baby with you. Going ahead you'd better remember that and act accordingly. Meanwhile, I'll just settle for giving you the fucking of a lifetime this afternoon. That OK with you - or are you worried about that job you hate and the opinions of those people who don't really give a shit about you?"
"That's more than OK," she smiled and then turned, dropped to her knees and began working on getting his Black baby-maker back to full working order. She tasted their combined juices on him and immediately began to feel him stiffen at the touch of her tongue. Babies might be serious business but it seemed they were both agreed that working on making them was seriously fun and seriously hot.
Three hours later Tone was back in his overalls and Jessica was giving him a long wet kiss goodbye as they stood next to his van. She didn't remember, or care, that he was just supposed to be a workman visiting her.
"I normally hang-out at the Cock Pit," said Tone, "I hate rubbers," as if Jess hadn't got that idea already, "but I'll be there next week if you'll promise to come home with me. We need to step up your education." Jess didn't hesitate to give him her word.
Tone got into his vehicle, started up the engine and then cranked up his music to maximum volume. As the rapper chanted about his love for "EASY WHITE HOS", and her neighbors looked on from their windows, Jessica walked back into her house almost in a daze.
Caged Heat
Several weeks later at the Club, Jessica was sent to the cage. It was suspended half-way up one of the big old warehouse walls and had just about enough room for a dancer to strut her stuff. She'd seen some of the guys looking at the cage before but she'd generally been too busy with other things to take much notice.
Now, Jenny watched Tone fix a sign saying 'JESSICA' onto the cage. "Just consider it free advertising," she told Jessica, "they'll see you up there and all want a piece of that fine white ass. Besides, if you're in the cage that lets them all know you're a prospect trying to make it to the 'Cock Pit'."
Being good enough to qualify for the 'Cock Pit' - a desire which had exerted an increasing grip over Jessica's psyche and actions in the past few months. Her weekly trips to the Club and then her monthly challenges had moved to the centre of her life, had become the most important things that she did.
Her competitive and perfectionist nature had lost their old outlets of her marriage and her work. Now, almost imperceptibly, those most powerful elements of her personality had become laser-focused on making herself the hottest, nastiest, horniest slut for her Black sexual partners that she could possibly be. Strange enough for a woman from her prosperous Mississippi background. Stranger still that, as time passed, it had all come to feel totally natural to her.
So, the 28-year-old corporate lawyer spent thirty minutes locked into a small cage gyrating in a tiny bikini while groups of Black men came to stare at her and swap comments about her. She couldn't hear them over the music but she guessed they were either talking about how hot she looked or discussing just how much of a slut she was. The fact she was even in that cage told them just how deep she was ready to get into the life-style. Just thinking about it soon had Jess feeling aroused and she knew her pussy would be warm and wet for whatever Black stud or studs fucked her tonight.
She'd taken Antwan's advice and spent a time watching and then imitating dance moves she'd seen in videos on the web. Some videos of showgirls but mostly they were of strippers or booty shakers. Her ass was nowhere near twerking size but she had just enough to jiggle if she moved it right. Something told her the men would love that.
Now she found she could move almost seamlessly from dance move to dance move and tailor her choices to the beat and intensity of the music. It was very different to dancing with men, this was dancing FOR men. Dancing to make men want her, dancing to make dicks get hard. Dancing to make EVERY Black dick in the club hard and ready to fuck her.
The thirty minutes went quickly and another of the girls took her place after Tone had changed the sign. She knew she'd be dancing in the cage again later that night and, to her surprise, she found herself looking forward to it.
Special Delivery
The text message came a few days later.
'Pick u up at 7 tomorrow. Darius'
Darius. She'd seen him about at the club, usually supervising the bar. Another of the big confident Black men that she loved so much. He'd fucked her of course, but she didn't really know much else about him. This was the first time he'd taken charge of a Challenge for her.
The following day she was just getting ready to leave the office after another tedious day when her phone pinged.
'Change of plan. Pick up at 5 from work. Darius.'
Fortunately no-one seemed to give a shit when she left nowadays so she got her desk in order and was ready to go just before five. She assumed she'd just quietly leave. She also assumed that Darius would park on the road out front and be ready for her.
She assumed wrong.
First her good friend Emily, really the only close friend she had left at the office, decided to leave with her. Normally a joy but today possibly not so much. Then they reached the foyer to find the new uniformed reception, a buzz-cutted ex-military redneck asshole prowling about and staring out the glass front doors. She didn't really need to look to see what had got him excited. There was Darius stood across the sidewalk staring at the main door of the office building. He was wearing shades and a long black trench-coat. He couldn't have been more conspicuous around there if he'd lit a flare.
'Oh shit,' thought Jessica, 'well here goes nothing!'
"Oh, my ride's here! I'll be seeing you Emily." She almost ran out of the main doors and as good as collided with Darius who had moved forward as soon as he saw her.
"Do I get a kiss baby," said Darius.
"In the car or you'll get me fired," hissed Jessica and kept going. Darius moved between her and the office so that only Emily, following Jessica out and feeling some confusion, saw his big black hand cup Jessica's ass-cheek.
***
Darius was driving them. "You like that job."
"I used to, now I fucking hate it." Jessica was still annoyed with him and didn't like having to go on a challenge without getting changed out of her work clothes.
"You got skills, why ain't you using them."
"It's not as simple as that," she snapped.
"Doesn't seem more complicated than that. Anyway I doubt you'll be able to hide who you are much longer."
Jessica was quiet. She knew that he was probably right. She was getting the stink-eye from all her neighbours already and Darius' little display might soon be all over the office.
"What's the challenge?"
"You're going to be a birthday present for a man. Simple as that and time to tell you your next rule. That's simple too. What the Black man wants a good white slut provides. Got it?"
"Sure," responded Jessica. Wasn't she doing that already? Seemed pretty routine.
Darius took her to a bar and she wasn't surprised to walk into a birthday party made up entirely of black men.
"Here's your present, Don, happy birthday man."
She looked for the birthday boy and momentarily froze. She knew him. She should do, she'd walked past him nearly every day she'd been at work. Don Parsons, the old uniformed reception at the office. He'd retired only last week.
Which meant he was 65-years old, old enough to be her grand-dad. Which meant he had a beer-gut half the size of Alaska. Which meant he knew exactly who she was.
But, against all that, he was Black and her challenge was to be his birthday treat.
All these things flashed through her mind in a half-second and then she walked purposefully across to old Don and kissed him full on the lips.
The other guys whooped and hollered as Jessica moved her hand to the bulge in Don's slacks. "Can we go somewhere so you can unwrap your present?"
The bartender pointed to a door, "Use my office. Got a cot in the back room there. Enjoy yourself, Don!"
Jessica almost dragged Don into the back-room to another chorus of whoops and hollers. Once inside she closed the door and got Don to sit in the office chair. She dropped to her knees between his legs, undid his slacks and then got down to business worshipping his cock. A little over five inches, maybe average thickness, a nice size for deep-throating.
"Oh shit..."
She recognised the danger signals and pulled back off his cock.
"Damn" gasped Don, "never believed this would happen. Sure glad I got this card like Darius said. Been admiring them titties and the swing of that little white ass for years."
"There's no hurry, babe," cooed Jess, "I'm all yours tonight." She took off her jacket, undid her blouse and then wiggled her chest as she undid her bra. As soon as she was topless she felt his hands on her 30D breasts. He roughly squeezed them as he moved his mouth forward to lick and suck at her long nipples. Jess ran her hands through his short grey hair until Don finally turned his attention to the rest of her.
She was soon naked and Don had her lie face-down on the desk with her pussy exposed at the edge. With a hefty slap on her ass, which drew a surprised yelp from Jess, Don moved up and slid his dick home. He fucked pretty well for an old guy and he pounded away almost transfixed by the jiggling white buttocks in front of him. Jess squealed and moaned and urged him on - making sure that all his friends would hear what a stud Don was.
It was never going to last long. Don was out of shape and the intensity of being
balls-deep in a long-time fuck-fantasy soon had its result. He jabbed a last few frantic thrusts and then came deep in her pussy.
Jess giggled. Don looked at her and then laughed too. "Was I everything you dreamed of," asked Jessica, shamelessly angling for praise.
The man looked uncomfortable. "Well, I don't really like to say."
"Go on."
"That husband of yours was a real bastard. Used to look at me like I was something he'd scraped off his shoe. For years he'd strut by me with his nose up in the air. Never spoke a word to me unless he wanted something done, and then did I get a 'thank you,' like fuck I did. I'd see him walk past me with his trophy wife and I'd think, 'Damn I'd like to show that bastard. Take his pretty white wife and fuck her in the ass'", he slapped an ass cheek in front of him, "this pretty white ass."
"Oh..." said Jessica, not sure how to respond.
"Hey but this has been great and I ain't complaining," Don hurried to explain. "Anyway it'd take me a while to recover nowadays."
He got up and Jessica followed. Soon they were dressed and rejoining his friends.
One of them, a man of about sixty, said, "Damn fine present there, Don, like to see her unwrapped myself." A chorus of hoots and whistles signalled agreement with him.
"Move that table to make some space and then let's have some music," said a man in a suit who was stood at the bar, "if that's OK with you Don."
"Shit, she ain't my wife and I ain't got no objection. How about it baby?"
"Sure," said Jessica and demonstrated her new stripping skills before another appreciative and noisy group of Black men. She moved until the men were surrounding her and felt their warm black hands on her body. She rubbed her breasts against men's backs and used her teasing fingers on tense faces and straining bulges. She knew they all wanted her and revelled in their attention. She felt empowered by the men's obvious lust for her.
The music stopped and she kissed the man nearest to her as the rest cheered and whistled. She saw Darius talking to the man in the suit. Darius waved to Jessica to come over.
"You generally deal in fine bitches Darius," said the man, "but this one is a cut above. Got all the makings to look at, but takes a lot more than just good looks..."
"True that," said Darius.
The man looked her over from top to toe and Jessica felt his eyes scan every inch of her flesh. He turned his finger and she slowly spun round for him. "This is good," he slapped her ass, "this is good," he squeezed her right breast, "and this is good," he pointed at her pussy, "but none of that matters if," and he touched Jessica's temple with his finger, "this isn't right. You a slut, girl?"
"Yes," Jessica said, knowing she was being tested in some way, "I'm a slut."
"You the thing your family and old friends looked down on most. A white slut who goes with niggers. You that, girl?"
"Yes, I'm a white slut who...er, fucks black men." Jessica could hear the buzz of talk as Don and his friends talked but somehow she, Darius and this man seemed to be in a bubble removed from the others.
"So you a black cock slut - there's a lot of them about. Plenty at that club you go to. You want to level up, be a black man's woman, a real black-owned white slut."
"Yes," the answer was instant.
The man looked at her and he saw her tits moving as she took shallow rapid breaths in her excitement. "You think you're sure but you a long way off that yet. You don't even know what it means. Sammi!" he clicked his fingers.
The white woman who was tending bar came round to join them. Jessica hadn't even noticed her before but saw she was a petite woman in her early 20s with a full bust, shoulder-length dirty brown hair and a cute pixie-ish face.
"Sammi's a favourite of mine. Wanted the dark meat and now showing the signs of becoming a black-owned white slut. "Show her your hand, Sammi."
Jessica saw that, like some of the women at the club, Sammi had a tattooed ring finger. It was essentially a ring design. Then Sammi turned and pulled up her hair to reveal another tattoo where her neck met her back. It was a large black 'T' surrounded by a black-and-white floral motif that extended over her shoulders.
"You getting any more ink?" asked the man.
"I'll be finishing this one in time," smiled Sammi, "but no more for the next few months anyway".
The girl turned to show her profile to the man and lifted her baggy T-shirt.
Jessica gasped. The contour of the girl's belly was unmistakeable. She was clearly in her second trimester. Jessica realised that Sammi was watching her reaction with an amused smile.
Sammi walked to the man who softly caressed her swollen white belly with his big black hand. "You a black man's woman, baby," he cooed.
"Not yet," said Sammi, "but soon I will be."
The man switched his gaze to Jessica, "You understand?"
"When she has her baby..."
"No, any woman can get drunk at a club or have a condom split and wind up with a belly full of a black man's baby. You know a black man's woman when she's got one in her arms and another in her belly." He patted Sammi's belly again, "That's why we love this little piece so. Well on the way and never turning back."
"Oh..." said Jessica.
"It ain't for everyone - maybe not for you. But you been doing real well up to now. At least you had been - what was the rule you got today?"
"Basically - what a Black man wants a Black man gets."
The man nodded, "Don looks pretty happy over there - he get what he wanted?"
"Er, I guess so"
"He get ALL that he wanted."
"Well..."
"Sammi, help Jessica here obey the rules. I'll send Don back there in 20 minutes." The man dismissed the girls with a wave of his hand and then turned back to Darius.
As soon as they were in the back-room Jessica asked, "Who was that guy?"
Sammi grinned in a predatory manner, "He's the man just gave you to me for 20 minutes. Let's get started!" She opened a small bag and started unpacking her equipment.
Tyrone had tried to prepare Jessica for anal sex once before but now she was in the hands of a real expert. Sammi had taken a lot of black dick in her little white ass and knew just what needed to be done. She took Jess into the small toilet and showed her how to clean herself thoroughly. Then she began work with her skilled fingers, lots of lube and a small anal plug. "This tight little anal ring of yours just needs a little persuasion, she needs to be teased into opening up. Give me enough time and I could get things into here a lot bigger than any cock."
That wasn't totally reassuring but Jessica knew that, at this moment, Sammi was just what she needed.
It was in fact thirty minutes later when Don was summoned into the back room. "Damn!" the old Black said in delight. Mrs Jessica Clarke was naked on her knees facing away from him. Her head was lowered to the dirty carpet and she was pushing her sweet white ass up towards him. Sammi kissed Jessica's asshole and then touched her there. The asshole winked invitingly as Don hauled off his pants. "Happy birthday," said Sammi as Don slid into Jessica's ass-hole like a knife into warm butter.
It was a strange feeling. Jessica couldn't say that she enjoyed it particularly but it also hurt much less than last time. She just felt very full and whenever Don's attentions made her start to tense up Sammi would start to work Jessica's clit with expert fingers.
Finally, Sammi breathed, "Go on Don, she's ready, take her ass." Don started to pull almost all the way out and then slam home as hard as he could. For his second coming he could hold back much better but this was still a very tight ass that he'd wanted to fuck for years. Soon he was showing signs of nearing his finish.



"Oh yeah...Mr High...and mighty...Christian Clarke...where you now huh... Old Don's fucking that...sweet whore...wife of yours...in the...ass...Her..ass...is...mine...now."
Don gritted his teeth, closed his eyes, arched his back and shot his load deep into Jessica's ass. "Fuck," he grunted, "that was the best. Thanks girls - you made an old man feel REAL good."
"Can I borrow your present for the rest of the night," asked Sammi.
"Fuck yeah, I'm done for the night. Have fun with her,"
It was a night of firsts for Jessica. Her first real anal experience - she had no doubt that when Tyrone heard he would want to supply her second. Her first time spending the night with another woman - that seemed likely to be repeated too if Sammi had her way. She felt really good but the tattooed pregnant women in her bed was living proof of how deep this lifestyle could go, not to mention the pensioner's spunk which was still lodged deep in her ass.
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Helping Out
As time passed Jessica's experience at the club continued and widened. She couldn't pretend to love anal but now, with Sammi's help, it became another tool she used to please her lovers. Tyrone lost no time in testing her new-found skills and Jess soon found that what Sammi had told her was true. The men in their circle might prefer pussy but a percentage of Black men would always want to fuck a white slut in the ass at least once, just to prove that they could.
Her night with Sammi proved to be a one-off. Jessica quickly realised that the petite but pregnant blonde might be interested in a continuing relationship but certainly not an exclusive one. It was increasingly obvious that Sammi had much more in common with the Black men that shared their life than Jessica could ever have imagined.
Jess danced a second time in the cage at the Club. She began to notice the 'T' tattoo on several other women there. Jenny, for instance, had hers just above her ankle. These were Taylor's girls or had once been, members or veterans of the notorious 'Cock Pit.'
A week after her second dance Jessica was approached again about her challenges. This time it was Vikki, a chunky woman in her early 40s.
"Beautiful isn't she?" she said as she pointed over at the dancing cage. Jessica saw a slight woman a few years in her early thirties with long red hair.
"I haven't seen her here before, who is she?"
"She flew in yesterday from London. She's married and can only visit us but Taylor has made arrangements for her if she passes tonight."
"Passes?"
"You dance in the cage so the men can see that you are serious and decide if they are interested. I'll guarantee Isobel up there will have drawn a LOT of interest."
"Is that why I was asked to dance?"
"Isobel has just made a special arrangement, you're thinking of being one of Taylor's girls. They used to say a white woman had to be fat, ugly or desperate to go with Black men. Our members won't settle for that - they want the best. So you have to be approved by at least 80% of the men here each time you dance. Then we'll show you a little more of what we do. Well, do you want to see more?"
"Yes, if I passed the test."
"Here it's just about good looks so you didn't have a problem. You scored 98% and 99% - it'll be more difficult where you dance next. Anyway, your new challenge will be early next week; keep the evenings free I'll text you as soon as I know."
***
The call came on the Tuesday and Vikki picked Jessica up at home and drove her to the event. It was at what looked like a recent housing development, Despite being deep on the 'wrong side of the tracks' and only just off the usual grimy running-to-seed street, it seemed neat and well-maintained. "What's this place?" she asked.
"Home," said the blonde simply. "Hi Shaka," she said to the man who opened the door of a small detached house.
"Hey babe," rumbled the deep answer. Shaka was huge. 6'10" and built like the proverbial brick outhouse. Jessica noticed with interest his muscular arms, their dark skin covered in intricate tattoo designs. She saw his gaze move up and down her body and shivered a little in anticipation. "We just getting started if you use the first room."
The women were both dressed simply. Little Black dresses but perhaps showing a little more cleavage than the classic variety. "We need to look good but not TOO good," explained Vikki, "we're just helping tonight."
They moved into the room Shaka had indicated and found four Black men, all in the process of removing their clothes. Slight rhythmic sounds came from behind another door. It opened and Sammi emerged. "Good, you're here, it's about to get very busy!" She gestured to the four men and then went back inside.
"Just follow my lead," said Vikki. She took a seat and waved the first man over. "Remember, guys, we're just getting you ready for next door and once there you don't need to prove your stamina. We need you to fuck hard and fast and shoot lots of that magnificently potent black seed." The men seemed to like the idea and soon both Vikki and Jessica were sucking a big Black cock while stroking another.
Every few minutes the door would open and a man would emerge to collect his clothes. Then the guy with Vikki would go in through the door and the line of waiting men would move up. After a while Sammi came out of the room and Vikki went in. Sammi then briefly kissed Jess and handed her a glass of water before getting down to work.
At one point James emerged and filmed them with their group of waiting men. No phone this time as he used a small hand-held camera to record what was happening in the fluffing room before he returned next door.
It was a procession of big Black cocks and waiting men. Young bucks and old veterans, chiselled ebony gods and weighty black bulls, respectable middle-class men and ghetto thugs. It all came down to several inches of Black meat that needed to be hard and ready before the door next opened. It was finesse rather than frantic but Jessica's wrist and jaw still began to ache with her worship of the cocks.
Finally, after perhaps two hours, there was a pause. Sammi sent her last man through the door and then, with her mischievous smile, pointed at the trash can.
Jessica walked across and picked up the box in the can. An ovulation detection kit.
"They always film that first, " Sammi was enjoying Jessica's surprise. "This is what the members and sponsors all want to see so the room next door is wired for video and sound. Then James has the mobile camera to capture all the best angles."
"My God," whispered Jessica.
"Of course James has already took his turn - a perk of the job," giggled Sammi. "Poor Shaka's checking the men's cards at the door so he only gets to go last. We call it 'Open House'. A fertile white woman is here for three hours and any Black man with a Cock Pit card, a hard dick and balls full of seed can try to knock her up."
"Jesus," was all Jessica could say. This was crazy but...
"We don't play around here, Jess. Our members expect the best and they get the best. Isobel and her husband wanted to experience a black breeding gangbang and that's what we've arranged for her. Lots of black cock, lots of black seed and no faking. Of course three or four men a night over these five or six days would be more likely to get her pregnant but this way just seems more nasty."
It was crazy but what was really crazy was...
"You take over from Vikki next. Remember to get the men as close as possible. Izzy doesn't need a good fuck by now she just needs another load of seed to make sure she doesn't get out of here without a black man's baby growing in her." Sammi glanced at her own swollen belly before a new man arrived for her attention.
...what was really crazy was that Jessica could only think of what was happening behind that door and the undeniable fact that her body was reacting to it. She knew that she was aroused, no she was fucking horny and her pussy was wet and needed cock...
Taking over from Vikki didn't help. She walked into the room to see Isobel almost hidden under the bulk of a black man vigorously fucking her missionary-style. Pale arms held his body and her legs twined around his. There was an almost overpowering smell of sex in the room. Heat, sweat, hormones, whatever it was it was unmistakeable. The man heaved forward and grunted.
He got up and now Jessica could see Isobel properly. Her eyes were wide-open, almost staring. She was panting and gasping for breath, strands of long red hair plastered across her face by sweat. James moved in to film her. Her pussy was tonight most definitely a cunt. The lips looked red and swollen and gaped to show the well-used hole. The residue of many loads of semen were on her thighs and had soaked into the mattress under her.
James continued filming and ran his hand over Isobel's belly. "Soon gonna be swelling," he murmured and felt the woman's body twitch as if he'd applied a slight electric current.
The latest Black sperm donor walked in and ignored Jess and James. He just got onto the bed, climbed onto Isobel and began pumping away.
A young man presented himself to Jessica and she took him in her mouth. "Remember me from the basketball court," he said.
Jessica squinted up at him. "Hmmn, so I know you have a beautiful big load for Izzy there."
"Yeah, but soon I want it to be you in that bed. Then we'll be sure to get here good and early."
The boy wasn't joking, his dark eyes were intense. Jess shivered in anticipation. To be where Isobel was now, to feel what Isobel was feeling now. Hell, to feel what Sammi was feeling now with a Black man's seed growing into new life within her.
"Hey, easy baby," said the boy and Jessica realised she'd been frantically sucking at his dick. "The next load you get from me won't be going in that mouth," the boy promised. He moved over to take his turn in Isobel's sloppy wet sperm-filled pussy. His friend was only just in the door when the boy grunted and came.
'That load was meant for me,' thought Jessica, 'he built it up thinking about putting his baby in me.' Again, it was crazy but it made her so hot.
Another of her young recruits now recognised her as she reached for his cock. "When you gonna be in the bed where you should be," he purred, "fine white bitch like you needs her black seed."
It can't have happened, of course, but Jessica Clarke could have sworn that she came just hearing his words.
James smiled as he captured the whole scene on camera.
***
Finally the clock had ticked round to eleven and the last man had shot his load into the exhausted Isobel. Sammi and Vikki came in and helped her to her feet. Isobel's legs almost gave way. "How you feel, Izzy?" said Sammi.
"So tired," murmured the woman
"But was it good?"
"It was amazing - I've never done anything like it. They just kept coming..."
"Would you do it again?"
"I might but it'll take a while to recover..."
"Come on and we'll get you a shower and I'll find you a bed."
Something told Jess that Isobel would be sleeping with Sammi tonight. But in the meantime she was left alone as James followed the women out with an eye to the camera's view-finder.
Jess heard the front door close and then Shaka came in. "Seems they forgot about me, don't s'pose you can help me out". He shucked off his jacket and then undid his pants as Jess watched. Soon another black cock was pointed at her but this one was truly impressive, definitely her favourite of the evening. Very black, long and thick. One hand wouldn't close round its girth and strong veins stood out proudly from its surface.
Shaka's skin was smooth and warm to the touch when Jessica went to work. Her mouth was tired but she tried to give him the blowjob that he deserved.
Soon Shaka eased her back as he stood and then manoeuvred her to the bed. "My turn," seemed to rumble through Jessica's frame and then she felt her dress hitched up and Shaka's tongue probed her bare pussy. Her sex had been crying out for attention for hours and now she showed her approval by groaning and trying to close her thighs round his head. Shaka ignored her and sought her most sensitive parts with his talented fingers and mouth.
Jessica was feeling waves of passion rolling round her when Shaka pushed two strong thick fingers into her and began to gently move them in and out. "I think you want more than just my mouth and fingers."
"Yes, yes, please," gasped Jessica looking into his confident face.
"I think it's time you learned your most important rule as a 'prospect'," said Shaka and Jessica suddenly realised what his fingers were now seeking. He knew just what he was doing and he had done this before. Gently he removed her diaphragm and then held it before her.
"No birth control," he said quietly.
Jessica just looked at him, her eyes wide.
A finger entered her again and gently teased her. "You know what I want. I know what you want. Just say it..."
"Yes," breathed Jessica.
Shaka moved up her body and with one hand introduced his strong hard cock to her warm wet pussy. Jess gasped - this was what she had been needing all evening. This was a true pussy-pleaser and Shaka was a very skilled man. His mouth met hers while his hips set up a rhythmn. He varied his pace to keep her close to climax but never quite there. His mouth marked the soft white skin of her neck and his teeth nipped at her delicate ear lobes. For the moment she belonged to this strong confident man. He was in her and it felt ... right.
"I think Sammi will ... Shaka what the fuck!" Vikki's exclamation didn't even break Shaka's thrust.
"Busy fucking this fine white piece - giving her what she been needing."
"She's only supposed to be fluffing," then Vikki's eye caught the abandoned diaphragm, "oh damn, you alright Jessica. Are you OK with this?
"YES," blurted Jessica, "keep going Shaka, keep fucking me. Make me come."
"You earned it, babe," said Shaka and his powerful buttocks began a new urgent pace of thrusting. Vikki just sat and watched as the speed and power of his lovemaking gradually increased. Jessica's body tensed beneath the big Black man and she wailed her climax just before he marked his conquest by sending strong spurts of his seed deep into her.
The man lay on her body holding Jessica in place for a couple of minutes until his spent cock slipped from her. It was the second time a man had done that to her and she knew why he was doing it. He was making sure his seed could find their way deep inside her searching for their target. She also knew that target, her fertile egg, was probably there waiting for them.
"Amazing isn't it," said Vikki, her hand smoothing Jessica's long hair. "Mother Nature wants us to make babies - that's why it feels so good when we're fertile."
"What ... how did you know?"
"We were pretty sure you were very close. That's why we waited till we had an event to coincide."
"You set me up?"
"No, baby," said Shaka as he dressed. "You was only fluffing tonight. This just happened and it happened because deep down you needed and wanted it. Watch the video and then try and tell me I 'set you up'. Sorry babe but you put a fine fertile white pussy in front of me and asked me to fuck it..." he shrugged his shoulders.
Jessica remembered that both of them had asked her if it was alright for him to fuck her. She had given her approval and now she might be royally fucked. She might have abandoned a lot of her back-ground but she retained a strong opposition to abortion unless under very strict conditions. Getting horny and letting a man come in you didn't count as one of those conditions. So if Shaka's seed did their work then she would bear and raise his child and her life would be changed out of all measure
Jessica took a shower and then went with Vicki across from the house to a much larger building behind it. "This is our third tower, forty self-contained residences, we're planning another over there. Some people don't like these buildings but build them well, maintain them well and don't be building them too high and they do just fine."
Vikki turned a key in a door and met a woman in her 60s. "All OK," she asked.
"Been like angels and they're asleep now," the woman smiled and went into the kitchen.
Vikki showed Jess around most of a tidy little apartment. Not luxurious perhaps but perfectly comfortable. "Nice and quiet, isn't it," smiled Vikki, "we can go to a pharmacy if you want, you know, to get..."
"No, I think I will have to take my chances."
"OK, it's your decision," said Vikki, "now come and see."
She opened a door and Jessica peered into the darkness to see two children, perhaps 4 and 6, sleeping in beds. Quietly Vikki shut that door and opened another. Here was a boy of about nine, also fast asleep.
"My three babies," smiled Vikki, "Jamal here is Shaka's boy. So, you see, I know just how persuasive he can be. I've never regretted it though, never."
Later, as they made their way to Vikki's vehicle the two women saw Shaka locking up the little house.
"He helps look after the place," Vikki explained, "but I think we'll lose him soon. Seems he's getting married."
Jess snorted, "It's not slowing him down much!"
The big man heard them and came over, looking at Jess. "I hope we cool, baby."
"We're cool Shaka," said Jessica.
"Thass good. Hope it works out the way you want it to, know what I mean."
She nodded and then Vikki drove her home.
Negatives and Positives
For two weeks Jessica's thoughts were never far away from the miracle of life that might be developing within her. When her period came she couldn't say whether Shaka's parting wish had come true or not.
Vikki was sympathetic - but not quite in the way Jessica expected. "I think these things happen when they are meant to happen, you know. Next time you may be more lucky. I really thought Shaka might have done the deed - weren't you a little late?"
The older woman's knowledge of her fertility cycle probably shouldn't have surprised Jessica as much as it did. Later, thinking back, she reasoned that such valuable information was probably very closely monitored. Prospects had to be teased and gently or not so gently manoeuvred until they were ready to become one of Taylor's girls.
"I thought we might have been doing this for you," chuckled Vikki, as they walked into Isobel's room, apparently one set aside for guests visiting the Taylor Foundation.
Jessica looked down at the object in her hand. A pregnancy detection kit. Isobel had not had her period and it was now a good week overdue. An alert had gone out to the sponsors and the announced live stream was intensely exciting for them - even if everyone was pretty certain of the result.
Isobel was sat on the edge of her bed with a man of about her age, slightly chunky and with a full beard. Jess knew it was her husband who had flown in especially to be with his wife. Isobel looked very nervous, perhaps even a little paler than the redhead normally did. Her husband held her hand and gently caressed it.
"You take the camera, Jess," said Vikki, "but pay attention because we all need to know how these things work. Its time - let's get this show on the road."
Isobel gave a weak smile as Jess turned on the camera and focused it on her. Hundreds or maybe thousands would be watching live and many more would catch the archived recording over the years to come. Isobel and her husband Dave had agreed to have their faces shown - after all, in nine months time, it seemed very unlikely that they would be able to hide the fact that she had given herself to Black men.
Vikki carefully showed the camera that the seal on the test was unbroken and then cracked open the plastic. She pointed to the TV with a muted news feed running so that the camera could catch the date of broadcast.
"Now, Izzy, all we need from you is a little pee in this plastic container. Are you ready?"
Jess followed them into the bathroom and filmed as Isobel removed her panties and sat on the toilet. She carefully let a stream of piss fill the small plastic pot before directing the rest down the toilet.
"Ah, you were good and ready for that, good girl," said Vikki. She took the plastic pot. "This is more than enough." She placed the pregnancy test on a flat surface and, with Jessica carefully filming the whole process, used a small dropper to transfer four drops of urine into the well of the kit. "Now we wait three minutes and we will see what we will see." She gave a big reassuring smile to Isobel, who seemed more nervous than ever.
Jessica was careful to keep the test in perfect focus as the long three minutes passed. The viewers could not see the result develop but they could see that the test was untouched and untampered with. Taylor's Key Selling Point was that his vids were always real and never anything less than real but the proof of it was always reassuring to his patrons. After all many were paying high sums for the privilege of seeing them.



Finally, Vikki took the test and showed it to Isobel who immediately collapsed into floods of tears. Her husband held her tight and kissed her. "You've done it, Izzy, you've done it. We're going to have a baby." His wife wiped her eyes and kissed him, "I'm so happy," she blurted out.
Vikki smiled and held the test up close to the camera. "Two lines means pregnant and, as you can see, we have two VERY clear lines. Our beautiful young Isobel here is a mom-to-be, officially knocked up courtesy of all of us at the Taylor Foundation. We expect to catch up with her later on during her pregnancy courtesy of our colleagues over in London. But, for now, that's all for today."
***
"They used to go to a club affiliated with us in London. When they had trouble starting a family someone suggested getting in touch with us. If you have unconventional attitudes to sex then we can offer a wide variety of opportunities. Artificial insemination is so emotionless and they didn't want to know the identity of the father. So 'Open House' seemed an excellent solution."
"Couldn't she have done it back in the UK."
"Well ... there is a group doing something similar to us over there but they operate on somewhat different principles to us."
"Different principles..."
"As one of Taylor's girls there are rules to follow but we are really part of a partnership. The men get what they want and we get what we want. If you want to walk out that door this afternoon then you can. If you break the rules then ultimately the punishment is expulsion from the program. But the deeper you go the more you will understand that is the worst possible punishment for a woman like us."
'Like us.' Jessica noted that. She also knew that being allowed into the inner operation like this could only mean that she was close to being fully accepted, possibly very close.
Vikki went on, "In London the man in charge is a little different. You've guessed that some of our men have, err, interesting pasts. They might be reformed now but if they need to they can still be dangerous men to cross."
Tyrone, Shaka, Antwan... Jessica could name those three straight off.
"Well Levy, the main man in London, is only just thinking about reforming - coming into this business full-time. He is also quite political. He likes to own his White women, with EVERYTHING that ownership implies. Some women actually prefer that, God knows why! Its way too much of a commitment for someone like Isobel though - so he sent her over here. In return we send some financial support over to him and the occasional recruit who is seriously into the 'slave' thing. He's like us though - everyone thinks he'd have trouble finding white girls but he almost has too many to cope with."
'Just as well I'm here and not in London', thought Jessica, a man like Levy could be VERY dangerous for a woman like her to know.
The Interviews
"Talking of dangerous men ... James, honey!" said Vikki.
James gave them a broad smile, he obviously enjoyed his reputation. He kissed both women on the cheek and then all three entered another room.
"We got a couple who've been referred to us," James said. "They seem to have a serious interest. Not sure how to categorise them yet."
Vikki explained, "Couples like Isobel and Dave are easy. They want a baby and we have the perfect means of supplying one," she squeezed James' arm. "The others are a little more complicated."
"We need to know who's drivin' the bus..." pointed out James. "If the woman is initiating the process then that's cool. Her man will stick with her or he won't. If he doesn't then those cracks would have emerged sooner or later. If the man is initiating then we have to be more careful. If they split up later then the woman could try to use us in any proceedings and that we do not need. Quite apart from Taylor's strong opinions on consent."
The Walkers had been required to attend in person and they entered the room. They were obviously upper-middle class by their dress and the man, balding and perhaps fifty, carefully pulled out a chair for his wife, at least ten years younger, to take a seat.
James began, "We all know why you are here - but we need YOU to say it." He addressed the couple equally and waited to see who would respond.
"We adopted an open relationship five years ago and we have become regulars at a club in Chicago. My wife has become particularly interested in certain aspects of the lifestyle and we were advised to contact you."
"What aspects would those be..."
"The, um, interracial aspects..."
"I like to be a slut for Black men and my husband likes to watch," the wife broke in impatiently before pausing and patting her husband's arm, "there that isn't so hard is it honey." Linda Walker was 5'10" with her dark brown hair tied back in a pony-tail. She was in her late thirties with an athletic build and she looked every inch the trophy wife beside her older husband.
"Lots of clubs can provide what you need," pointed out James, "here we provide more specialised services. You need to understand that."
"We do, Mr ... err ... we do. My wife and I understand that."
"OK, which service did you require?"
"We, er, are interested in ... um ... pregnancy risk"
James pulled a folder to him. He scanned a form and then looked at Linda. "I see you are tested, as we requested. Now, this form is accurate - you are no longer on any form of birth control?"
She shook her head.
"...and your most fertile period is expected..."
"At the end of next week, I've been keeping a careful record."
"So I see," said James with approval. "Now, you have to both be alright with this."
"George is a little anxious..."
Sat next to her, her husband swallowed hard, "Pregnancy risk is incredibly hot..."
Jessica gave an almost involuntary glance at the front of Mr Walker's pants. She wasn't surprised to see the tell-tale bulge. What was it with some of these white men?
"...but, of course, the whole point of the risk is the possible consequence."
"You don't know any white women with mixed-race babies or white couples raising them through adoption or other more natural methods?" asked James.
"Well, of course, even at our club in Chicago..."
His wife cut in again, "We run our own advertising business and we are pretty open in our lifestyle choices. We can cope with the consequences. I just think that George is a little nervous about this next step."
James pondered. "For you both I think we can offer our entry-level event. On future occassions you may like to try something stronger but, for now, this may help with George's concerns. It's called 'rolling the dice.'"
Vikki moved her chair next to Linda and took her hand. "Next week, one day before ovulation, when you are at the peak of your fertility, you will come here and have sex with six men. You will have sex with all of them bareback and unprotected and they will each finish just as deep inside you as they can."
Linda flushed a little, "I understand."
"Now we want George here to be involved and lady luck too. So he will roll a die and that number - one to six - will be the number of Black men among the six who will have sex with you. It might just be one - or it might be six potent loads of Black seed."
Linda's eyes were sparkling now. "It seems so real suddenly."
"It IS real," said James, "and I can guarantee that every Black man there will be working real hard to put his baby in your belly Linda."
George Walker had been looking at his wife. He seemed to come to a decision. "We're going to do it."
James looked at Linda and raised an eyebrow.
"Oh yes, bring it on!" she blurted out.
James drew two contracts out of his folder. "I think we have agreed on George's status as a future patron of the foundation with him providing an agreed level of support. We would like to livestream the event - will you need masks?"
"No," said Linda, "I'm an exhibitionist and it's not the first time we've been filmed."
"Excellent, these agreements ain't legally binding but we like you to make the informal commitment of signing." He watched George sign. "One last thing, would you prefer your Black partners to be professional types or a little more street."
"Street," answered Linda without batting an eye.
James chuckled, "I could have guessed that. Now George, here's your destiny." He placed a die on the table in front of him.
George picked up the die, swallowed hard, and rolled it.
Five.
George went pale.
"Just in case you think we fooled with it, like to try again?" enquired James.
George picked the die up, blew on it and rolled it again.
Two.
George felt a huge wave of relief. Only two out of six. It was almost as if he hadn't just agreed to let two 'street' Black men do their level best to knock up his beautiful wife in a week's time.
"That's settled," smiled James, "of course I should warn you both that many couples have meant to come here only once but have found it seriously addictive. They keep coming back until... the inevitable happens ... many even return after that..."
As the couple rose to leave James casually added, "I assume George will be one of the four white participants - we will select the other three from suitable husbands of our female members."
Jessica saw Linda flinch and her eyes widen a little. Then Linda looked at her husband but he didn't seem to have noticed anything strange in the comment. Jessica herself suspected that she knew just what it meant and it seemed Linda did too. Three of the white men at her event would have had vasectomies. It would be just her husband's weak white seed against the powerfully potent Black loads of two tough young street thugs. She felt the familiar signals of her arousal at the thought. She smiled as the couple left the room and wondered when Linda would tell her husband just what the real odds were going to be, would it be before or after the event, or maybe never. As a lawyer Jessica could have told George the importance of reading ALL the fine print on any agreement.
Rolling the Dice Again
"So, Jessica, has this afternoon given you an illustration of the sort of things that we do here?" said Vikki.
"I think I'd have to be an idiot not to have noticed a trend," said Jessica with a wry smile.
"Of the people that make use of our services many are one-and-done. They taste the forbidden fruit and that is enough for them. Some others, as James said, come back again and again, trying different services that we offer. Among them, at that level of commitment, it's about fifty-fifty whether they end up with at least one stay in the maternity ward."
'At that level'. But, as Jessica knew very well, there were deeper levels of commitment to the work of the Taylor Foundation. There were the 'prospects', like herself, and then there were Taylor's girls, the girls at the 'Cock Pit.' Something told her the Black men there wouldn't settle for just fifty-fifty odds..
Vikki went on, "It's fairly unusual for a prospect to get pregnant - though of course it is the guaranteed way of fast-tracking your acceptance into the 'Cock Pit'. First, prospects have their diaphragms and then we schedule their challenges for their less fertile times. That is, of course, until they are close to acceptance."
Jessica had an idea what was coming - hadn't her last challenge been scheduled for just when she WAS fertile.
Vikki smiled and nodded. "I see you've figured us out and James there is going to use the camera to record this. Our patrons enjoy the moments when lady luck plays a part in deciding a prospect's future."
James swung up out of his seat and began filming them. "This is just for your archive, can't livestream while we are protecting your anonymity."
Jessica was a trained lawyer and trained lawyers know the importance of the meaning of words. That 'while' in James' last sentance was very telling. She knew she was nearing the ... well she wasn't sure what. A new chapter of her life ... or maybe the edge of the cliff.
"Your remaining challenges will be timed according to fate," said Vikki as she added three dice to the one still on the table. "Taking out 7 days to cover your period the score from rolling the dice can correspond to the remainder. Each month we will roll the dice and determine which day your remaining challenges will occur regardless of whether it is a safe time for you or not. Do you agree to play?"
Jessica was thinking fast. Not about whether this was a good idea - such thoughts had been abandoned over the weeks and months of her 'blackening'. No, she was purely concentrating on the logistics and recent events had made her study such matters pretty carefully. By her reckoning there were 21 possible results. On two of the days, at peak fertility, she would have about a one-in-four chance of getting knocked up. On another two it would be about one-in-ten and on a fifth it would be about one-in-twenty. The odds would always be against her becoming pregnant but on those five days it would most definitely be very possible. Since sperm could live in her for several days she wouldn't be 100% safe on three or four other days either
She felt the rush of desire through her body, the rush that made for a seriously wet pussy. It didn't really matter - her brain no longer lagged behind her body. For some time it had been leading the way and earning its reputation as the body's biggest erogenous zone. "Yes," she said.
"Nice and clear and into the camera," said James
"YES. I agree to allow you full control over the timings of my challenges."
"Good girl," purred Vikki, "and in return we'll give you a safe-word. It's 'vanilla.' From here on in you will be expected to perform whatever is asked of you by your supervisor on each challenge. You can use the safe-word once and only once. A second usage will mean automatic and immediate expulsion from the program."
Jess nodded her understanding - that safe-word gave her some wiggle-room which was a welcome little safety-blanket.
"Soon we'll roll for next month's challenge but this month Antwan needs your help."
Jess froze a little. Antwan had accompanied her on her most extreme challenge so far.
Vikki laughed, "Don't worry hon, I'm sure you'll love it - you're going to Spring Break!"
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Finding Out
Emily Szostek looked over at the trim little one-story house in a small well-kept garden. "You see", she said, "I told you this was an OK part of town."
Her husband, Phil, had insisted on driving her. He feared that Don Parsons probably lived in a run-down district, after all he was an African-American. He shrugged in reply to his pretty young wife. "Better safe than sorry honey. I know Don is OK but there might be gangs active around here."
Emily watched a little old lady walking a poodle down the street and laughed. "I think it's probably safe enough!"
Don had retired a month or so ago and the senior partner, Mr Rifkin, a crusty racist old fart, had refused to OK a retirement party for him. The older lawyers hadn't even wanted to take up a collection but some of the clerks and two or three younger lawyers had bought him a big-screen TV as a gift.
Jessica, Emily's best friend at work, had suggested that they deliver it to Don together but now Jess had been called away at the last minute. Apparently she was tied up again this weekend. Emily had noticed Jess seemed increasingly distracted recently. She knew she wasn't happy at work but sometimes she turned up looking and acting as if she hadn't slept at all. Then, there'd been that strange incident with the African-American guy outside the office. What had that all been about? You couldn't be too careful working for a firm like Rifkin and Harker. Fortunately, Emily was pretty sure she'd been the only one to notice that the guy and Jess had not only left at the same time but had actually seemed to leave together.
Phil wasn't the most romantic guy in the world and he could be a bit of an old woman sometimes but he WAS very useful in carrying the TV. Don's house was small but clean and tidy. Emily was used to seeing the newly retired security guard in his work uniform and for a moment it seemed strange to see him in his civvies. It seemed even stranger to hear him call her by her first name rather than 'Mrs Szostek.'
"Emily, it's so kind of you to come round today." He glanced at Phil, "Set the TV down, son." He gestured at a space by the door. "You know my old CRT set is about to give up the ghost so you couldn't have picked a better gift. Do love to watch my old movies. If I can get this set up I might watch 'Truck Turner' tonight."
"I can help you with that, no problem," gushed Phil. "This set can be part of a home cinema set-up. If you need any advice..."
Emily almost tuned Phil out as she looked round the room. Her husband did love his gadgets and his tech but he could be a bit of a bore about it. If Don didn't watch out he'd have him build a new house just so he could get the accoustics right.
"If you show me where the makings are I'll get us all a coffee," she told Don.
"Thanks, Emily. Kitchen's just over there - only got instant but that'll make it easy. Milk and one sugar for me. Damn, son, you did well to get a fine wife like that."
"What, oh I guess so," said Phil as he sorted out cables and equipment.
Emily blushed as she hurried into the kitchen. She wasn't really used to such compliments these days. Most of the time she operated in a very business-like atmosphere and Phil, well she knew her husband loved her but he didn't seem to show it as often as a girl might like. Before Phil she'd had plenty of compliments, of course. She was a cute blue-eyed blonde who filled out an outfit in all the right places so lots of guys had been ready to dish out the smooth talk if they thought it would get them a chance with her.
Emily quickly found all she needed and set the kettle to boil. While she was waiting she looked around her. There were five photographs on the walls of the dining room. One looked to be from the 1950s and was of an older couple - Don's parents probably. Another three featured a much younger Don. One with a group of men on a building site; another in uniform with a group of other soldiers; the last was his wedding photograph. She looked at Don's bride - a happy, pretty, young woman holding the arm of her handsome soldier-husband. The last photograph on the wall was of the same woman, perhaps twenty years older. She was still smiling but her face was deeply lined and the photograph had a black border.
You didn't have to be a trained lawyer to read Don's life story from those photographs. Emily wasn't nosy - just curious. Perhaps that was why she stayed when the kettle clicked off and she could suddenly hear the voice of Don from the other room.
...no, son, I mostly don't miss it one bit. Bunch of assholes working there. A few of the younger ones was alright but most of them used to look at me like I was something brown and nasty they'd trod on in their fine Italian shoes. Wouldn't give me the time of day and when I did something for them I didn't get no 'please' or 'thank-you' neither. Never known a worse brought-up, more ill-mannered bunch. All so far up their own assholes that..."
Emily stifled her giggle but she could hear her husband laughing. The senior staff of Rifkin and Harker were all impeccably-dressed, Ivy League-educated, corner-stones of the elite in the city and the country. Hearing Don's opinion of them was weird but, hand on heart, Emily couldn't say he was wrong.
"Shit, son, I'd have retired ten years ago if I had the money. Don't think I'd have made it anyway except for some of the younger folks coming in. Maybe I shouldn't say it..."
"That's OK, Don," Phil's quieter voice came through the door.
"Hmmn," said Don, "well, I'd have a shitty day and then Emily or her friend, Jessica, would come by and ask how I was or just say 'good morning' or give me a little smile. Damn but it don't take much from a beautiful woman like your wife to make a man feel REAL good. Sometimes they'd come over at the end of the day and shoot the breeze a little, you know. Used to look forward to that till Mr Clarke told Jess that she was embarrassing him and the firm by 'talking to the staff.'"
"Oh," said Phil, "that's weird." His voice was distracted and she wondered what setting on the new TV he was busy adjusting.
"No-one happier than me when she dumped him, except perhaps her," chuckled Don. "But through those few months your wife never stopped giving me a smile or a kind word. Made a big difference, I can tell you. Made me know I wasn't getting pushed out of there until I qualified for my full pension! Took some guts, she knew some of the top-floor didn't approve. Ain't no coincidence she organised this retirement gift or that she is delivering it. Top-Floor didn't give a shit that I'd been there 23 years. If my old friend Taylor hadn't thrown me a bash then I'd just have been kicked to the curb and that would have been that."
"I don't think Emily knew about that," said Phil, "I'm sure she'd have liked to have gone."
Don laughed a deep belly laugh. "Damn, I'd have loved her to have been there too. But it was a 'gentleman's evening' at one of Taylor's bars, you know what I mean. Just us guys and a very beautiful woman as my guest of honour. Anyway, I shouldn't say no more about that."
Don lived alone and like many folk that live alone once he started talking he sometimes found it hard to stop. But the fiercely blushing Phil had signalled to him that he might have said a little too much.
Emily was just putting the coffee out in the dining room when she heard the sound of a slightly tinny version of the 'Theme from Shaft.' She'd seen his phone on the table and now noticed its screen illuminated with the incoming call. Emily really wasn't nosy at all but when a screen lights up in front of you there's nothing more natural than to look.
On the little screen was a wallpaper image. Emily leaned in closer to see what it was and then suddenly realised. It was a laughing old African-American man with a naked white woman sitting on his lap and kissing his cheek. She'd barely registered that before she realised just who the two people were.
In an instant it all fell into place. Don's party, Jessica as his 'guest of honour', just what a 'gentleman's evening' was all about. She looked up and saw Don smiling at her as he led Phil back into the dining room for their coffee. Had he seen her look at the picture on the phone - if so he gave no sign.
Emily was quiet as the two men chatted over their coffee. When they were ready to leave she scampered out of the door but Don caught Phil by the arm. "Your wife is one in a million, son, she's out of the top draw. Beauty, brains and a heart. Any man should be proud to have her. You look after her and make sure she gets everything she needs and desires, you hear. My wife was everything to me and I hope Emily's the same for you." He gave Phil a little grin and a playful punch on the arm, "If you don't - I might be tempted to take her away from you."
Don had spoken low but Emily had heard him. 'Any man would be proud to have her'. What had he said earlier about her and his raunchy party. 'Damn, I'd have loved her to have been there too.' Would he have wanted a beautiful naked white girl on each knee? Would he have wanted even more than that? 'I might be tempted to take her away from you.' Had be been joking? Because if he wasn't joking that was scary and what was even more scary was the fact that she felt the unmistakable symptoms of arousal. Just thinking about this had made her pussy wet.
"That's a good model of TV we got him," said Phil. "I though he'd never shut up about you though. I think you've got a real admirer there," he laughed at the thought. Emily was quiet and stayed quiet all the way back to their nice safe suburb.
All Men Aren't Born Equal
"A little different to last time," chuckled Antwan.
Jess smiled back. "Just a bit."
They were in Boca at Spring Break, occupying the best suite at one of the hotels in the resort. "No need for us to slum it," purred Antwan, "and I figured you deserved a treat or two after last time."
Last time. When he'd taken her to some of the roughest dives she'd even seen and calmly supervised her self-defilement. Well, at least, that's what they would have called it where she came from. Except now, to Jessica, it didn't feel that way - it just seemed as if it had been one of many steps necessary to break down the carapace of prejudice and fear that had been trapping her true self inside it. It had been drastic and it had been very scary for a time but it HAD been necessary. Once she'd been to H-Town with Antwan then she had known that she was capable of almost anything - a thought first terrifying and then wonderfully empowering.
"Everyone else is out working hard at publicising your parties," pointed out Jess.
Antwan smiled. Self-confidence was a trait of most of the Black men that Jessica had got to know in her time as a prospect but Antwan was perhaps the market leader in it. He just exuded that confidence and authority that she liked in her men. When Antwan entered a room everyone noticed. When he spoke everyone listened. When he wanted something then he got it.
Just now he'd got Jessica and it seemed he had plans for her. "Time for you to see some sights and for me to show off the finest bitch in Boca."
***
Outside their hotel the streets were full of young people, most contributing to a constant hum of noise. Jess liked seeing them enjoy themselves but she was aware that the man with her was one of the very few non-white faces there. No-one gave them any shit but it was still very noticeable.
"We walking to Boca West, only a small distance but you might notice some differences."
The first thing she noticed was a small area of empty road, very obvious after the rush of humanity outside their hotel. "Private residences here," explained Antwan, "no hotels. There ain't nothing written down but its always been that way."
Through the 'no-party zone' and Boca West had an appearance much like its parent resort. Streets full of young people enjoying themselves, laughing and drinking. The only difference, as she had sort of guessed, was that now SHE was in the very visible minority. It was a sea of thousands of Black faces, not all the really dark skins that she had come to regard as the epitome of attraction but all dark enough to have been called the n-word by her daddy.
Antwan had exuded confidence among the white boys and girls but Jessica felt much more self-conscious surrounded by young African-American men and women. A lot of that was probably down to the bikini that Antwan had picked out for her. She was wearing that and nothing else except the heavy layers of sun-protection that Antwan had insisted on applying personally to every inch of her pale skin.
It quickly became very apparent to Jess that she was drawing a lot of attention. Some young women viewed her with clear hostility, especially if their man took too long a look at her body. However, the presence of Antwan seemed to reassure most of them. It was just a playa showing off his white bitch and not a real threat to them.
The groups of young women ignored her. They had other matters in hand. The groups of young men were another matter entirely. Sometimes one of a group would be braver than the rest and shout out to Antwan about his 'fine bitch' or his 'prime pussy'. The comments always seemed to be addressed to her companion and never directly to her. It was still pretty early and no-one was drunk enough to risk stepping on the territory of an obvious alpha-male like Antwan. Not yet.
Sometimes Antwan would smile at a particularly brash spring breaker and encourage him. "That's right, dog, I got the best in white pussy. Feel free - enjoy the view." Then he'd guide her into the group and she'd see the smiling faces and the hungry eyes all focused on her. Sometimes a warm hand would fondle her butt-cheek but Antwan kept things under control.
"You want white pussy? I got events Friday and Saturday at the River, that's the first club into Boca - right next to the Grand Hotel. All the premium white pussy you can handle and more - try your luck at catching one as fine as mine." Then Antwan re-asserted his possession of Jessica by kissing her deeply and slipping a large hand down the front of her bikini bottoms. Where they'd previously seen a pretty obvious camel toe they now saw a swiftly moving finger. If they hadn't been whooping and cheering so much Jessica knew they'd have heard just how turned on she was.
After a few similar events Jessica said, "I get it - we're recruiting again and I'm the bait."
Antwan chuckled, "Catch a lot of fish with the right bait. You know I got twenty white girls out in Boca - I also got twenty Black guys working over here. All ID'ing spring breakers who might be interested in the zebra experience - white and black together. My system works - all the girls out there now were attracted to the same event last year or the year before. Most of them will end up as clientele of my clubs or similar establishments. A few will even follow your path once they're old enough - Taylor don't deal with no girls under 21."
He strode on - the crowd of revellers seeming to part in front of him. He was watching the people around them but also obviously on the look out for something else. Finally he saw an excited crowd outside a low structure like a beach hut. "At last, there he is - I want you to meet someone Jess."
Jessica walked across hand-in-hand with Antwan. Just going out recruiting young Black bulls for the parties had seemed to her pretty tame for an afternoon with this particular Black man. This might be the real cause of their visit and promised to be interesting. The sun was hot and she was perspiring but she knew that the moisture causing her bikini bottoms to cling so tightly to her pussy lips was for a very different reason.
At first it didn't look much. Apart from anything else she couldn't see over the crowd of excited young African-Americans, most of them female. Antwan, being a foot taller than her, could see the focus of the attention and called out, "Hey, Jackson, what's this year's vintage like?"
The youngsters near them turned to see who had spoken and again the herd instinct of a crowd opened a gap for the men of authority to conduct their business.
Jackson was a very powerfully-built and very dark-skinned man seated on a big armchair pulled next to the beach. He wore a pair of loose white jogging pants and a short-sleeved Hawaiian shirt unbuttoned to show a muscular and tattooed torso. His biceps bulged as he held on each knee a giggling Black Spring Break girl. Hearing Antwan he smacked one of the girls on her big round booty making the flesh jiggle. "Ripe and juicy, Antwan, ripe and JUICY. You ever seen finer? Just about fell in love with these two." Was he talking about both of the girls or just the firm round buttocks of the one he had slapped - that wasn't quite clear.
Jessica found him VERY attractive. He was handsome, dark and had that obvious presence that she loved so much in her men. But she was also struck by the fact that she was sure that she recognised him. She knew that she hadn't met him before but something about him was extremely familiar.
One of the girls posed for a picture on the man's knee and then hopped off to rejoin her giggling friends. With un-erring accuracy his freed hand came round to land on the ample right breast of his remaining girl. "Friends, I got to take a lunch break and talk to my friend here. I'll be back at two to meet a lot more of you and sign anything you like. The merch counter will stay open for all your needs."
The crowd dispersed and Antwan and Jess stood back while the man finished his business with the girl on his knee.
"Don't take nothing but the finest bitches for my vids - personally self-selected. You know why people watch my work - because me and my girls always have that spark, that real connection. Just the sorta real connection that me and you got the moment we met. You take my card and give me a ring. I'll be coming by your part of the country before long and we'll hook up. It'll pay for your trip here and I pay double if you let your face be shown."
He seemed to have selected his target well. "What else you gonna give me if I agree to this?" she giggled. The man stood and placed her in front of him. He looked down at the bulge in the front of his pants. "Care to feel just what you'll be getting and just how hot I think you are..."
The girl's brown hand disappeared down the front of his loose pants. She immediately encountered what she was seeking and her eyes widened. "OH MY GOD," she blurted out, "you're HUGE. I always thought them toys they sold was bullshit but you the real deal. Is it..."
"What, sweet thing?" he encouraged.
"Well my old boyfriend always said real big men couldn't get hard all the way."
"Does it feel like I have any problem getting hard?" he answered confidently. "That's why I'm the best in the business. Ring that number and you'll keep me rock-hard all day while we making love. You owe yourself to find out just how good I'm gonna make you feel."
Now Jessica knew who he was. It was Jackson Hammer. Black porn actors didn't cross over into the mainstream easily but this man had come closest. She had seen articles on him and his website and had watched some TV and films where he had made small cameo appearances. He was generally cast as a lovable rough diamond on the edges of legitimate society. The sort of man that made the mothers of pretty daughters real anxious, The sort of man with that subtle combination of danger and charm that made him so irresistible to a certain sort of girl.



Just at this moment Jess knew that she was definitely that certain sort of girl.
"Think she'll ring?" asked Antwan, looking after the Black girl as she left after sharing a long kiss with Jackson.
"Probably, she's certainly got potential. I hope so, my ebony vids are always hardest to cast. I can turn away 99 out of 100 white chicks want a sample - I got them queuing round the block - but real quality sistas need some seduction and to be treated right."
Jackson was answering Antwan but Jess was aware that the porn star's attention had already switched to her. His eyes scanned her face and then her body before he gave a small nod and a smile. His little almost unconscious signals of approval had an immediate effect on her, a wave of euphoric warmth seemed to move through her body and she felt the dampness of her pussy as her nipples valiantly fought their way to erection despite the material of her bikini top.
Jackson noticed the tell-tale bumps made by her nips and brought his dark brown eyes up to lock with her blue-grey ones. He gave that slight smile again.
"We have you booked for the tour of personal appearances at my clubs next month, right?" asked Antwan.
His question broke the mood - Jackson was nothing if not the thorough professional. "Yeah. Looking forward to it as always - your clubs are real fun and besides I already got three call-backs from girls here who are right on that route."
"Damn you've gotta hard life Jackson!" laughed Antwan.
Jackson pointedly looked at Jess and then back at Antwan, "Don't seem you're doing too badly, maybe we can talk about that later."
Antwan nodded with a knowing smile. "Business good?"
"Can't complain - I make an indecent living doing what I'm very good at. The vids may get pirated all over the web but I enjoy making them and its all good publicity for the website, merch and appearances."
"Jess, go check out the merch," said Antwan, "see how the business operates." It was obvious he wanted to talk to his friend alone.
Jess went. It was pretty much what you'd expect but her eye was drawn to one corner of the table where there was a small pile of long boxes with Jackson's smiling face on them. She looked closer and realised that they were the sex toys modelled on him that the black girl had mentioned.
"Like to see one outta tha box - don't worry it ain't been used," smiled the young Black woman behind the stand.
Soon Jessica was handling perhaps the biggest dildo that she had ever seen. It had to be thirteen inches, certainly bigger than any man could ever be. That had to be quite a struggle for any girl to ride - but it would be fun trying! She thought she might buy one when they got home and perhaps take a look at some of Jackson's videos. She'd read they were unusually popular with women and the long nights between her weekly visits to the club could get lonely.
"You like what you see," came Jackson's velvet voice into her ear.
"Very impressive, Mr Hammer," she replied, "but a little flattering I think."
He moved beside her. "Hold the toy in your left hand and put your right hand out."
She obeyed him, knowing what was coming next. She felt the warmth and the weight of his cock as he laid it across her palm. It was already nearly hard and she watched as the warmth of her hand made it grow a little more. She was lost for words, he was fucking enormous. She held the dildo against his real dick and gasped at the realisation that Jackson had his toy beat by a good inch.
That deep chuckle came again. "They downsized the toy a little - thought it might scare folks off buying."
"They were fucking right," said Jessica, staring mesmerized at the ebony shaft in her small white hand. She almost automatically gave it a little wank and the monster started to rise fully erect - it was ready to fulfil its natural role, it was ready to fuck!
"Whoa there," laughed Jackson, "you gonna get us arrested girl." He carefully hid his cock back in his loose pants and pulled his shirt down over the cock-head that still defiantly poked out from his waist-band and against his tattooed chest.
Then he had Jessica held against him and she felt the still-hard column of meat reaching far up her body. He kissed her and their tongues entwined for a few seconds before he broke contact and then nuzzled her ear, whispering to her.
"You know I said only 1 in 100 white girls interest me?"
"Yes," she breathed.
"Well its more like 1 in 1000, but guess what?"
"Am I one?" she asked quietly.
"Top of the list, baby, TOP of the list."
She leaned away a little. "I don't know if I could take that ... you are fucking huge."
He leaned in and kissed her again. She felt a big hand enter her bikini bottoms. A finger crooked its way between the lips of her soaking pussy.
"Black cocks go in, Black babies come out," breathed Jackson. "Where a Black baby can come out then any Black cock can go in. I'll prove that to you if it takes me all night - when you give yourself to me then you'll take it all, balls-deep."
Antwan watched as Jessica shuddered her orgasm and Jackson took her in a long soul-kiss. He smiled and then looked at his heavy gold wrist-watch. It was time to get back to Boca - there were preparations to be made.
A Suburban Interlude
"Oh God, you mean HER!" The vinegar-faced old woman virtually spat her contempt with every word. "We don't need her sort bringing nig - er, coloured folks into our community. There are decent folks and families with kids here."
Emily Szostek was taken aback. What was the old witch talking about? Emily had been trying to reach her friend for two days to talk about what she'd seen at Don Parson's, she thought Jess might be in real trouble. Finally, she'd come here and had been ringing on her friend's door-bell with no reply. She was getting really worried so she'd enquired after Jessica Clarke at the neighbouring house and this had been the response.
"Well, I think she has got an African-American boyfriend," said Emily hesitantly.
"Boyfriend," the woman cackled uproariously as if she was going to burst, "BOYFRIEND! That shameless jezebel has a different nig - er, coloured man, round here every week. A non-stop stream of them." She lowered her eye-lids and almost whispered, "I think she might be, you know, a prostitute. Before she moved in she told us she was a lawyer, the brazen lying whore."
Emily shook her head but the old woman had got up to speed now - venting the fury that had been building up for so many months. "You want to know where she is - a big nigger in a flash car came and picked her up and took her away. Her pimp I bet, he certainly looked the part. Well he's welcome to her and I hope he doesn't bring her back." She nodded her defiance at the modern world and then spat on the floor before slamming her door.
Emily drove home - what was she supposed to do now? She daren't talk to her husband about it until she knew the truth - that wouldn't be fair on poor Jessica. But how could she find out the truth; she had no connection to this new life that her friend had apparently become ensnared in.
Then it happened. The moment that would change young Emily Szostek's life forever. She realised that she did know someone who was part of Jessica's new life, she knew old Don Parsons.
That evening her husband Phil was busy working on a report for work Emily was equally hard at work in the kitchen. If you needed an excuse to visit an old retired work colleague what better than to do some baking for him. She knew that her talk with Don would have to be private so she would go alone this time. Don's neighborhood was safe and she really felt that visiting Don on her own was what she needed to do.
Emily was working on making her pastry but her mind was elsewhere. She was contemplating what tomorrow would bring - when she went to see Don, to see Don alone.
Oh God, it was ridiculous! She was a married woman and Don was almost old enough to be her grand-pa, he was also ... Black. This couldn't happen. Just thinking about being with him alone couldn't be enough to make her pussy drool with anticipation. Thinking about him just couldn't make her horny like this. Perhaps Phil could...
She almost felt the pressure of her lust deflate. She liked Phil as a person but he couldn't meet this particular need of hers. She shook her head. She couldn't risk going to see Don and that was final. She really couldn't, she'd have to make that decision she told herself. It would be incredibly stupid to go to see Don - everything in her background and her experience told her that it was the last thing that she should do. No, there was no way she could justify going to see Don tomorrow - except that she was feeling now things she hadn't felt in four or five years. She felt wanted and she felt desirable and she felt very hungry for more of the same.
Then Emily returned to making her pastries and checking the first set of bakes in the oven. She wanted everything to be perfect for Don tomorrow.
Lights, Cameras, Action
The suite that Jessica shared with Antwan was three floors up and front-and-centre of the hotel. It had been a very busy two days preparing for the first zebra party tonight. Hundreds of newbies would be initiated into the joy of interracial love. She sort of felt romantic about that as she leaned on the rail of the suite's balcony and looked at the seething mass of humanity below her.
The event would start in about an half hour's time. The sun was nearly down and Jessica had barely noticed that the natural light was giving way to the flood-lights illuminating the front of the hotel. Small lights lit up banners advertising Antwan's event at the club next door but the real focus of the lights, courtesy of that man's careful preparations, was the stunning redhead on the balcony.
Jessica had only sub-consciously noticed that the crowd was a little different to those gathered in front of the hotel on the days and nights before. It was, if anything, even noisier - but the noise was a little more high-pitched. It was overwhelmingly girls in front of the hotel now. The other change was that the small male minority were almost all African-American.
She thought that if things stayed that way then those boys were going to be worn out by tomorrow. She smiled to herself - she knew men. Most of them would arrive five minutes before the party was due to start. Experienced girls would probably be the same. These girls had come early to check out what was going on. Most of them would be hesitant, thinking they would just see what was happening and then perhaps leave. Some would have sneaked away from their friends, scared to admit their interest in Black men. Others would have come as a little group of 'sisters', offering mutual support and security in such a strange new world. Always circling were those few Black boys in the crowd - the wise ones who knew that the early playa catches the prime pussy. They were making connections and putting down markers.
Jessica looked out over the sea of youthful vitality. She wished that she could send a message into the mind of every unsure or frightened young woman out there. 'Be brave and do it. Go into that club and explore what the world can offer you. If it's not for you then fine but don't get old and grey and always regret what you might have had.'
She stood holding the balcony rail with her two hands and slightly leaned against its ironwork. The harsh heat of the sun was gone but this early evening was beautifully warm - even in her skimpy black-and-white patterned bikini.
She heard the glass door behind her open and thought that Antwan was coming to join her. But Antwan was busy supervising the final preparations in the club. The movement behind her attracted some of the crowd below to look up and she saw girls nudge their friends and one or two even point. Strange - Antwan was a fine figure of a man but he shouldn't get that sort of reaction at first sight.
A large Black hand softly landed on each of her hips and breath ticked her ear as he spoke. "Hello again, Jess, you just too fine to keep away from."
It was Jackson Hammer. No wonder the girls were looking - even if they didn't recognise him they had to know that they were watching a master of his trade.
The hands eased down until his thumbs were hooked in the strings of her bikini bottoms. Jackson didn't have to say any more and Jess didn't want to say anything in case she broke the tension. She knew what was about to happen - together they were going to send that message to the waiting crowd below.
Jess shimmied her body a little, just enough movement to signal her happiness with what was about to happen. She heard a pleased, 'hmmmnn', behind her and then felt him smoothly kiss her neck sending shivers of anticipation through her body. His fingers moved down a little and pulled her bikini bottoms down just an inch or two. Enough to expose her whole butt at the back but just the top of her pussy in front.
Jessica was dimly aware of the noise in the street below kicking up a notch and a sea of white faces now staring up at the perfectly illuminated scene playing out above them. She even saw the lights of seemingly hundreds of phones being held up - every one recording pics or vids of her and Jackson.
It raced through her brain that in the modern world those pics and vids would be all over the internet before the night was over and that no technology was protecting her identity on these new images. It would only be a matter of time before her secret sexual obsession was exposed to everyone who knew her. At that moment Jackson Hammer's big black hand cupped her pussy and one probing finger found its way inside. She arched her back a little in pleasure and turned her head to share a deep kiss of urgent yearning with the man behind her.
The noise of the crowd rose another notch but Jess wasn't hearing it anymore. She was tuned into her body and the man with her, the man who was perhaps the ultimate Black bull. If her old life went down in flames then so be it. She wanted what he was going to give her and nothing was going to stand in her way. If everyone knew that she was a white slut for hard Black cock then fuck it - that is just what she was and everyone else would have to live with it or get out of her way.
She turned and held the sides of his powerful chest, still kissing him hungrily. His hands clamped hard over the exposed pale flesh of her buttocks as she pressed her body against the big bulge already there in his pants. It reminded her that Jackson could be very gentle but he didn't always have to be. She realised that she didn't really want him to be gentle - she wanted to feel his power, all of it.
Their lips still locked, Jackson lent down slightly to pull the string of her bikini bottoms and leave them fluttering down from the balcony into the watching crowd below. She knew that he was so smooth because he had done this a LOT, she would just be another in an incredibly long line of his sexual conquests. She didn't care - she wanted to feel the benefit of all that sexual confidence and experience.
The crowd noise rose again as the beautiful woman with her auburn hair streaming down her back was left naked from the waist down. They were all watching now, the big female majority were eager for the main event. The woman was cute but they wanted to see Jackson naked and in all his glory.
Well Jackson Hammer knew the virtues of teasing his audience but he also knew that women shouldn't be kept waiting. He had Jessica pressed against him, swapping saliva and letting her feel just how far up her body she could feel the hard bulge of his cock. His big hand was working her pussy hard now and she knew how wet she was for him.
Finally, almost painfully, she felt him break their kiss and he looked into her eyes. Nothing was said but she knew what he wanted by sexual telepathy. She turned and faced the crowd before folding her arms on the railing and resting her head on them as she looked out with a blissful smile on her face.
Jessica felt Jackson's mouth at her hungry cunt. He didn't eat her out or seek to pleasure her. He was exploring, sensing, detecting whether the woman in front of him was sufficiently turned on, sufficiently wet, for him to have his sexual way with her. Could she be fully receptive of all he had to offer her. Almost without thinking about it Jessica eased each of her feet out a little until her legs were spread apart for him. The invitation was clear and brazen.
Jackson's mouth left her pussy and then she heard high-pitched squeals from the girls crowded in the street below. Jess knew that he had shucked off his pants, the only clothing he had been wearing. Now the girls could all see just what made Jackson Hammer so famous and now they knew for sure what he planned to do with it.
She looked down and saw the dark mass of his hand on the front of her thigh, holding her in position. She knew the other would be lining the head of his huge Black cock up ready to take her defenceless unprotected pussy. She was shivering with unrestrained lust even before she felt his cock start to push its way past the lips of her cunt.
She bit her lip and looked down for a moment in concentration, there was a little pain mixed in among the waves of sensation emanating from her pussy. This man was very thick and very long and very intent on her feeling and taking every inch of him.
She looked up again but now her eyes were wide and her mouth was open as she panted for breath. Jackson was getting what he wanted and it was almost too much for her. He used small strokes - each pushing just that little further until he was exploring places that no other man had ever reached. She suddenly realised that he was going to bottom out inside her, that she just couldn't take him all. He was just too damn big. Then she felt the muscles of his stomach hit her buttocks and knew what that meant. She had done it - she had taken him all.
"Yeahhhhhh," purred a resonant voice behind her, hardly audible over the surging crowd screaming their approval of the events on the balcony. She felt so full, full of his strong Black physicality, and now he began to move inside her. Long, deep, unhurried strokes, all that hard black cock and all those years of experience allowing him to bring her to the edge of orgasm within seconds. She no longer cared where she was or who she was or what she was doing. All that mattered was that big Black cock and how it was making her feel. She arched her back and gasped at the fresh sensations when new areas of sensitivity were exposed to his ever more insistent thrusts.
A black finger hooked into the string of her bikini top and pulled its knot open. The two small pieces of cloth fell forward and her breasts swung free to move in rhythmn to his fucking. A new cheer rose from those gathered below - this time a deeper roar. It seemed some more of the young Black men had arrived and were enjoying the show. Jess didn't care - all that mattered was Jackson Hammer and what he was doing to her.
For a moment her eyes seemed to glaze over and she rested her face back against the cooling ironwork of the balcony. The wave of pleasure rose to a peak and then started to recede but that hard insistent thrusting didn't stop. As one climax finished she felt the stirrings of pleasure begin to build again almost immediately. She raised her head again and couldn't help laughing. Jackson was a machine, a big beautiful Black machine, and he showed no signs of slowing down any time soon. This time she almost whimpered as her climax hit and put her hand to her head as she struggled to control the feelings within her.
Jackson felt the woman tense a little and he pulled back. His hard cock twitched, still ready and eager for more. He'd been watching the crowd and had seen some leave but far more stay, transfixed by the live sex show being performed for them. Life as a sexual performer could all too easily become jaded. He hated the thought of relying on viagra to get him through a scene. Careful selection of co-stars and new scenarios were the keys to keeping his performances fresh and powerful. This lewd public display was something brand new even for him and this woman was the perfect sexual partner.



Almost on cue Jessica threw her bikini top to the crowd below. Now she was totally naked and she surprised Jackson by gripping the balcony railing with both hands and kicking her right leg up so that its foot rested on top of the railing further along. He smiled - the crowd perhaps hadn't been able to see his penetration clearly as he entered her from behind. She had obviously decided to make sure they all saw just how good it looked when his huge Black cock stroked in and out of her shaved pink pussy.
He steadied her shoulder with her hand and used his other to hold her foot up on the railing. Then he pushed his cock back home into her pussy. Except that it was a cunt now, a cunt unresisting to his cock's desire to enter her fully. A cunt specially resized for his pleasure, at least for tonight. He started strong thrusts, not frantic just controlled and deep. He watched her head fall onto her arms and heard her moan. Then she was back again, her long hair whipping with the motion, and her hand almost clawed at his chest as it sought a hold. Finally she found his shoulder and arched herself back and to the side to kiss him as her blue-grey eyes locked onto his.
It was almost too much and he struggled to control the climax he now felt building. He saw her eyes widen a little and knew that she had seen the signs. Suddenly he felt her tense the muscles of her pussy just a little and he decided to give her what she needed - his rich Black seed. Jackson put his head back and yelled as he came - letting the whole resort know that he was the master of this beautiful white woman on the balcony with him.
Jessica bit her lip and grinned into his face. She saw his body was damp with sweat and she licked the salty liquid off him. That taste of sweat showed that he was no machine, he was flesh and blood. He was a man not just a sexual colossus. He lent down and sucked on her hard nipple before giving it a playful soft nip with his teeth. She laughed with pure pleasure.
Jackson finally stepped back and pulled out of her. This time his cock was softening as he withdrew and Jessica knew that she had tamed him, at least for a time. When the big cock-head finally left her body a small stream of liquid followed it out of her gaping pussy and splashed onto the balcony floor. There were gasps from the crowd.
Jackson helped Jessica back off the railing and then leaned forward on it himself and signalled for quiet. "Zebra party in the club two doors down starting now. No admittance fee and no cover charge. You all welcome to come see me for pictures or signings if you like but most of all enjoy yourselves and play safe. Remember I'm a professional and Jess here is my bitch for tonight - you need to bag it up till you know each other better." He gave a big brilliant white smile and then led Jessica back indoors.
The crowd hesitated and then began to move towards the club. The door staff were busy checking IDs and Antwan nodded as he saw the venue quickly filling up.
Don Proves He's a Man
Don Parsons had been enjoying a peaceful Saturday afternoon until he'd had the phone call from young Emily Szostek. She'd apparently done some baking for him and wanted to check he was in so she could deliver it.
Well, that was real nice of her - if it was true. He didn't believe her for one minute. Last time she'd been there he'd worried that she might have seen that damn picture on his phone. Now he was certain of it but what did this phone call really mean?
If she wanted to destroy Jessica with her new knowledge then she didn't need to talk to him. So why did she want to come over? If she came with Phil then he'd reckon she was after information. If she came alone then ... but no, that was stupid thinking. He was getting to be an old man and she was a beautiful young lawyer with the whole world ahead of her. "Oh shit," said Don, just thinking about it had started stirrings in his cock. He might be 65 but he was in full working order as he'd proved the other week. A vision of Jessica Clarke kneeling on that filthy back-room carpet before him and presenting her sweet white butt to be fucked flashed into his brain. "Motherfucka," said Don, "I got to keep myself under control here." He slowed his breathing and thought of the week in sports. It seemed to work.
A few minutes later he heard a car and he peeped out of his window to see Emily pull up and park in front of his house. He noticed that she was alone and immediately felt the blood rushing to his cock. Damn, it was like being sixteen again! Careful to avoid being noticed he watched her check her appearance in her rear-view mirror. She teased at her hair for a full minute until she was finally satisfied and then she carefully re-applied her lip-stick. Then she paused and frowned. Don's breath caught in his throat as he saw up arch her back in her seat and then undo a button on her blouse. He saw her pose in the mirror again and frown before hesitating and finally opening a second button.
"Oh Lord," Don mumbled to himself and quickly stepped back out of sight as he saw Emily start to get out of her car. He didn't know how this had come to be but a very attractive young woman was showing every sign of coming to his house looking for some of his black dick. It had been an awful long time since that'd happened and he felt himself getting harder by the second.
Don looked up at the photograph framed on the wall. His beloved Rowena, an angel taken from him much too soon. He knew what she would expect of him but he wasn't sure he could be that strong.
The door-bell rang and Don shuffled almost reluctantly across to open the door.
"Hi Don," said Emily with her bright blue eyes sparkling and a beautiful smile. Don couldn't help it and his eyes dropped to the front of her blouse. She almost needn't have been wearing it. Three buttons were open and he could see a pair of beautiful big firm young breasts barely half-enclosed in a lacy white bra. He nearly moaned in anguish at the temptation offered. His dick was so hard he swore he could cut a diamond with it.
Emily had noticed what he was looking at and exulted in her little plan working. She'd always called him 'Don' but today she thought she'd try something different. "Mr Parsons, sir, I've bought you some tasty treats that you can enjoy." That beaming smile again and a little shimmy of her barely-covered breasts. She might have meant her baking but it sure didn't look that way.
To judge by the big bulge in the front of his slacks Emily reckoned that Don had got her real meaning.
"Err, just put them on the table there," said Don trying to retain control of the situation.
The girl almost batted her long eyelashes at him, "Yes sir, I'm here to do ANYTHING that you want."
Don couldn't hold out - he was only a mortal man and not a saint. As soon as Emily put her bag on the table he moved in and took her in his arms. His mouth found hers and she giggled as she felt his moustache tickle her. She felt a big hand grasp her right breast and then, suddenly, Don pulled away.
He was breathing hard, for one terrible moment she thought he was going to have a coronary. But it was OK, he had just been taking control back. Years of military discipline and the loving example of his wife meant that Don knew that he couldn't do this no matter how much he wanted to.
When he told her, Emily almost crumpled before him - her face a picture of frustration and despair. "Oh my God, what have I done? How could I have come here like this? Why did you tell Phil all that if you didn't mean it? I've made such a fool of myself. How could I offer myself to an old man, even a Black man, and be turned down? What's wrong with me? Why did you want Jess but you don't want me? Why does no-one want me?" Tears coursed down her cheeks as the feelings that had been building up in her for so long flooded out. She was a young woman and young women had needs.
He saw it and he felt bad. He moved in and tasted the salt of her tears as he kissed her cheek while carefully buttoning up her blouse.
"Why don't you want me?" she repeated at last.
He took her hand and placed it on the front of his slacks. The proximity of her fine young self was still working its effect on him and the presence of her hand soon turned his half-erection into a full one.
"Feel that," he said, smoothing her hair. "If you wasn't married I'd be fucking you over that kitchen table this second. I like Jess but you were always braver than her. You were always decent no matter what them racist assholes tried to tell you. You're brave and beautiful and you can't imagine just how much I want you. But you IS married..."
"So was Jess..." Emily started.
"...to a cracka asshole and she'd already kicked his sorry ass to the curb. Phil is a decent man and I won't do anything behind his back. I'll give you what you want Emily and with the greatest joy but not till you've settled things at home."
"Oh shit," said Emily, slightly surprising him with her language. "It's not fair. You grow up with all the world on view now. You watch movies and there's Denzel Washington and Will Smith. You watch sports and everywhere you look on a field or court there's another beautiful Black man. You don't mind me saying Black?" she asked anxiously.
Don chuckled. "That's fine baby so long as you don't add a 'bastard' after it. Just don't be using the n-word unless of course..."
"Unless what..."
"Unless your nigga is fucking you so good with his big Black cock that you can't help it."
Emily Szostak, the would be seducer of old Don Parsons, went beet-red and the old man roared with laughter.
She gathered herself and then continued, "All around you there are beautiful Black men and when it comes time for you to find a man they push you to the safe man, the professional man, the man who's going to earn a good living..."
"...the white man." added Don.
"Yes. Phil IS a kind man and he and I seemed so good together. But there's no excitement in ... well, in bed. He sometimes isn't interested and when he is I just don't ... you know ...he's never made me cum."
"I dunno what to say," said Don.
"You know what's worse," suddenly blurted out Emily, "you know I have a sister?"
"In Germany, right?"
"Yes. She came back for my wedding and she brought her new boyfriend, who's now her husband. His parents came from Nigeria and he is gorgeous, so hot. Now she has Yakubu and she has a beautiful boy and girl. I've only got Phil..."
"He's a good man and he loves you."
"Then he should show it more."
Don just nodded. "I was in Germany in the Army, things were very different over there. The local girls were very ... friendly."
"Not so different. It's just that here it's so difficult."
"So," said Don, "you wanted to be with a Black man. Why me? I ain't much of a catch."
She cut him off with a little half-smile. "You're not so bad and you're a good man. Too good, perhaps. Anyway I knew I'd be safe with you. It's scary and you hear such stories."
Don gave a grunt of annoyance. "Yeah, mainly from people want to keep you towing the line. I could take you places where you'd be safe and not have to settle for an old fart like me."
"You could?"
"Yes - just as soon as you sort things with Phil. Either you get his approval or you leave him or you drop this whole idea. No way I'd go behind his back."
"Oh," said Emily.
"There would, of course, be a fee for all my help," teased Don.
"Oh yes," said Emily.
"Hmm, you keep baking treats for me and when you come over I'd collect my fee from you."
"Ah," said Emily.
"Of course I'd want you dressed nice and slutty for me - that blouse idea was a good start. Get me nice and ready to collect what you owes me."
"I see," said Emily, "I'll have to go shopping for some clothes."
"Just as soon as you've sorted things out at home," reminded Don. "Meanwhile, since I can't have what I really want today I'm going to sample these pastries - they look damn good."
Don had polished off most of the baked goods before Emily left. Once she heard the door close behind her Emily took a sharp right and then peeked through the corner of his window. She saw Don bang his fist on his table and say something out loud. She could guess that it wasn't the sort of language you'd use in church. Then Don walked across to his chair and she saw him fiddle with his pants. She'd heard shock stories about monstrous big Black penises and she was reassured to see that Don was a reasonable size but nothing she'd have trouble handling.
As Emily watched she saw Don lean back in his armchair and close his eyes. His fist was moving up and down in his lap. She knew that he was thinking about her and masturbating. She smiled. She'd half thought that Don was going to take her there and then when she arrived, which was what she'd wanted at the time, but this was better. Don had been so wise - she couldn't have lived with herself if she'd not given her husband one last chance. She knew that Don wanted her and that gave her confidence. It was time for Phil to shape up or he'd have to face the consequences.
***
Phil was red in the face and gasping for breath as he made love to his wife that night. He'd planned to work on a report but Emily had virtually dragged him to bed. Now she had made incredibly passionate love to him and he was nearing the point of no return. But he knew that she hadn't climaxed and this time, if ever, was his chance to get her there. He tried to step up his pace a little but he came immediately - spurting healthy loads of jizz into his condom.
Emily almost ground herself against him but he was already rolling off her and lying there with a big grin on his face. Well it was nice that someone had got what they wanted! What about her?
"That was amazing," said Phil, "What's got into you tonight?"
"Well, I ran into Don earlier today," said Emily - which was very nearly true. "We got to talking and he sort of hit on me - you know like when we were both over there." Again, it was close enough for government work. "He didn't say anything offensive but I got the very strong idea that he'd like to get into my panties."
"Motherfucka," said Phil, but again it was said in surprise rather than rage. "But that still doesn't explain."
"He wants me," said Emily, "he wants me real bad. Its good to feel wanted, to feel desirable. It's a long time since I felt that round here."
"I'm sorry," said Phil, "my work, your work, we're so busy. I'll make it up to you baby, I promise."
"My work has never got in the way of our sex life," complained Emily.
Her husband was quiet and he should have known not to say what he did next. Curiosity has often killed the cat and it's certainly cost a lot of men some serious pussy.
"Um, what did Don say to you?"
"He said that if my husband couldn't satisfy me then my husband didn't deserve to claim exclusive rights to me. He said that you should step up to the plate or get out of my life..."
She saw his face fall in distress.
"...or hand me over to a real man so I CAN be satisfied."
"What - this is fucking ridiculous. You're my wife." Still no anger, still just incredulity. Emily knew that she had him now.
Her sweet face set in a serious expression. "Step up, break up, or watch me trade up. If you can't do it I'll have Don Parsons take charge of keeping me sexually satisfied. Choose and choose NOW."
"I'll step up, baby, I swear it. I know I haven't done right by you and I'll be everything you could want."
She glanced down and saw his hard prick. She realised that he seemed to like her to take charge. She also realised that she just didn't believe his protestations. He would always be the same and she couldn't only settle for that. If he wanted to tag along then OK but she was going to give him one chance and then she would act.
"Alright, Phil, let's make a fresh start. Go back to how it was when we first met. A little romance, a little pampering and then some down-and-dirty sex. Sound too difficult?"
"No, things WILL be different, Emily. From now on I'm turning over a new leaf."
She pecked him on the cheek. "That's good - because the first time I feel let down by you then you know where I'll be going. Are you agreeing to that or am I packing my bags to go stay with Jessica?"
"OK," he finally conceded, "But I won't let you down." Then he relaxed as his beautiful wife took his hard prick into her soft wet mouth.
Emily sucked him and thought to herself. Other people had always regarded her as rather sexually naive and innocent. She'd certainly never found herself manipulating men in this way. It amazed her just how easy it was. It still didn't feel natural for her but it was a means to an end. If Phil surprised her then that would be great, no that would be awesome. But if he didn't then there would have to be changes.
The Point of No Return
The first night of the Zebra party had been one of the best Antwan could remember. Good contacts made and over three hundred cards distributed to girls who'd expressed an interest. Not all of them would follow up on their initial experience but the temptation of his clubs and others like them would be too strong for many. Then there were those golden few who'd want more and would become prospects for Taylor. Which reminded him - time to see Jess about her new rule.
Jackson Hammer was relaxing in his hotel room. He'd just had a hot chat session with a fine-assed white slut who'd contacted him via his favourite interracial web community. She was damn fine with a well-trained pussy that could take a Jackson Hammer toy with ease and the big-assed titties that he loved on any girl. Ever better, Amy said she was going behind her husband's back and had a black boyfriend working hard on breeding her. Damn he loved to hear that. She'd look even better with her titties full of milk and her belly full of a Black man's baby. Jackson loved to see girls test their sexual limits and then break through them. He decided Amy would be well worth keeping in mind.
Having cleaned up and dressed Jackson thought of the afternoon's plans. He was going to shoot a vid with Antwan's hot little redhead ho. He almost regretted busting that huge nut for Amy, but Amy was still a woman that needed to be tempted and encouraged. Jessica was pretty much already the black man's property, heart and soul. He'd found that out on the balcony yesterday. He was satisfied to feel his cock start to harden again. That was why he was Jackson Hammer, that was why he was the best at what he did.
Which was also why all the white girls, and sometimes their moms too, loved to meet Jackson Hammer. They thought they were close to the flame, that they were flirting with danger. His role at the Zebra parties was just a bigger version of his live appearances at Antwan's clubs. He took a seat and then white girls got a photo with him. Some just stood with him - others wanted a kiss, a lot wanted to sit on his knee. He knew why - they wanted to see if they could feel what he'd got down there. They generally found out they could and hopped off fast unless he was holding them there. He always made good coin and there were other benefits.
If he liked the look of a girl and she showed some courage in her approach then he'd offer to show her what she'd come to see. Soon there'd be a picture of her grasping his massive Black cock in her little white hand or acting like she was about to suck it. Might be the most daring thing she ever did but not if he had his way. He'd tuck his card into her bra or into her panties and tell her to contact him if she wanted to hook up where they could do a little more. They knew what that meant and he had enough call him back to mean he'd never run out of fresh white co-stars. He hadn't lied to the red-head ho about only fucking 1 in 100, it was just that he had literally tens of thousands of White girls who wanted a piece of him.



Took something special in a White girl to REALLY interest Jackson Hammer. Amy and Jessica both had it. As testament to that his cock was now hard in his loose jogging pants.
"Hey, Jackson, I got her requests". It was Laetitia, his P.A., merch saleswoman, camera operator and business partner.
Jackson hated scripted shoots, he liked to improvise and he often asked a co-star if she had any preferences. The hornier a girl felt the better the vid looked and the happier his customers were. Besides, it kept things fresh for him too.
He took the paper and looked at it. Jessica had been asked to list her three biggest
turn-ons at that moment.
Number One. 'Jackson Hammer'. Jackson chuckled. It was hardly original but it always made him feel good when they wrote that.
Number Two. 'Exhibitionism and Exposure.' Jackson wondered if that had been true before yesterday's little adventure. If not then Antwan certainly owed him a solid because that played right into his friend's plans.
Number Three. 'Pregnancy Risk.' Damn. First Amy and now Jessica. Seemed he was surrounded by it. Well he wasn't complaining and that'd make his job extra enjoyable this afternoon.
***
Jessica was also feeling good. She was dressed in her sexiest bikini and looking forward to an afternoon with Jackson Hammer. Laetitia had told her that Jackson hated being over-produced. In a shoot like this he would basically do his thing and it was Laetitia's job to capture it. Well that sounded about perfect to Jess.
Laetitia came in and set up a lap-top. Antwan ushered Jess over. "We need to talk about your next rule - this one isn't easy."
"Oh," said Jessica. That was ominous coming from a man who apparently thought dumping your birth control and fucking strangers for money counted as baby steps.
"You going under your birth name now, right?"
"Yes." It had been a bitch to get re-accredited professionally and on her ID but she'd decided that it was long over-due. "I don't want anything to do with my racist asshole of an ex-husband and I certainly don't want to have to carry his name."
"Still got his ring on."
"Not for him - it's because Black guys love getting with a married white woman."
There was a movement in the corner of her eye. Laetitia was filming their conversation. Well of course she was. She'd been around these men long enough to know that they liked everything of importance to be filmed.
"You seen your website and all. You know how we've protected your identity. You ain't had no problems from people recognising you?"
"No," said Jessica quietly. She didn't like the way this was going. The subject had been nagging away at her since the previous evening but here in Boca it had seemed a little less urgent and she'd been determined to just enjoy herself. She also couldn't deny that the risk of exposure had become a real turn-on over the months. Pushing the envelope that little bit further each time.
Antwan pressed a button on the laptop and Jessica saw herself on the screen in crystal-clear HD. She was being fucked hard in front of a cheering crowd by a huge tattooed stud of a Black man. The man lunged forward and after a few moments pulled back. The camera caught the flow of seed dropping from the gaping lips of her well-used pussy. Then the camera switched up to her face. She looked tired but very happy, very satisfied and very well fucked. She was also easily identifiable by anyone that knew her.
"Laetitia took that one," said Antwan, "it goes up today. Of course we could disguise you like on our vids."
"Be a crying shame," said Laetitia, "such a beautiful face. Besides, I wasn't the only one filming."
That went right to the point - that was the nagging fear that Jess had been suppressing all day. Those phones held up - all to record Jackson Hammer fucking her brains out.
Antwan was back at the laptop. "Xhamster has a version - only two minutes and crappy quality." He worked on. "Vporn has a nice one - almost four minutes in HD." A minute later and he chuckled. "Three different versions on Pornhub - damn that one's got the nigga nut dropping out of your pussy real good."
Jessica just sat and looked at the screen. It felt like a defining moment - there really might be no way back now.
"No comments yet on Xhamster or Pornhub," said Antwan, "That's where people usually get doxed - names, jobs, sometimes their damn hometown address gets posted."
The white woman sat on the bed was still silent.
"We could flag these vids for removal - but there will just be ten more tomorrow."
Laetitia chimed in, "Seems a shame to ruin my beautiful vid while these ones are out there. Besides, Jackson wants her to show her face when we shoot this afternoon. He's not interested in wasting his time with women who are ashamed of who they are."
Antwan nodded sagely. "Very true, very true. Talking of which - time for your next rule." His dark eyes were shining - he was enjoying her predicament. "Like to know what it is?"
She had already guessed but she also knew what he and the camera wanted. "Yes, tell me my next rule."
"Taylor girls allow FULL disclosure," he said with emphasis. "They ain't frightened and they ain't timid and they ain't shy. They are Black-owned sluts and they are proud to show it. They want the world to know and every other white girl to follow their example. Got it."
"Yes," said Jessica.
Antwan leaned across and put his hand in her bikini bottom. She felt his fingers find the lips of her pussy.
"It never lies," said Antwan looking deep into her soul. "A scared girl has a dry pussy, a horny girl has a wet pussy, a scared and horny girl has a VERY wet pussy." He withdrew his hand and showed her his fingers shining with moisture. "That, Jessica, is what I'd call a very VERY wet pussy."
"It's what I'd call a pussy that needs fucking," came the deep resonant voice of Jackson Hammer from the doorway of the room. His pants were shucked down and he was calmly stroking his fourteen-inch Black babymaker. "You ready to meet my terms, Jess, so we can give your hungry pussy what she needs so bad."
"Take the camera, Jackson," said Laetitia and moved over to Antwan. "Don't let it go to waste," she purred and then sucked Jess's juices off the Black man's fingers. "Tastes good," she said, "like sweet sweet nectar. But I want it fresh from the tap."
Antwan fetched Jessica's bag and started going through it while Laetitia kneeled between the redhead's legs and began eagerly licking her pussy. Jessica just let herself go into the intricate exquisite sensations created by the skilled tongue. There was really nothing to worry about - in her heart she'd known for months that this day would come. Her Black masters would never allow her to deny them for ever. She'd been so close to having a Black baby growing inside her and that couldn't have been hidden. Why not let it all out today, why deny herself Jackson when her resistance would crumble soon anyway. All she had to do was enjoy the ride and scream if she wanted to go faster. She did want it to go faster - she wanted all of it, all the experiences her new life could bring - she wanted them all and she wanted them now.
She screamed. "YES, YESSS, YESSSS, let the world know I'm your whore."
Laetitia stood with a smirk on her face. These crazy white sluts were so damned easy. She took back the camera.
"You getting there, girl," said Antwan, "but it ain't going to be us telling the world." He gave her the photo ID that had been in her bag and had her hold it up next to her face. "State the details on that ID and run your finger under each line as you say it. Then say anything that comes to mind."
She cleared her throat. "My name is Jessica Anne Lyons - I am 29 years old and my birth date is shown here - I was born in Shelby County, Mississippi, but I now live in Hyacinthus Drive as you can see - I am a corporate lawyer and divorced from a useless white husband. I have no children to date."
Jessica swallowed hard and steadied herself. "I am a Black-owned slut who worships my Black masters. My pussy is strictly Black-only and I ride all my Black lovers and their Black friends bareback so that they can seed me at their will and desire. I no longer use birth control as that would cheat my Black owners of their rightful authority over my mind, body and womb."
She stopped and looked enquiringly at Antwan.
He nodded and stopped recording her on his phone. "That's how a Taylor prospect should do it. Real clear and nasty. A few taps on the laptop and he stood back. There, posted up and available for anyone in the whole wide world to see or link to. Clock's ticking, Miss Jessica Anne Lyons, the clock is a-ticking. Soon they all gonna know just what you are - everyone you know now and everyone you ever have known or ever will know. Walk down the street and you won't know how many people walking past you already know that you is a black-owned slut in need of a breeding."
Jessica shivered - it was true. There was no way back now. No way to get back to her old life, to where she had come from. "I really am - Black-owned now."
"Shit girl," giggled Laetitia, "I been watching you on your site. You been black-owned long before you came down here. And you don't care so long as you get them big Black cocks and that potent nigga nut. That's what you live for now."
"I've got an idea," said Jess, "can you find me those vids you just showed me."
Antwan obliged with the first.
Jessica typed into the comments box. 'My name is Jessica and I am performing in this vid with the mighty Jackson Hammer. For proof of my identity go to this site' and she added a link to the short ID card vid that Antwan had just uploaded. A few minutes later and she had pasted the same message onto each of the other videos.
"Damn," said Antwan, "I was going to take that ID card clip down after twenty minutes or so. But since you been so nasty I think we can leave them all up for the world to enjoy. Be a lot of white boys jacking their little pink pricks to that one."
"There's one big Black man feeling like doing the same to his," said Jackson Hammer, "but my meat has got better things to do. You finished."
"Just one thing more." He connected to a website and tapped an admin password causing a small new window to appear on screen. It said 'High-Society Snowbunny' and had two buttons, 'safe mode' and 'raw mode.' "You remember your site, Jess? Getting on for 80 vids there now - all the way from H-Town to Boca."
Jessica nodded.
Antwan continued, "Time for our prospect to make her credentials clear to the patrons and members of the Cock Pit. Its an important moment when you press that button and the censored files are all automatically over-written by the raw footage. When they see your name and face on your site they know that you are getting close, just a few more tasks to complete and challenges to meet."
"Get it done so we can get to fucking," rumbled Jackson Hammer with his dark eyes fixed on hers.
She didn't hesitate and pressed the 'raw mode' button. The 'safe mode' option immediately disappeared and she saw the old front-page of her site change. It now said 'Jessica - High-Society Snowbunny.' Beneath it was a big full-face picture of her being rammed from behind by a big tattooed Black gangsta. She remembered his face tattoos but couldn't remember his name - there had been so many since she'd first found the club.
"Clear this shit out," said Jackson. "She's mine now until I'm done with her. We'll use her full name on the videos Laetitia - my customers like that. For now, help Jess get ready for her shoot. I'll be in the pool when she's ready."
Antwan collected his kit and left the room. He felt the calm pleasure of a man after a job well done. You never knew until that moment whether a prospect would go along with it. But once they had, well...
An Offer from Jackson Hammer
Jackson relaxed in the warm water of the pool and felt the hot sun on his shoulders. Life was real good. There'd be another couple of hundred star-struck little white college girls all wanting a piece of him tonight and he'd enjoy selecting his pick of the crop. Keep that quality pink pussy coming for the months to come. And in the meantime...
Almost on cue he felt a pair of small hands on his shoulders. They worked on the hard knots of muscle under the dark skin. He murmured his appreciation and bent his head back to look up.
A beautiful unforced smile and a pair of twinkling blue-grey eyes. That was why he did his own shoots and didn't work with porn-hos, his co-stars were so much more ... appreciative.
"Hey baby," he smiled.
She leaned down and kissed him. "Hey Jackson, thanks for having me back."
"No problem, sweet thing, no problem. You enjoy it yesterday."
"Hmmnnn, you don't know how much, baby," she cooed.
"Tell me," he insisted.
"White boys might be OK but Black men are so much better and Jackson Hammer is the best of the best."
"Preach it, baby, preach it". He stood and water cascaded from his hard sculpted body. His huge cock was standing proud against the muscles of his six-pack. He saw her
eye-line move down as she checked out his cock. "You need some more of Jackson's special loving?"
She didn't answer - after all there was only one possible answer. He stepped out of the pool and stood like an African god as Jessica carefully towelled him dry.
She looked up at him and he glanced down his body. She was a natural - there didn't need to be vocal communication. She dropped to her knees and began working on pleasing her man. He breathed deeply as he watched that pretty white mouth close over the head of his dick. It was always a highlight for him and he took a firm handful of her auburn hair. He didn't pull it or use it to force himself deeper he just signalled that he could if he wanted and that he was pleased with what she was doing. Jessica's head was bobbing up and down on the top few inches of his mighty sexual weapon and he saw her saliva on his shaft every time she pulled back. A little trail of drool ran down its length to his heavy balls. He noted that her eyes were fixed in concentration. Damn, she could blow a mean dick. Antwan said that she was a lawyer. Well, Jackson didn't know about that. What he did know was that she sure as hell was a skilled cock-sucker.
He eased his meat out of her mouth and held it up to reveal his two heavy balls hanging below. Jess dived in and began licking and teasing the ebony skin of his ball-sack. She took one big ball into her mouth and sucked with infinite gentleness before repeating the trick on the other. Jackson Hammer was having a real good day - even for Jackson Hammer.
"You love them big Black balls don't you baby."
"Yeah," she admitted, "I do. I love how heavy they are."
"You know why they heavy dontcha."
"Hmmnn, full of black seed for me."
He signalled her to rise and then followed her back to their room.
Once there it took ten seconds flat for Jackson to have her out of her bikini and on his bed. He hitched her legs up and began to feast on her shaved white pussy. His moustache tickled at her as he probed and licked and explored. This woman's pussy was real good eatin' and Jackson was in no hurry. He reached up his arms and put a big hand on each of Jessica's tits. Just the palm on her long sensitive nipples was enough to send another wave of exquisite pleasure through her. He heard her little mewl of contentment and set his fingers to work brushing, teasing and then gently pinching her there. She groaned her appreciation.
Now he set to work on her pussy again with a vengeance and targeted her pretty little clit. "OH SHIT," gasped Jess. He knew he had her now. Jackson Hammer might have 14 inches between his legs but he was proud that he could usually get a girl off before he even put it in her. A last gentle suck on her pussy and a less gentle maul of her nips and she gave that lovely little shake of her body. He moved up and almost sucked her whole right breast into his mouth. She felt the pressure and she felt her climax pleasingly extend for a precious few more seconds.
Jackson kept sucking on her and when he finally withdrew there was a huge hickey covering most of her left breast.
"Hey," she said with a playful protest.
"Your mine aintcha - I like to mark my bitches."
She understood and offered up her other beautifully proportioned breast for his attention. He chuckled and then did the same for her right tit. He really liked big old hanging white titties like on the MILF slut Amy but these ones were nice too. Firm and proud and perfect in their proportions.
"You like them?" she asked, with a smile.
""I like seeing my mark on them." In a quick movement he grabbed and turned her over. An instant later a big black hand landed on Jessica's exposed buttock with a loud smack.
"OWWWW."
"Damn, not a big booty but it sure looks pretty when it gets pink like that". He glanced up and Laetitia gave him the thumbs up. All in working order and all in crystal-clear HD. He celebrated by smacking the little white slut's ass again once, twice, then a third time. Her buttock glowed a strong pink and he easily held her squirming form in place.
"Hey", she really complained this time. "Knock that off."
Now the big Black hand gently smoothed the round curves of her buttocks. The squirming ceased and he went on, "Why you complaining - isn't this what happens to naughty girls?"
"Have I been naughty Mr Hammer?"
Jackson Hammer smiled - she was following his riff. "I think you've been VERY naughty. What's that on your finger, Jess?"
He saw her little smile into the bed-sheet. "My wedding ring, Mr Hammer."
"How long you been married, you got a family?"
"Five years, no children."
"You been married for five years and he ain't put his baby in you. One thing's for sure - you ain't married to a brotha!"
"No," she giggled, "he's white and useless in bed. That's why I had to kick him out and then come find you."
Jackson stopped stroking her ass and laid back full-length on the bed. Jessica moved over and took his cock in her white hand. As she slowly stroked him she savoured the contrast of her small pale hand and his dark shaft. "Your cock is beautiful," she said quietly, "I think I fell in love with it yesterday."
Jackson wasn't sure himself if she'd forgotten about role-playing for the moment. "Yeah, you love that big dick don't you."
"It's amazing," she looked up into his face and he saw her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm, "I never believed any man could be as big as you." Her attention shifted back to the fourteen inches of Black cock, "It filled me up so good and..."
"And ... what?"
"And it shot such a big load of cum, I could feel it pulsing and shooting inside me. I didn't know a man could do that either."
"Yeah, baby, I couldn't help myself I just had to fill that tight little pussy up with my Black load."
Jess left her hold on his cock and looked concerned, "That's the thing. You sort of took me by surprise. I hadn't put my diaphragm in."
"Damn girl, I filled you up yesterday. I ain't shooting no weak-assed white-boy spunk. That was premium-grade full-strength Black seed. If you was fertile then you're knocked up for sure."
"I think I might not be. I was only just coming into my fertile time. It's not like it happened today - today I would really be in trouble."
"So if I cum in you today you can get pregnant?"
"I've seen how much you cum - if you seed me today then I'll have a baby for sure." She was watching his cock again as it thickened and grew to its proud full size.
"What about that diaphragm?"
"I think I've forgotten it again."



"Actions have consequences Jess." He raised the full length of his shaft off his chest and held it pointing forward and up. It was magnificent - a mighty Black cobra ready to strike. "You know what you need to do."
Jess hesitated momentarily and then straddled his chest with her legs. She almost stood upright to allow herself to grasp his cock and point its thick end at her waiting cunt. As she squatted she felt his arms grip her and help her keep her balance. She'd taken him before but not in this position.
She brushed the head of his cock across her pussy lips. It felt really good but she knew what Jackson wanted. She eased herself into position and then began to work herself onto him. He was thick but the head and a few inches easily slid home. She giggled - maybe he had resized her yesterday after all.
Laetitia glanced at her bottle of lube - seemed they wouldn't be needing it today. This little cracka was obviously the self-lubricating type.
Jackson Hammer lay back and enjoyed. He felt her pussy, still tight but now yielding, steadily give ground to his meat as Jess worked herself onto it in small movements.
"Lots of white girls want my seed," he said calmly, "you need to earn it. You need to take all that yourself."
Jess started to work harder - her hair flying as she strove desperately, fraction of an inch by fraction of an inch, to take him all. It was much harder without Jackson's help. It was almost like impaling herself on a huge dildo. But this 'dildo' was warm and meaty and full of blood and sperm. This 'dildo' could take a white woman and make her a black man's baby-momma. She imagined herself waddling into work with her belly huge and knowing she had Jackson Hammer's baby kicking in her womb.
Her body shook and she mewled. Additional lubrication helped the big cock work another inch or two into her. She was so close now - so close to where she needed to be. So close to taking all this huge Black cock today. When that happened Jackson would take over and he would pound her like she craved and as only he could. More generally, she was so close to meeting Taylor's requirements. She knew that when that happened, when she had proved herself, then most likely pregnancy risk would be EVERY fertile day and pregnancy fact would be just a matter of time.
"YEEESSSS," she growled like an animal on heat, "I NEED IT, I NEEEEDDDD ITTTT." Her pussy met his torso - that big Black babymaker was back balls deep in its new white home.
Jackson had been waiting for the moment. He pushed his upper body upright so that she was held under him. Then he began to pound and to pound hard. He was relentless, he was brutal, he was Jackson Hammer. Each thrust drew a gasp as the air was pushed out of her lungs and she sought to suck in oxygen between his strokes.
He shifted himself so he could push home harder and deeper. This was a real classy piece and real smart too by all accounts. He wanted to reduce her to a howling orgasmic mess - he truly wanted to show her his sexual power. He also knew what his customers would want to see. They wanted to see her ridden hard and filled with Black seed so they could imagine her in nine months time, her belly huge and her titties dripping milk. Even most of his female fans wanted to see that - to see the stuck-up high-society white bitch kept barefoot and pregnant, a succession of black men's bastards obscenely stretching her once perfectly flat belly. He didn't understand that but he didn't care - so long as he got his big cock deep into lovely white-breads like this one.
He hauled her clear of his body to let her get some more air into her lungs. She'd have to perform a little more before she'd earned his seed. The respite was momentary and soon his powerful buttocks were driving his huge cock home again and again.
"Who owns this pussy, Jess?" he growled.
"You do," she moaned.
"Just me?"
"No, all Black men. All Black men own it."
"Right, who owns these titties, Jess?" A big hand swatted her tit and set the already-marked flesh jiggling. His fingers squeezed her long erect nipple.
"Black men, Black men own my titties."
His hand moved down and lay across her flat belly - feeling the vibration of his own cock powering in and out of her just under the skin. "Who owns this belly, Jess?"
"Black men, Black men own my belly. They own me, they own all of me."
"Yeah, little white girl is trading up. Taking the superior seed to make her babies. That right, Jess?"
"Yes," her eyes were closed now and her breathing was quick and shallow.
"What's going in this pussy that I own?"
"Your seed."
"Yeah, my nut's goin in that pussy." There was silence for a moment. "Say it," he growled angrily.
"Your ... nut," she responded quietly.
"Good girl, and what these titties for, these titties I own."
"Feeding babies."
"What babies?" his mouth dropped momentarily to suck on a nipple.
"Black babies."
"That's right - gonna look real good with a Black baby sucking on each of them titties."
He laid down a succession of powerful stokes, "What about this belly, this womb I own, what's that for?"
"Making Black babies."
"What babies?"
She was quiet and he paused his stroke. "Tell me - you know what you need to say."
She didn't like that word - she'd heard it all round her when she was growing up. She'd got used to the casual way some Black men used it - but she wasn't a Black man. She knew it was wrong to use it - especially for her to use it about an unborn child growing inside her. But a Black man wanted her to use it and she knew she wouldn't get what she needed from him until she did what he wanted.
"Nigger babies," she said, her voice quiet again.
He moved his big cock inside her a little and then stopped again. She moaned in frustration and tried to press herself onto him but his big hands held her arms down. "Tell me what you want and tell me how I wanna hear it," he growled, "then you might deserve my nigga nut, then you might deserve my little nigga bastard growing in ya."
Their eyes met and she said, clearly and distinctly, "Please fuck me nigger."
He started to fuck her with long powerful strokes and then eased down so his body covered hers. "Louder," he whispered into her ear.
She was under his body, feeling his weight on her and fourteen-inches of Black cock pushing in and out of her. Her head was just clear of his big dark shoulder and she began to give him what he wanted.
"Fuck me nigger ... fuck me nigger ... FUCK ME NIGGERRR!"
His pace and power was building now and she knew that if she kept giving him what he wanted then he would ride her hard and put her away wet, wet from his nut planted in her pussy to make a baby.
"Don't let me escape, Mr Hammer, give me what I deserve. Give me that potent Nigger nut. Make this naughty white wife raise your little Black bastards."
His muscular buttocks were jack-hammering his cock in and out of her now. She knew that she'd apparently picked one of Jackson Hammer's favourite turn-ons too. He seemed to REALLY like the idea of knocking up a white wife, or perhaps it would be knocking up yet another white wife. Either way he clearly liked the idea of his fucking his baby into her almost as much as she did.
"You're going to cum, Jackson, you're going to coat my lily-white egg with your powerful Black seed. You're going to breed me and ruin me - you're going to make me the Black man's slut. You're going to leave me raising your babies. I want it, I want it all."
His eyes were staring deep into hers as she gabbled out her litany of worship for Black men in general and Jackson in particular. Jackson Hammer knew that Jess was close to an amazing orgasm but he also knew that he was just barely holding his nut.
"DO IT, DO IT, I NEEEDDD IT - RUIN ME, ENSLAVE ME, KNOCK ME UP, MAKE ME A BLACK MAN'S WHORE!!"
Jackson Hammer lost it - he came and came and came. His seed surged through his mighty cock and spurted in eight strong jets deep into Jessica's body. Her womb was soon filled with his cum and it backed up through her vagina until it was frothing on her body where his cock continued to move in and out, almost on muscle memory alone.
Finally, Jackson collapsed onto her. He was panting for breath and felt drained of his cum. Amy and Jessica all in one day - almost too much even for the mighty Jackson Hammer. Almost, but not quite. He lifted himself up on one elbow and looked down at her pussy. It was a mess - white liquid welling between the lips and a white foam spread all around where their bodies had slapped together. That pretty pink pussy was now a properly Blacked cunt.
Jess saw Laetitia finish up her work and then turn the camera off. Her pretty high cheek-boned Black face looked into Jessica's as the white woman lay with Jackson half still on her.
"That was good, hun, we definitely want you back for three more shoots. We were thinking at three months when you just showing, at six months with a nice tight round belly and then at nine months when you about to pop. That alright with you?"
"Yeah," said Jess, "but you know today I won't..."
The Black woman shushed her quiet. "Shit, girl, you with Taylor. We can't set the dates yet but a girl like you working for him..." She laughed a joyful laugh. "I don't think we'll be waiting too long."
Jackson finally spoke. "After that we can meet up, off-camera, and you can give me a chance at putting my baby in you for real. I looked into your eyes, baby, I know you'll never settle for just one. I'm thinking you're gonna have a big family."
Jessica got to think about that as they packed up the shoot and later got to think about it all the way home.
Meanwhile, Jackson was thinking ahead. Back home tomorrow and the next day out to meet Varuni, a delicate little Gujarati girl from Cleveland. She would be a real treat - their families usually kept them out of trouble and little Varuni looked like she might break if you fucked her too hard. He was going to enjoy proving that wasn't so. Ah, variety was the spice of life and life for Jackson Hammer was REAL good.
Making New Arrangements
Phil's good intentions lasted almost a month. He arrived home after a late evening at the office and found burned-down candles and a table laid for a romantic meal. A meal long spoiled and thrown in the garbage. In the middle of the sad tableau was a note.
'Had you called and told me you'd be late then it would probably be different. I'm at a motel and tomorrow you know who I'll be ringing.'
***
Years in the military had made Don an early riser. He'd had breakfast, spent an hour in his garden and then cleaned his living room before he was interrupted by a phone call at a quarter to ten. He looked at the caller ID and raised an eyebrow. His old work. There was no-one there would ring him except perhaps... He took a seat and answered the call.
"Parsons here,"
He almost didn't believe it when he heard Emily's voice. "Things are decided at home - I'd like to meet to discuss the project you said you were interested in, Mr Parsons."
Don remembered that she was calling from work - that explained why she was being cautious in her language. The meaning was clear enough though.
He still couldn't really believe it. He had liked Phil when he met him but how could that boy have let things get this far. Phil was decent enough but clearly he'd lost the respect of his wife and now she was looking for something else. Well, OK, he'd been a gentleman - now he had the right to just be a man. He'd be her dog until a big dog came.
"You need my help with something, Mrs Szostek?"
"Yes, I NEED your help."
"You understand the fees I will collect and you understand how I will expect you to conduct yourself."
"Yes, yes, can we schedule our meeting as soon as possible."
"One moment, Mrs Szostek, I know you are used to an executive role. In this case I will be the project manager of our partnership, that is quite understood?"
A moment of hesitation. "Yes, Mr Parsons, that is understood. It seems appropriate - with your experience in this matter."
"I'll schedule our meeting for two PM on Saturday - at my location."
"Saturday, but it's only Monday..."
"Not the best start," said Don, "try again."
Another slight hesitation. "Yes, sir, Saturday at 2 PM will be excellent. I look forward to it."
"I'm sure we will work wonderfully together and open up many new opportunities for you. You know that I have worked with a colleague of yours before but that is not an excuse to discuss this with her or anyone else. I want my business to remain confidential for the moment while you bring yourself up to speed with my requirements."
The phone went dead.
Emily's mind flashed through all they had said. It was a working week but she'd have to find time for all that needed doing. Don was so wise to suggest a little time for her to prepare himself for him. She'd need to go to the salon and get her hair and nails done. Perhaps get some expert advice. Then there were clothes and shoes - she'd need clothes and shoes fit for purpose. Most of the ones she had just weren't exciting enough. Then, she'd need to visit the lingerie store. She'd given up trying to please her husband years ago because Phil never seemed to notice. She knew that her new man WOULD notice and she exulted in the fact. This promised to be fun.
Don had ended the phone call. She had a week to think about it. Young Phil deserved that - maybe he could blow on the embers and fight for his marriage. Otherwise, young Emily would be thinking about their meeting all week and getting herself all nice and ready for him. He eased his hard cock out of his pants and thoughtfully stroked it with his hand. He was going to enjoy this little 'project'.
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An Inspection
Emily was already flushed with excitement when she pressed the door-bell and waited for admittance. Her anticipation had been growing ever since this appointment had been set up. She was going to have sex with a Black man! As long as she could remember she'd wanted to do it - but growing up in North Dakota the opportunities had been somewhat limited. By the time she really met African-American guys, at college, she was already semi-permanent with Phil. Her family had so loved Phil and all he represented as a future for her. They hadn't taken the separation well but had promised that they loved her whatever she chose to do.
Well, she had a feeling that might be put to the test because this was one of her first choices. Coming here to have sex with, no, to be FUCKED by a Black man. She couldn't pretend that Don Parsons was her dream sexual partner. He was forty years older than her and he had a big old beer gut on him but on the other hand they knew each other and she trusted that she was safe with him. Baby steps, baby steps ...
Don Parsons opened the door. He was dressed smartly if unspectacularly and he was freshly shaved and bathed. She caught a whiff of his after-shave. She was pleased. Don would never be an adonis but he had made an effort. That was sweet.
Don looked her up and down. She wasn't carrying any baked goods for him - that was a shame. She was one helluva cook but living at a motel he guessed that she hadn't got the facilities. She'd brought something else for him though - under that coat she was wearing. He felt his cock start to stiffen.
He waved her into his house and told her to stand where she was while he drew up an armchair and made himself comfortable.
"First thing, Emily, so there's no mis-understandings. By coming here you are giving yourself to me, body and mind. I will expect you to do things for me and with me. I will expect you to follow my instructions. I will, let's be clear about this, fuck you. Everything I do will be with a purpose - to identify the real Emily and, if I can, to help her to express herself. Is that all understood?"
Emily nodded.
"Lose the coat," he ordered.
Emily shrugged the garment off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. She had thought hard about what to wear for him.
Don adjusted his pants and then carefully stood up. Her outfit told him that she was serious about all this - he still hadn't really believed that she'd come here today. Damn, she looked good though. He was already hard.
Emily had seen the big bulge in the front of his pants and was satisfied. Her husband might have taken her for granted for years but Don was clearly impressed. Why wouldn't he be - she was 26, blonde, blue-eyed and curvy in all the right ways.
Don started to speak, "You know that I was in the army for many years. Well, when you enlist they send you for what they call 'Basic Training.' They need to find out if you are cut out for life as a soldier and then teach you the ropes. Can be a hard process - but if you come out the other side you're ready for the challenges that lay ahead. You understand?"
Those wonderful bright blue eyes stayed fixed on him and her beautiful blonde head nodded.
"Well, you don't want to be a soldier. You want to please men - a certain particular sort of men. You need to KNOW that is what you want to do and you need to learn what it will entail. So, you are now going to enter the Basic Training for a little white slut who wants to trade up to being with the Black man. That is what you want, isn't it?"
"I'm not a slut," said Emily.
So, they came to it. Don was pleased about that - got it all out in the open, let everyone know just where they stood. He was pretty sure he had read her right - that he knew how she wanted her relationship with Black men to be. He wasn't going to push it though. If she just wanted to fuck then he was happy to do that - but competing with her years of fantasy wasn't going to be easy at his age. Be better if he had read her right and she was ready to accept the role he was suggesting. Then, within their 'play' together, she'd find pretty much ANYTHING horny and after a while she'd be so primed that he'd no longer have to worry about disappointing her when he finally gave her what she was needing so bad.
"You walked out on your husband to come here dressed like that and all because I said I'd get you more Black dick to fuck than you'd ever dreamt of. I think that qualifies you as a slut doesn't it?"
The moment of truth.
A moment's hesitation and then, "Yes."
"Yes, what?"
She got the idea quick - what else would you have expected from a clever girl like her, "Yes, sir."
"We don't say it like that - when you understand you say, 'Yes. SIR!'. You understand?"
"Yes, SIR!"
"Let's be clear, I hugely admire and have the greatest affection for my old work colleague, Ms Emily Szostek. I would stop a bullet to save her if I needed to and I'd do it without a moment's hesitation. But for the purpose of this project you are not her - you are just Emily, my trainee. I will address you and treat you accordingly, you understand?"
"Yes, SIR!"
So, where were we, you are a dirty little white slut aren't you?"
"Yes, SIR!"
"You're here so I can find you some big Black cocks to fuck - once I've plowed that little white pussy myself."
"Yes, please, SIR!"
He liked that 'please.' She wasn't just going along with this - she was contributing. That bode well but she needed to learn who was boss first.
"First thing each session will be inspection. You will enter my house and stand in that position so I can check whether you are correctly turned-out."
"Yes, SIR!"
"That little unveiling was very artistic but inappropriate. You aren't sneaking here to have an affair with me you are my slut-in-training. Got that?"
"Yes, SIR!"
You can wear the coat on the way over - but you leave it in the car. You walk along to my house and up to my front door in the outfit you will be inspected in and nothing else, that clear?"
"Yes, SIR!"
He shifted up out of his seat and stood directly in front of her. He looked her up and down. Then he stepped round her and carefully scrutinised her from behind. His cock was almost bursting out of his pants but he really might have just been a Sergeant checking that one of his recruits had polished their tunic buttons.
The beautiful corporate lawyer had come dressed like an easy little trailer trash slut about to go out for a night's clubbing. Her blonde hair was flowing down her back and she had three gaudy pink plastic discs hanging from each of her pierced ear-lobes. She wore a zip-up dark blue top with the zip half undone to reveal an impressive cleavage and the edges of a red and black half-cup bra. The top was just a little short so that it left about an inch of flat white belly exposed. Below that was an inch-wide black leather belt which held up a purple lycra skirt that was only a few inches wider. He knew that when she walked there would be a flash of her panties and had no doubt that they would match her bra. Her legs were very nicely formed, almost dancers' legs, and they were bare so that plenty of pink flesh was exposed to his hungry gaze. Finally, she wore a neat pair of shoes - perhaps a work pair.
He thought she looked about perfect but he wasn't going to tell her that ... not yet. Just enough sugar and just enough incentive to get even sluttier - that was the order of the day.
"Not bad for a first attempt - a little white boy would think you was a goddess. But you ain't trying to attract a spotty little white boy like your ex-husband. You trying to attract a Black man - a man of the world, a man who know what he wants and expects to get it. For a first time this might pass muster, if he was feeling generous. For a second date he'd expect you to try a LOT harder."
"Those ear-rings are good and trashy but you need to research the concept of hoops. Find out about them and act accordingly. This top and bra work real well together - I approve. Same with the skirt - but the belt could be more gaudy to draw the male gaze. He paused and then looked into her eyes as he pushed a big hand up the front of her skirt. She shivered a little but she didn't move away and she didn't break eye contact.
Don's fingers touched sodden cloth, her panties were wet through! He hid his shock and his jubilation instead making his face take on a look of stern disapproval. "What's this I'm feeling here, recruit?"
"My new panties, SIR!"
"Wear them at work - when you here you don't wear panties. I also don't want to see any skirts longer than that. Understood?"
"Yes, SIR!" She thought that wearing this sort of skirt without panties could be a bit of a challenge. If she met anyone on the sidewalk outside then Don wouldn't be the only one getting a flash of her pussy! She found that, to her surprise, she rather liked the idea. Also, to wear sexy panties like this to work would be so ... inappropriate. It was lucky she'd brought several sets of lingerie because she'd start being inappropriate on Monday morning.
She realised Don was looking at her with a raised eye-brow. She suddenly grasped what he wanted and rushed to get her panties off. She was momentarily embarrassed by their state but put them into Don's outstretched hand. The Black man took her wet panties, held them to his nose and sniffed deeply. He took in the scent of female arousal, tucked the panties into his pocket and nodded. "I will confiscate these. Now..." His big hand went back up the front of her skirt and felt pussy.
"Trimmed?" he asked
"Just today, SIR."
"Shaved is the minimum. In the meantime research electrolysis and act accordingly. I know a man, Dr Nikola, can organise your first appointment. You'll be seeing him anyway, as we'll discuss."
"Yes, SIR"
"I like the legs - plenty of meat without being fat. But them shoes are no good."
'They were about 1000 dollars a pair', thought Emily to herself.
"Research kitten heels and stripper heels - act accordingly." His hand was on the back of her skirt now and rubbing the thin material stretched taut over her rear end. Damn, but this girl had some serious booty. Jessica was classy but she was just a little lacking back there. This girl could shake it and make it. A whooty to make an old Black man's heart rejoice. "I see we have a PAWG in training here."
"A what ... err, sir."
"A Phat Assed White Girl."
She turned on him - she'd always been a bit sensitive on that subject. "My ass isn't fat - it's just my body shape." She suddenly remembered herself. "Sir."
"'P-h-a-t' - not 'f-a-t'. It's a compliment girl. You may be a gorgeous young woman and have a rack for the ages but this," and he smacked her lycra-clad buttock, "is your number one ass-et in attracting the Black man. Go down on your knees and thank the Lord for it, Emily, that phat ass is gonna get you a whole lot of Black cock. Like the sound of that?"
"Sir, yes, SIR," bellowed his new recruit.
"That's good - now we can start properly. Cleaning materials are over there - just do this room and the kitchen for today. I'll sit down here and relax - if I want a sandwich I'll let you know."
Emily looked at him in stupefaction. What the fuck?
"You think you could just swan in here and get Black cock for the asking? You think your 'white privilege' means you can just treat Black men as big cocks, as your playthings, as your servants? That's not the way these things work. You want that dark meat then you going to have to earn it. Understand, little white slut?"
"Yes, SIR," said Emily and went to fetch the cleaning stuff.
Another Inspection
"You know my man, Tyrone?"
Jessica was facing a young African-American woman. Some people might have called her 'ghetto booty' but Jessica lived in far too big a glass house to be throwing any stones like that. She just nodded.
The Black woman smiled, "Had every hole and more than once I'd bet. Get your bag - we going to see Alysha."
It wasn't unusual for Jessica to be picked up for a challenge on a Saturday morning but it was very unusual for it to be by a woman. She checked her mental calendar - after all last time it had happened Shaka had filled her up with his seed. Well, whatever happened, she was reasonably safe today.
Alysha was waiting for them at the car-park of a fast-food restaurant.
The two African-American women sat at one of the benches provided for customers and had Jess stand in front of them.
"Whaddya think Tonisha?"
"I dunno, they say she's fine but I'm struggling to see it. Just a skinny-assed cracka from where I'm sat."
Jess fumed. Tonisha, obviously Tyrone's 'better half', was never, ever, likely to be called 'skinny'.
Alysha pondered, "That's a big problem - and look at them damn clothes. She ain't gonna get a man hard looking like that."
'Them damn clothes' had cost more that both those two's entire wardrobes, probably shoes included. Jess was visibly annoyed and, what only made things worse, the two women took delight in playing on it.
"What if one of our men had come got her today?"
Alysha shook her head. Her man, James, and Tonisha's man, Tyrone, had been the first Black men ever to fuck Jessica. Seemed they'd done a good job in getting her good and hooked on the big Black cock. She was having a real good time - but it was time she learned what her obligations were if she wanted to borrow their men. "She'd disgrace him looking like that - like she ain't made no effort. Worse, she'd disrespect us."
"Thass right," echoed Tonisha in the oft-repeated routine, "if our man out with a fine white bitch - well, our men are playas, it's only to be expected. But", she glared at the white woman stood in front of her, "if he out with some cracka slut who ain't even bothering to look good for him - that's disrespect to him and, mo' important, disrespect to us."
"Preach it, girl. What's most important - what we gotta see to first?"
"Ain't it obvious?"
"Yeah." Alysha switched her attention back to Jessica. "You owed any holidays at work."
Life didn't quite work like that as a corporate lawyer but Jess knew that given how things were at the office she could take time off. Hell, it would be a wonder if anyone except Emily even noticed. "I suppose so."
"Good," Alysha stepped away and got on her phone. Tonisha just looked at Jessica with a satisfied expression. Jess wasn't sure she liked that look. Most women didn't like their men 'tom-catting around', as Alysha had once described it. These women certainly loved their men but perhaps they weren't too fond of the white girls who their men seemed to spend half their lives around.
Alysha came back and smiled smugly at Jess. "It's sorted - book three weeks off starting next Tuesday. We'll come get you then, ten o'clock smart."
"What's this about?"
"You worried? You scared? Don't you remember you got a safe-word? You gonna need to make sacrifices if you going to deserve to borrow our men. If you don't like the idea just say your safe-word 'vanilla' twice and I'll ring for a cab right now. He'll take you back to your nice white-bread suburb and you can go back to how you was."
Jessica knew - she knew above everything else in the world - that she didn't want that.
Tonisha watched her carefully and then nodded. "Yeah, thass right. Well, get straight with this. Until further notice you belong to us and if you want to please Taylor and the men then you best work REAL hard at pleasing us."
They took her home and dropped her off. Alysha watched the woman in her obviously expensive dress make her way back inside. "Think she'll do it?"
"Shit, I wouldn't," admitted Tonisha, "but you know some of these white girls are seriously crazy!"
The two Black women laughed and drove off. It was time to go meet their men.
First Time's a Charm
Don Parsons ran a white-gloved finger over the work-surface. It came up clean. He made a point of nodding his satisfaction - even though he knew he'd cleaned it himself shortly before young Emily had arrived. "Good job, recruit. I think you've earned a reward."
Emily stood with her fine young titties rising and falling to show her quick breaths. She was excited - she knew they were reaching the moment she had been waiting for.
Don went and sat back in his recliner. "I like that outfit but just at this moment I'd rather see you without it." He reached down and flicked a switch. Low music flowed through the room.
Emily knew what he wanted and started to dance, wiggling and gyrating for his approval as she slowly removed every particle of clothing from her fine young body.
Don felt his cock harden and didn't care. When a woman like this danced for you it was the only appropriate reaction. He beckoned her towards him and pointed at the bulge in the front of the slacks. "Recruit, I think you should do something about that."
Emily paused and then carefully undid his belt and unzipped his pants. Don eased himself up to let his pants drop to his ankles and then took his seat again. His boxers tented out as proof of his excitement. Emily paused but Don was in no hurry, he was happy for her to take her time.
She cautiously reached for him and he took hold of her hand.
"First time you seen a Black cock."
Emily nodded.
"It won't be fifteen-inches long and thick as a coke can like in the stories, you know that. I'm just a man, not a myth. But I am a Black man and once you do this there might not be a way back. Never back to that husband of yours, never back to the old Emily. I want you to be sure - but if you're sure then you can see how that beautiful body of yours has got me. I'll need you to help me out with that sweet mouth."
Emily had been sure before she'd even arrived. She pulled down the boxers and carefully, lovingly, caught the Black cock that tried to spring forth. Don had almost apologised about his size but he was about as large as her husband was. She stared at the cock appreciating its dark skin, so warm to the touch, must of all rejoicing at how hard it was. This was how a man was supposed to be when he REALLY wanted a woman.
"You done this often for your husband?"
She shook her head. "Phil didn't really like it - so I'll need some advice and plenty of practice." Her eyes sparkled and her perfect white teeth flashed in a smile. Then the young blonde woman took Don in her mouth and started to suck him, sometimes working her tongue along the shaft and savouring the texture of her new man.
Don didn't think she'd need much advice - but he was going to let her get a LOT of practice. "Damn, girl," rumbled from deep within him, "said it before and I will say it again, that husband of yours was a damned fool. Luckiest man in the world and he threw it all away."
The references to Phil should have saddened her or 'brought her to her senses' but they didn't. He was part of her old life, being left further and further behind with every time her sweet lips slipped down his ebony shaft.
After a period of leisurely but high-quality oral sex Don decided to lay out the programme. "Today I am going to take your mouth. Next week I am going to take your pussy. Not today - because you will go to a clinic I know and Dr Nikola will get you tested and advised on your future sexual health. I'm not going to fuck you today because I don't want to fuck you with a condom. When I fuck you its going to be skin-to-skin, bareback, raw - like it should be. I also won't be pulling out - when I feel good I'll just plant my seed where it belongs." The bobbing head hadn't changed it's rhythmn but her eyes were fixed on him. She was taking all the information in, processing it, accepting it. "The week after that - I'll be taking your ass." That did cause a moment's hesitation - but then her pretty head started to rise and fall again. "Another thing your husband didn't do?"



She shook her head gently - his dark cock still in her mouth.
"Boy was worse than a fool. Butt like that will draw the brothas from miles around and they all going to want a piece of it. You'll need to be ready and prepared. I happen to know an expert who'll come and help you through it. She's called Sammi and I think you'll like her - I'm sure she's gonna love you."
Emily's mouth and tongue continued their work to please Don despite her mind going into overdrive. She had a lot to learn and it was clear that an awful lot in her life was going to change. A large hand gently took her head and began to carefully guide her up and down the cock a little faster. She obliged him and picked up the pace. His fingers tightened in her blonde hair and he began to move his hips for the first time - probing deeper into her mouth. Finally he bucked forward until his length was fully inside her. It hit the back of her throat and she felt an overwhelming desire to gag. He pulled out at the first sign and let her recover.
"Don't worry - you just need to relax. There's no pressure - we got all the time in the world. Ready to try it again?"
She nodded and Don's careful training of his new slut continued until he finally swore, pulled his cock out of her mouth and shot four strong thick ropes of semen over Emily's pretty face.
"Fuck yeah," he crowed, looking at the defiled beauty in front of him. "Now I've claimed you - now you're mine." Then he leaned forward and carefully used his finger to collect some of his sperm from her face. Once he had enough for his purposes he held his palm up to her mouth - like an owner offering his pet a treat. Again that adorable little hesitation and then she put her mouth to his hand and sucked and licked off his seed.
"Now you can catch and swallow the rest of that for yourself," he instructed and watched as she obeyed to the best of her ability. "That was just for show - I'll be finishing in your mouth in future so get used to, no, get to LOVE, the taste of that."
When she completed her task he stood and had her sit in the old armchair. Then he took up position between her legs and for the first time he saw her really look worried. Another thing hubby apparently had neglected - well old Don was no fool and he wasn't going to miss out. He used his strong hands to keep her legs apart and ran his tongue carefully up her beautiful pink pussy. Fingers and tongue were soon hard at work proving to Emily just how much pleasure a man of real experience could bring her. In years of marriage Emily could count her real orgasms comfortably on one hand. Don gave her two with ease and without even fucking her.
At the Clinic
Jessica removed her skirt and stood in the thong which the women had ordered her to wear. At least her surroundings were not unfamiliar - she saw them when she came for her tests and check-up every month.
She didn't always see Doctor Nikola on those occassions but he was here today with his usual little sly smile as he examined her with a critical air. "Most assuredly the procedure would help. A BBL does not seem appropriate given the patient's general BMI. It must be implants but her basic body-form will allow a substantial amount of volume to be introduced. The usual incisions seem appropriate - they will be invisible once healing has taken place. Yes - she is a very good subject for this procedure. We will have the clinic ready for her in two hours."
That little sly smile was back. It seemed he saw that 'the patient' wasn't at all sure about this. As ever, Jessica felt that Nikola had probably done this many times before in his career as the Taylor Foundation's house surgeon.
"Mrs Clar... er, excuse me, Miss Lyons, you can be assured that I am an experienced and fully board-certified practitioner and that my facilities and staff are all of the best. You have perhaps read horror stories about the procedure? Yes, well, almost all with a bad surgeon or silicone injections. Is this elective surgery and so by its nature unnecessary? Yes. Is it invasive and so carrying with it certain dangers? Most certainly. Can these things go wrong? Absolutely. However, at this clinic we pride ourselves in our work. Hundreds of successful procedures with a complication rate of under 3% and almost all those were minor infections easily rectified. My method of sub-muscular implants means only once - once - have I had to correct slippage within my guaranteed ten-year period." The little man's eyes glowed with pride. "Before you come back you can sign the consent forms and we will proceed. It will be a pleasure to work on a woman of such potential."
***
"This doesn't seem a good idea," mumbled Jessica as she read the post-op procedures and advice. The three women were walking from the clinic to their car.
Tonisha cupped her ear with an exaggerated motion, "What's that? Did I hear a certain word?"
"No," said Jessica, "but you don't see..."
"Oh, we see alright," said Alysha. "You see there'll be some pain and inconvenience and you want to avoid that. Apparently you ain't so dedicated to all this as you like to claim. Its YOU that don't see what we're doing here. Come on."
Twenty minutes later they were in a store in a largely African-American part of the city.
Jessica felt very self-concious wearing the garment she had just tried on. Apparently it was a mid thigh double cut example and it looked fucking ridiculous.
The young Black woman reassured her. "We aren't finished yet - wait till you see the whole look."
A pencil skirt and a pair of kitten heels completed the deal - at least for her bottom half - but that did seem the focus for the day.
"Pay the woman and then go walk back to our wheels," said Alysha.
"Remember - short steps and swing them hips," Tonisha advised as the two women left.
Several hundred dollars lighter Jessica left the shop. She didn't really need Tonisha's advice. The skirt and shoes pretty much required her to take short steps and to swing her hips as she went. She was concentrating on that and at first didn't notice the effect she was having.
Jess was used to men checking her out - it had been happening for over ten years on a regular basis. She also knew that in areas like this she drew even more attention - as a rare white girl. But this was different. She seemed to feel the eyes on her back and even noticed men turning to stare as she passed them on the sidewalk. It was that damn ridiculous 'butt bra' thing - she looked so stupid in it. Jessica wiggled a little more as she tried to quicken her pace.
There was a long whistle and then, "HMMMMMNNNN, HMMMNNNN," came from the other side. "Damn," said a third man, "look at that." They didn't seem to be making fun of her, oh no, far from it.
Just before the car she saw a group of four young men lounging by a wall. She came alongside them when the reaction started.
"Shit - look at the junk in that girl's trunk."
"Hey, baby, come and wiggle that ass a bit nearer so's we can see better."
"Like to have that phat ass real close, you know what I'm saying," the man was holding his crotch and thrusting it at her just to make his point crystal clear.
The fourth young man, presumably the leader of the pack, eased himself away from the wall and came sauntering towards her. "Hey, baby, you new round here. I know I ain't seen that fine phat ass before. You wanna come party with me and my friends. Big white booty like that needs careful examination."
"Hey boys," said Alysha coming to the rescue, "she here with us and we got an appointment. Next time maybe."
The boy shrugged, "Alright, but she can come down here any time she like. We got plenty of what she's looking for."
***
Back in the car Tonisha gave a wolfish smile. "You see - you see why you taking three weeks off work and why you ain't going to be sitting comfortably for a while. You see why you gonna be off the scene for eight weeks while you recovering. You doing it because Black men may love Jess but they gonna LOVE Jess with a big round ass. We get you healed up and doing the right exercises for toning - you gonna look real fine and everyone going to know what you gone through to look so good for your men. Eight weeks of pain and then an hour in the gym every day after that. What you put in decides what you get out." She pushed a pen and a piece of paper towards Jessica. "Now stop wasting time and sign the damn consent form - Nikola'll do your electrolysis and get rid of that scratchy pussy stubble while you post-op."
Jessica signed the form and allowed the women to take her back to the clinic. There were risks but then there were always risks in everything and in this case it seemed you just couldn't argue with the results!
The Main Event
Old Jefferson Price had been 85 years on God's green earth and had lived forty of them right here, in this development of the city. It suited him and it was nice and quiet. One thing was for sure he had never seen anything quite like this here before.
A young woman, well they were all just girls to him, was tottering along on a pair of stripper heels. Her long blonde hair was free in the wind and she was wearing a tiny fake-fur jacket over her shoulders. Beneath it was a bright pink T-shirt cut in a deep 'V' to reveal a very fine and very deep cleavage. The shirt was tied at the bottom so the girl's flat white stomach was pretty much all exposed. Below that was a black PVC skirt that the girl must have had sprayed on it was so damn tight and so damn short.
Suddenly, he noticed that she was aware that he was staring at her. She almost seemed to pose for him before Don Parsons came out of his house and met them. "Hey, Jeff, it's a nice afternoon. I see you met Emily, my new cleaning lady."
Jeff watched them go into the house. On the top step the girl seemed to bend forward a little and wiggle her ample backside at him. His eyesight was still damned good and he saw the little flash of naked white pussy. He raised an eyebrow and pondered the mystery to himself. He'd been on this world for 85 years - why on earth would Don suddenly think he'd been born yesterday!
***
"Damn girl, well I suppose we can pass on the inspection - old Jeff has done that already."
Emily giggled, "Do you think he liked what he saw?"
"He may be old but he ain't dead! You done your assignments."
She snapped to a mockery of attention. "Yes, SIR!" She held out her report from the clinic.
He inspected it. "You know what this means don't you?"
"I hope so," she answered.
"I think we'll dispense with the cleaning too, just for this week. How soon can you get that damn skirt off?"
Very quickly, it turned out, and soon a naked Emily was perched astride the form of Don as he sat in his chair. His hard Black cock stuck up between them and Emily could feel its warmth against her naked skin.
"First time, I want you to put it in and we'll start with you riding. It's a big moment for you - your first real cock from your first real man. There really is no coming back from this one. To all those ignorant assholes out there you'll never be more than a white slut who goes with Black men. You ready for that - because you girls pretty much always come back for more. The more Black cock you get the more Black cock you'll want. Ready for all that?"
As an answer, Emily took a careful grasp on his Black cock and began to sink her pussy onto it. Soon he was embedded in her and she felt her butt meet his legs. It was really very easy and it was really very simple - not such a big deal. Except that it was and she knew that was why her body was so ready for him and why she felt such vivid sensations even at just seeing the contrast of their skin colors together. She began to move up and down on his hard cock - enjoying the way that his probing shaft felt within her.
Finally, Don gently signalled her to get off him. Leading her to the bedroom he asked her to lean with her hands on the bed. He stood behind her and admired her naked ass presented to him. He gave a playful swat with his hand on her buttock. "You look like you needing something. What would that be?"
She wiggled her buttocks at him. "You know what I need," she purred.
It was all he could do not to step forward, sink his cock home and begin pounding her for all he was worth but Don knew what had to happen first. "I need you to tell me."
"I need your cock, your big Black cock."
He teased her pussy with the end of his cock and swayed back as she tried to back up onto it. "Please, Sir, I NEED it," she mewled.
"You don't just need mine ," he swatted the round white buttock again, "this is way too fine not to share. Gonna be a lot of different Black men using you, enjoying all you have to offer. You ready for that."
"Yes, SIR."
Finally he allowed himself to push home and set a reasonably fast rhythmn to his thrusts. He pushed his arms under her body to take a big white tittie in each of his Black hands. Meanwhile, his mouth was working at the exposed delicate pink flesh of her neck - mouthing and sucking and nipping. He felt her frame shuddering and knew that she was coming. He wasn't an arrogant man - he knew that it was far more the scenario than any particular skills of his that had got her so excited. But as he used his firm hold on her tits to keep her in position for his increasingly powerful thrusts he didn't care about that. The job was getting done and she'd come back for more - that was what really mattered.
***
Emily lay on the bed and looked at the ceiling. It wasn't anything that unusual but just at this moment it looked wonderful. She was finally getting properly fucked by a man who knew how to please a woman. She was finally getting fucked by a Black man. Don had tried her cowgirl, standing, doggie style and now he was in that old standard the missionary. She giggled as his moustache ticked her ear and she held on tight for the last part of her wild ride. Her hands grasped his strong back and her legs were hooked over his thighs. Don wasn't a small man and his weight was pushing her down into the bed covers - pinning her in position for the final act. She knew what he was going to do and she realised that she wanted it more than she'd ever wanted anything in the world.
She whispered, "Give it to me, cum in me, make me your woman."
"MOTHAFUCKA," was the response as Don lost it. He'd been holding desperately to his nut to try to prolong things for her but that sweet little voice was too much for him. He dumped a big load just as deep in Emily as he could and then he collapsed on her.
After he had panted a while he murmured in her ear, "Dr Nikola help you out with precautions?"
She smiled - noting the old goat had only asked after he'd pumped enough seed in her to get her good and pregnant. "Yes, he gave me a diaphragm and I've got it in."
"Good, I wouldn't want you to have a baby before you was ready for it. Remember taking precautions is down to you. Neglect them and you'll pretty soon find out we ain't shooting blanks."
Pregnant. Pregnant with a Black baby. She'd never even considered it. As he heaved himself off her body she looked down and imagined her belly full of new life and her breasts swollen with milk to feed a Black man's child. She'd never imagined it before but now the seed had been sown she had a feeling she'd be thinking about it a lot.
Don came back carrying a piece of equipment. "You smoke in college, girl."
"Once or twice," she said as he set up the bong.
"First did it in the army - now I keep a little just for special occassions, This damn sure qualifies. Some of your men are going to like a bong hit or a joint from time to time - only right you know to join them."
So Emily got fucked and then Emily got high and then Emily got fucked again. A very fine way to spend a Saturday, she decided.
She spent the night in his bed - pressed up against his big, warm, strong back. She nuzzled him - it felt so right to be here. She hated the motel and wondered if perhaps she could come live here with Don...
Don had a better idea. He knew a mutual friend who could just do with some live-in help just at this moment.
A Right Royal Pain In The Ass
"Aaaaahhhh, ahhhhhhhh, ahhhhhh, fuck!"
Jessica had been laid out on her stomach and now was trying to roll into a vertical position. Her butt hurt like a bastard whenever she tried this.
"Damn cry-baby," muttered Tonisha, "you heard Dr Nikola. You healing just fine - no problems at all. In a week you be able to sit down and everything."
That was alright for her to say! Jessica was not used to being laid up like this. Even just a week had seemed like an age and without Emily she didn't know how she'd have got by.
Poor Emily. She and Pete had seemed so good together. She had a strong feeling that there was something behind their break-up that she hadn't been told. She wasn't going to judge though - she wasn't exactly the poster girl for successful marriages.
Alysha said, "Since you coming along so well, the Doctor says you can start your exercises in a month's time and by then you'll be feeling no pain or discomfort."
In a month's time! A month walking round feeling like you had dinner plates stuck in your butt. Another week of Emily having to wait on her hand and foot because she couldn't even sit down. If this was success she didn't want to know about failure!
"Don't worry, baby, I can tell you now the swelling's going down and you are starting to look real good back there. It's all gonna be worth it. So long as you're a good girl you'll soon be back getting more Black sex than you can handle..."
Alysha took Jessica's chin in her hand and looking her full in the eyes planted a kiss on her lips. The almond-shaped brown eyes were mischievous and Jess just couldn't help opening her mouth and letting the Black woman's tongue invade her. Alysha kissed her for a full minute and then pulled back with a triumphant smile.
"Damn," said Tonisha, "so it ain't just Black cock you like. Give us a month and you might not need the men again." She slapped her thigh and fair laughed the house down.
The Art of Display
Don Parsons felt like the king of the world. For two months he had been 'training' his little slut at home and now it seemed right to take it to the next level.
So far she had been a model pupil. Her first interracial experience, her first anal sex, her first lesbian experience courtesy of Sammi. Damn that had been an education for old Don himself watching an eight-month pregnant Sammi seducing his young protege. Two petite blondes - one just starting on her blackening, one so obviously showing the results of her longer career. It had all been a bit of a shocker for Emily - realising another woman could make her feel so good. Well, that was OK, she had a lot of stamina and a lot of loving to share around.
He told her about his own family's history and how it traced back to old Elijah Parsons who'd been born a slave down in the South. How family tradition remembered his being sold as a young man and transported to the new plantation with an iron collar on his neck, heavy so he couldn't run far even if he did get away. How such memories were always there - especially for people from his background and for white women from the South. How sometimes men might want 'race play' as part of their sex - even if their white partner was from North Dakota and from a Polish family that hadn't arrived in the country until fifty years after the Civil War.
Most of all, though, the ill-assorted couple made love. Emily was certainly not an innocent virgin but she needed to be reassured that she was beautiful and desirable and a helluva good lay. Don had no problem testifying to all three.



As the weeks passed Emily spent her time at work or helping the slowly recovering Jessica. Only on Saturdays, with Don, could she express her new self. Jessica only knew that she had a weekly commitment that she could not and would not miss. She was curious but she loved having Emily there with her and was not going to press the issue. Emily would tell her - when the time was right.
Don watched his trainee carefully. He saw her sexual confidence blossom. She seemed comfortable with her Black trainer and pretty happy for things to continue. However, Don knew that such a vibrant young woman would soon need more and that he, almost an old man, could not provide it. There were people that could though and, happily, he knew just who they were and how to contact them.
That Thursday Don took Emily to a certain club for the first time. On the way there he pondered how she would react to entering a little world where her needs weren't unusual but rather shared by pretty much everyone there. Some couldn't handle it. If this wasn't for her then he would have to work out another strategy for her.
He needn't have worried.
"Don, my old friend, it's been way too long," smiled James, the handsome African-American doorman. "I assume this lovely young lady is a guest."
Don signed Emily in and glanced at her just to see her reaction to James' words. It seemed she hadn't heard them. She was staring at James' partner in minding the door. Tyrone was always an impressive figure - built like a monster truck and about as potentially unstoppable. His suit didn't disguise the tattoos on his neck and hands, indelible markings that hinted strongly of the jail-yard.
Tyrone was looking at Emily, the sort of look that the cartoon wolf gave before his eyes bulged out and steam burst from his ears. "Damn..." came out of his mouth and he shuffled forward a little to change his viewing angle of the petite blonde. He whistled long and low. "Don't see too many of them on a white girl. Sugar, come back next week when I'm not on duty. That fine booty deserves some serious Tyrone lovin'."
Emily's eyes sparkled and she smiled at Tyrone. James let her into the club and said in a low voice, "He'll just have to get in line and wait - I have a strong feeling you are going to be VERY popular."
Not the most difficult prediction to make and later Don was stood at the bar getting a drink with another old friend, a confident looking man of about 60 dressed in an expensive suit. They two men watched Emily as she danced - almost blocked from view by the men vying for her attention and approval. She looked to be handling herself just fine and neither viewer had any doubt how she would be spending her Thursdays from now on.
"A lot of false advertising in this game," said the man, "but you weren't exaggerating about her. She is very lovely and built just the right way to please a Black man."
Don just nodded his response.
The man continued, "Even better that she is a friend of our Jessica - it opens a lot of potential for them both. We'll see how she gets on and by the time Jess gets back we'll know where we all stand. There's no doubt she's very well qualified to be a prospect. If she wants to join our little program then I'm happy to fast-track her. Nice job, Don, we can take it from here."
The two older Black man shared an old-fashioned hand-shake as they watched the subject of their conversation sharing her first long deep kiss with a Black stranger.
Schemes and Machinations
Samuel Rifkin scowled at the photograph frame perched on his huge mahogany desk. The attractive blonde woman, at least fifteen years his junior, smiled back at him. He relented a little - Mercy was a good mother to their daughters and she had been a good wife to him. It was just that now she was pushing forty and perhaps a little over the hill. He had no idea of a separation of course - as a wife, and a mother to his children, she was excellent. However, he'd come to feel that a man like him, a man of power and influence and charisma, deserved a little extra - in the bedroom.
He couldn't quite remember when he'd decided Jessica would be his preferred mistress. She'd always been quite startlingly beautiful, of course. He'd known of the end of her marriage and that she had no new settled relationship. It seemed to him that she would welcome the chance to share a bed with a powerful man like him. It would give her life some purpose and he wouldn't neglect to give her some career assistance.
Rifkin walked across his office and preened himself in his mirror. He looked just what he was - a man at the heart of the establishment with all the advantages and opportunities that that position brought. He DESERVED to be fucking a beauty like Jessica - it was his RIGHT to have the pick of the crop.
He looked at the two folders on the desk in front of them and scowled. The photos of two girls, faces shining with youth and enthusiasm, looked back at him. Damned college placements. Someone would have to waste time mentoring them and - since his own daughter had her eye on that college - he would have to show an interest. What a bore.
Then his superbly-educated mind clicked into gear. If Jessica mentored the girls then his 'interest' in the girls could be used to establish a much more fascinating new relationship with the beautiful redhead. He would offer her all she had ever wanted - the lucky woman. A small bulge marred the elegant cut of his suit pants as Rifkin contemplated the future.
Personal Training
Tonisha and Alysha both looked sceptically at their white charge. Jessica was red-faced and sweating after being taken through a program of exercise
Alysha said, "You've always been able to coast by on that figure of yours - never needed to work on it." She gave Jessica's bare white midriff a gentle pat. "This is real fine and flat - pretty impressive. Try it after one of our men has had you carrying his baby for nine months. You going to have to be ready to get back in shape if you want the Black man to keep wanting you around. Good news is that you can get in practice now by starting work on building them glutes - getting the max out of that butt job."
"Hip raises, bridges, lunges and squats - three times a week. Then onto using weights to increase the work-out." Tonisha spoke with authority - though the 'chunky' African-American woman didn't look a gym-regular. "You a smart girl - you can research this shit. Need to be spending an hour a session working a real sweat up. Need to make that commitment to your new life..."
Alysha saw that Jessica wasn't enthralled by the concept. "Don't worry - most of you white girls learn to love it. You gotta remember that every squat and every bridge is just helping get you closer to being the perfect woman for a Black man. You whites are generally under-developed back there - you need to put in the work to back up the Doc's. Just remember - when you sweating and hurting that the next rep could be the one that puts you ahead of that other little cracka slut next to you - it could be the one that wins you his cock and wins you his seed." By now she was stood directly in front of Jess and almost whispering into her face.
Jessica knew what was coming and welcomed it. Jessica opened her mouth moments before Alysha's lips met hers and her tongue pushed into Jessica's mouth. Alysha's hand came up Jess' training top and fondled her right breast. Her other hand came up to the back of Jessica's long auburn hair and hooked into it.
Jessica didn't resist but was being held quite securely by Alysha in any case. She felt pressure on her sweat pants and then felt them pulled down her legs. Tonisha was obviously taking a hand too.
Alysha broke her kiss with Jess and looked into her eyes with a knowing smile. "You like that dontcha, white girl, you like the idea of us taking charge. Well, don't worry, we gonna make sure you good and ready before we let the men back with ya." She suddenly took a firmer grip on Jess' hair and pulled her over to the bed.
"Cute little bald pussy," said Tonisha, "but that ain't getting no pampering just now. You here to please us - not the other way round. Get on your hands and knees on the bed."
Jessica obeyed and was immediately aware that her newly-enlarged butt was bare and stuck out. Alysha's hand gently traced the new curves and purred her approval. Then her hand whipped back before landing with a vicious crack on the pale buttock.
"Ooww," said Jess.
Tonisha lay down in front of her and opened her chubby thighs. "See that, slut, thass a prime Black pussy. You know what to do." Then she eased forward, grasped Jessica's hair and pushed the woman's mouth down onto her hairy Black cunt. As she prepared to lick Jessica felt another stinging pain on her rear end. Her hesitation was momentary and then she went to work on Tonisha's sex. It was warm and rich and wet. Her tongue explored the lips and tried to probe into the Black pussy. She strained to target Tonisha's clit and strove to give the big Black girl pleasure.
At regular intervals she heard the crack of flesh on flesh as Alysha smacked her ass between gentle rubs of the increasingly red skin. ""Yeah, she about ready - physically at least. Her butt can take some punishment - and our men are all gonna enjoy proving it. How's that pussy licking, Ton?"
"OK, but it's nothing special," said Tonisha and then smiled as she felt the white girl desperately attempt to work her tongue harder and earn her new Black mistresses' approval. "I'm thinking I'd like a taste of her sweet little pussy after all, least we can do is show her how it should be done."
Alysha pushed Jess so she landed on the bed on her back. Strong Black hands grabbed her hips and another pair held her shoulders. Jessica felt Tonisha's breath on her pussy even as she realised what Alysha had planned for her. The Black woman straddled Jess and then carefully lowered her pussy onto Jessica's face, covering her mouth and nose.
"You best learn Tonisha's lessons fast, cracka bitch. We got no place for free-loaders with 'white privilege.' You learn to eat Black pussy real good and I might let you breath. Otherwise, you gonna spend the rest of your life licking my Black cunt. Still," she pondered, "what else are you cracka hos good fo'?"
Jessica felt Alyshas firm flesh on her and began frantically licking and nuzzling at her pussy. The Black woman tasted real good and if she could only breath more easily then it would have been amazing. Jessica tried to raise her arms to push the woman off her only to have her wrists caught and pushed back onto the bed. She tried a last couple of desperate licks and was rewarded by Alysha easing up off her. As she gasped in huge lungfuls of air she felt the insistent work of Tonisha's mouth at her own sex. Jessica's wide-open eyes met Alysha's.
"She being a good little girl, Ton. Seems we might have a submissive little white bitch here. Could be lots of fun." Her friend grunted her approval and Alysha lowered herself back onto the unresisting young woman.
Alysha played with her twice, then a third time, before finally easing herself off Jess completely. The normally beautiful white woman was a real mess. Her face was covered in sweat, spit and pussy juices. One hand calmly signalled Jess to stay where she was and Jess never even considered not obeying. Not even when the much heavier form of Tonisha replaced Alysha and put her fat thighs either side of Jessica's head.
"You had it easy with Alysha, now you get to really show what you can do," warned Tonisha and lowered herself onto the white woman's face.
Jessica felt surrounded by dark flesh. The texture of it, the smell of sweat and excitement, the pungency of the big hairy pussy that almost enveloped her mouth and nose. She desperately licked and mouthed and nuzzled, frantically striving to satisfy Tonisha. Her wrists were in a vice-like grip and she knew that she could never lift the heavy Black woman off her. She was at Tonisha's mercy - and the shuddered with sexual desire at the realisation.
Finally, after what seemed minutes, Jess could go on no more. She feebly tried to arch her back and her tongue ceased to work. She felt that she was going to pass out.
Tonisha felt the tap on her shoulder and slid off Jessica's face. The white woman jack-knifed forward coughing and gasping for air. Alysha instantly moved in and pushed her back down. She'd taken those moments to don her strap-on harness equipped with a 'Jackson Hammer'-brand toy.
"Time for the main event," crowed Tonisha as she watched her friend power the big plastic phallus home. "We heard you took the real thing at Boca - but I'm thinking before tonight's out we'll test that new butt of yours out with it." She cackled at the white girl's look of shock and then took a firm grip of Jessica's shoulders. This little cracka slut wasn't going anywhere until they were good and done with her. She was gonna have to EARN the right to be with their men.
***
Some hours later an exhausted Jessica was finally allowed to sleep. Alysha and Tonisha were tired themselves - they hadn't expected to be working so hard. Usually, they'd have heard the 'Vanilla' safe-word long ago and called a stop. But this one, for all her high-class airs and graces, seemed to get off on everything they did and the rougher the better. When Alysha had tried to take it easy on her butt the little white ho had been backing herself up trying to make sure she got all that toy inside her.
"Tougher than she looks," admitted Tonisha, "and a damn fine pussy licker."
"We'll take her to the club next week," said Alysha, "like Taylor asked. Then next Saturday me and Shan will find out just how tough she really is and just how much she REALLY wants all this."
Tonisha giggled. "Ty and me are goin' to visit his mama or I'd love to be there and see that."
"Don't worry, hun, it'll all be on camera in crystal-clear HD. No-one's going to want to miss it."
Alysha reached over and casually swatted a white breast. Jessica mumbled and stirred. A harder slap and the blue-grey eyes opened. They stared a moment and then took in the two Black women as Jessica realised her situation. Tonisha's fingers were soon powering back in and out of fine white pussy while Alysha smirked, "We not like our men, girl, we don't cum, roll over and fall asleep. When you with us you best be ready for an all-night session." Then she viciously grabbed the white girl's hair and, when Jessica gasped, spat into her open mouth before lunging forward to kiss it.
Jessica felt the sensations everywhere in her body. She felt dog-tired but it was a warm tiredness. The tiredness of a desire seemingly satisfied but which now signalled its need for more.
"Ready for Round Two, my little cracka slave," purred Alysha.
"Yes please, mistress," said Jessica.
Alysha smiled and moved in to kiss her again...
Return to the Club
Jessica's return to the club that had become such a focal point of her life was still a unique experience for her. She knew that she wasn't there to dance and she wasn't there to fuck - she was there to be shown off. Her outfit was only thin pink lingerie and a pair of high heels - but she also wore some additional items. First was a simple leather dog collar with a cheap metal tag hangin from it engraved 'CRACKA'. Then there was the black masking tape which tied her hands together in front of her while a second roll gagged her mouth and tied her long hair to the back of her head. Finally, there was the leash which ran from her collar into the hand of Alysha, her mistress.
Her mistress and Tonisha took great pleasure in parading her around the club for the inspection of all the men there. Occasionally one would try to touch their pet and they would playfully swat him away. "No touchin' today, little Cracka is OUR pet and only we get to play with her. Don't worry, tho, when she ready we be sending her to the pit for breedin'. She gonna be doing what all the good little crackas do - taking Black cock and birthing Black babies. Just like nature intended."
Most of the men looked on in amazement or laughed. But Jessica noted that many of the darker men, among them men she knew were Cock Pit members, just looked on with satisfaction. They knew their time was coming close - they knew she would soon be given to them to use for their pleasure. That her body would soon prove, yet again, what happened to little white sluts who wanted to serve big Black cock. Jessica knew all this and she shuddered - feeling the moisture between her legs, the arousal that no cock would satisfy tonight. But soon, so soon, there would be so many cocks - and she knew she would welcome them all.
Finally the ill-assorted trio met a big crowd of Black guys gathered watching the dancing cage. Jessica had been in the club on many occassions and knew that, for most of he men, the cage was just a background feature to the serious business of securing white pussy for the night. Not tonight, it appeared. There must have been nearly sixty packed round - their eyes fixed on the cage's occupant.
A blonde woman of about 5'3" was dancing with a controlled but fast pace. Her movements were graceful and perfectly designed to stoke the fires of lust in the men watching her. The cage rules were understood - a girl danced for thirty minutes in a bikini. This girl was breaking the rules - her bikini lay unseen on the floor of the cage. She was totally naked - clad only in a sheen of perspiration as she danced on. The men drank in her long blonde hair, her pale skin, her large but still youthfully-proud 34E breasts and most of all, men could be so predictable, most of all the magnificent sculpted curve of her ample white booty.
The proud gaze of the girl scanned over her rapt audience. More than fifty Black faces fixed on her and, the dancer knew, fifty Black cocks straining at the leash in fifty pairs of pants. Fifty Black cocks that wanted to take her and fuck her and make her theirs. She bent her legs forward and flourished three fingers before plunging them into her wet pussy. Then as she publicly masturbated she looked further and saw the three women. A moment's pause and then, with even more furious desire, she resumed her erotic display.
Jessica had shared that glance of recognition with the occupant of the cage as their eyes met. She didn't need to see the sign identifying the dancer, her closest friend and current house-mate. The women she had so carefully hidden her interracial sexual life from for over a year. She was dimly aware of one of the last brakes on her behaviour being released.
"MMMUUUHHHLEEEE, " she shouted into her muffling gag.
Alysha's hand found her breast and she whispered triumphantly into Jessica's ear. "Yes, Jess, she's ours too. Looking at her I think she'll soon be following you down the same path - what a lucky white girl. Taylor's arranged three men from the Pit to 'audition' her tonight and then, if she passes - and there can't be any doubt - Antwan's all set to supervise her first challenge as a new project, he'll take her out to H-Town next week. Wonder if she'll have as much fun there as you did?"
Jessica watched her friend dance on - offering herself to the crowd of Black men for their sexual amusement. Emily, who'd always seemed so shy and perhaps even a little naive. Emily taken to H-Town by Antwan. He wouldn't force her do anything but Jess knew he wouldn't stand in her way whatever sexual acts she might want to perform over there. She shivered at the thought and felt again that familiar liquid warmth of her arousal.
Jessica felt a gentle tug on her leash. "You've seen what you needed to see," said Tonisha, "now I'm going to get me some more of that white pussy." The two Black women headed for one of the back rooms at the club with their pet in tow.



A Commitment
"I've thought hard about it - and I don't want the anklet."
Don was only half-surprised. Emily had come a long way - further than he'd ever have imagined possible - but this would have been a big step. He had taught her how a woman could wear an anklet to profess her love of big Black cock and had offered to buy her one to mark her 'graduation' from his training. However, it would be a very public statement and he had realised that it might be too much for her. Yes, he was only half-surprised but he could still barely disguise his disappointment.
Emily was very serious as she went to her bag and took out two boxes. He knew the larger one contained his cookies - a little tradition they had kept up over the course of her training. The other box was much smaller and she brought it over to show him.
"I bought this as a present for you - I hope you'll like it."
He opened the box and found a necklace, really more a thin collar made of shiny metal.
"Titanium," she explained. "Very durable but also very light. Old Elijah Parsons had to wear an ugly, iron collar. Mine is going to be much prettier and much easier to wear. Feel it - it's just heavy enough so that I will always know that I have it on and will always remember what it signifies." She took the collar and opened it so he could see the message etched on the inside.
'Don's girl'.
He remained still, giving her his full attention and concentration.
"Because wherever my life leads me there will always be a part of me that belongs to you, Don. Every time I make love I'll feel this collar and know that it was you who helped me break free and be who I wanted to be. I owe you so much."
"Emily you don't..."
"Yes, yes, I do. That's why I want you to put your collar on me." She stood in front of him and carefully pulled her long blonde hair up and out of his way.
Don knew how important this was for her. He solemnly placed the thin metal collar around her neck and snapped it shut.
Emily gave a long expulsion of breath. "Whewwwww, I so hoped that you would like it." She tucked a finger under the collar. "It's loose enough for safety and to be clean. Its small enough to be able to hide when I'm at work. But I will ALWAYS know its there."
She walked over to the box and took two small items out of it. "First, you tighten the catch with these little pliers - that means I will never be able to take your collar off without help. Then, you cover the catch with this epoxy. Five seconds to dry and then only a visit to the emergency room could separate us."
"Damn, Emily."
She just looked at him with her blue-eyes, absolutely serious and matter-of-fact. "I NEED this and I really want you to be the one to make it permanent."
He did as she asked and was rewarded with a smile.
"Thank you, sir, can I give you a reward for helping me?"
Don smiled back, "Would that be a cookie or some pussy?"
Her eyes twinkled, "A cookie and some pussy and anything else you'd like. Now and whenever you want me." She tapped her new collar, "I'm Don's Girl remember?"
He turned her round and gently pushed her in the direction of his bedroom. For a split-second he admired the curve of her ass and then, unbuttoning his shirt as he went, he followed her.
Girl's Weekend
"You show a lot of promise, young Jessica, but we women of experience need to take you in hand a little," laughed Shan. "I only met Mr Taylor when I was already forty, too old to start as one of his girls. You don't know how lucky you are..."
"Yeah, well I never qualified and I'm not sure I'd want to," chuckled Alysha. "But if you going to work for Taylor then its our job to lick you into shape." She turned and glanced at Jessica in the back seat of the car with a predatory look.
Jessica's tongue moistened her suddenly dry lips. What on earth had she gotten herself into this time! She'd first met Alysha, James' African-American wife, just after James had shown her how much she loved Big Black Cock and just before Tyrone had taught her just how much she could love any Big Black Cock. More recently Alysha had been her mistress in her latest stage of training as a premium white slut for Black use.
She'd seen Shan at the club but that was about it. Shan was an attractive woman in her late forties but Jess could guess that she had been stunning in her twenties. Now she was ageing gracefully and pretty much filled the bill as a sexy soccer mom. Her chunky figure was in a pair of tight jeans and a clinging light blue jumper under a light brown jacket that showed a hint of impressive cleavage but nothing particularly revealing nowadays. Your typical sexy cougar or MILF.
"Leroy tells me that your husband has been a busy boy again," Shan said to Alysha.
The Black woman rolled her eyes in an exaggerated way. "What can I say - my man does like making babies. If you white girls keep spreading your legs for him then the maternity ward ain't never gonna be empty. This one flew in from Portland just to get her share of prime black seed while her husband watched on the live streaming. They timed it right, I guess, 'cos she sure as shit is knocked up now."
Shan laughed. "How many is that now?"
"Must be thirty at the last count. There's a reason they keep asking for him - there ain't no question as to the potency of my man. Got kids in most of the states of the Union by now." Alysha gave a little cackle of glee.
Jessica knew that Alysha had two children by James and no desire for any more. The Black woman knew that her husband loved her and she considered that his little games with white girls didn't count as cheating . Of course if Alysha ever caught him fooling with a real woman, a Black woman, then she'd end his breeding days with a rusty fruit knife - a fact that James knew and understood very well.
Just as Jess looked out of the window at the landscape the car drove into a tunnel and the momentary darkness almost made the window a mirror. She saw herself reflected. Her shoulder-length auburn hair, her bright intelligent blue-grey eyes, the slight dimples in her cheeks as she smiled to herself. That pale pink skin which almost glowed with health and vitality. She'd never be a teen again - if you looked close enough you could see that - but she still looked damned good. She wore a dark-blue designer outfit and her favourite necklace; a delicate gold chain with a heart suspended from it. It had been a gift from her ex-husband but she liked it none the less despite that.
Once they were through the tunnel Jessica knew where they were going. With each passing mile the view from her window became more built-up. At first they passed new expensive blocks and developments. Soon, however, she saw what she knew she was going to see. A shuttered shop-front with gang tags sprayed all over it. Weeds on the sidewalks and the occasional abandoned car up on bricks. Battered little streets of houses here and there making way for grim-looking projects. Yes, Jessica knew where the women were taking her. They were taking her back across the tracks, to the bad side of town. She shifted in her seat. It was feeling distinctly damp down there. It might have been the leather car seats making her perspire except that she knew that it wasn't. No, Jessica's cute little white pussy knew what coming to this side of town meant. It meant new adventures and, almost certainly, hard Black cock.
Jessica checked her pocket before remembering that, courtesy of her rule from Shaka, she didn't bring her diaphragm with her any more. A quick mental check told her that she was probably all right this time. Of course if Shan had rung next week she might have ended up going home with a new life growing within her. Jess almost had to push her knees together she felt so hot and wet down there.
"Seems our fine white lady likes coming down to the ghetto," said Alysha. "Well, we ain't in no rush, girl, we got lots to do down here. Maybe, if you're a good obedient girl, we'll find you a special treat." Jessica felt almost hypnotised by the woman's dark brown eyes. Alysha was clearly planning on enjoying herself and Jessica shivered slightly. The Black woman chuckled, "Don't worry, baby, we're just going to have some fun."
Jess relaxed a little but then realised that the 'we' might mean all three of them or it might mean only Alysha and Shan. That was the nature of these little missions of discovery. You went with the man, or woman, assigned to you and you played by their rules. For today she almost belonged to these two older women. "First, it's shopping time," yelled Shan as she pulled the car into a parking area.
As the three women walked into the little cluster of shops Jessica rapidly discovered a few things. First, the designer shops in the city malls didn't have branches here. Second, she and Shan were almost the only white folks there. Third, she and Shan were drawing male attention. Nothing too serious, but as she walked along she knew that male eyes were fixed on her ass and the small amount of cleavage she had on display.
Alysha led them into a little shop. Jess looked around her. It was a shop selling women's clothing but of a very particular type. Tiny little dresses in clinging material, skirts that looked like belts, high heeled leather-style boots, large hooped ear rings and other trashy-looking accessories. There were nurse, police and office outfits that no nurse, police-woman or PA would ever wear at work.
"A lot of the local girls come here for their clubbing outfits," explained Shan, "but Leez gets a lot of her trade from the working girls. When the pimps get a new ho this is where they send her to get herself tricked out for the streets."
A short African-American woman emerged from the back of the shop. She immediately looked Jessica over and then had her spin for her. "Hmmn, I'll get a selection for her and then you can see what you like." Jessica noted that the words were addressed to Alysha rather than to her.
Shan then showed her a little changing room and Leez pushed a tiny bundle of clothes into her hands.
A couple of minutes later Jessica was again looking at herself in the mirror. Her expensive designer outfit was now hanging on the door. In its place she wore very different clothes. A short-sleeved black tunic with a plunging front and a lace effect at the back A spandex almost fluorescent lime-green skirt of incredible shortness that she could barely stretch across her newly surgically-enhanced butt. Trashy silver wedges with six inch heels. She looked ridiculous.
Shan poked her head in. "Lose the bra, hun, then come out and give us a twirl."
Jess ditched the bra and realised that without it her tits were almost spilling out of her top. She cautiously leaned forward and found that somehow her 32D breasts remained in place. She couldn't wear this stuff - she'd have to tell Shan to tone it down a bit. She tottered on her heels out of the dressing room ready to do just that.
"DAAMMMMNNNN," said a voice. A deep, dark, male voice. "Looking FIIINNNNEEE, sugar, real fine."
"Fuck, yeah," said another voice.
Jessica saw three Black men. Had their eyes been out on stalks and their mouths dripping saliva they couldn't have been showing their appreciation more obviously.
"Oh, she looks just good enough to eat," said Alysha. Leez nodded.
"That's five in favour, none against," noted Shan. "Our opinion doesn't matter, Jess, you're dressing to impress a new audience now."
Back into the changing room with a new handful of clothing. This time the high heels were attached to knee-high suede boots. Apart from that the outfit was one-piece and black. Again her butt was barely covered and the dress really didn't hide or disguise he shape of her breasts. Most notable though was the consistency of the thin, cheap, material. It was not made for a cold climate which made it seem deliberate that in sunlight it would be virtually transparent. She felt her nipples attempting to poke a hole through the top and given the nature of the material she wasn't sure they wouldn't succeed.
"Hmmnnn, hmmmnnnn, thass what I'm talking about."
"Spin girl, yeah look at that booty. Sure is inviting."
"Thought we'd find out if she was a natchural redhead but, by the look of it, she shaves down there."
"Five-Nil again, Jess, we'll have your new wardrobe in no time."
The third trip first showed a pair of high-heeled shoes so covered in rhinestone that they might as well have been made of them. Then a slightly longer mini-skirt made of a light and thin black material. The slightest breeze and that skirt would blow up at least as far as its gaudy belt. Which might be an issue since Taylor prospects like Jessica weren't supposed to wear panties. A couple of miniscule straps held her new top in place. The grey patterned material was spangled with points of colour and just about covered her tits and then down to her navel while leaving almost all her back and sides exposed. Again, cold weather clearly wasn't an issue unless the fishnet leggings were supposed to help, which they wouldn't.
"Do we need to vote on this one - coz I'm hard as a rock just looking at her."
"Point made and noted, man, point made and noted."
Outfit number four was next. White PVC high-heeled boots up to and beyond the knee left a little gap of naked thigh before her skin-tight black leather mini-skirt kicked in. Above that was a horribly garish fake fur top that barely fitted together across her body and that apparently was supposed to be worn with nothing underneath it.
"I can hear the cash tills a-ringing."
"Girl like that could make a man a lot of money."
"Got my wallet right here..."
"Behave boys," scolded Alysha, "but that's another one approved. Just one more outfit for today, Leez."
Another pair of vicious-looking heels of course (she was noticing a pattern here). Then a shiny dark-grey PVC mini-skirt that barely covered her and was so tight that it didn't really hide much of what it did cover. Combined with the heels it would also make walking a delicate business. She wore dark fish-net hold-ups and a tight white t-shirt cut and tied to stretch taut over her breasts while leaving her belly and navel exposed. Then she had a tiny black leather jacket with a fake-fur neckline. That covered her arms and back and even had a little hood but it clearly wasn't meant to fasten at the front and it didn't extend down far enough to cover her shiny PVC-covered butt.
With infinite care Jessica wiggled and tottered her way out of the dressing room.
"Shit, boys, I think we got a winner here."
"The others are good but this one is the bomb."
The third guy just shifted in his seat and put his hand down the front of his pants. After all, actions do speak louder than words.
"Come here baby," instructed Alysha. As Jessica reached her and stood beside her chair the Black woman nonchalantly put one hand up her tight skirt. Skilled fingers found Jessica's pussy and explored.
"Seems our little white girl has got herself all excited," Alysha said to the men, then she withdrew her hand to show the glistening moisture on her fingers. "Kneel down here, girl, and lick my fingers clean." Jessica carefully eased her way down to her knees and then used her tongue to clean her new Black mistress' fingers.
"This little bitch is getting quite skilled with that tongue. I think you men should get to find out just how good it can make you feel. Only seems fair seeing as how you've helped her out here. Leez, can we use the back room?"
"Of course, Lysh, shall I get her a kneeler."
"No need, I think these men are pretty ready to rock. Besides, some dirt on our little ho's knees will just complete the picture."
The back-room largely consisted of shelving and boxes. Jessica found enough space for her purposes, shucked off her jacket, kicked off her heels and dropped to her knees. Three shabbily-dressed middle-aged Black men moved in to claim their prize.
The first cock had a slightly musty smell, she knew it would taste of his sweat. A moment's hesitation - but sweat never killed anyone and the man clearly hadn't been expecting to get his dick sucked this afternoon. She engulfed the cock with her mouth and set her tongue to work cleaning him up. She knew she should have been disgusted but she'd learned that faint smell and taste of male sweat meant an excited man and an excited man meant a hard black cock and a hard black cock meant her pussy would be so wet it ought to be dripping.
She was just getting going when another black dick was swung against her cheek. She took that one into her mouth instead and sucked for a while before the third black cock tapped her forehead.
She saw Shan drop to her knees and take a cock in hand. "I'll keep waiting times down but all the cream goes to Jess, OK." The man grunted his approval.
Jessica took a hard Black dick in each hand. She teased their heads with her tongue before steadily alternating quick bursts of sucking on each. A hand grasped her hair and pulled her onto him. The cock pulsed and she tasted the warm viscous load as it pumped directly onto the back of her tongue and down her throat.
Jessica coughed and spluttered, her spit and his cum seemed to be everywhere, it even seemed to be coming down her nose. She blinked and gasped for breath.
THWACK.
A rough black hand slapped her face leaving momentary red finger-marks on her pale skin.
Shocked, Jessica looked up to see the other man pointing at his hard Black dick as it almost throbbed above her. "Get back to work slut," ordered a gruff voice. A glistening drop of pre-cum appeared at the head of his cock and Jessica's tongue almost automatically flicked out to claim it.
Two hands grasped her head and the man began to fuck her face with some intensity. Five - ten - fifteen strokes and then he pulled her off his dick by her hair. Two strokes with his hand and he came. Six heavy spurts of black seed on her face. She just managed to close her eyes in time but felt his cum hit her. After a few seconds she cautiously opened one eye and saw the third man turn from Shan and stroke his cock at her. Three more splashes of semen and she knew that she was covered in their loads.
"Cum-glazed ho for sure," laughed a man as he did his pants up.
"Pretty good - I'd give her house room."
"Skanky ho ain't coming in my house - but she ever need work I'd put her out on the street for me."
"True, true. It looks like a ho, it act like a ho - it sho nuff is a ho."
"Thanks girls, time we got back to our wives," a man chuckled as they left the shop.
Shan had been busy catching any cum dripping from Jessica's face. She then began licking one side of Jessica's face clean while scooping up seed from the other in her hand to feed it to her new pet. Jess gulped it down and then noticed what Shan was using to mop up any stray cum from the floor. It was her own dark-blue designer outfit.
When Shan was satisfied she threw the ruined clothes in the trash. "Looks like you'll be wearing your new outfit the rest of the day." Jess looked down.
"It ain't the dress that's classy, sugar," said Alysha, "its the girl inside. That's why the guys like you dressed right. Round here when a classy white girl gets in an outfit like that then its for one reason. 'Cos she wants a hard Black dick to get into her. All the men know it and it makes their beautiful big Black cocks hard and ready."
"Get those heels back on," said Shan. "they send a message too."
Jessica put her jacket and heels back on and tottered back upright.
"You a girl who don't dress for comfort or convenience; you dress to look good for men. And you here - so you dressing to impress Black men. Besides, in them heels, you ain't gonna be able to run away from a brotha," cackled Alysha.



After Jess had washed her face in a stained basin Leez handed her a bottle of water. "Best drink some, hun. Girls on the street always spit. Swallow too much cum and you can get nauseous. Guys don't like hos that spit tho - so you best remember to drink plenty after you swallow."
Jessica's credit card took a fierce battering before they left the shop. Looking back later Jessica guessed that Leez had probably stuck an extra zero on the end of the bill. Whether that was true or not Leez shouted to Alysha as they left the shop. "If she don't work out for Taylor then bring her back here, there'll always be employment fo' little white hos round here."
Jessica's head was almost in a daze as the two women - each holding one of her arms - led her down the street three or four stores to her next stop.
"This is our treat, since you're being such a good girl," purred Shan. Jessica was sat down in front of a mirror and a young girl began buffing and working on her nails.
"QOS," said Shan.
The girl giggled. "Seeing more and more white girls wanting that," she said as she got to work.
Another young Black woman was stood behind Jess and teasing at her hair. "This hair seem natural, hun, that right?"
Jessica nodded.
"Hmmmn. Normally I tell you blue-eyed white girls to go blonde but the guys do love some red hair. So I think we'll just give you enough color to make it look less natural. Show you've made an effort for yo' man."
Jessica just relaxed and let the young women do their work while Alysha and Shan chatted on their phones.
Soon Jess was admiring her nails. The girl had done a fine job. Each nail was trimmed, smoothed and buffed. Then each had the 'Queen of Spades' design painted on. The little black spade, as a playing card, with a white 'Q' contained within it. Jessica had learned what that meant early in her new life as a white slut. Her hair had just been slightly trimmed and shaped before it had been colored. It was no longer auburn and it certainly wasn't ginger - now it was fire-engine red. It was complemented by a similar shade of lip-stick that the first girl had applied.
Alysha looked Jess up and down. "We're getting there, sugar. Just booked you with Dr Nikola for your last electrolysis session. Keep you nice and smooth down there. Black men and girls won't accept getting stubble in the face when they're feastin' on that fine pink pussy. Besides, there's nothing like seeing a fine Black baby-maker sliding into a smooth bare white cunt."
Another beating for the credit card and it was a little further along the street to Jessica's last shopping stop for the day. The beauty parlor had been clean, bright and well furnished. This shop had obviously been years since it had been painted. It seemed clean but it was so dingy from the outside that you couldn't really tell. In the windows were numerous photographs of the owner's handiwork. The work might have been pretty good but the photographs were old, faded and curling. All you could really tell was that this shop traded in tattoos and piercings.
Jessica braced momentarily but a firm hand in the small of her back soon resumed her progress forward into the shop.
Jessica Meets Izeye
"We just closing up," came a voice from the back room.
"Can that shit, Izeye," laughed Shan, "we've brought you a treat."
"Izeye is an artist, baby," breathed Alysha into Jessica's ear, "his ink is amazing. Not to mention his other talents."
"Shan, girl, now when YOU finally come for some ink I'll get my needles ready real quick," said the voice. "Hang, who is this fine piece of merchandise?"
Izeye emerged with his eyes fixed on Jessica. You could almost see him calculating just how much money could be made from her. Jessica felt her heart beat and her mouth go dry. This was a powerful Black man and it was pretty clear that he took what he wanted when he wanted it. It also seemed obvious that what he wanted at this precise moment was her.
Izeye was clearly a man who worked out. He wore a black muscle shirt to show off the definition of his body. The coal-black skin of his arms bulged and showed the rippling intricate ink designs of his tattoos. Those designs also emerged from his shirt to cover his neck. Only his face was free from tattoos and it clearly showed his interest in her.
"She here with me, Izeye," said Alysha warningly, "she belongs to me for today. Tomorrow, who knows."
The big man paused, considered and then nodded. "OK, for today. But tomorrow, or the next day, she's gonna need to be doing what she was made for. When she does you bring her to me, you hear." He turned to Jess, "Now strip, girl, so I can see what I've got to work with."
One advantage of her new outfit was that it really didn't take long to get out if it. Soon Jessica was naked and stood in front of Izeye. He was still carefully appraising her as if she was an animal at the market that he was thinking of buying.
"Skin is my business and I ain't seen much finer than this." A calloused finger brushed round Jessica's back and over her belly causing Jessica to shiver. "Don't worry, girl," he chuckled, "it out of your hands now. We gonna decide what's best for you, Alysha and me."
He had clearly made one decision because he went and got a few packets of sterilised needles. When he returned he resumed his scrutiny. A big hand cupped her breast and his thumb teased her nipple and encouraged it to become fully erect. "Damn fine," Izeye growled. His eyes suddenly fixed on Jessica's. "30D, no probably 32D?" Jess nodded. Izeye approved. "Small feet and nice titties, just like I like 'em. But, of course, you could always do with bigger. G- or H-Cups would look amazing on that slim body of yours."
He glanced down and frowned a little. "Trimmed pussy don't cut it round here. You wanna graduate from the bush leagues then you gotta lose ALL that stubble, hear me."
"That's all sorted" cut in Shan, "her last electrolysis session is next week."
"Hmmn," pondered Izeye, "that's good. Now, what you all here for Alysha - if you ain't givin her to me."
"Your wife's found her some new outfits..."
The big man laughed harshly, "Thought I recognised the style."
"Now we need YOUR expertise. For a price of course..."
"...of course. But she looks too upscale for the average slut and I don't want no come-back from her."
"Shan'll get the camera and film it all."
The white woman delved into her bag for a small hand-held camera.
Izeye took Jessica's chin between two long black fingers. "Well, slut, you public in the lifestyle yet?"
Jess nodded her head
"Won't need the hood then," said Izeye.
"Shit, with the signal here, we can put this stream out live," gushed Shan excitedly.
"First thing on film, slut, is you'll be signing this consent form," Izeye was all business now.
"What's it consent for?" asked Jess.
"Don't worry about that," he answered, "we'll fill the details in afterwards."
"You're not going to embarrass us when we turn the feed on," warned Alysha, "I'd be very disappointed if it turned out you haven't got what it takes..."
"Feed's up," chirped Shan, as she began filming.
Izeye put the form in front of Jessica with a pen. "Sign it and then go lie on my couch - that'll show you give informed consent for all that's happening today."
Jessica looked at him. It wasn't informed consent - as a lawyer she was well aware of that - but the recorded images would tell another story.
She looked at the couch. It was like a modern dentist's couch - motorised and totally adjustable. However, unlike a dentist's couch, it had leather cuffs at each corner, apparently designed to hold a person's wrists and ankles. Once on that couch she would be completely at their mercy.
But wasn't that what life as a Taylor Prospect was all about. You periodically entrusted yourself to a Tyrone or an Antwan or whoever was assigned to test your worthiness to be the ultimate white slut for the Black man's pleasure. You did things you'd never have thought of doing. You took risks and the more willing you were to do so the more happy your minder would be and the closer you would be to earning their approval.
Shan filmed and could almost hear the thoughts rushing through Jessica's mind. This was always a fun moment - the moment they gave themselves up. She smiled as she saw the woman sign the form and then walk over and get on the couch.
Instantly, Alysha and Izeye moved to secure Jessica's wrists and ankles in the couch's leather cuffs
"Important you don't move when I'm at work," explained Izeye with a wicked leer. "Girl seem nervous, you nervous ho?"
Jessica swallowed hard. "Err, no, ummm, sir..."
Izeye gave a mirthless laugh. "Good attitude but she needs to relax. You girls gonna help her?"
Alysha took the camera from Shan who moved between Jessica's spread legs. Izeye touched a button and the chair's end eased down to leave Jessica's pussy totally exposed and vulnerable. The older woman explored with her fingers and tongue before concentrating on Jessica's clit.
"Oh my God," said Jessica, squirming in her bonds. Shan had been around long enough to know exactly how to please a girl - especially one who hadn't long been used to another woman working her pussy.
Suddenly Jessica, still struggling with the feelings flooding through her body, found Alysha leaning over her face. "Enjoying that, hun? Well its only fair that someone receiving should also be giving." The Black woman moved over Jessica who was suddenly well aware that Alysha was now also naked from the waist down.
As Jessica looked up she saw a hairy Black pussy descending onto her mouth. "Time you got to work, hun," purred Alysha, "and you know my rules. If you do a really good job then I'll probably let you breathe."
Jessica heard a deep male chuckle just as the warm wetness of mature pussy descended onto her face. For a second she really thought that she was going to be smothered where she lay, strapped to the tattoo parlor chair. She kissed and licked frantically, panting for breath. Just as she felt she couldn't breathe Alysha edged back a little and Jessica took a deep breath through her nose. As she paused Alysha moved back over her and forced her to work hard to please the Black cunt that had suddenly become the very focus of her existence.
Alysha toyed with Jessica like a big black cat with a little white mouse. When Jessica worked hard licking and pleasuring her then Alysha would allow her to breath. Any hesitation and Jess knew that she faced being smothered in the Black woman's sex.
All the time Shan was still using her fingers and mouth on Jessica's pussy and the young woman also faintly felt slight pressure on other parts of her body.
Finally, Alysha nodded at Shan and the latter began a merciless assault on Jessica's helpless clit. Jess almost howled her climax into Alysha's cunt.
Finally, the hairy Black pussy was removed and after a few seconds Alysha again looked into Jessica's eyes. Jessica's mouth and nose were covered in pussy juice. Alysha gently kissed her to show her approval. "I might break my own rules and ask Taylor if I can have you for a pet full-time. I know James would approve. You'll just be eating pussy and popping out black baby after black baby. Just like you was always meant to."
"Aw shit," said an exasperated Izeye, "this one of Taylor's girls?"
"A prospect," said Shan.
"Damn, I was looking forward to marking her." He waved a hand at the helpless woman on his couch.
Jessica looked down her body and saw that he had drawn words and designs on her naked body with a marker pen while Alysha had been distracting her. On one breast was written 'Black Owned' and on the other was 'White Ho.' On her stomach was the classic Queen of Spades Emblem with 'For Black Only' written around her pussy. Izeye had begun a design on her arm of a naked white woman embracing a black bull. He held up a mirror and she saw he had written his name in gothic script on her neck. "I like to sign my work," he explained, "I'd been planning two full sleeves and another design covering your whole back. But Taylor likes to control his girls' ink."
"I think she'd look great with those tattoos," said Shan. "Really advertises her devotion to the cause."
"No, Izeye's right, Taylor likes to control what ink goes on his girls," asserted Alysha. "Will those designs wash off?"
"After a while," said Izeye, "shouldn't be able to see 'em much after a few days scrubbin'."
"Best be careful what you wear for a while, girl," advised the Black woman, "that asshole firm of yours might not approve!" She nearly broke a rib laughing. "Anyway, Izeye, you have other talents..."
The big man paused and then smiled. "Taylor got no problems with them, as I recall,"
"None at all," the women agreed in unison.
"Well my price is one tattoo and since you been spinning me a line we'll make it a real meaningful one. 'White ho for Nigga cock' tattooed right across her forehead."
"Hey, NO!" shouted Jessica. She strained against the leather cuffs but she was held securely.
"Damn, that's hot," breathed Shan
Alysha seemed to consider, "Shit, either I'm in charge here or Taylor is. I want to see you play with her so if that's your price then perhaps you should go ahead."
"NOOOOO," wailed Jessica. "Please don't, please don't do this."
Izeye slowly pulled on gloves and then picked up his tattoo gun.
Jessica looked desperately to Alysha and Shan - but both women seemed fascinated by whatever was on their phones. She looked back to Izeye. "Please..." she whimpered.
A gloved black hand took hold of her chin. She couldn't move her face now and saw the tattoo gun descending towards her. No-one was going to help her unless...
"VANILLA!" she yelled. It was her safe word. One she could only use once - and now she had used it.
Alysha breathed a long low sigh of relief. This had always worked before but, for one terrible moment, she'd actually thought the crazy cracka was going to call their bluff. Maybe she really would have let her beautiful face be permanently marked just to stay on the program.
Alysha hid her relief and made her voice stern and scolding. "I never thought you had what it took. Little thing like that and you're crying and wailing and shouting safe-words. Don't you understand about contracts, lawyer-lady? Weren't you told we would never force you to suffer permanent injury or disfiguration? Where was your trust in your mistress?"
Jessica did remember the club manager Jenny saying that, long ago. "But the tattoo..." said Jessica.
Izeye gave a brilliant smile and held up the tattoo gun. "These things can't do much till you put the needle in." He chuckled and then was serious. "I may not look too smart but facially tattooing a white girl against her will on camera? How many years would I get for that?"
"You fooled me," said Jess quietly, finally understanding now that her terror had subsided. She struggled against her cuffs again.
"They just made things simple," said Shan, "so much easier when that silly safe-word is out of the way. Now when your Black master or mistress requires you to do something you can just obey without having to think about it."
"Not that YOU knew it was a trick," said Alysha with a sideways glance at the older white woman. She took Jessica's cheek in her hand. "Has serving us ever not brought you rewards? I have my dog at home and I would never hurt him - I love him. Just like my dog you white girls have to be trained and you have to learn obedience - but when you are ready to give us your trust then it is so beautiful and you will be so fulfilled."
The African-American woman undid the leather restraints. "No more tricks or tom-foolery. The door's over there if you want to go. Otherwise, Izeye can start work."
Jessica looked at the big man. He gave her a smile - but was it of reassurance or of triumph. She made her decision and stayed on the couch.
"That's settled then," said Alysha.
Izeye walked across to a set of cupboards and pulled one open. He took out a leather object and came across to Jess. He carefully removed her gold necklace and dropped it into Alysha's hand. "Take that down to Zeke's and tell him to make some adjustments." The Black woman left but was back within a couple of minutes.
Meantime, Izeye had attached the leather object around Jessica's neck. It was a broad collar with a metal ring attached to the front. It almost operated as a stock, holding Jessica's chin up. "Comfortable, ho?" asked Izeye without the slightest pretence of concern.
"It's tight," gasped Jess.
"Better than the iron slave collars your ancestors put on mine," was his answer but he did move to ease the collar. Now Jess found she could breath easier but the collar still held her chin up and she knew she could never be really comfortable with it on.
Izeye took a chain and threaded it through the ring on the front of the collar. Then he took a small metal clamp on one end of the chain and attached it to Jessica's right nipple.
"Owww."
"Just a little pain for a few seconds and then you'll find you feel something else." Izeye was already fingering her left nipple to erection. "I love these - nothing better than a nice long sensitive pair of nipples." He attached the clamp at the other end of the chain to Jessica's left nipple.
There was no reaction this time. Jessica had already realised that after momentary pain the clamps felt really good.
Izeye went back to his cupboard and returned with a long white rope. "Lots of amateurs use any old rope - causes abrasions and discomfort. Feel how soft this rope is."
Jessica touched the rope - it certainly did feel smooth and soft.
"Stand up," Izeye ordered.
Jessica got off the couch and felt the new sensations in her nipples. Immediately her pussy responded to their arousal. The afternoon might not be so bad after all!
Izeye worked skilfully and quickly - knotting the rope after passing it round Jessica's naked body several times. "Beautiful white rope for a beautiful white subject. This is the real Japanese rope bondage - not too many folk over here can do it properly. Make most of my money nowadays doing this for movies or private parties. Too many people want to half-ass it with bondage gear or try to do it without the training and get themselves in trouble. I put that collar on you as its your first time - just so you know there can't be any problems with your neck. Reassurance, like. Next time we can do it properly if you feeling brave." He gave her that confident smile again as his skilled fingers continued to work.
Jessica knew when she was watching a master at work. His fingers nimbly knotted the rope until it formed a sparse network around her body. Rope lay under her breasts keeping them held proudly up for inspection. Rope curled round the collar on her neck and then down her back to re-emerge between her legs - the rope just in contact with her bare pussy. The rope was also curled and intertwined to run around her chest just above her tits and around her hips in a sort of belt. The man tugged a little and all the rope went close to her body - she felt the pressure on her pussy slightly increase.
Finally, Izeye stepped back. "That comfortable?" he asked.
"Yes, I hardly know its there."
The man smiled, "Not yet. Just one more addition for the moment. He produced a smaller piece of the same rope. "Put your hands behind your back."
Jess obeyed and felt her hands tied by the soft rope. She experimentally tried tugging her hands apart. The knot tightened and, though the soft rope did not hurt, her ability to move her hands was even more restricted.
"You want your payment now?" asked Alysha.



"Nah," said Izeye, "this is just for demonstration purposes." With a swift movement he grasped the rope at Jess' back and swept her forward before gently lowering her on her knees. Jessica could feel how strong he was and, in his ropes, how utterly helpless she was. Her pussy got wetter at the thought - or perhaps it was just that damn soft pressure of the rope on her pussy and now her clit. She might be able to get upright - but not if he didn't want her too.
Strong hands grasped her head around her ears and fingers hooked into her newly reddened hair. "You see the potential," came his deep voice. "You give a blow-job totally controlled by your master - or perhaps a mistress assisting him. He controls the rhythmn and depth of your service - perhaps he wants to see you gag or practice some breath-play with his big Black cock blocking your airways. You are simply a warm wet beautiful hole for him to pleasure himself with. Your whole world is that beautiful black cock and making it get off. Such potential with a woman like you."
With one hand he bodily picked Jessica up by the rope at her back and put her back on her feet. He'd done it as though she weighed nothing. Those muscles clearly weren't just for show.
"If you ever get tired of Taylor then a woman like you would do very well in our custom video market. Nothing TOO heavy - but we could explore your natural submissiveness. I think you'd find it fun - I certainly would. Anyway its something for you to think about."
Izeye stood behind Jessica and reached into his pocket. He produced two wide strips of a satin-like black material. One was looped round Jessica's mouth and tied before she really knew what was happening. The other followed - covering her eyes.
"Now for a little sensory deprivation play. Somehow losing the vision makes other perceptions sharper. He touched the chain attached to Jessica's nipple clamps and heard a muffled yelp. He smiled his satisfaction at the proof of his statement.
Then Jessica felt herself picked up and carried a short distance. She was raised in the air and the hands withdrew from her body. She kicked her legs but made no contact with anything. She was hung - suspended - and she felt her body find its balance - at about a 60-degree angle but with her head fortunately raised. The ropes were a little tighter everywhere due to the pressure from where the rope behind her back had been hooked up. She felt that extra pressure especially between her legs and even that little bit of gravity on the chain was sending small twinges through her clamped nipples.
A door closed. She realised that she'd been taken into a back-room and just hung up here. Next door she could only hear muffled noises - talking and movements. Under her blindfold there was perfect darkness. She hung, feeling the effects of the rope on her body and waited.
It was probably only five minutes and then she heard a door open - but it didn't seem to be the same door. She was becoming disorientated.
"Shit, man, they're fifteen points up. They gonna make the spread easy - you just deluding yo'self if you think they gonna ease off now. Oh my sweet lord..."
"What's that" - a long whistle - "now that's what I call half-time entertainment."
"What you two assholes... Well, well , well - old Izeye has surely done us proud. What that say on her back there?"
"It just sez 'Happy Birthday - Enjoy your present.'"
"Damn and she a pretty thing too so you can be real sure I'm gonna do just that."
Jessica's ears strained to hear more and they did - the noise of a zipper being unfastened.
She could tell there were at least three men in the room - all African-American to judge by their voices. A hand gently tugged on the chain holding her nipple clamps. "Mhhhppff," she responded.
Another hand slapped her butt and caused her to sway forward on her rope. "Don't you try and get away," playfully scolded a voice. Now a hand held her hip while the other slapped her butt hard.
"MmmmPPFF," she responded. She felt finger-tips gently tracing the side of her body and shivered a little. There seemed to be sensations coming from everywhere and without warning. Except that she had been given one warning - that zipper. Now she felt the tight rope pulled out of the entrance to her pussy and pushed to one side by strong fingers. Then there was another pressure.
"Damn this girl's good and wet and ready," came a voice and Jessica felt him enter her. He was no mythically huge Black man but he was plenty enough for Jessica's needs in her currently excited state.
"MMMPPFFF," she yelled.
A hand twisted down her gag. "What was that, baby?"
"YEESSS, fuck me hard!" The gag was replaced and the man started to do just that. He quickly acclimatized himself to Jessica's body swinging on the rope and timed his strokes to operate alongside that generated momentum.
Another of the men must have knelt down under her because she felt a mouth on her breast. The sensations seemed amplified by the nipple clamps and she squirmed and let out little muffled noises from her gagged mouth.
"Fellas, you wouldn't believe what this girl got written on her titties. By the way she's acting its all true tho. Cum in the little slut so I can get a piece."
"What you think I'm gonna do - you just wait your turn. I'm gonna make sure this nut's a good 'un. If she primed to breed then your slow-assed seed gonna be way late to the party. Gonna be my little nigga bastard growing in this fine white bitch."
"UUUggghhhh," howled Jessica.
"Shit - you see that. The bitch just came. Guess she must be ready for a black baby in her. That must be why old Izeye wanted us tested - so we could all nut in her pussy."
"Well, we can oblige her. Since she can't see us we ain't gotta worry about paying no child support." There was a raucous cackle of laughter.
Jessica was well and truly 'in the zone.' As the first Black man continued his fast fucking of her wet and ready pussy she considered her position. All three were going to fuck her and seed her while she hung helpless to resist, even if she wanted to. They didn't know her or love her or care about her - she was just their afternoon's entertainment. Not even that - she was just the half-time break from their real business - watching the big game. Just a few minutes fun for them - using her and, for all they knew, breeding her.
"UUUGGGHHHHH," she howled again.
"FUCK," he yelled and held her hard to him as his cock shot strong ropes of Black seed deep inside her pussy. "Bitch came again and made me nut." He held her a few seconds and then pushed her forward off his cock.
"Yeah, that's what I call a properly bred white cunt. You boys are welcome to try her but any egg in there is already well accounted for."
"Ah, shut up man. Bad 'nuff we getting sloppy used cunt without havin' to listen to your shit. Never hurts to give these cracka sluts another load or two - make sure of 'em. This one'll look real pretty in nine months time all full of Black baby."
"Damn right - now fuck her hard and fast 'cos the second half's about to start."
In fact the final period was well under way by the time they had finished. When the men had left, still careful not to show their faces to the camera blinking in the corner, Jessica just lay in her rope sling and felt the excess seed drip from her pussy. She heard the slight sound of it land and pool on the concrete floor over which she hung. After a few minutes she revived and heard a curious buzzing noise from next door along with occasional voices.
Making His Mark
Finally, Izeye emerged and picked her up off her suspension hook. He dropped her back on her feet, untied her hands and removed her blindfold and gag.
"How'd you like it?" he enquired.
"It was amazing. Who were they?"
"Just some friends of mine - you don't need to know any names. All you need to know is they enjoyed fucking you." He started back next door, "Come on - Shan's had enough of a break. She hasn't enjoyed this afternoon quite so much. I have - been looking forward to inking her for a long time."
Shan was on the couch with her belly exposed. She wasn't secured but another Black man was holding her hand. "Now, girl, you know you wanted to see Jess over there marked. And you know I've wanted you marked for a long time. Just foolishness to put it off any longer. You gonna look so fine."
The glare from Shan suggested she was far from convinced. But when Izeye asked if she was ready to finish up the woman just gave a rueful look and nodded. "My husband won't be satisfied until this is done so you'd better get on with it."
Jessica watched with interest - it didn't take a clairvoyant to realise this might be in her future. Izeye was quick but precise - clearly he was a man of serious skills. The design was fairly small but distinct. A BMW car badge but here the words around the blue and white quartered circle were Black Man's Woman. Then around the outside were the words 'Leroy,' 'Marcus' and 'Samuel'.
"That's her husband and the names of their two boys," explained Alysha, "beautiful isn't it. Looks so good on her. Leroy's been wanting her to have it for years - she was always too scared until today."
"What happened today?"
"Leroy heard what she said about Izeye marking you and said she got to show you how its done. Now you can see how simple it is. All those years worrying and fearing the needle. When your Black master or mistress takes charge its so much better or you. A beautiful tattoo marking her love for her men - what could be more appropriate."
Jessica was very well aware that Alysha seemed to be talking about Shan, lying there and feeling the bite of the tattooist's needle, but she could equally well be talking about her, Jessica. It could be her skin being permanently marked in recognition of her devotion to, and ownership by, the Black race. She shivered a little and felt moisture run down her thigh. Was it hers or from the men earlier - did it matter?
Shan winced and gripped her husband's hand tighter as the needle bit home adding one last area of colour to the design. Then she gasped in relief as Izeye shut off his machine. He swabbed the design carefully and admired his handiwork before applying a light covering. "I gave Leroy the leaflet on after-care. Shouldn't be any issues but you know where I am. That's a neat job if I do say so myself."
Leroy helped Shan off the table and then Izeye turned back to Jess, "On the table, girl, so I can finish you up."
Jess looked at Alysha who just arched a quizzical eyebrow over one of her beautiful almond-shaped brown eyes. Jess knew it was a test and so once again she got up on the couch.
"Time to collect my fee and to fulfil Taylor's requirements. You bring it?"
Alysha handed over a sealed package. Izeye unwrapped a sterilized needle. "See your ears are pierced girl."
Jessica nodded - they'd been done as a young girl.
"This is the same principle - just in the upper part of your ear not the lobe. The collar will help you keep your head still. Been down the farm and seen the livestock with their ear-tags to show who they belong to?" He saw that she understood now. "Yes, same principle again. This little red and black tag with a 'T' on it goes in your upper ear. Nice and visible so people understand you with Taylor. Help keep you safe and help prove who you belong to. Ready?"
Jessica nodded and felt him take a hold on her ear. These was a moment's pause and then a slight pain as he forced his piercing tool through the cartilage. A few seconds later there was a second pain at the top of her ear.
"We call this an industrial. The jewellery pierces your ear in two places so it is held nice and securely. Taylor gets you the best titanium core with enamel finish for the design." He was working quickly as he distracted her with his talk. Soon the jewellery was in position and then screwed tightly into place.
"There - that's Taylor's business done. Just the one ear - you'll sleep on the other side for the next few months. Trust me you'll only try lying on this one once. Got a leaflet there for after-care - number on there if you concerned about anything. Which brings us to my fee."
He undid a single knot and the rope harness fell away from her body. Then he paused at her collar and tugged on the chain attached to it. Jessica gasped at the momentary pain and sensation from the clamps on her nipples.
"Yes, that decides my fee. Since you like these clamps so much we'll make it permanent. Keep those lovely long nipples ready for action. Ready?"
Jessica couldn't deny how much she liked wearing the clamps, even sometimes the pain before the pleasure overwhelmed it. She lay back and closed her eyes - trying to relax. She felt him take off the clamps and then swab the still erect nipple. A moment later and a sharp pain. Her eyes shot open and then she clamped them shut again. Izeye was working the tool out and her first nipple jewellery in. Soon the process was repeated on her second nipple.
Izeye again admired his work. "Damn, they do look good on you. Combi piercings - bar bell and ring all in one. Maximum stimulation and a little something for a man to play with." He took one last look. "You're done - think about my offer and come back if you ever get tired of Taylor. That beautiful skin was just made for my ink."
At that moment a young African-American girl entered the shop and handed Izeye a package. He opened it and nodded his approval. "This was paid for on the lady's card?"
"Thass all fine, wasn't cheap tho - doing a custom job without notice an' all."
Izeye chuckled. "That's OK. You have to pay for the best." He removed Jessica's gold necklace from the package and replaced it around the neck of the white woman, who had been struggling back into her newly-acquired outfit. He nodded. "Completes the picture nicely."
Jessica looked down. The heart, the symbol of romance, had gone from her necklace. Instead it had been replaced by the QOS emblem, that ever more widely recognised mark of a woman's devotion to big Black cock.
"From now on," said Alysha, "you wear that at all times. Easy enough to tuck it out of sight when you're at work. But you'll always know that's it's there and you'll always know what it says about you to everyone that sees it. Which is, after all, the whole damn point. Come on, bitch, let's take you home."
Back Home
Jessica was back only a couple of hours before she heard the pounding beat of a car stereo turned up way too loud. The expensive car halted and out got Emily before leaning back in to kiss Antwan goodbye. Then she was into the house and giggling like a school-girl. "Jess, you can't imagine where we went and what we've been doing. Antwan is amazing!"
Jess smiled to herself. The adrenaline was running strongly through her younger friend's veins. In time its effects would fade and she might suffer the same come-down that Jess herself had. She couldn't be sure what Emily had been doing last night but she could be pretty sure it went against all of her old upbringing and most of her previously accepted codes of behaviour.
Still, Emily need not worry. Jessica would be right here to help her through any concerns or regrets. Jessica would make sure that, just like herself, Emily would continue to follow her destiny as a slut for the Black man - with ALL that that entailed.
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Things Ain't What They Used To Be
Jessica need not have worried about Emily. The younger woman seemed to feel none of the doubts or fears that Jessica herself had battled with during her early career as a Taylor prospect. Instead the young blonde had taken to her new career as a slut for Black men like a duck to water. Jessica had enjoyed seeing her once quiet and reserved friend discover herself sexually and watching her personality become more out-going and confident.
Emily's enthusiasm had more than justified the decision to fast-track her as a prospect. Jessica knew that the program was different for every woman but it was still very clear that her friend was racing in a few months through a process that had taken Jessica herself a couple of years.
Jessica's work-life remained fundamentally unsatisfying. The foisting on her of two college placements had been almost the last straw. The girls were nice enough but she hadn't trained for years as a corporate lawyer in order to become a glorified nurse-maid. She was also well aware that some time, perhaps not too far in the future, her life as a slut and her life at Rifkin & Harker were inevitably going to collide. What would happen then?
She'd had a glimpse of that. Mr Rifkin had called her into his office and after leering at her like a disgusting pink pig he had lectured her about her new ear jewellery. It could apparently bring the firm into disrepute. It might put off future clients. In normal circumstances it would not be permitted. However, since Jessica was such a valued member of the firm, according to Rifkin, he was ready to relent on this occasion on condition that Jessica remember that her career was dependant upon him. He pointed out that he could help her rise high in the profession if she met his requirements and followed his advice.
Jessica had almost laughed in his face. When was the last time she'd been allowed near an important client? Where was her career going acting as a glorified clerk? But for the distraction of her activities outside of work she'd have died of boredom long ago. She couldn't figure out what the old fart was getting at.
***
Samuel Rifkin had a look of concern as he watched the four young women walk past him. He'd been surprised when Jessica had got that piercing in the top of her ear a month or two ago but he hadn't followed his initial inclination to force her to remove it. He felt a little leeway would be diplomatic since the Founder's Dinner was approaching and he had decided that would be the night that he revealed to Jessica that he was willing to take her as his mistress. He would get what he wanted - Jessica - and she would get what she wanted - he would release the brakes he had been putting on her career. With the glass ceiling removed he knew her abilities would rapidly propel her up the greasy pole of career success. Which would incidentally make his firm plenty of money in the process. Rifkin smiled briefly at the prospect but then looked again at the four young women.
He didn't like that piercing and jewellery at all - not least because he didn't understand why anyone would get it. Was it some sort of a fashion thing? Well, whatever it was he knew that as soon as he had made Jessica his mistress he would clamp down on all such nonsense. After all it was his responsibility to ensure that Jessica and Emily were appropriate mentors for their two new graduate placements. It was part of their job to demonstrate how to act and how to look once one had joined the profession. The two girls came from the elite college that he was intending his own daughter would soon attend and so he'd thought Jessica and Emily were perfect and safe mentors for them. Now Jessica had got that piercing out of the blue and as for the Szostak girl...
Rifkin almost unconsciously watched the wiggle of Emily's hips in her tight skirt as she walked away from him. He felt his cock stiffen as he appreciated the blonde's curves. He had heard that she had left her husband but until that moment he hadn't really noticed the changes in her. She had always seemed a quiet young woman. Now she walked with poise and confidence. She seemed to have discovered herself. Rifkin scowled again at such nonsense. After the Founder's Day Dinner he would certainly have to re-assert his authority over his staff. They weren't here to 'discover themselves' they were here to behave appropriately and to make him money.
The aging lawyer's weak chin jutted forward a little. This was HIS firm and he was going to ensure that he ran a tight ship. Apparently they had to have women lawyers nowadays. Well, that was OK so long as they knew and kept their place. He pondered that Jessica was going to have to learn that one of the places he expected her to be was in his bed. Once again Emily Szostak's delicious rear-end swayed in his gaze. Sam Rifkin smirked to himself. Yes, Emily could also be brought to learn that lesson in time. He looked around at his firm's gleaming offices and the busy staff rushing to do his bidding and make his next million. He thrilled at his own power and prestige. Soon he would taste some more of the fruits of his position and their taste would be sweet.
Welcome To Our World
"But that's terrible - I know richer clients can have better representation but the law should be fair to everyone." Young Kathryn seemed genuinely shocked.
Jessica almost rolled her eyes. Had she ever been so naive - well, yes, she certainly had. Everyone had to learn sometime. "Criminal law is often weighted against minorities but corporate law has a whole extra dimension of bias."
Emily waved at the office they sat in. "Our firm employs the best lawyers and works for the biggest clients. Half our opponents don't even have specialist corporate representation. The judges mostly are drawn from people who worked for firms like this one. Even in this city you can imagine how it works out. If you haven't got the money and connections then you'd best pray you can settle out of court. Meanwhile, guess who the people getting the dirty end of the stick are - especially around here. It's the small businesses and working men who in this city are mostly," she shrugged her shoulders, "African-Americans."
"Oh no, you mean it's racist too!" Kathryn was outraged
Madeline shook her head and her long blonde pony-tail whipped along behind her. "That can't be right - not in this country."
Emily and Jessica both looked at each other. "You have to do a project for your placement, correct." The two students nodded and Jessica continued, "Well, how about the place of ethnic minorities in corporate law. Just keep an eye on all the cases you study and all the things you see around here. In your time with us that should give you a good sample on which to make a judgement."
For a brief moment Jessica thought to herself how much might change in those three months. If her next challenge as a Taylor prospect fell on the wrong (or was that the right) day then she could be showing her baby bump by the time these girls left. Little thoughts like that seemed to come into her mind almost every day recently.
Our Friend From London
The day at the office had gone very slowly. Emily was with the placements assisting a case across town and Jessica was left metaphorically twiddling her thumbs. Her thoughts were on last night at the club. It had been fun, of course, but she knew that it wasn't all that she needed. She'd been expecting her next challenge for the last couple of weeks but hadn't yet heard anything. That was part of the game now. The anticipation and the desire. The knowledge that you might have to drop everything at any moment to satisfy your Black masters or mistresses.
She almost jumped out of her chair as her intercom sounded. "Miss Lyons," came the voice of her boss, "please come to my office immediately."
Jessica's breath caught in her throat. Rifkin didn't call her to his office often and whenever he did she wondered if he'd found out about her other life. She knew that the consequences of such a discovery would be immediate and final. Once the prospect would have terrified her. Now she felt rather more ambivalently about it.
She moved across the open-plan office and past the more discrete interview rooms. Rifkin's office was, of course, separated from the main one and she had to knock to gain admittance and then be ushered in by his PA.
Once she entered the inner sanctum of Rifkin's office she was shocked by who she found there. It wasn't just that two African-American men were in the office with Rifkin - though that was a most improbable sight - it was the fact that she very definitely recognised one of them. Fortunately, she had courtroom experience enough not to let her guard slip.
The two men were both very dark skinned and dressed expensively. The older man, the one she recognised, was completely at ease. You could almost have thought that this was his firm and his office. Jessica thought to herself that this had to be a man of importance. You didn't get into this office unless you were that. You didn't get to apparently lord it over Sam Rifkin unless you were a whole lot more than that.
So that was all very interesting. However, what was more immediately of note was just where Jess had seen him before. He'd spoken to her when she was naked after stripping for the crowd at Don Parsons' retirement party. He'd been the one who had told her about the true life of a BMW, a Black Man's Woman. He'd been the one who'd effectively ordered Sammy to train her in the not-so-gentle art of giving up her white butt to the lusts of Black men. She'd also occassionally seen him at the club and she had an idea of who he just might be. A suspicion that was confirmed a second later.
"Miss Lyons, this is Mr Taylor, the CEO of the Taylor Foundation. I doubt you've heard of it but it's one of the more influential organisations in the city and state."
Jessica noticed a flicker of a smile on the basically genial face of Mr Taylor. "Our influence stretches just a little beyond the state lines." He chuckled, "You were right, Sam, this IS the lawyer I remembered. I thought her performance last time I saw her was most impressive. I have an idea she'll go far."
Jessica felt the blood rush to her face. Being reminded of the nature of her 'performance' for Don and his guests while in Rifkin's office was alarming. Finally meeting Mr Taylor was almost more so.
There was a twinkle in Taylor's eye as he observed her blush. Then his attention was back on Rifkin. "My colleague here is visiting from London and has a simple contract which he would like a skilled corporate lawyer to run her eye over. He uses it in the UK and we were thinking of bringing it over to use as part of our US business. I just thought of Miss Lyons since I was coming over here for our meeting. Needless to say we will remunerate..."
"I won't think of it," said Rifkin, "please accept this as a first part of what I hope will be a long and profitable partnership. I'm very happy to assist Mr ... errr"
"Levy," said the second Black man in a slightly accented voice.
"Ah, yes, Mr Levy," beamed Sam Rifkin.
"No," the man said firmly, "not Mr Levy, just Levy."
"Of course, of course," said Rifkin through gritted teeth. Jess could see that he was pretty furious. People didn't talk to Sam Rifkin like that.
Jessica's attention switched to Levy. He was very different to Taylor. Taylor wore his Italian designer suit like a second skin. He was totally at ease in these surroundings and was clearly enjoying himself even as he was finessing Rifkin into forgetting about Levy's rudeness and beginning their own negotiations. Levy looked more like an attendee at a Mafia funeral; a suit was clearly not his usual uniform. He looked like he'd spent a lot of time in lawyers' offices but only while organising his defence. Levy apparently didn't give a damn what anyone thought about him and had clearly enjoyed putting the white big-shot lawyer in his place. Jess noticed a long knife scar down one side of Levy's face. Taylor was a man of influence and power. Levy was clearly that too - but much more from the streets.
"Perhaps Miss Lyons could take Levy to examine the contract in question while we get on with business." Taylor's voice cut into Jessica's musings and she noticed another surprising thing. Rifkin's reaction was relief. It was clear that he had been intimidated, perhaps even scared, by Levy. She'd never seen her boss like that before.
Jessica was soon leading Levy across to her glass-partitioned work-station. She sat behind the desk and gave him a big smile. Whatever else, he was clearly a close associate of what promised to be a major new client. Levy paused and then took a seat at the other side of the desk.
"I'm sure Mr Taylor will be pleased by what our firm has to offer..." she began.
"He already knows what this firm has to offer," cut in Levy, "which is why we asked for you."
"Oh..." said Jessica.
"Oh..." repeated Levy with a mocking smile. "I and Taylor are in the same business. We just have slightly different methods. He is much more patient - a fly-fisherman if you like. He sets his bait and plays with his lures and enjoys the chase until he finally lands his catch. Me, I'm generally a little more direct. I see what I want, I take it and I make it mine."
Jessica could only nod.
Levy continued, "That isn't to say we don't acquire good practices from each other. I've learned patience with those potential acquisitions that are worth my time. Taylor has picked up a few tricks from me too. Like for instance - this one. I use this in my business and I'd like your input on it." He reached into his hold-all and pulled out an envelope. He pushed it across the desk and Jessica withdrew from it a single sheet of A4 paper.
B.M.W. Contract
I, JESSICA LYONS, agree to the following clauses of this contract and will adhere to them faithfully:
1. I accept that I am the property of my Black owners, both Masters and Mistresses.
2. I will NOT suck or fuck other cocks from now on. If my spouse is not a Black owner then either that marriage must end or my spouse must formally acknowledge that his wife will be following this contract and accordingly must relinquish all supposed rights or influence over me.
3. I will NOT wear panties, except as agreed in advance for hygienic reasons. I will ensure that my cunt is always kept fresh and available for my Black owners' pleasure.
4. Any clothing that I wear in the company of Black men MUST be appropriately sexy and revealing. It is my responsibility to dress and act in such a manner as to impress and please Black men at all times. When asked to wear certain clothing by my Black owners I will follow their wishes - though I may suggest alternatives which it will be at my Black owners' discretion to approve.
5. I will maintain gym membership and exercise regularly in order to keep my body fit and ready to be used for my Black owners' pleasure.
6. I agree that it is an obligation on my part to encourage other white females to go Black. This may include relatives, friends and work colleagues. Where possible I will direct all women showing such an interest to my Black owners.
7. I understand that my Black owners pledge not to FORCE me into illegal or physically damaging activities. In return I pledge that I will eagerly and enthusiastically engage in servicing their wishes and desires in all ways possible. Any illegal or permanently physically altering procedures, i.e. cosmetic surgery, tattooing or piercing, will only be undertaken with the prior consent of both sides.
8. I understand that my role is to provide sexual pleasure for Blacks and Blacks only. I will participate in Black sex bareback and wherever and whenever my Black owners wish. I understand that should this lifestyle lead to changes occasioning material hardship then I can apply to suggested organisations for support so long as I remain obedient to all clauses of this contract.
9. I undertake never to use birth control and to receive Black seed as my Black owners instruct. I understand that this will lead to pregnancy or pregnancies and gladly accept my role as a white breeding slut. The material needs of resulting offspring will be met by myself and supporting organisations without recourse to legal measures or paternity tests.
10. This contract is open-ended and can only be terminated with the agreement of the Black owners. Breach of these rules will be punishable at the discretion of the Black owners without the right of appeal. This punishment will extend up to, but not be restricted to, expulsion and banning from all activities of the Black owners, their associates and associated organisations.
Signed: Jessica Lyons / Date: 29 April 20XX
Jessica read through the document and felt the heat in her body. It was so blunt, so blatant. However, she close to 'play the game' and tapped the sheet of paper with her finger. "I'm not sure, Levy, that this would stand up in court. In fact I'm pretty sure that it wouldn't - we abolished slavery quite some time ago."
"Don't need an oyibo to tell me that," said Levy. "These contracts aren't made in court they are made in the minds of their signatories. All you need to know is that once you sign you follow the rules. Otherwise, you get to go back to all of this." He waved a hand at the surrounding office in a dismissive gesture.
Jessica got the point. For years she'd worked hard to get to where she was but those years were before she'd discovered Black sex. Now, what had been her life's ambition could be held over her as a threat.
Levy was watching her carefully and nodded with a half-smile on his face. "Lot of my girls get with me and then don't have much choice but to stay. I put food on the table and a roof over the heads of them and their families. Not that they complain - I also make sure they get what they really want and need."
Jessica swallowed. "What about their families?"
"Nearly all their husbands or boyfriends dump them - even when it was their idea in the first place. So I provide for my girls and their babies - just so long as they ARE my girls. I guess they could leave my employment and rely on the welfare state but they wouldn't get the real benefits of our little arrangement"
"I, er, see," said Jessica. Yup, she saw alright and her bald pink pussy was wet with desire now. The skill of the Taylor foundation or Levy lay in identifying the women who would sign such a contract and willingly live under its rules. Women like ... her.
"Of course, for some, there ain't no such bread-and-butter concerns. Its all about being part of the life we lead. They taste the sweetness and then they just want more and more, to dive deeper and deeper into a new world and a new life. That's why oyibo like you sign the contract and follow the rules It don't need no court to rule on it - its just another sign of your dedication."
Jess flushed again. She knew what he was saying was true. "I just sign it." She picked up a pen.
Levy chuckled. A harsh mirthless chuckle. "Suddenly in a hurry, eh. How long since you first met Taylor's people?"
"Two years."
"Two years, eh. You'd be a confirmed BMW by now if you'd met me first. You know what that means?"
Jess remembered what Taylor had told her at Don's party. She nodded.
"Tell me," snapped Levy
Jess almost whispered. "She has a Black man's child in her arms and a Black man's baby growing in her belly."



"Correct. Except in your case it'd most definitely be me that bred you first time out. Taylor said you were something special and I'd give myself your fertile womb as a little treat."
Jess just sat - staring into the dark sombre eyes of Levy.
The bleak little smile came again on the knife-scarred Black face. "I don't see you running way or fainting so Taylor was right again wasn't he. You're ready now."
Jess nodded.
"Well perhaps we ain't quite sure about you. Maybe we need you to show your commitment. So there are just a few little things we'd like you to do for us first."
Then Levy explained just what those 'few little things' were. Jessica listened and understood. Before Levy left her work station the first arrangements had been made.
Welcoming the boys home
Jessica shivered a little as she sat in the car next to Levy. Under her coat she was only wearing a thin and very tight black cat-suit with a front cut away to expose a generous display of cleavage that was obscured only by a single black lace criss-crossing between eyelets to hold the outfit together. The lace ended in a knot the ends of which hung down between her breasts.
Levy handed her a bottle-bag and a small parcel. He gestured across the street to a row of dilapidated houses. "Number fourteen, don't wait around outside and don't ring the wrong bell. Lots of sharks round here who'll smell a tidy profit in a pretty white woman like you. I should know." He flashed her a wolfish smile but, as usual, his eyes didn't join in the joke.
Jessica remembered all she'd ever heard about Levy. He was a dangerous man and when Antwan or Tyrone spoke of someone with respect then you knew that the reputation was well-earned. This was a man who really might kidnap you and send you to a Mexican brothel. She hesitated.
"The lady has brains," chuckled Levy. "Don't worry - you got Taylor's mark on you." He pointed at the jewellery in her ear. "That means you're safe - from me at least. The men over there will take you home. I got work to do."
Jess got out of the car and then took off her coat and handed it to Levy. The door slammed and Levy drove off without a backward glance. Jessica took a deep breath and walked across the street through the gathering gloom as evening fell. This wasn't the most fashionable part of the city but she'd seen worse, a lot worse. It'd be due for gentrification in the next few years and these buildings looked sorely in need of it.
She reached No 14, carefully checked the number again just to make sure and then rang the bell. There were a few anxious seconds waiting. What would she do if there was no-one here? She was just about to ring again when the door swung open.
"Damn," came an amused chuckle, "hey come see what we got here." A dark-skinned African-American man in an undershirt stood in the doorway. His eyes crinkled in a smile as he looked Jessica up and down. He ran his tongue over his teeth and then stood aside to let her enter. As she passed a hand gently slapped her rump.
A long whistle singled a second man and then a laugh identified a third. Three men, all as Black as the ace of spades and all, as Jessica quickly noticed, sporting the latest in criminal justice system ankle tags.
"See you with Mr Taylor," said one of the men. At her look of surprise he tapped his own ear. It seemed that Jessica wasn't the only one who could spot an identifying tag. The man nodded at the bottle bag, "That a house warming present for us baby."
"Damn, I was hoping SHE was the 'welcome home' treat," said the second man, a wiry little man barely taller than Jess herself.
"Hmmmmnnnn," rumbled the third man, as great a contrast with his friend as you could imagine. The purr-like grunt, which Jessica assumed singled agreement, seemed to come from deep within the big man's muscular chest.
"Less be polite an' introduce ourselves," said the first man. "I'm Trey and these two are my real brothas from another motha. The big man is Marquis and the runt is Dion."
"I'm Jessica," she replied but her attention was distracted by Dion who had moved behind her and looked out the door.
"Seems your ride has lit out," Deon observed as he shut the front door.
"Err, Levy said that you'd be able to give me a lift home."
Marquis chuckled and Trey pointed to his ankle tag. "We'll be glad to but there's a little issue with that. We under curfew from about now till seven o'clock tomorrow morning. Guess we'll have to think of something to fill all that time." The three men's looks were now predatory and Jessica had no doubts at all what was top of the agenda.
"How long have you gentlemen been away?" she asked.
"Five for us two," said Trey, "Deon for four."
Jessica gently placed her bag on the floor. She moved close to Trey and carefully cupped the bulge in the front of his trousers with her hand. "Why are we wasting time then?"
Trey smiled and nodded. "Best see what you'll be working with, girl, and be aware that I share with my brothas here."
"I think you'd better - just in case you've forgotten how."
Deon and Marquis both roared with laughter and Trey nodded again. "Don't you worry, snow-bunny, you gonna find out that we got a lot of catching up to do. It's gonna be a long and busy night for you."
Jess dropped to her knees and quickly pulled out Trey's cock. It was already fully hard and clearly ready for action. She barely had it in her mouth before two more Black cocks were competing for her attention. They were all generously sized but it perhaps wasn't surprising that Marquis seemed built to scale. He had a serious weapon pointing menacingly at her. If he wasn't the biggest she'd ever had to handle then he was damn close to it.
She grasped Marquis' cock and opened her eyes wide to show her appreciation. "You might have to go careful with this - you could hurt a girl with it."
The big man chuckled again. "Don' worry babe, it'll fit real fine."
"Fuck," said Deon, "I knew Taylor had girls but I thought they'd be crack hos or land whales not a fine piece of merchandise like this. Seems we made the right decision."
Trey looked at the white woman as her head once again bobbed up and down as she sucked his hard cock. "No shit, Deon," he agreed, "no shit."
Marquis' big hand grabbed the lace at the front of Jess' dress and pulled. The dress fell open exposing her beasts and both were swiftly mauled by eager Black hands.
Jessica withdrew the cock from her mouth, "I don't think you boys need any fore-play. Care to show we what you can do."
"'Boys', huh," said Trey with mock annoyance. "I think you need teaching a lesson or two in how to behave. Get in there and we'll get started on your education."
As Jessica stood to follow Trey's instruction Deon's arm circled her and lifted her off her feet and onto his shoulder. As she was carried towards the main room Jess reflected that Deon was the little guy of the trio and yet he was man-handling her as if she weighed nothing. It certainly promised to be an interesting night.
She was quickly out of her few clothes and the men weren't far behind. "Ain't got no condoms so we gonna be raw-dogging ya," said Deon with a smile showing his sharp white teeth.
"We know the rules," interrupted Trey, "and Uncle Sam was kind enough to give us a free medical exam prior to release. Clean bill of health and a license to fuck white bitches bareback."
"Bitch on the pill?" asked Marquis, "Ain't payin' no child support."
"I'm not on birth control," said Jessica, "but you don't need to worry. You can cum when you like and where you like but, just so as you know, I like to feel a man's seed deep inside me. Especially when I'm fertile." The men seemed to like that.
"Spin," ordered Deon and when Jessica turned round his hand pressed her against the wall. "Assume the position, slut." His foot pushed between hers and eased her legs further apart as she put her hands high on the wall. She felt his hand at her pussy and a satisfied chuckle. "Bitch ain't foolin'. Ready and eager to be bred by a brotha. This pussy is dripping."
"Quit talking - start fucking," rumbled Marquis. Jessica realised that he was a man of few words but worthy of attention when he did speak.
Deon clearly knew that as well. No sooner was the suggestion made than his cock was pushing its way into Jessica's body. It took only two quick thrusts for him to go balls deep in warm, wet and welcoming pussy.
"Fuck," he murmured, "that's good." Deon knew his friends were waiting and so he didn't bother with patience or finesse. His hands grabbed Jess' waist and he began to hammer away with eager, urgent thrusts. This fuck wasn't about romance or desire. It was pure lust. The simple and age-old need of a man to shoot his seed deep into a female he desired. Deon's face set in a look of determination as he continued his fast frantic fucking of the woman he had just met.
Jessica felt the need in those thrusts. She felt it in those hands that were grasping her sides so hard that they would probably leave little bruises. She even felt it in the panting breaths of the man as he worked for his climax. His need and his thrusts set off the desire in her own body and she arched her back and clung to the wall with her fingers.
"Uggghhh," Deon grunted, pushed his cock as deep into her as it would go and held it there. He shot powerful spurts of his cum deep into her and his hands finally relaxed their grip on her sides. She felt him kiss the small of her back and then withdraw. "Thanks baby."
Those two little marks of appreciation and affection registered with Jessica. These three men were Black ex-cons, the lowest of the low as far as her family would have been concerned. Scum of the earth to be kept down and preferably incarcerated again as soon as possible. If they as much as looked at a white woman then ... well, in the old days they'd had ways of dealing with that. But Jessica now knew just how much bullshit that all was. These three were, at the base of it, just men and after 'being away' they were clearly in real need of female company.
Trey put a towel down and gestured to Jess. "You ready 'cos I need to road-test that fine white pussy of yours."
She knew what he wanted and took position on her hands and knees. "Likely to be quick again," said Trey as he pushed his cock to her well-lubricated pussy, "sorry but I need to get my nut. We can get to know each other a bit better later." As he spoke he set the rhythmn of his fucking.
Again she felt the urgency and force of a man's long pent-up lust. The hard flesh pushing in and out of her, his hips against her butt as he tried to force himself as far into her as he could on each stroke. "That's it Trey," she cooed, "get yourself off in me. That's what I'm here for. To welcome you to your new life."
His hands were on her too, fortunately not holding her in quite the same place. "That your wedding ring?"
She smiled to herself. Yes, these three were just like a lot of the other men she had fucked in her own new life. They surely did like the idea of fucking a white man's wife.
As she thought about it his hand landed on her bare pink buttock with a crack. "Answer me slut - that a white man's ring on your finger? What's he think about you fucking niggers?"
"Its a white man's ring but I had to choose between him and Big Black Cock."
She heard his grunt of satisfaction. He clearly liked her decision. Then his hand smacked her ass again. "You really not on the pill?"
Jessica smiled again. Experience had taught her that while Black men liked fucking a little white wife they REALLY liked the idea of knocked her up when they did. "That's right, I'm fertile and unprotected and all yours."
She'd have bet money on that doing the job and it did. Trey grunted and pushed his final stroke home. Again billions of sperm enriched with African DNA were released into her body. And it would only take one...
She enjoyed the warmth of her little climax at that thought. She was probably just out of her really fertile window but a girl could dream.
"Ready for the main event?" The deep voice signalled that it was Marquis' turn.
"I guess we've opened her up enough for ya," laughed Deon.
"Not where I want to fuck her." said Marquis. He saw the woman tense a little at the prospect. "Don' sweat it, thass for later. Now I want me a chance at that fine white pussy. You can ride."
Marquis sat himself in a battered armchair which creaked a little under his bulk. His big Black Cock stood proudly up and the invitation was obvious. Jessica moved over and straddled him. She grasped his serious girth and moved herself into position to take him. Maybe the other two had re-seized her after all. Or maybe the combination of her own and two men's cum was excellent lube. Either way the big head eased its way into her cunt and she began posting up and down, taking a little more of him with each downward movement.
"Work that dick," rumbled Marquis and Jessica tried her damnedest to do just that. He was filling her up just the way she liked. Every movement of their bodies registered on the sensitive flesh of her pussy and she was felling very good about the prospect of doing this all night.
She looked at the big man and grinned as their eyes met. Marquis smiled too when he saw the pleasure she was taking. Then he gave a mock scowl. "Hey, you supposed to be my present not the other way round. Now work hard on that cock and prove you deserve my baby-making seed."
Jessica felt it again. That reaction of her body when a powerful Black man said such things while they were fucking. When he claimed the right to seed her and have her raise his babies. The idea had always had a potency for her. ever since it had first come into her mind, but she knew that the desire was increasing inside her. Was it the legendary 'biological clock'? She didn't know the cause but she was damn sure of the effect.
As she had been thinking she had been working hard on Marquis' big thick cock. Pushing herself up and down, her long red hair flying where it wasn't plastered to her face by the sweat of her efforts. Suddenly her whole body seemed to quiver and she moaned. She slumped forward onto Marquis and grasped his big shoulders with her hands. Her lips found his ear. "Give me my baby, Marquis, do it," she whispered.
The big man took over and began to rhythmically push his hips upwards as she clung onto him. It didn't take long and soon his seed joined that of his friends in Jessica.
***
One bottle of champagne didn't go far between four people. "Just a taste," explained Trey, "Taylor knows we on curfew for six months or until our new employment is confirmed. Fail an intox test and we go straight back."
"Just as well our man Taylor has arranged jobs for us," said Deon, "couldn't stand six months with this fucker." He gestured angrily at his ankle tag.
Trey was opening the other little package. "Shit," he exclaimed and pulled out a note, a small bottle and a little camera. "Seems we were supposed to film the action for Taylor's site"
"That's no problem," said Jessica, "we'll just film the second round and maybe the third if you men are up for it."
Deon chuckled, "Now thass what I call problem solvin'!"
Trey was reading the note - a look of surprise all over his face. "This true? What this Levy guy has put down here."
"I don't know - what has he written?"
"Sez you're a lawyer, not no ambulance chaser neither. Working for the big corporations. Sez something here about your daddy and grand-pappy too. That all true?"
"It's true that my father and grand-father were County Sheriffs."
"Ah," said Marquis.
"And whereabouts was that, Jess, cos I'm hearing a little accent there." Deon was looking at her hard now.
"Shelby County," she said.
"Which state would that be in?"
"Mississippi," Jessica finally admitted.
"Well we know how you got to be a lawyer then," said Deon grimly. "They funded you through college by putting people behind bars. I'm guessing your pops was particularly keen on putting certain people, people like us three, behind those bars. That true?"
"His views weren't very enlightened," admitted Jessica.
"Your grandpappy or him still with us."
"No."
"Shame - I'd like to send them the footage we about to shoot. Show them what their little white princess gets up to."
"Easy man," cut in Trey, "can't blame someone for their family. You should know that - your pappy wasn't exactly a model citizen."
"True, true," admitted his wiry little friend, "see why Levy let us know though. Gonna put a certain edge to every time I fuck you girl. Consider that ass of yours our reparations for any innocent Black folks your people locked up."
"Thass right," said Marquis, "but you should be using your skills to even those scores." Again the big man was talking sense but Jessica put the thought aside for the moment. Just now she had more than enough on her plate.
***
Jessica was starting to feel real fatigue. It was alright for the men - they were going turn and turn about. With the exception of two short breaks she seemed to have been fucking for hours. The second round had been much more relaxed than those frantic first efforts. Long bouts of sex with the men occassionally tagging each other out when they felt close to cumming. They'd wanted it to last and to enjoy her body to the full. It had been great, like nothing Jessica had ever experienced, but now she'd taken two loads from Trey and Marquis was working on his second. Her tired body was just about hanging in there with him when...
Suddenly Marquis moved from missionary to roll onto his back. Jessica was left on top of him and mentally cursed her luck. She liked to ride a man as much as any girl but not just at this moment. Then she felt Marquis' arms on her shoulders holding her body to his. She flinched as a trickle of cool liquid ran onto her butt. She fought the desire to tense up as fingers began to work their way into her ass.
"You can thank Levy for supplying the lube," cackled Deon. "Now I'm gonna get me some lawyer ass."
Jessica hardly had time to process his comment before he began making good on it. Almost before she knew it she was having her first experience of being fucked by two men at the same time. She now had plenty of experience of anal but it certainly made a difference having Marquis' big cock in her pussy at the same time. Deon, despite his harsh words, was hesitant and careful at first. Only once he knew Jess was ready did he start to fuck her in earnest. Marquis was moving as little as possible - just enough to keep himself hard while he held Jess in position with one hand and grasped a tit with the other, his finger rolling over her pierced nipple.
"Oh fuck," was all Jessica could blurt out. Then Deon was fucking her ass hard, enjoying her tight hole. His hand cracked down on her buttock leaving a livid hand-mark on her pale skin. Sweat dripped off his chin as he worked on fucking the white woman as hard as he could. Plenty of lawyers had fucked him in the past and now he was enjoying returning the favour!
"Fuck YEAH," he triumphantly declared as he rammed home one last time and came in Jessica's ass. He took two deep breaths and then smacked her ass again. "That was damn good. Why weren't you fucking her hard too brotha?"
Marquis just replied, "Tell she wasn't used to DP. 'Sides now you've opened her up back there."
He lifted her off him and lay her on the bed. Then his big body was towering over her and he grasped her legs pushing them back to leave her butt exposed. Jessica knew what was coming and not so long ago the idea would have terrified her. She'd have thought a man like Marquis would tear her apart. Now it was just a matter of feeling herself stretch around the big head of his cock and then waiting for the rhythmn to start. It might never be her favourite activity but she could ride with it. If she kept her men happy then they would keep her happy in other ways. All part of being a slut for the Black man.



***
She slept with Trey the last part of the night and next morning he drove her home in his beat-up Nissan. "Sorry 'bout the wheels, baby," he apologised, "but we can't live too high on the hog while we on license."
His words reminded her of what she'd almost forgotten. She'd just spent the night with, and experienced her first Double Penetration courtesy of, three Blacks fresh out of jail. It had been the first sign of her commitment required from her - to do 'a job' for Taylor. Basically, she'd been supplied as a hooker to welcome these men on their release. She hadn't been paid - but maybe Taylor had. Or maybe it was just his way of welcoming them as new employees. She didn't know and she wasn't required to know. She just had to be an exciting and desirable sexual plaything for men long denied such. She looked across at Trey and he gave her a little smile. She smiled back - they seemed satisfied with her work.
About a mile out from her home Trey cranked his stereo up to the point it almost hurt. Jess knew the drill - her Black owners liked everyone to know who was bringing her home. The 'urban' music boomed through the neighborhood as Trey pulled up in front of her house. But when Jess got out Trey got out too. He moved round the vehicle so that it shielded him from the neighboring houses.
"Still got ten minutes till I need to be at work." Trey leaned against his car and pulled down his jogging pants. His Black cock sprang free. "Get sucking babe - I think I got another nut for ya." Jessica knelt in front of him and began sucking his semi-hard dick.
"Damn girl, don't hang back - you can help too." There was a giggle and Jess realised that the music booming out of the speakers had drawn Emily outside. Soon her friend, dressed ready to leave for work, had joined her in working to service Trey's big Black cock.
Practice had made both Jess and Emily pretty expert in what they were doing and Trey had no need to make it last. Soon - as Emily sucked his shaft and Jess gently suckled his balls - he grasped the blonde's head and pulled her off him so that his cock could shoot three jets of spunk over her face.
"Get up bitches," said Trey, "Taylor told me to be sure to give you this." As the two women stood in front of him he pulled out a money-roll and peeled off some bills before pushing about half down each of the women's tops. "Payment for services rendered. Now I gotta be at work. Hang with ya later."
With that Trey got back into his car and was gone. The two women looked at each other. A long strand of cum dripped off Emily's face and onto her jacket. "Shit," she moaned, "now I've got to change again." She saw the look on Jess' face and both women started laughing.
As they rushed to get changed and ready to go to work, Emily kept giggling. "I can't believe that just happened - I think you must be a bad influence on me!"
'Just you wait,' thought Jessica, 'just you wait..."
***
Upstairs across the way an old lady muttered grimly as she checked the phone her grand-son had taught her how to use. It was all there on video. The nigger got out of the car and both the whores disappeared out of sight. Then when they emerged the blonde one had ... it was too disgusting to think about. But most important was the fact their pimp or john, or whoever the nigger was, gave them their money in full view. Now they'd listen to her and she could get something done about it. She went back to her window and watched the two whores go inside.
The Cock Pit
"Don't look much does it?" Shaka had walked across to meet Jessica at her car. As she arrived she had realised that she had been here before. Just across the way was the little house where she'd seen Isobel bred by a succession of Black men and then where the man meeting her had done his best to knock her up. A little beyond that were the three apartment buildings where Vikki lived. She noticed boards up on the lot next door for a fourth building under construction by the Taylor Foundation. Clearly the Foundation continued to expand and continued to need more room to house women like Vikki and their families.
But now Shaka wasn't talking about any of that. He was talking about a long two-storey construction which seemed much older than the rest of the buildings around it. "Been a bar for about 130 years - Mr Taylor bought it cheap when they were clearing this neighborhood. Then he made sure the building was retained. The man has vision - he was planning this thirty-five years back."
The building had no signs or advertisements to reveal its identity but Jessica knew that this had to be the notorious Cock Pit. Shaka led Jessica across to the building and opened the door. Inside were two African-American men and four White women engaged in cleaning and re-stocking a large bar room.
"Everything OK?" enquired Shaka.
A woman polishing beer taps put down her cloth and replied. "All good, Shaka, we had an amazing time last night. Hey, is that Jessica with you!" The woman came around the bar and gave Jess a hug. "We've been following your progress - we knew you'd make it!"
"She's not quite there - just a couple of little matters to attend to. Meantime we can let her know what'll be expected of her."
"Oh," said the woman smiling, "I don't think we want to tell her all our little surprises! My name's Angie. I'm a PA when I'm not helping out here."
Jessica was confused. "You clean up here?"
"Oh yes," nodded Angie, "we all do a little of everything round here. The bar and social club are open four nights a week and so we need bar staff and cleaners. It can get a wee bit crazy round here!"
Jessica looked around the large room. There was a small stage at one end and a bar running half way along one of the long walls. A large screen was on the wall behind the small stage and she noticed a sound system in place on the walls.
About a third of the way up the room there was a strip of metal with high-viz paint either side. Angie pointed at it. "That is for any of the guys that want to be careful with their identities. Once you cross that line pretty much every angle is covered by cameras for broadcast out to any patrons or members interested in viewing. On most nights that might only be a few folk but on special nights, like initiations, it can run into thousands."
"Initiations?" asked Jessica.
"Oh, new female members are expected to make a little presentation. Something of their own devising to demonstrate how much they want to join. Of course it's just for fun. If you've got here then our men have already made it clear that they want you. However, its a great chance to express yourself. Then we have a little ceremony - but you can find out about that when the time comes." Angie raised a sculpted eyebrow and chuckled.
"It's a commitment," she continued. "We work a monthly rota. One week off, one week working the bar or set-up, one week as a customer and one week as 'entertainment.' Anyway you'll soon get the hang of it. Upstairs we have some 'play-rooms' and a technical room managing security and communications. Of course your personal skills or profession can also be of use to the Foundation and in return there are career or professional possibilities that Mr Taylor can send in your direction."
While Angie had been showing Jess round the building the others had completed the work of setting the club up for its next opening. "Not all the women here are members. Guests are allowed on a one-off basis if they are viewed as having potential but their circumstances mean that they can't commit to us fully. They get a taste of our lifestyle and our men get some fresh faces. Naturally they are expected to reach certain standards and to attend at peak fertility. Our men require that much commitment at least."
Jessica followed Angie on a tour of the little building until she saw the walls of a long back corridor that were covered with hundreds of small framed photographs. "Our wall of honour," explained Angie.
Jessica looked closely. Every picture was of a woman and all of the women were white and young. Initially details of hair and make-up suggested the photographs were from the late 1980s or early 1990s but as they advanced the photos slowly became more contemporary. Angie stopped among the newer photographs and Jess stopped too. Angie nodded at the images with a smile and Jess took a closer look. She soon spotted what she had half-expected to see. A picture of the woman next to her with 'Angie 02' on the frame.
"Once you are a Taylor woman you get your picture up here. That's mine from three years ago after little James was born." Jessica advanced to the end of the rows of photographs. "I think you know some of these girls."
Jess recognised several images of women she had met at the club. She also saw Sammy's picture - among the last row. Angie saw her looking and smiled. "Her little daughter is so adorable - but as you can see we've had another two since her. Then, over here...," and the woman moved to a large cork-board of unframed images, "...we have those waiting to be initiated and to qualify."
There it was. Her own picture labelled 'Jessica 09'. Angie giggled. "Our men love to keep an eye on the prospects and you've drawn a lot of interest. They can't wait to get you your place over on the wall of honour." She pointed to another picture. "Emily here is your house-mate isn't she. That's great - it means you can move forward through the process together. But, of course, there's an important step to be taken first and you will have an important part in that. I think you know that don't you."
Jessica nodded. Levy had already told her what was expected of her.
Laying Down the Law
Emily Szostek was excited. She was always excited when the text messages came. The texts that gave her instructions for the next stage of her 'Blackening'. Usually they were details of when she would be collected or where she was supposed to go. This time it had just read, "We are coming. Be ready." She was alone in the house because Jess was out - probably on her own adventure. Emily was careful with her preparations. She showered and dabbed her body with perfume. She carefully chose her outfit and make up to appeal to whoever was taking her out tonight.
Emily had quickly learned what her Black partners liked. They enjoyed a girl to dress like a slut for them but what really rang their bell was a girl who could dress classy enough to be a catch but slutty enough for everyone to know she was fucking them. Her outfit tonight was very simple. She would just about have passed for respectable if her designer top wasn't unzipped enough to reveal generous cleavage and if her button-up skirt wasn't just that little bit short. She looked in her full-length mirror and nodded her approval. Any Black man should be proud to have her on his arm tonight.
Almost as soon as she felt herself to be ready Emily heard the front door open. "I'm back," came Jessica's voice, "are you ready yet?" Emily's eye-brows rose as she realised that her friend was obviously part of tonight. It didn't shock her - as soon as the prospect arose she wondered why she hadn't been expecting it.
Jessica came into the room and examined Emily critically. "That's pretty good - you have to be at your best today. Levy is going back to London tomorrow and we want him to have a night to remember."
Emily smiled. She knew Levy's reputation but had never met him in person. She liked a man who knew what he wanted and experience suggested she could easily handle these men. A little sweet honey and they became much more tractable!
The first signs that tonight would be different came from her friend. Jessica marched straight into the bathroom and emerged with the little box containing Emily's birth control diaphragm. "First things first. You need to decide whether to use this?"
There was no shock or outrage from her young friend. Emily just stood there looking at the box and Jessica decided to press on with her mission.
"Well, you've been doing amazingly well as a prospect but you must have got an idea that this," and Jessica shook the little box, "really isn't part of the program. Read this." Jessica reached into her bag and laid a sheet of paper on the table. It was a copy of her own BMW contract, signed and dated.
Emily sat down and read the paper - with an occasional gasp of surprise. Finally she reached the signature at the bottom and then looked up at Jess, her eyes wide.
Jessica had another sheet of paper in her hand and laid it next to the first. Emily knew what it was even before she looked at it. An identical contract but this time with her own name substituted for Jessica's.
"Oh my God," gasped the blonde.
"You don't have to sign tonight or ever. You don't have to leave the diaphragm in its box tonight - it's all your decision. But you know what we want and you know what our men desire."
"But tonight I'm ... you know, it couldn't be a more dangerous time."
Jessica gave a little smile and shook her head slowly. "No, Emily, it couldn't be a BETTER time. That's why Levy has selected you tonight. He likes his white girls to be hot, unprotected and at peak fertility."
"Oh..." said Emily.
"Are you telling me that you haven't thought about it - about taking a Black man's seed and having his babies?" Jessica saw the momentary flush on Emily's cheeks and knew that she had read the situation correctly. Now she could proceed with confidence. "Well, of course you have. You are going to be one of us and we all end up raising Black men's babies. But first we get to enjoy the ultimate in sex, knowing what the implications might be. I've had pregnancy risk sex with a Black man four times and there is nothing like it. I don't think the man even has to be that good - your brain, your largest erogenous zone, does almost all the work! Then when it's with a man like Shaka or Levy, a master of the art of fucking, then you get taken to places you didn't even dream existed. You have to try it at least once."
"But it's crazy..."
"Is it?" Jessica's sharp tone cut Emily's weak protest off. "Or are you realising that it's just what you've always wanted and needed?" Then Jessica held out her hand with the diaphragm box in it.
Emily hesitated and then her jaw set a little as she made her decision. "I won't need it."
Jessica smiled and then hugged her friend. A quick text message and within five minutes Levy would be here to complete the next and most important stage of Emily's training.
***
"Well worth the visit," said Levy as he inspected Emily's curvy form, "just the way I like my oyibos." He glanced at Jess. "Bedroom?" he asked. Jess pointed the way and Levy leaned forward to kiss Emily. As their lips met he skilfully propelled her in the direction indicated.
"Look real good in that outfit, girl, but I bet you look even better without it. You should show me - right now."
Emily started undressing and relished the attention Levy was showing her as she gradually showed more and more of her body. Once she was stood naked before him Levy began to move towards her.
"I came over with three women who lack the commitment to become my girls full-time. They've been visiting at the Cock Pit and enjoying all that Taylor has to offer. Its likely at least one and quite possibly more than one will be going back home tomorrow in the family way, ready to express their devotion to the Black man in the most natural of ways."
By now he had moved behind Emily as she stood, naked and exposed. His mouth moved down to her ear and almost breathed his words into it. "Real raw breeding sex - fucking the way it should be, fucking designed to make a girl a Black man's woman forever." Levy's hands began to explore her body. "Nature made women like you beautiful so that we alpha males would want to seed you. So that our strong offspring would grow in this white belly of yours. So that these perfect titties would fill with milk for our hungry Black babies." His deep voice went on outlining her future and he was satisfied by the slight reactions he felt every time his hands moved on to a new part of her.
Finally Levy's hand cupped over Emily's pussy and a Black finger explored her entrance. He chuckled as he felt her wetness, her receptiveness and her willingness to be taken on the journey he had planned for her. Two fingers entered her and began a slow rhythmn of entrance and withdrawal. "You are a modern woman - you know the truth. Who run fastest on the track - Black men. Who hit hardest in the ring - Black men. Who are the greatest sportsmen and athletes - Black men. Its only natural that we fuck best too."
His fingers were moving faster now. Emily panted and gave a little groan - then her eyes focused and she saw her friend Jessica shamelessly fingering her own pussy as she anticipated what was about to happen. "Yes," confirmed Levy, "Jessica already knows what I am telling you. The best of you White women, the cream of the crop, should go to the best and most deserving of men, we Black men. We take the best of you as our due - as worthy mothers of our children. First you fuck, then you fuck unprotected, then you fuck to breed. Understood?" His fingers were moving fast now and his other arm was almost holding the woman's smaller body upright as she responded to his mental and physical stimulation. "I will seed you tonight and with luck your body will take my seed and make new life. The greatest of all nature's miracles. New life within your belly - a Black man's baby within your belly.
A short high wail came out of Emily's mouth now and Levy withdrew his fingers. "If you are ready then get on the bed while I undress and your friend helps prepare you."
Had there ever really been any doubt? Emily got onto the bed and soon had Jessica's mouth locked on hers in a passionate kiss. As they broke Emily saw that her friend's eyes were sparkling with lust. Jessica said huskily, "It's going to be so good for you. I can promise that it might be your first time but it won't be your last. Once you've done it you can't forget it, you can't get it out of your head. Its so dangerous and so primal and so ... RIGHT."
They both heard Levy's deep chuckle, this time with real mirth in it. "I'd heard about you two and I like seeing it's all true. You are both fine enough to take back as my women - but for now let's concentrate on the job at hand. Is she ready?"
"Yes," said Jessica.
"I want to see you confirm it," ordered Levy. He saw her hand move, "Not like that, you know how I want to see it. I know you both prefer men but sometimes you have to perform if you are to be judged worthy of a real man's seed."
Jessica thrilled to the delicious nature of the temptation. Her long-time friend was to be prepared for breeding by her own tongue. Their first really sexual experience together would be merely a prelude to the main event, Levy's planting a baby in Emily's womb. Soon Jessica's tongue was buried in the blonde's pussy and her fingers were working on her clit. Emily had been wet and ready already but Jessica was determined to make her come.
As Jessica's tongue probed and explored pussy she suddenly felt a hand tap her shoulder and she reluctantly withdrew, her face shining with her friend's juices. As Emily looked up she saw her friend replaced by the naked Black form of Levy. He was several years her senior and he had perhaps begun to put on a few pounds but he was still a powerful presence, a strong Black Bull. His cock was a good length and already hard and ready to perform its duty tonight.
"Oyibo," Levy snapped at Jess, "you talked your friend into this now put my cock where it belongs." Jessica moved forward and grasped his thick tool and presented it to Emily's pussy lips. She rubbed it up and down a little and then together Levy and Jessica applied enough forward pressure for his thick cock-head to enter Emily.



"Ohhhh," came a little moan from the younger woman. Just a quiet little moan but Levy and Jess knew what it meant. For the first time a Black cock was in her at her most fertile time. This wasn't a casual fuck, this was an intentional breeding. Emily knew that the man in her meant to make her his baby-momma and that there was every chance that he would succeed.
Levy began to fuck Emily harder with a gradually increasing rhythmn. Jessica watched almost transfixed. She knew there wouldn't be anything too flashy about this fucking. It was just a case of coating Emily's eggs with as big a load of African seed as he could. She suddenly noticed Levy had placed a little camera on the little dressing table. Well, that hardly surprised her but now she went and picked it up to supply a few more interesting angles. She knew this would be a popular video with the patrons.
Watching through the camera almost separated Jessica from the moment. But she could still feel the heat of the room and hear the sounds of the vigorous mating. Emily's face was red and sweat was plastering her blonde hair to her. Her mouth was open as she panted with physical exertion. Levy was almost stone-faced - thrusting hard into her relentlessly. His eyes were fixed on Emily - apparently waiting for something.
Jessica knew what he wanted to hear and she decided to help. She took the camera close to her friend and began to purr words. "He's going to come soon, Emily. All that strong Black seed in your tight little pussy. Your sweet innocent little white egg won't stand a chance. You'll be claimed by the Black man forever, as his woman. There won't be any more hiding who you are - every one will know and you'll be proud that every one knows it."
Her friend's eyes were wild now. Maybe in fear, maybe in desperation, maybe in ... something else. Jessica was confident she knew the answer. "Tell him what you need, baby, tell him what you deserve."
The dam seemed to burst and Emily screamed as she came harder than she could ever could remember, "PUT A BABY IN ME, KNOCK ME UP, MAKE ME YOUR WOMAN."
Somehow, under the unholy noise Emily was making, Jessica heard the little male grunt and remembered to turn the camera to catch Levy collapsing forward onto the smaller body beneath him. "YYYYYYYYEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSS," howled Emily like a banshee. Jessica wondered if Emily could actually feel the rush of baby-making seed into her body. Perhaps, but she knew what was happening anyway. She knew it and welcomed it. Soon Emily's picture would be on that wall-of-honour at the Cock Pit with all the other confirmed Black Bred sluts. If not from tonight then from another night like this.
"Damn, you're good," said Levy as he stood and took the camera from Jess. "I'll have another load for you after we rest up a bit and then a third tomorrow morning before I leave. With a girl like you I don't want there to be any doubt about you being knocked up."
Emily moved to get up only to feel Jessica take hold of her. "Just lay back and let Levy's seed go to work. There's no hurry - we want you well and truly bred."
Levy's deep bass chuckle sounded again. "Best thing is that tonight will get two of you bred. Once Taylor's men see just how keen Jess was to see your belly full of Black baby you'd better believe that they'll be working hard to ensure she has the same." His big back hand rested for a moment on Jessica's flat white belly. "Which is just exactly as it should be."
***
The room was hot and smelled of sex. Sperm, sweat and female excitement had all contributed to it. Now Emily was on all fours being fucked doggy style by Levy. This second fuck hadn't been rushed and Levy had put Emily thoroughly through her paces before he now approached his second climax. One Black hand was on Emily's shoulder and the other's fingers were wrapped round her throat. But for her metal collar he might have been choking her but as it was he was just holding her in place. Not that she was trying to get away - far from it! But she was tired and he was fucking her hard. Levy growled and gripped her tight and she knew that he had come inside her again. More teeming millions of Black sperm all setting out on their journey to change her life forever. She gasped in satisfaction.
Levy's hand was still on her collar. "The two of you girls are just what I like, perfect to join my stable full-time. I could take you back with me tomorrow and put you to work. Taylor likes the idea of you using your educations but I know what your real skills are, and they ain't lawyer-ing. I'd keep you hard at work pleasing my men and my clients."
Thoughts were racing through both the women's brains. Was this an invitation or an instruction? Did they have any say in the matter? Did they care?
"Just one thing, tho," Levy's voice cut in, "my women are MY women. I don't share. So Jessica is out - she's already claimed by Taylor. But you, oyibo," he spoke to Emily, "you ain't wearing his tag so you seem available. It's just this collar here - your white husband put it on you?"
"God no," blurted out Emily," it's Don's, he was my first real man, my first Black man."
Levy gave a little snarl of disappointment. "If it was a white boy's collar I'd take you and have it cut off. Soon have my own markings on ya. But as it's a Black man's I'll have to settle for tonight. Pretty sure you'll soon be showing my own little gift to you. Then, of course, if I come back next time and that one," he gestured at Jessica, "isn't properly bred I'll ask Taylor to let me have her permanently. He owes me a favour or two."
Jessica involuntarily stiffened a little as it flashed through her brain that Levy's words made it only a matter of when and not if she would herself be big with a Black man's child. The thought and the reaction was only momentary. Hadn't she known that, deep inside her, for a long time?
Levy reached into his bag and produced a package. "Can't take this home with me - I generally get searched at airports for some reason. A contact over here gave me it but I don't smoke much nowadays. You keep it - in case some of your men want to partake. Its top grade, pure and natural. Hard to get nowadays with all the shit on the streets."
Jessica was going to refuse but before she reacted Emily had taken the bag. It seemed she was happy to take anything Levy wanted to give her tonight.
***
"Science is a wonderful thing," said Jessica, "as she placed the pill on the table in front of Emily, "it even sometimes lets us make up for regretted indiscretions. Not that we necessarily need to regret our indiscretions. We might even sometimes want to embrace them." Next she placed the BMW contact for Emily on the table and placed a pen beside it. "Now I've got to get ready to take Levy to the airport - he's not a patient man as you may have noticed." She giggled and then was gone.
Emily looked at the morning after pill and at the BMW contract. It really couldn't be more stark - the offer of two different roads, two different lives. The choice laid out on the table before her. Except that it clearly wasn't a choice that she needed to make - she knew what she wanted. She pushed the pill aside and proceeded to sign and date her contract.
As she put the pen down she heard a deep satisfied chuckle and looked up to see Levy filming her. He shut off the camera. "You'd better come with us then. We just have time to get a job done before I catch my flight."
Forty minutes later the two women were in a shop in a run-down area not far from the airport, a shop Jessica knew all too well.
"Well look who's back," said a delighted Izeye after he had greeted Levy and the women like old friends, "don't tell me this is who the special order is for?"
"For both of them now," said Levy.
"Better and better," rumbled Izeye and then went to his drawers and pulled a flat object out before offering it to Levy. "A standard stencil - with a script needle and appropriate ink the effect will be real good using this font. Just fancy enough to have a little art but still crisply legible. I'll use the stencil to draw the design and then ink it in."
"I was thinking down the inner arm," suggested Levy.
"Most seem to go for the shoulder or the rib-cage for script nowadays but I'm in agreement with you - it's a classic for a reason. I know about Jess, what about you," he asked Emily, "got any ink?"
"Err, no," said Emily. Her nervousness was obvious.
"Well I ain't going to say it won't hurt but there's no heavy colour on my design and your friend'll be here to help you through. Get on the couch and I'll draw out the design so you can see what it'll be like.
Izeye knew what he was doing and had a steady hand and a real draughtsman's eye. Soon, with the help of the stencil, he had a script design running down the inside of each woman's upper right arm in two lines. The writing in each case was identical. 'I pledge to obey the Ten Rules of a Black Man's Woman'.
Levy examined the scripts critically. "I like it. Blunt and to the point and a good permanent record of who you are and what's expected of ya. I'm minded to have the same put on all my girls when I get back. Sign the consent forms and then Izeye can get to work."
Jessica and Emily looked at each other and then signed. Izeye patted his couch and then gestured at Jessica. "We have unfinished business, girl, time we got you marked."
As Jessica got back onto the couch Levy made his farewells. "I have a taxi for the airport and Izeye will take you home when he's finished. Don't forget to send me proof once its done man - not that I doubt it will be. Never seen two oyibos so obviously owned by the Black man."
The outside door closed and Jessica heard the tattoo machine switched on. She felt Emily come and grip her free hand and then the bite of the needle as Izeye began her first tattoo.
Setting A Date
Rifkin checked his calendar. The annual dinner marking the foundation of the firm was just a couple of weeks away. He had decided to make his move for Jessica there. Her placements were apparently writing a project on ethnic minorities - what were these colleges doing nowadays? Still it should have bored Jessica enough to soften her up for him. Yes, on that evening he would make his move and she would be his.
Accepting The Truth
"So, analysing the evidence that you have unearthed and studying the statistics, what are your conclusions?"
Madeline shook her head again - but this time in resignation rather than denial. "I can't deny it - it's just too clear a case. But what can we do about it?"
"First you write a good placement paper - a dissertation putting the case strongly and effectively. Then, when you qualify, you could decide to work for a little less to give smaller and minority-owned businesses the good advice and representation they need but can't currently find."
"But you didn't," said Kathryn and then blushed at being so forthright.
Emily nodded. "That's right, we didn't. But Jess and I are seriously considering forming our own partnership catering exclusively to the needs of our African-American community." The curvy blonde raised an eyebrow at Jessica who barely controlled her desire to giggle.
"We could help after we've qualified," said Kathryn looking at her friend, "isn't that right Maddy?
Maddy nodded. "That's right - but we don't know what we really have to offer. What do we have that could possibly interest an African-American?"
Emily and Jessica looked at their two young charges. They were young and fresh and lovely, one a pale Irish redhead and the other an athletic girl with a clear complexion and a long blonde pony-tail. The two older women looked at each other and made an instant decision together.
"You should perhaps have a section on African-Americans in the criminal law system as comparison. Happily, we know three gentlemen who I'm sure would be delighted to give you the benefit of their experience." Emily closed her folder and smiled - the meeting had gone very well.
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Making Plans
Trey had been talking for five minutes on the inadequacies of the US penal system, punctuated by brief nods and exclamations of approval from his two ex-con friends. "...it's changed - there was always dangers but now a man can get shanked in there for nothing. You got to be ready, always got to be alert. You rely on your wing-men to watch your back like you watch theirs." He nodded to Deon and Marquis. "That's why we still hanging - got a bond, saved each other's lives. Deon had a wife - she quit rather than wait five years. We all got records - if it wasn't for a good friend helping us out we'd be back on a corner dealing now."
"In theory..." hastily added Deon. Trey seemed to have forgotten for a moment that they'd been spinning the line to these sweet little white girls that they'd been locked up despite being innocent men.
"Err, yeah, in theory," Trey hastily corrected himself. "Being in there - you have to adapt. You need the ink, you need the attitude, you even need to start thinking like you was a criminal or something - not the wrongly-convicted innocent men that we all was."
He showed the girls his full-sleeve tattoo detailing 'thug life' and recognising the lost lives of old friends. He saw their eyes almost pop out of their heads. He looked over at Marquis and the big man undid his shirt and opened it to reveal a hard-muscled torso decorated with tattooed incidents from his past. Marquis never showed much emotion but he had a small smile as he noticed the white-bread students drinking in the sight. They couldn't get enough. One thing you could say for the pen was that if you kept your nose clean then you got plenty of time to work on your body. That last joint even had a pretty-good gym, folks paid good money for that shit outside. He casually flexed a pectoral and the tattooed image of himself appeared to grope a topless white pole-dancer. A pair of awesome hazel eyes both opened that little bit wider as Kathryn watched him.
"No chance to rehabilitate - 'cept we got lucky." Trey finally stopped talking and there was a pause.
Deon had already said his piece, also at some length, while the girls scribbled copious notes and now Kathryn turned to the man still re-buttoning his shirt. "Mr ... err ... Marquis, do you have something to say?"
"Same as them," grunted Marquis. Jessica smiled to herself - Marquis was a man gifted in many ways but speech-making wasn't one of them.
"Ummm ... thank you?" said Maddy. Her long blonde hair fell forward as she made some final notes and then closed her pad. "Thank all of you. This has been so great. To actually have people in the system with first-hand experience has been just wonderful for us."
Kathryn nodded emphatically but then realised what impression they might have given. "But of course we are terribly sorry that you were convicted when you were innocent. That was terrible - we wish you hadn't had to go through that just to help us out."
"It was almost worth it," said Deon smoothly, "but you only just caught us while we ARE in the system."
"What do you mean?" asked Kathryn.
He pulled up his right trouser leg. "Anklet came off this afternoon. As of tonight we are free men. Court order ends and our curfew's finally over. No need to get home by eight-thirty - first time in a LONG two months!"
Jessica raised her eye-brows. She might have known there was a reason these three had scheduled their last meeting for tonight.
Trey smiled and then suddenly looked crest-fallen. Jess noted that his acting skills weren't of the best - she waited for what she knew was coming.
"Problem is that now, what with being just released and looking like we do, what chance any of us got of a date. First night of freedom and we gonna spend it sat back at the crib just talking to each other, like always. Even with good friends that gets tired. That's why it's been so cool to talk to you lovely ladies - even if it has just been about the injustices loaded upon us. Shame it's all over really, would'a liked to get to know you all as people you know. After all you understand us three so well. But there, that's how it has to be."
Deon seemed to have had a great idea and suddenly interjected, "Unless, of course, now we finished up with business we could just chill awhile and hang." He smiled at Jessica - a woman who he knew VERY well already, at least in the biblical sense.
Jess prevented herself rolling her eyes at him. The guys were rough diamonds but she thought she'd got them figured out pretty well. They weren't psychos or rapists - they were just men. They wanted some attractive company for a while and, after all, why not? If the girls were happy about it then she'd no problem with it. They could meet a lot worse hiding behind an executive desk or a winning Hollywood smile.
The two students looked at each other - each hesitant to speak first.
"After all your help..." said Kathryn nervously.
"...and it might be fun." Maddy signalled her agreement.
The words were hardly out of her mouth before the wiry form of Trey had moved across the room to sit on the sofa next to her. Marquis picked his chair up and planted it next to Kathryn. Which left Jessica and Deon. She noted happily that he seemed quite satisfied with the arrangement. Why not - he was on a certainty!
They'd been chatting for about fifteen minutes when the front-door closed and Emily got home clutching two shopping bags. She took in the scene and smiled. "Hey guys, great to see you again". She glanced at the clock.
"Hey, babe, no need to watch that clock. Anklets came off today - that's why we having a party," said Trey.
Emily noticed Trey's arm casually hung on the top of the seat behind Maddy's blonde head. He did seem to like blondes - after all he'd hit on HER pretty hard both times she'd met him before. Ah well, in this life-style you had to learn to share. Something else got her attention though.
"Party ... I don't call it much of a party. No music, no beers, no..."
"Sobriety tests," reminded Deon.
"Anklets came off - so no mo' tests," rumbled the massive figure of Marquis. He didn't talk much but what he said was usually to the point.
"Shit, thass right, I can have a real drink for the first time in pushing six years!"
"Sorry, guys, I haven't got any in," said Jess. She did have a bottle of red but she didn't think that was quite what the occasion called for.
"We got something a bit better," giggled Emily - flagrantly ignoring the negative signals from her friend. "Jess has got a stash of the best weed you've ever tried."
"That would have to be VERY good weed," admitted Trey.
"I'll prove it," said Emily and rushed to get the stash.
Within five minutes there was a music channel on the TV, with a young Black artist singing of his love for his girl, and the guys had rolled a fat joint which was making its way round the table.
"Not the best, but near enough," said Trey and passed the joint on.
Maddy took a big drag and held the smoke. Jess was a bit surprised - but then reasoned it probably wasn't her first rodeo. God knows, even Jess herself had smoked a couple of times at college.
Marquis' giant paw took the joint and sampled. A silent nod to Jess signalled his appreciation.
He handed it on but Kathryn didn't take it. "I haven't, you know..."
"Don't do nuthin you don't wanna," came the deep bass of Marquis. Meanwhile, he was thinking what else she might not have done. He hoped to introduce her to a lot of new things in time. "But this is real mellow - just take the edge off."
The girl hesitantly took the joint and made the gentlest token draw on it. She held and waited - nothing much happened, the world certainly didn't end.
"Come on Kath," yelled Maddy, "don't let the party down. Take a real one."
This time Kathryn took a deep draw and she did feel the weed make its presence known. Emily and Maddy cheered her and Kath felt good as she passed the blunt on.
Deon approved the weed - which, as his two old friends knew, stood for something. Deon's professional life had pretty much centred around that particular product.
Emily took a huge drag and held the smoke deep, deep, in her lungs for long seconds before finally reluctantly expelling it.
"Hmmn, good girl," came from Marquis.
So, the joint finally reached Jessica. She wasn't happy. She was the students' placement supervisor and knew that Emily could get VERY crazy if given the chance. She didn't think she should encourage this. "I don't smoke," she said simply.
"You don't smoke but you got a huge stash of killer weed," laughed Trey as he waved at the bag on the table. "Come on, Jess baby, be friendly."
The girls gaped at Trey calling her 'Jess baby' but she'd had enough of being 'respectable' and 'responsible', that was the old her and she was never going back there. Instead, she decided to go with the flow and took a hit herself.
Everyone cheered until Emily broke the mood, "Just thought - I only got two pizzas. They won't last long now," she giggled.
"Shit," said Trey, "I know what I want - I wanna go dancing. Go to a club - make a night of it. Been a long time - even longer since we went out with such fine girls."
"I don't know..." said Kathryn, it was obvious she and Maddy were nervous about being seen clubbing with three Black ex-cons.
"Don't worry, sweetness," said Marquis taking the girl's hand, "no-one gonna recognise ya where we going."
Compliments of the House
Where they were going was a club in the south of the city, which basically meant that it was a Black club, one not too unlike the one where Jessica had started her wild ride. The first thing she noticed was the sign stating that it opened six days a week, with Wednesdays private. That caught her attention.
"Who owns the club?" she asked.
"Man called Antwan," said Trey, "used to know him before I went away."
Inside the club Emily and the girls' eyes were like saucers. They'd never been anywhere where THEY were so obviously the minority. There were African-Americans everywhere. The only two white faces they saw were women behind the bar. Each contemplated turning round and getting the hell out. But that would disrespect the men they were there with and it would show cowardice. They were modern women and this wasn't 1950 for God's sake.
At the bar they quickly got the attention of one of the women - well they did rather stand out in this clientele. Trey ordered a drink for each of them and then told the girls to go ahead and dance. He saw how jittery they looked and figured the more they danced and the less they thought the happier they'd be.
Marquis led the four White girls out into a less densely-packed part of the floor and they rather self-consciously started dancing while the huge man glared at any young buck who tried to cut out one of his herd. Some random-assed Black stranger hitting on them now could ruin everything.
The woman behind the bar was in her early 40s, well put together, and as she reached across to grasp Trey's sleeve he noticed a 'T' tattooed on her forearm. "Your girls look fucking terrified," she said into his ear.
"Sensory overload," Trey admitted, "they never been anywhere like this."
"Same with a lot of our first-time white girls," said the woman, "should I help them out a bit - on the house?"
Trey looked at her cautiously. "We don't need no help - none of that date-rape shit."
"No, no, no," she rushed to explain, "this is just a little something for cases like this. It won't knock them out or make them do anything they don't want to do. It just takes away the nerves and removes some self-consciousness, that's all. Helps them really express their true selves out on the floor. Next time they come they won't need it but the first time is hard for a young White girl."
Trey was sure she spoke from experience and he looked to Deon but his friend just shrugged.
There was a commotion to his left and four white girls, all about 20 years old, suddenly rushed to the bar.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck..." said a sweet little redhead with the pale skin of a descendant of Irish immigrants.
"Shut up, Caitlin," hissed her friend, "you're drawing attention. Let's have a drink and then get out."
"Eeeeeekk," said a third girl just behind her friends.
"What's up Tammi?" said the fourth and then stopped as she too felt a large hand cup her tight white buttock through her skimpy clubbing outfit. Megan joined Tammi in turning round only to see laughing Black faces all round them.
Deon took pity and went and stood in front of them. "These are my guests - don't disrespect them."
"No foul," said one of the men, "we just figured they was here to fuck like most of the snow-bunnies."
Deon glanced round but it seemed the music had prevented the girls hearing the man. He pointed at Marquis and his party and said, "You girls are all welcome to join us if you want. Get you a drink?"
The girls had noticed his help and now clutched at the life-belt he was offering. "Thanks, we just came to try out a new place."
Deon watched them head out towards Marquis, Jess and the rest. Just trying out a new place, huh. He knew better than that. Rich white girls had been doing it for hundreds of years. 'Slumming', seeing how the other-half lived, viewing the vice and squalor and then escaping back to their ivory towers. Here with the added thrill of venturing among the 'darkies.' Well, they seemed to have bitten off more than they could easily swallow. It might choke them or they might find they liked the taste and end up craving more.
He turned to the woman at the bar. She had the drinks ready and showed him a small bottle in her hand. Deon nodded to her.
"For all of them," she asked.
"Fuck yeah," cut in Trey and three drops of liquid were added to each of the eight girls' drinks.
Rock the DJ's World
The DJ looked over the club from his high vantage point. It was nearly time. He'd played that damn song so often - he should be sick of it. Except, and he smiled to himself, he wasn't a damn fool. There weren't so many cuts GUARANTEED to get the whole house engaged and keep them moving until either the music stopped or they collapsed from exhaustion, whichever was the sooner.
Like he did most nights at this time the DJ thought of David, or 'Masta Playa' as he was known professionally. They'd grown up together in the worst part of H-Town. It had been real bad even then, a rotting slum where almost no-one stayed who had a chance to get out. Only the victims stayed - and, of course, their predators. He'd visited David a few years back and been shocked by just how much worse things had got over there. His old-time friend hadn't seemed to care. It was still Masta Playa's home turf, where he operated - where he did business.
As young men they had both loved music, collaborated a bit on some demos and such, the way young boys do. The DJ smiled to himself again but the smile died on his lips. There had come a parting of the ways. He had kept to his music, worked his way up through house parties and small gigs until finally he got residences and now, when he wasn't touring the world, he would work around Antwan's clubs. The vibe was always good there. David had seemed to forget his music and had instead become Masta Playa. He'd also found another way to make a living - a way appropriate to his new branding.
Then five years ago the song had come out. The DJ had heard it and KNOWN it was a hit straight away. No question and no doubt. When he saw the video he'd nearly died - first because it was David, his one-time friend. Second, because of the shit-storm that it had to be going to create. It did, of course. The video was banned in about every country there was. But nowadays there was the internet. Didn't need TV or Radio or high street stores. The kids went to streaming sites and paid for downloads. Every cracka politician and churchman who shot their mouth off just helped shift more copies of the song.
Masta Playa had written about what he knew, the DJ realised that and it saddened him more than he could say. But, be that as it may, you couldn't deny that the evil bastard could lay down a mighty cut. Now it was pretty much a staple of clubs like this, clubs that were almost 100% Black. Not segregated, of course, but Antwan's doorstaff knew his requirements. Any white could come in - so long as they were female, attractive and looked under 35 years of age. Just a taste of the tender white meat to season the dish of his club. Not enough to annoy the sistas beyond the inevitable, just enough for some of the brothas who enjoyed variety now and then. At weekends they could get fifteen or twenty white girls brave enough to try their luck here - on a week-night like this seldom even half that.
He looked out over the club again. The sea of humanity, over two thousand packed into this big ex-factory. All there for a good-time and having one too. Dark faces shining with sweat as they moved their bodies to the beat he was laying down. Couples enjoying a night out together, new couples meeting for the first time, young men and women seeking a partner just for tonight. The way it had always been, the way it would always be.
The DJ smirked. The eight or nine white girls at the club were pretty much all dancing in the same small area. The sistas protected their space and guarded their men. Little white girls who strayed too close would be told to 'fuck off and dance somewhere else.' Over the evening they'd congregate in one corner of the club, one where the Black girls were prepared to tolerate them. Once he saw that happen he could dust off old Masta Playa...
"Romeo," he heard shouted into his ear. He'd been lost in thought and hadn't heard his boss coming up to join him. Now he shifted his head-phones off one ear. "Romeo, you think it's time?"
"Yeah," the DJ answered, "they're letting this beat wear down. They need a new injection of energy." He glanced behind Antwan and saw he had a white girl in tow. Well, a young woman rather than a girl - not the usual college student out for a whiff of dark danger. No, this was no little girl, she was a damn fox. Real easy on the eye. He felt his cock hardening in his pants. Shame he was at work.
"Put it on next," said Antwan, "and I'll leave Jessica here in the box with you. She ain't never seen a DJ working before and I'm sure you can find something to interest her." Then he turned to the woman, who was looking out over the crowd since she was unable to hear their conversation over the noise of the music. "This man is an artist, plays the crowd like his instrument. He's waiting for just the right moment and then he'll shift the mood. See the screens?" He pointed at huge screens mounted on two of the walls of the club. "Means we can play videos if the track's got one, otherwise we got cameras showing what's going down at this moment. Just like at a sports stadium."
As he spoke a camera shifted away from the Black couple it had been showing. Now she saw Emily, Maddy and Kathryn along with their new friends. They looked so isolated out there - tiny pale specks in a mass of dark bodies. She saw Emily back up her big white booty against Trey and grind against his crotch. The two students were both being more restrained. Perhaps, somewhere under the buzz from alcohol and weed, they realised that the only thing between them and the tens of hungry Black men surrounding them was the presence of the men they had come with. The big Black tattooed ex-cons that they had come with.
She grinned. The other girls seemed to be getting on alright. They were four friends from a local college who'd wanted to 'see somewhere different.' It had perhaps been a little more 'different' that they'd thought because they'd quickly gravitated to Jess, Emily and the two girls. Safety in numbers? Megan was now sandwiched between two men with her hands in the air and a big smile on her face. Tammi was being held hard in the arms of another Black suitor. The two others were on the far side together, with a pack of men surrounding them, targeting them.



The DJ moved beside her and began to casually adjust the console in front of him. "Hold on," he shouted, "here we go."
He'd played mainly contemporary hip-hop and rap. The cuts each had their own style and tempo but the transitions were easy. This one took skill to make the play seamless. He waited as the music eased towards a lull and then just as it seemed doomed to stop he hit the transition. He looked at the woman beside him and smiled - now the show would really start.
The huge speakers boomed out two bass notes that made the whole building shake. Then silence for a half-second before the whole crowd roared. Fists pumped into the air, women yelled, men closed in on the little knot of dancing white girls. It was what they'd been waiting for, it was Masta Playa, it was their anthem.
The same two notes again, another second's pause and then the beat hit them. It was bass-heavy and old-school and it was so loud it seemed to vibrate through their bodies.
It was really only five or six short musical themes intertwined and repeated but Romeo the DJ knew that the simplicity was most of the hook. Your body just wanted to follow that rhythmn and express each changing note. He'd heard it 1000 times or more and even he couldn't help swaying and moving in response to it. He noticed Jessica was really getting into it - it was pretty fresh for her he guessed. She was making some fine shapes and had her hands in the air. That was Masta Playa's genius - just like the song you were drawn in, seduced and before you knew it...
On the big screen the video was now playing. Masta Playa himself was on the huge screen - meeting and then dancing with a super-model hot white girl. The video showed her seduction and finally the two in a sex scene.
Jessica was dancing in the DJ booth with Romeo's hands on her hips. Their sinuous movements matched each other perfectly.
The music had began at a steady tempo but slowly, almost imperceptibly, grew faster. Now, a new beat crept in, insistent and probing. The music kicked up another notch. On the second big screen Jessica's friends were all dancing, their movements matching the faster tempo of the music. Unnoticed, Trey had signalled to his two friends and they had eased back. Now Emily, Maddy and Kathryn were as exposed to the attentions of the crowd as the other girls had been. The distance that separated them from the eyes and bodies of the men surrounding them closed rapidly.
Tammi was already barely visible on the big screen. She had been manoeuvred until her back was against a supporting pillar in the club. Her lips were locked with those of a Black stranger and her eyes widened briefly as she felt his hand push up her skirt and finger her through her thin panties. She never stopped moving to the beat and soon her eyes closed as she gave herself to the moment and the man who was trying to claim her.
Megan was suddenly hauled off her feet by one of the men dancing with her and held beneath her armpits. She squealed as her captor's friend ducked so that her legs could drape over his shoulders. He straightened and she saw his dark brown eyes twinkling with anticipation as his hand hooked her panties down and his head moved in between her legs. Her second surprised squeal was cut off as a black mouth met hers and a tongue explored her mouth.
Krista and Caitlin had basically been dancing with each other - they had been almost
over-whelmed by the atmosphere of the club. They felt far too intimidated to choose dancing with any one of the many Black men who'd shown interest. It was crystal clear what signal such a choice would have given. Now ten men were packed round them and as the group danced they felt hands on them. Krista was a petite-girl with shoulder-length straw-blonde hair. She had crisply defined features and a complexion almost as pale as her Irish-American friend's. Now she felt her skirt raised and tucked into the back of her thong. Rough Black hands found her tight white buttocks and began to maul them hard. Her eyes opened wide from the almost trance-state she had reached and she saw Caitlin looking back at her. A man more impatient than the rest had pushed behind Caitlin and with one yank had pulled her blouse out from her skirt. Then a Black arm had made it's way inside from behind and unhooked her bra. Once that obstruction had fallen to the floor the man had both arms free to move round her slim form and up to her firm young breasts. Caitlin gasped with her mouth open as the skilled fingers found her nipples.
Just as Krista registered what was happening to her friend she felt her own shirt being pulled away from her skirt. She knew what would come next but the music kept booming out its insistent beat and her petite frame kept moving to its rhythmn. As strong supple fingers began their exploration of her already erect nipples the young white girl felt pressure behind her and a voice smoothly whispered into her delicate pale ear. "Make out with your friend, baby, make our cocks hard for you."
Still moving to the beat Krista surrendered to the pressure from behind and moved up to Caitlin. Their mouths met and their tongues entwined. The Black men around them pushed even closer and hands were all over their bodies now. The dance continued but now slowly, ever so slowly, the men were guiding the group back toward the far corner. Antwan only allowed so much on the public dance-floor but everyone knew that in that corner there was a door to the back rooms and ANYTHING went back there. Slowly, step by step, the men inched towards their goal and the girls towards their destiny.
Romeo's mouth was at Jessica's neck, kissing and sucking the tender pink skin. His hand hadn't met any panties to offer token resistance. Once under her skirt it had found bare white pussy. His fingers explored and he rejoiced at how wet she was. The bitch might look all Barnaby Woods fine but she was down to fuck like any little slut from the Anacostia projects.
Almost a siren sound rang out over the driving beat and now, for the first time, the instrumental became a song. A song in the style of old tribal Africa, call and response, delivered by Masta Playa himself. If this truly was the devil's music, as so many had claimed so often, then it was time for that old trickster to show his hand.
The video image changed to the same picture-perfect white girl with a small glass pipe in her hand. Masta Playa's Black hand held a lighter flame to the bottom of the bowl and the young woman moved forward until her beautiful lips were almost touching the pipe.
"SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP."
Boomed out the voice of Masta Playa.
"SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP."
Now two thousand voices in the club joined the Masta's chanted refrain. The voices resounded round the huge dance-floor and hundreds of fists punched the air with every repetition. The other lyrics might sometimes break through in the aural onslaught but it was overwhelmingly the beat and the chant that resonated through the minds and souls of the listeners.
And all the time that beat kept getting faster and faster, it was almost frantic now. The movements of the dancers were becoming more laboured and jerky, fatigue barely offset by the adrenalin coursing through their veins.
On the big screen the perfectly made-up lips of the woman met the glass meth-pipe and drew the smoke into their owner's lungs. Masta Playa kissed her and whispered into her ear - her eyes widened and her breath grew shallower as the first traces of the hit seemed to reveal themselves.
The four college girls were half-way to the back-room door now. Carried along by the power of the music and the sensations coursing through their bodies. Four pairs of ripped and discarded panties lay to mark the route that the dancing groups had taken. The mouths and fingers of Black men explored the buttocks, tits and pussies of the young white students. Once through that door the men wouldn't be settling for just using their mouths and fingers.
Emma, Maddy and Kathryn were a little further back but their men were more insistent. They weren't being gently guided - they were almost being pushed the way that their new friends had already travelled. As the music blasted out and the men's hands roamed all over them the girls danced on in sensory overload and every step took them closer to the back rooms.
SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP,
Got your man to please,
SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP,
Get down on your knees.
Jessica felt the hand of Romeo on her shoulder. She glanced down and saw he had pulled his cock out of his pants. It was average-sized but, what was always more important to her, it was Black and it was hard. She dropped straight down and began a frantic blow-job in time to the beat. Romeo leaned across and touched a button on his consul. The moving images of the club on the big-screen over the doors to the back-room were instantly replaced by the huge image of Jessica literally worshipping a hard Black cock. She gave frantic head until she pulled back and started tonguing the end of the cock. A Black hand appeared and hooked its fingers into her auburn hair before pushing Jessica's mouth back down onto the ebony shaft. She again began the rapid head movements as she worked to give him pleasure.
On the other screen the woman was asking for the glass pipe but Masta Playa held it up just out of her reach. The scene changed to the girl, still beautiful but now dressed as a cheap hooker and standing on a street corner smoking. She looked around her as if waiting for something. A car with three heavily-tattooed Black men in typical street-gang clothing pulled up and the men beckoned to the girl. She walked across and leaned into the car. After a few seconds talk the car door opened and she got in. The scene cut to Masta Playa seated in a big throne-like chair and counting out thousand-dollar bills.
The slight change in lighting on the big screen by the back-rooms had attracted the attention of everyone facing that way. Seven white girls looked up and saw Jessica, their friend and/or role-model, on her knees and lavishing attention on a hard Black dick. She pushed forward until her nose was buried in the man's chest. His hand held her then until she finally lurched back trailing thick streamers of saliva from her mouth to the head of his cock. She gulped in breath for a second and then was back frantically bobbing her head on what, for the moment, seemed the sole reason for her existence - that hard Black cock.
Emily saw her friend on the screen and reacted by raising her hands towards the roof and screaming, "YEESSSS." The second her arms were raised Black hands roughly yanked down her skirt and pushed her away from the other girls. Emily stepped forwards towards the wall, a section now emptied by the Black girls previously stood there. A towering Black man with a scar across one cheek followed her with his hand in the small of her back. The other men held back a little - the alpha-male had asserted his dominance and they were ready to wait their turn.
On the screen Masta Playa was with a second girl, a beautiful blue-eyed girl with her long blonde hair tied back in a ponytail. The lyrics had simply become a single call-and-refrain which sounded out over the club and repeated again and again. The club-goers knew the drill and the men shouted the call while a thousand female voices gave the refrain.
SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP
It's all you good fo'.
SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP
You dirty white Ho.
The last line was deafening, a thousand female voices raised as one, almost a snarl loaded with contempt and anger and rage.
"YOU DIRTY WHITE HO."
The Black girls were watching in person or on the screen. The sistahood's blood was up and they wanted these little white sluts who'd dared trespass on their territory to pay the price. For every time a white girl had disrespected them, for every time an ugly white boy had thought he could have them, for every time they had been cheated of a fair deal in life. They wanted someone to pay and tonight that someone was going to be these seven white sluts. They were going to pay on their backs with their legs spread in the filthy back-room of a club.
"IT'S ALL YOU GOOD FO'."
Romeo's hand pulled Jessica's hair hard forcing her onto his cock. His cum shot straight into the back of her throat but she fought not to gag and spit. After the first two spurts the rest of his load landed on her tongue and his hand relaxed. She kneeled before him and opened her mouth fully to show his cum pooled on her tongue. Then she closed her mouth and swallowed.
"YOU DIRTY WHITE HO."
On the screen the second tale was told in five-second scenes as frantic as the thumping beat. Seduction - sexual conquest - the meth pipe - denial - the white girl turned out. Why linger over it - everyone knew how that story always went.
The door to the back room was pushed open and as they were hurriedly shoved toward it the college girls all saw what lay within. A big space used for storage. Chairs, equipment, hoardings - but they didn't really notice any of that. All they could see were the old mattresses laid out to cover half of the floor. They were dirty and ragged and even from there the girls could see stains. They realised in that moment that all this had happened many times before.
"IT'S ALL YOU GOOD FO'."
Emily finally reached the wall and braced herself against it with her hands held high. A big foot moved between hers and kicked her legs further apart. A knife flashed and cut the string of her tiny thong. The sodden material reluctantly parted from her dripping pussy. Shit, thought Emily, that thong had been her favourite - but perhaps that's what you got for breaking the BMW rules. Emily knew what was coming next. She stared at the wall and stood as tall as she could, bending forward a bit to allow him an easier entry. She felt a strong hand grip her shoulder and hold her in place. She felt his other arm behind her. He was pulling his track-suit bottoms down, pulling out his big hard Black dick and then lining it up to claim her pussy as his. It could only be seconds now...
"YOU DIRTY WHITE HO."
Masta Playa was on the screen. This time he was with a redheaded girl with exquisite facial features and a complexion of the finest porcelain. The girl nuzzled against Masta Playa and he gently smoothed her hair with one hand. As he did so he reached with his other hand onto the shelf behind him and grasped the small glass pipe. He looked into the camera with a smile and nodded his satisfaction.
"SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP,
IT'S ALL YOU GOOD FO'.
SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP,
YOU DIRTY WHITE HO."
The music ended and the lights which had slowly been dipping over the last fifteen minutes came back to their normal level.
The spell was broken. Jessica tasted the residue of the semen in her mouth and stumbled to her feet. Romeo had seen a signal from Antwan and leaned into his mike to announce the club was closing for the night. Meantime, he was playing a last song for any romantic types still with the energy to slow dance. Hos were hos but he had a club to DJ.
Jess was hardly out of the booth when she met a smiling Antwan. Suddenly she thought of the girls. God, what had happened to the girls!
Saved - or were they?
As the music stopped the four door-staff stepped assuredly in front of the entrance to the back-room
"Fuck, man, these hos need it, feel this pussy - it's dripping," said a man with almost desperate need in his voice.
"You know the rules - no admittance to the back rooms after the closure call. You left it too late gentlemen, have to be quicker next time. Now let these girls go so they can fetch up their clothes."
There was grumbling and frustration but the energising pulse of the music was gone and the men were disorganised while Antwan's doormen were very large and very experienced in handling a crowd.
"My god," said Krista, "that was intense. Do you think they would've..."
"Would have depended on you," said a doorman who seemed about three times Krista's size, "that's why we're stationed here. Any girl don't look willing and we step in and break some arms."
Six white college girls looked at him in awe.
His intimidatingly ugly face cracked into what might have been a smile. "Only thing is I seen lots of you taken through that door but I only ever had to step in twice. If a girl really don't want to go in there then our regulars know better than to force them, always another fish in the sea even if they have to wait till next time. Better than eating hospital food."
"But we were being taken in there..."
"I didn't notice much complaining - but I was keeping my eyes open. I guess you might have changed your mind. Anyways maybe you got lucky. Ninety-nine times out of a hundred there's white girls here who have been before and know the score when that song plays. Then they lead the way and you white girls would have got a big Black cock in you before the vocals started. The first of your big Black cocks anyway." He nodded impressively.
Six young college girls - each with their own hopes and dreams, each with their own thoughts and opinions, each dreading what they might have done if they'd gone through that door in time. Each knew that it was unthinkable that they'd have allowed a gang of Black strangers to run a train on them. But each also secretly knew just how wet their pussies were and just how they had felt when those doormen had appeared. Relief, salvation, jubilation - that's what they should have felt. Could what they have felt really have been ... disappointment?
Jessica arrived and clucked around the girls like a mother hen. Her age was more 'elder sister' but she felt responsible, especially for her two placements. She looked at the doormen and thanked Antwan.
"Its as well that I closed ten minutes early," revealed the club owner, "maybe I'm not such a bastard as you think I am."
"No, I never felt that!" she rushed up and kissed him on the mouth, "I owe you one big-time."
"You do," he acknowledged, "and rest assured that I WILL collect." He spoke to the six college girls, "Next time come to our zebra night, it's every Wednesday. Admission free for white girls of a certain standard, which you all most certainly are. Get you all the action you can handle but..." he turned to go back to his office, "...there's one song that most definitely ain't on the playlist those nights."
Antwan thought to himself as he walked back to his office. He felt bad - cock-blocking his regular patrons was not in his usual line of business. On the other hand he knew that Taylor was taking a special interest in Jessica, shit, to be honest he took a 'special interest' in that little auburn-haired whore himself. He had an idea she had depths of sluthood they hadn't come near fathoming yet. As to those other girls - if they hung with sweet Jess then he had an idea at least some of them would soon be following her in that same delicious descent into depravity. Antwan's annoyance soon dissipated and he was smiling by the time he reached his office and put in a call to Taylor.
The girls had collected their surviving clothing and the doorman began getting them ready to leave. Suddenly Jess went pale. "Where's Emily?"
"The little blonde piece?" said the doorman, "I lost sight of her when I came to close the back room. Anyway, there was no doubting what SHE came here for and last I saw she was about to get it."
***
Just as the music stopped Daquan had lined his mercilessly hard nine-inches of big Black cock up with the invitingly wet entrance of Emily's prettily shaved white pussy. He hesitated to savour the moment but as he did so a big Black arm was pushed across his chest. He saw Trey. That wasn't enough to stop a man like Daquan getting his dick wet but two other guys grabbed his arms and held him back from the attempt. He spent a long moment contemplating fighting it out but against three men who looked like they'd been around the block it didn't show good odds. No, even this pussy wasn't worth that.



Trey saw the fight go out of the big man's eyes. He fished into his pocket and pulled out a marker pen. "Put your digits on this slut and tomorrow you'll get a call. Soon have your cock in her and, most probable, some of the other girls too. Then there'll be a lot more premium white pussy on tap."
Daquan wasn't about to believe that shit. "Man, you fucked with my night and I'm taking it - no call for disrespect."
Trey spoke with a little smile, "You never heard of a man named Taylor?"
"You with Taylor?" asked Daquan suspiciously.
"Damn sure, put your digits on the ho and you will be too. Saw the way you stepped up to take the little snow bunny - those kind of moves set most girls running but makes our prospects all wet and ready."
"She with Taylor," Daquan asked as he wrote his phone number in huge numerals on the exposed buttock of a severely pissed off Emily.
"Not yet, if she'd been marked we wouldn't be being so friendly."
The big man held his hands up. "No disrespect to Mr Taylor. I know better than to mess with his girls."
Trey nodded, "We'll ring you tomorrow and we'll have a drink when you come down to his club. That is - if you can make time for one between fucking all the fine white bitches."
There was a small blonde explosion from just about a foot below the two men's eye-line. "What about me, you bastards. I was about to get fucked."
It wasn't outrage at the liberties taken by Daquan, it was fury at the fact that Trey had cheated her of their fruits.
Deon spoke up as he tossed Emily her severely crumpled skirt, "Who said you weren't gonna get fucked ho - our party just starting. Get some clothes on so we can get back to the crib."
Marquis, always a man of few words, rumbled out, "Bitch you gonna whine or we gonna roll."
Emily looked at the three men and the intensity in their eyes as they looked back at her. She fastened the one remaining button of her shirt and smiled. The night was looking up again.
***
Jessica was pleased that she hadn't had any more of the weed or alcohol earlier that night. She couldn't help feeling responsible for what had happened. It could have gone horribly wrong without Antwan's intervention. She almost self-consciously touched the tag in her ear. Antwan had probably just been protecting Taylor's investment of time and energy in her and Emily. However, she had always felt a special something for Antwan - that mix of attraction and danger that she found so potent.
Now Jessica dropped two of the girls they had met back at their residence. Krista and Caitlin had both wanted to call it a night - it had been sensory overload for them. Jess couldn't help noticing though that Emily had got a promise out of them to come out to the Zebra Night next Wednesday. It seemed their blackening might only be delayed a few days. Especially if their other two friends gave them some positive feedback and encouragement. Jess smiled into her rear-view mirror. Something told her that the three men would be working hard to ensure that was the case.
***
Maddy was looking at Emily's new tattoo with drunken concentration. "But what does it mean? What are the rules you keep?"
"The Black man's rules of course," said Emily turning her arm so that Megan and Tammy could read the script of her tattoo more easily.
"But what are they?" insisted Maddy.
"You may get to find that out sooner or later," teased Emily, "but mostly it's all about keeping these fine men happy." She signalled to Deon who strutted over and stood in front of her. "If you keep them happy," Emily continued, "then they have just what it takes to keep you happy." She pulled down the front of Deon's pants and exposed his boxers which barely concealed an excited bulge of male flesh. "Want to see?" she asked the girls.
"Oh shit," giggled Megan, "we're not virgins. We do know what a dick looks like!" Her friends joined in the laughter.
Emily pulled down the briefs and with practised skill took gentle hold of the hard black meat which tried to spring forth. "Seen one like this," she chided the girls, "a big beautiful Black cock." Deon was a little over average size, maybe, but Emily knew that the contrast with her white hand would help him look impressive. Besides these girls had only seen preppy white dicks - a powerful Black baby-maker had a whole different dimension of attraction for those girls, like her and Jess, who could appreciate them.
"Oh shit," repeated Megan, but she wasn't laughing any more. Her mouth hung open as Deon removed his shirt to reveal his dark chest with its multiple tattoos. Maddy's eyes were riveted on the black cock and Tammi was blushing deep red.
"You aren't playing with little white boys now," explained Emily, "this is the real thing. Big Black cock and a man who really knows how to use it." Deon was almost preening himself now and Emily enjoyed his pride. "Since you're so experienced," she said to Megan, "you'd best get over here and show us all how a girl should worship a beautiful cock like this."
Megan didn't need much invitation. Soon her small white hand was stroking Deon and feeling the warmth and power of his hard cock. Her mouth opened and she dipped her head to begin sucking him. Deon gently put a hand on the side of her head and gestured with his other to Emily. She kneeled before him too and he placed his other hand on her head. Now he used his hands to signal what he wanted from the women as they sucked and licked him.
Tammi and Maddy were both watching with eyes like saucers. They hardly noticed Trey appear with another of the beers they had bought on the way home. "Enjoying watching, babes, you don't need to just watch you know." He stood with his legs apart and beckoned to them. A moment's hesitation and then two girls were busy removing his clothing and releasing his own hard Black cock.
"Shit, his is just as big," gasped Megan as she looked over.
"These are just average size but the guys know how to use them which is what really matters," said Emily as she stroked Deon's cock, "now Marquis has something really special in his pants."
"Yeah," chuckled Trey, "you girls gonna need to eat your wheeties before you try and take him on. But don't worry we all old friends and we share the wealth."
"Which is what we have today," added Deon, "a wealth of pretty white girls and I'll bet some fine white pussies."
"Jesus," came a squeak from the next room.
"Well, well," said Deon, "I do believe Kathryn has just proved we ain't liars. Now you girls stop gabbing and get to sucking that dick." He looked down in satisfaction as Emily and Megan resumed work at making him feel the luckiest man alive.
***
"Well, it seems you lot didn't wait for me," scolded Jessica as she took in the scene in her living room. Deon and Megan were clinched in a soul kiss with her arms and legs wrapped around his sinewy body. His hips thrust forward setting the rhythmn of their love-making. Jess was momentarily alarmed until she saw the slight flash of a condom. These girls seemed OK but you couldn't be too careful.
Emily was sitting on the couch sharing a joint with Maddy. They both had a well-fucked appearance but only Emily showed evidence of going bareback. Someone's semen was evidently in her pussy. Probably too late though, thought Jess, if all Levy's claims had been true. She couldn't see the other two men so Jessica decided to take matters into her own hands.
Jessica knelt between Emily's legs and began to clean her friend's spunk-filled pussy. Maddy's eyes were almost out on stalks but Jess took a strong lick of sperm and then moved over to the blonde student. Maddy seemed transfixed as Jessica approached but as Jess came very close Maddy's mouth opened to take her kiss. Their tongues inter-twined and when Jess pulled back both girls giggled.
"I never did that before," admitted Maddy, "I mean I've kissed a woman but not with a man's..."
"We call it snow-balling," said Emily, "pretty white girls get to do lots of new things if they hang round us."
"I've kind of worked that out," admitted Maddy. She looked over to see Trey admiring the view and stroking his cock back to hardness.
"Care to try that," said Jess, "you won't regret it,"
Maddy's bright blue eyes were fixed on Trey as he moved into position. Emily moved across and expertly applied a condom. She saw the momentary flash of annoyance in Maddy's eyes. The girl was going to be a natural. "Don't worry, soon you'll be able to take him bare like you want. Just like Jess and I do." The blue eyes fixed on Jess for a moment and then were back on the smiling face of Trey as he pushed his cock home into her waiting pussy.
The Morning After The Night Before
The morning found a house full of slumbering bodies. Each bed had at least two occupants and each bed was fully racially integrated as they would have said in the old days.
Deon stretched and yawned. Now that had been a real party to celebrate his newly restored freedom. But damn, even after sleeping he still felt tired - six women took a lot of pleasing and the three men had been kept hard at work in more ways than one. Maybe they should have called in reinforcements? Nah, he smiled to himself, but it was lucky Jess and two of the girls had kept themselves amused some of the time. Cut the work-load a piece and watching them go at it helped recharge a man for the next session.
He put on his boxers and a T-shirt and stumbled through to the kitchen. He rolled his eyes as he heard the rhythmic noise coming from another of the bedrooms. Already - who the hell was ALREADY wanting to fuck again...
Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump. - Well, that was a head-board smacking against the wall. He hoped the bed was of sturdy construction because someone was really laying pipe in there.
"Fuck yeah - take it ho" - that was Marquis, which probably meant...
"Harder, harder, harder! - I love FUCKIIINNNGGGG!" - Yup, that was Kathryn. She'd seemed such a shy little thing. Well, she wasn't shy no more! She'd taken a shine to Marquis and was learning just how good being Blacked could really be.
A pair of hands landed gently on his waist and he felt a soft female body nuzzling his back. "Enjoy your party?" breathed Jessica into his ear.
"You know it baby - but I'm only human. You girls wore me out."
"Hmmnnn, you did just fine - I've no complaints. Marquis is still going..."
"Yeah, he runs on the Duracell and just like the bunny he does love to fuck."
The door bell rang.
Deon did what you do when the door bell rings - he went and opened the door.
"Jess - what on earth?" The speaker was a woman in her late 30s. With her was a much younger woman who bore a strong resemblance to her - presumably her daughter.
Jessica was in shock but took a grip. Thank God she'd thrown some clothes on before she came to find Deon. Oh shit - Deon, what could she say about Deon. She might be supposed to be a proud Black-owned snow bunny but that was easier said than done when you were face-to-face with your cousin and her daughter, pretty much the only blood relatives you had left in the whole wide world
"GiGi, Charli - oh my God, why didn't you let me know you were coming. It's been so long!"
Her cousin was looking at Deon. Deon was looking at her cousin. Deon was only clad in a T-shirt and boxers.
"GiGi - this is Mr Charles - he's working on the boiler down in the basement and its so hot, its stuck on full power."
"Yes, thass right, I'm here, er, fixing the boiler." Deon's acting wasn't improving.
Jess saw young Charli raising an eyebrow. Sceptical might be the word for her expression. But GiGi was the one that really mattered and Jess could tell that GiGi really desperately wanted to believe the story.
"Jess, we've spent two days trying to track you down - your old number isn't working any more. We knew about Christian and you splitting up but we could only get this address from your work."
Jessica quickly wrote her new number down and gave it to her cousin who tucked it in her purse. Now, she had to get them away from here before...
Thump, thump, thump, thump.
"Boiler still playing up." Bless Deon, a head-board crashing against a bedroom wall didn't sound much like a boiler but GiGi might not know too about machinery so it was worth a try.
"TAKE MY NIGGA NUT YOU LITTLE WHITE FUCKIN HO" was followed by a long girlish scream of pure unadulterated pleasure.
There was a long second and then GiGi screamed too. A wail of anguish and shock. Charli moved to her mother and took her shoulders.
At that moment a door burst open and Marquis emerged at the run. Marquis had heard the scream and was coming to protect his women. He was always a man of action and hadn't perhaps considered that he was totally naked with a seriously big and still semi-hard cock proudly pointing his way.
When he saw there was no immediate threat Marquis stopped. His cock gave one last bounce and then a long drool of semen slid from its head.
"OH MY GOD," said GiGi. Her daughter's eyes were like saucers - transfixed on the huge naked African-American. Then she shivered and got a grip. "We have to go, Aunt Jess," she said and quickly guided her mother back to their car.
Jess just watched them leave. There wasn't much else she could do in the circumstances.
"Little piece was fine," said Marquis. "Other one her momma?"
"Yes," said Jess, she suddenly felt tired.
"Any mo' at home."
"No, she's an only daughter."
"Thass a real shame - but momma's still young enough, I'd help her make some mo'."
Jess half-laughed in shock but when she turned she saw there wasn't a trace of a smile on Marquis' face.
For the Attention of the Householder
To - Mrs Jessica Clarke
From - The Hayacinthus Drive Charter Committe
Subject - Recent Disturbances
Mrs Clarke, it has been brought to the Committee's attention that your activities are out-of-keeping with our family neighborhood. Repeated instances of the playing of loud music and lewd displays are not in accordance with the regulations of this community. It has also been drawn to our attention that you have been attracting undesirable elements on a regular basis. These activities must cease immediately or we will begin proceedings under the terms of our community charter.
Signed
Marcia Walters (Mrs)
Chairperson
Hyacinthus Drive Charter Committee
"Fuck them!" said Jess and threw the letter in her trash can. If they still wanted to use her married name then that would buy her some more time legally before any eviction. Not that she really cared - this had never been a real home for her. Just a place to sleep and, more recently, to 'entertain'.
It had been a notable day even before she'd found that delightful missive tucked into her mail box. The third morning running in which her access to the bathroom had been blocked by a closed door through which came the sound of someone being ill. That had to be either a highly selective form of food poisoning or ...
Morning sickness. She and Emily hadn't talked about it up to that point but, at heart, she knew they both realised what it meant. Not just for Emily but for their whole future.
When she'd emerged from the bathroom her friend had flashed Jess a rueful smile. All she'd said was that she was sending her apologies for the Founders' Dinner tonight. That was all she had to say. You didn't work where they worked and then fail to attend the biggest event in the firm's year. Sending your apologies was pretty much the same as submitting your resignation. The clock was ticking on you going out the door.
It was almost certainly Levy's child growing in Emily's womb. The calendar was right for that. You could say that getting Black bred would get Emily fired but, in reality, their firm was a very conservative one. Just getting pregnant while unmarried would get her dismissed, the 'miscegenation' was just a cherry on the supposed shit sandwich.
Jess went to Emily and placed her hand on her friend's belly. Then she kissed Emily on the cheek and smiled. Emily hesitated and then gave a little smile back. There might well be hard times ahead but they would get through it.
One thing about Emily, she was an irrepressible soul. Her eyes suddenly twinkled with mischievous glee. "Do you know where I'm going while you are at that dinner?"
"No."
"I'm going to have my pregnancy test, live and on air. That's a little something you can think about while that old fart is boring you to death."
The Founders Day Dinner
"...and this last year has once more been a year of achievement and of efficiency for this firm in the best traditions of its founders. Our portfolio of blue-chip clients continues to expand and our bottom line responds as one would expect. I would like to thank my fellow Partners and Directors for their sterling efforts..."
Jessica Lyons stirred in her seat. Her boss had been droning on for it seemed like hours. The dinner had been perfection as ever, the firm never stinted on events like this, but she felt uncomfortable and warm in her outfit. She'd always have kept her arms bare at previous events but this time she wore full sleeves. Her tattoo, though healing nicely, branded her as a 'Black man's woman' and that had to be kept out of sight. She saw another of the crustier old lawyers looking reproachfully at the empty seat beside her. They were all thinking that Emily had finally gone too far. Little did they know!
It couldn't go on - that was clear. This life and their other life were utterly incompatible. The smash was coming and it was coming soon. Hell, if she had a drink or two too much tonight she might soon be flashing her tattoo off to anyone who wanted to see it. Just to get the crash out of the way. The last ties to her old life were suddenly being cut away - her marriage, her family, her home - and this one, her job, was perhaps the last of any consequence still standing. It could go at any moment.
Meanwhile she would have to endure the event after the meal with almost every pasty-faced lawyer who hadn't brought his wife trying to hit on her.
Where was Emily now and what was she doing? Well, Jessica knew that really - it hadn't been out of her mind for a second. Quite apart from the obvious, Jessica was well aware that she was just about to enter peak fertility herself. Last week or next week might be 'safe' but this one was increasingly not. Maybe it was because of what was happening to Emily but she couldn't help having a funny feeling that this month ... well it might be the one. The one that REALLY counted, the one when... Of course she'd felt the same before, even just last month, and ... it ... hadn't happened. She realised her initial thought had been, 'she'd been unlucky.' She felt the signals of her sexual excitement and just as they registered her phone chirped.
A message. A text message. Probably not from Taylor - probably just some phone-plan deal. She checked her phone and her heart almost stopped a beat.
'E = 2 lines. 2 celebrate u have last proof. Hunter and Prey. 2 nite. Confirm acceptance.'
She read the message and then read it again, accepting its meaning. E was Emily and her 2 lines were a positive pregnancy test. Emily was going to have a baby and to celebrate the event Jess had been assigned her last task. To be achieved tonight of all nights. It was hunter and prey, a 'game' she'd only heard about before.
To put it simply her details were sent out to an undisclosed number of Cock Pit members with a password. Any member who located her within a specified time and gave the password could do what they liked with her then and there - or at least as soon as they could find a spot where they might not be arrested!



Jess felt herself breathing hard. Tonight! A Black stranger would find her and fuck her and pump his baby-making seed deep inside her. It would happen tonight - on the edge of her most fertile time! Where would it happen? Obviously not at the dinner but maybe on the way home. The parking garage? Maybe being stopped in the car by a Black cop? Would they be lying in wait for her outside her house when she got home? Or perhaps Emily would have a roomful of Black guys all waiting for her back there - that would be just like her...
Suddenly Jess snapped back to attention. Her neighbours were all looking at her strangely. She blushed crimson to the roots of her hair. Of course they couldn't know what she was thinking, could they? She tried to control her thoughts a little - to make sure that she didn't draw too much attention to herself.
The voice of her boss, Samuel Rifkin, suddenly began to register with her again. "...Jessica Lyons will be working closely with me as liason with this new client and the Foundation promises to be a valuable entry into new markets and a level of international work beyond anything we have currently attempted." She looked up in surprise and then, responding to a gestured pudgy finger, stood up and took the applause of the room.
What the fuck was he talking about? Jess dropped back into her chair and tried to graciously acknowledge the smiles, some genuine but most forced and envious, that were being sent her way. This was a mark of approval from the highest levels. It was all the more unexpected for how she had been treated since her marriage had broken up. Why was she suddenly being favoured?
Jessica wasn't the only one thinking that. Mrs Robertson, seated a little closer to the center of power, observed the attractive redhead with a bitter smile. Her husband, a junior partner, had already flashed her a glance which told her that he'd heard nothing about this before. When Jessica Lyons had still been with her husband she had seemed very personable. Now, however, it seemed the truth was coming out. Of course it was disgusting that an old man like Sam Rifkin should be chasing a woman 30 years his junior and bribing her with a new position, it was even worse that he was doing it so publicly. How terrible for his wife! However, at the end of the day, you had to expect such behaviour from men if they weren't kept firmly under control. The real blame lay with the Lyons girl. So long as little whores like her put out in return for favours then such terrible behaviour would continue!
Mrs Robertson wasn't the only one thinking that way. Cynical glances from some of the wives seated nearby suddenly registered with Jessica. My God, she realised, they thought she was fucking Rifkin! Her gorge rose just at the thought of letting that pale pink pig close to her. She stared at her boss as she struggled to bring her feelings back under control.
As Sam Rifkin sat down after his speech he noticed Jessica looking at him with a look of startled confusion. He rejoiced inwardly. Yet again he had read the situation perfectly. Nearly everybody in the room, especially his executives' wives, had simply assumed that Jessica was fucking her way to the top. Well he knew that Jessica was a woman of ambition and of, shall we say, modern sensibilities. She had already seen what was on offer and she would understand what was expected from her. Really so little to ask in return for him sending her to the top echelons of their profession. He would give her five minutes to mull it over and then he would make his move.
Jessica's phone chirped again.
'Well?'
Jessica realised she hadn't answered the previous message. She sent Rifkin's stupidity out of her head and rushed to text back, 'Yes - accepted.' Moments later her phone chirped again and Jessica read the passwords for any potential Black bull tonight.
Silver-service waiters passed around the table. Jessica sensed a presence behind her, "Coffee, madam?" came a voice. Jessica nodded and then froze as she realised that the man leaning over her to fill her cup was African-American. She swallowed and made a concious effort to breath again as the waiter moved on. My God, that had been intense! Would it be the same whenever she saw a Black man tonight - that immediate wonder if he knew about her and would claim his right to fuck her. She shook her head a little to try to clear it.
Jessica looked around the table at the waiters circulating. Only two seemed to be African-American and they were both relatively light-skinned. She realised she had been foolish - Taylor would never have sent her details to them. The Taylor Foundation provided for only dark-skinned men. The waiters completed their tasks and moved off - leaving the dining room once more the whitest place in several states. Only Jeff Hindborn's Filipino wife kept the ratio below 100%.
At that moment Jess felt a figure slip into the vacant chair left at her side by Emily's absence. She stiffened as she heard the man beside her speak.
"I hope my announcement was a pleasant surprise, Jessica, the sky is the limit with this project and I am delighted that we will be working closely together from now on." Sam Rifkin's voice was oily, but presumably supposed to be seductive. Jess tried not to shudder as she felt a hand tentatively rub her thigh. "Of course," Rifkin went on, "the closer we work together the greater the rewards on offer. My influence can do a lot for you in the future - this is only the start." Jessica's flesh crawled as his pudgy fingers crept up her thigh.
Jessica realised that it was her cue to take a stand and reject him. But it would get her fired for sure and cutting that last tie with her old life was such a big step. She decided to play for time. "Can you excuse me for one moment, sir, I need to go powder my nose." Shit - where had that ridiculous old expression come from! However, it seemed to work. The hand was withdrawn from her thigh. "Of course, my dear, I'll see you again during the dancing and then we can go somewhere to seal the deal, so to speak."
Jessica struggled to hide her revulsion at the implication. She just about managed to get out of her chair and crossed to the large function room's side door.
Room 368
The bathrooms were just down a corridor and as Jessica approached them she tried to think of a way to keep her job while avoiding her boss's advances. It was going to take all her wits to manage that.
The next moment all thoughts of her job and Rifkin went out of her mind. A deep voice stated, "Now you would be Jessica Lyons - am I right?"
Jessica stopped and stared with surprise. The man was in his fifties and was wearing a chef's uniform, thankfully minus the hat. From the size of his stomach he enjoyed tasting his own product. However, what was of most importance at this moment was the fact that he was VERY dark-skinned - and he knew her name. She knew what was coming next.
"Seems we all out of vanilla," said the man.
Jessica hesitated but only momentarily. "That's OK - I only like dark chocolate," she gave the texted password response to the question.
"Ain't I the lucky one," said the man, "cause I got just what you be needing." He moved forward two steps and took Jess by the arm. Then he purposefully guided her a couple of doors beyond the bathrooms. He turned a key and then stepped inside drawing Jess after him.
The room was a small store-room - effectively a short corridor between two high stacks of shelving. The man stepped forward and pulled out some cardboard, clearly old broken-down boxes waiting to go out in the trash. He dropped several pieces onto the floor. "Don't want you getting your knees dirty - or that nice dress later on."
Jessica took the hint and dropped to her knees. She reached for his belt and carefully removed it before undoing his pants and pulling them down. The man shifted his bulk as he stepped out of his pants and then looked down at her. Jessica couldn't help herself. He might not be the epitome of male perfection but damn he had a serious bulge in his shorts. "You gonna just admire it or are you gonna suck it," grunted the man impatiently. His round flat face showed no concern that she might reject his demand.
Jess pulled down his shorts and gasped. His cock was maybe seven inches in length, healthy but nothing too startling. What amazed her was its girth - it looked about as thick as a coke can and the head was hard and round and menacing. She tentatively reached out and began gently stroking the monster.
"Whass the matter - aintcha never seen a real Black baby-maker before," chuckled the man. "If you like how it looks then you gonna love how it feels. But first I was talking 'bout you givin me some head. How about it, sweet thing?"
Jess did her best - but she almost had to stretch her mouth even to get the head in. Since she couldn't get far down the shaft she had to settle for plenty of licking and spittle. Soon the end of the cock was shining with moisture from her efforts. It had got pretty damn hard and Jessica wasn't surprised when the man gently pushed on her shoulder.
Again she knew what he wanted and she lay back on the cardboard. No surprise that the man immediately honed in on the area between her legs. He pulled her long skirt up and out of the way to reveal her naked pussy. "Hmmn, looks damn good eatin'," he said to himself and then plunged his mouth down onto her pussy.
Jessica gasped as he went to work. First licking and then working two pudgy fingers into her wet and ready slit. His face took on a look of grim satisfaction as he saw the effect his fast finger-work was having on the beautiful redhead. Her eyes were wide and her mouth was open. He moved his other hand up to cover her mouth and stifle her moan.
"You trying to get me fired," he said with a twinkle in his eye. "We best move to the main event before you bring security down here!" Then he gripped Jessica's legs and moved them up so that her sex was fully exposed to him. He moved his bulk forward as Jess bent her knees to allow him easy access.
"This pussy primed?"
She knew what he was asking. If he came in her would her body grow his seed into a Black man's baby. "It might be - I'm right on the edge of my time."
He looked deep into her eyes and kept rubbing his thick cock head up and down her drooling naked pussy lips. "Maybe I shouldn't fuck you - maybe I should leave you for the big event next month. Make sure you get knocked up there - in front of a crowd and the cameras." He enjoyed the flush his suggestion brought to her cheeks.
Jess struggled to control her need for him. "Well I think...OOOOhhh."
Before she had completed the sentance he had pushed his thick Black cock home into her pussy. "No need for you to think - haven't you worked that out by now. We know what you need and deserve - we've known it since long before ever you did. You need a lot of Black cock, a lot of Nigga nut and a house full of Black men's babies. That's only natural and we gonna make sure you kept well supplied with all three. That alright with you?"
All Jess knew was that after pushing his big cock into her he had held still - denying her what she needed. She knew what he wanted as his price and was it really so much to give? "Yes - fuck me and seed me. Show them all that you're the man who knocked me up. Send me over there with a belly full of Black baby."
The man grunted his satisfaction and began fucking her with powerful regular strokes. "That's right ... knocked up ... just like ... your little ... blonde whore ... friend." He wasn't in great shape and huge beads of sweat were standing off his forehead already.
Jess tasted salt as a drop of his sweat fell on her face. But she didn't really notice. She was thinking about Emily, her 'little blonde whore friend.' Levy had given her what she needed - a good fucking and his baby growing in her womb. Now it was Jessica's own turn and it really might be tonight, pinned under the bulk of a fat sweaty old Black buck about twice her own age. It should have repulsed her but his cock was big and Black and hard and his years of experience meant he knew how to use it.
His thick Black baby-maker was filling her up just the way she liked - he could have been made to dimensions perfect for the stimulation of every nerve end in her sensitive pussy. His every movement was transmitted through her body - finally working their magic on her mind, making her want more of him. More of his dick, more of his fucking, more of his potent baby-juice. Sub-consciously she knew why mother nature had gifted him like this - to bring her back to him with open legs whenever her body needed sperm to make a baby. He might be getting up in years and he might be carrying plenty of extra pounds but there was no doubt that this man was a real bull, a Black breeding bull.
His big hands were clamped on her thighs keeping her legs apart and her pussy exposed to his thrusts, his merciless powerful thrusts. She belonged to him at this moment and he was intent on letting her know it. "Feel good, baby?"
"Fuck yeah," she smiled up at him. "You're amazing."
The man gave a little smile and then set his mouth in a look of determination. He pushed his weight forward so that more of it was on her. Her legs were pinned back now as he fucked on and on, rolling strokes which seemed to drive the breath out of her lungs with each strong forward plunge.
Sweat was rolling down his face and he was grunting with the effort he was putting in. He knew from her moans and her flushed face that she was coming in response to all his hard work. Now her pussy was all lubricated and ready for his seed to swim deep into her and find that unprotected and vulnerable little white egg. It was time for him to buckle down and finish the job.
Jess instinctively knew it was coming. She saw it in his eyes and felt it in the increased urgency of his strokes. She could almost swear that she felt his cock expand a little in her and release the first of its load of potent cum just as deep in her as the man could manage. That dangerous cum, so loaded with the stuff that would change her life forever. That strong African DNA that would confirm what both of them already knew. This was one high-society white wife who'd given it all up for the d, the big Black d.
Jessica wailed her joy until his hand clamped over her mouth again. They were there together, sharing the moments, until a gentle tap on the door saw them hurriedly separate. The door opened to reveal the smiling face of Antwan.
"Damn, man, you seriously resized that sweet little white pussy. You wouldn't believe how whitebread this one was first time I met her. Now if she ain't a Black bred white slut then she's sure doing a good imitation." He laughed and helped Jessica up as the man proceeded to clean himself off and find his shorts and pants.
"You planning on taking a turn," asked the man.
Antwan shook his head. "Not just now - we got an appointment." Once Jess had straightened her dress up - already feeling the first of the man's juice starting to trickle down her thigh - he led her down to the parking garage and his waiting vehicle. The engine was started and they were in motion before Jessica realised that she didn't even know the name of the man who had just tried so hard to knock her up.
Back to Base
Two large men wearing ear-pieces silently acknowledged Antwan as he pulled his vehicle into the lot of the Taylor Foundation developments.
Jessica, still wearing her outfit from the Founder's Dinner, was smoothly ushered through a back-entrance to the Cock Pit and then up a short flight of stairs into a security room. Monitors showed on two of the walls while a long thin horizontal window was positioned at head height on the one furthest from the door. Antwan greeted the man sat in a swivel chair with his feet up on a desk.
"Take a smoke break or go get a drink inside man, I'll spell you for an hour."
The mans deep-brown eyes took in every inch of Jessica. Then he nodded and heaved his bulk out of the chair. "An hour's the minimum I'd want with that fine piece of pussy. Seems I recognise her - she joining us?"
"Next month, Lincoln, that's the plan. How's it going tonight?"
"Quiet outside - noisy, hot and shady as shit inside, just like it should be."
Antwan chuckled. "Go get yourself some pussy then - I'll keep an eye on things till it winds down."
Lincoln's glance drank in the sight of Jessica again and he gave a small nod before he headed out the door. "My man ain't no fool, surely he ain't."
Jess looked at the monitors. Some showed external views, three had views of the main bar and two more the interiors of rooms. One was large and empty save for mattresses and comfortable couches. The other was smaller and almost entirely filled by a bed on which a white woman was being powerfully fucked by a Black man. It didn't shock or even surprise Jess - she'd seen it done in person many times by now.
Antwan nodded at the screen. "Close to 7 000 watching right at this moment." He tapped a flat screen and consulted the resultant graphic. "Peaked at just over 17 000 for your friend's little announcement. About as high as we usually get - but I'll bet you'll smash it next month."
It didn't sound that impressive to Jessica but then she remembered that these streams were far from public. "Who are they - the people watching?"
"Some are current or past participants in our foundation activities. But they usually watch on playback. The live audience is nearly all patrons. White men of a certain age, a certain bank-balance and, preferably, a certain social position." Antwan rattled off some names and chuckled at Jessica's shocked expression.
"Thought you might know them," he continued, "That's six of the ten-judge panel for commercial cases in this tri-state. So you needn't worry too much about anything that fat fool Rifkin might threaten you with. We don't call in too many favours from our patrons unless necessary but we'll sure as shit make sure you get a level playing field if you come up against him. Judge Wood doesn't need to watch - he's probably out in the Cock Pit right now. The other three are female but, from what I hear, no fans of Sam Rifkin anyway."
Jessica felt a weight lifted from her mind. Given a fair fight she was confident she could take down Rifkin or most of his lawyers. They'd all got complacent and lazy. At the very least she'd make the bastards work for any wins they did get. As for Matthew Wood, the only African-American judge on the panel, she'd always got on well with him and - if Antwan wasn't bull-shitting her - it seemed very likely she'd be getting to know him much better real soon. That was just fine by Jess. Matt Wood was a mature man but he kept himself in good shape and he was deliciously dark.
"It's amazing just how many influential white men enjoy seeing a white woman fucked and potentially knocked up by a Black guy," said Antwan. "We supply unique access to such material on a regular basis and in return they pay their dues and do little services for us where appropriate. In the law, in business and, of course, most of all in politics - both sides of the aisle. Slip a line of text into a 750-page Congressional Bill and we can fund our activities for a decade. Make sure you have nine or ten on the books at any time with some linked to pro-life legislation, some to racial equality measures and some to both. Well..." Antwan gave a little shrug of his shoulders.
Jessica saw his point. It didn't matter who won elections or if a measure or two were struck out by legislators wanting to look tough on federal spending. There'd always be plenty of finance for the Taylor foundation and its worth-while endeavours.



"Just in case," said Antwan as he turned to another flat screen, "we also get funding from seven States and several non-profits. Didn't I tell you Taylor is a real smart man. Do you need to ask why we've never featured in the media and why none of our activities ever attract law enforcement?"
Jessica didn't need to. She also no longer had to wonder why Levy and others came here to learn the tricks of the trade from Taylor.
Antwan touched a screen and a recording from the main hall began playing. The sound was down very low but Jessica didn't need sound to know what she was watching. She saw Emily go on stage and then the whole ritual of the unsealing of the pregnancy test, the taking of the test itself and then the wait for the result. Even with the sound so low the cheer from the crowd was clearly audible as the image of two clear lines showed on the wall-screens.
"Going to be real popular is young Emily," said Antwan, "especially when her baby-bump is good and obvious. For every one of us who wants to knock you girls up there's another who REALLY likes fucking a white girl who's got a Black baby in her belly. They get it tough tho. Some of you girls don't wanna be near a man of any colour when you are knocked up - not that I blame them for that necessarily. Fortunately, the hormones raging seems to make the rest of you horny as fuck. A brotha ain't really fucked till he's had a white girl who knows she's growing a Black man's seed in her womb."
Antwan stood up and gestured Jess over to the window that ran across the far room at eye-level for anyone between about 5'3" and 6'3". "A view-point pretty high on the back wall of the Cock Pit." said Antwan. "See the guys at the bar nearest to us?"
Jessica saw maybe ten old Black guys at the bar - and she meant old. They might have been anywhere from sixty to eighty but it was hard to tell in the dim light. They sat drinking beers and apparently just talking together in the back of the club.
"They're about all that's left of the old neighborhood that they cleared thirty years ago. This was their bar and Taylor said any of them could come down any time we was open. They mostly just drink free bear and enjoy the best floor-show in this or any other town."
Jess giggled. Beyond the men she could see the club itself. Black men with the occasional white woman interspersed among them. White women staffed the bar and white women danced for the entertainment of the crowd.
"Know what it is you looking at?"
Jessica didn't answer - she knew Antwan would do so himself.
"You looking at your future, Jess, your future serving the needs of the Black man and, I hope and trust, this Black man in particular."
She felt her long skirt lifted and then his hand found her slick wet pussy. She didn't need to think about it. She automatically moved her feet apart to allow him easier access.
"That's how I like my pussy," purred Antwan, "real easy and available."
Jessica felt her body reacting to him.
"You been out fucking again tonight, Miss Big-Shot Lawyer? Who you been putting out for this time?"
"I don't know," said Jessica huskily, "I didn't ask his name. I just spread my legs and let him fuck me and seed me."
"Why'd you do that, a fine Southern girl like you?"
"He was Black and he was hard and I..."
"...and what?"
"...and I want to have a baby."
"That's right - and you soon will won't you?"
"Yes," moaned Jess as his fingers started working their way in and out of her. She still looked out in the Cock Pit and still felt his breath as he spoke low into her ear.
"What about all those men out there - you'd let any of them have you wouldn't ya."
"Yes," admitted Jessica, "I'd let any of them have me. I'd let ALL of them have me."
"In time you most likely will," said Antwan, "and meantime you'll be the star of the show next month. You'll make your presentation and then we'll initiate you and Emily. You just watched her presentation on the recording - maybe your one will be the same but I think we might just be a day or two early. Doesn't matter - if not tonight then next month or the one after. From initiation your pussy will be full of potent Black seed every day you're fertile. In our experience, and we've had a lot, you'll soon be well-and-truly Black Bred."
"UUUggghhh," moaned Jess as she felt a little climax courtesy of Antwan's fingers in her pussy and his suggestions in her brain.
"You know he wanted you don't you," purred Antwan. "Levy, I mean, he asked Taylor if he could take you back and make you his bottom bitch. Have you running his stable and recruiting new white pussy for him. Taylor owed him a solid so he might have said yes if I hadn't said that I wanted you too."
Jessica just stared forward as the words kept being poured into her ear in the dark velvety tones of Antwan. "Taylor had Jenny and, when the time comes and Taylor wants to retire, then I'm going to have you. You gonna be MY top girl and we gonna do things even old Taylor could only dream about. He got years in him yet - and those years you gonna be breeding. First this one - then your second's gonna be mine. No doubt and no dispute. Gonna keep you exclusive and well fucked till that second little nigga, my little nigga, is growing in your belly. Then there'll be more till it's time to work alongside me and bring who can tell how many more White girls into their own new lives. Sound good, baby? You ready for all that?"
"Yes," said Jess quietly as she felt her body reacting to him again. Antwan knew just how to play her. But then suddenly...
Her phone rang.
The mood was broken and Antwan pulled back from her. Everything was still as the phone rang twice more and then Antwan laughed. "I 'spect that's your boss wanting to know where you got to - best you be a good girl and answer it."
Jess fumbled in her bag and pulled out her phone. She answered it only to have Antwan hiss 'Speaker'. Jess didn't hesitate or wonder whether to obey him. Instead she turned on the speaker and laid the phone down on the small sill below the window she was still looking through. As she did so she felt Antwan push back up close behind her body. This time, however, she didn't feel clothing on her bare butt. Instead she felt warm flesh and a hard cock pushing against her. It was so typical of Antwan - he wanted to fuck her while she talked to her white boss. Just the thought of it set her heart pounding. How did Antwan ALWAYS know just how to turn her on?
There was silence for a few seconds and Jessica suddenly blurted out, '"Hello?"
"Um, Jessica, er Jess, is that you?"
It wasn't her boss. It was a female voice - the voice of the woman she'd grown up with in Shelby County, the woman who'd sometimes almost played the role of an older sister for her. The woman she'd last seen being hurried away from her door and the menacing sight of a huge and aroused Marquis.
Antwan was just holding her and gently moving his hard cock up and down to stimulate her pussy lips. Jessica knew he was waiting...
"Jessica, er Jess, I thought that I should call...
Just as she realised who she was talking to Jessica felt Antwan's hard Black cock push its way into her wet pussy.
"GiGi - uh - what's up - uh."
"Jess, we need to talk about... You know to talk about what happened when Charli and I came over to your new place."
"Uh - Yes GiGi we - uh - should talk ab - uh - about that - uh."
That bastard Antwan was really enjoying himself. He was thrusting into her hard and making her gasp every time.
"Jess - are you alright? You sound... funny."
"Don't be sil - uh - don't be silly GiGi - uh - GiGi don't be silly it's - UH - everythin - UH - all OK - UH."
"You're not alone are you, Jess, is it him - that man, that Black man that was at your house?"
"UH - no it's not him - UH - its Antwan who's an even - UH - better - UH - UH - UH."
"Oh..."
Antwan spoke, "Your friend is busy baby - taking my big Black cock. Ring her tomorrow and you can have a real nice talk."
"Oh, er, yes, OK, I'll ring tomorrow, er..."
Antwan ended the connection. "That the one Deon and Trey told me about? The one that came round your house and then ran away?"
"Yes, she's my cousin," admitted Jessica.
"Your cousin, eh, well I'm guessing it might just run in the family."
"Oh God," whimpered Jessica.
"Yeah, didn't run away screaming this time did she. I'm thinking I know what she's gonna be curious about when you talk tomorrow. If she rings you at all then I'm betting she'll soon be getting to learn just how good getting Blacked feels for herself. What you think Jess?" Antwan was teasing her - as if he knew what she was thinking herself.
She felt a slight scratch from the bristles on Antwan's chin as he leaned in to kiss her neck. His arms were round her and his hands fondled her breasts as he continued to pump his hard cock in and out of her. He knew when to tease her and he knew when to pound her hard. There could be worse things than being his top girl.
Suddenly Jessica gasped as Antwan kissed her neck hard. Her legs quivered with her body's reaction to his lovemaking and Antwan suddenly gripped her hard as he came inside her.
"Get your presentation sorted, Jess, you're good and ready to finally become one of Taylor's girls."
Jessica suddenly had a wicked thought. She realised just what she needed to REALLY make an impression on the Cock Pit regulars...
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Romeo the DJ hadn't been wrong - once you navigated the maze of streets you really couldn't miss his address. On one side was a huge block, built fifty years ago to house the community but now decaying and abandoned. Gang tags covered the walls and the boarded-up windows. Jessica navigated around another pot-hole in the road and stopped in front of his house. There was a high wall with a gate and through it she could see an expensive automobile. Around here that wall wouldn't keep the thieves and other predators out. Only one thing could do that - reputation. She checked again - not one tag on that outside wall. Masta Playa was clearly still a man to be reckoned with.
She buzzed the intercom. "You the one Romeo sent," said a voice like dark chocolate, a voice she recognised from that night at Antwan's club, "bring your wheels in or you'll be walking home."
By the time she had parked in the driveway the house's big main door was open. That this place should exist here was ridiculous. She'd seen houses like it back in the old days when she was with her ex-husband but never in any neighborhood remotely like this.
"Sent the help home, baby, so we could talk business." Masta Playa was perhaps 45 but the years lay well on him. They gave him a certain gravitas. She recognised everything in the house was of the finest and so was his wardrobe, from a hand-painted silk tie through his immaculate hand-tailored suit right down to his Italian shoes. Everything around him radiated power and it all fitted the man like a glove.
He'd seen her checking him out. "What did you expect - a hat with a feather in it? Times have moved on. When you running your stable you got to keep up with what's happening. Always another opportunity to take, always another asset to acquire."
She could see how others had felt attraction for him. Men of authority were a weakness for her and despite all she knew about him she couldn't help savouring his confidence and personal magnetism. His features were regular and his smile was charming. Dark chocolate eyes looked out with a twinkle in them and she knew that he liked what he saw too.
"Would you like a drink?"
Her suspicions were immediately aroused - she knew that she had to be careful around a man like this. She'd seen that first look he had given her as she got out of her car. She was used to men looking at her but not like that. He had been like a farmer at a cattle auction appraising potential new livestock. In a half-second he'd checked her face, figure and bearing. She was in no doubt that if you asked him, and he felt inclined to talk, then the Masta Playa could have told you EXACTLY how much money she could make in a year as one of his whores. Then he'd turned on the charm and the velvet-smooth voice but not before she'd seen that first look. Take a drink from the Masta Playa, no way!
"Thank you," she replied, "I'm fine."
He gave her a little knowing smile. Romeo had told him that this one was a corporate lawyer. That suggested she had brains and her not taking a drink proved it. He liked intelligent white women, they were ... a challenge.
He finally held up two hands and chuckled. "Jessica, that is your name? Yes, well, I know you've heard lots about me - I expect 99% of it is true. I was a dangerous man before I retired. But that's a young man's game and I don't need more money than I have." He waved a casual hand around him. "Besides, at my best, I didn't ever need to use mickeys." He chuckled again. "Sit down. You must have something as a guest in my home. Our municipal water system is still just about drinkable - I can at least get you a glass of water from the faucet over there. You can watch me run it if you like."
Jessica momentarily felt silly for her caution. "Yes, thank you," was out of her mouth even before she knew it. Then she remembered who this man was and the fact that, besides Romeo, a self-confessed old associate of the Playa, no-one knew that she was here. She cursed her stupidity - damn right she was going to watch him.
The Masta Playa could feel her eyes boring into him as he carefully washed and wiped a glass before doing the same to the interior of a jug. He filled the jug with water straight from the faucet and then poured a glass for her. She was a careful woman and that just made her even more delicious, even more desirable. He was a connoisseur of the female form, it had been his livelihood, and this one was out of the top drawer but he savoured her more for those keen, intelligent, eyes. Watching him every step of the way.
He handed her the glass and then turned to replace the jug on his French antique side-board. In the small mirror he saw her hold the glass up to the light of a window and inspect it. She was so suspicious and so lovely. He saw her raise the glass and take a cautious sip. He turned and walked to his seat. It was clear that he was ready to talk business. Without a flicker of reaction he saw her take a mouthful of the water and then put the glass down on the table by her chair.
She had done enough. Enough to show that she respected his home, enough not to reject his hospitality.
She had done enough. He'd never used 'mickeys' - knock-out drops - leave that to the young idiots running stables today. His drug was far more subtle and, of course, had been in the spout of the water-jug. He was sure she had drunk enough - he would know in about ten minutes time.
"I hear you are interested in my song? It still sells - but I didn't make it for the money. I did it just to show that in my spare time I could produce better than all those so-called gangstas. The song speak to you?"
"Yes," said Jessica and picked her words carefully, "I thought it was amazing. I saw what it did to a crowd and some of my friends."
"At Antwan's place in the city?"
"Yes."
The Playa smiled a slow smile. "Always liked the fact Romeo uses my song like that. Makes it worthwhile. What you need from me?"
"Its the music really, I have some different lyrics." She handed him a sheet of paper from her briefcase.
He scanned them and an eye-brow slowly raised. "The music was my speciality, lyrics not so much. Couldn't claim to be the best at them but I got my message across, told it how it is. These, pardon me saying so, ain't much as lyrics but they do send a message and I like them."
She couldn't help but smile back, "I hope so - that's why I need your song so badly. They will all know it and that background will put my presentation over the edge."
"Tell me exactly how you plan to use my little tune - it is my creation after all."
He'd hit the right note. She'd clearly been planning her little act for weeks. She steadily grew more animated and excited as she described her plans and the reactions she hoped to get. Her eyes shone and sparkled with humour and daring, her pale skin glowed with vitality. She was so lovely. At his suggestion she demonstrated a few moves that she had choreographed and he expressed his appreciation. The displays slowly seemed to accelerate and be delivered with more and more enthusiasm. The Playa relaxed and listened as he noticed the drug taking effect on the woman.
Jessica was really enjoying herself. She was pleased that she had decided to do this. Masta Playa was genuinely interested in her ideas and it was undeniable that he was attractive to her. Not just his looks, his whole personality was just what she liked. Authoritative, powerful, full of alternate gravitas and a wicked humour. He was so sexy!
Masta Playa told her how impressed he was by her ideas. He was sure that, with his song, her audience would be impressed too. He said how good it was to meet a woman who knew her own mind and her desires and was ready to go out there and take what she wanted. Even coming to see him had been a sign of her courage and dedication. He moved his chair next to Jessica's so that they could talk more freely and with less formality.
Jessica was so happy. She had discovered who she was and what she wanted from her life. He was right to say how brave and switched-on she had been. She HAD been brave, she HAD been decisive. Strange that other people had trouble recognising that but this wonderful man had spotted it right away. She liked the fact that he had come close to her. She felt a powerful connection with him - he had to be the most impressive man she had ever met. It must have been fate that brought her here - to meet such a handsome and perceptive man.
Masta Playa judged that it was time - his 'medicine' had taken enough effect for the next stage. "So we get to the important part of today's meeting. You want something that is mine to give. You came all this way to the worst part of H-Town to get it and that tells me that you want it bad. Well, OK, you can use my song..." He saw the elation on her face and raised a finger, "...if you are willing to pay the price, of course."
There was that controlled little smile again - as if he knew everything that ever had happened and everything that ever would happen. The smile of a man in total control - God she loved that smile of his. Jessica knew that he wanted her - she'd seen that look so often before. Well, if he wanted her in exchange for his song then that promised to be VERY good for her. Hell, she'd fuck him whether he gave her the song or not. "I'm down for some fun..."
He shook his head, still smiling. "Not that. I want something that you DON'T want to give me. I want you to do something for me, something that you would never otherwise do. If you want something from me then that's what I want from you."
She was watching him again but out of confusion rather than suspicion. She so badly wanted to understand, to learn from this great man.
"You're a modern woman - you know that some rules are made to protect us and some rules are made to control us. You smoked weed?"
She nodded.
"You should have gone crazy then, if you listen to them. What about coke?"
"Once or twice."
"A good experience?"
"Well, yes."
He spread his hands, "There you go. According to them you should be hooked and/or dead. Not that it's complete bullshit. Coke can be a bad, bad, drug. Lost friends to that drug. But if you use it right it's a tool. Use it wrong and you pay."
He was focusing all his charisma on her now - ready for his next question. "Used heroin?"
"Fuck no," said Jessica.
"But why not - I have, back when I was going to be a musician. No big deal - didn't help me so I didn't do it again. Real simple. No harm, no foul. Why is it different for you? Because you set yourself limits, based on what they've always told you. My song is precious to me because I lived my song. Now you want a part of my song so it's only fair that you live part of my song."
Jessica had a nagging feeling that there was something wrong in his logic. But one look at those beautiful eyes and that engaging smile convinced her that he was truly educating her - he knew so much more about such things than she did.
Masta Playa moved over to his huge office desk and opened a draw. He dipped in a hand and took out a wrap of paper. Then he produced a small glass pipe.
That was a little too much even for the drug-affected brain of Jessica. She was no expert on such things but you didn't need to be to know that slamming needles and those little pipes were things to avoid. She shook her head anxiously, her face was a picture of confused distress.
Playa fixed her with his eyes. "I want you to experience this. Some men crave sex, some men crave power. I crave the moment a beautiful white woman trusts me enough to put her mouth to the pipe and draw in the smoke."
"What if I don't do it?" asked Jessica.
"Then you don't get the song. That's my price. It's not so high a price. Just breaking down another of those pointless barriers that penned your life into normality and respectability. How many other barriers have you surmounted in the last year or two? So many and yet you'd let this little one beat you?"
"But it's crack," she said in a small frightened voice.
Masta Playa was offended. ""I'd never give you crack and this isn't meth either. Its a synthetic we devised a while back. Good little party drug and you haven't really made love until you've done it on this. That's why I want you to try it, sweet thing, so when we fuck it'll be real good for you."
She was looking at him, her pupils large in her eyes. She just needed that little suggestion to bring her over.
"Does my baby girl think her Black daddy would want to hurt her?" His voice crooned reassurance.
She shook her head.
He slapped his knee, "Cum sit here with daddy so he can help you do this."
The 29-year-old corporate lawyer walked across and perched her butt on the older man's knee. She watched as he spilled the contents of the wrap of paper into the bowl of the pipe. Then he held the mouth-piece just in front of her face and she heard his lighter, almost a small blow-torch, spark. The crystals in the pipe fizzed, melted and began to turn to vapour. She looked at him and he smiled and nodded. Jessica leaned forward, put her lips to the pipe and gently inhaled.
She felt nothing except a pressure where she was sat in his lap. Her brain sub-consciously recorded the fact that Masta Playa was getting hard just as she took her first tentative hit. The flame came out again. "You can do better than that," he purred, "take a nice deep hit. Then you can learn all about my song."
She took a much deeper draw on the pipe and then continued to do so until the last of the crystals were gone.
She felt good - she'd been feeling good since she'd arrived really. Now though, slowly, she felt better than good. She felt she could dance for hours or run across America or swim the Pacific Ocean. She didn't want to do any of those things though, she wanted to fuck and she wanted to fuck a LOT.
Masta Playa eased her off his knee and stood to pull down his expensively-tailored pants. "Baby knows what daddy wants," was all he said. Jessica was straight down on her knees and pulling his cock out of his silk underpants. It was all she had hoped for. A strong Black nine inches. She began a vigorous blow-job, constantly switching techniques and targets in her search for a way to please him. She lavished all she had learned from her many lovers onto this man, the man she most wanted to please in all the world.
He tugged her hair and then presented his balls. She licked them like the most delicious candy and then gently played with them as if they were the most exquisite jewels she had ever seen.
Masta lay back on his chair and then shifted forward to hold his legs up. "Now, be a good baby girl and clean Daddy's Black ass."
It was something Jessica had never done before but then wasn't doing things she hadn't done before the whole idea. She tentatively stuck the tip of her pink tongue onto his ass-hole. There was a little nutty taste and a slight smell but she still warmed to her task. She buried her tongue into him as far as it would go and enjoyed his moans of appreciation. She was pleasing him and it made her pussy wet to please her new Black daddy.
For about five minutes a single Black ass-hole essentially comprised Jessica's universe. Just as she was beginning to forget that she had ever not been rimming him the Masta Player finally decided he was satisfied. She wanted to kiss him straight afterwards - he avoided that and mentally cursed the fact that white girls always seemed to want to do it.
"Time you danced for daddy and got out of those clothes." The suggestion seemed the most natural thing to Jessica. As he sat and slowly stroked his hard cock she vigorously danced in front of him - she gloried in her own physicality and revelled in slowly revealing her whole naked form to him. She knew he was enjoying it - his dark eyes remained fixed on her.
As she finally lost the last of her clothing and stood naked in front of him the Playa made a simple gesture. She moved forward and straddled his seated form. Her hand found his hard shaft and inserted it into her wet pussy. She was more than ready for him, her excitement had been building since she'd drunk that water. Now she was desperate to fuck - desperate to get herself off on his hard meat.
Playa exulted as he saw her almost exhaust herself in her frantic desire for him. Her eyes were shining, her long hair plastered to her by the sweat running down her face and body. Little grunts signified the physical efforts she was making and when he finally began to thrust up into her she gave a groan of pleasure. On his special 'medicine' these snow bunnies could fuck all day and the more they fucked the more they came. He casually reached up and grasped Jessica's breast. His fingers found her nipple and twisted the ring there savagely. Jessica gasped in pain and then her whole body shuddered in climax.
He enjoyed the sensation and visuals of the woman fucking him but it wasn't enough for him. He'd expected more of a contest - more resistance. In the end she was just another little slut in way over her depth. He crooked a finger into the top of her pussy, feeling himself slide in and out. He moved his finger slightly and the woman shrieked - her eyes rolling back into her head for a moment. Then he grabbed her hips and pounded up into her hard until he came. The woman's wail of joy at feeling his seed passed him by. He could play this one like all the others - her body, her mind - she'd been no challenge at all. He stood upright and almost threw the tired girl on the floor. In a couple of seconds she was back on her knees and eagerly cleaning their juices off his cock with her tongue.
Playa glanced at the clock. Maybe ten minutes till she came down. "Get your clothes, baby," he ordered, "daddy's gonna take you for a ride."
The redhead giggled and rushed into her clothes but once they were in the car she started to quieten down. By the time they were on the streets she was looking out with a troubled expression. Playa carefully drove her through the two main drags for street walkers in H-Town. He saw her taking in the few young attractive faces and the many many more ruined by life on the streets. He saw Beretta, the pimp round here, beating a young Latina girl with an old metal coat hanger. He scowled - young men had no class.
"Used to have a hundred girls on the street round here - all white girls so they had extra value for my clientele. They turned over fast but I never had a shortage - my methods of recruitment are very effective, as you know."
He looked at the woman - was she called Jessica, he couldn't quite remember. She was staring out at the wrecks of humanity with a dull gaze. The come-down had hit her just as he knew it would. She was taking it all in but she couldn't really respond rationally.
He drove on to the hospital. "This is where my mammy died. Needed a transfusion but there wasn't no doctor available to see her in time. There'd been cutbacks to the program - just here, not up in the North side. The hospital there stayed fully-staffed, clean and efficient. Strange that. People were dying here, my mammy died here, and no-one gave a shit."
His next stop was a school - quiet now. "Built for about 2000 kids - there are 6000 packed in here now. How many of them won't make it to your age, how many won't make it to 30? Die from drugs, die from gang violence, die at their own young hands. How many - too many! You know where the white politicians are - while these Black children are dying. They're a fucking bus ride away - YOU lived a fucking bus ride away. But white people don't care cause white people don't have no souls."



He had been angry - even after all these years he still got angry when he thought about his mammy. He'd taken his revenge - when he'd taken their girl-friends, their neighbours, their daughters. Then they'd surely felt something...
The young woman was sobbing next to him, her face a picture of despair. Looking at her, so beautiful and so distraught, you could almost imagine that she did have a soul. But the Masta Playa knew better than such foolishness - he knew what had to be done, he'd done it so many times before that it came almost as second nature even after all these years.
He put his arm round her shoulders as she sobbed. "Daddy will help the pain go away," he crooned in a low voice and reached in his pocket for the two pills.
She took them in her hand and swallowed them with a swig from his flask. They were powerful stuff - about as strong as you get. The girls eyes dulled and her head lolled back. Masta drove back to the corner where he'd seen Beretta beating his street whore.
He checked the girl - her breathing was regular. He let her slide so her head slipped slowly into his lap. With one hand he gently smoothed her hair as he looked down at her. She was remarkable, truly remarkable, on an aesthetic basis. But it would all be routine now. Take her down the road to have Beretta's brand put on her, give her some more 'medicine' and then have her working by tomorrow night. Switch her to meth after a few days to lengthen the spells of activity between hits and then it'd be plain sailing. First escorting, then the parlors. She'd make serious money those first couple of years before the drugs started to show beyond concealing. Then out on the streets until the life there broke her body or her mind beyond repair. But he'd always be there with her 'medicine' and she'd feel so good all the way down.
She looked so peaceful - like an angel.
"Gimme my money ho - you see what I did to Lola." It was Beretta waving that damned coat hanger at another of his girls, a Black girl this time.
The Masta Playa seethed with sudden rage. These young men - they had no professional pride. To beat a ho like that when you could control her so easily other ways. Like a jockey using an electric prod on his horse - it might work but it wasn't the way to treat your livestock. They lived and died and made you money - there was no cause for unnecessary brutality.
He looked down at the woman again. She was about the best that had ever passed through his hands and he felt contempt for the idea of giving an ignorant nigga like Beretta a girl like this. It would be an outrage, an insult, for the Masta Playa to be reduced to that.
Then there was Taylor - she hadn't got his permanent mark but the Playa knew from Romeo that she was hooked up with them over in the city. Ignoring that little tag in her ear would come with a price. Did he really want to start trouble with Taylor just so that Beretta could fuck up managing a prime piece of white ass?
Playa shook his head. She would have been a definitive final capture - the perfect end to a great career. But it wasn't to be...
***
A few hours later Jessica woke in her car. She immediately felt a terrible head-ache but couldn't remember much. She was in a car park in her own city. She looked at the back of her hand. Written in careful penmanship was -
'Take my song. Come back and you can get to live it all.'
She shuddered to her core. Now she remembered a little, and a little was more than enough. She knew there was one man that she never, ever, wanted to see again.
Sending a Message
The Masta Playa woke suddenly. Something wasn't right. He looked to his right and saw glass, a bottle. He sat up in his bed and checked it out. A bottle of wine on the pillow beside where his head had been. He looked at it and realised that this was a very fine vintage, also a very expensive vintage. That was all very well but what the fuck was it doing there. What did he have staff and security for?
Next to the bottle was a piece of paper -
'Accept this in appreciation for the safe return of my property. Remember how good it is to be retired. T.'
The Playa scowled - all very polite but the message from Taylor was clear enough. If he hadn't returned the goods then it would have been different. In his mind's eye he saw his fine home in flames - shadowy figures standing outside listening to his screams.
One thing in that note was true - he had come to treasure his comforts in retirement and it was probably best he stayed out of the game.
Playa thoughtfully considered the bottle and then carefully examined the cork. It looked OK but he still shook his head. He opened a window and threw the bottle out so that it smashed on the concrete parking-bay below.
The Masta Playa had survived so long by being careful - he wouldn't change that policy now.
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The cursor blinked on the lap-top screen. Georgia took a deep breath and waited. She still wasn't sure that she shouldn't just close the lid of the machine or even simply break the connection. She wasn't worried about anyone catching her doing this but she knew that it was massively out of character with her previous 35 years on the planet. On the other hand she could feel the impact that the flashing cursor was having on her. Her heart was beating almost out of her chest, her breathing was quick and her whole attention was focused on that tiny area of screen. She was excited and it seemed an age since that had been true.
She forced herself to look away and up to the clock mounted on the wall. The minute hand eased around to indicate eight PM and almost at that moment the first text message appeared.
M: "Here we are - talking. Just like you requested. So tell me what brings you here."
G: "I heard about what you do and it intrigued me,"
M: "Where did you hear about us and what we do? We don't exactly advertise."
G: "I got a referral to you on a website chat zone and when I followed it up the guys at a reddit sub-thread pointed me to your e-mail I mailed and here we are."
M: "You realise most on that thread are just white boys getting a cheap thrill don't you."
G: "I guessed that from what some of them wrote. But how do you know which thread I mean?"
M: "I don't - it's true of all of them."
G: "Well I don't know who YOU are after all - you are just words appearing on my screen."
M: "That's very true. We'll be addressing it in due time. First, what do you know about what we do here?"
G: "It's called 'the Game' and isn't it a challenge to spice up life? Is that right?"
M: "So far as it goes. Does your life need spicing up?"
G: "Oh God yes!"
M: "Well then we may have some business to do together if tonight's conversation goes well. You want to know about the game - well it can be a naughty little diversion or the most serious thing you've ever done in your life. You will decide that as you decide whether and how far to progress."
G: "OK. Tell me more."
M: "I am the Master of 'the game' and you will call me sir until you have earned the right to call me by name. Got that?"
G: "Yes sir."
M: "Good. At each stage of the game I will issue a challenge which it will be for you to fulfil and to prove that you have fulfilled. Once you have asked for a challenge you WILL be expected to perform it."
G: "What if I don't?"
M: "There will be consequences. At first it just means expulsion from the game - with no second chances and no right of appeal. Later, as my investment of time and interest in you has grown, the consequences could be more serious."
G: "I'm not sure about that."
M: "They will not involve physical harm - I will pledge that. Remember you can always withdraw from 'the game' simply by not asking for another challenge after you have fulfilled one. When you ask for a new challenge you commit yourself to play. If you chose not to request a further challenge then no harm and no foul."
G: "I'm still not sure."
M: "There is no game if there is no risk, no consequences. You want to break the humdrum boredom you feel - something easy can't achieve that."
G: "Perhaps."
M: "There is no compulsion. It is for you to decide whether to play."
G: "How do I play?"
M: "You want your first challenge?"
G: "I think so."
M: "Not good enough. You need to ask appropriately."
G: "May I please have a challenge sir."
M: "That's more like it. So let's get down to basics. I will send you specs to set up your system for ease of communication. You'll need a private space to operate and a good quality webcam. I'll send you a link to our preferred version of Skype. Then we'll meet to talk properly next Thursday at 8 PM if you have fulfilled your challenge."
G: "Which is?"
M: "Very easy but a very necessary proof of eligibility and commitment. I need two images. The first a full-length photo - clothed is fine. Then I need a close-up of your face with you holding your photo ID next to it. Send them to me by e-mail before next Thursday at 8 PM and you'll have begun to play."
V: "I see - I don't like the idea of sending you my ID. Is that really necessary?"
M: "You are right to be cautious - though caution may have to be discarded if you progress far enough. For the moment all you need to know is that you must fulfil my instruction and complete my challenge if you are to proceed. You have until Thursday to check my bona fides at that website chat zone you mentioned. Ask one or two of the verified members over there about us. You'll soon find out we don't play games - except 'The Game' of course. Until Thursday..."
V: "Hey, wait, what do I win if I beat the game?"
M: "You can't beat the game but the game will bring its own rewards. Until next week..."
The connection closed.
How It Came To Be
Georgia Johnson scrolled back up her screen and then quickly read through their whole conversation again. Her heart was beating, her skin was prickling and her mind was racing - she felt so ALIVE!
Georgia shook her head. It was ridiculous - she felt like a love-sick teenager and she knew from experience how dangerous THAT particular feeling could be.
She had grown up way down in the deep South of the country in a good Christian household and had gone to a decent school. She'd had no siblings but she had a cousin who was 8 years younger than her and who she'd helped raise almost from the start.
Which turned out to have been useful experience. When the hormones had started to rage and young love had come a-calling then Georgia had found it irresistible. Which proved a rather large problem since the two of them had only received 'abstinence-only' sex education. Love, lust and desire in two teenage minds had no problem overwhelming one little prohibition and massive mutual ignorance of human reproduction led to Georgia getting a crash course in it of the most personal kind.
She had been young, MUCH too young. In some states or European countries someone could have gone to prison. To be fair, though, her boyfriend had been just as young and just as stupid as her. In their state no-one got arrested but a prospective father-in-law could turn up on a doorstep with his pump-action and/or horse-whip as seemed appropriate.
One thing was for sure the A-word was most definitely NOT an option. You made you bed and then you had to lay in it - as her Mom had said. Her parents had been disappointed for a time but heck hadn't they raised her to be a good Christian wife and mother. She'd just got there a little earlier than they had expected.
As it was, young Buchanan had manned up and married her without any coercion. He was a decent boy and he'd tried to be a good husband to her and a good father to little Charlotte when she came along. Her Mom had helped raise the girl while Georgia finished her schooling but of course College was off the board for her.
The problem, in the long run, was that who you love at fifteen may not be the one you love at twenty, let alone at thirty. She and Buchanan had kept civil and kept friends and kept together long after any love or passion had burned out. They hadn't really been man and wife instead they had been friends who lived together to fulfil their role as parents to Charlotte.
Georgia glanced at the photo on the back-wall of her study. She couldn't regret how her life had turned out - not when she looked at that image of her daughter. She had grown into a smart and beautiful young woman. She'd started pre-med at college and she was a young lady who could decide what she wanted from life and then reach out and take it. Georgia knew that she and Buchanan had done a great job in raising their only child - despite that unfortunate start.
But that was just the problem. They had done their job and their reason to stay together ended when Charli went up to college. There was no acrimony or jealousy. They had been very civilised about it. Buchanan recognised that she had sacrificed many of her career opportunities while he had been able to pursue his. He had gone into his family timber business and fortunately they had been able to agree a respectable settlement for her and, much more importantly, a college fund for their daughter.
No, she could not complain about her husband, her ex-husband she should say now. He had even waited until they had agreed to separate before beginning his new relationship. How long had he waited to do that? He was a good and decent man - he just hadn't been her lover in any real sense for more than ten years.
Once Charli had gone to school Georgia had been able to take up a part-time course at Community College and had got along well. It had been bitter-sweet as she realised how much she loved learning and the process of education. Sometimes she wondered if it would all have been wasted on her if she had gone to college at eighteen. Would she have really appreciated it?
Now she was an administrator at their local school and since September she was alone. She didn't have to look after anybody, she didn't have to please anybody, except herself. She was amazed to suddenly have so much free time. What was that saying about the Devil finding work for idle hands?
She had enrolled in dance classes and taken out a gym membership but there was only so much time you could spend on that. Being a teen mom was not the best route to a beautiful body but she had always tried her best to keep in shape. She took a little satisfaction in observing many of the women around her. They might have had the start on her but now she had a lot of them beat! It had still come as a shock to her, however, when she realised that, without a husband or daughter in tow, she could attract some male attention. It gave her a little thrill to be appreciated but there was a problem.
To go further meant dating and dating was something she had never really done. It was also the case that the men she attracted seemed not to do much for HER. She didn't need a life-partner; she needed desire, she needed passion, she needed to NEED a man and for him to NEED her. None of the men at the Gym or in town seemed likely to give her that. Well that wasn't exactly true - there were men she felt desire for. But obviously they were out of the question...
She had gone to the hair salon and idly picked up a magazine while she waited for the mysterious arts of her stylist to work their magic. Inside there had been a two-page spread on an actor who had performed the almost unknown feat of crossing over from the world of, well you know, 'blue movies.' He had a few years on her but he had a strong physique, handsome regular features and a winning smile. You could see how he looked good on a movie screen - he was magnificently tall, dark and handsome. Actually he was very dark, about as African as African-Americans got.
Georgia suddenly realised that she was staring at the magazine and wasn't sure how long she'd been doing it. She closed the publication quickly and had a subtle check around her. No - no-one seemed to have noticed. Taking too much interest in the wrong sort of man wouldn't have gone down well where she grew up and, liberal college town or not, she's wasn't sure how it would go down round here. She sneaked another peak and began reading the article...
"He's a big old hunk of a man, ain't he," said Darcy her stylist, "shame he's Black really. He was in that movie last summer. Pretty good actor considering where he came from." She giggled.
Georgia closed the magazine and laughed along with her. It seemed the safest option. However, she tucked the name of the actor and that website the article mentioned away in her memory.
Apart from her one momentous early lapse Georgia had always been a 'good girl'. However, it had been creeping into her mind recently that perhaps she had been TOO good, TOO safe. There was a danger that the years could just drift by and her life drift right along by with them. She was determined that wasn't going to happen. She needed to step out of her safe zone and experience life.
That evening she did what she'd never even thought of doing before. She looked up the actor on the internet and switched the 'safe search' off. The result was, it seemed, thousands of pictures of the star, most of them displaying the proof that he was indeed 'a big old hunk of a man.' It was also clear that, as you might expect in one of his original profession, he was extremely gifted in one certain department.
'Oh my gosh', thought Georgia. 'How can he even get that thing hard?' It didn't take much research to find that the actor seemed to have no difficulty doing just that with a bewildering array of female co-stars of varying ages, races and nationalities. Georgia soon found a video clip - presumably advertising longer movies for purchase elsewhere. Jackson Hammer was fucking, she almost blushed at thinking such a word but it was the only possible one to use. He wasn't 'sleeping with' or 'making love to' the young blonde woman. No, he was fucking her and he was fucking her with real intent.
Georgia watched the five-minute clip with rapt attention but also a feeling of unease. She saw the big Black cock pull out of the girl and then shower her with six strong streams of semen. Georgia's eyes widened as she saw just how much was shot over the girl's face and breasts. What a mess! But it wasn't the mess that made her uneasy. It suddenly came to her that the girl on screen had a similar hair style and body type to Charli and couldn't be much older than eighteen. Thinking of her daughter being with a big virile Black stud wasn't something that Georgia needed to contemplate.
She soon found another clip - just a little longer. This time Jackson was romancing an older woman, one perhaps only a year or two younger that Georgia herself. Now that was more like it! Jackson kissed the woman's hand and handed her a rose. Then he rose from their restaurant table and speechlessly invited her to follow him. The image dissolved in a cut and Georgia pressed the pause button.
She had an idea what was coming next and she decided to enjoy it fully. She stood up and took off her slacks before easing down her panties. She had known that what she was watching was having an effect but she was still surprised by the state of her sex. It was wet and ready. Poor old Buchannan would have had to work on her for hours to get her half as ready for sex! But then Jackson Hammer had several advantages over her ex-husband!
Georgia knew what she wanted to see when she clicked the play button and it just so happened that she wasn't disappointed. A very large and very hard Black cock was lined up ready to enter a neatly trimmed pink pussy. Georgia's hand found her own sex and pleasured it as she watched the Black man penetrate his co-star and then set a steady rhythmn.
Georgia's fingers worked in and out of her body as she watched Jackson take his partner in a number of different positions. She gave a little moan of, "Cum for me Jackson," almost before she realised it. She wanted to see that big cock shoot its load again. This time, however, Jackson didn't pull out. Instead he gave a few more powerful stokes and then collapsed onto his partner, his lips finding those of the white woman. After a long kiss Jackson disengaged and the camera moved in to capture his seed starting to flow from a well-used white pussy.
"You gonna take that home to your husband," Jackson asked his co-star.
Georgia turned the video off with one hand and closed her eyes as she steadily brought herself to a nice little climax while contemplating sneaking out of her home to a sexual rendezvous with a man looking very like a certain cross-over African-American porn star!
Almost as soon as she came Georgia began to analyse what had happened. She knew that she had most definitely got turned on and she also knew why. It didn't come as a complete surprise to her - she'd known how attractive she found some Black men for a long time. Some African-American men just had 'it', sex appeal, raw presence, call it what you liked. She'd always known that.
Coming from where she did, the Deepest of the Deep South, if a white girl was unfortunate enough to think that way then she had better keep it to herself. Which she did - helped in a funny way by being a mom and married so young. There'd been no time for idle musings on the sexual potency of a dark-skinned African-American. Just occasionally a picture of a sports star or movie actor or musician would trigger her interest but that had been as far as it went. She'd been too busy to do anything about it even if she'd dared.
But she wasn't in the Deep South any more. When she'd separated from Buchanan she'd found a job across the country. It just seemed best to make a clean break and it took her near to where her daughter had won a scholarship, but not so close as to cramp her daughter's freedom. Her new home had still been on the losing side in the War between the States and it could still have its hairy moments but it seemed an awful lot more relaxed up here, especially in what was basically a big college town.
And she wasn't short of time any more. In fact she was exactly the opposite. Once the rush of moving and getting settled into her new job had passed she found she had quite a bit of spare time. She'd made a few friends but not so many as to keep her busy. Charli came back to stay a weekend every month but that only really impacted on those couple of days. You could only go to the gym or dance classes so much - especially once you'd got yourself looking pretty good for a Mom half way through her thirties.
She needed a hobby, no not a hobby. Was it a distraction she needed - no, that wasn't right either. She needed a 'pursuit.' Yes, that was it. Something to keep her interested and feeling alive. Or was it just a man she needed?
Almost involuntarily Georgia thought of the magazine article. He'd do just fine as a bit of a distraction! Maybe not just him though - what about that website the article had mentioned.
The website wasn't particularly pornographic - at least not on the surface. It had pictures of what her parents would have called 'mixed couples' of all races and varieties and some of them were nude or semi-nude but that was as far as it went. The website seemed to basically be a place for people interested in the interracial side of erotica.
There were articles, images, stories and forums. Over the next couple of weeks Georgia would come home from work, eat her meal and then immerse herself in the site. She'd gone to the forum at first but found it disappointing. Most of the threads were dead or pretty uninteresting. There were thread titles that intrigued her and posting stats suggested they were pretty active. However, they all had the same marker. 'Entrance restricted to verified registered members only.' That was frustrating but at least she could enter the stories section.
She read voraciously and picked up on the various themes of interracial erotica. There were genuine romances - they were OK but if she wanted a Harlequin romance then she could go to Amazon! The biggest category seemed to be 'cuckold' stories. She found them a little surprising. Her husband, despite his background, had not been a prejudiced man. However, she somehow doubted he would ever have licked her black lover's seed from her fertile pussy. In fact the very idea almost had her die laughing!
A lot of the stories were pretty short and it didn't take a genius to work out that they lasted only long enough for a man, she suspected a white man, to get off. But then there were the longer stories, the ones that she liked, the ones she spent almost two weeks worth of evenings reading late into the night. They were the stories with cheating wives or divorcees or widows who went in search of a Black lover or who found themselves seduced by the Black man. It wouldn't be true to say that she masturbated furiously to every sentance but she found a good story could give her a pleasant glow and some 'food for thought.' Some of the things that she liked came as a bit of a surprise but the body doesn't lie.



Then one evening she came to the end of the story section. She thought about searching for more but already the desire to move forward had grasped her. She needed to talk to people in the lifestyle and that meant she needed to be verified.
Getting registered seemed pretty simple. But to be verified you had to submit a photograph holding a sign with your user name, the website's name and the day's date. Georgia thought about it. What if someone recognised her? You heard some grim stories of people foolish enough to put their images out there. She'd have to think about it.
Temptation is a powerful thing. Two evenings later Georgia was back on the site and looking closely at the rules. She'd join on her own terms and if they verified her that was great - if not then at least she'd got a nice little collection of reading matter out of it all!
Georgia set up her phone and then carefully stuck a sheet of paper onto her face at her upper lip. She held a second sheet up just above her eye-line and then triggered the camera. It didn't quite come out right but after another couple of efforts she got what she wanted.
The top sheet had her user-name, 'GinC4fun' then you could see two delicate brown eye-brows above a pair of intelligent brown eyes. Then came a beautifully-proportioned nose which was just the right side of being sharp and below that the second sheet with the date and website name on it. Since she knew she was cheating a little and had to prove her gender Georgia had taken off her blouse and so below that second sheet was her bra - nothing too racy but still showing off her 32Cs to fine effect. It was the first time she'd ever done anything so daring but it felt right to give the guys a bit of a treat. Who knows maybe some female members would like it too!
Georgia only paused momentarily before submitting the photo. She knew from the rules that it would be the avatar used in any post she made on the forum but she didn't care. Anyone who could recognise her from that photo would have to be psychic but strangely she thought it really captured how she was feeling. Excited but a little scared too.
***
A day later she got an e-mail confirming her verification. She rushed onto the forum and spent a long time wading through a lot of crap but also finding some interesting stuff. There seemed to be about 5,000 messages from 'Bulls' or 'BBCs' advertising their services. That was all very well but she wasn't going there at the moment.
There was also a strong suggestion that she'd put MUCH too much effort into her verification photo. There were some pretty obvious faked ones on the forum and every one seemed to belong to a white male claiming to be a girl. Very curious! Very annoying!!
Her favourite was the chat-room. Once she spotted the fakes - which took about 10 seconds on average - she identified a few genuine chatters and they invited her to a sub-chat. She gave out a little info - but only a little - and found people were very friendly. She tried a little 'dirty private posting' with a couple of the guys and that was fun. However, it was the next day when things really kicked up a notch.
When she logged on at the site a message immediately flashed up.
'GinC4fun. We liked your verification pic! So did our friends who run a little activity they call 'the Game'. They'd like to invite you to participate. You can ask about it on a couple of forum threads or on this link. If you are interested then let us know.'
The link turned out to be to a reddit sub-thread made up almost entirely of people applying to participate in 'the Game' and being told it was invitation-only. Then about every hundred posts there was one from a purported white woman that might have been genuine.
'If you are lucky enough to be invited then go for it - it's amazing.'
'It's early days but it seems to be the genuine article. I can't believe I was lucky enough to be invited.'
'OMG, that was intense. I've just had to quit because it was getting seriously addictive and I didn't know how far I might go. It's not something I regret but be careful girls.'
'I never knew what they meant about the game being its own reward but I do now.'
'It's my 40th today and that means I'll never be able to take up that invitation. I love my husband and kids and couldn't risk damaging our family but today I'm feeling real regret.'
Back on the chat her virtual friend Soph was pretty open. ' I only joined the site in my 40s so I was never going to be invited but I'd have joined in a heart-beat. I know a couple of girls who played for a while and they said it was a rush. It might be just the thing for you.'
So Georgia thought about it for a few days and then accepted her invitation to 'the Game'.
Getting Started.
Which brings us back to that first requirement. Georgia was well aware that hiding behind pieces of paper wouldn't be acceptable with her Master. No, she'd have to be out and in the open. But, on the other hand, this wasn't for a public web-site. She'd done plenty of searching and found little or nothing on the internet about 'the game' except that one sub-reddit and a few threads on various forums which mainly consisted of rumours or speculation about what it all entailed and who might be behind it. That and numerous white men offering their wives as participants, of course. Georgia already knew enough to doubt that most even had a wife to offer!
She went to her mirror and looked at herself. She was almost 36 years old and it was pretty clear that she wasn't a teenager. However, her face which had always been a little angular as a youngster was growing into its years well. Her nose and the little point of her chin no longer dominated her look and instead just gave her face that bit of character. Buchanan had always reckoned her eyes were her best quality and she was minded to agree. They were expressive eyes, a deep brown which matched her hair and contrasted with her pale skin.
Georgia contemplated make-up and decided to go with the minimum, a little lip-stick. They had invited her and sooner or later they'd see her when she wasn't hiding behind the best artifices of the cosmetic industry. She was who she was and if they didn't go for that then best they knew right soon!
She took the photo - carefully placing a finger over her address on her Driving License ID. Then she took a photo of herself in her full-length mirror - all 5'4" in her stocking feet and the outfit she'd work to work. Again they'd have to take her as she was eventually so they'd best get used to the fact that she wasn't a big-breasted blonde teenager.
Georgia really thought that once they saw her in full, so to speak, then they'd make their excuses and brush her off. But it didn't work out that way...
***
The Master's technical requirements had forced Georgia to invest in a new lap-top as well as a mic and a web-cam. Happily the young guy in the shop had copied all her old files onto the new machine. He'd even offered to take her old one in part-exchange but Georgia chose to keep it. It was still in working order, just a little old, and you never knew when it might come in handy.
Georgia sent her two pictures to the Master's e-mail and that evening got a link to a skype download which would be her connection to the game. Then she had only to wait for Thursday evening to come around. 'Only to wait' - easier said than done. At work it wasn't so bad but in her free time she was consumed with curiosity and impatience.
Finally, like a glacier flowing down a mountain side, the time crawled round to her appointment with the Master and 8 PM on Thursday found Georgia nervously waiting in front of her cam. Then the notification came and they were connected.
"Thank you for the photos, Georgia. It's good to see you on cam too - so much less easy to fake. I'd been trying to fill in the gaps in your verification pic and I have to say I'd under-estimated quite how suitable you are to participate."
"Suitable?" asked Georgia, still reeling from hearing the voice of the Master. It was rich and warm and deep - even coming through her laptop speaker. She looked at the image on her screen and it took a few seconds to realise that she was looking at a hand, an unmistakably male hand with skin of that dark almost purple Black which was shared by some peoples of West Africa and their Diaspora.
"Our participants require a considerable investment of time and energy both on their part and ours. We don't have the time to waste on those who do not meet our requirements. We could have a thousand going through the program now if we lowered our standards but that is not what we are here for. We want to deal only with the best."
"That's very flattering of you..."
The man's voice cut her off. "I didn't flatter you - and I won't. If you perform well I will praise you and if you fuck up then I'll tell you that too. Fuck up bad enough and I'll kick your ass to the curb, no matter how fuckable your sweet little white ass is. Got that?"
Georgia felt the warmth in her face and hoped the man couldn't see that she was blushing.
"I'll explain it to you." The man's voice was sounding through her little study again. "I'm guessing you've made a careful study of the attractions of the Black man if you've ended up here. What sort of Black man do you prefer?"
"Er, well, how do you mean?"
"Ah, Georgia, I forgot how fresh you are to the lifestyle. Don't worry - fresh is real good. Gonna send you ten sets of two pictures each. You'll have two seconds on each to click one and express a preference. I don't want you thinking about it because I want you choosing on instinct, understand?"
"Yes," agreed Georgia and then remembered something he had typed the previous week and added, "Yes, sir." There was a chuckle through her speakers. He seemed to like that.
Then the pictures started to arrive and Georgia made a snap decision and clicked on each. She hadn't really the time to examine them carefully, especially the last two or three, so she had to act on instantaneous impulse as she moved her cursor to click the best photo while always being aware of the timer bar racing across her screen. It seemed to move a little faster with each passing pair. Finally, the tenth pair of pictures vanished and Georgia waited for a response.
"Interesting," said the man. "Seems my little Dixie chick likes plain chocolate rather than milk. Chose the darker-skinned brotha ten out of ten times."
"I do like a dark-skinned man but it's not as simple as that," protested Georgia.
"Oh no?" said her Master, "Let's go through them again but slower this time." This time Georgia had time to really take in the images. The first seven were pairs of handsome African-Americans where one was always a good few shades darker. She couldn't argue with her choices - she certainly did fancy the darker man in each case more. It was the last three sets of pictures where things got 'interesting'.
The first showed a handsome young man in a muscle shirt on the right, the muscles of his arms bulging his light brown skin. On the left was a man at least thirty years his senior with grey hair and a beer belly. However, his skin was wonderfully dark and his facial expression exuded confidence. Georgia knew she'd picked left and had to admit she didn't regret it. The one on the left looked like an experienced man who knew how to please a woman - the other one was just a young lad.
But then the next set almost had the roles reversed. On the right was a masterful young man looking at her with an expression of power. He also wore a shirt designed to show off his time in the gym. But what had seemed vainglorious before now just looked natural. This man looked real good and Georgia's eyes drank in the hard muscles of his arms with their dark skin barely showing the patterns tattooed there. On the other side was a lighter-skinned man of about thirty. She barely even bothered to glance at him. Once again she had no problem re-affirming her previous choice.
Then came the final pair. On the left was a man standing in front of a Ferrari. He wore an immaculate Italian silk suit and he was undoubtedly a man of power. This was a successful man, a man of prestige and confidence. He was attractive too - even though she guessed he probably only had one Black grand-parent. On the right was a man similar in age and in his air of confidence but in other ways so very different. He was stood outside a building marked heavily with gang tags and his own tattoos and clothing clearly identified him as a man of the street. This was a man who lived by his wits and who knew how to get what he wanted. There was a wonderful power radiating from him and he was coal-Black and Georgia knew she would pick him over the businessman in a New York minute. When it came down to it this wasn't about a man's social status or his age or any of that other crap - it was about the reaction they conjured up in her brain and in her body. She clicked the gangsta's pic.
"Like I said - my new girl likes her men as dark as she can get 'em." He gestured his hand, with its own dark skin, at the camera. "Not that I'd be complaining you understand. But it proves my point. You desire your opposite. Not true of all our players of the game but true of most. You are White so you want Black and as Black as possible. You a real lady so you want your man to be a real man, confident and decisive and powerful. You from safe leafy suburbia so you got an attraction for the mean streets, or at least for the men that can operate there."
"I'm not quite buying that but I understand what you're trying to say."
"Have it your way for the time being but you must understand the same can apply for Black guys. There' are plenty of Black men who love that pale skin of yours, who cherish those European facial features. They live their whole lives dreaming of having a classy woman like you."
Georgia could feel herself blushing again and wondered if it came over on the video link.
"Of course there's also plenty of Black men with a White boss or landlord or parole officer who likes lording it over them. So you might represent that boss, or that boss' wife, to them. They'd be real eager to fuck you hard and put you away wet."
Georgia still couldn't really say anything. But she wondered if what he was saying was true. She was just a normal suburban housewife in 'real life'. If she played 'the game' would she really have so many men desiring her, lusting for her, wanting to take her and make her their own? Could that really be true?
A chuckle sounded over the speakers - it seemed the Master had liked the fact his words had sent her deep in thought. "Well, like I say, we'll see how things progress with you. Tonight been what you expected?"
"No, I kind of thought I'd get to see..."
.
"Oh, well if that's what you want then you gotta learn that you don't get no freebies from the Black man. You will be expected to earn any attention you get. Me, I got a real thing for girls from the South. I'm seeing them legs that look like a dancer's legs and I'm thinking how much I'd like to see you out of them clothes. You catching my drift?"
She certainly was and she didn't hesitate. To see what she wanted to see she would have to pay the price and it seemed a fair one. She had an idea it might even be a pleasant one to pay. She stood up and adjusted her web-cam to show herself properly. "Oh," she remembered, "I need some music."
The Black hand on her computer screen moved and through her own speakers came a beat - a little distorted but easily recognisable. She couldn't have told you who the artist was or what the song was called - she'd never been an expert in 'urban music' - but it had a heavy beat and would be easy to dance to.
Georgia began to sway her body in time to the beat and closed her eyes. Somehow it seemed easier to do this if she was in her own world. Her fingers found the buttons of he blouse and undid them one by one. Then she shucked the garment off and moved her hands down to unfasten and then pull off her slacks. She was down to her bra, panties and socks now. She suddenly had a horrible thought - what if he'd been disappointed and had cut the connection?
She turned around so that she faced away from her lap-top screen and only then did she open her eyes. She didn't want to bend over with her eyes closed and fall on her ass! She bent over and raised each leg in turn to remove her socks.
"Hhhhmmmmm," came from the speaker. So he hadn't disconnected and he seemed to be enjoying the show. Perhaps he had a sock fetish? She giggled at the idea and then realised in this position what he would be seeing on his screen. He probably couldn't see her feet but he could most definitely, front and center, see her butt.
Georgia gave her rear a little wiggle. "THASS what I'm talking about," came from the speaker. Georgia grinned and decided to play with him a little. She hooked her fingers in the waist-band of her panties and eased them half way over her buttocks before pulling them back up. She was rewarded with another deep chuckle from the speakers. "Girl, you play with me like that and I'd spank that fine white ass for you."
Georgia took the hint and this time she eased her panties down before stepping out of them. She unhooked her bra and then paused. It couldn't have taken a couple of minutes to get naked but her heart was racing with excitement. She took a deep breath and then turned round.
Her eyes found the video-link window on her screen and she gasped. Where there had previously been a dark-skinned hand there was now a penis, no it wasn't a penis it was a cock. Black and long and hard. She gasped and then steadied herself - this was what she'd done her little dance to see of course. It's just that she hadn't quite expected it to be so, how would you say it, 'ready for action'. She'd heard about body language but she'd never recognised it so clearly as now. Men could be lying bastards and they'd flatter you all day to get what they wanted. Sometimes communication without words was much more to be trusted. Well, she could only see one part of his body but that part was very impressive and it was shouting, 'I NEED TO FUCK YOU.' It was raw lust for her body and it made Georgia feel good, REAL good.
A Black hand wrapped itself round the solid shaft of meat and began slowly to ease up and down it. "Care to join me?" came out of the speakers.
Georgia Johnson, after her difficult start, had always been a respectable wife and mother, a 'good girl'. Now, though, she knew just what she wanted to do. She wanted to show this man, this stranger, just how turned on she felt. She went and sat in her big office chair and adjusted the webcam to show herself clearly again. She eased back in the chair and hooked one leg up and rested a foot on the seat before doing the same with the other. Now she was as exposed as she could be for him, this man whose name she didn't know. Her fingers soon found her most private parts and she began to shamelessly masturbate for him, to show him how much she wanted him.
But, for this man, it wasn't enough. Her Master wanted more. "You all hot and bothered, baby. What's up - you never seen a real man's cock before? Tell me what you thinking about girl."
Georgia was happy to play along. "I'm looking at that beautiful dick - thinking how much better and more powerful it looks than my poor little white husband's."
Her master chuckled again. "Nearly right - but remember little White boys have dicks or penises. This is a BBC - a Big Black Cock. What else you thinking?"
"Thinking how much I'd like to feel its weight and hardness in my hand, to taste it in my mouth, and to have it ... you know..." she guessed she was doing well because the Black hand was moving steadily faster up and down the ebony shaft."



"Where you want it - you gotta say, nice and clear."
"In my vagina."
"That's for doctors - what you got there is a cute little white pussy. But by the time I'd finished with it it'd be a well-fucked cunt."
The brutality of the last word registered with Georgia. This was a man and a cock that she sensed could do just that - fuck her to a sated exhaustion. She gave a little groan at the thought. But she wouldn't quite surrender to him so easily. "And when you were worn out could you introduce me to some cute friends?"
This time the man laughed. "I like that - well my friends ain't 'cute' necessarily but they all Black and with what you need." He gestured his cock at the camera while he continued to wank it. "They all gonna want to meet you and tap that perfect white ass."
The two of them mutually masturbated until he finally spoke again.
"I know what you wanna see next but you needs be up front about it."
"I want to see you cum, Master," said Georgia through gritted teeth as her fingers worked her pussy. "I want to see you cum for me."
"If I was there where would you take it girl?"
"Wherever you like, sir, you could decide."
The chuckle came gain through the speakers. "Yeah, you got potential to be real good in this game. Guess I could come on those nice big MILF titties of yours ... or I could come in your mouth so long as you promise not to spill a drop..."
"I won't, Master, I promise," wailed Georgia as her fingers worked her clit.
"... or maybe I can think of something better? You on the pill girl?"
"No - so you'll have to be careful," she said warningly, though she had an idea what was coming next.
"Yeah I'll be careful - careful to plant my nigger seed just as deep in that fertile white pussy as I can. Get you raising a second, Black, family as soon as I can."
That was when it hit. The wave Georgia had felt swelling through her body for the last few minutes, fuelled by her hand and their dirty talk. At that moment it suddenly peaked, crested and broke. She wailed as the sensation coursed through every inch of her body. For a moment she forgot where she was but then she heard him.
"Get ready, baby, its gonna all be for you."
That got her attention back to the screen just in time to see him cum. In turn, five ropes of thick white semen shot from the broad head of his cock and shot off camera. "Oh shit..." she heard him gasp.
This time it was Georgia's turn to giggle.
"Shit, girl, you done stoked my fires a little bit too much. Gonna be all night cleaning up this mess. Maybe next time you better be here to help out?"
"Wouldn't be no mess if I had been there - all that stuff would've been deep inside me."
"If by 'stuff' you mean my potent black baby making juice then you'd be right - it'd all be coating your little white eggs as we speak."
Georgia felt the heat again - the heat of his lust for her, the primal need that he was expressing to fuck her. Not just to fuck her but to come in her and make her pregnant. It was crazy but she knew that if he was in her room right now he could have her and he could have her just as he wanted. Hot and heavy and ending with her cunt full of his seed. Just the thought send a second smaller wave of heat through her.
She sensed he was watching her. "'Bout half you girls stop when I talk about baby-making and tell me to try another line. Not you though. You got off on it. That's real good. I think you gonna play 'the game' real well."
Georgia was getting herself back in hand now. She realised her hand was wet with her own cum and she tentatively sucked one finger clean.
"Yeah, she looks all neat and demure but our Georgia's got a liking for the nasty, ain't she," crowed her Master. "Gonna keep that in mind. For now lick the rest of them fingers while I give you some notes."
"First, the pussy's cute but it needs to be kept trimmed right back. Best thing is you shave it - maybe get some electrolysis. Niggas like their white pussy bare."
"Second, dump those pants in the garbage. Like my bitches in skirts - don't worry they don't need to be short, at least not at first."
"Last, while participating in 'the game' you don't need them panties, cute and frilly as they may be. When a nigga puts his hand up your skirt he wants to feel skin not cloth. Makes for easier access if he needs to bust a nut and he's short on time. Got all that?"
"Yes."
There was silence from the other end until she understood what he wanted.
"Yes, sir."
"You want to try your first real challenge in the game."
"Yes sir,"
So her Master told her what he expected her to do.
The Other Side of Town
"You want to go WHERE," said Charli as she looked incredulously at her mother.
He daughter had arrived that afternoon after driving two hours from her college in the capital. Georgia had been delighted to see her and rather less delighted to see the three big bags of dirty laundry stuffed into the back of her vehicle. Some things never changed!
Charli had her college fund from her Dad, had won a couple of scholarships and was working part-time waiting tables which altogether meant she had a chance of getting out of college without being buried under a mountain of debt. However, that didn't mean she had an excess of ready cash for living expenses and those little luxuries. So Georgia helped her out a little and when they took a shopping trip together Mom's credit card helped with a few of those extras that made life sweet.
"There must be ten other places nearer to us than Gainston and besides that mall is basically only used by..."
Charli caught herself before she finished the sentance but Georgia still gave her a little frown. She and Buchannan hadn't raised their child to be prejudiced and she hoped her daughter wasn't going to buck the trend by becoming MORE narrow-minded and ignorant while going to college. She suddenly realised that her daughter was looking at her closely as though she expected her to say something.
"That's exactly it honey, I've been to all those other places tens of times and perhaps the fact Gainston caters to ... er, a different demographic, might mean there's something a little more interesting on offer there."
Her daughter looked at her again and then gave a little shrug and smile. "OK, Mom. Whatever you say."
***
"Oh yeah that shade suits you real well," said the beautiful young African-American girl as she finished work on Charli's nails. This manicure was a very welcome break in the serious business of shopping - especially today given how Georgia was feeling.
It had started almost as soon as they had arrived at the Gainston mall. You had to get used to male attention these days if you went anywhere with Charli. Georgia knew she might be a little biased but she was tremendously proud of her beautiful daughter. She was about three inches taller than her mother at 5'6" and she had blonde hair like her father, which she wore long, as well as his deep blue-grey eyes. However, no-one would doubt seeing Georgia and Charli together that they were closely related. Charli had inherited her mother's basic facial features and her naturally curvy figure.
Her Master's appreciation of her curvaceous rear end had come s a welcome surprise for Georgia - she'd always been a little self-concious about it. Well her daughter wasn't far behind in that department and today that fact wasn't being hidden by the fact Charli was wearing pants which were so tight they looked sprayed on. The daughter actually had her mother out-gunned in the cleavage department nowadays - a fact which her low-cut black top and strategically placed gold necklace made no attempt to hide. Add to that the long blonde hair flowing over the shoulders of her top and it wasn't surprising that men took notice wherever Charli went.
Except here they weren't the same kind of men. Here, Georgia was immediately very well aware that the mall's clientele were about 90% African-American with most of the rest made up of Hispanics and a few Asians. It struck her very fast and very hard that she and her daughter were very much the odd-ones-out here. Pretty soon she began to acclimatise but she felt sad at the knowledge that many people from minorities felt that way pretty much all the time.
The next thing Georgia noticed was just how much male attention she and her daughter were getting. Because it wasn't only Charli - pretty much every Black guy there that hadn't got a woman with him to keep him in line seemed to be taking the opportunity to check HER out too. Which was pretty darned exciting - especially since she knew that she was naked under her long skirt. In fact, courtesy of some careful work with a razor the previous evening, only that skirt was hiding the fact that her pussy was bare in another way too.
The Black girl was now getting to work on Georgia's nails and Charli was getting impatient. "Maybe I should go try on those tops while you're busy here Mom."
Georgia thought of her daughter alone and surrounded by hundreds of Black men. Her mommy instinct kicked in and she blurted out, "Are you sure that's a good idea, honey?" She instantly regretted it when she saw her daughter's look of disdain. Independence was very important for young women of her age.
A Black woman, perhaps thirty years old, came across and offered some advice. "You got all the chain stores back in the mall proper. Just along here there are a couple of places that are independent. They get some good stock in - I know a lot of the girls round here prefer them ain't that right Porsha."
"Thass right," said the younger black woman as she continued work on Georgia's nails. "When I'm at college last thing I want is to be wearing the same as everyone else. Down there they get wild African prints and such, stuff from Asia, Eastern Europe, Japan, all over, something a little different you know."
"Sounds good," said Charli, "thanks, I'll check them out. See you outside here at four, Mom." Then she was off - having happily asserted her independence and even more happily secured possession of the maternal credit card!
"Youngsters, eh," chuckled the older African-American woman. "Don't worry, Tish and Laraine who run those stores are good friends of mine and they will look after her. Besides I know this area ain't too good but that's why this mall has got REAL tight security. We might be a stone's throw from the projects but the gangs and most other bad guys don't get through the gates. Anyone who wants to start anything in here pretty soon gets an arm twisted behind their back and a police-issue boot kicking their raggedy ass out of here."
Georgia, relaxing, again thought of all the men that morning. She remembered how tongues had moistened lips, how eyes had peered over sun-glasses to catch a glimpse of them, how male heads had seemed to turn in their direction everywhere they had gone. That couldn't have been all in her imagination could it? She was sure it hadn't been and her body had begun reacting to all that perceived attention as the morning had rolled on.
That was why she'd found this little feminine oasis and took refuge, She wasn't getting a respite from the men, rather from the increasing evidence of her body's reaction to them. Besides, this was where she needed to be if she was going to fulfil her challenge.
The older Black woman was back now that her nails were done. "Can we help you any further?"
"I was thinking about having a change with my hair - perhaps some colour?"
The woman thoughtfully looked at her. "I think your look suits you but I guess there's always room for improvement. Any idea what shade you'd like?"
Georgia flourished her bright red nails. "I'd like my hair to match these please."
The woman raised an eye-brow but then smiled and nodded. "Bit of a radical change but like the good book says, 'We only young once so we best make it count.'"
Georgia didn't quite remember that from her Bible Studies classes but she appreciated that she still counted as 'young' and she followed the other woman into the hair salon.
***
A considerable time later and shortly before she was due to meet her daughter Georgia found herself in the small jewellery store next to the hair salon. "Hello, can I ask do you sell any hoop ear-rings?"
The sales clerk stifled a smile as she waved at a display. "We carry a wide selection - in various materials, designs and sizes.
Georgia pointed at a plain silver ring. "Those are nice - are they the largest that you do?"
The corners of the clerk's mouth twitched again but she was a true professional. "Simple and classic aren't they? These are about an inch - we have up to 4 and three-quarter inch diameter rings in stock."
It turned out the largest rings had to be have been made for Grace Jones look-alikes. They sure didn't look right on Georgia - but happily her instruction was to buy and wear 'the largest hoop ear-rings she liked' rather than 'the largest hoop ear-rings in the store'. Georgia chose three and a half inch hoops but was nervous that they might not impress her Master. She asked the clerk's opinion
"Oh, these are statement hoops and they surely do make a statement..."
***
"Stop catching flies young lady," ordered Georgia. Her daughter's mouth was hanging open after Charli's first sight of her mom's new look.
"You look amazing, Mom, so ... different."
"Thank you, I think! Maybe I felt that I needed a change - maybe I don't want to always be a frumpy suburban house-wife."
Her daughter gave her a hug. "You never look frumpy, Mom, and you just startled me that's all. I think you look great."
The two women shared a smile and then headed for the rest rooms. It would be a couple of hours drive home.
Sending A Message
Georgia tapped her foot a little as she checked the time on her phone. As soon as Charli finished her 'comfort break' then they could finally get started for home.
"I'm liking the new look," came a mellifluous voice behind her.
"Pardon me," Georgia said as she turned to see a young man smiling at her. He looked about her daughter's age and was dressed in what seemed to be the uniform of the young African-American male.
"We saw you earlier and I thought you looked hot then but now - damn now you're like a firecracker."
Georgia took in the situation in an instant. The young man was good-looking and smiling. He certainly didn't seem any sort of a threat. He was also being carefully watched by his four friends stood over by the next store-front. Maybe he'd been put up to it on a bet?
"That new style really works for you and I never seen a woman look better suited to them hoops. Maybe we could meet up..."
"Hey, Mom," said Charli as she walked up to her mother, "sorry to keep you waiting so long."
"You shitting me, right," said the young man his carefully smooth style deserting him, "I thought you was sisters!"
"Oh thanks very much," laughed Charli.
If the young man had been white then no doubt he'd have been glowing red like a traffic signal. This dark-complexioned young man just seemed to take it in his stride. "I knew you woz a fine PAWG I just never guessed you woz a premium MILF." Then he seemed to realise what he had just said. "No offense meant."
Georgia was blushing now. "That's OK. My daughter and I have to get to another appointment so..."
"Oh, right, well it was good meeting you. If you come back some time maybe I can show you round."
Georgia gave him a little smile and then watched him start to head back to his friends. He put on a little exaggerated strut but it didn't look like his friends were fooled. He had clearly swung for the fences and struck out miserably.
Charli was looking at her oddly and with the strangest expression. "What was he saying to you mom?"
"Oh, he just said that he liked my hair and that I suited my new ear-rings."
Charli almost cracked up right there and then. Young girls could be such a pain in the ass. Just because they thought they knew something you didn't. What made it worse was that in this case Charli clearly did.
"What is it - is it something about these ear-rings?"
"Um, well yes Mom, don't take offense but the hoops on a white girl sort of indicate that she likes some variety in her love-life, you know. That she feels comfortable in an urban environment - if you know what I mean."
"Oh," said Georgia, just one word but her mind was racing now.
"...and, I don't know I should say this but the bigger the hoops the better a white girl likes, well, um..."
The sentance was left unfinished but Georgia knew what her daughter meant. She was basically wearing a large sign in each ear that she liked Black man and their big hard...
"Um, mom, if I leave you again for a couple of minutes will you promise not to get in any more trouble?"
Georgia just gave at her daughter an exasperated look. Some things never changed - but now her cheeky young companion was just a little too big to put over her knee! Her daughter gave her a beautiful smile and then headed back down the mall.
At that moment Georgia remembered that she had to prove that she had completed her task. A selfie in front of a mall sign would do the job or she could get Charli to take a pic. Georgia almost unconsciously looked back at the group of young Black men. No, she knew what she wanted to do.
***
"Javon, you got some game but there was NO WAY you was gonna get your nigga ass near getting anywhere with that fine-assed White bitch. Just coz she down for some Black D sometimes that don't mean she'd settle for your pitiful ass. She probably with a brotha who's a lawyer or a CEO or some shit."
"Hey, Dre, quiet coz the bitch is coming over."
Georgia had heard enough to know that she was going to enjoy this. "Javon, honey, can you come and do me a favour?"
"Uh, sure thing, babe."
"If he won't I will sugar!" His friends hooted with laughter at Dre's comment.
Georgia hooked her arm in Javon's and guided him away towards the entrance of the mall. She was careful to give her hips a little swing as she walked well aware that several pairs of young Black eyes would be watching her butt.
"I want a photo of my new look, Javon, under the sign."
"No problem - I'll take it on my phone then send it across to you. That way you'll have my number so next time you come down here I can look after you properly."
She playfully swatted his arm only to feel the firm muscle there. "You are a naughty boy, Javon."
His voice took on a little edge. "I ain't nobody's boy..." then he relented, "but I think us being naughty together could work out real well."
"Sorry Javon, I didn't mean anything by it. It's just that I'm about old enough to be your mother! I thought young men like you would be after girls your own age!"
"Like your daughter." He noticed her stiffen and chose to let that drop. "You think I don't get my share of thots. But they be like Root Beer when sometimes I want to savour the finest of fine wines. Ain't nuthin sexier than a woman who knows what she's doing and knows what she likes."
The picture was taken and then Javon sent a copy to her phone. "I won't ring this number - in case I cause you trouble. But next time you coming here you let me know and I'll meet you." His eyes were intense and Georgia knew that he might have said 'meet you' but the powerfully-built young Black man most definitely meant 'fuck you.'
"Now I best claim my wage for doing that little job for you - especially since your daughter is headed back our way."
'Oh God,' thought Georgia, 'he's going to kiss me right in front of my daughter and everyone.' It would cause her immense trouble, she knew, but she also found that her whole body and soul wanted it, no - was desperate for it.



"Persistant aren't you," Charli said to Javon. "You a stalker or something."
"I was just helping this fine lady out by taking a picture and perhaps you could do the same for me. I want a picture of us together."
Charli just shook her head and got her phone out. She took a quick snap of her mother with the young Black stranger stood close beside her. All the time, out of her line of sight, Javon's powerful young fingers were grasping Georgia's right buttock. Nothing too outrageous - but a claim of ownership none the less. Georgia didn't flinch or try to move away.
Javon gave Charli his number and he soon had his own copy of the new photo. Then it was time for the women to return home. Javon strutted back to his friends.
"How you do, brother, you get her digits?"
"Nah," said Javon.
"Ha!" said Dre but Javon cut him off there.
"Nah, I got BOTH their digits."
His friends moved in to slap his back and exchange fist-bumps. Even Dre - who liked Javon despite, or maybe because of, all the BS they gave each other.
***
"I think you made a fan there, mom," teased Charli. "Maybe I do need to keep an eye on you."
"Don't be silly, Charli," said her mom, "I'm sure he was just playing games. Besides I couldn't understand half of what he was saying. What the heck is a PAWG anyway?"
Charli almost exploded in the passenger seat. "I forgot he called you that - I don't think you want to know Mom."
"I think I should know if he called me it,"
"Well, OK, but you did ask for it. It means 'Phat Assed White Girl."
"Oh," said Georgia as she remembered the man's warm, strong hand on her butt.
"...but under no circumstances am I going to tell you what MILF means - let's just let that drop right now."
Georgia reacted with frustration to her daughter. "Come on, I don't live under a rock, of course I know what a MILF is." Then she thought about it and began to giggle.
Charli couldn't quite work out how their little shopping trip had ended up here but she couldn't help laughing too. Her Mom was far from being over the hill and she looked damn good. She'd had a hard time bringing her up and Charli was well aware of it. She deserved some fun now but this wasn't quite how Charli would have imagined it coming about.
After last night, however, it didn't come as a total surprise - not after what Charli had found on the old lap-top. Not after some of those stories that her mom had apparently read and liked enough to save a copy of. Not after the internet bookmarks to some, shall we say, interesting sites. No, what she'd read had sort of placed some of the events of today in context. It was still somewhat surreal to imagine her Mom as a cougar hunting down fit young African-American men but she certainly wasn't going to be a puritanical asshole about it. Hell, if they all looked like that young guy today, Javon was it, then she didn't blame her Mom one little bit!
"There is one other little thing," said Georgia.
Her daughter smiled at her. What was coming now?
What's a thot?"
***
It was lovely having Charli home for the weekend but Georgia was even happier when her daughter went out with some old friends that night. It meant Mom could have some 'me time' and contemplate the events of the day. She got up and looked at herself in the mirror - her face somehow looking different when framed by the big silver hoop ear-rings. She wouldn't be wearing them to work anytime soon!
Georgia remembered smiling what the young Black man had told her he'd 'never seen a woman better suited to wearing hoops.' But of course then she hadn't known what the hoops apparently signified when worn by a White woman. He'd basically been saying that she was perfectly suited to dating Black guys. Except 'dating' was a serious euphemism there. She looked at her reflection again - was it true? She'd always found some African-American guys very attractive but she'd just never imagined that might be true in reverse. There hadn't been much doubt about Javon though...
Georgia chuckled to herself and then let her body relax. She would go to lie on her bed and think of Black men desiring her and see if she could think of an appropriate way to spend the late evening. She might be a (recently ex-)wife and a (now part-time) mother but tonight she felt horny like she hadn't for an awfully long time. As she pushed her fingers into her panties and felt the wetness of her pussy she sighed. It wasn't exactly what she needed but for tonight it would have to do...
***
Even at the club - being hit on by near enough every dweeb with a pulse - Charli's mind was always half on the events of the day. She would never have believed her Mom getting involved in something like this. Did she really know what she was doing? Charli decided to see what she could find out about 'the game'. It was her Mom's life to live and Charli certainly didn't need to have 'that conversation' but she also needed to know just what her Mom was getting herself into
In Charli's room her jacket and shopping bags lay on the floor beside her chair. In the old days her Mom would have come in and tidied up. Now, though, each woman knew they had to give the other enough space to live their own lives. Which is why Georgia never did see that last purchase her daughter had rushed off to make - a pair of three and a half inch hooped ear-rings in gold.
A Life Full of Challenges
Georgia sat in the coffee shop and watched the world go by. It struck her that a few weeks ago she would never have been here. A coffee shop, sure, but never one in this neighborhood. It would have seemed daring, maybe even dangerous. She shook her head at her own foolishness. All around her were families and normal decent middle-class people, it was just that perhaps 60% of them were African-American. It wasn't that there weren't any white folk it was just that they weren't the overwhelming majority as they had been every place she'd frequented before the last few weeks.
Her Master had quickly established quite how new Georgia was to all this. He said that he was arranging her program accordingly - to educate her and to ease her into 'the game.' She'd had a week of reading publications and web-sites aimed at the African-American community. That had been interesting - giving her a different viewpoint on a lot of things. She'd had a week of listening only to an 'urban' station on the radio and only watching BET on the TV. That had damn near killed her - but she had found one artist she liked and generally found herself listening to his music in her car on the daily commute. She'd had a week volunteering evenings at a food-bank in what was undoubtedly the worst part of her city. It hadn't surprised her that the vast majority of the clients there weren't white. She'd agreed to keep going and helping out there every Tuesday.
None of which was that exciting - but her reward for completing the assignments was. In her study with her eyes locked onto the screen and her little pink sex toy working its magic on her pussy. (That toy had been another challenge - Georgia had never owned one before. It'd surprised her you could get one so easily.) It never got old for her - seeing that powerful Black cock on the screen and knowing that it was hard for her - but it was always just a prelude until her Master talked dirty to her. When he told her how much Black men would want her, want they would do to her given the opportunity and how she was made to give them pleasure. He'd flood her brain with images and pretty soon she would howl her climax. It didn't help that she'd taken to finding interracial porn herself when 'off duty'. She'd found she liked images rather than video clips and she could metaphorically work herself into a lather just looking at some of her favourites and imagining the possible story behind the picture. Even a picture of a Black man and a white woman dancing together could do the trick when she was in the mood - which seemed to be most of the time.
She had asked her Master if she could see his face. "Why would you want that," he had replied, "In your imagination I look just how you want me to look."
Now she was in the state capital - sent on another little shopping trip. Her Master had decided that her wardrobe wasn't suitable. She'd momentarily thought of going back to Gainston before she'd decided that might not be a good idea. This time she would be going alone and if she met Javon again then things might get out of hand. It was all very well to fantasize but...
As it worked out her Master had been much more precise. He's given her the name and address of the shop he wanted her to visit and he'd also told her to relax with a coffee at the next-door store afterwards.
It'd all been good fun - the African-American woman who owned the store had taken 'personal charge', as she put it, the moment that Georgia had arrived. She'd looked her new customer over and then begun selecting tops, skirts, dresses, accessories, pretty much every damn thing in the shop at one point.
"Changing room's over there, girl, let's get started - we ain't got all day," she'd ordered. Not the usual customer-clerk relationship but Georgia remembered that she'd been sent specifically there and suspected this wasn't the first time a white woman had been sent to this store. "You want to appeal to a certain group - well you got to dress to impress that group," the owner, Trin, had advised. "Mostly men are just men but there are some little wrinkles, some little tricks of the trade. Looking like a Mom who's late for the school run ain't going to get the job done honey."
Georgia had decided to go with the flow and soon had pretty much a whole new wardrobe. There was nothing outrageous but everything was just a little different to before. The colours were a little more vibrant, the skirts were quite a bit shorter. "Honey, hiding them legs is a SIN," Trin had scolded. Apparently other things weren't meant to be hidden too. Her new skirts and pants were all seriously tight around her backside. The sort of tight where leaning over might be a problem. Her tops were all that little bit lower-cut than anything she'd have normally worn. "You got a figure, girl, you need to let them all know it," instructed Trin. "Remember that just coz these blouses have got buttons don't mean you have to have them all done up. They are adjustable for the occasion," and she gave a wink and a cackle of laughter.
What's not to like about an afternoon trying on new clothes and deciding what worked and what didn't? Well - the bill. But then, as Georgia reflected, it was a time when she could treat herself. Finally, Trin had emerged with a small box. It contained a small chain with an enamelled charm in the shape of a black playing-card spade with a Q design picked out on it in brilliants.
Georgia knew what that design meant - you didn't look through as many interracial-themed pictures on the internet as she had and not come across the 'Queen of Spades' design.
"You know to be careful where to wear that, don't you honey," warned Trin.
Georgia nodded. She couldn't think of any way she could ever wear that in public - but she also knew that she wanted to own it. "How much is it?"
Trin popped the box into one of Georgia's bulging shopping bags. "No need to worry about that - a certain someone bought it for you." Trin winked again and then stood back. "Now that IS a transformation - a job well done. Packed your old clothes up - might be a thrift store will take them."
***
"Sorry - but is this seat taken?"
Georgia came out of her reverie and realised the man was talking to her. He was about her own age and he was gorgeous. He was over six-foot and obviously looked after himself. His face was handsome, his eyes a deep bottomless brown and the smile he flashed her was brilliant. His outfit was casual, but a very expensive casual.
Suddenly Georgia figured it out. She'd been sent specifically here - to this very shop on this very date. Now this man had come to sit with her. It had to be him, her Master? She took another covert look at him as he sipped his coffee and looked at the people walking past. Yes - it had to be him. He was just like she had imagined him. Handsome, well put together, confident and with that little twinkle of humour in his eyes. It was HIM - she was sure of it. That's what all this was about. It was designed to get her here so he could claim his prize! Suddenly she felt her breathing quicken and her throat go dry. She moistened her lips with her tongue.
"Err ... thank you sir."
He turned to her with a little quizzical smile as if he hadn't quite heard her.
"Thank you for the gift Master - I loved it."
Now he looked genuinely confused and a little alarmed. "I'm sorry - I'm not sure what you are talking about?"
As swiftly as Georgia had become convinced that this man was her Master she now became crushingly convinced that he was not. She glowed red and her hand flew to her mouth as if to catch back her words. "Oh my God, I'm so sorry. I was sure you were, er, someone else. I am so sorry."
She saw him relax a little. "Hey, no harm no foul. Whoever he might be he is a real lucky man." His mouth developed a mischievous little smile. "Just don't tell my wife and four kids I said that, eh?"
Georgia gave him a little smile back but you'd better believe she finished her coffee quickly and headed for her car. All the way home she thought about it. She'd hadn't been embarrassed like that since God knows when. It was like being a darned teenager again. In the end she had to smile but the smile didn't last long. She sensed her Master's cunning in not showing her his face. He really could be any dark-skinned Black man that she met. Every time she met a man who might be him that knowledge would be in the back of her mind. It was a little frightening but also exhilarating.
A couple of minutes later Georgia's racing brain realised that she couldn't even be sure that the man she'd met hadn't been her Master. Maybe he'd just wanted to check her out in person - to see her in the flesh and to be sure that she was following his instructions. He was supposed to be married but was he wearing a ring? She struggled to try to remember. Had he claimed her back there would she have gone with him? She'd been excited but perhaps not that reckless. Perhaps, but she couldn't be sure and neither could he. Her Master would be patient and wait his time...
As soon as she got home Georgia piled her shopping bags inside the front door and then made straight for her study. She had an urgent appointment with her new little pink friend!
In the Basement
"So, Georgia, tell me about where you work? Nice suburban school I'm guessing - much ethnic minority representation on the staff?"
"Well, to be honest, no."
"You are the school administrator and you don't have a single minority member of staff?"
Georgia felt the blood rush to her cheeks. "I'm not responsible for appointing teachers - just for the day-to-day admin."
"I said staff - not just teachers."
"There honestly isn't anyone. Well except..." Georgia pulled herself up short
"Now it's getting interesting," said her Master in a stern voice, "I think you'd better tell me some more."
***
"Damn thing," muttered Josh Hawkins as he pushed his mop bucket back into its cupboard. How was it those kids got more food on the cafeteria floor than in their mouths? Still, unless he got buzzed, he now had a quiet hour. Couldn't drink on this job but, on the upside, no-one ever bothered him down in his stores.
Josh pulled out his phone and began searching. Soon he found what he needed and undid his pants before he took a seat at his desk, really just an ex-classroom table. His eyes fixed on the muted video as he began to wank.
"Yeah," he muttered, "you big-titty white ho, come down see old Josh and he'll give you what you'se needing." The pornstar stripped on the screen in front of him and then was joined by two men. "Yeah, you gonna settle for them little white boys. Get here and see a real man. After that you'd only work interracial."
Josh was jacking his cock hard, intent on getting himself off before some bastard buzzed him. He was almost there when he suddenly heard a noise just outside the door.
"Mr Hawkins," called Georgia.
Josh jumped about three feet off his chair and then desperately tried to get his act in order. He scrambled to stuff his hard cock back into his pants and then to fasten them. What the fuck was Mrs Johnson doing here, no administrator had come down to his stores in ten years!
The door opened and Georgia Johnson stepped into his tiny 'office', barely larger than a storage cupboard with a chair and table in it. At the very last moment Josh spotted that his phone was still playing the porn and he gave a gasp of relief as the screen turned itself off. Thank the Lord for energy-saving measures!
Georgia smiled a sweet smile at the 50-year old African-American custodian. "Mr Hawkins, I feel that I've been neglecting you."
Josh's mind was still racing. That had been way too close - getting caught wanking on the job wouldn't help his employment prospects none! He just stared at his boss.
"I mean that we in the administration haven't been catering to your needs, Mr Hawkins. So I thought that I would pop down and pay you a visit."
Josh was still almost too stunned to speak. "Take a chair, Mrs Johnson."
Georgia waved off the suggestion and then just perched her butt onto the edge of his small desk. "You've been working hard - you deserve to take the weight of your feet."
Josh had finally managed to focus on the woman who had surprised him. Georgia was wearing a dark knee-length skirt and a dark jacket over a white blouse. He couldn't help noticing that it seemed one or two of her blouse buttons had either come undone or broken off unnoticed. His eyes feasted on the fine white cleavage accidentally put on display for his examination. It was with extreme reluctance that he finally resumed his seat. However, his new angle gave him a great view of Georgia's legs. Damn they were fine. Not skinny like a girl's - but shapely and toned as a real woman's should be.
"First," said his boss, "I don't think we need all this formality, Mr Hawkins. You can call me Georgia. Second, I want you to have some serious thought about how we can move forward together. Do I have anything that could make your working life more enjoyable and productive? Can you think of anything that I could do for you?"
She paused and gave him a sweet smile. Josh was just hoping that she wouldn't notice the raging erection that was tenting the front of his work-pants. He didn't know if he'd been watching too much porn but, fuck, it seemed like his boss was coming onto him! He stifled that thought and pushed it away into the back of his mind. He had to get a grip or he'd find himself facing one of them sexual harassment lawsuits.
"Um, Mrs John-, I mean Georgia, I can't quite think of anything just at this minute - you sort of took me by surprise here. Perhaps if I think of anything I'll be able to let you know?"
Georgia eased herself off the desk. "That'll be fine but remember that I'm always ready and available. You will remember that won't you Mr Hawkins?"
Josh noted that she wasn't using His first name - though she sure-as-shit knew it. He liked that - wasn't so often the white teachers or administrators showed him some respect.
"Oh," his boss was almost pouting, "your desk must have been a bit dusty. Just look at this mess on my skirt."
Ironically the cleaning office was the place cleaned least in the whole school and, sure enough, a big patch of grey dust was visible on the back of Georgia's dark skirt where her buttocks had rested on his desk.



"Damn, let me help you see to that, Mrs John-, er, Georgia." Josh swung into action and found a small soft brush that could do the job. He paused and then, almost reluctantly, handed it to her.
Georgia began brushing off the dust. "Oh, it's such a nuisance. I really can't see what I'm doing. Could you just check and make sure that I'm alright back there, Mr Hawkins?"
Josh didn't need a second invitation despite the fact that he already knew that his boss was a damn sight better than alright back there. He'd noticed that beautiful round white ass the first day she'd come into the school. It was pretty much perfect to his way of thinking. His eyes drank in her curves before he reluctantly broke his stare and admitted that she had removed all the dust.
"Thank you SO much, Mr Hawkins," gushed Georgia, "and do think about what I said won't you?" Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she gave him a sweet winning smile and then she was gone.
Josh slumped back into his chair. "Damn," he muttered to himself. He had to have read that all wrong. He tried to remember word-for-word what his boss had said to him. He finally shook his head. It beat him what that had all been about. However, he sure-as-shit was gonna ask for a lock on his office door so he wouldn't be surprised again. With all this cleaning equipment that should be approved easily enough.
Meanwhile, he checked his phone and found he still had 30 minutes of his break. The porn had continued soundlessly playing on the device but he shut it off. He wouldn't be needing that - he could just imagine that Georgia Johnson really had been coming on to him. He leaned back in his chair and undid his pants...
Feedback
"I wanna cum on them big white titties" - MILFhunter20.
"Love that body - but needs my cock in it to be perfect" - BBCAtlGa.
"Post more - you made for the niggaz" - BlckBull4U2.
"You perfect - except for that damn mask" - BigDen3.
"Don't listen to these men, sugar, you need to come see us!" - SistasforWhiteGirls
Georgia finished reviewing her profile on the site. There were about a hundred more messages but they pretty much all followed the same lines. The site's members wanted three things - they wanted more pics, they wanted to fuck her and they wanted her to ditch the mask.
It still surprised her what a good reaction she got for her submissions. No doubt there was a lot of BS but she certainly seemed to have lots of fans and, while she wasn't vain, she couldn't deny that felt good. It gave her confidence Not that she would ever actually do anything about it of course. She wasn't about to post identifiable pictures on the net and she certainly wasn't about to meet any of the posters. That was so far out of the equation for someone like her that it was just ridiculous.
Her postings were the results of three assignments spread between other challenges. First, she had been told to post pictures in lingerie, then images of herself nude and finally pics of herself masturbating. She would have absolutely refused but for her Master's comment that she didn't need to show her face.
The morning after her first assignment was set she had gone out and bought the mask - a domino which covered most of her face courtesy of a lace fringe. Experimentation had soon shown that, with the mask and careful use of camera angles, she could produce pics that no-one could have identified as her. Well, maybe her ex-husband and her long gone mother, but nobody else!
It had been fun taking the pictures and then sorting them to select which she wanted to post. She thought she looked pretty damn good for a woman with a daughter in college! It seemed 'her fans' on the site were in agreement with that - which made her feel even better. Being sexy and flirting with them was fun.
It might have been fun but, of course, it was never going to be enough to satisfy her Master.
***
"I don't think so..."
Georgia paused at her Master's comment. She'd reported back on her last assignment and now she was ready to masturbate and to watch him do the same. She looked forward to it all week. "You don't want me to..."
"You can do that but I think we need to step up your game. That little pink toy isn't doing it for me no more. I want to see you with something rather more appropriate. Sending you an image - I think you'll agree it fits the bill."
'The Dark Destroyer - our latest dildo capturing the dimensions of the awesome Jackson Hammer. With a more realistic weight and feel to give you the maximum pleasure.' Georgia had to admit that it was VERY appropriate. Hammer had sort of started this whole thing off in her mind and now she could get to feel what it was like to be with him - well almost.
"How you feelin' about that girl?"
"It looks pretty big..."
"It is, but your next assignment is to buy yourself one - we'll go into details later - then I won't be wanting to hear from you until you prove you can take it."
"What if I can't..."
"Don't give me that - you old enough to know better. You just going to have to put in some work and some practice. One thing - once you've taken that thing you'll know you can take any brotha out there."
He was making quite an assumption there but Georgia let it ride. "OK, I'll find it on the internet and I guess it'll be fun trying..."
"No, I've got a better idea. I think you need to go out and buy this in a store."
Georgia's heart sank. She had to buy it in person! Well, she certainly couldn't go to her local lingerie store this time. Even if they stocked 'The Dark Destroyer' - which she really doubted - she wasn't about to buy that from people who knew her!
Her Master's deep chuckle came over the speakers. "Don't worry - I can give you a store where you can purchase one. I guess you'd like one well away from home?"
Georgia felt relief, "Yes please, sir,"
"At some point you'll have to stop being so bashful girl, it's not like you haven't been posting pics of that sweet pussy all over the internet." There was that chuckle again. "Didn't you tell me you had arranged to go see that daughter of yours in the capital? Well then you can take a little road trip from there. Once you've done that then you can get back in touch with me, not before you hear."
Georgia just stared at the store details he had sent her. She would NEVER have gone anywhere near such a place in the old days. That city had a really bad reputation and while it no doubt had some better areas this store didn't seem likely to be in one of them. Would she even be safe?
"When you get there park as close to the entrance as you can and don't go for a wander in that neighborhood, you hear. Go straight in the store and ask for Tom - he'll look after you."
Georgia just looked into at her screen with doubt written all over her face.
"Yeah, it's a step up isn't it. Not quite so cute and safe and fluffy. Not prick-teasing some poor old Black janitor. Not posting unidentifiable pictures under a fake name. Not using that 'white privilege' of yours. Means going out into the real world - where plenty of people spend all their lives. But remember - 'the game' is like life. The more you put in the more you'll get out. The more you invest the greater the rewards. But it's always up to you..."
Did Georgia ever take the concious decision or was she just being carried along by the whole process? Either way she was working out the logistics of her trip even before he had finished speaking.
Another World
Georgia knew that she should feel tired but the closer she came to her objective the more her nerves and adrenaline were kicking in.
She'd got out of work early but even so she'd had to drive another hour plus beyond the capital to the store her Master had indicated. She rejoiced that she'd decided to take a day off and come over on Thursday night rather than Friday, Traffic was better and she was hoping the store would be rather less busy - the fewer people she had to deal with the better.
The transformation in her surroundings had come late. A freeway is a freeway is a freeway - it was when you took the junction off that you really got to see your surroundings. In this case those surroundings were not very attractive. Time and the economy had not treated this city well - it had become notorious as H-town as soon as one or even two recessions ago courtesy of the heroin epidemic there. She knew she was only on the edge of the city, in the low-rise sprawl that seemed to surround most urban areas, but you could see the decline everywhere you looked.
Georgia thanked the Lord and her GPS when she soon found her target. It was a one-story building, rather larger than she'd been expecting, surrounded by a sizable parking lot. She knew that in her city this store would have been long gone and the location redeveloped. To judge by the derelict properties and vacant lots surrounding this particular site there was no such pressure here.
She drove into the lot and parked as close to the entrance as she could, relieved to see that the place didn't look too busy to judge by the contents of the lot. She locked her vehicle and walked quickly into the store trying to ignore the glaring neon signs advertising 'XXX DVDs', 'GIRLS, GIRLS, GIRLS' and 'VIDEO BOOTHS HERE'. The quicker this was over the better.
The store comprised a couple of huge rooms with white walls and pretty harsh lighting. Stock was displayed on the walls and there were racks of DVDs and Blu-rays in the center space while free-standing displays of lingerie, jewellery, lube and pretty much everything sex-related that you could imagine were scattered around the store. To her right as she entered was the sales point with a corridor just beyond it leading off the main room. Behind the counter was a large African-American man in his late fifties and a much younger white girl.
As she paused and surveyed the rooms she suddenly noticed a couple of her fellow customers observing her. She remembered that she probably didn't fit the description of the average customer.
"Can we help?" said the man behind the counter. She took the hint and moved over to him.
"I, um, that's to say I'm looking for..."
The man smiled. "No need to be shy, ma'am. Brittney here can show you what we have to offer."
The girl looked at the clock. It was approaching ten to nine.
"I know," the man said with quiet authority, "but this lady might be happier having you help her out rather than me or Mo. If you go a minute or two over I'll make it right."
"OK," said the girl and hopped off her stool to join Georgia, "What can I do for you?"
"I'm after ... 'a Dark Destroyer,'" Georgia said quietly.
"Oh yes," beamed Brittney, "they are in the other room. Follow me."
Georgia did just that and soon found herself in a room where three walls were covered in a bewildering variety of sexual toys and fetish clothing. She paused before going in and Brittney giggled. "Not used to places like this? Believe me when you work here you get used to it all." She idly waved a small white hand at a selection of ball-gags and nipple clamps in the BDSM section. "The 'dark destroyers' are over here..."
The girl took an abject in transparent packaging and handed it to Georgia. Knowing the dimensions of the 'dark destroyer' was one thing but actually having one in your hand was another matter. "It's ... big," was all she could say.
"Well, quite big," smiled Brittney, "but not much compared to the behemoth up there."
Georgia looked up where the girl was pointing and spotted a HUGE bright blue dildo suspended from the ceiling.
Eyes wide she turned back to Brittney and the girl smiled and nodded. "It's all relative you see! That one's supposed to just be decor but we used to have a matching pair until a gay guy came in and bought one of them."
Georgia tried to stifle her laugh and failed hopelessly. Brittney just smiled and nodded to her. "We see all sorts in here and I just work the early shift..." She looked back at the display. "Check out the range. 'Dark Destroyers' are pretty popular but we have a very wide range. Hang on..."
Georgia turned in the direction Brittney was looking and saw four male customers. They were all in their late forties or early fifties, they were all African-American and they were all avidly watching the two women.
"Come on, guys," snapped Brittney, "let the lady do her shopping in peace." Georgia realised that she was still holding the 'Dark Destroyer' and felt herself start to blush with embarrassment.
"No offense meant," said one of the men, "we was just hoping she'd be joining us later."
"Theo!" said Brittney in a stern tone, "does she look like she'll be joining you! Give the lady some space!"
"Damn shame," said the man to a chorus of grunted agreement from his friends. His eyes lit up with fresh hope, "Maybe another time?"
Brittney just shook her head in exasperation and gestured imperiously with her hand. The four men shuffled out.
"How do you put up with all that?" asked Georgia.
"Oh, those guys are alright - just a bit lonely. We've only had real trouble once in the year I've worked here. A guy came in real high on something and it was Theo who laid him out with a right hook. The guy was out before he hit the tiling. No, THOSE guys are OK. They just need keeping in line now and then."
Georgia was struck by how this young girl could order the customers, all grown men, around. "What did they mean about joining them?"
Brittney raised her eyebrows in exaggerated innocence. "That's late shift business - I make sure I'm out of here long before any of that starts! Take a look round the store - Tom and Mo will keep an eye out for you - in about half an hour there might be some action. But, if its OK with you, I'm ready for my home."
Georgia smiled her consent and the girl headed back to the other room. There was a truly amazing range of products in the store and Georgia's curiosity, not for the last time that night, got the best of her. She checked out the toys and then took a look at some PVC fetish outfits. Not for her, that was for sure, but they were amazing garments. Once she glanced up and saw the big Black clerk, presumably Tom, was now standing at the entrance of her room. He just smiled and nodded to her and then went back to making notes on a pad.
She found the interracial Bu-ray section and lingered there. The front-cover pictures didn't tend to be too explicit but they told a story. An interracial couple or, even better, a single white woman surrounded by five or six shirtless and muscular Black men. She was carefully examining 'BBC Cougar Hunt III' when she heard Tom give a little cough.
"Ma'am, just to let you know that we generally get a lot busier after about half past nine. You're welcome to stay but if you wanted to leave before the rush..."
Georgia's nerves had gone, washed away by a great wave of curiosity. She wanted to know what was going on here. She felt like she was in another world - where the usual rules did not apply. "Would it be OK if I stayed..."
Tom's big belly jiggled as he chuckled. "Lot of the guys here would just love that - but you stay with Mo and me and you'll be OK."
Back in the main room of the store Georgia noticed that there were perhaps ten customers now. Very occassionally someone would enter the store and make a purchase but most of the men seemed to be waiting.
"All ready back there, Mo?" asked Tom.
"Yeah," answered his colleague, a fat white guy headed for middle age with a chin-strap beard and a voice gravelly from too many cigarettes. "All clean and sparkling - for about 20 seconds!"
Tom gave a wry smile and then flicked some switches by the corridor. "Gentlemen," he intoned, "the booths are now cleaned and reopened for your use."
A few of the men lined up at the desk and Mo began issuing them forty-dollar tickets for the booths. The rest of the customers continued to wait.
At twenty to ten a small whirlwind burst into the store. She was mocha-skinned and peroxide blonde. Her face was smooth but her eyes were weary and she gave a tired smile to Tom. Then she noticed Georgia and frowned. "Oh man, I ain't gotta share have I!"
"Lady's just a customer," assured Tom, "you got this evening to yourself, Roni. Tish might be coming by - but not till about one."
"Thank fuck for that," gasped Roni. "No offense but my damn rent is due on Monday and I'm counting on tonight."
Tom reached for a key and handed it over - "Booth C OK for you."
"Thanks, sugar, what we starting at?"
"Ticket five," said Mo as he showed her the stubs.
"OK, boys," said Toni, "I'll see you later." She turned to the customers, "All you men best get in line cos the show is about to begin." She gave a wild cackle of a laugh and then marched into the booths. Now the customers rushed into line to buy their tickets.
Tom noticed Georgia watching him. "This place stays afloat courtesy of the booths. Some guys just like to hire a booth and go in there for a ... well you know, ma'm. But they really get busy when there's an added attraction, so to speak."
"Like Roni," said Georgia.
"Roni's got three kids at home from three different fathers and none of them ever paid a dime in child support," said Tom, "she's also never been able to save a buck. So when she's short she comes here. Damn sight safer than working the streets."
"You don't get busted?"
"Law is real clear - only one customer per booth. So Toni locks herself in for the duration. Of course if there just happened to be..." Tom reached behind him for a DVD and showed it to Georgia. 'Gloryhole Crackas' - a white girl kneeling beside a hole in a wall through which poked a big hard Black cock.
"Wow," said Georgia, "that's wild". There didn't seem much else to say.
"Twenty booths back there and three of them are fitted with these little extras. Some guys like to partake - almost as many just want to jack off in their own imagining what's going on. Ain't no accounting for taste!"
The men found Georgia a stool and she joined them behind the counter. "Guess this is all a bit new to you?" smiled Mo. "You get used to it - at the end of the day we provide entertainment and a safe place for folks to make a little money or indulge themselves."
Every so often a customer would come into the shop or a man would wander out of the booth and leave.
A group of young men wandered into the store. "Any action?" one asked.
"Cards!" nodded Mo and the men showed their photo IDs before buying their tickets. "They are from the local college," said Mo, "we mainly get our older local customers and students like them on quiet week nights like this." He paused to sell a butt-plug with an attached tail to a small nervous white man.
"Week-ends are different. They can get REALLY busy - sometimes I think we got every man this side of the city with a hard dick and nowhere to put it. No offense meant."
Georgia gave him a smile of reassurance. The ways of horny men didn't come as a total surprise to her.
"Of course if we get a special attraction then Tom puts the prices up."
"A special attraction?"
Mo gestured to the walls behind the counter which were covered in posters advertising personal appearances at the store and visiting feature dancers at the local strip clubs. "We're on the circuit - get pornstars and webgirls down here signing pretty regular and if they want some genuine gloryhole footage for their websites..."
"They film?"
"Only in the booths - lots of our customers wouldn't want the publicity!"
Georgia looked at the posters.
"The problem with them is that they'll sometimes only do thirty minutes or an hour back there and that leaves a lot of disappointed customers unless you book two or three girls at a time. We get some guys turn up for just about every personal appearance though. Others wouldn't bother - they'd rather come on nights like this. Roni is a true expert at giving a blow-job and getting a man off."



"You sound like you speak from experience," teased Georgia.
"Well, yeah, once or twice - if it's a bit quiet you know," admitted Mo. "At least," he added quickly, "before I met my girlfriend."
An image suddenly flashed into Georgia's mind. A big Black cock emerging through that hole in the booth and waiting for it, ready to pleasure it, was ... herself! She'd work to get him off and then there'd be another and another and another. She stirred on her stool. She was grimly aware that a part of her brain wanted to go back there and join Roni. It was being kept firmly under control by the cooler, logical, rational parts of her mind but it was still there. Georgia looked at the big figure of Tom talking to one of his customers. He was a powerful experienced man with the dark skin tone that she loved. She began to imagine it was him on the other side of that booth gloryhole and shifted again on her stool.
She tried to stay self-possessed. "Does Tom ever go back there?"
Mo gave a sly little grim. "I'm not about to tell tales on my boss. All I'll say is he goes back sometimes 'to make sure everything's OK' and doesn't come back for a while. But that's only on special occassions, you know."
"When the porn stars come?"
"Shit, no! Tom is like a lot of our best customers. They all know what they like. They like a girl who's out-of-town - so its a special occasion for her too. They don't like the girl to be too professional but they do want her to be sexy enough to be."
"Just like guys - shooting for the moon," laughed Georgia.
"Then, of course, with our location and demographic, a LOT of our guys get particularly excited if the girl is white. It just happens that if a girl fits all those categories then Tom likes to check they are alright back there," Mo gave a lecherous wink.
Georgia sat and thought again about what was going on behind that thin wall. She couldn't help noting that she seemed to fit the bill for what most of Tom's customers, and Tom himself, wanted. Of course the question of whether she was that sexy would have to be in the eye of the beholder. Then she remembered the old guys asking if she would be joining them tonight and suddenly she knew what they had meant. They had wanted her kneeling in that booth and working to make them cum. God, the very idea should repulse her - should send her running back to her vehicle and driving out of this city as fast as she could. But it didn't and she knew why it didn't. You could deny a lot of things but when your body reacted as hers was now reacting then it was abundantly clear that you were as horny as fuck!
Then reality intervened. "Gimme ten minutes, guys, so's I can have a smoke and a little freshen up." Roni emerged from the corridor nodded to Tom and then disappeared out the back.
She had been a fleeting vision as she passed but Georgia had seen enough. Roni's face was plastered in what had to be cum and there were streaks of it up into her hair. She had been topless save for her bra and the light-bronze skin of her chest had been marked and streaked where semen had dripped from her face or trickled down her body.
Tom came back to the counter and reached in his mini-fridge for a bottle of water. "Always keep one here," he explained to Georgia, "for my girls. Otherwise it can get too much for them." He then took the bottle out back to Roni in his little wash-room.
Yes, that was the reality. A woman used for men's pleasure, most would say defiled and degraded for men's pleasure. And what did she get out of it? Well, in Roni's case the rent - a roof over her children's heads and some food on the table. Georgia, herself, would have no such glib excuse. If she went back there it would be for deeper, perhaps darker, reasons. Maybe that was why the men preferred the girls not to need the money? Only a base slut, a whore in the abusive rather than the practical sense of the word, would go back there without a real pressing need. A woman who would travel here to do it - a white woman who would come here to make sure her 'clients' were mostly Black men. She knew what 99% of the world would call a woman like that - and she knew why the men would crowd to make use of her willingness to serve them.
'Oh no, it can't be happening,' thought Georgia as that image of herself in the booth, but now covered in semen just as Roni had been, returned to her mind. She suddenly realised that Tom might think he ran a 'safe space' but that a place like this was incredibly dangerous for a woman like her.
Roni emerged, clearly after a serious wash down, and stood in the door of the back-room taking a long drag from her cigarette. She finished her bottle of water and put it down, "Don't suppose you've got anything stronger?"
Mo gave her a knowing smile. "I suppose you'd like a lift home when you've done as well, eh, as usual." He took a fifth from under the counter and handed it to Roni who took a long satisfied pull. "Ah - that take's the edge off - how we doing?"
"Stub 22, Roni, say another three come in and that means a round twenty so your third..."
"Covers what I'm short for the rent with a little bit extra," said Roni in a satisfied tone. "Just the matter of this five or six to look after and then I reckon I'll call it a night."
At that moment the main door swung open and six or seven young black men, about college age, walked in.
"Oh shit," said Roni beneath her breath, "that's all I need." Then she seemed to realise Georgia was still there. "Guess you wouldn't be inclined to lend a hand after all, would you? Go halves on the girl's cut of those seven?"
Georgia found herself looking at the new arrivals. Maybe only a couple of them had the really dark skin-tones that she loved but they all had the cock-sure arrogance of youth as they were showing their cards to Mo. No-one would know if she went back there tonight. Georgia's rational self fought back and got a grip. "Sorry, Roni, not tonight."
"Ah, well, at least they young 'uns so I an probably get them off quick," then with a wink and another cackle of smoker's laughter she was gone back into the booths.
Soon Georgia was gone too - only just remembering to buy the 'Dark Destroyer' which had been the whole reason for coming here in the first place! It seemed surreal that she would be driving back to her hotel and then would see her daughter tomorrow. They were two such separate worlds, no woman could operate in both of them.
***
Her pussy was wet and needy, a frustrated pussy, a pussy that was not getting anywhere near the attention it deserved. Well, tonight it was going to meet a new friend. Excited as she was Georgia realised that she would need the assistance of the lube that Tom had thoughtfully given her gratis at the same time as he invited her to, 'Come back anytime..."
Even with the lube that damn toy was a monster! But Georgia finally managed to ease the end of it into herself. It was a stretch at first but that soon gave way to much more pleasant sensations. She took it nice and easy, allowing her body to adjust. Soon any remaining slight discomfort was gone and she just felt full. She began to move the toy in and out of her pussy feeling it move against her. So this was what it felt like to be fucked like Jackson Hammer! She giggled, almost certainly not but at least it gave a rough approximation.
She looked down at her body and at the big Black invader that was a few inches into her pussy. She shuddered. It looked so good, even if it was a fake. She closed her eyes and imagined that the toy was a real cock. A Black man's cock, warm and hard and strong. Full of pulsing blood and potent semen. A cock hard and ready to take her and make her accept that she was it's slave, that she belonged to the man who could give her such pleasure.
"Yes," she muttered to herself, "yes, that's what I want. I want you to own me and use me."
The little movie playing in her mind changed. Now she was back at the porn store, in the booth. But there wasn't one hole in the wall, there were five and each had a huge Black cock sticking through it. Coal-black skin demanding her attention, ready to take their due from her hand and her mouth and anything else on offer. She scrambled from cock to cock trying to suck one and wank two others at all times. It was no good - there were always two cocks left out - two beautiful Black men that she was neglecting. Slowly the cocks pulled out of the holes and left them vacant even as she tried to catch them.
Then she heard the banging on the door of the booth. It was the men - they wanted her and they were going to take her. Just like in those DVDs with one White woman and lots of Black men. If they got in they would take her and fuck her hard. They'd use every part of her to satisfy their lusts - to punish her for not being a good slave earlier. Only that locked door was in the way - only it could save her from being gang-banged by those huge Black cocks. In her mind Georgia stood, walked to the door of the booth and flicked open the lock. The door burst open and...
"AAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH", wailed Georgia, "FFFUUUUCCCCCCLKKKK MMMEEEEEEEEEE." The climax was powerful, fuelled to super-heat by that most powerful of all the human erogenous zones, a woman's brain. Suddenly the wave broke and Georgia seemed to return back to the real world. She looked down and saw that the 'Dark Destroyer' was well over half way inside her. She knew that her Master would want more - he'd want her to take it all. She knew that in time she would - just not tonight. Now she needed to clean up and then sleep - she had to be 'Mom' again tomorrow.
Two Worlds Collide
"I dunno, Mom, maybe we should ring first?"
"Do you know how long it took me to get her address out of that security guy at her firm? I had to take old photos, letters, birth certificates - all just to prove that we were really cousins."
"But we will be kind of intruding on her privacy."
"Charli, me and Jess grew up together, we were more like sisters than cousins. We were very close until ... well, you know, I had to get married."
Her daughter was quiet now. She knew what her Mom had left unspoken.
"My folks and her folks both sort of used it against me, you know. I got pregnant and had to get married and raise you while she was making a good career and a good match. Jess never made a big thing of it but she knew I took a lot of grief and her husband didn't ever want me, want us, around."
"Is that the..."
"Yes, he had political ambitions even then. Which I've always thought is why he left Jess - after all look at who he's with now, a US Senator's daughter and all we hear is that he's being groomed to succeed.
"The guy sounds like an asshole."
"Soon to be Senator Asshole, which sadly is all that ever mattered to Christian, I suspect," said Georgia sadly.
"I still think we should ring..."
"Look, when Christian left poor Jess she must have felt humiliated. Given all the grief I took because of her perfect example I've always thought she must have felt ashamed in a way. I suppose she assumed that I wouldn't want to have anything to do with her. But it was never a problem between us - it was always our folks and her husband putting up the barriers. Now he's left, her parents are gone and mine, your grand-parents, well you know."
"Yeah," said Charli, "you don't think maybe they'd come round?"
"Never," Georgia shook her head firmly, "when we left home and the Brethren that was it so far as they were concerned, we were dead to them."
The two women looked at each other - remembering past hurts.
"Which is why, Charli, we can't afford to let Jess drift out of our life. She's about all the family we have left and I want us to be close again."
***
The little suburban house on Hyacinthus Drive was nothing special, certainly not compared to the big house that Jessica had once shared with her husband. However, it looked neat and tidy enough. An old woman peeked through the next-door curtains at them as they pulled up in the drive-way. Charli flashed her a smile but the old woman just grimaced and let the lace curtain drop.
Georgia rang the door bell and waited - excited to see her cousin for the first time in getting on for five years. What a surprise it would be for her!
The door opened and revealed a Black man, who looked to be in his late-twenties, clad in a T-shirt and boxers. He looked like he'd just got out of bed.
Georgia realised they must have gone to the wrong house and was about to retreat when she saw her cousin, Jessica, behind the man.
"Jess - what on earth?"
Her cousin's eyes were wide with shock, it had most certainly come as a surprise to her, but she got a grip and responded using Georgia's old childhood nick-name. "GiGi, Charli - oh my God, why didn't you let me know you were coming. It's been so long!"
Georgia heard the words but she was still looking at the Black man who calmly smiled back at her. His T-shirt left bare muscled arms whose dark skin had patterns tattooed there. He wasn't heavily built but he had that sense of power and confidence about him, that attitude that said that he belonged here. But who the hell was he? The obvious answer was that - but, no, that couldn't be. Jessica had always been the 'good girl', the successful corporate lawyer, the beautiful wife of a successful man, the example for others, what Georgia herself could have been if only...
"GiGi - this is Mr Charles - he's working in the boiler down in the basement and it's so hot, it's stuck on full power."
"Yes, thass right, I'm here, er, fixing the boiler."
Georgia breathed out a little. Yes, that would make sense. She cursed her own latent racism. She'd seen him and those tattoos and just assumed he was an ex-convict or something. It turned out he was just a hard-working tradesman.
Charli raised an eyebrow. The house didn't seem hot considering its boiler was supposed to be stuck on full power and 'Mr Charles' sounded like he'd only just learned his lines for a part in the college play. He also, most definitely, did NOT look like a plumber or boiler engineer or whatever he was supposed to be. Where had his truck been parked out front? Where were his tools? Why did he work in a T-shirt and boxer shorts instead of overalls? Her Mom might want to believe but she hadn't raised her daughter to be a fool and Charli was not fooled one little bit. Not that it mattered to her - the guy looked real tasty and 'congrats' to Aunt Jess so far as Charli was concerned!
Georgia took charge again - not noticing the little glances passing between her daughter and 'Mr Charles'. "Jess, we've spent two days trying to track you down - your old number isn't working any more. We knew about Christian and you splitting up but we could only get this address from your work."
Her cousin quickly wrote her new number down and gave it to Georgia, who tucked it away safely in her purse. Jess gestured to the door, "Perhaps we could..."
Her cousin was probably going to suggest they went somewhere to eat - to leave 'Mr Charles' to do his work.
Thump, thump, thump, thump.
The crashing sound seemed to reverberate through the whole house. "Boiler still playing up," said 'Mr Charles' but even Georgia knew that wasn't the sound of a boiler.
"TAKE MY NIGGA NUT YOU LITTLE WHITE FUCKIN HO," bellowed a powerful voice followed by a long scream of unadulterated pleasure in a girlish voice.
"What the fuck..." a second Black man, more powerfully-built but just as dark-skinned as 'Mr Charles' emerged. He also wore boxers but his chest was bare and showed his rippling muscles and tattoos to full effect.
It all suddenly hit Georgia and she put back her head and screamed. A wail of pure frustration and anguish. She felt her daughter move across and take her shoulders.
At that moment, a door burst open and yet a third dark-skinned African-American man emerged at the run. This one was HUGE, well over six-foot tall and very powerfully built. His face bore an expression of fierce determination - determination to protect his friends from any threat that scream had suggested.
Not that his face was the first thing either Georgia or Charli noticed - because this third man was totally naked and with a still semi-hard cock proudly pointing his way, a cock that would give even the 'Dark Destroyer' a run for its money!
The big man, seeing no immediate threat, stopped. His mighty cock, its shaft still slick with the juices of whoever that screaming girl was, gave a last defiant bounce and then a long drool of semen slid from its head.
It was all too much for Georgia. "OH MY GOD," she blurted out. Her daughter's eyes were wide like saucers - transfixed on the huge naked African-American. Then Charli shivered and re-took control. "We have to go, Aunt Jess," she said and quickly guided her Mom back to the car.
The last thing Charli saw in the rear-view mirror that morning was her Aunt in the door-way of her home with a worried expression on her face and a huge naked Black man at her side.
***
"I just can't believe it - do you think that's why Christian left her? Was it because she's got ... um ..."
"Jungle fever," suggested her daughter sarcastically. "Since when did we suddenly get all prejudiced, Mom, didn't you raise me to reject all that crap."
"But there were three of them - what was going on?"
"I'd say Aunt Jess was having a whale of a time - until we burst in on her all unannounced! Besides, we know there was at the very least one more woman there. I expect it was a party."
This discussion had been going on for almost two hours in Georgia's hotel room. Theoretically, Georgia was outraged by what they had discovered and her daughter was trying to get her to be reasonable. Theoretically. Georgia knew that was all bull-shit.
In truth, ever since she had turned up pregnant way too young, Jessica had been held before her as a symbol of what might have been if she hadn't been so foolish. Jessica got all the things that she, herself, couldn't have. She had the life that Georgia could have had. Now...
Now, Georgia was all too well aware, things might look different on the surface but in reality it was just the same old story. Jessica was still living the life that Georgia herself wanted - she was free to express her desires in a way Georgia never could.
Except that wasn't true, was it? No husband was holding her back, no family pressure, no personal bigotry. The only thing stopping her from going the same route her cousin had was - herself. Until she'd seen her cousin again and - those men - she hadn't truly realised just how much she wanted it, how much she NEEDED it. That had been the reason for her wail of frustration and despair. She was discovering her true self and that true self was, to say the least, inconvenient. Her true self wasn't going to settle for just living the same old life. Her true self wanted to live life to the full and her true self knew just how to do it. It wouldn't be difficult - her Master would be delighted to 'assist' her.
"You need to ring her," Georgia heard Charli's voice through the whirling maelstrom of her own ideas. "You two were so close - you can't let this BS separate you."
Georgia took a deep breath and nodded. "I'll give it a few days and then ring her. I need to know she's alright after all."
Her daughter nodded. Mom would do what was required even if she had to put a spin on it. She thought back to that morning and had to suppress a strong desire to laugh. It seemed her Aunt was a bit of a dark horse! How on earth had things turned out this way and, more to the point, how did her Aunt find such gorgeous men! She'd been in the capital a year but you didn't get too many like them in her social circles, in fact you didn't get any. Which was why ...



Temptations
"Uhhhhhhhh," grunted Georgia as she tried to push herself down onto the 'Dark Destroyer'. She had the big dildo upright on her chair and she was squatting over it. An awful lot of it had disappeared up into her body but, despite the extra lube, that last inch was not inclined to follow suit.
"Easy, baby," said her Master, "I know you want to take it all but there ain't no hurry. You've been doing better each week you've tried it. Now take a breather."
Georgia moved forward so she could remove the Black toy from her pussy. It slid out and she felt the emptiness that always immediately followed its removal.
"Look at that toy, look how much you taking now." The deep voice boomed over her speakers. "You'll soon have taken it all and then, I've decided, it'll be time to kick on up to the next stage of 'the Game'."
***
The next stage! Georgia had virtually decided to quit 'the Game' on her way back from that disastrous visit to Charli and Jess in the Capital. In the end, though, she'd just decided to report on her trip to the porn store and show the proof to her Master but not to request another assignment and to leave it at that. Her Master had sounded disappointed but, true to his word, had accepted her decision.
Then, straight afterwards, she had rung Jessica. From the very start it had been a strange phone call. Jessica had been quiet for seconds before she'd blurted out, "Hello?"
"Jessica, er Jess, I thought that I should call..."
"GiGi - uh - what's up - uh."
"Jess, we need to talk about... You know to talk about what happened when Charli and I came over to your new place."
"Uh - Yes GiGi we - uh - should talk ab - uh - about that - uh."
What was going on? Her cousin was gasping for breath - as if she had just run a mile. "Jess - are you alright? You sound... funny." What was going on?
"Don't be sil - uh - don't be silly GiGi - uh - GiGi don't be silly it's - UH - everythin - UH - all OK - UH."
Suddenly Georgia knew just why her cousin sounded the way she did. "You're not alone are you, Jess, is it him - that man, that Black man that was at your house?"
"UH - no it's not him - UH - its Antwan who's an even - UH - better - UH - UH - UH."
"Oh..."
Then a deep masculine voice came on the line, "Your friend is busy baby - taking my big Black cock. Ring her tomorrow and you can have a real nice talk."
"Oh, er, yes, OK, I'll ring tomorrow, er..."
The connection had ended and Georgia had thought about her cousin trying to speak as that man, Antwan, had fucked her. He hadn't been making love to her, he had been FUCKING her. Georgia reached out for the 'Dark Destroyer' where it stood on the desk after her call to her Master. Soon it was in her as she thought of her cousin and her Master and Antwan and her future...
The next day she decided not to ring Jess again. Instead she e-mailed her Master and requested her next assignment. She was back in ''the Game.'
***
Georgia looked at the 'Dark Destroyer.' It was becoming a very personal challenge for her - that last inch. For four weeks she had tried to take it but somehow all her Master's dirty talk and her own efforts had failed to seal the deal.
"Evening, baby," said the deep voice of her Master, "you know you ain't my only participant in 'the game' don't you?"
Georgia had always assumed that was the case and she also knew that there were other Masters in different parts of the country and even some overseas.
"Yeah, a couple of weeks after you joined I got contacted by a young woman who also wanted to play and she been making some real progress. Do you want to see how much progress?"
Georgia nodded and then obeyed his instruction to turn down her lights and make herself comfortable and ready to enjoy the show.
He sent her the video file and she clicked play. She half expected to see some amateur porn of a couple on a bed. Instead, the first few frames immediately had her attention. She knew just where this video had been taken.
The camera seemed to be a body-cam worn on the front of a shirt at chest height. As the person wearing it swung round she got a fleeting image of the inside of the porn store and then a familiar face.
"You OK here for a few minutes, Mo?" came the deep voice of Tom, the porn store owner, "Just need to check in the back."
"No problem, Tom, but don't be too long because the word's got out."
It certainly seemed to have. The main room of the store had about twenty men waiting their turn for a ticket to the booths and there were more in the shop itself. "Gentlemen," came Tom's voice, "just so no-one feels cheated I need to tell you that this girl has a thing for the dark meat so I'm afraid you white and hispanic guys may have to settle for a hand job."
"Aw, bullshit," said a white man, "that's fucking discrimination."
"Tell me about it," said Mo pointing to his own white face, "now do you want a ticket or not. It's $100."
"Fuck, $100 and I might only get a hand-job!"
"Our special guests set the prices. This one says $50 for Black guys - with a special offer today of $10 for Black guys on benefits or pensions - and $100 if she has to work with anyone else. Come back about midnight - one of our regulars will look after you for the flat $40."
"Shit, I was wanting this girl - she's pretty enough to make Anderson Cooper turn straight!"
"Up to you," said Tom, "but last time she said she got too many white boys and not enough Black men. She'll most probable be Black only next time she's here."
"Stop moaning, Ross, and get out the way. We all waiting back here!" came from a large African-American who was next in line.
"Fuck it," said Ross, handed over his money and moved off with his ticket.
The Black man stepped up and the line shuffled forward.
Now Georgia watched, idly playing with her 'Dark Destroyer', as Tom moved forward and into the corridor leading to the booths. The corridor was fairly narrow and it was pretty much full of Black men waiting their turn. The doors to Booths B and D were open. A man stood against the wall of Booth B with his pants round his ankles. In Booth D a man was leaning over to peek through the hole and see what was happening next door. His hand was already working his hard cock so he'd be ready when the time came.
"Oh fuck yeah," shouted the man in Booth B. "Take my fucking load you little white ho." He beat his hand on the wall and then did up his pants. "Sorry, babe, got a bit over-excited," he apologised.
"That's OK," came a little muffled voice, "I'm your whore whenever you want me to be."
The man suddenly noticed Tom and shuffled out of the booth. He was immediately replaced by another who lent to look through the hole. The girl had clearly turned round to service the other glory-hole. "Damn just look at that little white ass - sure is inviting."
"Talking of which," said Tom to himself. His hand appeared flourishing a key. He knocked on the door of Booth C, "Hood on, baby, if you want to keep this a secret that is." He waited a few seconds and then unlocked the door and went inside.
It had been dark in the corridor and it was even darker in the booth, illuminated only by the glow from the big HD monitor displaying porn. Now Georgia realised why her master had told her to turn her lights way down. This wasn't high production-value porn but it was raw and visceral, it was the real thing. Tom turned on a small light by his camera and that helped a little. Now you could see the girl, naked except for a leather hood that hid her face and hair. There was a pile of her clothing on a bench of the little booth. The camera focused on the floor which was shiny with pools of liquid and then up a wall marked by more runlets of fluid until they reached the hole where a Black cock was being energetically worked in and out of the mouth-hole of the mask. An eye glanced at them through another hole in the mask. It might have been blue or grey, it was hard to tell, but Georgia thought she could read the frantic excitement in that glance.
The camera angle tilted down and a pair of fat fingers found the girl's naked shaved pussy. Both eased their way between the exposed lips while a thumb worked the top of the slit. "Hmmmnn," the girl moaned and pushed her buttocks up to give Tom easier access.
Georgia eyes were almost boring a hole into her laptop screen. She had an idea where this was going. Almost unconsciously she was moving her 'dark destroyer' in and out of her own pussy as she watched the man's fingers tease the girl in the movie.
The girl suddenly pulled off the cock she was sucking and four powerful spurts of semen appeared in turn on her black leather mask.
"How many's that now, girl?" asked Tom.
"Nuunne or tiinnn," came the reply muffled by the mask.
"Nine or ten, eh, well there's twenty or thirty more waiting outside. Looks like you gonna have a long night of it. You like the fact I put the word round for ya?"
"Ees,"
"Yes, what?"
"Ees surr."
"Good girl, you want your bonus now or later?"
"Buutthh, pliss, surr."
Tom chuckled, deep in his big frame, "Both, eh! I reckon I can manage that." There was the sound of a zipper being lowered and a belt opened. Tom stopped playing with the girl's pussy and instead pulled her up onto her feet before his hand pushing on the small of her back made her lean forward. Two small white hands reached for the wall to steady herself but only slid on the semen-slicked surface. Finally they found the edge of the bench and the girl stood still, her head bent forward.
The girl had a tramp stamp tattoo - which Tom was now noticing too. "I see you got the ink like I asked you, looks real fine on that pale porcelain skin of yours." His finger traced the design. It looked something akin to a yin and yang symbol but comprising two faces - a black man's and a white woman's. "Really beautiful - you do that other thing I told you?"
The girl was silent and Tom casually brought a big hand down hard on her backside with a slap.
"Uwww."
"Tell me then - you do that other thing I told you?"
There was silence again and this time Tom's slap was harder and left red finger-marks on the pale skin of her butt.
"UUUWWWW, pliss."
"Well tell me, I'm not messing around here. You do what I tell you?"
The hooded head drooped a little and shook from side to side.
The sound of a belt being fastened again and a zipper being raised. Tom turned and his camera showed the booth's open doorway full of watching faces.
"Nuuu, Surrr, PLISSS."
Tom turned back. "If I still give you your bonus today then you FINALLY gonna do what needs to be done?"
The hooded head hesitated and then nodded.
"Tell me - tell me what you gonna do."
"Durrmpp mi pulls."
"Yeah, that's right - you want to keep coming here and deserving my seed then you gotta dump those damn pills. Take your Blacking full strength with none of that birth control shit. That right, girl?"
"Eess surrr," came the muffled voice.
The zipper and belt noises sounded again and the girl eased her legs a little further apart for what she knew was coming. The camera pointed down to a big Black belly with a hard Black cock sticking out from under it and then Tom moved forward to claim her.
"Uummpph," grunted the girl as he pushed his cock home. His big hands grasped her pale shoulders and then he began to fuck her with strong powerful strokes.
"Yeah, you a fine little bitch. Your master doing a good job training you."
Georgia kept watching - straining to make out more detail from the dark picture on her screen. The dialogue had dried up now and there was just the slap of skin against skin and the soft grunts of the girl as Tom took her and took her hard. Georgia's own breathing was ragged and her hands were busy thrusting the 'Dark Destroyer' in time with each of Tom's powerful thrusts into the body of the white girl.
Finally, Tom's breathing became louder on the soundtrack. He was having to work hard. He growled, "Whose pussy is diss?"
"Yorthh surr," came a squeak from the hood.
Tom rammed his cock home as if he was trying to break her in two and grunted, "Fuck yeah it is."
The girl squealed and almost collapsed with her legs shaking. She was held up only by the strong Black hands which moved from her shoulders to her sides. Georgia felt her own climax in time with the couple on the screen and felt her hand touch the lips of her pussy.
"Fuck yeah, you took my nut real good. But you remember what I told you about them damn pills." Now she had steadied herself he used a finger to tease open her pussy. He seemed satisfied by what he saw. "Yeah, girl, there's your bonus - now you choc full'a nigga nut." His hand gently slapped her butt. "Got you a bottle of water. Now get back to work - you got lots of customers waiting."
The camera swung back to the door where the crowding audience stood back to let Tom out. He turned and re-locked the door of the booth with the girl inside. As he passed the open door of Booth B the occupant was already pressing himself against the wall as he got his cock sucked. There was the sound of Tom's deep chuckle and then the camera switched off.
Georgia reached beside her and turned her light on. Her mind was racing with the intensity of her reaction to the video she had been watching. Was it because it'd happened at a store she knew? Was it because she'd sat and happily chatted to the man who 'starred' in it? Was it because she knew she could take the girl's place any time she wanted?
Had that girl been the one she had met in the store, Brittney? That made sense - but under the hood and with the dark quality of the video it was really impossible to say. The girl was perhaps twenty, had light-coloured eyes and, possibly, light-coloured hair. Georgia thought she'd seen a wisp escaping from the hood but she couldn't be really sure even about that.
"See you enjoyed that," came from the speakers.
"Yes, sir, who was she - who was the girl?"
"You like me to tell HER who YOU are?"
That was a fair point.
"Getting back to the job at hand, time you tried the 'Destroyer' again. Just think of that video and do what comes natural like."
Georgia positioned herself in her chair for ease of entry and then began to work the dildo. She knew it had gone very deep when she had been watching the girl being fucked. She closed her eyes and imagined herself in the booth. The noise of the crowd of men waiting outside - the seemingly never-ending succession of impatient Black cocks probing through the holes in the walls and demanding her attention. She was getting into it again now - her hands moving as they pushed the 'Destroyer' in and out of herself. Then, in her imagination, she hear the rattle on the door as it was unlocked from the outside. He was coming to claim her...
That did it - she gasped as the Destroyer slid home to its base. She felt so full and so good and so god-damn horny!
"Yeah," came the deep voice of her Master, "I think you're ready to move onto more challenging assignments. What do you say - you want a more challenging encounter?"
"Yes."
"Yes, what?"
"Yes, sir."
"Good girl - well here's where we'll start..."
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Another day another Dollar
Jessica looked into her full-length mirror and gave a little nod of her head. Every girl should have one to check that all was well before she left the house. Tonight, especially, she wanted everything to be perfect. Because tonight she was leaving this house in the most fundamental sense. She didn't expect to be returning here and she didn't regret it. The house had been very lonely in the month since Emily had left.
Her friend hadn't returned home that other memorable night and three days later five African-American guys had turned up with Emily in a truck and took all her gear. She'd gone to live in the Taylor Foundation development - at least until her first baby was born. The Monday after the Founders' Dinner Emily had also put her notice in at work. After a heated meeting with her old boss Emily had basically been told to forget the notice and to clear her desk. She'd done it with a smile on her face - it was, after all, what she'd planned all along. Her old life was discarded with barely a backward glance.
Jessica knew that it was her turn next. She'd been dreading contact with Sam Rifkin after his clumsy attempt to buy her sexual services at the Dinner. However, when she herself was called into his office Rifkin had been distant with her. Apparently Mr Taylor had rung him and insisted that Jessica's duties be restricted to his Foundation's work from now on. When the paper-work had arrived it had turned out to be a couple of cases from medium-sized African-American businesses and work on the establishment of a new law practice catering to that community. All above board save for the fact that the new firm would be called Lyons and Szostak and financially backed, at least during start-up, by the Taylor Foundation.
Jessica again critically examined her reflection in the mirror. She was wearing a designer DG outfit that had a lot of history for her. When Christian, her ex-husband, had won his first big case he'd bought her this outfit in recognition of her assistance. She smiled to herself - only right considering that she'd written both his opening address and his closing summation. She wondered if his new wife was writing his speeches now. She doubted it but whoever was doing so seemed to know their business. Christian had won his primary in their home state by a landslide and come November it seemed certain that he'd be US Senator Clarke. She smirked at her own reflection. Tonight she had a suspicion he wouldn't be pondering his meteoric political rise. Tonight she was pretty sure he'd be locked away somewhere savouring the live feed of her initiation. Well, she hoped he enjoyed it. She didn't feel any malice towards him - just some frustration at his hypocrisy. Once at the Capitol he'd be well placed to help protect and fund the Taylor Foundation. So at least he'd turn out to have had some use!
This outfit had always given the right impression - business-like but elegant. She 'd worn it for most of her own important early cases until it had started to show signs of wear and she'd regretfully had to retire it. Now she'd made a couple of minor adjustments and it was here for its final outing. It seemed appropriate that she would wear this tonight, her ex-husband's gift.
Everything was ready. Her appearance and outfit was just right. She'd given her music to Lincoln - the music she'd risked so much to gain access to. Her men had always warned her of the risks of 'going freelance'. Now she knew from experience how true that was. How lucky she'd been to find her new friends in the Foundation. Tonight she was going to show them all her appreciation.
In the Pit
"Been a long road for this one," pondered Taylor as he sipped from his glass.
"...but worth it," cut in Antwan.
Taylor smiled at him. Never thought he'd see the day when Antwan got serious about a girl - but it seemed that day had come. "MOST definitely she is. Anyway, you know me. The chase is what it's all about for me. Got room for girls who know what they need straight away, got room for girls who find out they're naturals and got room for girls who need a little time to figure out who they really are. We ain't going anywhere - we're here when they ready to make their commitment. You know what she got planned for us tonight?"
"Not a clue," admitted Antwan with a grin, "but if I know Jess it'll be something memorable."
Taylor nodded and took another pull at his drink. He, at least, knew what music she'd chosen. If he'd told Antwan about it then his younger friend would have started a gang war over there in H-Town. So Taylor had Tyrone and Deon send a few messages. Nothing too heavy but the point had been made. If you messed with his people then there would be consequences and they would be serious.
Taylor shook his head a little. Enough of such nonsense. Tonight promised to be pure pleasure - the satisfying culmination of a long process. The Pit was filling up nicely with members and more of his girls than were usually there. Seemed lots more people were interested to see what Jess had come up with.
He noticed a big figure making his way across the room towards him and flashed a big smile. "Hey, man, you ready for tonight?"
"Of course," replied Izeye, "you ever known me not to be." He returned his old friend's smile and exchanged a gentle fist bump. He fished in his pocket for his phone. "Before things really get started I thought you might like to take a look at a few new recruits me and my people have made."
Taylor shrugged a little - there was always time for selecting new projects. Izeye and his colleagues sometimes unearthed some real talent. Not necessarily ones that wanted to go the Taylor Foundation route but nonetheless...
He scrolled through the pictures on the phone and knew that, as usual, Izeye had been careful to select only the cream of the crop for his perusal. Prime white pussy and no mistake. He paused and looked closely at one of the pictures. Then he scrolled back to one three images before. "Damn, Izeye, ain't these two..."
His friend slowly nodded with what could only be described as a shit-eating grin on his face. "That's one up on you, my man..."
Taylor nodded. "You gotta remember I have a strict 21-and-over policy. Makes the mathematics kinda difficult! Damn, tho, that girl is super hot..."
"Only the girl?" asked Izeye.
"OK then, they both super hot," conceded Taylor, "almost as hot as MY stars of the show tonight."
Izeye tilted his head in a little gesture of acceptance. "Anyway, you may get to see my girls here yet..."
"It would be a first, for sure, but I don't see how you'd ever pull that off. I've known some freaky white girls but..." He chuckled and shook his head.
Izeye held up his phone. "See this one - she ain't even seen a Black cock in person yet, just on video. But I got a sense for this sort of thing. I'm thinking I can get the two of them down here before I'm done. Certainly as guests maybe for the whole enchilada!"
Taylor was thinking now and Izeye knew he had him hooked. That crafty old brotha couldn't resist it.
"Five grand says you can't do it."
Izeye smiled again. "It'll be a pleasure taking yo' green."
"You pull this off, my man, and it'll be a pleasure giving it over!"
The Initiation
Jessica was in the back room checking with Lincoln that everything was ready and that they had the cues down for her performance.
Lincoln looked at the music files again and shook his head.
"You think its too much?" asked Jessica.
"Shit, no. I took a listen to that and they'll love it. But this one - that has got to be the whitest..." He shook his head and then grinned, "Might cause a riot in there before you get a chance too."
Jess was looking down and biting her lip. She didn't seem to have heard him. He knew that she was getting herself ready for her performance and he chose to leave her to her thoughts for the moment.
Finally, Jessica smiled nervously at him. "I think I'm ready."
Lincoln smiled back, "Well I KNOW you're ready. Gonna blow their minds, baby, gonna blow their minds. On in five..."
Jess gave him a quick peck on the cheek and then moved to the door. As Lincoln counted down to five Jess opened the door.
***
It was a safe bet that Billy Joel wasn't the regulation musical offering at the Cock Pit and as 'Uptown Girl' boomed through the speakers it certainly got the clientele's attention. The reaction wasn't universally positive but every head turned to the door through which the star of the show had just emerged.
Jessica Lyons walked confidently into the crowd of men - her head held high and gaze fixed forward. She wore a fierce pair of heels but her 5'6" was still dwarfed by most of the men there. However, she had no difficulty in making her way through. Most of the men eased out of her way but when one failed to do so in time she simply stopped and gave a look of calm, unhurried, confidence. The man took the hint or was pulled out of her path by his friends.
As she continued forward Jess began to look around her with an appraising gaze. In her demeanour, her dress and her posture she was the very type of authority. She reminded them all of someone - their old teacher, their old boss, the women they came across in their little brushes with city hall or the law. It was only natural she could play the role so well - most of them were well aware that Jess had basically lived it for her first 25 years.
They watched as she approached the small stage - only changing course once, a slight move which left the big form of Tyrone directly in her path. She tapped him on the shoulder and imperiously gestured him to one side. He looked at her momentarily and then obediently moved out of her way. If you wanted a snap-shot of 'white privilege' then there it was.
Finally Jess reached the stage and took the three small steps up. She turned and looked out over the assembled crowd. She counted in her head. 'One ... two ... three."' For a split-second she thought Lincoln might have fallen asleep on the job and left her hanging there but suddenly, with relief, she heard the booming entrance into the Masta Playa's music. As the booming initial notes sounded she carefully removed her heels and then, when the musical rhythmn established itself, she began to dance. It was a long time since that hesitant and then over-rushed performance at the H-Town strip-club. Jess had had a lot of experience since them. Experience in what moves showed off her body to the best effect and, perhaps more important, experience in what moves a crowd like this one liked to see.
Her performance was good, better than good, but still there was a little restlessness in the club. Darius and James exchanged quizzical glances. They'd expected a little more - they had fine white dancers every night at the club.
Then the vocals kicked in over the speakers. Not the original ones - Jessica had some new ones recorded specially and then mixed in by a repentant Romeo. In style of performance they were rather more Salt-N-Pepa than ODB - but there was highly unlikely to ever be a 'radio mix' of these particular lyrics. The fact that they had been performed by her new young student friends - sounding very youthful and VERY white - just added that little bit of spice.
'Raised to be sweet and pure and good
Now the nastiest slut in the whole fuckin' hood.
And just so's you won't be in any doubt
She's turning her friends and her family out.'
'Knock the bitch up,
It's what she came for.
Knock the bitch up,
Good for four kids or more.
Knock the bitch up,
Like a little White ho'
Knock the bitch up,
It's what she came fo'.'
As the chorus ended its first play Jessica allowed her little outfit alterations to take effect. Strategically weakened buttons and carefully placed velcro strips allowed a few carefully rehearsed sharp movements to leave her jacket, skirt and blouse in pieces and on the floor. It had been the last appearance of her old faithful designer outfit but it had gone out with a bang and a roar of approval from over a hundred voices. Then she carefully stepped off the stage and into the waiting crowd.
'Fine white bitch all prim and proper
Sez she's down to do what she really ought'a.
Fill that pussy with nigga seed
And give the slut what she really needs.'
'KNOCK THE BITCH UP.
Its what she came for.
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
Good for four kids or more.
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
Like a little White ho'
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
It's what she came fo'.'
The crowd had picked up on the chorus and were shouting out the alternate lines - the lines which re-stated what everyone knew they were there for. The ice maiden who had marched to the stage was long gone now. Instead, Jessica was naked as she again approached Tyrone. This time she reached up to the back of his neck with one hand to guide his face down to hers while her other hand gently fondled the hard bulge in his pants. Other Black hands came to touch her boobs and to caress her skin before she moved on.
'Big city lawyer earning 400K
Saw a Black cock and threw it all away.
Now she's coming to live in the hood
Don't care if she's pregnant and barefoot.'
'KNOCK THE BITCH UP.
Its what she came for.
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
Good for four kids or more.
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
Like a little White ho'
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
It's what she came fo'.'
Jess passed slowly through the crowd - seeing many familiar faces and many more that as yet were unknown to her. Wherever she went the tide of black masculinity soon closed around her and questing lips and tongues found her. Her own fingers detected just how much many of the men were enjoying her show and its message.
'Take this girl and give her a learning
Just the way that her life is turning.
See her cracka belly - all trim and flat
Your strong nigga loads'll soon change that.'
'KNOCK THE BITCH UP.
Its what she came for.
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
Good for four kids or more.
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
Like a little White ho'
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
It's what she came fo'.'
Finally Jessica had moved through the crowd to its edge and she saw the two tables at the back of the club, the tables Mr Taylor put aside for the old guys who'd lived in the long-gone neighborhood which this place had served when it was a bar. There were four older men seated there, aged from their late sixties to maybe eighty - it was hard to tell because these men's lives had not been easy. Long years of hard manual work and low wages. Jessica looked at them and decided what she needed to do.
'Rich white slut with her nose in the air
Should'a known better than to come round here.
That black-bred belly is soon gonna show
The whole damn world she's a nigga-loving ho.'
'KNOCK THE BITCH UP.
Its what she came for.
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
Good for four kids or more.
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
Like a little White ho'
KNOCK THE BITCH UP
It's what she came fo'.'
The first two guys were perhaps the oldest and just laughed when Jess shimmied up to him. She stroked their faces gently with her hands and then kissed each on his bald head. As she bent over she felt a little tap on her ass. She turned round to see a mischievous-looking guy in his late sixties. She resumed her earlier position and then sensuously waggled her butt at him invitingly. The next smack was a little harder - but still too hesitant for Jess's liking. She advanced on him and got ready to sit in his lap but the man waved her off laughing. "My wife smell you on me and she'll cut my balls off!"
His friend, who looked a few years older, hesitated and looked carefully at Jessica. Then he pointed at his own lap. Jess took the hint and decided to reward his boldness. Instead of just perching on his knee she sat astride him with her legs on either side of his body. Her full breasts pushed against his chest and her mouth found his as her hand explored his head of short grey hair. She felt his hands gently hold her body and, more pleasingly, felt the growing bulge where she sat. This old guy might have snow on the roof but it seemed his fires could still be stoked.
Jess hopped off him just in time for her last cue and was relieved to see Lincoln had emerged with the hand-held mic for her. The music cut out leaving only her own voice carried across the club by the speakers.
'My name is Jessica and I'm here to say,
You've changed my life in every way.
And now that we've all had our fun
Its time that you men got the job done.'
Every man in the club accepted the challenge with a roar of approval. Jess shivered at such an expression of lust from so many powerful men - or perhaps it was the sensation of a wrinkled Black finger stroking her pussy lips.
After perhaps twenty seconds of bedlam Jessica felt the mic taken from her and realised Mr Taylor had joined them.
"Friends - do we need to vote on this one. Can I assume Jessica's membership is approved."
The second roar was even loader and only subsided as Taylor made calming gestures with his free hand.
"We'll now join Emily on stage for Initiation. The usual procedure for those wishing to apply for tonight's breeding. Just place your cards in the appropriate holder. We'll make the draw after Izeye has worked his magic."
Jessica looked back to the stage and saw Emily and Izeye now waiting there - along with Izeye's equipment. She followed Taylor back to the stage. "Prospects - please show these gentlemen your ring fingers."
The girls did as asked and the lights glittered on their wedding and engagement rings. Taylor acknowledged the smaller cheer. "Neither husband is here to give these girls away but our prospects have agreed to donate their rings to the cause." Another cheer. "Can I have two volunteers while Izeye gets ready."
Two of the younger men seemed to have been waiting for this moment even before Taylor spoke. They jumped on stage and began undoing their pants. Taylor found a chair for each of the women and they were soon sat sucking on a beautiful Black cock each. Earlier that evening both women had made sure their rings would come off reasonably easily but in this, as with so much, there was ritual to be observed.
Both women worked hard with skilled hands and mouths to bring their men off and it didn't take long. Emily's man signalled to her and she held up her left hand. He gave a last stroke of his cock and then his cum spurted out onto the hand and jewellery held up for him. Emily used the cum to help lubricate and ease off her rings before she dropped them into a box held out by Taylor.
Jessica locked eyes with her own man as he looked down at her. He was only perhaps twenty but already happy to perform in front of a crowd. Confident of his ability to produce the goods quickly and in good measure. She wondered why he was doing this rather than waiting for a chance to breed her. The answer was obvious. He liked the idea of this as much as she did and she would only do this once. She would be available to fuck, and yes to breed, many more times in the future.
This only happened once. She glanced down at her hand - the gold wedding band and the big white gold and diamond engagement ring. These were powerful symbols. Symbols of her love for her ex-husband and also symbols of his claim to her. Had Christian ever asked for them back he could have had them in those early days after she had left. He never had - now they would help to finance the Foundaton. She didn't know how much they were worth but she knew they were far from cheap. It would be more than just a token gesture.
"Hmmnn," the man grunted softly and pulled back. Jessica looked up at him and held her left hand perfectly positioned for him. He stroked his cock twice and then it happened. Thick white semen shot accurately onto her rings and her hand. Three strong spurts and then a final drool from his cock-head.



Jessica paused a moment to allow the cameras to capture the moment. Her expensive jewellery covered in a black man's semen. Then she used her other hand to work the rings off and she dropped them into the box with Emily's. They had been part of her so long but she knew that she wouldn't see them again. They, like her marriage and her old life, were in the past and were never coming back.
Izeye was working fast. He had already done part of his work with Emily before she joined them. It was henna today, of course, not the full ink. That would come later - either in a few weeks or in nine months time depending on how the next few days went. Izeye truly was an artist. He applied the henna with a small quill. First, he had them wash their hands and then he applied a design to their ring fingers. It was the design she had seen on many women at the club over the months she had been going there. A ring design symbolising their new attachment. Two solid black circles enclosing a repeating design of small 'spade' symbols. Once inked it would be permanent - this ring could not be easily removed - and yet the need to renew a finger tattoo would symbolise their continuing dedication to the lifestyle. Not that there wouldn't be much more obvious and much more precious evidence of that.
Emily came close and held up Jessica's long red hair to expose the nape of her neck. The two women had agreed to mark their status in Taylor's stable with the same tattoo and that each would help with the marking of the other. A bold Black 'T', its interior decorated with a celtic design, extending from the bottom of her neck six inches down the line of her spine. Izeye would keep it touched up until they could ink it permanently - long sessions of pain under his needle but necessary, she knew that now. Necessary to show her devotion to all of this and necessary to show any predators out there that she was under the protection of Taylor and Taylor's friends.
Izeye worked quickly as the hum of conversation increased. Antwan was looking around the club as was his inclination. He owned too many clubs not to always want to know everything going on in one. He was about to alert Taylor when he saw that the older man had already seen it. Some of the old guys from the neighborhood were usually in place at the tables set aside for them. Shit, why wouldn't they be! Taylor laid on free beer for them and ringside seats for some of the finest gentlemen's entertainment you could imagine. However, the old guys generally didn't get involved. Usually the show went on in front of them while they watched or chatted or played dominoes.
Only rarely would one of the girls try to get the old guys involved. Usually a peck on the cheek or a naughty little lap-dance. The guys seemed to like that. Their tables was strictly off-camera - a shame really because it had been amazing to watch Jess working them! Taylor had issued the men membership cards as a matter of form but, of course, they never used them.
Until, it seemed, tonight...
Jessica had been grinding that phat white ass of her into the crotch of old Jake, who had worked on the railroads for forty-five years before they finally retired him. Now Antwan had seen Jake move up through the body of the club and drop his card into the big transparent bowl marked 'Jessica'. It joined the eighty or ninety cards already there - each card an indication of a Black man's desire to breed the sexy redhead tonight. It was clear Jake wanted a re-match with that sweet pussy.
Antwan's own card was with ten others in Emily's bowl. He had a better chance of being drawn there and, besides, he had Jess' pledge that her second Black baby would be his. Now he was pleased he'd made that decision because if he knew Taylor the odds were about to get longer on being selected for Jess. You had to watch closely to see Taylor's gesture to Darius but Antwan saw it.
As Izeye cleared away his equipment Taylor returned to the stage. "Gentlemen, we are ready for the drawing. As you know, we'll pull five cards for Jessica, since she is being bred, and three for Emily. Good luck, but remember there are plenty of my girls here. No excuse for any man to need to go home without getting some premium white pussy." The cheer was almost automatic. "Darius, if you'll do the honour..."
Darius nodded and plunged his hand into the bowl swirling the cards and ostentatiously looking away as his blind fingers selected one. Antwan was watching hard but didn't see the trick - Darius was not a man to play cards with! He withdrew his hand and shouted, "Number sixteen - that's Jake!" Antwan looked at Taylor and raised an eyebrow but only got a look of exaggerated innocence in response.
The crowd were muttering and looking around them. They didn't know the name. Then Jake got up from his back chair, to the laughter of his three friends, and began marching forward.
"Aw shit, now I seen everything."
"Damn, what's that old fart think he's gonna do?"
"Shooting dust not cum, I reckon!"
"Hey, at least he'll be done in about 5 seconds. Keeps the line moving..."
Jake seemed to hesitate momentarily but then the call of fertile white pussy won out over the jokes of the younger men. He was also joined by a small blonde bundle of energy since Emily was apparently delighted by the result of the draw. "They're just jealous," she whispered in his ear, "they've been trying for months and got nowhere. That's why we need a real man like you." Old Jake's hollow chest seemed to puff out and his old cock strained against his pants. He just hoped he didn't cum before he got to Jessica!
She was waiting for him in the first upstairs room. Her look of delight at seeing him was genuine. She would give him pleasure and he would give her his seed. That was all that mattered tonight. They had a mask for Jake since the room was very much wired for sound and vision but he waived it aside. "Fuck, I don't care who sees me. Just hope I don't let you girls down."
"Never," said Emily as she unbuttoned his shirt and ran her pale fingers through his coarse grey chest hair. She felt him shiver and realised how excited he was. Jessica dropped to her knees and undid his pants. His cock was hard and ready, perhaps too ready so she quickly sat on the edge of the bed and beckoned him to join her. He shuffled forward and was soon between her legs. Jess pulled her knees up to expose her wet pussy fully to him.
Jake gave a deep grunt and then moved forward. His hard cock entered her and got a little coo of appreciation from both the women. He began a steady stroke with his cock edging further into her each time. He knew it was a well-used pussy but she still felt amazing and tight to him. It'd been an awful long time and... Jake struggled to control himself, he knew he was already awfully close.
Unfortunately, or perhaps fortunately, the girls had a different idea. Jessica was working her highly practised pussy muscles around his cock even as he was fucking her. Emily was breathing in his ear and urging him on in a small quiet voice, "Go on Jake, fuck her and cum in her. You've seen my belly - swelling with a Black baby - well she's the one who got me like this. But look at her belly, flat and perfect, she needs a belly like mine and you need to be the one to make sure she gets it. Go on Jake, seed her, knock her up, make her a Black bred white slut just like me."
Jake's strokes were beginning to get erratic now. He was breathing hard and staring into the face of the white woman below him. Jessica knew that look - that need to possess her and claim her. She craved that look from her Black lovers.
Emily wasn't letting up. "All those young bucks couldn't get the job done. You need to show them how a real stud does it. Then, every time you come in the bar Jess will come over and serve you your beer so you can see her belly growing and know that it's your baby in there. All you have to do is come - shoot your load in her and knock her up."
His mouth was tense now as he struggled to prolong what might be a once in a lifetime experience. "Maybe she don't want it," he growled.
Jessica's reaction was immediate and loud. "Yes, yes, knock me up Jake. Claim me and make me yours for ever!" she shouted.
She was coming and the realization set Jake off too. He could hold on no longer and he grunted as he felt his seed shoot deep into the beautiful redhead under him. He fell forward onto her - his cock still deep in her pussy - as he gasped and panted for breath. He felt the sweat rolling off his forehead. Jessica's arms came round him in a little embrace and she whispered her thanks.
"Ooooh," said Jessica, "seems like you enjoyed that, Jake". She nodded to his hand which was still clamped hard on her right breast. He released his grip and saw the marks of his fingers on her pale skin.
"Sorry ma'am," he mumbled and started to get up.
Jessica grabbed his hand. "No, stay with me for a while Jake." Her other hand ushered him back down to lie with her.
"We need you here," said Emily, "it takes a while for your seed to find an egg. All those young men had their chance. If Jess gets pregnant tonight we want to know it's yours."
"When I get pregnant..." said Jess firmly.
Emily kissed her friend's marked breast. "When a woman is with a real bull like you she has to expect she might get a little bruise or two. Now we just need to get you ready for a second helping."
"Damn girls, I'm sorry - I'm not quite the man that I was. Don't think I'll be able to..."
"Hmmn, don't you Jake? And did you ever think you'd make a white girl pregnant or be sharing a bed with two girls that looked like us?" Emily snuggled against him and rubbed her full breasts on the dark skin of his back.
"Don't worry, the rest of them can wait all night if that's what it takes. You aren't leaving until you give me some more of that good loving." Jessica's mouth found Jake's and her tongue explored his mouth.
Soon the women let Jake lay on the bed while they massaged and kissed his tired old body from head to toe. Finally, Emily was licking at his nipple when she noticed some progress. "Hmmnnn, Jake, seems like you under-estimated yourself."
Jessica immediately moved down to take his cock in her mouth. He chuckled as she started to work the head with her tongue. It felt damn good but the girls knew that he wasn't quite ready to perform again yet.
"Get up Jake," said Emily and she got down in front of him to take her turn sucking his cock.
'Damn,' though Jake, 'it don't get much better than this'. He felt like a fucking African god with this gorgeous young blonde on her knees before him. She was so damn pretty and so damn eager to please his scrawny old black ass.
Did she read his mind? It seemed that she might have done because while continuing to stroke his cock with her hand she moved round behind him. Suddenly he felt her tongue on his butt-hole.
"Oh fuck," he groaned, "you don't have to do that."
"We need to get you hard and we need to get Jess pregnant so just lean over Jake and enjoy..." The man gave a worried glance at the grinning Jess and then leaned forward. Emily went to work with a vengeance - licking his hairy Black balls and then running her tongue back up to his butt. He felt her face between his buttocks and her hand on the base of his cock. Damn these girls were freaky as fuck but he wasn't complaining! He savoured the sensations and tried to visualise how she was looking back there licking his old black ass.
"There we go," cooed Emily, "Houston we have lift-off."
"Get over here, stud, don't let Em have all the fun." Jake looked up and saw Jess kneeling on the edge of the bed with her big ass waving at him. He straightened and stepped forward to do his duty with his hard cock bobbing in front of him. He moved up and felt how open she was for him - already lubricated with their cum. His cock slipped home easily and he grasped her hips as he took her doggy-style.
"I think my job is done here," smiled Emily. "Time I got out there and got a little of that good stuff for myself."
The two lovers didn't seem to hear her. Jessica's face was bent down towards the covers while Jake was pounding away just as hard as a man of his vintage could manage. His face now carried an expression of pure satisfaction, indeed of the ultimate satisfaction. The girl was here to be bred and he, Jake, was going to make damn sure she got her wish.
Emily quietly stepped out the door.
***
The club was noisy and heaving with people when Emily reappeared. Lincoln lowered the volume to let her speak over the mic. "Jess has a request," the blonde announced with a twinkle in her eye, "could you draw her other four two at a time. She thinks any one of you might be an anti-climax after Jake has knocked her up." There was a mixture of laughter and groans. "Meantime, draw one for me because I need to FUUCCCKKK!"
Epilogue
"Where's that mother-fuckin' bag - always putting it down and never can fuckin' find it."
"Trey, baby, it's over there - now we're about ready to go hun, we'll see you later."
Emily addressed the last words to Jessica who smiled her acknowledgment. The blonde's baby-bump was very obvious now - accentuated by the tight top she wore over it. Emily had no desire whatever to hide her pregnant status and no problem at all with people thinking the big Black man accompanying her was her baby-daddy. It so happened that Trey wasn't - but he might be her next one! Either way he was one of the men who provided a male role-model for the boys round here.
Marquis, Tyrone, James, Darius, Lincoln, Tone and plenty of others - not to mention Antwan, of course. Not so long ago she'd have thought they were all thugs or criminals or something. Now she knew better. A boy could do a lot worse that to emulate them - so long as they also learned by the men's past mistakes.
The door closed and Jess had the apartment to herself. She moved into the bedroom and looked at herself in the full-length mirror.
She didn't look much different. Perhaps her skin wasn't quite as good as it had been - but you had to expect that at least for the next few months what with the way her hormones were raging. She pulled up her shirt a little and exposed her belly. She turned to present her profile to the glass. Yes! You could just see it. Such a tiny little thing and yet she knew that it - or rather he or she - would truly change her life forever. Nothing would ever be the same again and nothing else would ever matter as much to her as that moment when the test had confirmed what she had already, deep inside her being, known to be true.
She placed her hand gently on the tiny bump and smiled. She had no regrets. She - and soon they - would go forward in this new life and would make it work. Antwan was being very solicitous and seemed to like the idea of them becoming a couple. They clicked together in so many ways that it seemed at least a good thing to try. Well, perhaps. Time would tell. As she could personally testify you could never tell what might be just round the corner.
Her phone rang and she checked the display. Not a number she knew off-hand.
"Hello."
"Hello, um, Aunt Jess - it's Charli."
Jess was delighted to hear the voice of her cousin's daughter. After that awkward meeting at her old home and the almost as embarrassing phone call a few days later she hadn't heard from either of them.
"Charli - I'm so happy to hear from you! How are you - how's your mom?"
"That's kinda why I'm ringing. I think I need to ask your advice about Mom ... and about me too ..."
I think twelve chapters is enough for a story so this is where this one ends. I'm not finished with the characters though. Many will reappear in my other stories - either currently being written or just being imagined for the future. I hope you'll give them a read.
Thank you to everyone who enjoyed this story and took the time to comment or vote on it. I realise my stories are a slow-burn and an investment in time to read and enjoy properly so I really appreciate all of you who have chosen to do so.
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Trust
The screen was a mass of jumbled pixels - but then the camera pulled out to reveal an eye, a human eye. It was blue-grey and surrounded by a tiny border of pale skin before there was black. The camera eased back a little more and that mystery was explained. The person was wearing a black leather hood with holes cut for the eyes and mouth of the wearer.
"You ready, baby, remember that this is an exercise in trust. Do you want to begin?"
The hooded head nodded.
The camera cut away and described an arc round a darkened room with bare walls and the vague shapes of equipment flashing past. Then the viewer could see, almost silhouetted against the main light source, the form of the person wearing the hood.
It was clearly a woman and she was tied to a piece of apparatus. Her arms were held up by hand-cuffs which linked her to the metal pole a foot above her head. When the girl moved her arms there was the clatter of metal on metal as the cuffs moved a little between the metal fixtures which kept them in place on the pole.
The camera ran from the cuffs round the pole and its uprights down to ground level and then along the bare cement floor to a white foot, bare except for the scarlet polish on its toe-nails. Around the ankle was a metal cuff with a bar connecting it to an identical cuff on the woman's other ankle. The connecting bar was about two feet long and held the woman's legs open.
"You comfortable girl? I set the frame up for your height but sometimes we need adjustment. Pain can be part of what we do here - but not unnecessary pain. You OK?"
The hooded head nodded again.
"Good girl, remember that I don't want you to speak until I give you permission. I need you to trust me going forward and this is how you can demonstrate your readiness to do so."
Apart from the hood the restrained figure seemed to be wearing some sort of a cloak, or perhaps it was just a thin dark material draped over her body. A gloved hand appeared in the shot with a pair of scissors and cut a hole in the material behind her. The camera pushed up close and that allowed its small light to take effect.
The screen was now filled by an image of the woman's lower back. Tattooed into the skin was an intricate design of the head of a Black man and the head of a white woman. They were locked together in a kiss and their faces together formed the yin yang symbol. If there had been any doubt before there was none now. This was the same young woman that had 'starred' in the video from the porn shop.
The man pulled off his glove only to reveal a hand with skin almost as black. His finger tips gently caressed the tattoo and the camera's mic caught the slight rattle of her cuffs as she shivered under his touch.
"Yeah, you've been looking after that real well. It's healed just fine." His finger tips danced across her back again. "I love your skin - it's perfect for my ink. A beautiful canvass for my work. But today..."
He re-applied his glove and the camera moved around to her front. It didn't seem to be a body-cam this time. Instead it gave something like the man's eye-line - perhaps from a tiny camera mounted on a pair of spectacles or the like?
Again the picture was far from hi-definition. The lighting and camera settings had been carefully selected to let the viewer see what was going on but without the detail of high-definition. The mask wasn't the only thing being used to protect the girl's identity.
The gloved hands grasped a waist-high trolley of equipment and brought it in front of the girl. Her hooded head looked down at it and her cuffs rattled again before they went silent. Now she knew what was in store for her.
The scissors were at work again expertly cutting two holes through each of which soon poked an erect nipple and part of a firm young breast. Gloved fingers moved to caress the right nipple.
"From the first moment I saw these I knew what needed to be done. I love a long sensitive nipple on a girl and that's why we keep the temperature nice and low down here. To show these off to their best and make my job just a little bit easier."
His hands were back but with a small clamp that he attached to the erect nipple. His hand reached to his other glove and removed a small needle attached to it. The camera moved back up to the hooded face. Her eyes were large now - staring at the needle.
"You going to trust me baby? You want me to do this?"
The hooded head nodded a third time.
"Yeah, that's why I love having you play the game. You are as brave as you are beautiful."
There was a clatter of metal from the cuffs. As he pronounced the last word the man had thrust the needle through the clamped nipple. The girl had reacted and let out a small yelp, stifled both by herself and the mask.
The man let her relax again and then the skilful fingers went to work swiftly and precisely replacing the needle with her new jewellery and then fixing the latter in place. A solid bar-bell passed through the nipple with a small ring hung from it.
"Damn that looks good on you. Once things settle a little you gonna love the way they feel too. Ready for the next one?"
The girl must have nodded because he swiftly repeated the operation on the left nipple.
She reacted again to the initial piercing but perhaps a little less since she knew what was coming.
A third agreement and the man finally cut a third hole in her covering to expose her navel. Again his movements were precise and accurate. A long hollow needle pierced her skin and then her charm was applied - the enamelled Queen of Spades symbol.
"There you go - all complete. Just be careful who you show that charm to! Now I'll let you down and Leez will come and help show you how to take care of them new piercings."
A Black woman came into shot and kissed the girl on the mouth as the man undid her restraints. "So brave, baby, you best believe the men are going to love your new style," she cooed.
"Some girls will too, eh, " chuckled the man in his deep resonant voice. He stopped when he noticed the girl was looking at him and not moving away with Leez. "What's the problem, girl?" He seemed to suddenly realise, "Ah - yes you can speak now."
The voice was slightly distorted, perhaps muffled by the hood or by some post-production on the video, but the words were clear enough, "Thank you Master."
The man chuckled again and the video cut off.
***
"Was that the same girl Master?"
"I think you already know that if you watched the video."
"Was that the sort of punishment that you warned me about?"
"No - that wasn't a punishment. That particular player was well aware that to meet her Master might require her to pay a price. I had sufficient interest in her to agree to meet."
Georgia felt jealousy surge through her. "You have a special interest in that girl?"
The familiar deep chuckle came through her speakers. "I only play 'the game' with women that I have a special interest in..."
She knew that he meant that, at some time, she too might get an invitation to meet him - but there would almost certainly be a price...
Dancing Queen
Another Friday taken off work - another drive up to the Capital on a Thursday night. Her instruction had simply been to go to a certain GPS point, 'dressed good and sexy', and then to, 'do what comes natural'. It intrigued her and she resisted the temptation to research the co-ordinates. The anticipation, as she was coming to realise, was all part of the reward.
The location proved to be on the sprawling edge of the city where a street corner faced out over a big parking lot. The building on the corner was obviously her destination. It had probably once been a bar but now it and its neighbouring shops had been knocked together and converted to service a more permanent demand. What immediately attracted Georgia's attention was the large banner draped on the front of the building. 'This Thursday - Amateur Night - First-Time Dancers Welcome - Cash Prizes and potential for employment.'
Georgia felt something hard and jagged in her throat. She breathed out deeply and then carefully relaxed and swallowed down the fear. She remembered telling her Master that she doubted Black men would want her. It seemed he was going to put that to the test. Judging by the neighborhood there wasn't much doubt who this establishment's clientele would be.
Feeling herself back under control Georgia locked up her vehicle and moved across to the entrance to the club. The big man on the door looked her up and down. "Dancing or a customer?"
"Dancing," said Georgia.
There was a flash of brilliant white teeth in his dark face. "I was hoping you'd say that." He waved at a scantily-clad woman. "Aisha will look after you."
Aisha was a tall African-American woman with a friendly smile. "Would you be Georgia by any chance?"
Georgia was almost dumb-struck. "Yes - but how..."
"We had a package delivered for you. It happens sometimes. Now the contest is still on for another hour so we'd best show you how it works."
***
"Oh fuck - not another one." The speaker was another African-American woman, very dark skinned and curvaceous. She was only a little taller than Georgia but she was truly built from the ground up - a powerhouse of toned muscle and feminine curves.
"Play nice Shonna," scolded Aisha in a tone that suggested she'd heard this MANY times before.
"Well fuck - why they gotta come round here Ain't they got their own fuckin' clubs."
"It ain't about the Black and it ain't about the White - it's all about the Green. A bit of variety brings in extra custom and keeps this joint open so I gets to feed my three kids and you gets to support that boyfriend of yours in whatever he's supposed to be doing." Aisha spoke politely but there was a bite in her last comment.
"Mike's a game developer - just waiting on his first big licensing deal."
Aisha rolled her eyes. "Girl, that Mike of yours is what we call a suitcase pimp. Anyone else and you'd have called them out for supporting his lazy ass a year ago. Sit down one day and think how much he's taking off you. You kept that and soon YOU could be the one sitting at home all day playing video games. Maybe he could try working for once in his life."
Shonna pursed her lips with annoyance but she took it. Soon she was back on the attack, "What about that fucking Jewel? She got her foot in the door for the contest and two days later that snowbunny's back here working and taking twice as much home as girls who been here years."
Aisha sighed. "You know why she 's here - she going through college."
"If she's just after the presidents why ain't she at the Sapphire or Hustler's - she could make way more over there. You know she working four clubs now - us, El Dorado, the Mile and that shitheap over in Barksdale. And what's the same about all them four clubs?" Shonna was triumphant.
Aisha wasn't taking any of that. "Girl likes to dance for a Black crowd - and a lot of our crowd wants to see her dance - so get with real life girl. You know why Hoss always wants to know when she's dancing because she fills fifty seats out there that otherwise would be going empty. Also - you know she puts twice her share in the pool for the other staff. Now you gonna stop bitching and fetch us that parcel?"
"Ah shit, she is another fuckin' Jewel. She had a parcel too remember."
Georgia carefully cut in. "Shonna, I live two hours away and have a full-time job. I can guarantee I'm not going to be taking anyone's place."
Shonna looked at her as if to dare her to even try it. Then she went and fetched a small parcel. "Guess this is your costume."
Georgia took the parcel - it was VERY small. But then, to be fair, the costume it contained also proved to be very small. Basically just a tiny spangled thong, an ornate garter and a flimsy piece of lingerie that covered her nipples but very little else.
"Clothes off and we'll get you ready," ordered Aisha.
Georgia began unbuttoning her blouse.
***
"Next girl up is another of our visitors competing in the contest tonight. Her first time anywhere dancing I understand, so give her a lot of encouragement. Here's..." the man paused and turned to Georgia, "What's your name baby?"
"Georgia," said Georgia.
"It's our peach from the South - it's GEORGIA!!"
There was a polite but restrained response from the audience of maybe forty in the club. Aisha just looked at Shonna and raised her eyebrows as her friend chuckled and shook her head. She'd figured even a whitebread like that would have known to use a fake name. Shit, even Jewel had known to do that!
Georgia remembered what the dancers had told her. There was a difference between stripping and show dancing. The tease had largely gone out of the business and the men wanted to see skin. So she just allowed herself thirty seconds to work her moves into sync with the music and then began to take off her clothes.
She'd watched a couple of other contestants and had quickly worked out that undressing and dancing were both easy it was doing them both together in a way that looked natural and fluid that was the trick. She realised that nerves could cause her to seize up so she just imagined that she was back home and putting on a show for her Master. Then it was easy. Her body moved sinuously and gracefully as she removed all her outer clothing and was left with just the skimpy outfit left for her.
Now it was just a matter of dancing and Georgia knew how to dance. She'd even done some work with a pole as part of a keep-fit class she'd done once. Nothing startling but enough to add something to her routine. Finally she felt confident enough to really take in her surroundings. She saw maybe half the audience were now up at the rail surrounding her stage and most were holding up money.
The women had told her the rules. There was a yellow line around the stage that the guys were not allowed to cross. But if a girl went close enough to touch then that was fair game. Hence the cash being waved. If she wanted the tips then she had to go close. It was all part of the ritual. Well, Georgia was OK with that - on her terms. She moved around the edge of her stage - always just keeping out of reach. The dollars waved that little bit more - a few higher denominations appeared. She arched her eyebrows at them, smiled and then swung her hips as she continued on her way. She pointed at her little spangled bra and heard them shout at her to take it off. She seemed to consider a little and then the bra had joined her clothes on the floor of the stage.
Now there was a roar from the crowd - of triumph and appreciation. Georgia was ready to play now. She moved right up to the edge of the stage and the men crowded forward to cram bills into her garter and, of course, to feel her legs and buttocks. A man said something and she leaned forward to hear him better. Instantly hands reached out to grab and cup her breasts. She understood - it was another lesson learned and she didn't pull back straight away. She gave them a few seconds to enjoy their success.
The music faded a little and then resumed to allow her to complete her circuit of the stage. Then she was off with the crowd cheering. Her head was reeling with imagery of what had just happened. The noise of the music, the crowded men at the rail and their eyes devouring her. Their hands reaching out for her. It had been an amazing experience.
Aisha was waiting for her. "Enjoy that? Yeah it's fun till it gets old. Then it's time to stop. Well, some notes. Your timing was off - you get one cut so make sure you don't leave any green at the rail. Hoss gave you another minute - but normally that'd be cutting into the next girl's time. Definitely NOT cool. Second, we real proud of the fact we're a full nude club. Next time you take it ALL off you hear?"
Georgia looked down. She hadn't even realised she was still wearing her thong. She was shocked and oddly felt a bit guilty. Had she cheated her audience? She took the big bundle of bills out of her garter and offered it to Aisha. "For the pool?" The Black woman took the money with a nod.
"You can fucking dance tho, I'll give you that." The compliment, surprisingly enough, came from Shonna. "With a bit of practice you could be real good. I got thirty minutes till I'm on so you wanna see the club?"
Georgia was pleased that her gesture seemed to have won over Shonna. The woman showed her around back-stage and then took her past the stage and the bar to the rear of the club. "Used to be twenty clubs like this between the Capital and H-Town. Twelve over in the next County - I used to work most of them. A lot got closed down a couple of years ago. Now you wanna real club you gotta shift your butt over to H-Town or over by the big Army base or come here to good old Franklin County. Otherwise its topless only or BYOB or no-touch or whatever shit the local Pastors can think up to fuck with the business."
"But this County's OK?"
"This County's poor and it only got three clubs. As the others tighten up or close down it sends the business over here to Sapphire and Hustler's. Tourists and conventions coming in. Means jobs and trade for the County. In return there's a strict ban on new clubs. Just three licenses - two for the tourist trade and one for the locals who mostly can't afford the fancy prices over there. Which is where we come in. County gets the business, locals got us and the puritans can go fuck themselves in their lily-white asses."
She looked around her with a degree of pride. "We should have a Preservation Order on us - we still do things like they should be done. I gotta drive out here to dance but it's worth it. Good money on weekends. Not so much tonight but I'm only covering. Thursdays ain't a regular slot for me."
She moved to a door and opened it to show big comfortable couches and another bar. "The champagne room - where men can pay to get a little more up close and personal. Lap dancing. This gets busy after about ten - especially Fridays and Saturdays. But the real money is in the private rooms - that's where they'll really lay down the green." She gestured at a back wall with five doors set into it.
"What goes on there?" asked Georgia.
Shonna was instantly suspicious. "You don't need to know that unless you planning on working there. You planning on that?"
"Er, no. Don't worry about it. I reckon I can guess - but is that safe?"
Shonna nodded to a huge African-American with an ear-piece sat at the end of the bar nearest to the private rooms. "That's Blake. We got a button in each room but we don't really need them. Just holla and Blake will come in and break a bone or two. Ain't that right Blake?"
"No doubt. Give me some fuckin' exercise." He looked at Georgia. "Enjoyed your dance. You gonna be working..." and he glanced over at the private rooms.
Shonna laughed. "You looking for a freebie Blake?"
Blake was looking at Georgia again. "I ain't gonna lie. I wouldn't need asking twice."
Georgia felt the blood in her cheeks. It still didn't come naturally to be desired so brazenly and openly. However, the whole evening was proving her Master's point. Black men, at least some Black men, very definitely found her sexy and wanted her. If she wanted to go that route then the ONLY thing stopping her was her.
"This one ain't like that slut Jewel," said Shonna.
"Hey, Jewel's alright," protested Blake.
"You just saying that cos she sucked your cock back there. Comes in all nervous for the contest and two days later she's dancing three sets and working the private rooms like a five-dollar ho."
"Every time she comes in I'm on crowd control keeping the men orderly while they's waiting their turn," said Blake with a grin. Georgia realised he knew that he was winding up Shonna. The Black woman was obviously jealous - perhaps of Jewel's looks and certainly of her earning potential.



"Little bitch has got jungle fever - she'll be taking them out the back to fuck next," spat Shonna.
"Wouldn't be the first would she?" replied Blake with a sweet smile.
Shonna gave him a look of fury but the big man just smiled at her. These two had obviously known each other a long time. "You on to dance soon aren't ya Shon babe, I always look forward to seeing that."
The Black woman mellowed a little. "Not sure you fucking deserve to see it Blake, but yeah we best go get ready. See you around."
As she turned a big paw gave her round ass a gentle tap. "You know I love you Shon."
"Know you love that ass," muttered Shonna and then the two women left Blake chuckling to himself as he watched the patrons for any trouble.
***
"Since lil Miss Whitebread here short-changed the customers I'm thinking she should join me for my next set," said Shonna.
"Why not," said Aisha. "Alright with you hun?"
Georgia couldn't really refuse could she. So she soon found herself preparing to dance again - but this time only in her heels, thong, garter and bra. Shonna was changed in a very short time and made Georgia feel positively over-dressed! She wore a little black leather thong connected to a harness of the same material that formed a collar as well as a bondage harness surrounding but not covering her large breasts. Aside from that she wore only fishnet leggings and high heels.
The MC announced them and Shonna sent Georgia out into the middle of the stage. While Georgia danced Shonna also entered the stage - but she seemed almost to have been transformed. The powerful dancer was now an Amazon warrior stalking her prey. Her movements were stealthy but focused on the white woman at the centre of the stage.
Georgia had remembered the advice about timings and this time was much quicker to reach up and remove her bra but unknown to her Shonna had been waiting close behind her and as the garment hit the floor strong Black hands found Georgia's breasts and fingers began to tease her nipples. Georgia gasped and then felt the strong female body behind her.
Shonna dropped a hand to Georgia's hip and then used the other to direct her to turn. As she did she saw Shonna staring at her. Her almond-shaped eyes were like those of a big cat, an apex predator, and there was no doubt who she was minded to have for dinner. A Black hand found the front of Georgia 's thong and exerted a little pressure. Georgia gasped again and the other woman's mouth was suddenly on hers. Shonna's tongue found Georgia's and they began their own dance within a dance.
Blood seemed to be rushing through Georgia's brain and she was barely able to keep up the pretence of movement to the music. It was her first experience with another woman and it was happening on stage before a crowd of strangers. She hardly heard the roar as Shonna moved in on her.
Strong fingers found her thong and deftly undid it. The flimsy item fell to the floor and Georgia was left naked but not yet exposed. Shonna had clamped a hand over Georgia's shaven pussy. What the crowd couldn't see was that one finger had made its way inside. Shonna crooked her finger tip and expertly found Georgia's most sensitive area. The white woman gasped again and was staring now into those confident, mocking, feline brown eyes of Shonna.
Dancing could be a dull business - going through the motions for an audience you didn't respect. Shonna didn't feel that way and it was because of nights like tonight. She had this little whitebread right where she wanted her and she was going to give her just a taste of how good that could be. She saw in the white woman's eyes that Georgia knew she was in way over her head, feeling things that she had never experienced before, shocked by the sensory overload. Shonna smiled, crooked her finger a little more and savoured the little frisson she saw go through Georgia's frame.
Then the Black dancer really took charge. She swept the lighter woman down and arched her back to expose her sex. The crowd roared as Shonna buried her face between Georgia's legs. Her movements were obvious for the crowd but Shonna's tongue was expert and laser-focused on causing sensation in Georgia's over-wrought brain. The white woman gave a little yelp and then Shonna spun her again before working her hand vigorously over Georgia's pussy lips. The pale white buttocks were exposed and Shonna gave one a slap before leaning down to kiss it.
Well, fun was fun but business was business. Shonna hauled Georgia onto all fours and then directed her to the edge of the stage and beyond the yellow line. Rough Black hands reached out to feel her tits, slap her ass and try to find her pussy as she slowly made her way round. She was Shonna's pet - tamed and submissive - paraded for the pleasure of the Black woman's customers. More importantly paraded so those all important bills could be pushed into the garter. There were singles - there were always fucking singles - but most were higher denomination. The show had apparently captured the audience's imagination.
Finally Georgia reached the end of the stage and Shonna let her rise before once again taking charge and laying a deep soul kiss on her. At that moment the music ended - Shonna was nothing if not the consummate professional.
The next dancer was hopping up on stage and gave Shonna a rueful look. How the fuck was she supposed to follow that! Shonna smiled back as if to say, 'hey, watch and learn sista, watch and learn!'
"She's good ain't she," said Aisha as she amusedly observed the white woman. Georgia was red in the face and breathing hard. Her eyes were still wide as she tried to process all that had happened.
"Fuck right, I'm good. I'm the fucking best," crowed Shonna, "and I don't give out lessons like that for free." She reached out and took the huge bundle of bills from Georgia's garter. She happily thumbed through as she made her count. "Thass a coincidence - just exactly my fee. If I hadn't got three more sets tonight I'd take you home whitebread and play with you some mo'." She laughed to herself and set off in search of private room clientele.
Georgia looked after the big swaying buttocks of the powerfully-built dancer. She could only imagine how she would feel if Shonna had her for a whole night. It wasn't something she'd ever desired before but... In the meantime Shonna had used her and profited from her. That was what life could be like down here - Georgia wasn't so naive that she didn't know that.
Aisha was watching her. "The boss was asking to see you. I think you could have a regular spot here if you want one. Just a little warning - Hoss is a fair boss but he likes to road-test his merchandise if he gets the idea it's available to him. So don't get took by surprise and don't do nothing you might regret tomorrow, OK."
Georgia found her clothes and then waited for Hoss to come out of his office before she approached him. He was maybe fifty, very dark and with the shaven head of a man concealing male-pattern baldness. Their meeting was polite and Georgia agreed to come back sometime though she couldn't be a regular. Again, though, it was the eyes. Hoss never said a word on the subject but his eyes spoke volumes to Georgia. He wanted her pussy and he wanted it bad.
The drive to her hotel in the capital went by in a blur. In fact, looking back, she was amazed she hadn't got into an accident. The night had given her an awful lot of food for thought.
***
"You don't want to be like Jewel then," the voice as ever seemed resonant despite the fact it came through her computer speakers.
"How do you know about Jewel?"
"I know that club very well - that's why I sent you there and arranged your little outfit. I sent Jewel there for her first time too."
"Is she playing 'the game'."
"Not only playing the game - she's one of my star participants."
There it was again - her unreasoning jealousy, her almost despair that her Master might be more satisfied with the performance of another of his stable.
Through the webcams her Master could read her like a book and she heard his chuckle of satisfaction. She was a fish tempted by his bait and there was nothing that she wanted or craved more - even if, down the line, she might find there was a hook.
"I can't dance there regularly Master, it's too far away."
"...and you're scared of how a certain dancer made you feel."
How did he know about that? It didn't matter, he did know. "Yes, Master," she lowered her head at having possibly disappointed him.
That chuckle again. "Don't sweat it girl, the same path is not for every player of 'the game.' We will find your way and you will follow it wherever it leads. That is what will please your Master. You do want to please me, don't you."
"Yes, Master, more than anything."
"Then if I send you back to the club next week and ask Shonna to take care of you for the weekend..."
Georgia paled a little and gasped. It was what she most feared - or was it what she most desired? Was her desire what she really feared? She looked at the Black hand on her monitor. It tapped its desk once. She knew she had to make a decision. "Yes, Master, I'll go."
"Very satisfactory - but I don't think we'll do that just for the moment. First there are some loose ends I'd like to see you tie up. Take Gainston for example..."
Return to Gainston
The mall hadn't changed much since her last visit but the circumstances had. Now Georgia was alone and instead of being accompanied by her daughter she was meeting someone else. She'd felt brave last time - going bare under a long skirt. This time her skirt was above the knee. Her top was clinging and showed off her breasts to their best.
Male eyes locked onto her within seconds of her entering the mall but she had spotted her own quarry almost immediately. It was hard not to because Javon quickly moved to meet her. It seemed he was well aware of the danger of another man cutting him out if he didn't move to secure his prize as soon as possible.
"Hey Georgia, you are looking the bomb." He moved in and kissed her. She tasted a Black man's lips for the first time, his muscular young body pressed against hers and she felt his strong arms holding her. Sensations surged through her mind and her body. She suddenly realised what she had been missing for so long and she knew, at that moment, what she wanted more than anything.
"You wanna go shopping or you wanna do something else?" Javon seemed to have read the mood properly.
She kissed him again. "I want you," she simply answered.
His eyes blazed with his desire for her and triumph at her assent. She expected him to take her out of the mall but instead she felt his hand in the small of her back as he guided her forward.
'Oh my God,' she thought as she realised their destination - the mens' rest-room. Could she do this? With her minor hesitation Javon moved in close behind her and she felt the bulge in his pants. Suddenly the risk just seemed to add to the intensity of the occasion. Almost before she knew it Javon was hustling her into the disabled cubicle and locking the door behind them.
"We best not waste time." Javon dropped the lid of the toilet. "Sit there Georgia and show me what you can do."
She obeyed him automatically sitting on the seat and watching as he pulled down his jogging pants. Finally, she saw it. Nearly seven inches of beautiful Black cock, hard and pointed demandingly at her. She gently reached out and touched him feeling the warmth of his skin and his slight movement as he felt her hand close around his shaft. He was still a young man - that was why he had been so impatient and that was why this was so intense for him. She would try hard to ensure it was memorable for him. She wanted him still to be thinking about her when he was old and grey.
She gave two gentle strokes with her hand and then bent forward to take his hard cock in her mouth.
"Fuck yeah," said Javon and Georgia felt his hands gently come to rest on the sides of her head. It'd been a while but she soon got back into the flow of pleasing a man. She used her lips and tongue to excite him and altered her technique and rhythmn to keep those different sensations coursing through his brain. Her hand cupped his big balls and felt the weight there. Javon was most definitely a fine strapping young man and she relished the prospect of getting him to cum.
It seemed she might not have to wait much longer. Javon's fingers suddenly tightened in her hair and he moved to take control. She let him dictate the pace. Javon wanted to use her mouth to get off and she wanted Javon to get off to prove his desire for her. It was an unspoken mutual agreement. Javon grunted a little as he urged her to suck him faster. She looked up and knew he was close...
THUD, THUD, THUD.
The couple froze - their eyes wide with horror. The banging had come on the outside of their cubicle door and it was followed by a bellow of authoritative command.
"Get outta there you fags - ain't haven't no perverts in my mall."
Javon desperately pulled back and hooked his sweat pants up.
THUD, THUD, THUD.
"Five seconds or I bust this door and then you'll be charged with that as well. Now get the fuck outta there."
Georgia's mind was in turmoil. Javon just looked at her and gave a little shrug. He undid the door.
Outside was a big African-American man in a mall security uniform.
"What the fuck, Javon, never had you posted for a..." His eyes widened as he saw who was with Javon. "I see - well I'm not going to blame a young man for wanting to get his dick sucked. But NEVER in my mall, you hear. Don't want to see you around for two weeks, you understand me. Now fuck off."
Javon gave a last glance at Georgia and then got out as fast as he could. Georgia couldn't really blame him. She herself would rather have been pretty much anywhere else at that moment.
The big guard looked her up and down. "Turn round and get against the wall with your hands in sight," he ordered. She obeyed. Her frustration at being cheated of her reward with Javon was only now finally being overwhelmed by the potential gravity of the situation.
"Lewdness in a pubic area is an offence and so I am going to search and then detain you until I can hand you over to the regular authorities. Do you accept that situation?"
Georgia nodded rather forlornly. She felt his hands expertly move up and down her body checking for weapons or God knows what and then her hands were secured behind her with a plastic tie. She was marched out of the restroom and across the mall to the security office. Georgia's face burned red when she saw the curious shoppers watching her go.
Finally they reached the refuge of his office. He closed the door behind them and then removed her restraint. He took a seat behind his desk but did not offer her one. Again she felt his penetrating gaze taking her in. "I thought I knew most of the whores trying to work my mall - you must be new."
"I'm not a whore."
"Caught you fellating a man in a public rest-room. That generally is the behaviour of a prostitute wouldn't you agree?"
Again Georgia felt the burn of the blood in her cheeks. She didn't particularly feel ashamed - but she did feel horribly embarrassed. It wasn't helped by the fact that looking at the guard she was pretty sure that he was seriously enjoying this.
"That's a short skirt you are wearing there - what if I got a female colleague in to see what you are wearing under there?"
"That's not necessary ... I'm not wearing anything ... under there."
The guard smirked and nodded. "You aren't the first we've caught here and I will accept that maybe one in every ten times its just a horny couple rather than a hooker turning a trick. You do look a little different to the average working girl round here." He reached for her purse, "Let's look at this ID."
Georgia had a strong suspicion that not all of this was strictly legal but by now she just wanted out of there. She'd take the path of least resistance and hope it was all over quickly.
The guard let out a long whistle. "Well, well, well. Mrs Georgia Johnson - a school administrator no less! What will they be thinking when they find out you been arrested for public lewdness? I'm also assuming Javon isn't Mr Johnson." He laughed harshly and then his pudgy Black fingers found a photograph. "Very pretty girl - must be your daughter or a much younger sister?" He considered a moment. "No, I think its a daughter. How will she feel when she finds out Mom has been giving a BJ to a boy her own age in a public restroom?"
Now Georgia did feel shame. Charli would be horrified if she ever found out about this. Her employers were no prudes but this publicity would probably force them to act against her. Her head dropped with shame and her eye-line suddenly met a large bulge in the officer's pants. It seemed he was REALLY enjoying this.
She swallowed and then hesitantly said, "Is there anything that I can do?"
The officer let out a sigh and turned a picture on his desk so that Georgia could see it. A woman and four children. The message was clear - five very good reasons against what she had desperately offered.
The man steepled his fingers and carefully observed Georgia for twenty seconds until he finally seemed to come to a decision.
"I can see that you are not a 'professional' and so on this occasion I'm going to give you a break..."
"Thank you officer..." Georgia was cut short as he raised a hand.
"My position is that a disabled person might have needed that facility or a young family might have seen or heard what was going on. That isn't acceptable. I'm no puritan but it just isn't fair to force people to be part of your fun and games. Am I being unreasonable?"
Georgia shook her head.
"I assume it was Javon suggested the rest-room?"
Georgia remembered the young man's hand in her back - pushing her forward. But she also remembered that Javon had to live here - she didn't. "No, I felt so impatient and I just wasn't thinking."
The man nodded. "OK. You get a life-time ban from this mall and some free advice. There are places you can go if you want to do this sort of thing. Don't do it where there's security or young families because not everyone is as kind and understanding as me." He flashed her a brief cold smile. "Now fuck off before I change my mind."
Georgia stammered her thanks and then got out as quick as she could.
The officer glanced at the clock on his office wall. Well, that had helped pass thirty minutes. He chuckled to himself. Some of these white women were just plain crazy!
***
Georgia was headed for the nearest exit when she heard a shout.
"Georgia - you OK? What did he say?" It was Javon - his face a picture of concern.
"Outside the mall," hissed Georgia not slackening her pace, "in case he changes his mind." She'd just planned to get home as soon as possible and had assumed the young man would have done the same. She wasn't sure how to think about him. He had sort of got her into this trouble but, on the other hand, he had waited to find out what had happened to her. The young man took long strides beside her as they both exited the mall as rapidly as possible
Finally, by Georgia's vehicle, she raised the issue. "Why the rest-room Javon when you knew the security was so tight?"
He hung his head. "Because I was a fucking idiot - I'm really sorry Georgia. But when I saw you and knew you'd come all this way just to see me again I knew that I had to have you and I had to have you right then. I was a damn fool and I let my dick do my brain's job. I really am sorry and I hope I haven't fucked things up for you."
His contrition was clearly genuine. "That guard," said Georgia, "you know he really got off on laying the law down to me. I think he enjoyed the fact he'd ruined our day."



"The fucker..." muttered Javon.
"So I'm not minded to let him ruin our day. I did come all this way and I didn't quite get what I came for," she smiled at him.
His face brightened and he smiled back. "I was anxious about asking you back to my crib..."
She shook a disbelieving head at him. "So you took me to the rest-room! You, young man, have some lessons to learn." She moved close to him. "And I'm going to enjoy teaching you some of them." She felt his hard cock pushing against her through their clothes and her smile widened as she looked up at him.
***
The advantage of a vehicle like Georgia's was that you could move the front seat back and get a nice lot of room. The advantage of an area like Gainston was that there were plenty of quite private locations within easy reach of the mall. The vehicle was now packed up in one and Javon was lying back and feeling like the Emperor of the World as Georgia resumed the blow job that had been so rudely interrupted. "Damn, that's good," he muttered as she ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.
Georgia felt just as good. She'd come for her first real-life and in-person experience with a Black cock and she was not going to be denied by anything. She savoured the warm hard flesh of his cock in her hand and her mouth. She devoted her full attention to his pleasure and to getting what she wanted. She needed to feel how hard he was for her, how much he desired her and how much he wanted to possess her. Javon was a very handsome young man and she'd had years as a wife and mom the wrong side of 30. It felt so good to be desired by a man like him - who she was sure could have his pick of the local girls. It gave her back her confidence. Hard male flesh did not lie and soon she would make him cum and that didn't lie either.
She'd been waiting to feel his fingers on her head and when she felt them she knew he was close. He grunted again and then she felt his cum spurt into her mouth. It'd been a long time and Georgia had almost forgotten that salty taste on her tongue. She concentrated on relaxing and letting him spend himself in her. Then she carefully pulled her head off his cock with her mouth tightly shut and a mischievous look in her eyes.
Javon panted a couple of times and re-focused after his orgasm. He watched her as she carefully opened her mouth to show him the semen pooled in there. Then she closed her mouth and very obviously swallowed. Her mouth opened again this time to reveal it was empty.
Javon loved it! His little joyful laugh was soon echoed by Georgia and the couple hugged. "A good woman cannot be denied her prize," she said.
"Don't know if you a good woman but you sure are as fucking hot as hell baby," responded Javon. "Time I did my bit," he pulled the lever that moved her seat back and gave him room to move in front of her.
"Ooohhhh," cooed Georgia, "that's a nice surprise." His hands pushed her short skirt up and revealed her naked pink pussy.
"You think I'd miss out on this," scolded Javon playfully, "you need to know there are some things I don't need to learn." She felt his breath on her pussy lips and then his tongue began to explore her, gently at first but with a steadily increasing intensity. It seemed someone had taught him well - his attentions increased in intensity but not in speed. He acted like a man who was in no rush, who would spend all day to get her off if necessary. A man who would savour the task. Georgia basked in the feeling and the sensations. It had been so long, ridiculously long.
Her orgasm didn't feel like an earthquake, she didn't scream with passion or kick a hole in the car roof. No, none of that but she did feel really, really, good and let Javon know it. He nodded his own satisfaction and then let himself up. His cock was hard again and she knew what the next act of this little drama was going to be. It was a close thing but her rational brain just managed to kick in.
"Javon, a condom?"
"I'm clean, baby, don't need one."
Which was an attitude that meant Georgia definitely wanted him wearing one - at least her logical brain did, her animal passionate side wanted nothing more that to feel that warmth within her as he took her bare.
"It's not that Javon, it's just that it's been a while and I came off the pill..."
"Shit, you mean you might get knocked up."
Georgia nodded even as she saw the flash in his eyes. Not surprise or concern - it read more like desire. Her young bull seemed to relish the idea of ploughing a fertile field. She felt she could almost read his mind as he considered before finally reaching for the back pocket of his sweats.
"So you DO come prepared," she mock-scolded him.
"If I've gotta act like a fuckin' boy scout," he muttered.
"Just be careful and don't be poking a hole in that thing. It's a tricky time of the month and just one of those potent swimmers of yours could do the job." A little white lie but she was feeling in a playful mood.
His look at her was again one of burning desire. She knew what he wanted - to throw the condom out of the car window and fuck her hard till he coated her lily-white eggs with potent African seed. She also knew that her animal brain wanted to take the condom from him herself and urge him to give her a baby. Fortunately, her logical mind was in charge. A coffee-coloured half-sibling for Charli would be difficult to explain!
Javon broke the moment as he looked down to apply his condom and then moved up to her as she lay exposed and vulnerable to him. As his latex-covered cock reached her she put out a hand. "Javon, I want you to know, your my first."
He looked at her in confusion - after all he'd met her daughter.
She read his mind. "No, I mean my first real man - my first Black man."
Now he understood and smiled. "Watch me go in, baby, watch my big Black cock racially integrate that pretty pink pussy of yours. Might be the first but I'm betting there ain't no way I'll be the last." Then as she watched he pushed home against warm, wet, yielding white flesh.
"Oh God," said Georgia. Again it was the intensity. Feeling him enter her - seeing him enter her. It was a point of no return. Now she'd always be a white woman who fucked Blacks, a race traitor according to half the people she'd grown up around. She didn't care - it felt fucking amazing. It felt like sex should feel and like sex hadn't felt for way too long.
Javon was young and enthusiastic - working up a sweat as he fucked her but soon Georgia felt that there was still something missing. She needed to take charge. She signalled to Javon who soon understood what she wanted. He sank down into the seat and she moved on top of him. She held his latex-sheathed cock upright and then pushed herself down onto it. That felt better - it had always been her best position to come. She could control the action and direct him where her pussy needed him to be. She worked up and down a few times savouring the feeling - but then she knew again that it wasn't enough. She wanted the real deal and wouldn't be satisfied with anything less.
"You weren't lying were you Javon?"
"What about baby?"
"About being clean."
"Shit no, just had my medical for the Army. Passed with flying colours."
Georgia stopped and lowered herself so he was fully in her. It was decision time. He might be just spinning her a line but she doubted it. She made her decision and leaned forward to share a deep kiss with him. Finally, she smiled at him and eased herself off him just long enough to remove the condom. Then she sank herself back onto the now bare Black cock.
"Oh fuck," beamed Javon not really believing what he had just seen happen.
"Oh fuck indeed," replied Georgia her eyes sparkling. She knew instantly that this was what she needed. No half measures, no second thoughts and no regrets. She wanted this to be raw and primal and to end as it should end - with them both satisfied and his seed deep inside her. She began to move her body up and down making sure that his hard cock exerted just the right pressure where she needed it most. It was an act of pure concentration, of consummate skill. Javon gasped and relished the way she was making him feel. This was why if you only fucked young girls you were a damn fool. Only a woman who knew what she needed and knew how to get it could give you an experience like this.
Soon Georgia was panting too with her exertions and the effect they were having on her body. Just at the moment she felt herself start to tire Javon's arms caught her hips and he began to power his cock in and out of her fast. She wailed her release and was still shuddering when she heard him warn her, "I'm gonna shoot Georgia, get off quick."
Georgia had already 'got off' in a sexual sense and the way she was feeling there was no way she was robbing herself of the fitting end to this. She pushed herself back onto his cock as far as she could go and heard him moan as he filled her with his cum.
"Shit, Georgia, I'm sorry. I couldn't help it - you were too good."
Georgia smiled. "Don't worry - it should be OK. I'm outside my most fertile time. I just wanted to see what you would do if I told you otherwise." She looked down at her pussy and opened her lips to show his seed inside. "Seems you liked the idea of filling me up," she giggled.
"At that minute I didn't want anything else in the whole world," admitted Javon, "but the thought of paying child support sort of takes the shine off the idea I guess."
"You don't need to tell me," admitted Georgia, "but it was fucking good wasn't it?" Her last question seemed to crave reassurance.
Javon was happy to provide it as he hugged her. "It was pure dope, baby, thass the best pussy I've ever had," he murmured into her pink ear and then rang his tongue around it making her giggle again.
"You make me feel like a school-girl Javon, what am I doing here making out in a car? Am I crazy?"
"Crazy fucking hot, baby, crazy fucking hot."
Georgia clung to him - to his youth, to his strength, to his masculinity. "Thank you for your service Javon," she murmured.
Owned
Georgia had got used to the files now. This one, like all the others, arrived with no prior warning. Again there was the dim lighting and the grainy quality which forced her to watch in a darkened room with her attention fully on the screen. She saw a pair of men's shoes striding over carpeted floor and then through a door. He paused, "Are you ready for me in there?"
"She's ready hun," came a response from a cheerful female voice.
"Good." Now the camera proceeded forward to find an African-American woman beside a kneeling figure. The girl wore the black leather hood and the cloak of thin dark fabric cut by her Master in the previous video. She was easily identifiable from her tattoo and her piercings as the young woman who had featured in the other videos but her actual identity remained protected.
"So, I asked you if you wished to return here as part of the game - is that correct?"
The black leather hood nodded assent.
"I told you what would be expected of you - have you agreed to fulfil that expectation."
The hooded figure nodded again.
"Then get them and show me."
The girl got up and walked to a bag resting on a chair. She took a small box out of the bag and presented them to her master. The Black woman came and examined the box. "Yeah that's them. Mircette."
The male voice grunted his approval.
"Girl - you know what to do," said Leez.
The camera followed the girl as she walked down a passageway and through a door into a bathroom. A hand lifted the toilet lid as the girl removed a couple of blister packs from the box.
"These your only birth control?"
The hooded head nodded.
"You sure about that."
The nodding was more insistent.
"Well go ahead then."
The girl bent over the toilet bowl and carefully, almost ceremonially, popped each of the pills out of the blister packs and into the toilet bowl. The camera never moved as it recorded every moment of the process.
When she finished the girl looked at her master.
"You know what to do."
The girl reached out and flushed the toilet. The camera watched as the pills were swept away forever.
"That monthly blood test - you remember that you signed for me to receive a copy of the results too?"
The girl nodded.
"Well, I will know if you ever take birth control pills again - and that will see you expelled from the game. Understood." His tone was firm and authoritative.
The girl nodded.
"You're still going to be fucking Black guys - in fact your going to be fucking Black only from now on. Understood."
The girl nodded.
"You also going to be fucking more different Black guys and fucking Black guys more often. We're going to be raising your game. Understood."
Again the girl nodded.
"All while off the pill - and we'll be telling the men that so expect nearly all their seed to be put as deep in you as they can from now on. Lots of them gonna be real eager to knock up a pretty little white girl like you. Understood and agree to all that?"
The hesitation was infinitesimal and then the head nodded twice.
The camera went very close to the girl as her Master apparently kissed and hugged her. "Proud of you baby - you've proved worthy of my gifts if you wish to accept them. First..."
Leez came forward and placed a necklace on the girl. It was tight around her exposed neck forming a black leather choker with the letters 'B - O - S' spelled out in brilliants on the front.
"For 'Black Owned Slut'," explained her Master. "I will expect you to wear it at all times when playing the game - and at other times when instructed. You wish to accept it? You may speak"
The girl nodded. "Thank you Master - its beautiful." Again her voice seemed to have been processed to avoid recognition.
"Like you honey," said the Black woman. "Now for your second gift. Do you know how to use one of these?" She held out a box.
The girl took and opened the box.
"If you don't you'd best find out real quick," said her Master. "From now on the rules are simple. Outside the game you don't fuck without this and a condom for the man. Within the game you will fuck bare and will only wear the diaphragm if specifically instructed to in advance. As for white guys..."
"I'm Black only," the girl interrupted him.
The Black woman embraced her. "That's right, baby. But not just for Black MEN and your master has agreed to lend you to me for tonight."
The camera picked up the widening of the girl's eyes.
"Don't worry, sweetness, you are REALLY going to enjoy this. Leez will give you a true education," the man laughed.
"If you'll let me," said the Black woman. It was supposedly a request but it wasn't spoken as a question but rather with total confidence as to the answer.
"Yes please, er, Mistress."
"Only your Mistress for tonight - that's more my husband's bag. In the meantime though you'd best get into that bedroom and get yourself naked..."
The clip faded out into blackness as the girl moved forward into an adjoining room followed by the African-American woman.
***
"How do you know what I'm feeling Master?"
"Do I know what you are feeling?"
"Sometimes you seem to - with what you ask me and those videos you send me."
"You enjoy the videos I send you?"
"Yes, yes I do. But I need to know who the girl is."
"One day you may meet her. As for me knowing what you need - this isn't my first time round the track you know."
"I know, Master."
"But each of you is special and each of you is individual. My satisfaction is in deciding exactly how to bring you to your fullest potential as a player of 'the game'. My pleasure is in taking you as I found you and bringing you forward to where you need to be."
"Where is that, Master?"
"You know that already. To where you can wear a choker like the girl in the video and it seem right to every Black man or woman who sees you and, most important of all, to you yourself."
"I have to wear a necklace like her's."
"Not necessarily. There are other ways. We will explore some as we proceed. Do you understand? Do you agree?"
"Yes Master."
Status Symbols and Obligations
"I thought we might go to the beach. It's so hot for early May." Georgia was looking at her daughter.
Charli looked like she was going to agree but then was momentarily flustered. "Er, no thanks Mom, we've been studying dermatology and I'm sort of paranoid about getting sunburnt at the moment."
'No kidding,' thought Georgia. Charli had always been like most young women in that in hot weather she generally liked to show as much skin as would pass for decent. However, on this visit and, come to think of it, on the last as well she had been careful to keep herself covered up. Short sleeves maybe, but nothing more.
"That's what high-factor lotion is for Charli - so you can feel the sun on your back but be protected. Come on - you know that! Besides, I know how you love to swim! I can't believe you've not got a tan," she playfully reached out to pull up the back of her daughter's shirt.
"Hey, no Mom," Charli jumped away from her and seemed suddenly panicked. "I kind of like to keep my skin its natural colour nowadays."
Georgia let the subject lie. It seemed important for some reason she couldn't guess. Well, she probably could guess. When girls got flustered like that for no reason it was pretty certain that men were at the back of it. Funny, though, because Charli had never liked being so pale.
"Well young lady, if not the beach what DO you want to do? Let me guess - shopping?"
"At Gainston?"
Georgia laughed to herself. No, she was highly unlikely ever to go there again. "I have an errand I have to run if you can keep yourself amused."
"Oh I'll come too - anything to get away from my books for a while. Do you know where you have to go?"
"Neiman Marcus. Do you know where they are in the city?"
Charli's eyes opened in surprise. Her mother dressed pretty well and wasn't on poverty row but Neiman Marcus certainly wasn't her usual port of call. It was a long cry from Gainston mall! Charli's budget until recently had been more thrift store than luxury boutique but she answered without considering that fact. "Yes, they aren't so far away. I was there a while ago."
Now it was her mother who was surprised. "Either waiting tables pays a LOT better than I remembered or your father has raised your allowance!"
Her daughter again looked a little flustered and her explanation, "They don't charge to look, Mom," didn't come across entirely naturally. Georgia was a little disappointed. She and her daughter had always been close and, outside of a couple of fraught teenage years, her daughter had never really felt the need to be so defensive with her. Perhaps living apart meant that they were also growing apart. The thought saddened her though she knew that perhaps that was how it had to be.
Georgia made a concious effort to smile and to put her daughter as much at ease as possible. "I guess I'll probably just be looking too, honey." She was relieved to see her daughter return her smile.
***
Her Master's voice had come silky smooth and deep through Georgia's newly purchased head-phones. So much better and more intimate than her tinny old speakers.
"I was impressed by your return to the mall with Javon. You took several steps there that I thought we would have to negotiate separately. It suggests that you are ready to enter a new stage of our relationship - to advance a level in 'the game'."
Georgia felt a warm burst of pleasure at the knowledge that she had pleased him. "Do you think I am ready Master?" She sub-consciously sought for more of his praise.
"Well, we will see won't we. The time has come for me to make an investment in you and for you to make a real commitment to 'the game.' Do YOU feel ready for that?"



"Yes, I think so Master."
There was silence for a long, long, thirty seconds and then Georgia knew what had to be done.
"Yes, I'm certain Master."
"Good, I'll send you details of what I expect you to secure before we proceed onwards."
The document arrived a few seconds later and he watched his monitor as she opened it and her eyes widened.
"You see that I like my participants to have the best and to look the best. We changed your wardrobe when we entered this process and now as we level up you will be changing it again. These items are at the more high-end of the spectrum, an excellent means of proving your commitment as a participant. I hope you agree?"
"But these shoes and this coat. They are wonderful but the prices are ridiculous. $1,500 dollars for a pair of boots, $1,000 for a pair of shoes and $750 for this other pair that I'd just break my ankle in. I'm not being funny - I just can't afford $5,000 for a coat!"
"Those boots and shoes are not just any boots or shoes. You know the value of branding. These are Christian Louboutin - particular favourites of myself and many men. I want to see you wearing them and I know that they will grace you as one of my best projects."
"But they are so expensive."
"That coat is not just a coat. It's a belted Italian leather coat by Bottega Veneta. Can't you imagine how good it will look on you and what potential it has for our future activities?"
"But I can't afford them." Her voice was defeated.
"Can't you Georgia? Perhaps you don't have that sort of money to spare but you are much better off than many who play 'the game' under my tutelage. They have moved forward without risking a single dollar that they already held."
"How, Master?"
He noticed the return of the 'Master' and knew that he had her. She was desperate to find a way to remain in 'the game' and he was going to provide one. One she would never normally have taken but which in the circumstances...
"You need additional income and in navigating stage One you have already encountered several means of earning money. I will purchase the boots for you as a gift. I expect you to invest the remaining $6,750 that is required."
He saw she was mentally doing the arithmetic. Working out how much spare income she had. Whether she could cover the expense without taking his suggestion. It was time to put her to the test.
"Georgia - these items will not only be purchases they will also be symbolic of your progress. That is why not one penny of their purchase price can come from your old life. You will have to earn every dollar while participating in 'the Game.' After each session you will request someone known to me to count your earnings on camera and you will then send the video to me. Then I will know that you have earned every one of those 6,750 dollars according to the rules. You understand?"
Georgia was silent - pondering the enormity of what he asked. Yes, she'd seen ways of making money as she had progressed. Dancing in the Club and the Champagne Lounge, taking men to the Private Rooms and, of course, working a shift in the booths at the porn store with a queue of customers waiting their turn to use her mouth. She shivered at the prospect - a shiver of fear and of desire. Hadn't she been fantasising about doing all of those things? But there was such a gulf, a yawning chasm, between the fantasy and the reality.
"You want me to be a whore for you," she finally whispered.
"As I read it I'm ending up $1,500 down on the deal. No, you won't be working to make money for me. Every minute that you work will be taking you closer to your goals: to securing these symbols of your new self; to looking ever more desirable for the Black man; to moving forward in 'the Game'; and, to pleasing your Master."
If you'd asked him he could have told you what a huge percentage of his participants came from very religious backgrounds. He knew that Georgia was from a Brethren family and they weren't just religious they were 'zip fasteners are Satan's play-things' crazy folks. She'd long broken with that but the upbringing was still taking effect even if it was rebounding in a way that had most certainly never been planned by those stern old puritans. The tendency to accept authority if it was authoritative enough. The tendency to respect rules and to want to follow them to the best of her ability. The tendency to pursue a path to its ultimate conclusion even if that left you on the ragged edge instead of in the safe middle of the herd. All of that was wired into Georgia's psyche. Yes, it really was no coincidence just how many of the Master's best participants had come from similar backgrounds.
"There's still been no commitment, Georgia. You CAN leave now. As I said before - no harm and no foul." The words were fair but did she detect a slight mocking tone - as if he knew that she would not be leaving. Or maybe she only thought that because she was so aware of how impossible the idea of leaving 'the game' had subtly become. It was like any addiction, it seemed, you only knew the point of no return when you were already well beyond it.
She saw his hand tap his desk on her monitor. It was the only sign her Master ever gave of slight impatience. It was enough.
"Where can I get my shoes, Master?"
"Good girl," he said and then he told her.
***
Charli had made a pretence of browsing the amazing selection of clothing and accessories on offer but she had been on edge ever since her mother had suggested coming here. It was so out of character for her. Charli had a strong feeling in the pit of her stomach that she knew what was behind this. She was shocked - this was her Mom after all - but she knew that she really had very little right to be offended. Her reaction to her own initial upbringing by her strict grand-parents left her distinctly uncomfortable about taking up such an attitude even if she had been minded to. She'd seen an awful lot of premium-grade hypocrisy in her young life and had always been quite determined never to travel that road if she could help it.
However, what she really did need to know was whether her suspicions were right. She almost unconsciously found herself drifting back to the footwear section of the boutique. She looked around her and quickly spotted her mother with an attendant. She wanted to hide behind the store fittings and observe from afar but realised just how bad that would look if her mom spotted her. So she took a deep breath and then approached them.
Did she imagine that little glance of panic from her mother. Perhaps because the attendant flustered Charli herself with his breezy, "Oh, hello again madam. What a joy to see you here with us again."
She remembered him too - a rather camp, fussy little white man in an impeccably tailored suit. It was very inconvenient that he remembered her so well. "Lovely to come shopping with friends - especially when we are spoiling ourselves." He gave Georgia a little wink as he said the last phrase.
"This is my daughter," said Georgia. She had been looking at Charli but now her attention returned to the job at hand.
"Your daughter - now I know you are telling me fibs. No, well I hope she recommended us to you. I know she has very good taste."
"Yes, yes," murmured Georgia. She seemed not even to have heard him. Her attention was focused on the amazing creations that he had just placed on her newly measured feet.
"Pigalle Follies - really a classic of the Christian Louboutin range but here in Loubi Metalgloss. A simple 4 inch heel supporting a shoe of liquid-sleek red and black snakeskin. With the right lipstick and nail-polish the effect is amazing - but of course wasted on me." He tittered at his own joke. Then he turned the shoe over, "Observe the trademark flash of red from the underside of the shoe. Signalling excitement and possibly danger." The last line was delivered with all the panache of an Edwardian actor-manager's stage whisper. Charli remembered him using the same line on her!
"You are so right not to try to skimp on heels," the attendant continued. "These are wonderfully generous to both the feet and your posture. If necessary we can recommend a calzolaio to adjust your own pair to measure before we send them out. However, these are fitting beautifully - try them."
Georgia had been a 'practical shoes' person forever. However, she had owned plenty of pairs of heels before and the rhythmn of successfully walking in them soon came back to her. It seemed the basic technique was the same even when the shoes cost 50 times as much!
"Oh yes - I think they look marvellous, simply stunning. Don't you agree?"
Charli did have to agree. They were statement shoes and her mother was most definitely going to be noticed in them!
The attendant pulled over the next box. "It's like Christmas isn't it," he tittered as he produced the most amazing pair of boots that Georgia had ever seen.
"Eloise Botta in Black veau velours - the PERFECT thigh-high boots for a woman like yourself who has wonderful legs. Again a 4-inch heel - enough to be adult but not too difficult to manage. Try them on."
They felt wonderful - and they looked amazing too. Georgia had always been proud of the shape of her legs but these took them to a whole new level. There was no two ways around it. As soon as she put them on she felt ... sexy. She wasn't a housewife any more - she felt like a goddess. It wasn't just the extra height - it was knowing what signals the boots sent. They could be practical but that most definitely was not their primary purpose. They were there to send a message and to attract attention. She wanted them and she knew that her Master had already bought them for her.
"I know," the attendant said, "they are amazing aren't they. But just wait until you see these!"
If you drew a caricature of a pair of vicious heels then it would look like this third pair. The heel seemed impossibly tall and thin. The arch in the foot was brutally steep and the contrast between the black patent leather and the scarlet under-sole was shockingly stark "Lady Peep," announced the attendant with his eyes sparkling, "six inch heels supporting pure elegance. Try them."
Georgia cautiously got to her feet and tottered a little before she, with infinite care, took a few steps.
"Practice, practice, practice," said the attendant, "but it will be so worth it. He got to his knees beside her and traced a finger-tip up from the heels to her thigh always remaining perhaps a quarter of an inch from her leg. "Just look at that line - it's perfection. You are cheating legs as fine as this if you are not wearing the absolute best."
Charli had to admit that her Mom did look amazing. But the best was yet to come.
The attendant had an almost religious reverence as he produced the final item put aside for Georgia. "Bottega Veneta," he said in terms of reverence. "The finest of Italian leather in Black reaching to below knee-length. A simple classic design but cut to the female form. A belt to produce a tight fitting and a placket to conceal buttons. Don't take the Lady Peeps off - see the effect together."
Georgia looked at herself in the full-length mirror. She knew who she was - she was a housewife and School Administrator in her mid-thirties. However, the woman looking back at her from the mirror didn't look like that. She looked elegant and sophisticated and ... sexy - yes she looked damned hot!
"All to your satisfaction? If you could just sign and give the delivery address." Georgia was on cloud nine and signed with a flourish. That was that. The commitment was made.
***
The next afternoon. as Georgia was on the freeway back home ready to prepare for another week at school, her daughter was deep in thought. Finally, she went to her smaller wardrobe, the one always kept carefully locked, and removed the artfully-arranged objects that masked some of her most precious possessions hidden away at the back of the dark space.
Three boxes - each with that familiar Louboutin logo. Each containing a pair of the designer's statement footwear, each sporting his trade-mark flash of scarlet on the under-side. They really were her most precious possessions - she had worked so hard for them and they represented a very important side of herself. One that had to remain secret for the time being but which she knew might demand to be heard at some time in the future. Next to the three boxes were others sporting various well-known labels. When she had paid for the Louboutins she had found it impossible to even contemplate ending her new career in the clubs.
Besides, she was in serious demand. It wasn't about the money - it was the excitement and the raw sexuality of it. She knew she could make three times the money at some of the up-scale clubs but she had tried it and it just hadn't had the same buzz to it. She loved working her four clubs - the four clubs in the area with an almost 100% African-American clientele. It helped that she wouldn't bump into any fellow students on her course but she couldn't pretend that was the real reason. No, she wanted to dance and be desired by men that she also desired - and that meant Black men. They paid her their tribute and she used it to pay her expenses, build her bank account and just sometimes get herself a treat or two. It was working out well for everyone.
Her name was getting around though. A man had approached her just the previous week when she'd been dancing in Barksdale. He wanted her to go up to H-Town and work the clubs there. H-Town in general had a pretty terrible reputation but the clubs were absolutely something else. A few high-roller venues and then a rapid slide down to the cluster of clubs known as the 'Meat Market.' She'd heard stories about the 'Meat Market'. They scared her but she also knew that they sent a frisson through her whole being. She danced to feel the raw energy of desire and to navigate that sharp edge of sexuality and lust. If she went to H-Town she knew she would inevitably gravitate to the place where she would find that in it's most undiluted form. She wasn't ready for that.
She looked around her little room. She was going to have to move soon - she needed more space and if she took the lease on a place she could pick her own house-mates. No puritans, racists or white boys need apply! Of course, she'd been worrying about how to explain that to Mom. That seemed a very small issue now.
She accepted that she'd only learned about 'the Game' courtesy of borrowing her Mom's old laptop but she'd always assumed Georgia's investigations had been out of mere curiosity. She'd never have dreamt that her Mom would ever do something like this!
It was obvious, however, that that was exactly what she was doing. The previous afternoon's events just weren't explainable in any other way. Which raised the question of what, if anything, Charli was going to do about it. Should she try to stop her Mom? That seemed the height of hypocrisy. Should she tell her Mom about her own activities? The very idea made her courage shrivel like a salted slug. Should she just leave things as they were? But what if something happened - she had seen enough to know there were risks and dangers out in the world of the night. It was a sort of a crazy part of the attraction for her - but for her Mom?
Charli prided herself in her independence and her self-reliance but she recognised that she was out of her depth here. She needed advice. But who from? Her Master was the obvious candidate but wasn't it also very possible that he was Mom's Master. (Just the thought seemed to send her head reeling.) She didn't know how that side of 'the Game' was organised. Did they all go the Louboutin route or was that just her own Master's particular penchant?
Then she thought of perhaps the person best qualified to give her advice. She hunted in her little desk's drawers for the piece of paper she knew was there. She placed the call to the number.
It rang a couple of times and then a familiar voice responded.
"Hello."
"Hello, um, Aunt Jess - it's Charli."
"Charli - I'm so happy to hear from you! How are you - how's your mom?"
"That's kinda why I'm ringing. I think I need to ask your advice about Mom ... and about me too ..."
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Finding a Job (or perhaps Two)
The letter came as a considerable surprise to Georgia. An approach from 'a leading non-profit' to administer one of their new-build schools in the Capital. Frankly, new public facilities in those particular areas of the city were as rare as hens' teeth but somehow the Foundation had secured the funding, both capital and revenue. Georgia's initial researches had told her that much but very little more. The Foundation was apparently named after someone called Taylor but there seemed very little information on line about either him or his organisation.
She knew she could not give up her current job on such flimsy data. However, the offer had many attractions. Working to give a good education to children who desperately needed one. That was one thing but, of course, there was also the fact that she would be moving closer to the city, increasingly the focus of her activities as part of 'the game'. At the moment she already seemed to spend half her time on the freeway and her trips North would have to increase in frequency if she was to repay her Master's investment in her. The only problem was Charli - the last thing she wanted was for her daughter to think that she was trying to cramp her style and interfere in her life. She would have to be careful there.
***
As if to prove a point that Thursday afternoon saw Georgia back on the freeway headed to a hastily-arrangement appointment with another potential employer. This time there was no possibility of meeting Hoss, the owner of the Franklin Mint, on public territory. This time it was a question of knocking on his office door and waiting to be admitted.
Hoss was a man in his late forties - a big dark-skinned man with an air of authority about him. Running a club like his was not a job for the faint-hearted. "Georgia," he said, drawing out the syllables of her name in a show of satisfaction, "I thought we weren't going to see you again. What's changed - perhaps you found you were missing us?" His eyes crinkled and he gave a little laugh at the idea.
"I find that I'm ... I'm in need of some money."
Hoss shook his head sorrowfully. "The same is true of so many of my girls. I have to ask - is it a chemical issue? If there's a problem there we might be able to work around it but I will need to know."
"Nothing like that. I just have a debt to pay."
"I was happy to offer you work but you turned it down. Now you are the one coming to me asking for a slot so the situation is altered a little. I don't have time to finesse no bougie poon, you understand? Having thought it over I don't need just dancers - I need girls ready and happy to participate in all aspects of the business."
Georgia guessed he wasn't talking about doing a bit of cleaning. He meant the private rooms. Well, she'd understood that was part of the deal. "I'm happy to do that."
"The Champagne lounge and the private rooms?" Her nod in response drew a genuine smile to his face. "Well, well, well, It seems that it IS my lucky day. I think we could make some real green together so long as your performance is up to your potential. Show me again how you dance". He reached across to a button and pressed it - activating a speaker that duplicated the music then playing in the club proper. That done he leaned back in his chair and slightly raised his eyebrows.
Georgia took the cue. She once again imagined that she was in her own little office and dancing for her Master. Trying to please him and to show herself off to the best. Trying to persuade him that she was worthy of joining his stable. Suddenly, with a start, she realised that was exactly what she was doing. She was trying to become one of Hoss' girls and she wasn't insulated from this powerful Black man by a monitor screen. He was right there in front of her. She felt her pulse start to race and quickly removed what remained of her outer clothing. Soon she stood in front of him in just her bra and panties feeling his experienced eye assessing every inch of her.
"First thing, you were dancing like you was somewhere else. Noticed that last time you were here. Lot of dancers make that mistake. Don't matter how fly or tight you is you won't make it rain unless you can establish a connection with your crowd. When your eyes meet theirs each and every one of those men have to believe that you have a special chemistry just with them. That whatever else happens tonight you are desperate for him to take you back for a Private Session. That but for all the rules and your strict bastard of a boss," he gave a little smile, "you'd quit here to be his exclusive shorty. You catching what I'm laying down?"
Frankly, Georgia was struggling a bit - what on earth was a 'shorty' for instance? Not a reference to her height?
When she asked Hoss gufffawed. "A shorty is a man's girl on the side, his breezy." He noticed Georgia was struggling again. "A breezy is a girl who knows what a man likes and is REAL happy to provide it. Talking of which - put your clothes back on and give me another dance."
This time Georgia gave all her attention to her one-man audience. She kept her eyes locked on his and made sure that he would feel that every movement was calculated for his pleasure.
This time Hoss gave a little round of applause. "I should be charging for this schooling I'm giving you but what can I say I've always been overly generous."
Georgia gave him a smile back though, as she recalled, 'generous' wasn't the word the other girls had applied to Hoss on her last visit.
The big man heaved himself out of his chair and came close to Georgia. He took her hand in his and then gently had her rotate her arm while he examined her skin carefully. Then he did the same for the other arm and also checked her legs. "Sorry about that. One thing about addicts is they is always frontin, can't tell the straight truth after a while. So I like to check and know what I'm dealing with from the start. Yes and I should remind you that we are a fully-nude club."
Georgia took the hint and soon her underwear had joined her outer garments on the floor.
"The dancing is up to scratch but what about the Champagne Lounge. If you working the men in there how you gonna be able to operate?" Hoss sat down again. "Come show me how you can lap-dance baby. Show me how you gonna go hard for that green."
Georgia did her best to move over to him seductively. She again made eye contact and put a big smile on her face. She leaned over until his face was perhaps an inch from her bare breasts and then started back.
"Oh no - this is the Champagne Lounge of the Franklin Mint. They ain't rail-birds, these have paid to be up close and personal with my best girls. So bear that in mind and start again."
This time she didn't hesitate and held her breasts up for his inspection before gently rubbing them on his face and body. A large Black hand grasped her right breast and squeezed it his palm rubbing on her nipple. "Border line on the titties - my patrons are VERY into a nice pair of titties and a big old booty on a girl. Jewel, my other white girl , she got real nice titties but she like you in that I gotta make allowances in the rear-end department. Can't expect you to compete with the sistas but you pretty bangin back there for a cracka."
He gave a gesture with his finger and Georgia turned to let him examine that particular asset. "Work it," Hoss growled and she stuck her butt out as far as she could go and began to waggle it.
She jumped a little as a hand caught her thigh and then a big finger ran its way up and down her bare pussy lips. "Did I feel you flinch? You a damn sexy bitch so why wouldn't a man want to touch and explore. Ain't that what you here for? Now stick that booty out."
Georgia obeyed and was 'rewarded' with a smart smack on the behind. She held her position and soon felt another smack from his hand, not overly hard but hard enough. She still held her position and was rewarded by his chuckle. "Thass more like it. Any man's gonna want to slap that ass and with you white girls you get to see those sweet cheeks blush." He ran his hand over her butt in a smoothing motion. "Time you showed me what you can do in a lap dance."
Georgia turned and advanced on him as he sat in his chair. She straddled his lap and lowered herself onto his crotch then moved herself over him in a series of deliberate movements. Then she pushed herself up his body to offer her tits to him. He obliged by taking a nipple in his mouth and working at it with his tongue. "Hmmmnnn," moaned Georgia. She liked the way he was working and it gave her an idea. She eased herself off Hoss and then used her agility to kick one leg up above his head. Carefully she lowered herself until her pink glistening pussy was left tantalisingly just above his mouth. He moved forward and she eased back. They returned to their original position and when Hoss tried again Georgia eased away again. The third time she took his hand and placed it onto her butt. He took a hold and then moved his mouth forward. This time she stayed in place and his skilled tongue worked on her pussy until she felt she couldn't hold the position any more.
"Yeah, lap dancing don't seem to be a problem for you. But remember in the Champagne Room he can be naked below the waist or you can. That's the County regulation to prevent undue public lewdness. Basically it means you'll be naked and the guys can play with you but their dicks gotta stay in their pants. A lot of times the customers like to see a floor-show - some girl on girl. Judging by last time's performance with Shonna that won't be a problem for you. Got all that?"
Georgia nodded. She knew what was coming next.
"OK - the Private Rooms. This is where the real money gets made if you got the aptitude and the skills. Say we just got into the booth together what would you do?"
"Ask what he wants?"
"No, no, no. If he's the poh-poh then that's you booking yourself a night in the County cells. They don't bother us often but that won't be much consolation when you're having your mug-shots took. Your FIRST move is to defuse that threat, always and without exception, by giving your customer a Baltimore handshake. That makes any evidence he might give inadmissible unless he refuses the offer. If he DOES refuse the offer you leave the room immediately and report the situation to me."
"Sorry to be a newbie but what's a Baltimore hand-shake?
Hoss grinned, "Well that's easily showed. You just open the gentleman's pants and give him a little help in getting what you find there nice and hard. Why don't you practice right now."
Well, why the fuck not. Georgia reached up and deftly undid the fastenings and zip of Hoss' suit pants. She eased his pants down a little and then carefully pulled his boxers away from the bulge showing inside them.
Georgia couldn't take her eyes off what she found there. Hoss's cock was very big, very Black and very obviously not in need of any further assistance in getting hard!
"Yeah, sweet thing, THAT is why I'm called Hoss. Now don't forgot what you got him out for."
Georgia leaned forward and took a gentle grasp on the big Black cock. It had to be a good ten inches and it was seriously thick. She wondered how a woman could take such a monster but reflected that she'd used bigger toys and that she suspected most of the other dancers had already taken this particular ride. She moved her hand up and down and felt the warmth of his flesh in her palm.
"That would be enough legally but, of course, guys are going to want more of that unless you can provide something better. Some of them will want a handie, some might want a foot-job or a tit-job or, well, you get the idea. Your job is to keep them happy, keep them paying and get them off. If they leave happy and get their nut then you got a chance of making a regular. Some men might not even want to touch you or be touched by you. They might want to wank off in your shoe or tell you their life story or do any kind of shit that makes them happy. You provide that service and they pay you. Simple. It isn't so complicated though because most of them are like me they just wanna get blown by a bopper with skills."
Georgia took the hint and licked her lips before going to work on Hoss' impressive cock. He was a big unit but Georgia knew just what he would like. She pushed her mouth down onto his shaft and got to business making it good and wet and sloppy. As she pushed down as far as she was comfortable she extended her tongue to tease him and was rewarded with an appreciative, "Yeah, baby, show we what you got." Her hand gently pumping at his base she took his cock out of her mouth and began teasing his head with her tongue. Then she was back pushing herself down until she didn't think she could go any further.
She felt his fingers in her hair and momentarily worried that he might push her further but Hoss just lay his hand on her head. She got the message - he could take control if he needed to but just at the moment he was happy with her efforts.
He eased her off him and pulled her up so his dick, lubricated with her saliva, was level with her tits. He pushed his cock into her cleavage and tried to wrap her tits around his shaft. He could get her round his girth but when he tried to tit-fuck her his cock kept pushing out. After two or three more attempts he gave up. "Thought as much - that's a shame. Girl who can give a good tit-fuck has a major advantage. Jewel had me cumming like gang-busters and that ain't usual for me. She real blessed and talented." He noticed Georgia's little scowl - she had heard quite enough about how great Jewel was. He pushed her back down so she could take his cock back into her mouth. He sighed with pleasure. "Back there - it's about making them nut. C'mon baby - make old Hoss nut for ya."
She got the message and ditched the subtlety. She worked quickly and hard with her hand and mouth to get him off. After a couple of minutes of hard work she was rewarded with a tightening of his fingers in her hair and the taste of his cum in her mouth. She kept working him till she knew he was done.
She looked up into the sweating face of Hoss. He didn't smile he just nodded sagely. It was enough - she suspected Hoss was a connoisseur of good head and so his approval stood for something.
"Like your work - so just a few pointers. You never spit while the customer's looking. Best you swallow and make sure to keep plenty of water with you."
"I know about the water," said Georgia - remembering seeing Roni work the booths. It seemed an age ago and it was a shock to realise it had only been a couple of months.
"Gets hot back there too. Once you done you smile like he's given you the best treat you could imagine and you thank your man. Some of them WILL tip you again after they nut so long as you play them right. Everyone gets what they want and you might get a new regular for you and for the club."
Georgia knew she was being tutored in the art of the hustle. It was all about the money but then wasn't that why she was here, at least in theory. Hoss didn't need to know it was all part of a deeper 'game'. Frankly, she doubted Hoss would care so long as he got his cut and an occasional BJ. But there was one thing still worrying her. "What about, you know, full sex."
"Fuckin' you mean? Won't say it's never happened back there but in theory it's against the regulations. Of course if you want to make an outside arrangement then that's not my problem. Just remember I pay Blake good money to keep you girls safe - you take a client off the reservation and you'll be on your own. It ain't clever no matter how much he offers. We got a sort of middle way. Back of the club there's an alleyway that's pretty private and some of the girls will take a guy back there. I got a camera up there connects to a monitor in the girl's changing room. So you girls can look after your own."
"A little advice - don't put out too quick no matter how broke you are. Scarcity increases value, you understand. You known for taking anyone back there and you'll end up taking everyone back there. That's not the way to longevity in this game."
Georgia nodded but her mind was in a whirl. She imagined being out there with a Black stranger knowing that all the other dancers were watching. It was an appalling prospect but she knew that just thinking about it was sending that familiar warmth through her body. This life had lures she could never have imagined herself being seduced by but her body didn't lie. She was tempted and she had to be careful or she might go too far. 'The Game' had made her realise just how sexual a being she really was. That sexuality had been stifled by her upbringing and then by her early marriage. Now it was bursting free and wanted to express itself. At times it seemed she might not be able to control it. At times she was sure that she didn't want to control it. At those times she wanted to take the whole ride and experience it all - though she realised just how crazy that was.
"You, baby, can consider yourself hired. You work Fridays and Saturdays from 7 till 3. Jewel works the Capital clubs weekends and I don't need two white girls here at the same time. One is enough - just to offer my clientele a little variety in their buffet. I think you gonna be real popular especially when they learn you got skills as well as looks. Let them buy you drinks - and make sure to take enough to smooth off the edges. But don't get so folded you can't work. Need something to take the brakes off and one or two of the girls will point you to where you can get your roll on. Any questions?"
Georgia shook her head.
"Then I'll see you Friday - but first let me see that sweet tongue clean up my cock so I can get back to business."
Georgia began carefully to remove every trace of saliva and semen from the now less-than-hard Black cock. Working for Hoss promised to be quite an experience...
Making A Date
Josh Hawkins paused to gather his thoughts as he stood in front of the door to the School Administrator's office. He'd seen Mrs Johnson when she'd arrived this morning and it had been a serious lift to his spirits. Would have been a lift to any man's spirits seeing just how good she was looking. He remembered that afternoon when she had come down to his office and seemed to flirt with him. As ever it set a stirring in his pants. But he had to keep a grip because today was a different matter. He knocked on the door.
"Come in - ah, Mr Hawkins, how nice to see you!" Georgia seemed genuinely delighted and just that fact pretty much made old Josh's day. He had to fight not to just stand there and drink in how good she was looking. Her hair was red - which he knew was a dye-job but surely approved of - and just over shoulder-length. She wore a dark-blue blouse and a perfectly-cut dark grey business suit that showed her fine figure off very nicely. Her skirt ended a few inches above the knee and her dancer's legs, which Josh had always admired, were in tan hold-ups. Add in that pretty-as-a-picture face of hers and the intelligent eyes twinkling at him and it was safe to say that Josh had to concentrate to keep to the matter in hand.
"Mrs Johns..."
"Mr Hawkins," she interrupted sternly, "you call me Georgia - you hadn't forgotten that had you?"
"Sorry, uh, Georgia, to cut to the chase I'm having to give in my notice for the end of the school year."



"No, oh no, I am sorry to hear that Mr Hawkins. Is something wrong - is there something we can do?"
Josh rushed to placate her. "No Georgia, it's just you know that I have a daughter and grand-kids out there in Phoenix." Georgia nodded and he went on. "Well she's been after me to go and join her out there. Now a job is coming up at the school over by her that would suit me just fine and see me through to my pension. Be foolish of me to turn it down."
Georgia sighed and looked at him. "It has been very reassuring to have such a reliable man in your post and I know I will find you very hard, perhaps impossible, to replace but I can only wish you well. I'm really going to miss seeing you around."
'Not nearly as much as I'm going to miss seeing YOU and that fine body of yours,' thought Josh but he just nodded to Georgia in sympathy.
Her eyes then brightened. "It's good that you have come over because I have a little job needs doing. Do you have time?"
Of course he did and soon the two of them were standing by high shelving. "I need to check some records up there," Georgia pointed to the top shelf which was four feet above her head.
"Nuthin simpler," said Josh and grabbed a step-ladder to go and fetch the box. Then he felt her smooth hand on his rough one.
"I think I'd better go up there - but I'm a little nervous of these ladders and I'll feel so much better knowing that you are holding it steady and keeping me safe." Her smile up into Josh's face was positively angelic. "Just as well I've not got my heels on today," she giggled. Josh remembered seeing her in an amazing pair of heels a couple of days before - their red soles attracting his gaze. Just remembering how she'd looked in them made his cock swell again and bulge against the material of his pants.
He felt her climb the steps as he held on tight and looked fixedly to the front. He remembered she was wearing a skirt and he didn't want to be caught peeking - you just couldn't do that sort of thing nowadays.
"Ooohh, it still feels a little shaky. I'd better brace myself." Her shoes scraped across the top of the steps to the furthest extent possible in the space available. It meant she had a firm base but also meant her legs were a good foot apart. If Josh glanced up he'd see her panties. He swallowed something hard and jagged and just about fought down the temptation. He had to be strong, he had to be strong...
"Mr Hawkins, what's this?"
It wasn't his fault, it really wasn't his fault. It was just automatic to respond and look up. Josh did just that and his eyes opened wide and his mouth went dry. He wasn't getting a glimpse of her panties. Instead he was seeing a perfect pair of legs above him and where they met was the most beautiful bare pink pussy that he could ever imagine seeing. He froze as it seemed about every drop of blood in his body surged towards his cock. He felt so damn hard he was surprised it didn't tear out of his pants and knock a hole in the damn wall!
Georgia seemed not to have noticed. "I wonder, Mr Hawkins, do you think there is anything up here that you could make use of?"
Josh wanted to grab her down off there that minute and show her but he still couldn't quite believe what was happening. He had to be fooling himself - he couldn't be reading this right. This sort of thing didn't happen - well not to men like him anyway.
Then the spell was broken and Georgia was coming back down as Josh held the steps. Suddenly only a step or two off the ground she seemed to slip and a flailing hand grasped the nearest thing available.
"Ugghhhh," moaned Josh involuntarily as her white fingers gently cupped the bulge in his crotch. He nearly came in his damn pants - this woman didn't know what she was doing to him. He rolled his eyes to the heavens in search of fresh strength.
She was safely down at ground level now. "I think I should say Mr Hawkins, on OSHA grounds, that you should be very careful carrying such a big powerful tool around like that in your pants. It's been a joy to work with you but I need you to promise me something."
Josh was almost stupefied. "Anything, Mrs John..., uh Georgia, anything at all."
"An appropriate working relationship is very important I think you'll agree..."
His eyes flashed a little. So this was just a damn prick-tease.
"...so at one minute past five on your last day I would like to see you in my office so that we can discuss my leaving present to you. That's, oooh, still a few weeks away, do you think you can wait that long?" Her question was asked with a look of innocent concern for his welfare.
His eyes were still blazing - but now with lust for the woman in front of him. "I'm going to be there, Georgia, be sure that you are too."
She kissed her finger tips and then put them to his lips. "Oh that's a date Mr Hawkins, that is very much a date."
There's Many A Slip
For once the weather forecasters had NOT been wrong. Georgia had thought of calling it off but once she'd decided to really do this thing she needed to get on with it. Besides she'd rung ahead and checked with Tom that it would alright to come tonight. She couldn't have him thinking she'd chickened out - or, worse, telling her Master that she'd let him down.
Now she had run into what seemed the worst of the weather with rain cascading down her wind-shield. It was a real relief when she finally groped her way to the vacant lot opposite the porn store. This time there were only four vehicles and all were parked as close to the store's entrance as possible. She slid her own next to them and ran like hell for the store entrance.
Just as she reached it she almost collided with someone coming the other way. Arms grabbed hers and the two recognised each other.
"Shonna!"
"Hey, my favorite whitebread! What you doing here?"
Georgia didn't answer and felt the pink in her cheeks.
"Oh! Never had YOU tabbed for that." Shonna's delight was obvious. "My little whitebread's been a bopper all along! Had a wasted trip tonight tho, same as me."
"What?" gasped Georgia. "Why?"
Shonna gestured to the rain as it seemed to come down in even heavier torrents. "No fuckin customers baby. No cheddar out there for us hoodrats to nibble!" She paused and almost scowled as a small Black man doing a very good impression of a drowned rat dashed into the store. "Well except him and I can tell you that two of us won't get far on what he'll bring."
Georgia felt horribly deflated. She's been building herself up for this moment all week and suddenly it was, quite literally, a total wash-out.
Shonna took her arm. "Fuck it, baby. If the customers don't come to us then we got to go get some customers. Have a little bang of our very own. Let's bail on this shit and go have some fun". She looked at Georgia's well-kept vehicle and then at her own rather beat-up Nissan. "No offense but we best take my ride. Yours will be OK here - but out by some of the clubs that'd be on bricks or in flames in about twenty seconds flat. Locals would think it was plain-clothes."
Almost before Georgia knew it she was in Shonna's vehicle and heading away from the porn store. The Black woman reached into her door panel and produced a flask. "I can't cause I'm driving but you can get the party started."
Georgia unscrewed the cap and cautiously took a sip. It tasted fruity and was really very good though she could also taste the strength of the alcohol. She moved to put the cap back on.
"A proper drink," growled Shonna. "Don't be dissing my hospitality and besides," she grinned, "soon as I done driving you'll have missed your chance with it."
Georgia took a proper drink. It was just strong enough to help her relax a bit - nothing too hard to handle. Soon the two women were chatting happily about the clubs and Tom and their fellow dancers.
Shonna came off the freeway and Georgia grew concerned as they entered a built-up and very run-down area. They pulled up outside what might have been a derelict house but for the traces of fire-light flickering on the window. "Got an errand to run for my boo but you stay in the car and don't attract attention. This ain't a place for nice white folks."
Georgia saw how serious the other woman looked and instantly huddled herself down into her seat. She counted the minutes while Shonna was away but luckily the rain was keeping people off the streets and she had no cause for alarm. Soon Shonna was back and throwing herself down into the driver's seat. "It's shit out there," she complained, "but now we can go home." As her vehicle pulled out she said to herself, "Good-bye H-Town and good fucking riddance. Back to the Capital and a dry set of clothes." She reached into her coat and again offered her flask to Georgia.
Georgia knew better than to refuse and anyway she was starting to enjoy the adventures of the evening. She took a good stiff drink.
"Thass right, baby," cooed Shonna, "get some fire in that uptown belly of yours. Tonight we gonna show the city what damage two premium chassys can do . Finish it up if you like - I got plenty more at home." Georgia wasn't going to drink TOO much but she kept taking a little nip and somehow, by their next stop, the flask was empty.
***
To survive in Shonna's world you had to be an opportunist. Especially when you also factored in the issue of Mike - apparently one of the big games companies was VERY interested in his outline but they weren't ready to make the advance yet. So Shonna was pulling double shifts to keep herself, Mike and Mike's expensive habits supplied.
But tonight she had got lucky. Tonight she had found a real meal-ticket in Georgia. Shit, if the woman was ready to blow plenty of strange cock at Tom's why the fuck shouldn't she do it for her and Mike? Didn't take Einstein to see Georgia was in it for the cock rather than the green. Well, Shonna herself was just the opposite so it'd work out perfect. Georgia would get plenty of Black cock and Shonna would get to increase her collection of presidential portraits.
Of course she did have to admit the flask was a dirty trick. The alcohol wasn't too strong but when she'd gone to Stretch's trap-house for Mike's medicine and Stretch had told her he had some Speedies Plus... Well, was she supposed to look that gift horse in the mouth? A base of ecstasy mixed with yayo and that extra special little ingredient from the most ingenious chemists in H-Town. At least that shithole was good for something! Some mixed into a newly refilled flask and more ready for adding to a bottle of water later on. That would make sure everything would feel real good for Georgia. Shit - she'd take a pull or too herself. Bumping up always made the night go better.
Georgia had started on the fresh flask before they arrived at the next stop. It was a clothes shop that she was surprised to see was still open. Shonna laughed when she mentioned it. "Shit, this is when her customers are around. Nine to Five wouldn't catch many."
The neighborhood was an improvement on the H-Town trap-house but it was pretty obvious that this was not an area to feature in the Capital's tourism brochures. However, Georgia didn't feel the anxiety she had before. Instead it all seemed an interesting new experience and the gang tags flashing by in the lights had almost seemed to hypnotise her.
Once in the shop she took in the nature of the clothing on offer. It included what seemed like most of the world's supply of PVC and fake fur. A lot of very bright colours and frankly gaudy brilliants. Normally Georgia would have run a mile. However, tonight for some reason she loved the display. It didn't take long for Shonna and the Black woman in the shop to take charge.
Georgia found herself pushed into a cubicle with a small armful of clothes. She quickly changed - marvelling at the sensations of the new textures on her skin and the feel of cool air on her newly-exposed skin.
"Shit, girl, you look sexy as fuck."
"Yeah she gonna draw some crowds that's for sure She new?"
"Yeah, we trying the clubs tonight."
Georgia had certainly never worn an outfit anything like this one before. The idea of being seen in public like this would have been inconceivable for her. Her thighs were bare while shiny PVC boots began above her knees and ended in kitten heels. Her panties were a pale blue but really consisted only of a tiny triangle of material in front and a thong behind. Shonna noted with approval that a nice obvious camel toe was already starting to show. Two similar light blue triangles of stretchy material just about kept Georgia's breasts under control but her nipples were clearly obvious as they pressed on the clinging fabric. She wore matching material fringed with gold on her arms and around the top of her shoulders - the only real concession to anything like an outfit per se.
Had Georgia seen a twenty year-old wearing this outfit she'd undoubtedly have called it indecent - at least until recently. For a woman in her mid-thirties to wear such an outfit sent an undeniable message. A man would be pretty much guaranteed that she'd put out but he'd also know that she was most likely a 'professional'.
"Know where you taking her?"
Shonna rattled off a list of six clubs and the other woman nodded her head. Most clubs in the Capital had plenty of African-American customers. That was simple demographics. Most of the clubs that Shonna had mentioned were one's that catered almost exclusively to the Black population. This was clearly another white woman who'd either been Blacked or was just about to be. It didn't come as a shock - she was seeing it more and more as time passed.
The woman frowned a little and then fetched something. "Knew something was wrong," she muttered. Georgia's ear-studs were rapidly replaced by big hoops that reached down to her shoulders. Each silver ring was adorned with brilliants that flashed as they caught the light.
"Time to settle up. We got places to go. Got your plastic girl?"
As Georgia looked down to enter her card number Shonna, standing behind her, held up two fingers. The woman got the message and rang an extra $200 on the bill. She'd hand Shonna her cut, a nice crisp Benjamin, on the way out. Yes, in Shonna's world you had to take your opportunities when they arose.
***
Mike was back at the crib. Well that was no surprise - busy 'working' on his game. To Shonna it looked more like 'playing' and she again wondered if Aisha had been right. But to accept that also meant accepting that he'd been playing her all this while and that she could not do.
Mike looked up and noticed Georgia. He clearly liked what he saw.
The feeling was not mutual. Even in her slightly intoxicated state Georgia wasn't impressed by Mike. His skin was a light brown and he wore a straggly moustache above a long bushy beard. Frankly he might have been a hipster with a tan. The matted dread-locks didn't help. Very sexy on a really dark man but on someone like Mike - definitely not so much.
While Georgia took in her new surroundings Shonna hustled Mike off into the kitchen to give him the low-down
"Change of plan Mike, we going advertising and then Georgia here is going to do most of the work. Give me an easy night."
Now Mike's eyes were showing dollar signs. Georgia could be an excellent new revenue stream. Double the capacity and could also offer an increased variety of services. "Just a blow-bang? She looks down to make us some real money and she's got two more holes that could do just that."
Shonna's mouth tightened. She had her principles. "She came out to suck cock and that's all she'll be doing - it's just that it'll be for our benefit not that fat bastard Tom's." She gave her boyfriend a look that clearly told him that the subject was closed.
When she rejoined Georgia the white woman seemed almost crackling with nervous energy. Shonna just about managed to sit her down and apply some more appropriate make-up. Heavy mascara and 'cock-sucker red' lip-gloss, just what every little white girl needed on her way to her first night's serious partying.
***
The crowd had assembled in one corner of the club - mobbing around something that Tyrone, despite his height, couldn't see. The big doorman began to ease his way through the crowd. No need for roughness because everyone was here for a good time. He just needed to know what was going down. Could be someone had collapsed and needed help.
He finally got close enough to see and almost raised his eyes to the heavens. No-one appeared to need any help but Shonna was up to her damn tricks again. She had a white girl with her and was leading her around on a damn lead like a dog! As he watched Shonna kissed 'her pet' deeply on the mouth and then dropped ostentatiously to the floor leaving her head at the girl's crotch level.
Tyrone had known Shonna a long time and he knew what was coming next. However, he decided not to intervene for another minute or two - the crowd looked to be enjoying the show. Fuck it, HE was enjoying the show.
The tiny panties on the white girl were pulled aside and Shonna was pushing her long Black fingers up and down the lips of a shaved pink pussy. The white girl bent her knees trying to lower herself onto the fingers but Shonna just teased her awhile before finally taking control. Shonna used both hands to open the other girl's pussy and then thrust her own tongue inside. The white girl was yelling now but it was almost drowned out by the roar of the crowd.
Tyrone looked at the white girl and saw writing on her bare belly and back. '11 tonight at the Basta place. $50.' Now he had to intervene. A couple of hos doing their thing on the floor was just fine but they were trying to lure the customers away. His boss, Mr Taylor, wouldn't like that one bit.
***
"Hey, leave that!" Tyrone barked at the white girl as her hand groped at his crotch again. Their little show had impressed him and apparently the resultant bulge had impressed the white girl. Well, she was a woman not a girl when you looked closer but she was still very easy on the eye. What she wasn't making easier was his job. He was trying to kick them out and the little white thot wouldn't stop trying to get his junk out. Where the fuck did Shonna find them?
Shonna, for once, was being good as gold but that was no mystery. She'd got what she came for. Even as he hustled them away he heard men asking others where the Basta place was.
***
The Basta place was a warehouse only a block away from Shonna and Mike's crib. Shonna had secured the keys courtesy of 'an arrangement' with the custodian. He got his pasty white dick sucked and she got a venue for nights like this.
It probably wasn't worth it. The owners only had it as a tax-break which presumably explained why they kept the place secure but didn't mend the leaks in the roof. The main area was a mess of piled rubbish and pools of water but the old office space at the back was fit for purpose, big enough to take 60 or 70 men and private enough that the light wouldn't attract the law, that was if the law ever bothered to come around those parts.
None of Shonna's 'parties' had ever tested the venue's capacity but for a time there tonight it had seemed close. From about 10:50 men had started turning up and they kept coming until well after 11:30. That had worked out pretty well because it kept waiting times down and meant there were never more than twenty men gathered around the two women.
Shonna and her new 'pet' were both kneeling on the edge of a stained but dry mattress laid on the hard concrete floor to protect their knees. The men stood around them with their cocks out waiting their turn for some attention. Two mouths and four hands were kept constantly busy as a seemingly endless supply of men came, got their nut and then either stayed to watch or departed. Mike was at the entrance taking the men's 'contributions' and sending them through.



For Georgia it was an experience of incredible intensity. Somehow everything seemed heightened - the tastes, the sounds and even the smells. The bare bulbs threw shadows of the men onto the white-washed walls and seemed to create a giant shadow play. A shadow play of her own debasement. But it didn't feel that way. She was almost mesmerized by every cock that came before her. They ran the whole variety - there were even a few white ones. There were big old pussy-pleasers and rather more modest offerings. There was coal-black down to light mocha. There were cocks that reached her already on the edge of cumming and others where she had to practice her skills to bring them to the point of no return.
Georgia was lost in her world - a world shared only by herself and the Black cocks. She had to take each and persuade it to make its tribute to her. For so long she had feared that she was undesirable. Now, she would know that she had been mistaken. Every man here would prove their lust for her - they would prove it with their hard cocks and by cumming for her.
The men were doing just that. Some grabbed her head and held as they pumped their semen into her mouth and they were a bitch. Luckily, Shonna had a water bottle near-by to keep her mouth clear and lubricated. Black men liked their blow jobs sloppy and nasty but when you had getting on for sixty men to attend to there was only so much two girls could do.
Fortunately most of the men were happy to just cum over her. Shonna had been clear that tonight's target was the new cracka ho. They didn't object - most of them had either 'seen' Shonna before or knew they could in the future. These white girls came and went so you had to take advantage while you could.
A man quickly turned from Shonna and stumbled a step before his cock released five huge spurts of cum onto Georgia's face where she was sucking another cock. She hadn't known he was there and the first spurt hit her in the eye with pin-point, if unintended, accuracy. Georgia gave an exclamation of pain and frantically blinked her eyes to try to clear the stinging liquid. The man she had been sucking released over her and two others crowded up to add their loads to her face. It seemed some men liked to see a white ho pushed to her limit or even beyond it.
The cause of the problem stood helplessly by. "I'm sorry I didn't mean..." He tailed off as he saw Georgia wasn't listening. She had already reached out for the next cock and had begun sucking it as she beckoned another man to her.
***
It had been going on for well over an hour and Georgia was a mess. Her hair was matted with cum and that thick mascara had run to leave black streaks down her cheeks. Her eyes themselves were blood-shot from the effects of 'friendly fire.' Her face was plastered with the semen of many men - some still showing in streaks or drying but most a shining mess under the lights. The men had bared her tits and now they too were shining with cum but here you could see more the individual paths taken by particularly heavy loads. Trails that continued on down her stomach and ended in a mess on the mattress between her legs.
She seemed to be in a world of cum. She saw cum, she tasted cum, she smelt cum, she was even kneeling in a pool of cum. It should have been disgusting but she savoured every drop, every strangely heightened experience. It was her reward, her tribute, her prize. These men wanted her and that made everything alright. Even kneeling for over an hour and working hard with her mouth to service them. She seemed to have incredible energy tonight as well as those seemingly sharper perceptions. Strange - but perhaps it was the excitement of the moment. She felt very excited, she felt very hot, she felt very thirsty. She reached for the bottle but it was empty. Another five men walked in and began to undress.
***
Mike was still at the door when he saw a big SUV arrive and four men get out. They were players - he could see that straight away. His spider-senses began to tingle. He felt the big wad of bills in his coat pocket. There had to be $3,000 there. He watched the men closely - they were late to the party. Maybe they weren't here for a blow-job.
Two of the men were massive - door-men types. The sort that could snap a man like Mike over their knees without breaking sweat. Well he'd have to give up the cash if it came to it. Or maybe he could give them the white ho to work the streets for them and they might let him keep tonight's take as a finders fee. In this world you had to be adaptable to circumstances and take what was on offer.
The other two men looked to be the ones in charge The smaller guy, well he was only about six feet tall, was dressed well and showed gold rings. He was looking at Mike carefully and thoughtfully. Next to him was what was worrying Mike. This guy wasn't a door-man but he was almost as big and clearly was serious about his working out. He wore a black muscle shirt and his exposed arms were covered in intricate tattoo work. Swirling patterns on his dark skin. Visible on his arms and neck and probably covering his whole body except his face and hands. His muscles bulged in his arms but that wasn't the biggest issue. This guy looked furious and he looked like he was coming for Mike.
Mike was just about to turn tail and try and run for it when the suited man caught his companion's arm. 'Tattoos' gave the suited man a long look and then nodded. He let the suited man approach Mike. At least that told Mike something - you wouldn't mess with any of these, especially Mr Muscles, but they would listen to the guy in the suit. Keep him sweet and everything would be cool.
It seemed the man might be minded to be sweet. He gave Mike a winning smile and reached into his pocket. Mike's heart almost stopped but the man just pulled out a bill-fold and then Mike's eyes almost popped out of their head. That was a shit-load of Benjamins right there and the fact he was flashing them like that around here proved, as nothing else could, that this man had total confidence in his ability to handle any situation that might arise. Unless he was a fool, of course, but Mike was under no illusions that this man was a fool.
The man peeled off two $100 bills and handed them to Mike. "Our entrance fee I believe." A statement - not a question.
"Have it as a comp," stammered Mike. He was nervous to take this man's money and besides he would clearly be a very good man to be on the right side of.
The man raised an eye-brow. "Very generous of you but we would like to pay. We wouldn't like to think you took our entrance out of the girls' money."
He still spoke in a pleasant way but Mike had to fight the urge to swallow something jagged in his throat. He, of course, didn't need to pay Shonna and he had absolutely no intention of paying the cracka. He couldn't get a handle on these guys but he took their $200.
The four men eased through the door and then lined up by the wall next to Mike. They didn't join the girls or undress. They just seemed to be observing events. Mike felt a cold sweat - who the fuck were they? Not poh-poh or he'd be in cuffs.
Shonna came up - her hair in a mess and little marks of drying semen on her face and naked upper body from where some of the guys had got off before they could get to Georgia. "Mike - think we need to call it a night baby. Our girl's run through her water a while ago and she's slowing up some. In fact her clock-work's done run down."
Mike looked at the men still waiting and cursed his luck. He didn't want to be giving no refunds. But opportunity is always there for the entrepreneur. "Shit, we ain't stopping. Don't need much energy to lie on her back. Tell the guys they can fuck her and to get on the phone to their friends to come get a piece of a new white ho."
Shonna's eyes widened and her nostrils flared but she knew how to play Mike. "Hon, that ain't practical. Got no condoms."
"Some of the guys will have them and they can use them. Everyone else can raw-dog her, only an extra $20."
Now Shonna was shocked. "NO, Mike honey, even at the club they got condoms free at the bar. You can't do something like that these days - you gonna get people hurt."
Mike knew she was right but he didn't care. He wanted that green and he saw a way to get it. Besides he needed to show these men watching him that he was a man of authority, that he didn't take no shit. Almost before he knew what he was doing he had swung his arm and felt his fist connect.
Gangstas and Wankstas
It was a cheap shot and a lucky blow. His clenched fist caught her just on the point of the chin and she fell backwards hitting her head on the ground. For a second he looked at her sprawled on the floor and then she stirred and moaned.
"That is ENOUGH!"
The comment was loud and carried fury in its studied control. The suited late arrival stepped forward his eyes boring into the soul of Mike. He gestured with a hand, "Tyrone - see she's alright."
One of the larger men went to the stunned woman and gently tended to her.
"Who the fuck are you?" snarled Mike.
The man smiled and looked past Mike to the crowd of men - some still naked but most now dressing quickly. "Someone care to tell this wanksta who I am?"
"Shit, fool, don't you know that's Antwan."
The man's smile widened just a little but his eyes didn't share the joke. "I know who YOU are Mike and now I know it's true what they say. You really could pass for a White man."
The revelation of Antwan's identity had not sat well with Mike. He knew that name and he knew the reputation that went with it. Antwan had been a very mean mother-fucka back in the day and he still was someone you did not want to cross. Mike knew all that but, against all that, he had snorted a lot of coke that night.
Mike adopted a martial arts stance out of the movies, his legs parted and one hand held up to deliver a blow. Then he suddenly reached into his pocket. There was a flash of light from a wicked blade as he flourished a knife towards Antwan.
The man with the tattoos and the muscle shirt stepped forward. "Want me to handle this?"
Antwan almost laughed at the idea. "Nah, I need some practice. This one shouldn't..."
He broke off as the upper side of a pair of heels crashed into Mike's genitals with all the force that an infuriated Shonna could put behind her kick. That proved to be a lot of force and Mike seemed to rise a foot into the air before his body crashed down onto the concrete floor of the warehouse. He whimpered as he held his groin.
Antwan and Izeye just stood back and watched. They'd been happy to distract the fool while Shonna lined him up from behind. The woman had done wrong but she had also been disrespected. It was her right to be the instrument of punishment.
That punishment wasn't finished. Shonna stepped over to Mike and very deliberately placed a foot onto his face. Mike spat, twitched and automatically brought his hands up to pull her off him. As his hands left his groin her other foot stamped viciously down sending her stiletto into his genitals. Mike's scream was a high-pitched wail. Several of the men looked away.
Antwan raised an eyebrow in appreciation. "Can I assume he ain't yo' boo no mo' Shonna?"
The woman looked at him, breathing deeply. "That you can," she almost spat.
Antwan nodded to Marquis and Tyrone. "Go to their crib - get his shit together and take him and it to the depot. Put him on a bus to wherever the fuck he came here from. Let everyone know I'm putting a bounty on his sorry hide if he ever sets foot back here."
Izeye was already in among the crowd of men. With great strength but infinite gentleness he picked up Georgia and carried her, looking dazedly round her with a troubled expression, out of the room.
The two big men picked up the sorry form of Mike, with equal strength but absolutely no gentleness, and dragged him out of the warehouse. As they passed Antwan Tyrone passed him a large fold of bills which he had removed from Mike's coat pocket.
Which left Antwan facing a crowd of naked or semi-clothed men. "The extra floor show is over gentlemen," he drily observed. "You all pony up for tonight?" There were murmurs of assent. "Anyone not get their nut?" About five men signalled that was the case and then were joined by a few more who initially hadn't felt brave enough to respond.
Antwan looked at Shonna, "A deal is a deal..."
Shonna nodded and moved towards the men. "Ain't you the luckiest. Was gonna have to put up with hamburger but now you gettin' the finest of rump steak. She slapped her own buttock and then sank to her knees. "Well, what y'all waiting for?"
The men moved around her and soon she was working at getting them hard and making sure their eventful evening had the happiest of endings.
***
The small man in the white coat checked the notes on his clipboard. His English was perfect but he spoke in an accent that was very difficult to place, perhaps Eastern European.
"I checked him as per your phone call. He had severe bruising to the right testicle but nothing that about three weeks of rest won't sort out. He should be careful - he was very close to a rupture."
"True that," nodded Izeye. "Enough about him - won't see him round no mo'. What about my girl?"
"It's clear that she had been drugged - we are waiting on the tests but I am pretty sure that it will have been a mix of cocaine and MDMA. I think there may have been a little additional something that I've seen used over in H-Town recently. What you might call a ghetto energy drink." The little man gave a sly smile to Izeye. "That might be a good thing because she seems to have considerable memory loss as to the events after a certain point. She seems more confused than frightened or upset. My physical examination suggests that what Shonna told you is true - only oral sex was involved. I have, of course, carried out a full blood test and general medical. I think also that I should advise her as to her future sexual health. I think perhaps PREP would be advisable." He looked at Izeye with a meaningful glance.
Izeye put one palm up in acknowledgement. "Absolutely, that goes without saying. I was going to start sending her here next month but this has accelerated matters." He breathed out and relaxed a little. "On to happier things Dr Nikola, I assume you will forward a copy of her tests to me according to the usual arrangement. I also feel that a month's rest is in order for Georgia. A little holiday - and it seems a shame to waste that time considering your special skills."
Nikola's eyes glinted now as he gave a sly little look to the big Black man. "What were you thinking about?"
"VCH piercing - that's about a month to heal but it'll rock her world when she comes back."
The Doctor showed his palms in an expression of incomprehension. "But you yourself can do that - is there nothing to test my skills?"
"There are reasons", said Izeye and the other man nodded. He didn't need to know what they were - just that they existed. "Also, I have had a couple of requests as regards another procedure."
The Doctor was smiling now. "Yes, I thought that might have been the case. The patient has, of course, been a mother and is also maturing. Her body is excellent for the circumstances but we can perhaps help. It would be a pleasure to assist her."
"Mother Nature was perhaps not overly generous..."
The Doctor shrugged. "Of course, always there is the desire for more. I feel it is the less important part of the procedure but needless to say I will perform an enhancement during the process. It will be another of my works of surgical art - invisible to all but the skilled eyes of one like myself!"
Izeye smiled at his vanity, "What did you have in mind?"
"She is now 32C from my quick visual examination. I thought perhaps a D-cup."
"I happen to know her daughter is a 34E - all natural."
"Indeed blessed," mused Nikola, "that is the young lady you sent here a while ago?"
Izeye smiled. Not much got past old Nikola. "I thought perhaps a 32E to match."
Nikola's eyes shot up in exaggerated surprise. "Indeed, a considerable enhancement on a relatively small and slender body-type! Truly it would take one of the world's greatest surgeons - a genius in the field - to be able to produce such an enhancement while retaining a natural appearance!"
Izeye knew what the little Doctor wanted - and after all it was damn near the truth. "Just as well I have THE best then ain't it."
The Doctor gave him a smile of gratitude for an appropriate tribute rendered to his brilliance. "Of course, I must have the lady's permission both to pass on her results and to undertake any surgery."
"Of course..." nodded Izeye as if it was a mere formality.
"I will book her in tomorrow and will prepare my instruments." He already seemed immersed in his task - pondering the possibilities and the potential problems. Then he looked hard at Izeye. "One thing, not a month's rest. I insist on at least eight weeks abstention from full sex or any activity likely to place undue stress on her breasts. This is not a request - it is necessary you understand so that my artistry is not damaged."
Izeye nodded his consent, "OK Doc, that's straight and understood."
***
Georgia sat in bed in a small private room with her cousin, Jessica. It had all been very confusing. She really couldn't remember much after meeting Shonna outside the porn store in H-Town. She had a vague recollection of a club or clubs, loud music and flashing lights, but then it was all pretty much a blank until she'd woken up in a hospital bed in another City. It was all very disconcerting.
Jessica was holding her hand. "It got a little hairy out there last night but my Antwan had the connections to find you pretty quickly. If someone hadn't tipped us off to keep an eye out for you then it might have ended very differently. It's not smart to 'go off the reservation,' that's what the men call it when a white girl goes freelance in the ghetto. You're lucky Shonna brought you back here. Up in H-Town some serious things can go down, take that from me."
Georgia looked at her cousin. She looked much as she always had - perhaps a little tired around the eyes but otherwise the same Jessica, smart and in control. It seemed absurd that she was talking in such a matter of fact way about such things. But that was a ridiculous thing to think. Would she ever have imagined that she herself would have got involved in such things?
"I need to thank them - Antwan, is it, and who else was there?
"Antwan, Tyrone, Marquis and ..." Jess hesitated, "someone else."
Georgia caught the hesitation immediately and understood. "The fourth man. Was it ... him?"
"Who?" asked Jessica, almost innocently though in truth her legal skills were allowing her to lead the conversation just as she wished.
"My ... Master," said Georgia. "I don't know his name," she stammered as if that explained the situation perfectly.
"It was. He called Tom at the store and then one of his patrons remembered seeing you with Shonna. Tyrone doesn't know you but he remembered seeing her and who she was with. Antwan was 99% sure he knew where'd you'd be once we heard that."
"Is my Master here? Who is he? Can I thank him?"
"I've never played 'the game'." Jessica smiled as her cousin jumped a little at hearing the words. "However, I'm pretty sure your Master will tell you his identity when you have earned it. Do you still want to earn it? Do you still want to participate?"
"Yes," whispered Georgia. "Does that make me a bad person."
Jessica laughed. "Just the reverse in my book, cuz, just the reverse. But then you are talking to a white woman with a Black man's baby growing in her womb." She patted her belly gently with her hand.



Georgia was stunned. "Is it Antwan's? Was it an accident?" She couldn't help thinking back to her own pregnancy.
Jess smiled and shook her head. "It's not Antwan's - though I've promised him my next - and it was the most deliberate and considered thing that I've ever done in my whole life. I found out who I really was and that I could live that life if I wanted to. If I was brave and if I believed in my real self enough. You can do it too if you KNOW that it's right for you. You have to give some things up but you gain so much more. At least I did."
Georgia just breathed out and let her brain process all of this information. The whole world seemed built on shifting sands. Was the new reality better than the old one? She didn't know but she did know that she felt bad about one thing.
"Jess, I'm sorry that I didn't get in touch again after that phone call. I seemed to get busy and didn't know what to say. Worse, it was pure hypocrisy. I should have told you about myself and 'the Game' long before and not have you find out like this."
Jessica kissed the other woman's cheek and gave her a big hug. "Don't be silly - I couldn't be happier that you are finding yourself. We're going to be a lot closer again from now on."
Georgia returned her younger cousin's smile.
***
Jessica wondered if it was wrong not to have told her ALL the truth but soon dismissed the thought. Georgia had signed up to play 'the Game' and it wouldn't be fair to bend the rules for her.
She remembered with crystal clarity the time that Izeye had come to her and asked her advice on the matter. He had a couple of potential recruits for 'the Game' and chatting with one he'd found out that she'd been inspired to finally get in touch by the example of her Aunt, a lawyer, who had 'gone Black.' Hadn't taken much checking to work out who the two recruits were and who that lawyer was. So Izeye had come to Jessica to ask her advice and to make sure that she wouldn't object.
Jessica had not objected - in fact she'd been delighted. She couldn't think of anything better for someone like her cousin. Izeye could continue with Jessica's blessing and indeed her encouragement. She knew a few things about Georgia that Izeye might find useful in drawing her in. Her only concern was for the younger recruit. She was only nineteen - very young to be taking such steps.
Izeye's response had been simple. "Old enough to vote, old enough to marry, old enough to fight. I'll tell you that talking to her I'm going to be holding her back not pushing her forward. The girl definitely reckons to know what she wants. If it isn't with me she'll go find it herself...."
Jessica respected his opinion and his expertise in such matters. "Even so..."
"I'll look out for her - like I keep a look out for ALL my girls."
Jess nodded - it was understood. Izeye would take charge of her two relatives and teach them what it meant to be Black owned.
***
Georgia had her chance to see Antwan but not to thank him. He entered the room carrying some objects. "Your master wants to meet you girl," he said sternly.
Her heart leapt in her chest. She was going to finally meet him.
"Just a few preparations. You ready?"
After the events with Shonna Georgia was a little gun-shy. "What do you mean by preparations?"
She felt her cousin's hand pat hers. "Now Georgia, this is your Master we are talking about. He wants you this way and you have to trust him. You understand?"
Georgia let them take charge and soon her hands were tied to the bed. Not tightly but restrictive enough to prevent her reaching up to her face. The reason for that became obvious when Jess carefully placed a strip of material over Georgia's face to act as a blindfold. The pair didn't leave until they were sure that Georgia could see nothing. Then Jess kissed her cousin and whispered, "Enjoy", into her ear.
Georgia was left alone for about two minutes until, suddenly, she heard the door of her room open and close. Someone had entered the room. Her heart was beating fast and her ears strained to hear any evidence as to the identity of her new visitor. When it came she felt a wave of euphoria.
"Georgia, Georgia, Georgia. What are we going to do about you?"
It was HIM. That voice was unmistakable and it was so close.
"Baby, you worried me going out on your own like that. Don't you know better? Needed to see you to be sure you was alright. You know I care for my girls even if sometimes they need to be punished."
She shivered a little at that but then she felt fingers on her hand and a mouth at her ear.
"Maybe that's why you were a naughty girl - because you wanted to be punished? Maybe you just don't want to play any more. Maybe I need to let you go."
"No, no. Please - I don't want you to let me go. I need you as my Master. Please, I'm sorry to have let you down."
His mouth moved close and she felt his breath as he spoke. "That's OK - so long as you are OK. Tell me how you feelin. You want to stay in 'the Game'. You need to scale it back maybe - seems my last instruction might have been too much for you. Now Jewel - she could pay it off real quick but maybe I expected too much from you. Maybe you should return those things and just go back to easier tasks?"
She wasn't having that. She had to show him that she could do anything that Jewel could do and with interest! "No, Master, I want to keep them. Every time I see them I know what they mean - that they belong to me because I belong to you."
He kissed her ear and her heart almost turned a somersault. "I like that - you belong to me. My beautiful white possession to do with what I wish. That's right isn't it?"
Her breathing was quick and shallow now. Her whole skin seemed to be tingling at his proximity. Her pussy - well it knew what it needed and that the man so close by could take her to places she couldn't even imagine. "Yes, Master."
"Good. You're happy to resume where we left off before your little escapade?"
Not really HER little escapade but Georgia wasn't going to argue. "Yes please Master. I'm ready to go and earn your money for you."
"Which you will be doing." He had moved away from her and his voice had become stern. "But we can't resume just where we left off. You need to be punished for causing your Master to worry about you. None of my other girls would have done something like that without my prior authorisation."
Georgia felt her body shrinking into itself, she mentally cringed at his words. She hadn't imagined that displeasing her Master would have such an effect on her. She felt real shame at her foolishness.
"You need to be punished for your mistake but also rewarded for understanding where that mistake lay. So I'm ready to make my judgement. You are suspended for eight weeks - any sexual activity will see you expelled from 'the Game'."
Georgia cringed again - eight weeks! She was just getting started and now they were taking it all away from her for eight weeks!
"I'll inform Hoss that you're off till you're healed up. It won't be a problem - he was one of those suggested it."
"Healed up?"
"Since you out of commission for eight weeks Dr Nikola may as well do some work on them titties of yours. Give them some more volume and a lift. You look good for who you are but the Black man deserves the best you can be, you understand? Nikola is VERY good at his work and he'll do us proud. Any questions?"
Well, yes actually. Elective surgery had never seemed particularly smart to Georgia. You certainly heard enough horror stories about botched jobs. Now she was supposed to let a Doctor she'd never heard of operate on her? She'd never had complaints about her tits - they were fine. Just because Hoss couldn't wrap them round that monster of his she was supposed to have a fucking operation. But, on the other hand, her Master wanted it and he said it would make her more attractive. It also meant she'd be able to compete with that slut Jewel on a level playing field. Those thoughts crept in and she couldn't keep them out though she knew they were crazy.
"Now here's what we mean by commitment and by trusting your Master. You can ask the Doctor himself any questions in a few minutes. But I DO expect that consent form signed BEFORE he gets here. You understand me?"
She understood and knew that she was being tested. She also knew that she would pass the test whatever her current qualms and past beliefs. It was necessary to please her Master and that was, in the end, all that mattered now. "Yes Master," she answered in a quiet voice.
"Two pieces of good news. You made $3,200 last night and Dr Nikola has agreed to keep his all-in fee down to ten grand so I only have to add another $6,800 to your tab."
Another test but in truth she was already all in. "Yes Master. I promise to work hard to pay it off."
"No hurry sweetness, you'll get there quicker than you imagine once you working four or five nights a week in the clubs. That long school summer holiday's gonna come in real handy for you. No, my worry is whether you really sworn off them white boys. They gonna come sniffin round a prime piece like you if it's not clear you Black owned. So that's where my reward comes in..."
A Jury of Her Peers
This file was different. Crystal clear and in HD - which proved the others had probably been masked to obscure the identities of those portrayed. This time Georgia was in no doubt about the location or the identities involved.
There was Shona, Crystal, Ruby, Tonisha and a couple of the other dancers and they were all in the changing rooms at the Franklin Mint watching the monitor.
"Can't figure it," Tonisha shook her head, "girl's gone 730. She been coinin' it without ever needing to take a client back there."
"He ain't no client," spat Aisha, "I forget you pretty new here. That's Cassius - owns four clubs over in the Meat Market. Had one of his guys sniffing round her the last few weeks and now he's come himself."
"Sure looks like he's about to cum anyway," cackled Shonna.
"The Meat Market," said Tonisha quietly, "I heard lots of stories about over there in H-Town."
Crystal gave a look of disgust, "Yeah - and they pretty much all true. This is a good club - Hoss might like a treat now and then but him and Blake and the boys look after us OK. We complain but at the end of the day we safe and we take home some green and we get to respect our limits and keep our self-respect. Over there..." Her voice trailed off and the older dancer shook her head.
The camera twitched and then zoomed in on the wall that had the dancers' attention. In the corner was a monitor and the camera picked up a fuzzy black-and-white image. A combination of low original resolution and bad lighting meant details were hard to make out but the general scenario was obvious enough.
The monitor showed an alleyway between two brick buildings illuminated by a light presumably providing security for the back of the club. A woman, it looked like a young woman from her figure, was there standing with her legs apart. Her body was bent at the waist and leaning forward she was grasping a down-pipe to keep her balance. She was topless and her large young breasts hung down and swung rhythmically in time with her long blonde hair. She wore a short skirt but it was flicked up onto her lower back. Her pale white buttocks showed clearly and in stark contrast to the dark surrounding her. They also strongly contrasted with the man. He was really only a dark shape thrusting into her hard from behind. Her body moved each time he powered a powerful stroke home into her. His hands gripped the sides of her toned body.
Suddenly the girl put her head back and opened her mouth. Georgia could almost hear her scream of passion. One black hand reached over and locked into her long hair. It pulled a little and the girls head came back a fraction more and her mouth opened again. It could have been pain but Georgia didn't think it was. She was watching a woman howling out her orgasm into the dark, dark, night. A girl who had lost control and was being taken places she'd never imagined existed. Georgia's own fingers found her pussy. It was wet and ready for her. She toyed with her new piercing and felt the instant effect. It made her feel good but not, perhaps, as good as the girl in that alleyway was feeling.
"Man can fuck," said Shonna.
"Cassius can fuck like no man I've ever met," said Aisha. "He can use your body against you. He can get into your head and make most anything he does seem the best you ever had or could ever have. He gives you that and the offer of more just so long as you..."
"You right," said Shonna, "it ain't just how he can fuck it's who he is and what he represents. I worked a year over there in his clubs just because I hoped he might give me that again. By the end I was exhausted - worn down - and he'd stopped taking interest in me months before." She spoke sadly - her eyes still fixed on the monitor.
"A year! I only lasted a week," admitted Crystal. She turned to the youngest there, Tonisha. "Take my advice and if you see that man coming you turn round and RUN."
"It can't be so bad - they just clubs ain't they," said another of the younger dancers who seemed mesmerized by the monitor.
Aisha spoke seriously. "Listen, baby, us three know this game inside out. We all worked the Meat Market and you wouldn't get us back there. You in a good place here. There ain't no rules over there. Take a think on that, sweetness, NO rules. They won't kill you but pretty much ANYTHING else goes. If they got the money then you gives them exactly what they want - you don't want to imagine where that can take you. You have to be a certain kind of person to be able to operate out there and a very rare person for it not to destroy you if you give it time enough."
"You know me," said Shonna, "you think I'm tough and I thought I was tough. Well, I found out I wasn't tough enough to work for that man." She nodded at the monitor. "Don't believe in regrets - experience makes you stronger. But I didn't come back the same person I was when I started there."
"That's real talk, girls, listen and learn."
"But what about Jewel?" asked Tonisha.
Georgia had guessed the girl was Jewel, the other white dancer at the Franklin Mint. Who else could it have been if the video was as recent as it seemed. The man was savagely thrusting into her now and the girl seemed to be desperately clinging on to the down-pipe to stay upright. She saw the man silently shout and knew he was cumming in the girl. His big Black hand moved viciously twice, then a third time, smacking the pale buttock in front of him. She stood up and her shirt fell back to reveal a dark area on her lower back. Georgia didn't need detail to know what that was. It was the tattoo of a black male face and a white female face linked in the yin and yang symbol. The same tattoo as in the other clips she had been sent. So it seemed Jewel was THE girl.
The man took the girl's face in his and said something. She opened her mouth and he spat into it before lunging his mouth forward onto hers. Her body seemed to bend back before his powerful presence but she wasn't trying to get away. Far from it.
"I like Jewel and she's a smart girl. But she ain't gonna be able to resist Cassius," Aisha said. "He'll be back in here to see Hoss and buy her from him."
"Buy her?" said the third younger dancer in a shocked tone.
"Well," Aisha gave a cynical smile, "buy her contract in theory. But so far as Cassius is concerned he'll be buying HER, body and soul, for his pleasure and his profit."
"Hoss won't sell her."
"No", said Aisha firmly, "Hoss won't sell her because I'd cut his balls off if he did. But people have to tread their own path and make their own decisions. If we tried to stop her going over there now she'd just skip and that'd be the last we'd see of her. So Hoss will agree to her going over there three nights a week for two months. That's enough to let her get out if she finds it too rich for her over there."
"Tho back in the day I knew some girls couldn't get enough of it," said Shonna. "It hooked 'em and they didn't want nothing else. It was like getting on the Rock - they couldn't live without it and as time passed they just needed more and more."
The white girl was on her knees in the filthy alleyway. She cleaned the man's cock and then carefully tucked it away into his pants. He pulled her back to her feet and then methodically ran a finger up her bare body from her navel through the valley of her cleavage and up the curve of her neck until finally it came to rest on her lips. The girl seemed to be listening and then nodded. The man turned and marched off camera while the girl obediently trotted along a couple of steps behind him.
"Well, she's made her choice..." said Aisha
It was odd that the next comment came from Shonna who Georgia had never heard say a good word for Jewel. " God watch over her and bring her safe back here for keeps. Amen."
"Amen," echoed Aisha and the other dancers.
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Beginning Again
"So you like your present?"
"Yes master. I love it. Maybe it's because I'm not used to it but..."
"It sometimes sends you 'a message' when you least expect it." The chuckle came through her headphones. "That's not the only message it's sending is it?"
"No," she joined his laugh.
"Any white boy gets that far will soon see that you're Black only - the way a beautiful white woman should be."
The VCH piercing had seemed a little uncomfortable at first but once any swelling had receded that had passed. Now she could forget she even had it most of the time. It was just that sometimes she would move in a certain way or be walking at a certain pace and she would feel the most delicious sensation pass through her. The little curved barbell would find her most sensitive area and exert just the right pressure there. She had no objection so long as it wasn't in a meeting at work! She knew that the piercing was said to accentuate the pleasures of sex. Soon she knew she would be able to give an informed opinion on that.
Dr Nikola had checked her over and ruled that all had gone well with both her piercing and her larger operation. Healing had proceeded as expected and he said she could resume 'normal activities' next week if she liked. She wasn't sure her activities in 'the game' counted as normal but she knew that piercing was about to be put to the test.
As for the other message. Her Master had arranged for his small Queen of Spades enamelled charm to be attached to the head of her piercing. Anyone who saw her exposed pussy would be in no doubt as to who it belonged to. Black men.
Nikola's other work had been a little more difficult to get used to. She was carrying more weight in her breasts and it still hit her ever time she looked at herself in the mirror. She had always thought that she did pretty well for a woman who had borne a child and was in her mid-thirties. Now, however, she felt extra confidence when she looked at herself in the glass. A little experimentation with clothing and buttons and she looked like she had never looked before! As a woman grew older a shapely pair of legs and a good deep cleavage could help her stay attractive and wanted. It could help her keep in the game - and Georgia was eager to return to her own 'game'.
There was one other thing that worried her. That video of Jewel and the other dancers' worries for the white girl. The man that had recruited her, Cassius, was rumoured not to be the most scrupulous of men and his clubs were notorious. She had raised it with her Master but his response was calm.
"I thought you knew that I was also Jewel's Master."
"Yes, but, this Cassius..."
"Jewel acted correctly. She told me of Cassius' approach and I gave her permission to work for him if she wished for that experience. Jewel is more adventurous than yourself or most of my participants. She needs to test herself and her boundaries."
"But what I hear about Cassius..."
"Cassius understands that Jewel is one of my girls. He understands that, so long as she remains in 'the game', she is only on loan to him. He is at liberty to enjoy her and profit from her but she must be returned in good condition."
"You trust him?"
"Jewel is not the first of my girls to go there. Nearly all, having had the experience, choose to return to me."
"But not all?"
"One came back but found that 'the Game' no longer satisfied. She chose to become Cassius' property. Once I was sure of her free decision I did not stand in her way."
"What happened to her?"
"When she chose to leave my protection she did just that. I understand that she no longer works for him. The life over there is very intense - most girls burn out quickly. Perhaps she has settled down or she has tried to return to her old life. As I once told you 'the game' has its rewards but it can also punish. The moth can fly too close to the flame. You are best to stay with me."
Georgia already knew that - from personal experience. She hoped that Jewel knew what she was doing. Meanwhile, she herself had unfinished business.
***
The eight weeks had crawled by despite the fact that the latter part had fallen in one of the busiest parts of the school year. She thanked her lucky stars for the good fortune, or her Master's fore-thought, which had placed her week after surgery in the Spring Break. Now it was the long drag to the end of the school year - made almost worse by the need to dress carefully so as not to draw attention to the change in her body-shape. It didn't come naturally any more to dress down, to be deliberately unsexy. That wasn't her any more.
So when she found herself back on the freeway North, this time happily in much better weather, she felt a real liberation, a real relief. She had been shocked to learn about the booths at the adult store and even more so by the state of Roni after she had worked there. Now she felt eagerly enthusiastic to take her own turn in those self-same booths. She needed it - to express her sexuality and to begin paying back her Master, in more ways than one.
Then she would check out her potential new school in the city and, of course, visit her daughter. She was a little reluctant about the last part because Charli hadn't answered her usual pre-visit phone call. Well, young women could be very busy - she'd no doubt get an answer to the message she had left.
As she pulled up she saw Mo, the white guy who worked at the adult store, come out to meet her.
"Tom sent me to make sure you got in safely. He's been putting the word around among the regulars."
She flashed him a smile and then followed him back into the store where Brittney, Tom's young female assistant, was showing what appeared to be a large black strap-on dildo to a white couple. The wife looked enthusiastic while her husband was rather harder to read.
Georgia looked closely at the young woman with her. She had a similar build to the girl in the videos that her Master had sent her. She also had the same light-coloured hair and eyes. Somehow, however, she didn't believe that Brittney was the girl. That opinion was strengthened later by Brittney's reaction to discovering why Georgia was there that night. She wasn't moralistic or condemnatory - just surprised. It was clear that young Brittney enjoyed working in the shop but had NO interest in getting involved in the late-shift goings-on.
Things went much as they had on her last visit. A steady flow of customers some of whom just waited in the shop. Georgia felt their eyes on her as she sat behind the counter with Tom and Brittney. Tonight, she knew, must of the men were well aware that she wasn't just there as a customer. She felt a knot of tension growing inside her - could she really go ahead with this?
When Mo emerged from the back corridor with his mop bucket to declare the booths ready to reopen Georgia knew that her time was about come. She had to go ahead or leave now. She knew that leaving would be the end of her participation in 'the game'. However, she couldn't imagine how she was going to summon the strength to get off her stool let alone to walk down that short corridor and enter the booth. Her legs already felt like jelly.
"Nervous, eh," Tom was watching her. "I knew you would be so just sit tight for a few minutes because I arranged some help for you." He turned to the crowd. "Booths will open in fifteen minutes, gentlemen, thank you for your patience." He cast a meaningful glance at Georgia. "As you can see that patience will be well rewarded."
There was low laughter and sounds of approval from the fifteen to twenty men gathered in the shop. The intensity of their gaze on Georgia increased and the knot of fear within her tightened. Half of her was screaming for her to quit the store and drive away as fast as she could. But only half. A battle was being fought out within her and she never knew what the outcome might have been if Tom's 'help' hadn't arrived.
"Fuck - I know I'm late. Sorry Tom, sorry guys - but we got a treat for you all tonight. I'm gonna be fluffing but remember to hold your juice for the star of the show."
It was Roni, the woman who had performed in the booths last time Georgia had visited.
Once more she was doing her version of the human tornado. She stormed in through the waiting men and swept up Georgia as she passed. "Come on honey, we gots to get ready. These are busy men - can't be waiting all night to get their nut. Booth E, so's we got some room to operate - that'd be right Tom?"
"Shit Roni you know this thing better than I do. Go right ahead. Mo - start selling them tickets."
Almost before she knew it Georgia was in a booth that strangely reminded her of a changing room at a clothing store. There were just a few differences. The low level of light. The big screen along the far wall showing a porn scene of a white women with six African-American men. The tiled floor. Most of all, of course, the two holes in the walls. There was a short bench next to the door and a couple of cheap plastic chairs as the only furniture. It looked pretty squalid.
Roni, however, was very satisfied. "Always good to be in here - a real treat compared to them single booths. They get a lot of use and poor old Mo can only do so much trying to keep them clean. You walk in there and your shoes are sticking to the fucking floor sometimes. Now this is more like good working conditions." She started removing her fake-fur jacket and then looked at Georgia. "Men will be here in a couple of minutes so you'd best get out of them nice clothes coz things are gonna get messy!"
She cackled as Georgia joined her in starting to get undressed. "Clothes on the bench honey so they don't get no friendly fire. Now this is yo first time ain't it? Well it's real simple. You ready for a dick you put yo finger thru the hole. The dick comes through and you suck it and get him off as quick as you can. Time is money and this ain't no amateur hour. You hear banging on the wall and he's telling you he's about to cum. So get ready to take him out and let him shoot over you if you don't want another mouthful of that shit. Do not just jack him off onto the floor coz we all want these men to be repeat offenders you hear."
Georgia heard. Roni was very matter-of-fact about it. She was here to work, to make some cash, to prostitute herself as mainstream society would call it. EXACTLY as Georgia was. Georgia would have looked down her nose at Roni not so long ago but from the moment that first cock came through the hole you wouldn't be able to get a cigarette paper between them so far as morality or respectability was concerned. In fact, Roni would probably rate above her because Roni at least had the excuse of pressing need.
"The juice ain't the hard part of this it's the stamina. Know how long it can take to get thirty guys off? Some of them are excited or decent enough to get themselves close before you get to them. Couple of minutes or less and they ready to paint the walls. But there's always those mother-fuckas who want to be blown for half a fuckin hour. So I'm helping out by fluffing a little. Try and get one close while you getting the previous one off. Maybe we can give them a little show too."
Georgia looked closely at Roni but could see none of the predatory instinct of a Shonna. Roni seemed to be all business - or at least to sublimate any desire to the fiscal needs of the moment. She seemed to notice the white woman's nervousness and gave out her smoker's cackle. "Don't sweat sugar this is gonna be a breeze. First time done you'll find it easy from then on. Besides, might get twenty or twenty-five tonight, just the optimists. New girls flake half the time. You get good reviews from these men and the numbers soon rise. That little white girl with the hood was here one night and did sixty-five. I was trying a late session for once and the bitch had took all the men for the night. She was here four and a half hours just sucking dick. Shows what a woman of determination can achieve but I was fucking furious!" She cackled again.
Georgia's attention was captured. "You know that girl Roni - isn't she called Jewel?"
"Shit I don't know what she's called. She got blonde hair and blue eyes and all the customers want her blowing their cocks - that's all I know. That and the hood that she puts on if she being filmed or photographed. Must be shy - tho she don't act it!" Roni laughed uproariously as she moved to the hole in the wall, bent down and peeped through. "Come on, honey, I'm gonna blow you but keep that juice for my girl here - she don't want to miss a single drop of it tonight."
Georgia followed Roni's example and moved by her own hole. The booth was apparently the biggest at the store but the two women were still left almost back-to-back. Georgia peeped through and saw the torso of a man with a fist working on his hard exposed cock. She tucked a finger-tip through the hole and almost immediately a sizable cock was pushed through. It was milk chocolate in colour and, with only the slightest of hesitations, Georgia took him into her mouth.
His cock was hard and warm and felt good in Georgia's mouth. She put her fingers on his shaft where it came through the hole in the wall and gently stroked him while she used her mouth and tongue on the head of his cock. Despite the noise of the video she heard a little grunt of appreciation come through the wall and she warmed to her task. She didn't know who he was, and she likely enough never would, but she didn't care. She knew all the men were there for her and she demanded they make their tribute. They'd done it by laying down some cash but she was more interested in the other kind of tribute they could give her. A big load of cum. The first man might have been especially excited or maybe just impatient but he fulfilled his end of the bargain after only a couple of minutes. Georgia heard a tap on the wall and then the cock in her mouth pulsed as it shot its load. Georgia tasted him as she swallowed.
"Switch!" The order from Roni was sharp. She pulled Georgia across to her own hole and the cock, already wet with the other woman's saliva, that poked through the wall there. Georgia made it just in time as the cock jerked and sent a couple of streams of cum onto her face. She just closed her eyes in time and felt the moisture on her eye-lid. She gasped but her hand found the cock and her mouth cleaned its head. Behind her she heard that Roni was already working on the next cock that had appeared.
Georgia cautiously opened her eyes and then reached down for a swig from her water bottle. It cleaned the last of the cum from her mouth just in time for a menacingly thick coal Black cock to push through the hole in front of her. Georgia didn't need to think about it or consider her actions any more. The moment the cock presented itself she took it in hand and began to give it the best blow job she could. Whoever this man was he was going to remember her. He was going to know that she could make a man feel better than any of the other girls. He'd forget about that little whore Jewel and he'd save that beautiful Black cock and its cum for her in future.
The adrenaline was flowing through her veins and she was on a real natural high as she worked the booth. She quickly lost count of the number of men that she had serviced. One shot its load straight onto the back of her tongue and she had to exercise all her self-control not to gag. After that if the men gave her the warning tap she decided to take their cocks out of her mouth and just stroke them off to shoot their loads over her naked face and tits. There were enough that didn't give the warning tap so she ended up having to swallow their loads anyway.
The fluffing routine worked pretty well but sometimes Roni found herself with a man who had a hair trigger. Usually she gave the urgent instruction to 'Switch' and Georgia got herself across the booth and into position but once or twice she heard Roni take a stray load of black cum. "That you Darnell! I know that fucking cock! Why didn't you warn me you horny fucker!" Then there was the deep bass chuckle of a man who knew exactly what he had been doing. "Sorry honey," said Roni, "Darnell's a regular of mine. Guess he just prefers me swallowing his load."
"You know it babe," came through the wall.
It was surreal if you thought about it. Roni was apologising to Georgia that she had deprived her of a strange Black man shooting his spunk over her or into her mouth. An act most women would have regarded as one of degradation or defilement. It MIGHT have seemed surreal to Georgia if she had been thinking about it. But Georgia wasn't thinking. She was too busy sucking cock and listening for Roni's instructions and waiting for that next cum tribute from her new clients.
***
Finally Georgia felt a tap on her shoulder from Roni. "Finish him up and then we'll take a break," the brown-skinned woman said. Then she lent down to add her tongue to the coal-dark cock that Georgia was sucking. Georgia pushed her tongue forward to meet Roni's on the warm flesh and the additional stimulus seemed to do the job. The man tapped on the wall and Roni pulled the cock out of Georgia's mouth and stroked it twice before a series of strong spurts added to the cum already on the white woman's face.
"Yeah - thass what I'm talking about - thass the shit! " came through the wall in a happy tone.
The two women looked at each other and giggled together. Men could be so easy to please! Then their eyes met. "You've done great girl," said Roni in a tone much gentler than her usual one. "Real good for a first time here." Then she slowly leaned forward and kissed Georgia. The moment felt right for both of them. Amidst all the cum and raw sexuality a simple moment of human connection between two women. Roni was smiling as she pulled back. "What say girl - shall we give the men a show?"
There were perhaps ten customers in the shop when the two women, naked save for their panties, emerged from the booths. Tom moved from behind the counter to lock the doors and flick on a 'temporarily closed' sign. He didn't want anyone walking in on this and reporting him.
Georgia was quite a sight. There was cum in her hair and covering her face. Little clumps were visible here and there as they moved to the string hanging off her chin. More cum was visible on her newly-enhanced titties and little marks showed where little trails of cum had run down her body. Now she was showing herself to the men and her eyes were wide with excitement. As she saw their hungry eyes drinking in the sight of her she opened her mouth in a smile showing her perfect teeth. Tom wasn't sure whether that smile and excitement was down to nerves or to the men's reaction. He was satisfied though - he was pretty certain Georgia would be back many times in the future and that she'd be drawing plenty of customers to his store.
Just now though she was a mess and it was just as well that Roni was here. The men gave little murmurs of approval as they realised what Roni had planned. She moved in close to Georgia and began to gently, carefully, lick every bit of semen from the white woman's face. Her tongue darted out to collect as much of the cum as she could hold in her mouth and then she made a hand gesture to Georgia who seemed to understand her and immediately opened her own mouth. Roni moved in close and the two women's mouths met. They swapped the cum of many men from mouth to mouth as their tongues inter-twined.
"Fuck yeah," said a man as he watched the two women. Tom looked over to Mo and chuckled. His white assistant just raised an appreciative eyebrow.
Roni was busy working on Georgia's tits now - licking off the residue of cum that had dripped down onto them, When she had shared that with Georgia she turned back to the men. "Any of you late comers or after second helpings?" There were some sounds of assent.



"Maybe she like to try one of the single booths?" asked Tom his eyes fixed on Georgia.
Georgia knew what he wanted. Once she was in a single booth he would come to 'check on her.' She wasn't opposed to the idea but she was also very aware that for all her adventures she had never actually had full sex with a Black man. She had an idea how she wanted that to be and it wasn't in one of the booths here. Besides she was sure there would be plenty of opportunities in the future.
"Thanks Tom I'll save that for next time. Tonight I'm with Roni here."
Tom nodded - he knew his reward would be coming sooner or later. Besides Roni gave him a look of triumph and he wasn't minded to fight with her!
The two women went back into the booths followed by four or five men. Tom moved over to re-open the main door and another five men immediately came in.
"What the fuck Tom?" asked a big Black man.
"Very special show just been going on. Couldn't have the innocent walking in on it. They back in the booth now."
"We look fucking innocent, Tom!" the man guffawed. "This that new girl - she any good?"
Tom gave a shrug. "Heard no complaints but maybe you should ask some of these guys - they can probably give a recommendation"
Thirty seconds later the five new arrivals were all lined up to buy their tickets to the booths from Mo.
***
Georgia woke in an unfamiliar bed. She felt the warmth of another body behind her and the pressure from breasts in her back. She suddenly remembered the events of the night before. The booth, the lewd show in the shop and then the drive over to Roni's little apartment. She also remembered what had happened after they had got here. She had thought that Roni was a brittle harsh woman but she had found out something very different. Their love-making had been tender and sweet. An exploration of another's body for mutual pleasure and satisfaction. Her first night with another woman and she had no complaints whatsoever.
"Hmmnnn," she heard a sleepy voice behind her and Roni's body snuggled closer against her back. Georgia looked down and saw the strong brown arms holding her. It felt good, really good.
Then came the brutal beeping of an alarm.
"Oh damn." came Roni's voice. "Got to get the kids to the school bus. Never wanted to get out of bed less tho." Her lips kissed Georgia's shoulder and then she was moving to get up. "Stay if you like. You can lie in if you not in a hurry." The two women's glances met. "It was real good for me - hope it was good for you too."
Georgia heard the need in the other woman's voice. Roni might look tough and harsh but she was obviously much more sensitive than she wanted to let on. Her life hadn't been easy and she'd been hurt plenty of times before. "It was amazing, Roni. So good. It was just what I needed."
The other woman's concerned face broke into a smile. "Sometimes it's good to kick the men to the curb and for us girls to get the job done." She gave a little cackle of laughter and her look of vulnerability was gone as soon as it had appeared. "Maybe we'll do it again some time?"
"Oh yes," agreed Georgia, "you can count on it."
***
The little apartment was a little worse-for-wear with scuffed paintwork and shabby furniture. However, Georgia was quick to notice that Roni took care where it really counted. Her children were clean, neat and well dressed as they ate their breakfast cereals and their school bags looked almost new. Roni introduced her as 'Aunt Georgia' and it was clear that the children had probably had many new Aunties and Uncles introduced over the years at breakfast.
The three daughters ranged from twelve to eight with twelve-year old Alysha clearly in charge of her sisters. Georgia surprised them by asking about their school. They didn't mind it but they were going to a new school from the following year. Georgia's ears pricked up at that - especially when Alysha told her the new school's name. It was one of the school's the Taylor Foundation people ran. The children didn't seem too bothered to be leaving their old school or too excited to go to the new one.
Their mom just shrugged her shoulders. "Supposed to be a brand new school with all the facilities - believe it when I see it round here, mind. Anyway it can't be worse than the old one. Linked to the Taylor development but, hell, if my girls are gonna benefit then more power to them."
They didn't need to rush to the school bus because Georgia gave the girls and their mom a ride into town. Gazing at the battered school buildings she was pleased that something was being done. It just made her more curious about this Taylor Foundation though. That job offer might not have been a hoax or BS after all.
Moving On
In the rush of events Georgia hadn't thought to check her phone but with the girls safely delivered to school and Roni dropped off in the city she had time to think of her own daughter again. A check on her phone revealed no answer to her message. That was very strange - like most youngsters Charli seemed almost welded to her phone. What could she be getting up to?
For a moment Georgia questioned whether she should just turn up unannounced but then her maternal instinct won out. She drove across to the house rented by her daughter and her house mates.
The door was answered by one of those house mates, Lex. She was dressed in a T-shirt and a pair of jeans out at the knee. Typical student attire but Georgia couldn't help but ponder the fact that she knew the girl in front of her had come into a trust fund when she turned 18. Someone in her family had apparently invented something that made refrigerators more efficient. Her parents had her lined up for UPenn but Lex had decided to attend her current college. She was studying medicine like Charli and seemed a very personable girl from what Georgia had seen of her.
Just at this moment, however, Lex was standing in the doorway looking rather nonplussed. "Mrs Johnson - we weren't expecting you. Charli isn't here. She's helping set things up at the other end so we're all ready before she goes..." Lex seemed to hesitate before adding, "...on her placement."
Georgia now noticed the boxes piled up in the hallway of the house. They hadn't been there on her last visit. She'd done it enough herself to be able to recognise when people were moving house.
Lex noticed her glance and confirmed her suspicion. "We'd been planning on a move for a while but this placement coming up sort of pushed us along a bit. It's just taking a lot longer than we had expected even with the others helping."
Now Georgia's spider-senses were tingling again. What was going on here? "You mean the others aren't moving too?"
"Er, no, just Charli and me. We got a great deal on another place with much more space and a good location. We...err...have another couple of friends coming to join us there."
"Just friends or special male friends?"
Lex gave out a nervous giggle. "No, it's nothing like that. I just wish Charli was here. If she'd known you were coming..." Her blue eyes showed concern and she ran her hand through her long blonde hair in a show of perplexity.
"Am I allowed to see your new place?"
"What, oh, of course."
"Well then let's get loading boxes into the vehicle and then you can show me the way up there. We'll get it all done in half the time. I don't know why you didn't ask for my help in the first place."
The rebuke seemed to sail right by Lex whose face had lit up at the prospect of some help. Soon they were both hard at work...
***
With the extra vehicle it only took a couple of trips to get everything up to the northern fringes of the city. It didn't seem much more convenient for the college but Georgia couldn't deny that it was impressive. It had obviously once been a street of merchant houses that had then seen rougher days. Now it would be ear-marked for gentrification except that this was a 95% African-American area which bordered on the outskirts of H-Town. It would be a while before the re-developers got round to this particular location.
Having said that that she had seen a lot worse round these areas and any house looking too good round here would be a target for burglars. She mentioned security to Lex but the girl just laughed. "We're on a regular patrol route and besides we're getting a security system installed just in case. I know some people who are helping us out..."
Once through the front door Georgia gasped. The House was really a series of rooms around a central foyer with an impressive staircase leading up to the upper floor.
"There used to be wings to the building but they were demolished," Lex explained. "Doesn't this place look wild? As soon as I saw it I knew it would be perfect for us. So much space and a really good location."
Georgia raised an eyebrow. It couldn't be any more convenient for their college than the old place. She said as much.
"Oh," explained Lex, "it's also convenient for our placements. As for being a little away from most of the student accommodation that's a good thing. It means we can concentrate on doing our own thing."
Georgia studied Lex closely. Was she telling her something? She knew the young woman was her daughter's closest friend at college by far. They had a lot in common - their studies, their interests, even in a lot of respects their appearance. She knew they partied together but perhaps their relationship was closer than that. It wouldn't matter to Georgia - she was hardly in a position to be prudish. She just wanted her girl to be happy. The rent on this place had to be higher than on their old one - was that coming out of Lex's trust fund?
"Lex - we need to clean out this back bedroom and then it can be extra storage. Oh sh... I mean - Hi Mom." It was Charli - her blonde hair pulled back in a pony-tail and her face and hands grimed with dust.
"Were you ever planning on telling me you were moving?" scolded her mother. "Like I told Lex I could have planned to help you out."
"Oh," Charli gave a rueful smile, "it's just that we sort of wanted to get it done ourselves and then invite you over to see the finished product."
Georgia laughed. "In about two years you mean." She gestured a hand at the boxes which seemed to occupy most of the building.
"I've got a week to get things straight before I start at..." Charli's words suddenly trailed off.
"...before your placement starts," interrupted Lex.
"Um, yeah, my placement," finished Charli with a magnificently unconvincing nonchalance.
The maternal alarm bells were ringing now. Georgia knew they were up to something but she also knew that young as they were the women were testing their independence. She wanted to know they were OK but she also knew that they needed to be given the freedom to live their own lives.
The front door was pushed open and a young African-American man came in with his muscles bulging as he carried three big boxes piled against his chest. "Best get the vehicles unloaded quick as we can - this area is OK but why tempt folk."
The girls ran out to take his advice and meanwhile Georgia admired the young man. He took the boxes through and then came back wiping a bead of sweat from his dark brow. He smiled at Georgia and offered her his hand. "We haven't met - are you a mom of one of the girls?"
Georgia introduced herself and was rewarded with a perfect smile. "I'm Charles - sorry to be rushing but we need to get all the stuff in."
It was clear that Charles worked out. It was also clear from his choice of clothing that Charles liked people to know it. He looked amazing and Georgia felt a little guilty about how she was regarding her daughter's friend.
She tried raising the subject with the girls later but only drew a delighted giggle from them. "Mom! Charles is just a good friend who lives next door. Anyway his interests lie elsewhere if you know what I mean."
"Charles lives next door with his boyfriend," explained Lex.
"Oh what a waste!" Georgia clapped her hand to her mouth - it had sort of escaped before she had known it. What was that about engaging brain before opening your mouth!
The girls laughed delightedly at her embarrassment. What was worse was that Charles had just come back into the room as she had said it. He waggled a finger at Georgia in mock admonition. "That's not very woke of you Mrs Johnson but I'll take it as a compliment." He waved off her attempted apology with another of his dazzling smiles.
"That's the last of the boxes in - I'll be getting home. But you girls know that if you need anything or have any trouble then you got our number OK?"
Georgia felt reassured to know that Charles and his partner would be helping to look out for the girls.
***
"I feel such an idiot," admitted Charli. "With all that's going on I'd forgotten it was Mom's week to visit. What if she'd gone into the other room and seen..."
"She didn't," interrupted Lex, "and that's all that matters." She was a few months younger than Charli but the two young women had developed a strong friendship. "Besides I think you might be right about your Mom. Did you see how she was looking at Charles - like she wanted to jump on top of him and rip his clothes off right there and then."
Charli gave an exaggerated scowl and then looked thoughtful. She didn't really know what to do with that information even if it was true. She'd talked to Aunt Jess and Jess had told her that everything was OK. That only really left the option of talking to her Mom about her suspicions in person and that was not a prospect that she could look forward to with any pleasure. This was her Mom they were talking about and well quite apart from that...
A Leaving Present to Remember
Josh Hawkins straightened his back and gazed round his school custodian's office for the last time. He'd been happy enough working here but he was looking forward to moving out nearer to his daughter and her family in Phoenix.
Talking of 'looking forward to' he'd spent the last couple of months anxiously looking forward to this very afternoon. He checked his watch. Coming up to five o'clock on the last day of the school year. Time he was headed over to Mrs Johnson's office to collect that leaving present she'd promised him. He felt his cock harden and press against the material of his boxers. He hoped the bulge in his pants wouldn't be too obvious as he headed for the office. He still mostly thought that this had to be a joke being played on his old Black ass.
Josh found the outer office empty and the door to Georgia Johnson's own office ajar. He tapped on it and waited.
"Is that you Mr Hawkins? Just one moment while I'm finishing getting ready. Take a seat."
"Yessir Mrs Johnson - er Georgia." He was still a little surprised to actually find her here and 'getting ready' for him. To be honest he would have been happy to take her like he'd seen this morning. Damn that woman looked good in her business suit. She'd seen him this morning too and flashed him a little coy smile. His body reacted to that memory and he smiled to himself. Damn that woman was better than any viagra ever marketed!
The voice came from the inner office again. "Are you ready Mr Hawkins?"
He swallowed and just managed to croak out, "When you are Georgia."
Her office door opened all the way and he saw her. Her red hair was back in a pony tail and she was wearing just the minimum of make-up with some lip-stick and mascara. It accentuated her natural beauty perfectly. He concentrated on her face because she was wearing a long classic leather coat and apart from her face he could only really see her hands and her feet.
She had real fine hands. Long delicate fingers like a piano players. He saw that each of her finger-nails had been painted in a black-and-white design. It took him a moment to realise that they were supposed to represent the stripes of a zebra. He liked that. His eyes moved down to below the coat and saw that she was wearing those killer heels with the red soles. He liked those even more.
When his eyes moved back up to hers Josh saw that Georgia was smiling. She had known just what he was doing - had been enjoying his lustful eyes' focus on what little of her he could see. Josh suddenly realised what was coming next when he saw the mischief in her smile.
"I see you like your present, Mr Hawkins. You can start unwrapping it here - just enough to let you know if you want to accept it." With that she undid the belt of her coat and held an end out to him.
Josh licked his lips and felt the bristles of his grizzled moustache on his tongue. He reached forward and completed undoing the belt. Georgia turned a shoulder towards him and he took the hint easing the coat off one shoulder and then the next so that by the time she stood in front of him again the coat was in his hands.
He had half expected she might have been naked under there but in a way this was even better. The classic 'little black dress' which left her shoulders, arms and most of her back bare. Josh wasn't looking at any of them though.
"Damn!" he said as his eyes feasted on her cleavage. That drew a little giggle from Georgia who was clearly enjoying his reactions to her almost as much as he was enjoying the show. Her black dress was very low in the front in a u-cut which showed off a big sparkling necklace over a deep, deep cleavage.
"Damn," he muttered again. He'd been an admirer of Georgia Johnson since the first day he'd seen her but he'd never realised she had such a beautiful pair of big white titties hidden away there.
Georgia wiggled her body a little. "You like them. You don't think I'm showing a little too much skin?"
"Fuck no, er, thass to say I think you look good enough to eat. Damn fine from every angle and in every way."
"Why thank you kind sir. Can I assume that you like your present then? I'd not be happy doing anything on school premises but we can go to your place or perhaps you'd like to go for a drink first Mr Hawkins?"
Josh's mind was racing. Take her for a drink? Fuck yeah - he'd take this fine piece out and show her around. Half his friends would think she was a hooker but fuck them coz the important thing was that they'd all know old Josh was getting his dick wet in some premium white pussy. Which was more that any of their sorry Black asses had ever managed!
Georgia held her hand out for her coat - obviously wanting to cover up again until they were out of the school buildings. Josh decided it was time he took charge. He needed to be sure this wasn't some sort of a sick tease. He raised a hand to her front and used a thumb to gently rub the little raised area of the clinging sheer material that indicated her erect nipple. All the time his eyes were locked on hers and he saw the little blush come to her cheeks and her mouth open a little. This fine fox was as hot for tonight as he was. He'd never fooled himself that he was a much of a catch but shit he wasn't going to disappoint the lady. It also seemed she liked him being a little more pro-active. Well that was fine by him too!
"See you got that part right. Letting them big ol' white titties run free. Just like I likes them. How about down below - you got the memo for how a Black man wants his white piece to dress down there too." His hand moved down to ease up the front of her dress. "Hmmn, I like them stockings. Real classy - showing off them legs like you should. They a pair to be proud of. But what's this..."
A black finger tip rested against the material of the front of her panties. Josh felt the moisture and he wasn't surprised. He'd figured out by now that this wasn't no trick. His boss, Mrs Georgia Johnson, was seriously turned on by the idea of fucking him and Josh wasn't going to have the slightest problem fulfilling that order



"Asked you a question Georgia. What's this damp piece of cloth here?"
"Its my panties sir."
He noticed that she'd always addressed him by his formal name until he'd started to take charge and now she was calling him 'sir'. That told him all he needed to know about how she wanted him to act. He was very happy to oblige her.
"Stay still," he ordered curtly and then hooked his finger tips into the front of her panties. A swift movement and they were travelling down her legs until gravity caught them and delivered them to her feet.
Josh took step back. "Hand me them panties ," he said and held out a hand commandingly. He noticed the woman's little smile as she hurried to fulfil his order. Josh took the panties from her and held them to his nose. He breathed in appreciatively as Georgia looked on.
"Strikes me that I know that fragrance. That's the sign of a little white slut who's on heat for some big Black cock. Am I right?
"Yes sir."
"Tell me it properly Georgia?"
"I'm a white slut on heat for big Black cock."
His big hand slapped onto her backside and he chuckled as she jumped a little. "Best believe I'm gonna be testing you on that slut. Now let's be rolling."
Georgia put on her coat and then led the way out to her vehicle. Josh paused only to tuck her ruined panties into his pocket and then followed her. Each had a satisfied smile on their face. Each knew that the evening promised to be all they had hoped for.
***
Georgia had full access to the school staff records so she was well aware that Josh didn't live in the best of districts. However, it was no 'ghetto'. 'Across the tracks' in a prosperous college town was a few divisions above some of the areas she had seen in the Capital, let alone H-Town. However, the bar that Josh took her too was nowhere that she or (perhaps fortunately) any of the people close to her were likely to be seen in.
You walked straight in off the street past boothed tables lining the walls and down to a bar at the far end. Part of that bar was open for walk-up orders while six high bar stools filled the frontage of the other half.
Georgia looked to the booths but Josh just placed a hand into the small of her back and directed her forward. The rotund Black man behind the bar noticed her and she saw his eyes widen a little in surprise before he said, "Hey Josh."
The four African-American men at the bar all turned at the mention of Josh but once they'd turned Georgia's whole body quivered at the realisation that all their attention was on her.
"Oh damn Josh, where you been hiding her..." That was followed up by a long low whistle from the man on the right while his other two friends just stared at her - well, to be precise, stared at her cleavage. Pretty much as soon as they had left the school grounds Josh had insisted on her taking off her coat and locking it in the trunk. Driving through town showing so much skin had been quite a buzz but that was nothing compared to being shown off to Josh's friends like this.
"You best take a seat Georgia. We'll just be staying for one."
"Hell Josh, ain't no rush. Your friend here just a sight for sore eyes. Hang on, Georgia, ain't that the name of that hot fuc..., er, of your boss."
A door closed and a big man moved to the last of the stools. "Yeah, Jeff, that's the one Josh is always going on about. The one with the long red hair, the great legs, the fine white titties and the hots for him. The one that don't exist." He guffawed until Josh moved a step to the side and let Georgia into his field of vision. "Oh shit - sorry ma'am. Just always assumed it was all BS."
Georgia felt the blush in her cheeks. She wondered how long she'd been the talk of this bunch of Josh's friends. One thing was for sure - Josh had been talking her up pretty high but his friends didn't seem to find her a disappointment. Now they all had a few years on her but she'd spent so long thinking of herself as a housewife and mom that being an object of sexual desire for a group of Black men still surprised her almost as much as it thrilled her.
"Why you still standin' baby," said the nearest man in a friendly tone as he tapped the padded seat of the vacant bar-stool. Georgia gave him a smile and then carefully got onto the stool. It wasn't called a 'little black dress' for nothing and she was well aware that it didn't extend too far down her thigh. Sure enough as soon as she sat down her stocking tops became visible. That wasn't too much of a disaster but Josh's earlier removal of her panties made her very aware of just how close she was to flashing her naked pussy at the whole bar.
The design of the stools didn't help. A tall man might sit on one and rest his feet on the ground but a woman of 5'4" pretty much had to leave her legs dangling or take the natural step of using the foot-rest provided. It had been a while since Georgia had been in a bar like this but the natural inclination to use that foot-rest kicked in. Even as she bent her leg she felt her dress ride a little further up her thigh. She wondered just how much the men in front of her could see.
At hat moment Josh was back with her drink. He came and stood by Georgia and placed a proprietary hand on her leg.
"Gotta tell you man," said Jeff, "if I had a girl like that I wouldn't be going to Arizona."
"Fuck that," grunted the fat man behind Georgia, "had a breezy like that I wouldn't be wasting time here talking to us old farts."
The men all laughed. Josh finished his beer and banged his glass on the bar. "Guess it might be time that we was moving. Got some pressing business to attend to as you might have noticed."
Josh gave a meaningful look at Georgia and she finished her drink. But as she prepared to get off her stool he placed his hand on her lap. Josh's eyes locked on hers as his hand slowly moved her dress up her thigh.
"Jeez," gasped one of his friends.
"Damn that's one pretty pussy," said another.
Georgia felt her heart pounding in her chest as Josh exposed her most private place to his friends, a group of Black men she had met only a few minutes before. Josh brought his other hand up between her legs and his thick finger found her piercing. Georgia wasn't sure whether it was just the culmination of events or whether Josh had, by luck or judgement, just happened to use his finger on just the right spot and in just the right way. Whichever was the case the effect was the same. Georgia arched her back on the stool, closed her eyes and gasped, her whole body shuddering.
"Fuck but she's a hot one," the third of Josh's friends had come round to get a closer view. "I'm liking that piercing. Heard of them things but never seen a girl wearing one - let alone with that there decoration!"
Georgia's eyes were back open now and staring wide at the audience clustered in front of her She felt Josh's finger toying with the charm on her piercing and then heard him ask her, "Tell them why you got this - tell them what it means."
She gasped out, "My Master bought it for me - when I agreed to go Black only."
That drew appreciative comments and chuckles from her audience who all, of course, assumed that Josh was her master.
"What about that ring on your finger - your husband a white boy? How he feel about it?"
"Yes, he's white - but who cares what he thinks. I'm with a real man now". She ran her hand down Josh's arm as his friends looked on enviously.
"Talking of which - I think it's time I got you home..."
The bar-keep coughed and said in a low tone. "Time you got her out of HERE anyway, before you get my place closed down."
"Fuck, man, you was enjoying the show as much as any of us."
The bar-man smiling his acquiescence but Josh took his point. Besides he'd had his fun with his friends. Now it was time to show Georgia just what a man of experience could do.
***
They were laughing all the short drive to Josh's place - a small one-story house with aluminium sidings and a small scruffy yard. As they parked up Georgia gave a little exhalation of breath and steeled herself to get out of the car. Josh noticed it and paused with his hand on the door. "You OK Georgia?"
She flashed him a nervous smile. "It seems crazy - especially after what we've just done - but I'm a bit scared. I've got a confession to make..."
Josh was watching her closely.
"...I've only, you know, 'done it' once with a Black man. I'm scared that I might be a disappointment."
Josh's broad dark face split into a smile. "You don't need to be worrying about that girl - everybody gotta start somewhere and there ain't no way you gonna be a disappointment. Remember, it's me that's gonna have to be living up to all them fantasies you been having. When I'm just a man who's eaten a few too many cheese-burgers and wishes he was twenty years younger. How-bouts we just enjoy our time together for who we is and not what we worried about not being. That a good deal?"
He said it with such sincerity and warmth that Georgia was touched. She began to forget her nerves and instead remembered the role she was supposed to be playing. "Yes, Mr Hawkins, that's a deal. I hope you'll enjoy your present - I'm yours for the whole weekend if you want me."
The look on old Josh's face suggested he was extremely satisfied with that arrangement.
***
His home was much the same on the inside as it had been from the outside - small and just a little shabby. However the kitchen was big enough to have a couple of chairs and a small dining table. Georgia noticed the makings on a shelf and asked, "Should I make a coffee, sir?"
Josh took a seat on one of the chairs and watched as she reached up to fetch down a couple of mugs. Damn the woman looked fine. That dress fitted her real tight and showed plenty of lightly tanned skin which only contrasted better with her sparkling necklace and rings. She was just about his dream woman and here she was in his home and about to be in his bed. He knew what he wanted and it wasn't no damned coffee.
"Georgia!" His tone was suddenly commanding and she froze. "Forget the coffee - I got something better for you."
She turned and saw him still sat in the chair. He had discarded his jacket and was unbuttoning his shirt. She smiled and walked over to him placing her hands on his. "Let me - I'm here to serve your every need," she cooed into his ear and then started unbuttoning his shirt. She bared his chest and ran her white fingers over his dark skin. She looked into his eyes and saw him smile.
"Turn round and grab that table," he croaked. Georgia obeyed and leaned forward to grasp hold of the kitchen table's edge. She immediately felt his strong workers hands on her as they began push her dress up. She felt the air on her bared white buttocks and heard him give a chuckle of approval.
"You was a naughty girl at the bar earlier on - ain't you supposed to be a respectable lady?"
Georgia just stood there and tried to look over her shoulder at the man behind her. She felt his hands on her skin and his breath on her back. He was close behind her but going no further, She realised that he wanted a response from her and gave it. "You wanted to show me off, sir. So I had to do it."
"Didn't look like it upset you none. So you gonna do anything I ask this weekend - that's right ain't it."
"Yes, Mr Hawkins, ANYTHING you want."
"So if tomorrow night I go out and bring my friends back here..."
He saw her body stiffen for a moment but then she relaxed again. "Yes, sir, I'll fuck them all if that's what you want."
Josh chuckled and slapped the big round white ass in front of him. "Why'd I want to share this. Don't worry girl - gonna keep you all to myself this weekend." She felt the warm wetness of his mouth as he kissed where his hand had made a faint pink mark on her skin.
Georgia's mind tried to process all he was saying and implying. Josh liked the idea that he could pass her out as a treat for his friends but he didn't seem interested in the reality of that scenario. That was probably just as well on only her second time with a Black man. However, she knew that there would be men in her future playing 'the game' who wouldn't only want that but would insist on it. She also knew that when that time came she would be a willing participant. At that moment she felt his finger on the lips of her pussy and felt her body's reaction to him.
She leaned her head forward onto the table and stuck her rear end out as far as she could. The invitation was blatant and she felt first breath and then the warm wetness of his tongue on her needy pussy. His hands grasped her legs and his thumbs exerted pressure to help ease her lips apart.
"You dripping back here girl - seems you like the idea of fucking a house full of horny old niggas. Might have to change my mind and charge admission instead." Then his mouth dove back onto her pussy as he leaned forward on his chair.
"Yeeeessssssssssssssssssssssssss," purred Georgia. Josh didn't know whether that was approval of his oral skills or agreement to be turned out by him. He didn't much care. He'd figured out that the woman in front of him, for all that she looked like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth, got hottest when the talk got nastiest. He was happy to oblige because he already knew that ,when it got to the main event, she was going to be well worth the effort and the months of waiting.
Josh paused in his enjoyment of her pussy. His face shone with her juices. "Fetch that other chair and get your leg up on it." She knew what he had in mind and thrilled. She put her foot on the chair's seat and then used her own hand's pressure on her butt to ease her pussy apart. Josh thrilled at the sight of her pussy lips wet and open and just crying out to be filled. Well they sure as fuck were going to be - but not till he'd had his fill of the preliminaries. Experience told him that putting in the effort on the foreplay would always reap dividends when it came to the main event. Didn't seem the beautiful redhead offering herself to him could get much hotter to trot but damn if he wasn't going to do his damnedest trying to find out!
Finally, Josh leaned back and let his fingers again tease her opening as he said, "Still got that dress on?" Then he leaned back in his chair.
Georgia rushed to fulfil his desires. She pulled the clinging thin black dress up over her head and was left in front of him wearing only her stockings and her heels. She noted his appreciative nod and then saw his finger pointed at the bulge in the front of his pants. She dropped to her knees on the floor in front of him without a moment's hesitation and began to unfasten his pants.
Now Georgia might not have been in 'the game' long but she was already getting to be a connoisseur of Black cocks and an expert in bringing them pleasure with her mouth. Once his pants were out of the way she saw that his boxers suggested considerable promise. In the times to come she would never get over the pleasure of first seeing a new Black cock hard and ready to fuck her. Men might lie but their cocks didn't. A hard cock might not say 'I love you' but it surely did say that a man wanted her. Wanted to take her and fuck her and (experience would show) seed her. To fill her up with his potent Black baby-making cum.
This night was the template for those other times to come. Georgia's hand felt the front of his boxers and the hard thick cock within. Suddenly those inches of firm Black flesh became the centre of her world. She wanted to see it and feel it and taste it and fuck it. Suddenly she did see it. His boxers were big and loose and her hand pushed up the leg to reveal the head of his cock. Its skin was as dark as the rest of him - a broad long baton of a cock designed to push deep into its prey. Now she knew that she had to see it all. She reached up for the hem of his boxers and pulled them down.
Josh sat back and watched Georgia at work. He was under no illusions that he was some kind of film-star good-looking type. But that didn't seem to matter to the beautiful woman kneeling in front of him. She seemed fascinated by his cock. As his boxers were removed and his cock tried to spring free her mouth was already there to gently hold him the side of his shaft.
"Please stand up, Mr Hawkins, so I can do this properly."
Josh chuckled and got himself to his feet. Whatever she did tonight he had a doubt much of it could be classified as 'proper' behaviour for a respectable white lady.
Georgia fully removed his pants and boxers and then really got down to business. He was pretty darned big - a solid eight inches and with appropriate girth. That wasn't the biggest she'd seen but it was most certainly the biggest she'd fucked - or it would be very soon. Her ex-husband certainly hadn't come anywhere close to the size of the beautiful Black babymaker now in her hands. She gave him a few nice gentle sucks on the head of his cock and then ran her tongue up and down his impressive shaft tasting it as she coated it with her saliva. She finally ran her tongue down to his base.
"You have a beautiful cock," she said almost under her breath but was rewarded with a throaty chuckle from Josh. Georgia held his shaft erect and moved her attention on to the heavy balls which swung underneath it. Her other hand cupped them with infinite care. "These are beautiful too - and heavy."
"You know why that is dont ya."
"Hhmmm,,,"
"Tell me, my little white slut, why they so heavy."
She with infinite care suckled each of the heavy Black balls in her mouth and then responded. "They're full of cum."
"Not just any cum - potent Black seed. I ain't no spunky teenager but I ain't shooting blanks either. They full of the stuff that puts little nigga babies in bellies like this one." His big Black paw reached down to her.
She teased the base of his shaft and his balls with her playful tongue. "Oh, Mr Hawkins, you'd like to knock your little slave up. Like to leave me..." She reached behind herself and pulled her heels off, "...barefoot and pregnant."
Did she imagine she felt a little throb from his cock - she'd have to be careful or she might push him too far. He knew the danger too and his voice came down to her as a growl of lust. "On your feet slut, I ain't gonna be shooting over your face. You know where I'm gonna put my first load. Plenty of strong African seed to get you good and Black bred just like every little white ho should be."
He hauled her to her feet and then his hand went down between her legs and found her pussy. She moved her legs apart and bent her legs a little to help him but her wet pussy was offering little resistance. First one, then two, then three fingers disappeared into her as he worked her sex. It felt damn good but she knew that it was just the appetiser. He pulled his fingers out and held them in front of her. She opened her mouth and tasted herself on his fingers. She sucked him clean and then saw him sit back on his chair with his big cock standing up against his belly.
"Gonna need new stockings," he pointed to her legs. She looked down and saw the ladders and tears in the sheer material.
"They ain't the only things I'm gonna ruin tonight - you know that don't you. I'm gonna ruin you for all them little white boys out there. After tonight they ain't gonna want you - they gonna say you is a nigga lovin' slut. Ain't gonna matter tho - because it'll just be the truth. That's what you'll be and you won't never disrespect yourself enough to ever want to go back to their pasty little limp noodles. Not once you've had this." He eased his cock forward towards her with his hand.
The invitation was obvious and Georgia was very eager to take him up on it. She moved up to him and straddled him so that she could slide down onto him. But Josh put out a hand and she stopped as her body touched it. She was standing over his seated form now with her legs on either side of him. He casually flicked his hard Black cock against her pale pink belly.



"Wasn't joking back there. You on the pill?"
She shook her head as she looked intently into his dark eyes.
"That's good. Little white slaves shouldn't be taking no birth control. It's for their man to decide when to breed them. That's what being owned means. Just so's you know - I ain't going to be pulling out. Now you know the rules you can make your decision."
He removed his hand and held his hard cock up for her again.
He watched with satisfaction as she eased forward and took hold of his shaft. Her eyes were fixed on his cock now - proving how hungry she was to feel him in her. Georgia edged up onto her tip-toes and held the cock up to the entrance of her pussy. Only then did she hesitate a little before pushing her body down. She grunted as his first couple of inches entered her. Her pussy was very receptive but he was a big man. Together they worked on getting him deeper and deeper into her womanhood
"Yeah - thass right. Look down there and see that white cunt of yours finally getting what it needs and deserves. Never seen a little white bitch better suited for riding Big Black Cocks. Feels good don't it."
"AGGGHHHHH..." Georgia couldn't speak. Maybe it was his dirty talk or the situation or the realization that she was fucking a Black man that did it. Maybe it was that big Black pleasure pole that was plundering her pussy and reaching places her ex-husband had never even come close to. Maybe, though she only wondered about this much later, maybe it was the effect of her piercing in magnifying the pressure where it would do the most good. Whatever the cause Georgia's world seemed to explode in a mighty orgasm that picked her whole being up and swept it away on a great wave of pleasure.
She barely felt his big hand grab her right breast and hold it hard as he began to power his cock up into her pussy. Her second orgasm came crashing in before the first had receded and she knew that nothing could ever be the same again. Old Josh Hawkins had fulfilled his pledge. He had ruined her for white men FOR EVER. Not every Black man would be able to make her feel like this but she'd never stop looking for those that could now that she knew what sex was supposed to be like. She'd wasted so many years - had denied herself for so many years. No longer. 'The game' had been a growing part of her life but from now on it would BE her life. Josh had transformed her. She was no longer a woman who happened to desire Black men. From now on she was just what he had called her - a slut for the Black man. Everything else would be secondary to hunting the next big Black cock which could make her feel like this and she would find enough that she could never break her new addiction.
Her Master had told her that it was unacceptable for a white woman to tease a Black bull if she wasn't ready to put out and he had ordered her to fulfil her promises to the custodian who worked under her at the school, a man fifteen years her senior and with a big old beer gut and a grizzled crop of hair. She now realised just how wise her Master had been - how much better he knew what was good for her. She would never have thought of giving herself to a man like Josh without her Master's prompting and then she would never have experienced this amazing high. Maybe it would have been as good with a younger or more handsome man but then she wouldn't have learned a valuable lesson. Black men of all kinds could bring her pleasure. As the weekend wore on she would learn an even more important lesson. Seeing the pleasure that she gave to a man like Josh was a massive turn-on for her. A re-affirmation of her femininity and her sexuality.
Just now Josh was very intent on proving to her how much she turned him on. He pushed upwards from his chair and his strong legs easily lifted her smaller body. She bit her lip and clung onto him as he marched her across to the table and laid her down on it. His powerfully thrusting cock didn't seem to miss a beat as it powered in and out of her. One strong hand held her body in place while the thumb of the other teased her piercing.
Georgia felt the firmness of the wood under her body. She laid her head against the table and lay with her mouth open, gasping for air. Josh was using her for his pleasure, let there be no doubt about that, but he was doing it in such a way that he was playing her body like an instrument. Her eyes were wide as they stared up at his face. She saw the sweat on his brow, the determination of his eyes as he worked on making her his. He leaned down and she felt him suck at her tit. His tongue then flicked at her hard nipple before he raised his head again satisfied by the livid red mark he had left on her pale flesh.
Josh powered on - breathing heavily now. She knew that he had to be close even before he grunted out, "Look up if you wanna see how I keep my promises." She lifted her head off the table just in time to get a close-up view of a Black man coming in her unprotected white pussy. Josh gave a fierce last three strokes and then just held himself in place as his hips twitched forward - making sure that every possible drop of his seed was planted deep in her. It was the most intense moment that Georgia had experienced since the time she had found out she was pregnant with her daughter.
She started to get up but Josh laid a black hand onto her body. "No running away - you gotta stay still so my seed can find your egg." She obeyed him - lying there and imagining how she would feel if she didn't know this was a 'safe' time. It had been intense just playing out the fantasy - how would it feel to do it for real? She had a pretty good idea. She knew how her mind worked now. She knew how incredible she would feel as a Black man, or Black men, tried to breed her. She knew that once she had felt that intensity she would want it again and again and again. She only had to think about Jess, her cousin, to know where that path would lead. The maternity ward and a Black man's baby in her arms. Pregnancy had thrown her life off course once so she knew the implications. She knew that she couldn't take such risks. And yet...
***
Josh fucked her again that night - but this time in the rather more comfortable bed. The next morning she got up first and started hunting round for the makings of breakfast. Josh found her there and took her again - this time from behind as she stood holding onto the kitchen counter.
While she was fixing lunch he came up behind her again. His hand reached under her dress and found her pussy. She held herself in place and happily gave him access. "I been thinking," he growled into her ear, "maybe I'm getting too old to keep a young woman like you satisfied. I could call my friends - make sure you get as much Black cock as you can handle."
Georgia appreciated the 'young woman' bit - a nice compliment for a woman with a daughter at college! She turned and kissed him. "I don't think you better had - I've got all I can handle just here," and she gently cupped the front of his pants with her hand. His smile told her that despite his offer he hadn't really wanted to share her. Maybe if this wasn't just a two day thing it might have been different but she wanted him to be jealous of every moment he had with her. His moustache tickled her as he kissed her again.
***
Sunday was their last day together and Georgia let Josh take some pics to 'remember her by', as he had euphemistically put it. She'd already posted pics on the net for her Master so she had no objection so long as her face wasn't shown in any compromising shots. So he had a full picture of her in her little black dress finery but her naked pic and the pics of her sucking and fucking were carefully selected not to show her face clearly. His fourth picture was a close up of a gaping white pussy filled with cum and a Black cock with a drop of semen at its tip as it withdrew from her.
"Gonna be good to look back at these when I'm out West," said Josh with a chuckle. "Once I'm out there I'll mostly be playing the role of grandpa so it'll be good to remember I could once get a woman as fine as you. Like to complete the set tho."
"What do you mean?"
He moved his hand to her belly as they lay together on his bed. "Like to have a pic of this filling out with a Black man's baby."
She swatted at him playfully. "You're terrible..."
"I'm serious," he said, "think you'd look damn fine carrying the proof of your blackening in that lily-white womb of yours. I'm pretty sure that won't be down to this weekend tho - we both been around the block long enough to know having kids has to be for a lot better reasons than just that it makes us horny. You got a daughter - that's right ain't it?"
"Yes, who's now a very grow up young woman at college." She reached for a phone and showed him a pic of her and Charli together.
He whistled. "Damn, she almost as beautiful as her mom. You just got the one..."
Georgia nodded.
"Don't have to be that way does it?"
She turned to him with a serious expression. "I don't want to deceive you. I know I've said some stuff but it's not a time when you're likely to get me pregnant."
He chuckled again, his big belly jiggling on the bed. "Shit, you think I didn't know that - not that I didn't appreciate the fantasy! But I know something else too..."
She looked at him wanting him to continue.
"I been looking into those eyes of yours and watching you close when you talking about it. I'm thinking you're a lot more interested than you likes to admit or let on."
Georgia processed his words. Could he really have read her right. Charli had not been planned and had come when she was way too young and not really been prepared for it. Her daughter was the most precious thing in her world but that pregnancy had derailed her whole life in many ways. That time sometimes seemed only yesterday but was actually half her life ago. Since she'd become an 'empty nester' she had wondered how she would do things differently now. It had been a safe idle thought since her marriage was ending and there was no man in her life. Things were rather different now...
His voice broke in on her thoughts. "Just promise me one thing - if you decide to go that route make sure to send me that fifth picture."
Georgia felt a movement against her leg and knew before she looked that he was tapping her with his hard Black cock.
"I know you're thinking you not going to get pregnant but I know that's never 100% for certain and I want to make sure to keep you good and full of my seed just in case."
Georgia's response to his words was almost instinctive now. She lay on her back and eased her knees up and apart to leave her pussy open to him. A moment later she felt the weight of his body as he covered her and his hard cock take its rightful place in her wet and welcoming pussy - just as nature intended.
The Joy of Risk
The film clip was of the usual questionable quality. It definitely wasn't helped by the dark conditions, the movement of the camera and the sound of the wind on the microphone. This clip had clearly been recorded outside.
The camera showed the backs of jean-clad legs as they walked up a dirt path.
"Thought we woz fucking not going for a route-march," came a gruff deep voice.
"She's worth it - we had to put her out here so no-one would find her first." That sounded like the voice of her Master. Georgia could already guess who the 'she' was - the Girl in the Hood.
Georgia knew what to call her now. This video hadn't been sent to her by her Master as the others had. Instead she had been given a link to a Pornhub account which contained all the clips she had seen already and others besides. They all featured the same girl and in all of them she wore the same leather hood. The account was called 'The Girl in the Hood' and Georgia immediately saw the double meaning in that. This clip was the most recently posted.
If the account details were to be trusted then the girl was 19, based in the Capital and 'lived for Black cock.' The clips confirmed the last part at least.
"Oh yeah, thass what I'm talking about." The men had turned a corner and their flash-lights now illuminated a metal gate of the sort used to block off a farm road. Stood by the gate and attached to it by a cord was the girl wearing the leather hood and her cape of dark material.
The camera moved close to show the cord and the padlock attaching it to the gate. The other end of the chain ended in a padded cuff around the girl's wrist.
"Key," said the voice of her master and a gloved hand was held out to the girl. With her free hand she unfastened a key clipped to her cape and handed it to him. "Turn round," he ordered and she turned her back to the men and held out her free arm. Its wrist already bore a cuff and one of the men drew up a second cord from the gate and padlocked it securely. Now she was attached to the gate by both arms and though she could still stand upright she could not turn to see the men behind her.
"Care to do the unwrapping," said her Master and one of the men stepped forward and took a firm grasp of the cape by one of the holes made in it earlier. He gave a firm tug and the cloth ripped. Once started the man found it easy to tear the flimsy garment apart and soon it lay in two pieces at the now naked girl's feet. Her tattoo of black and white faces united in a kiss as the yin and yang symbol was momentarily visible before four dark-skinned Black men, all still clothed, moved in around her. Their hands moved over her body and sought her firm large young breasts and her tight shaved pussy. They knew that she had been provided as their sexual plaything. A bearded man with a shaven head leaned forward to kiss the girl via the mouth-hole on her mask. Through it all she stood still and only eased her legs apart as a black hand sought to cup the mound of her pussy.
"Did I lie - isn't she just about perfect?" came the voice of her Master.
"No lie - she worth every fuckin' penny," was the gruff response of another of the men, his voice heavily accented. Was he Jamaican? "Back home she be real popular. Make a man some real bank. Interested in selling her?"
Watching the clip Georgia saw the girl shiver. The men seemed to have paid for her services - would they really be able to buy her too? The girl didn't try to escape or protest though. If anything she edged her legs further apart and arched her back a little so that her big firm breasts were shown to their best advantage. She seemed to be inviting their interest - Georgia could only imagine how the girl felt, could only imagine how she herself would feel. Would she be screaming for help or, like the girl on her monitor, would she be ready to accept that her Master knew what was best for her and would protect her if he felt it necessary. Georgia had heard the pride in her master's voice when he had talked of the girl and again she felt jealousy, unreasonable but fierce.
"This young lady's only for hire not for sale," the Master's voice was firm and drew expressions of disappointment from the men. "Do have a little treat for you all tho. Had to make special arrangements because it's a very special day. Ain't it girl?"
"Yes Master," came the girl's voice, again disguised by both the hood and some audio post-production.
"You see," her Master went on, "this little snow-bunny is primed to breed tonight and she's been wanting to try some preggo-risk fucking. That's right ain't it girl?"
"Yes Master."
"Heard that before - generally ends in a house-full o' little niggas," laughed the bearded man. He placed his hand under one of the girl's breasts and seemed to weigh it. "Good titties - well suited to feeding Black babies. Good breedin' stock. Looks fertile as fuck too," he moved his hand down her body. "After tonight this fine belly soon won't be so tight and flat. Be showing her first Black baby - provin' what a little white slut-ho she be."
The girl gave a little moan. Georgia realised that it was a sound of arousal rather than despair. The turn of events had set Georgia's mind racing on her own past and her own early pregnancy. She hoped the girl knew what she was doing. But at only 19 how could she? Again the instinctive side of her brain made itself heard too. At her current age Georgia herself certainly knew the implications. If her Master wanted her to do what the girl was doing would she agree to it? Her brain knew the right answer but her body had already reacted to the mere idea of being placed in the girl's position. She felt the heat of her desire and knew that her body wanted it. Wanted to make new life. She shook her head but as she watched on her fingers continued to play with her pussy.
The camera moved over to a bag by the gate. "Just checkin'," said the voice and then he found the small box. He opened it and gave a chuckle of approval. "All present and correct." He showed the men the contents, the girl's diaphragm. "This here is her only birth control. She ain't using it so she can experience the ultimate in raw Black fucking. Tell these men what you want girl."
The voice was muffled but quite clear enough, "I want them to use me - that's what I'm here for. I want potent Black men to fill me with their seed and breed me. Make me carry their strong Black babies. Show the world what I'm good for."
One of the men laughed. "Trained this one good. I figure we can give her what she's after. Time she used that mouth for something better than talking." He pulled down his jogging pants and put his hand on the base of the girl's neck. The cords were long enough to allow her to lean over and take his hard Black cock into her mouth.
"She not on the pill for true?" The Jamaican asked.
"Who the fuck cares," growled the bearded man, "if you're doubting I'll go first. If he sez she's fertile then the bitch is primed. Don't much care myself - just here to get my nut in a pretty little white girl. If it knocks her up thass her problem."
As he spoke the last of the men pulled down his pants and revealed about nine inches of hard Black cock. Without any preamble he walked up to the excited girl and started working the head of his cock on her pussy lips. "Fuck that - gonna knock this little bitch up. All these white sluts are good for. You want that little bitch? You want me to fuck you hard and put a little nigga in ya?"
The girl didn't answer. Her mouth was busy with the big Black cock of the bearded man. The Jamaican was on his haunches with his mouth latched onto her swinging right breast. The other man was waiting his turn slowly stroking his already hard Black cock, a cock already wet from the girl's oral talents.
The man behind her didn't wait long for an answer. "Who gives a fuck what you crackas think anyway - we know what's best for ya. Now let's get this breeding party started." With that he pushed his nine inches of hard Black meat home into receptive wet pussy. In a couple of powerful strokes he was in her to the balls - her white flesh yielding submissively to his potent Black invader. His hands moved to her hips and held her hard as he began to give her what he had promised. First he fucked her hard - leaving her struggling to keep the bearded man's cock in her mouth as she was pounded from behind. Then, after a short but frantic session, he grunted and shot his load deep into her.
Georgia couldn't see him nut in the girl but the sound of that grunt was unmistakeable. The man gave another couple of slower strokes and then withdrew wiping the head of his cock on the girl's leg. The bearded man took his place and the others moved to take advantage of her mouth and tits. The Girl in the Hood was there for their entertainment that night and they intended to take full advantage.



"Sloppy seconds," grunted the bearded man as he began the age-old baby-making rhythmn. "Best be ready girl coz Levy there shot enough in ya for triplets." His big belly shook with laughter at his own joke and he leaned forward to reach for her tits. The smaller white body seemed almost engulfed beneath the larger Black one and skilled fingers sought and played with erect young nipples. The girl was moaning as two hard Black cocks tapped at her demanding her mouth's skilled attention.
"What ya think?" That was the voice of her Master.
"Almost worth the trip just for her." That had to be the voice of Levy - the man who had already bred the girl. His voice was also accented - a mix of British and perhaps Nigerian with an over-lay of African-American influence. "You sure she not for sale? She'd fit in real good with my girls."
"A new life in London, eh? Lots of babies and even more ink?" Her Master's observations on the girl's possible future drew an amused laugh from Levy.
"Like I say - what else they good for? Sweet little things like her was put on earth for the pleasure of the Black man."
The bearded man seemed to echo him at that moment with a half-stifled, "Mother-fucka", and a fresh rush of potent Black seed into the girl's unprotected pussy. He withdrew and the Jamaican took his turn fucking her. The fourth man finally had uncontested access to her mouth and took full advantage. He took a firm hold on her leather hood and set a fast pace to her sucking.
The Jamaican didn't last long but when the fourth man stepped up behind the girl he gave an expression of distress.
"Shit look at this fuckin mess - lube's all good and all but this is crazy."
The camera moved to capture the scene. The girl's pussy was almost gaping open and surrounded by a froth where semen had been churned between mating bodies. A long trickle ran down her leg from her pussy.
"Wass the problem man," said the Jamaican, "thass just what a well-fucked cunt look like."
"Fuck," grumbled the fourth man, "the ho take it in the ass?"
"You come ready for that?" her Master asked the girl.
"Yes please Master," came the immediate firm response.
The fourth man looked to the camera and her Master must have signalled his approval. The man was handed some lube and swiftly began exploring her with his fingers. He slowly pushed one, two and then three fingers into her ass. He skilfully worked on making her ready to take his cock and she moved back upright and turned her head. His other hand pulled her close to him and his mouth found hers. A long deep wet kiss as his fingers continued their work.
Finally he broke and stepped back. He gripped her side with one hand as his other pushed the head of his big Black cock against her pink rose-bud. Resistance was almost negligible and equally futile. The man was going to take her ass and she wanted him to. Soon he was moving in and out of her with long strong strokes and being rewarded by a little female grunt each time.
"Seriously," said Levy, "we need to talk about her future. She made to be my ho - don't think she'd settle for anything less."
"Next time you visit I'll ask her if she's interested in going over. Not just yet tho. At the moment I'm enjoying playing with her too much."
"Fair 'nuff - while we talking this way I'd best say I'm interested by the girl with the camera too."
The camera seemed to shudder as if it had almost been dropped. Then after a moment it came steady again.
There was another deep bass chuckle. "That one's in demand - who know's tho. Maybe we can talk about HER next time you over here too."
The clip ended and Georgia saw only the faint shadow of her own face in the dark screen of her computer monitor.
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At The Club
The man was seated on the deep plush couch as she moved her body in front of him. His brown eyes were locked onto the movements of her body as he savoured her every sway and wiggle. Georgia thrust her body forward arching her back to present her naked breasts to his face. As she moved forward it seemed certain that she would collide with his seated form but with consummate skill, a skill born of giving many dances like this, she halted just in front of him. She felt his breath on her body.
The clientele of the 'Franklin Mint' was mainly blue-collar and mainly African-American but otherwise it could be pretty diverse. Everyone from seniors to students, from athletes to the obese, from a bronzed Adonis to a face that only a mother could love. There were even a certain number of women customers and a few white guys. Georgia saw very little of the latter - white guys didn't come to THIS club to see a white girl dance. Well, that was just fine by Georgia.
She had swiftly learned that something she had realised about Josh Hawkins applied even more here. The joy of it all for her largely lay in the reactions and the appreciation that she drew. She had loved fucking old Josh but that hadn't been because he was some kind of a super stud. He had been better than anyone seeing him in the street might have guessed but he was, when you came down to it, a portly grizzled man about twice her own age. He'd fucked her well but what had made the experience for her, what had ensured she would always want more, was the obvious desire for her that he showed and the obvious joy that she was bringing him. The little soccer-mom had become a sexual goddess, at least for a weekend and at least in the mind of one very satisfied Black man.
That was how she felt when she danced here or when she did her web-cam shows. She knew how much her audience wanted and desired her and it gave her a great feeling of confidence and power. She might be in the latter part of her thirties and she might have long thought of herself as a dowdy house-wife and mom but these men most certainly did not agree. It would be a lie to say that every Black guy that walked into the club made a bee-line for her but enough of them did and they were VERY appreciative of her body and her skills.
It was even better, of course, if the customer was like this one. He really was a beautiful young man. Very tall, very dark and very handsome. A face which showed his African ancestry but also had wonderfully regular features. There was a symmetry to him that she could gaze at all day and when she looked into those eyes of his... They were dark brown pools of lust for her and they could just about make her go weak at the knees - not exactly convenient when you were dancing for someone! What added a little spice was his age. The guys on the door would have carded him so he must have been 21 but he really looked a couple of years younger, her daughter's age. It was deliciously wicked to be dancing pretty much naked before this young man and feeling the heat of his breath on her.
She looked down into his face again and he seemed to sense it. He tore his eyes away from her breasts and looked up. Their eyes met and she felt a thrill of electricity go through her. This beautiful young man wanted her and he wanted her bad. She felt like singing from the roof-tops in joy at her newly-found sexual power but instead she did something a little more practical. She leaned forward that inch or two and momentarily pushed his face in between her breasts.
When she let him come up for air she gave him a sweet smile. "I'm not supposed to do that out here but it just seemed right with you." He gave a little nod and she saw his tongue run over his upper lip. Did he believe her or did he just feel it was something she said to all her customers?
He had come into the club with five or six of his friends. Part of a birthday celebration perhaps? Anyway he'd seen her and pretty much immediately honed in on her to give him a lap-dance in the champagne room. He hadn't even seemed to look at any of the other dancers - he had been very clear that what he wanted was her. Maybe he just had a thing for white women - she was the only white dancer there that night - but it did her ego no harm at all.
"You like..." she breathed at him. He didn't answer but then he didn't need to. She could feel the hard bulge in his pants. It was clear that he was really enjoying the show. She straddled him and then turned round and pushed her butt back towards him. She gave her rear end a wiggle and then playfully looked back over her shoulder at him. His eyes were like saucers and she knew his whole attention was fixed on her every move. She gave a last extra deep grind and heard him give a little gasp.
At that moment she knew that she had the feminine power to make this strong handsome young man cum in his pants. The knowledge sent a warm pulse of satisfaction surging through her body but she was also quite sure that she didn't want to humiliate him. She turned back to lock eyes with him and placed her small white hands on his broad strong chest. She leaned forward and kissed him. "Next time," she said, 'we can go to a private room and I can finish our dance."
The young man seemed to like that idea. She had an idea that she'd be seeing him again. It was the hustle, her boss would say, but for Georgia sometimes the hustle could be a positive pleasure!
***
It hadn't been long ago that Georgia had felt that her life was just drifting away. The years had ticked by until she had found herself divorced and with her only daughter leaving the 'nest'. She was only 36 but she had been a wife and then a soccer mom for so long that she had almost ceased to think of herself as a sexual being. Being a mom and starting her career from scratch had taken all her time and energy. With her marriage ended and her daughter moved away that was no longer the case. She had found 'the game' and her Master and her life had changed out of all recognition.
She had gone into this all worrying that maybe she wouldn't be considered sexy enough. It hadn't turned out that way. She had found that she could turn plenty of heads and, even better, she could attract plenty of the guys she found most sexy - Black men. That had been another revelation for her.
She knew that her Master had arranged things for her. He had guided her into situations where she came up against a lot of Black men and where those men had the chance to demonstrate how hot they thought she was. It might be a ten-spot tucked into her garter or a more intimate tribute but she was confident now that plenty of men wanted her. As a little bonus the dancing turned out to be better than any gym membership for keeping you in shape!
What had surprised her most had been the money. She was political enough to follow Jewel's example in putting double into the kitty for the non-dancing staff - it certainly didn't hurt to keep them and the other dancers on side - but, even after Hoss had took his cut, she was still taking home a few hundred dollars a night minimum. Hoss had taken her to 'guest' at other clubs a couple of times and once she'd come home with a comfortable four figures. She knew that she was taking home more than any other dancer at the Mint. Hoss had explained it real simply, "You a cracka ho who don't look like a crack ho. Any brotha with a hankering for white meat gonna pay plenty to get up close and personal with that fine pink pussy of yours."
Which was all well and great but she remembered Shonna's bitching about Jewel and worried that she might be resented in the same way. It turned out not to be much of a problem. Firstly, now her dead-beat boyfriend was out of the way Shonna had suddenly found that she was much better off financially speaking, well in every way of speaking in fact. Secondly, Shonna bitched about everything and Georgia learned to be able to tell when she was really pissed off from when she was just Shonna being Shonna.
She also figured that she had profited from Jewel's absence. The girl had gone to do her two months working for Cassius. Aisha had heard that she was dancing at his clubs but she and the other wiser heads just pointed out that it might always start that way working for Cassius but it never ended there. Georgia couldn't explain it but she had always felt a sort of connection with Jewel, someone she had never met. Perhaps it was because they were the only two white girls that had been working Hoss' club since Georgia had started there. It didn't stop her getting jealous when Jewel's merits and skills were constantly praised to the skies but she felt concern for the girl. She'd heard too many stories about Cassius - too many warnings about him and the 'meat market' clubs over in H-Town.
Only after three weeks - when Aisha's contacts reported Jewel still feature dancing at Cassius' higher-end clubs - did Georgia feel she could stop worrying about the other dancer. It seemed the dire warnings might have been rather exaggerated. How unlike the dancers to over-dramatise something! Besides Jewel had to take her own decisions and make her own way in life. It wasn't as if Georgia was her mom or something...
***
At times it seemed almost surreal this shadow life that Georgia was leading. If it could even be called a shadow life. With the extra shifts that the long summer vacation allowed sometimes her dancing and other activities seemed to be her real life and the respectable school administrator role just a part she had been playing.
There were still some school duties through the Summer of course. She had attended a two-day seminar in New York on 'educational processes and social mobility in modern America.' All very worthwhile but really an opportunity for a lot of school administrators to get together and swap best practice.
The hotel had been jam-packed with attendees - some men but mostly women aged from their thirties to their sixties. It was like looking into her future at every turn! Not that they weren't generally a good bunch but their lives ran down certain rails and Georgia now knew that it didn't have to be that way for her. It might not even be her choice. It only took one parent or school board member to see her in an inappropriate role and recognise her as Mrs Johnson, the school administrator, and the brown stuff would hit the fan and no mistake. It was weird but that fear of discovery and disgrace only added to the excitement of her new life. She knew how race car drivers and mountain climbers must feel - one false move away from potential disaster. It kept the blood flowing and the senses heightened - it kept her feeling alive. It separated her and distinguished her from the hundreds of other women here with their oh-so-similar outfits and their oh-so-similar hair-styles and their oh-so-similar smiles.
On the second day, however, she had a bit of a shock. In a late addition to the program a Mr Taylor had come to give a presentation on the work he was doing in some of the less salubrious regions of the Capital. He was a dark-skinned man in his fifties in a perfectly-tailored Italian suit. From the moment he began speaking he captured the room. Call it charisma, call it performance skills, call it the power of his message. Whatever it was Taylor had them hanging on his every word.
After his presentation as they all took a break she suddenly realised that Taylor was stood next to her. An even bigger surprise came when he addressed her by name, "Well now Georgia - since you didn't respond to my letter I'm going to have to give you this in person." He flourished a gold fountain pen and then handed her his card. "I've added my private direct number. I hand-pick my staff for their talent and their skills. I also select them as able to accept and embrace my Foundation's modus operandi. In return we are very supportive of our people - materially and in terms of giving them the freedom to express themselves. I suspect our skills and needs dove-tail rather perfectly. When you are ready give me a call on that number."
Then he was gone to continue a master-class of working the room but though she watched closely Georgia didn't see him giving out any more cards.
Another Night in Another Club
Cassius watched the girl dancing up on stage. He was pleased with her - the feedback from his other venues had been positive regarding both her performance and her attitude. He'd never been in doubt that her looks would win approval. She was exceptionally pleasing on the eye. Her long blonde hair was flowing freely as she strutted across the stage showing herself to his clientele.
This was his most high-end club but they all had a similar two stage set-up. Cassius saw that the bigger crowd was watching Diamond. That made sense. Most Black men preferred to watch a Black dancer and Diamond was a mistress of working the crowd. The girl he was watching, the new white girl, wasn't doing so bad though - she had plenty of men gathered around her stage and there was plenty of green on show. The crowd watching her were following her every move with hungry attention. Long experience told Cassius that Diamond was raking in a shit-load of singles but the girl he was watching, Jewel, would be drawing tens and even a Benjamin or two.
Well, why not? She was a beautiful girl. She could be working the high-end clubs anywhere in the country if the money was her main incentive. Instead she'd come here to work for him. She was flaunting her body before his audiences in his clubs in this city. That told you a lot about Jewel and what she was looking for.
Cassius' clubs catered to a very African-American demographic, that was inevitable given their location in H-Town, but a few dancers from other races only added to the flavour. This one certainly did. Most of his girls fitted a certain template. They were nearly all Black or Hispanic and were compact powerful women with the curves that his audiences loved.
The girl he was watching was a little taller than his average dancer. She had a dancer's legs - and they looked damned good - but otherwise she lacked the muscularity of a lot of his other girls. She was relatively slim and agile and she must have had some schooling in dancing to judge by her routine. However, that wasn't the only thing she brought to the table. Considering her physique the girl was truly blessed. His experienced eye told him she was a 34E or maybe even 34EE and it was all the generous gift of Mother Nature. He had taken great pleasure in checking that out personally.
Most of his girls liked to cut to the chase. Why mess around when the men just wanted you to get naked and show off your titties and your big round butt. That's what made it rain. This one hadn't got a bad butt for a white girl but she was seriously out-gunned by the other girls at THIS club. So just standing and shaking her ass wouldn't cut it here for her and she was having to put on a bit more of a show if she was to draw the crowd's attention.
She was performing, yeah that was the word for it. It was a routine but he'd seen her dance enough to know that she was subtly adjusting her work to match the nature of her crowd and their reactions to her. Sometimes she worked the pole more - displaying surprising strength along with her athleticism. Sometimes she simply danced to the heavy thumping beat - almost taunting her viewers with her beauty and her body. Jewel was a woman who knew what she had and was real happy to flaunt it before hundreds of hungry male eyes. It all boiled down to one thing. Any man watching her knew that she would be a great fuck. That was the secret of Jewel's success as a dancer.
Cassius was happy to confirm that she was no fake. He ran the best clubs in the most wide-open city in the country - over the years he had enjoyed a LOT of dancer tail. It was part of what he did. Seducing girls into the business or luring dancers out from other clubs was all part of his skill-set. He knew his name carried a certain weight - even some of the less positive stories about him and his clubs only added a frisson of danger for some girls. Girls who desired strong powerful men like him - girls who got a thrill out of playing with fire. Girls like Jewel. Each night after she'd finished dancing he had taken her home and fucked her. He'd fucked plenty of girls who were masters of the craft - polished and professional in their skills at making a man satisfied. He'd also fucked plenty who loved to fuck but were fumbling and clumsy. Jewel was one of that much smaller number who combined the two positives. She loved giving him pleasure and she had the tools and the skills to do just that. Shit, he'd been surprised when he realised he'd been taking her home for more than three weeks.
Generally he enjoyed girls for a few nights and then moved them on. They'd dance his two high-end joints for a while and maybe become the squeeze of one of his associates. Otherwise, after a while, he'd move them on to his 'meat market' clubs or his other more 'specialist' operations. A man like Cassius couldn't afford to get too tied to any piece of pussy - no matter how fine. It surprised him that Jewel had pleased him so much. Generally he preferred African-American girls but hell no-one could say he was a prejudiced man. Premium pussy was premium pussy.
Again he surprised himself. This was the first time that he had thought of moving Jewel on - the fact that it had taken more than three weeks was damn near to being a record. In fact he could give one of his girls no greater tribute. At that moment he sensed someone behind him and momentarily tensed before he heard a well-known voice in his ear.
"This the one I been hearing about Cassius?" He felt a hand reach round and cup the bulge in the front of his pants. "Hmmnnn, yes, this must be the one. How long she been here and she still getting you like this. Seems you might be getting ready to settle down and leave us..."
He smiled and turned to meet her mocking amber eyes. It was Kali, of course, no-one but Kali ever got to play around with Cassius like that. He'd had one little club when he'd first met her. Kali's dancing was one reason his enterprise had taken off. Not just because she was an amazing dancer but because she had encouraged other good dancers to work for him. She'd been going through college while she danced and one day she'd come to him and told him she'd enlisted as an army medic. It had been a blow to him. In a business where dancers could be very short-term and expendable that was real rare. She'd just laughed at him, "You think girls won't come and dance for you..."
She'd been right of course. He'd spent years honing his skills of recruitment, persuasion and management. When he'd seen Kali next it was five years later. She'd walked into his club and demanded to see him. Even back then people didn't do that - you asked for an appointment and then Cassius decided if you were worth seeing. There had been something about her though. Guys who generally would've shown 'the crazy bitch' the door had instead come running to find him and it had only taken a glance at the monitors for him to know who it was and to go meet her.
She had changed some. There was a stern edge to her face that hadn't been there before. Her body had become harder and more athletic. The girl had most definitely become a woman and a woman to be reckoned with. She hadn't come to dance, she had come to make a business proposition. Cassius was real successful but there were markets he was not in a position to tap. Her offer was simple. If he invested in her she would set up her club and then pay him off with interest until she owned a controlling stake. Then Cassius could be a junior partner in her club and share in the profits. Cassius had agreed and expected her to take five years to pay him back. It had taken Kali 18 months.



Only later did she tell him about what had happened 'over there'. How she'd met a fellow medic and the two women had worked together as their relationship had become something different and more intense. Until the moment when her life had been changed forever. They had never found out if they'd tripped a wire or if the device had been set off by remote control. But they had gone out to help a man who was down and even as they'd arrived the world had seemed to explode. Kali had been the only survivor - the lightness of her injuries might have been called miraculous but for the fact that her planned future had been destroyed.
One second was all that it had took. As time passed Cassius had come to understand how that second had changed her. Just for example, he understood why she needed to have that controlling interest in her club. He understood how she could run that club so succesfully. She was playing a role much of the time but it was a role that she needed to play. She had to be in charge - she had to determine her own destiny.
Now it suddenly clicked in his mind what he should do with Jewel. An instant later he realised that Kali had got there way before him - wasn't that why she was here?
The girl on stage turned again to flaunt herself towards the audience opposite him and he saw the tattoo on her back. Two faces, one black and one white, united in a kiss that formed the yin-yang symbol.
"I see she's marked - and not with yours. How long have you got her for?"
"Two months."
"Oh my," those amber eyes were mocking him again. "That's not like my business partner. Two months to profit from a little gold-mine like her and you've just spent half of that time fucking her. Is she really that good? Maybe you are planning on retiring with her to a nice farm in the country." A perfect eyebrow arched in mock interrogation.
He snorted, "Hardly. But why settle for two months. I'm thinking she'll agree to join us on a longer basis."
"Oh, I see? Her master sends her over here, the novelty wears off and then what? She's WAY too good for those rat-hole clubs of yours in the 'meat market'. She'll quit or she'll burn out." Kali looked at the girl on stage and ran her tongue over her top lip. "A girl like that has a freshness and you need to profit while that freshness lasts. I know your tastes, Cassius, and I know the sort of girl that goes for you in a big way. So tell me - that one," she flicked her glance towards Jewel, "she open to instruction?"
Cassius smiled. He'd been hearing about a Vietnamese girl who was dancing out at Francisburg. He enjoyed the challenge that each potential recruitment offered and a trip out there might be just the thing. "She's not averse to it. Of course whether she'll take it from you..."
Kali chuckled, "Oh, don't worry about that. I'll teach her what she's been missing."
The two weren't just business partners they were old friends too. As their eyes met the deal was sealed. Jewel would belong to Kali, for the next month at least.
Coming Close to Home
"You've done very well. It seems you've been enjoying your new line of work, All your debt paid off in almost record time - even Jewel only took a week or two less."
"Yes master." Georgia's response came through almost gritted teeth. She'd been enjoying his approval until he just had to casually mention that Jewel had done even better. She felt a burst of jealousy for the younger woman.
She heard him chuckle through her head-phones. "Heh, heh, I prefer my girls white rather than green Georgia. Anyways you don't have to compete with her for a while - she's still over there with Cassius."
Georgia felt a flush come to her cheeks. Her Master was playing with her of course. He enjoyed seeing her try to compete with Jewel for his approval. Why wouldn't he? That wasn't the thing that was making her blush - it was the fact that she fell for it every time.
"As a reward for your good work I'm going to send you a little present."
"Thank you master."
"But of course it's not quite as simple as that."
Well, duh...
***
Georgia enjoyed dancing but she was well aware that relative scarcity had a value. It had seemed a lot of money that she had owed to her Master but once it was paid off she knew to ease off a little. She chose to dance once every couple of weeks at the Franklin Mint and once at another of the clubs she preferred. It meant she could put some preparation into her routines and that the experience of dancing wouldn't get stale for her. She knew men would turn out just to see her and she loved the fact. Hoss and the other club owner did too.
The sleazy delights of the porn store were also something to be carefully managed. Her experiences there gave her a rush of raw sexuality but they were not something you wanted to become routine.
Which left her with time on her hands. She had gone to a couple of clubs but it just hadn't done anything for her. She'd felt out of place and she'd drawn some male attention but not the sort that she wanted. White boys just didn't do it for her any more. She knew that she could do so much better.
Her Master had suggested a club that she could try out. It had been amazing - almost entirely made up of white women and dark-skinned Black men. She knew that only a few months ago she would have been shocked to know that such places existed and amazed to find herself there. Now, it was fun and she got plenty of attention but it somehow seemed too, what was the word, too vanilla. Almost like dating. The men were so eager to please and so charming. The man she had hooked up with had been a handsome man of her own age and she had thoroughly enjoyed their night together but somehow something was missing. When she'd told her Master that he had just chuckled in that way of his.
"We both know what you need. The next time you see a man you like in real life I want you to let him know you like what you see. You know what I'm saying don't you..."
Hearing his deep warm voice through her head-phones Georgia had thought about his order and had felt her mouth go a little dry. She also felt that warmth through her body that told her that what she was feeling wasn't fear but rather desire.
***
It hadn't taken long. The next afternoon at the grocery store she had seen a man of perhaps forty. He was well turned out and looked to take care of his body. As he selected some vegetables she looked him over and liked what she saw. A second later he looked up and caught her checking him out. Georgia felt a momentary impulse to drop her eyes and scurry away but that was what the old Georgia would have done. Now she met his eyes and gave him a little smile. The smile was returned and the man gave an almost imperceptible nod. Was it a greeting or a gesture of approval? She was pretty sure it was the latter but she was destined never to know for sure.
The man gave a little glance to his right and Georgia saw a woman there. She was a beautiful African-American woman of about their own age and Georgia immediately understood that she was the man's wife. The man gave her another little smile and then went to join the woman.
It had been over in about five seconds and it hadn't really amounted to much. Just a little non-verbal communication between two strangers. The message pretty clear. I like what I'm seeing and you like what you're seeing but one of us is spoken for. No harm and no foul but no dice either. All pretty inconsequential but it had a real impact on Georgia. The knowledge that he had liked what he had seen pleased her but she was almost as delighted by the evident fact that he had enjoyed being hit on by her. On the way home she giggled to herself that she had probably made his week. However, even while she was laughing to herself, she knew just how intense those few seconds had felt for her. Once home she wasted no time in running a bath and then enjoying some 'me time' thinking about the man and what might have happened if he hadn't had a wife.
***
"Stand up and show me how you look?"
The deep voice came through her head-phones and Georgia obeyed, as was only right. He wasn't called her Master for nothing.
"Hmmn, I like that robe. Just the right length. Now show me that you've followed my instructions."
Georgia held open the robe and revealed her naked body to the web-cam. She also pointed to the robe's belt which she had removed and placed on her sofa.
"Yeah, that's what I like. Now you understand what's happening here?"
She understood. He had ordered a delivery for her and it was due to arrive between 7 PM and 9 PM that evening. It was coming via a nationwide delivery firm and she had received a text notification to confirm the fact. When the driver arrived she was to check him out through the peep-hole in the door. If he was white then she was to open the door on the chain and sign for it. If the delivery driver was Black then she was to open the door fully and sign for the delivery.
It didn't take a genius to work out that opening the door, collecting the parcel and signing for it all while holding her robe shut with one hand might not go entirely smoothly. There was every chance that she might slip and give a stranger a free show. Not exactly the first time, of course, but somehow doing it in her own home felt very different to doing it at the Franklin Mint. It was quite literally bringing all that she had been doing very close to home.
The webcam, of course, was set up so that it could see the front door and record all that happened. She knew that her Master would be checking to see that she followed his instructions.
The door-bell rang at 7.32 PM. Not too bad. Georgia flicked the curtain and saw the van parked outside on the street. She went to the door and looked through the peep-hole. It was the delivery driver alright. He was in his uniform and holding a package as well as his electronic device for taking signatures. He was a small man and looked to be about 60 with a bald head, a fringe of grey hair and a tired expression. It seemed that he was nearing the end of a long day of hard work. Georgia took all of that in only moments after she registered the fact that he was most definitely an African-American. She looked back to the camera and gave a nervous look just as the door-bell sounded again.
"I'm sorry - I'm right here. Just one moment." Now Georgia was hurrying to open the door, a little flustered by keeping him waiting while concentrating on hanging onto her robe. Finally she got the door open and faced him.
There was a moment's hesitation as he saw her in her robe, but only a moment's. This man had been working his job for years and it wasn't the first time he'd had someone come to the door outside normal daytime attire, "Have a parcel here for you ma'am - need a signature if you could give me one."
He had proffered her the package and Georgia had taken it but now he was also holding out his device asking for her signature. She clutched the parcel to her and then took the device. Leaning forward and concentrating she just about managed to scrawl a signature and then handed the device back to he man. He took it with a smile and a glint in his eye.
She suddenly remembered her Master's final instruction "One moment." She moved to her hall table and put the parcel down. Then she bent down to retrieve a five-dollar note from her purse.
"Thank you kindly ma'am," the driver said, his eyes crinkling with appreciation, and then he was gone. Georgia closed the door and leaned against it a little. Again it seemed crazy that, after the last few weeks, she could be so excited by such a relatively innocent incident. However, she knew why that was. It was happening in her space - in her home. Again the two sides of her life were being brought together. It was intoxicating but it was also dangerous. Perhaps she found it so intoxicating because it was so dangerous.
She quickly moved her webcam back into her little study and then put on her head-phones to talk to her Master.
"Very good Georgia - would you like to see what happened from my point of view?"
She saw that a video file had arrived on her computer. She opened it. Her webcam wasn't top-of-the-range so the picture wasn't crystal-clear but you got a very good idea of what was going on. She watched the driver. As she saw herself struggling to make the signature she suddenly realised quite how far her robe had bowed out. Then when she leaned forward it must have seemed an open invitation to him to check out her goods. He didn't show much reluctance in the matter and his eyes were laser-focused down into her soft white cleavage. Then when she had gone to get his tip and her back was turned he had actually leaned forward to appreciate the sight of her back-side stretching out her robe. He certainly seemed to have enjoyed the show.
"That firm's drivers are on tight schedules and their movements are logged from base. It's a real rat-race for them so the brotha deserved a little treat. Now you'd best see what he brought you."
Georgia undid the parcel and just looked at the contents. Now she had an idea what he had in mind.
"Put that on charge girl and be here the same time tomorrow night. We gonna have some fun."
Door to Door
The long black limousine eased to a stop. The driver's door opened and the big vehicle's springs eased almost imperceptibly as the driver stepped out. She was a beautiful woman with the high cheek-bones, piercing blue eyes, blonde hair and seemingly translucent skin tones of an Eastern European. She had the height and the figure of a runway model - an impression only increased by her immaculately tailored chauffeur's outfit.
She glanced up at the house - only momentarily glancing at the sign posted up on its wall. That was there to disillusion unwelcome visitors. She was here by arrangement to make a collection. It wasn't her first time and as usual she found that her arrival had been watched for. The front door opened and two women stepped out. They were both young and blonde - both wearing the usual casual student outfits. They gave each other a hug and then the one with the suitcase stepped forward. The driver moved round to the rear of the vehicle and opened the trunk to take the case before she opened a rear door. The girl gave a last glance and a little wave up to her friend still waiting at the door and then stepped inside.
***
Even as she stepped into the rear of the limousine the girl realised that she was not alone there. Already seated inside was an African-American woman in her late thirties. She had a slightly angular face but her features were striking, proud and powerful. She wore fairly standard business attire. What struck the girl most though were the woman's eyes. They were a beautiful brown, almost amber, and they seemed full of confidence and mischief. The woman gave a little smile as she recognised the girl's nervousness.
"First things first - would you like to go by Jewel or by your real name with us?"
"Errr, Jewel I think."
"Hmmmnn, that's really your performer's name. We like to think that with us you will be able to display your true feelings and your true self. So I think we'll be calling you Charli so that you understand that it's not a performance with us. You understand, Charli?"
The girl looked like she was going to protest but didn't. Instead she just nodded.
"Nodding doesn't cut it around here. Did your Master really let you get away with such behaviour?"
"Er, no, ummn, I mean..."
"If I know him I am quite sure that he didn't. You seem a little flustered Charli, a little out of your depth perhaps..."
The girl's eyes flashed and her chin rose a little. "No, I'm ready to do this, err, Mistress."
"I am not your mistress. You will address me as Goddess until I give you permission to use my name. That is understood?"
"Yes Goddess."
The Black woman's features had momentarily stiffened but now they relaxed back into that little smile. The white girl was showing some promise. Cassius had suggested that she was a natural submissive but with that spirit running through her that made her 'training' such an attractive prospect.
"I am Kali," the Black woman's smile widened a little, "do you know who I am named after?"
Of course she did. This was an intelligent and educated young white woman. Along with her looks that was what gave her such potential value. Dumb sluts were ten-a-penny but girls like Charli, once properly trained, could bring satisfaction or profit of another level.
"You know why you are here?"
"To learn, Goddess."
"Very good, Charli. Just as you went to your Master to learn and to have new experiences. So you have come to Cassius and now to me." Kali reached out a brown arm and gently brushed Charli's cheek with her long fingers. Then, as quick as thought, she brought her fingers tips down onto the girl's cheek with a slight but audible slap.
Charli felt the sting on her face but didn't flinch. She knew she was being tested. She just kept looking into Kali's beautiful, almost feline, amber eyes. She saw them sparkle as the older woman smiled her satisfaction. "You see, you are already learning. Gentleness and firmness. Pleasure and pain. Love and hate. Creation and destruction. Sides of the same coin. You have been looking for someone who can take you to another level, perhaps even to your limits. Someone who will let you express your whole self sexually and to the maximum. Well you have met her. But remember - creation and destruction are two sides of one coin. Not everyone can undergo the tempering process. Not everyone can live with who they really are. That takes a special kind of woman. You can leave now or you can come with us."
She raised a hand as Charli tried to speak. "Understand, if you come with us then you are mine for the next three weeks. Then we will see whether you want to return here or not." She pressed an intercom button and spoke to her driver. "Darya - how long did you come to us for?"
The answer came back in accented English, "Two weeks, Goddess."
"And how long ago was that..."
"Five years, Goddess."
Kali released the intercom and ended the connection. She looked at Charli and arched an eyebrow. "Perhaps you will do the honours..."
The white girl leaned forward and pressed the intercom button just as she had seen Kali do. "Please can we leave now Darya."
There was no answer but the limousine engine started and the vehicle pulled out into the road as they began their journey from suburbia into the dangerous heart of H-town.
Hands-Free
Georgia was ready and waiting for her Master as arranged the previous day. She had his gifts. When the connection was made she saw the familiar sight of her Master's hand. His fingers tapped a phone.
"I thought that it was time for you to put on a little show - add a new string to your bow so to speak."
For once she was not impressed. The technology was a new wrinkle but she'd performed for him on cam plenty of times. It wasn't a challenge it was just fun.
The deep dark voice cut through her thoughts again. "I want you to go get your domino mask."
Now she felt the quiver of anticipation. Why would he want her to wear her mask unless he had something planned. Immediately she mentally kicked herself for her own stupidity. Of course he had something planned. He was her Master and he ALWAYS had something planned.
"I'm not used to waiting..."
There hadn't been any edge to his voice - more amusement at seeing her trying to figure out what he was up to. However, the result was the same. Georgia rushed to find her domino and to put it on. Soon it was in place and she was back seated in front of her monitor.



"Georgia, you know that your pictures have excited a lot of attention on a certain site. So I have arranged a cross-over with another site you might not know. I've got an alert all ready to post to the verified members over there. Let them know there's a show they are NOT going to want to miss. Should I post it?"
Georgia's mind went into a whirl. "When are we talking about ... tomorrow?"
"Oh no, I want to do this now. So you ready?"
"I have to be careful..."
"That's why I told you to get your mask. No different really to all those sexy pics you been posting. Besides the only people seeing this one will be verified Black male site members. Gonna be just like all those shows you been giving me - just for a bigger audience."
He was appealing to that exhibitionist streak in her again. She wasn't foolish. She knew what he was doing. Each time he wanted something he took her further along a road. From the first time she had danced at the Franklin Mint how could she logically refuse a show like this. Even worse, or even better, she knew how thrilling she could find displaying herself to these men. Once you'd done something once it was so much easier to do it again and once you knew how hot it was it could soon become addictive.
She nodded and saw his hand click a mouse. "Show starts in one hour. Go get yourself ready, dress up real smart like a nice respectable white lady and ... oh yes ... don't forget to have your toys close to hand."
***
Two hours later Georgia was enjoying herself. She had teased them, stripped for them, used her little pink vibe and then brought out the 'dark destroyer'. All the time she was performing she was watching the counter on her screen. There had been about twenty waiting for her show to start but now there were pushing on towards 300. She knew the word was getting round and the fact excited her. Her Master had told her how to get a comments window on her screen but it had quickly begin moving too fast for her to really pay attention. Just occasionally her Master would pass on a request or a comment. The big black dildo had proved very popular but Georgia knew that it was not the finale which her Master had planned for her.
Finally, he told her to get his new present for her. She showed the box to the camera.
"You charged it up like the instructions said?"
Georgia knew that their conversation was being patched through to the webcam audience. She knew her role and besides it was one she found ever more natural and alluring. "Yes Master, just as you ordered."
"You used one of these before?"
"No I haven't Master."
She was holding up the strange-shaped plastic object to the camera. It was pink and about seven inches long but curved. At the thinner end was a switch while at the other there was a bulb of about three inches by one and a half.
"What you think about that?"
She smirked a little. "It's weird looking but its not too big. Everyone here knows I've handled a lot bigger."
Her Master gave his pleased chuckle. "And we ain't just talking toys there are we? For a smart white woman you can be a really naughty slut can't you?"
"Yes Master - but only for real men."
"Real men?"
"Yes Master - Black men. I've been Black-only for a while now."
There was that delighted bass rumble of a chuckle in her head-phones again. He liked that and it seemed he wasn't the only one. Her comments screen had almost gone in over-drive with the screen spooling down almost too quickly to read even if she had been able to give it her full attention. Her Master had said she could read them at leisure after the show but she figured she already had the general idea. There were hundreds of Black men out there who were enjoying her show, who were excited by her and who wanted to fuck her. Just knowing that fact had her hot and ready to please them.
"Use some of that lube and then follow those instructions..."
She didn't really think she'd be needing any lube but she applied some just in case. Then she eased the device into position. After the 'dark destroyer' it wasn't too formidable but she knew that this particular device had a trick up its sleeve.
"Hold that box up to the camera again girl and read out what it says on the side there."
Georgia swallowed, her throat a little dry with anticipation. "It says, 'Let him control you ... from ANYWHERE!'"
The throaty chuckle filled her ears again. "That sound good to you?"
"Yes please Master."
"Yeah, I reckon we are all gonna enjoy this. Turn on the switch."
Georgia reached down to where the end of the device and its button was protruding and turned it on. She then watched on her screen as she saw her Master hold his phone up to his camera. On it was the logo of the device and a sliding scale from 0 to 10. He flicked the slide across to one.
"Ooohhhh." Georgia gave an involuntary gasp of surprise as the device kicked into action. Its vibration was subtle but it was in exactly the right spot.
"That feel good?"
"Feels strange but, yes, it feels really good!"
"You've seen the scale goes from one up to ten. Let's see how this goes." She watched his finger swipe the scale up to four.
"Oh, oh, ohhh," the little vibrating motor kicked up in speed and intensity and caused Georgia to giggle and gasp. She put a hand down to herself only to find that the pressure of her hand seemed to intensify the feeling even more. She opened her mouth as she stared into the camera with her eyes sparkling.
"Not even half way up the scale. How far do you think you can take? I think I'll let the viewers decide whether to keep going up in power. Meanwhile I think you need to put your hands up on the arm-rests. If you want to stop then clap your hands. But I want to see how much my slut can take. Understand?"
"Yes Master. Ooohhh."
She'd seen his finger move the scale to five moments before the vibration had kicked in. It was an extraordinary feeling. She glanced down and saw her little QOS charm jiggling as the vibration hit her clit from below. It took real will-power to keep her hands off her body. Her clitoris was being stimulated wonderfully, amazingly, but she knew that just a little direction with her hand could get her just exactly where she needed to be.
She saw his finger move the scale on through six to seven. Now she seemed able to hear the little motor working or was that just the motion transmitting itself through her. She finally couldn't resist it and started to move her hand down only to have her Master immediately swipe his finger across his phone and turn the vibrator down.
"No," she let out a little frustrated gasp.
"You don't want me to turn it back up."
She glanced at the screen and then shook her head. "No, I mean yes, I mean...Turn it back up, please..."
"On two conditions. First, you put that hand back on the arm-rest." He watched as she complied. "Next, you agree to do one of these little shows every week from now on. The men watching are telling me they want to see more of you, a LOT more of you. Understood?"
"Yes Mas...ohhhhh." Even as she had answered his finger had swept back up to eight and the intensity of the little motor's vibration left her gasping and almost unable to breathe. The feeling grew inside her until she knew she was about to come but at that very moment he began to play with her. He would make the machine's action intensify or moderate according to her state of arousal. He seemed able to read her mind, or at least her body's signals, because he would take her to the brink again and again only to ease off for a moment before starting to build the pressure again.
Finally her Master took her back up to eight and maintained a steady pressure there. Georgia could only stare into the camera with her eyes wide and her mouth open. her hands rose off the arm-rest but neither reached for her body nor clapped her surrender. Instead she just held them in front of herself helplessly grasping and ungrasping her fists. Her whole body and consciousness seemed in neutral - every part of her focused on the feelings of pleasure coming from that wicked little machine.
She finally heard his calm voice as it cut through her confusion. "Now you can touch yourself baby - show us how you're feelin'."
Shed move a hand down to her wet pussy and began to masturbate. Just as she started he turned the machine to nine and her world seemed to explode. All that teasing and edging had been building a climax like she had never known. Everything seemed to slow to a halt though she knew that she was still wanking herself and the machine was still working and there was liquid running down her legs and spraying out onto the carpet. "OHHH MMYYYY GOODDDDDDDD," she howled.
Then the machine was slowly eased down and then off. She slumped into her chair and just looked bleary-eyed into the camera. She knew that she was a total mess. She felt like she'd just run a marathon - exhausted, hot, sweaty and ... sated. After a minute of deep breaths she gave a little smile to the camera.
"Sounded like a deeply religious experience," wryly commented her Master. "Some of the men are asking if that's the first time you've squirted."
Georgia felt her cheeks glowing as she looked down at herself. Had she 'squirted' or had she got way too excited and pee-d herself. Was there even any difference between the two? She didn't know but she was mighty relieved her Master had told her to drink a couple of glasses of water before the show.
There was that deep rumbling chuckle in her head-phones again. She knew how much he had enjoyed breaking her inhibitions down like that and exposing her sexuality to the audience in its rawest form. She knew what to say in response.
"Thank you Master."
"My pleasure Georgia - I'm very pleased with you this evening. I think we can move your training along a little faster now. Make sure to read the messages - I think you'll enjoy them. I'll just read this one out that was sent to me. It says 'Where do you find all these fly white sluts? I thought that little ho Jewel was bangin but this one is off the hook. Best yet by far. Get the bitch back soon and lets see lots more of her.'"
Georgia felt satisfaction surge through her. She'd heard a lot over the weeks about how great Jewel was - well maybe soon the younger white slut would be hearing about her! Then she glanced down at her room and was shocked at the state it was in.
Her Master chuckled again. "Yeah and we didn't even get to the tenth setting tonight. Next week at the same time we'll make sure to get there..." His finger moved and the connection was cut.
Georgia again looked at the state of her room. It was going to take some work to get it ship-shape again. It was going to have to wait a while though, she didn't want to wait before reading these messages from her audience. As she read she sometimes gasped or giggled a little. The viewers were not shy or discreet about saying just what they thought of her and just what they wanted to do to her. She knew most women would have been disgusted - maybe she herself would have been only a few months ago. Now she knew that this was simply their tribute to her, as her Master's hottest white slut. She loved it and she couldn't wait for next week's show.
Riding to H-Town
Kali smiled across at the younger white woman seated in the rear of the limousine with her. She was very pleased with her so far. The name issue was always very telling. She always liked her 'trainees' to use their real names. 'Jewel' was all very good for dancing in front of a bunch of drunken men but when Kali ordered Charli to perform then the girl would have no insulation or persona to hide behind. She would be revealing her real self and, what was most important, she would not be able to hide that fact from anyone, especially herself.
Kali thought back to the other blond girl they had seen when they had picked up Charli. She was apparently Charli's housemate but Kali wondered just how close the two young white girls were. They had potential. She'd find out more from Charli in time and, perhaps, the second girl could also come to Kali's club in time.
For the moment though there was Charli to work with. The art of training a girl like her was to take them to the limit that they could abide while still allowing them to retain their spirit. That meant that the girl next to her would have to learn to obey and to trust Kali as a matter of course. There was a mistake that too many in Kali's happy position made. They took a natural submissive like Charli and tried to break her down to the ground before rebuilding her. How foolish. Who wanted a broken toy - no matter how attractive she might be. No, the art was to take girls like Charli just far enough that she would understand where her true place in life was. To take her just so far that she understood that she did not serve her superiors by her own decision but rather because it was really the natural, indeed the only, way that things could possibly be. The 'race' thing didn't bother Kali much. She had trained women from many ethnic backgrounds. However, her club's patrons always enjoyed seeing a white girl put in her place and Kali had no hesitation in obliging them. The customers, after all, were always right.
The girl had initially been watching Kali cautiously but when the Black woman didn't speak she had been looking out of the limousine's tinted windows. She had noticed that she had been unable to see through them into the vehicle when outside. Now she could just about see the buildings flash past as they were driven through the sprawl of suburbia that separated the Capital from H-Town. She knew that was where they were going and despite its terrible reputation she was not afraid. She had danced there for Cassius and, if anything, the two clubs she had seen had been the higher-end of those she had performed at in her short career. She had been told enough to know that Kali's club was different in more than one way but she knew that she could handle it and she wanted to experience it, at least once.
The limousine flashed through an over-pass and Charli suddenly heard Kali speak, as if to a pre-arranged signal. It should not have surprised her - Kali was a mistress of her craft and her skills had been honed by taking this journey many, many, times before.
"So you understand what we are doing here? You have an idea of the nature of my club? How do you feel about it?"
"I'm a bit nervous," admitted Charli, "I've not done much like this. I mean the girls said some things..."
"Let's make this clear. I am going to be there throughout your training - I will be dominating you but also making sure that everything goes in an appropriate manner. You WILL be tied up, you WILL be dominated, some of my girls and also some club members WILL be given the opportunity to play with you, sexually I mean. That is understood and acceptable?"
"Um, yes."
There was silence and Charli almost wilted under the steady gaze of Kali's amber eyes before she suddenly remembered her place.
"Yes goddess, I understand."
The African-American woman smiled. "All of this will occur before a live audience and will also be on camera for streaming, live and otherwise. You understand?"
"Yes goddess."
Kali smiled again. That was sometimes a temporary sticking point for some of the girls. How ridiculous! Their product was sufficiently niche that no-one could expose a performer without also exposing themselves. Anyone trying that in this State would be making themselves some very bad and very powerful enemies. Nevertheless it was always a good sign when the 'trainee' was already willing to potentially sacrifice her anonymity in the service of her goddess. This one's hesitation had been noticeable but only momentary. That was most satisfactory.
"So let's be quite clear that you understand your role in this and that you are OK with all that I have mentioned."
The blond girl gave a nervous smile. "Yes goddess."
Kali's amber eyes twinkled. "Don't worry, we won't be doing anything sexual that is illegal or anything that will permanently mark you. Also if you wish to end the session or to move on from a particular activity then you have your safe-word don't you?"
"Vanilla, goddess."
"Very good. Of course my best trainees never use their safe-word. They understand that I am paying careful attention to their reactions and stamina. I will move the program forward if and when I feel it is necessary. We all have our strengths and weaknesses. However, if our kink is not for you then it is best you use your word and let me know. I don't have any use for weaklings, cry-babies and failures. But I'm sure you won't fall into any of those categories will you my dear?"
Charli again found herself looking into the playfully reassuring smile of Kali. Again she understood that Kali had gone through this ritual many times before. She nodded before clearing her throat, "I will do my best, goddess."
"Then let's get started. Take off your clothes."
Kali watched and was pleased to see that Charli obeyed without a moment's hesitation. First her sneakers, then her jacket and trousers and pretty soon her outer clothing was in a neat pile in front of her. As the limousine drove on Charli, thankful for the vehicle's smooth ride, was left in only her bra and panties. She gave one glance to Kali but her instructor remained unmoving. Charli knew what was expected of her and quickly pulled off her panties before reaching behind herself to undo her bra and then place it on top of her other clothing.
Now she was naked sitting in the back of a limousine driving to an unknown destination in H-Town. She had never felt more naked and vulnerable. As they passed other vehicles or stopped in traffic she knew only the tinted windows were preventing her being totally exposed to the strangers outside. From inside she could now see the signs of urban deprivation, the safe suburbs were far behind them. She gave a nervous little glance towards Kali.
"Very good. From now on you will be referred to only as Charli or Number 257. From now on you will speak only when asked a question or specifically ordered to do so. Give me your right arm Number 257." Charli noticed that this time she wasn't expected to agree to her orders. She was simply meant to follow them. She also saw the leather cuffs that Kali produced. Each had a heavy metal ring attached and a secure fastening.
She held out her arm and Kali skilfully applied the cuff to her wrist. Tight enough that it could not slip but not so tight that it would cut off the circulation. The woman then applied an identical cuff to Charli's other wrist and another to each of her ankles. As she did so she spoke in a very matter-of-fact way. "You are now my property to be used for my own entertainment and those of my guests. You will, of course, obey every instruction without any argument or even hesitation. Failure to obey the rules will result in punishment within the terms of our agreement. Now turn on the seat and put both hands behind your back."
Charli did so and then felt her hands pulled together and the click of a padlock. At a gesture from Kali she pulled her feet together and soon heard the click of a second padlock fastening the two cuffs on her ankles together. Now her hands were fastened behind her back and her legs were hobbled. The die had been cast. She would be going on the journey that Kali had planned for her.
"Open your mouth."
Charli obeyed and her new owner pushed a ball-like object into her mouth and then fastened a strap to keep it in place.
"Remind me what that safe-word was again?"
"Huhhhrrnlla." With the gag in her mouth she couldn't form the word.
"And that, my dear Charli, is why it's so important that you came to me for your education. That such an intelligent young woman would fall for such a simple little trick. I know men who would use it to flog all the skin off that pretty little white butt of yours."



The girl's blue eyes widened in alarm.
Kali was still smiling. "So WE have non-verbal safe-words." She swiftly showed the girl a code of blinking her eyes or using her fingers to signify her need to stop. Once Charli had shown that she could replicate the signals Kali continued her education. "I have never understood the desire to operate as a dominant without consent. For me, for all true masters and mistresses, the real attraction lies precisely in the willingness of the submissive to grant that consent. To take such power is cheap - to be granted it is priceless." The little creed had been delivered quickly and almost breathlessly but suddenly Kali was back to pure business.
"Are the bonds painful?" The girl shook her head. "Then sit back in the chair for me." The Black woman produced a padded black leather blindfold and tied it over Charli's eyes cutting out the light and her vision.
Charli sat back in her seat. There was very little else that she could do. After a few moments she felt a hand on her right breast. It expertly fondled her and then fingers teased her nipple erect. Charli found that her lack of vision heightened her anticipation and the sensation of the skilled hands on her body. She didn't know where she would feel them next though she might have guessed. Her other breast received the same gentle treatment accompanied by a hum of appreciation from Kali. "These are real nice - they are going to make you very popular with my clients and friends."
Moments later the practised fingers found Charli's pussy. The girl gave a little gasp as a palm applied gentle pressure to the top of her sex. Then fingers teased Charli's lips before moving away to stroke the exposed skin of her upper thighs and lower belly. Charli gave a slight moan as Kali moved her attention back to the exposed pink pussy. Kali raised the tips of her fingers to her lips and then moved them to tease the younger woman's clit. Another little moan through the ball-gag brought a small satisfied smile to the Black woman's face. There was certainly real potential with this one.
Special Delivery
Once again Georgia found herself waiting for her door-bell to sound. She had expected her Master to instruct her to answer the door half-naked again but he had simply told her to dress as she had for her two webcam shows. That essentially meant dressing like a professional woman. Georgia wasn't stupid and she understood what that was all about. Everyone in her audience would have come up against a white woman as their boss or as a government official, teacher or lawyer. No doubt some would have faced white female detectives, judges and/or parole officers. The attraction of seeing a woman like her perform for them was fairly obvious.
The attraction for her was no more mysterious. There had been almost three hundred watching her that first night and almost five hundred on the second one. She wasn't naive. She knew how most, if not all, of those men would have been 'enjoying' her show. They wanted to see her body, they wanted to watch her sexual performance, perhaps most of all they wanted to see a professional white woman turned into a sexual object for their entertainment and pleasure.
All pretty exploitative - or so she would have thought until not long ago. Now she realised what she could get from the deal. The satisfaction of knowing how much they wanted her - the knowledge that it was desire for her that kept them coming back to watch. That meant far more to her than the contributions to her 'tips jar'. She felt that sexual power that had been missing from her life for so many years until she had chosen to play 'the game'.
The sound of her door-bell interrupted her thoughts. When she looked through the spy-hole she saw the driver. It wasn't the small aging figure of a couple of weeks before. Instead he was tall, powerfully-built and in perhaps his mid-thirties. The man must have realised he was being observed because he gave a wink to the door and then held up a piece of paper. Georgia immediately realised the significance of the design on the paper being shown to her. Those two faces, one black and white, their kiss uniting them in the yin and yang symbol. The symbol she had seen tattooed into the skin of the Girl in the Hood. It meant that this was the man sent by her Master and she opened the door to him.
"Evenin' Georgia - you're a real welcome sight at the end of a hard day." The man stepped confidently into the room. "Your Master asked me to set up your new system for you." He reached down and began undoing the two packages that he had brought with him. "Thirsty work this," he hinted.
Georgia checked his preferred beverage and then went into her kitchen to fix it for him. When she re-emerged with two steaming mugs on a tray she found her little study empty. However, by the time she had set the tray down he emerged from her bedroom.
"Real easy job these days," smiled the driver. "Set you up two cameras in there and I'll put another three in here. Then I'll put the software on your system so you or your Master can control the camera choice wirelessly. That'll have you all set for HD broadcast.
He smiled as he noticed her moment of hesitation. He'd seen it before. A woman who was concerned that HD would show her perceived flaws and imperfections. He knew this one didn't need to worry about that. "Don't sweat it baby - from what I've seen you are wasted on anything less."
He relished the little tinge of pink that came to her cheeks. "You've, um, seen my show?"
"Seen both of them. Your Master told me you was not to be missed and I'm in agreement with him on that."
Now Georgia was smiling too. A little compliment never went amiss but she was even more pleased to hear that her Master had been praising her. They chatted as the man completed setting up the new system and testing that all was in working order.
Finally he straightened up and expressed his satisfaction that all was as it should be. "All ready for your show tonight."
She suddenly realised that she had almost forgotten her scheduled show and she automatically looked to the clock and saw that she was due to perform in thirty minutes time. "I've got to finish getting ready..."
"Go right ahead," he said, "I'll double-check the system and then I'll show you how to operate the cameras unless you'd like me to stay and look after that this time."
She understood what he was saying. He could be here when she was doing her show. That would be another stage in bringing her new sexual self into her home. She glanced up into his eyes and saw him raise his eyebrow questioningly. "Yes," she said suddenly convinced, "yes, I'd like you to do that very much." She was rewarded with a brilliant smile from his dark-complexioned face.
***
She was ready with a comfortable five minutes to spare. She returned to her study to find the Driver looking at the photograph on the back wall of the study with a thoughtful expression. He noticed her and gestured to the image. "The new cameras will pick this up real clear so you might want to move her out of range before we connect."
"Oh," she was startled by the implication and gave a nervous little laugh, "my daughter wouldn't appreciate being on camera like that."
Now it was the man's turn to be slightly flustered. "That's for real - she's your daughter!"
Georgia looked at him in a half-exasperated way. "You're not going to tell me we look more like sisters are you?"
He relaxed and chuckled. "Well even when it's true I wouldn't say it - I hope I got some better lines than that! Nah, it's just that she really reminds me of someone. Funny how you can get that sometimes. I'll get it down for you." He took the photograph off the wall and moved it into the main room.
The Driver took a seat in the deep armchair that they had moved into a corner of the study outside of the cameras' field of vision.
Georgia took her own seat in front of her monitor. She was very strongly aware of him seated only a few feet away from her. It was so much more visceral to have him there than it was to have hundreds watching remotely. It was like comparing a lap dance to a feature dancing gig.
"Ready for the show?"
She nodded and he made the connection.
***
The key moment came about thirty minutes into the show. She had glanced across at him a couple of times only to see him watching the monitor and adjusting his camera and sound levels. This third time she saw his attention was purely on her. She smiled as she took note of him drinking in every inch of her naked body.
At this point she had planned to play with her remote-controlled vibe but her eye suddenly caught one of the comments spooling rapidly up the side of her screen.
'Slut needs a Big Black Cock in her right now.'
Georgia realised immediately that she couldn't agree more. She looked back at the Driver and mouthed, 'Enjoying the show.'
He smiled and slowly nodded.
She made a point of looking down at his pants and then mouthed, 'Show me.'
He continued smiling and then raised his eyebrows.
She very carefully had her lips frame a single word. 'Now.'
The Driver knew when to stop playing hard-to-get. He set his smart-phone aside and began to unbuckle his belt as Georgia watched. He unfastened his pants and then eased his body off the chair to pull out his cock. It was no monster but it was just the way she liked them. Seven inches or so of beautiful Black cock. From the moment she saw it she knew that she wouldn't be needing the vibe tonight.
"Good news guys," she said into her mic, "I've got a special guest to help me out tonight." She gave him a cheeky smile and beckoned to him. His eyes sparkled and a smile spread across his regular handsome features. She turned her attention back to her screen. "So should I play with this tonight," she held up the Dark Destroyer dildo, "or should I try this one for size?"
He had moved up next to her and now he moved close enough for her face to be framed on her audience's screen by the plastic penis on one side and his own flesh-and-blood cock on the other. She took a gentle hold of his cock as they watched the responses spooling up the screen.
After about a minute she looked up from her chair into his face. "Seems like you are hired," she said.
"You going to keep teasin' or are you going to get to pleasin'," he said it sternly but she saw the twinkle in his dark eyes. They both knew what the audience wanted to see.
She gave him a couple of little strokes with her hand and gloried in the contrast of their skin tones. She didn't need to bring him to hardness - he was already there in anticipation of what was to follow. That pleased her. They might be putting on a little performance for the cameras but his desire for her was real enough.
She leaned forward and took the end of his big cock into her mouth. She moved down onto his shaft a couple of times and then ran her tongue up and down his length. Soon the dark skin was glistening with her saliva and then she pushed her head down onto him as far as she could go. As she did so she felt his fingers in her flame-red hair. He wasn't exerting any pressure but she knew how good it would look to their audience.
She pulled back and looked up at him. He gave a little twitch of his head and she seemed to know what he wanted almost by telepathy. She got out of her chair and he took her place. She dropped down onto her knees in front of him and then resumed sucking his cock.
It was only after several minutes that she realised that the camera would only be showing the back of her head. She paused to check. The feed had switched to one of the other two cameras so that her blow-job was being shown in all its HD glory without any danger of obstruction. She remembered the Driver had left his smart-phone across the room and she realised that her Master must have taken control. Then she corrected herself. Her Master had always been in control since the first moment that she had contacted him. Now, she knew, her Master wanted to see her give this Black stranger the best blow-job she could and she returned to doing just that.
She concentrated on varying the sensations that her mouth and tongue were giving him and he was certainly appreciating it to judge by the grin on his face. Finally she wondered whether he wanted her to get him off but almost at that moment she felt his body move forward as he raised himself from the seat.
She watched him as he stood and then tapped the seat with his hand. She wasn't quite sure what he wanted but she sat down. He shook his head and used his finger to make a rotating motion. Now she understood and she got up so that she could take up a position kneeling on the chair with her hands holding the back-rest.
Throughout it all he had been silent but now he spoke. "Stick that butt out girl."
She obliged by arching her back a little so that her bottom was pushed out towards him. Next she felt his hands on the outside of her upper thighs and then the whisper of his breath on her pussy. "Yeah that's what I'm talking about."
Then his mouth was on her and his tongue was exploring her. She relaxed and let the sensations flow through her. This man knew what he was doing - it was most definitely not his first rodeo. He teased her and pleased her and only when she was already feeling very good indeed did he really start to lavish attention on her clit and its piercing. Soon she felt herself shivering a little. Her body was responding to him.
At that moment he eased back and she tried to push her pussy back onto him. Instead she felt a gentle slap on her buttock. She looked round at him and one glance let her know just what he had planned.
"You wanna play some more or you ready to get fucked."
She nodded.
"You on the pill."
She shook her head.
"I don't pull out and I don't wear rubbers - you still ready to fuck?"
It happened as she had come to expect it by now when one of her Black lovers even skirted the possibility of pregnancy. She felt the warmth in her body - the rush of that most basic primitive desire.
"Heard you telling everyone you was Black-only. That right?"
"Yes"
"How many kids you got?"
"One."
"Well since you're Black-only and you ain't on the pill it seems you soon going to be having another doesn't it."
Shit - that did it! Just as the rush came she felt his fingers teasing the entrance to her pussy. "Fuck me," she growled at him.
Almost as she said it she felt his hard cock start to move into her. She was wet and ready and he moved smoothly forward into her like a hand filling a glove. It felt perfect - it felt RIGHT.
His hands moved up to grip her shoulders, holding her in place. Now she couldn't slip and she couldn't escape. Now she was his. He gave a couple of explorative strokes and then he began fucking her hard. They both knew what the watching audience wanted to see. They wanted to see the classy White bitch fucked hard by a big Black cock. They also both knew how the audience would want it to end.
The Driver was no gym-rat but he worked hard. He had muscle and he had stamina. He fucked her hard and he fucked her fast and he kept doing it through her first orgasm and on towards a second. There was no witty repartee or dirty talk - just the steady breathing of the man and the occasional groan and gasp of the woman. They were both solely concentrated on what they were doing - on bringing each other to mutual sexual climax.
Her body knew what it wanted from him and in the end her body made sure that it got it. It had been no concious decision to use her pussy to stimulate his cock each time it was at its deepest in her - it had just been the purest natural instinct. It finally won its reward. He groaned behind her and gave a last hard thrust before dropping down onto her back. The arms that had gripped her now embraced her. She felt his lips on her ear and the gentle suction of a kiss. "You the fuckin' bomb baby," was all he said.
Then he eased himself off her and slowly spun her to point her pussy at the camera. His fingers teased her lips apart and she knew what he was doing. He was exhibiting his conquest of her, showing the audience his potent Black seed planted deep in her unprotected White pussy.
"See that - that is one phat pussy. Here to school you all - get yourself a woman like this, one that knows how to fuck. That's the end of the show but me I'm planning on getting me some more of this..." With that he brought his hand down on her butt with a firm smack. He let the camera focus for a second or two on the pink hand-print on her pale skin and then ended the connection.
She knew why he had smacked her. Her audience would have enjoyed seeing it - but that wasn't the real reason. She knew he had wanted to mark her - to claim her as his own - even if only for a short while. She also knew that it was the real reason for his care in capturing that image of her pussy full of his seed, his baby-making seed. She thought of her cousin, Jessica, and how she had last seen her. The baby-bump just showing, the child of a Black man growing in her womb. It was a powerful symbol. That potent seed could make life and also destroy lives. If this man's seed performed its natural role then it would probably destroy her life as she currently lived it. She would have to rebuild herself, make a new life, a new her.
"What you thinking about baby?" He was looking at her with a contented smile on his broad face. "You look miles away."
"I was thinking about pregnancy," she admitted with a rueful smile.
"Serious business," he said, "not to be taken lightly. I got two kids with my ex-wife but I still know no man will ever realise that like a woman who has gone through it."
"I had my daughter when I was young, too young..."
"You ain't too young no more. Now you got experience. Means next time you'll be much more ready."
"Next time..." she felt and heard the quaver in her voice.
"I know you ain't stupid - well I ain't either. I've seen it before. Maybe your mind isn't quite ready to admit what your body and soul are crying out for... " He let his remark trail off but he was looking at her as if he'd said the most matter-of-fact thing in the world.
She wanted to argue with him but she didn't. She didn't somehow feel able to find a combination of words that didn't just sound hollow and contrived.
He gave a little shrug. "Like I say you don't strike me as dumb. You'll do what you know you need to do when you're ready".
She looked at him for a long moment. It wasn't the fact that he just seemed to assume that soon she'd be like her cousin - knocked up with a Black man's baby. Rather it was the destabilising knowledge that he might well be right. With an effort she pushed her doubts and uncertainties into the back of her mind. She didn't want that now - it wasn't an issue for tonight. Tonight she knew what she wanted to be doing.
She reached out a hand to him. "Can we get more comfortable in my bedroom?" She hesitated, "Unless you have to go..."
That ready smile flashed out at her again. "My Mamma didn't raise no fool. I'm not going anywhere."
He took her hand and she led him into the bedroom.
***
She nestled her face against the warm strength of his chest. Then she murmured, "It's crazy but I don't even know your name."
He gave a low laugh. "Just call me the Driver - that's my handle coz driving is what I'm best at."
"I know - I've already found that out. So are you going to take me on another little trip?"
He effortlessly moved her round until she was on her back again. His mouth found hers in a tender kiss. "Where do you want to go baby - you want to ride sweet or be ridden hard?"
"I think I'd like sweet this time - that sounds wonderful just now."



"My feelings exactly..." She felt the warmth and weight of his body and responded by moving her legs apart and up. She felt him smoothly enter her and then their lips met again in a lovers' kiss.
***
The familiar smooth deep voice came through her head-phones.
"Well done Georgia. Last night's show was most impressive. For some time now I've been considering taking a more hands-on role with you. Are you ready to take that next step?"
The question resounded through Georgia's mind. She had seen and heard enough to understand what that could mean. Enjoying her Master's personal attention might come at a price. At the same moment she knew that she was prepared to pay any such cost because she knew how far her Master had brought her and could only suspect how much further they might go.
"Yes Master," she responded without a trace of hesitation in her voice, "yes I'm ready to take the next step."
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At Silky's
Georgia's eyes adjusted to the light inside the bar. She looked around her but, even as she did so, she realised that it wouldn't do her any good. She was looking for her Master but she really had no idea what he looked like. She had heard his voice and seen his hands and his 'package' on camera but...
***
His orders and her GPS had brought her out here to this place. It didn't look much from the outside though she did notice that it seemed to have had a new coat of paint applied recently. She'd parked up and gone to meet the well-built African American stood at the door. With every step she had examined him more and more closely - wondering if he might be her Master. When he gave her a smile of greeting she felt a wave of desire run through her body. If this was her Master and he wanted her 'hot to trot' then he seriously knew his business.
"You'd be Georgia", his voice was thick with an accent, perhaps West African? At that moment she knew that he wasn't her Master but it also didn't escape her notice that he DID know who she was.
"How do you..."
"Not so many white girls come to Silky's - hardly none that are looking anything like you."
She felt the slight warmth in her cheeks. It never failed to get to her when a hot Black guy showed his interest. Of course her Master must have asked him to keep an eye out for her. He had prepared the way for her and not for the first time.
"Will my car be alright?" She gestured back towards her vehicle.
He gave a little laugh at her naivety. "Don't you know Shaka owns this place? Who's gonna mess with Shaka or his people?"
It hadn't surprised Georgia that she'd been sent to a place like this but she was, after all, just a white girl originally from the South and who'd spent most of her recent years in a leafy suburb. Despite the last few months she still felt a reaction when she found herself in a neighborhood like this one. A year ago she would have run a mile. Now, there was still a frisson of danger but it was mixed with a much more powerful dose of excitement and desire.
The man gestured at the open door. Georgia stepped inside.
***
It was an old-style neighborhood dive. A few booths at the back and a long bar. There were plenty of customers in and the noise of talk and laughter competing with a sound-track of 'contemporary urban.' Georgia realised that she recognised the track - something else she could never have done a year ago.
The racial profile of the bar's occupants didn't surprise her. This was an African-American district of an African-American city. Besides herself there were only three other white folk there. Two were young girls - probably College students - working the bar alongside an aging Black man with an impressive mane of silver-grey hair. Georgia presumed that just HAD to be Silky. The other white was a woman of about her own age. She was perhaps 5' 4" with blonde hair and a good figure, obviously the result of gym work. Georgia's eyes and mind processed all that in a split-second - recognising the other woman as a potential rival after she'd noticed who the woman was with.
The man with her was very dark-skinned and had to stand at least 6' 10". He quite literally stood out from the other men surrounding him but it was more than that. Georgia quickly observed that all the other men were looking at him, listening to him, following his lead. This was, without doubt, an alpha male among alpha males. She couldn't take her eyes off him and noticed that he had finished his story and was smiling quietly as the men around him laughed their appreciation. His hand was casually resting on the white woman's butt. Well of course it was...
Maybe he sensed her staring at him. Either way, he glanced over the heads of his audience and his eyes met hers. His eyebrows flicked up in momentary appreciation and then he smiled at her. It was the smile of a lion noticing a particularly juicy antelope. Georgia felt her mouth go dry. He leaned down and spoke in the woman's ear. Now she was looking at Georgia and she was looking daggers.
Georgia soon found out why. The man broke away from his crowd of admirers and came across to her. All the way his eyes were admiring her and her outfit - selected specially to please her master. She wore a white top held up by shoulder straps that flared down to form covering for each of her breasts. It didn't hide the fact that she was not wearing a bra. It also left her neck, arms and toned stomach exposed. Or they would have been but for the short jacket she was wearing. She wore a tight skirt in purple leather - calculated to show off her legs to their finest. On her feet were a pair of her highest heels encrusted in brilliants. She 'd taken care over her make-up and accessories. She wasn't a vain woman but before setting out that evening a glance in the mirror had told her that she looked damned good. It seemed the alpha male was in agreement.
"I'm Shaka - we haven't met or I'd have remembered. I'm assuming you're Georgia."
Georgia felt a moment's panic. Shaka's voice was deep and powerful but it was most definitely not the voice that she had come to know so well over months of cam sessions. Whoever Shaka was - he was not her Master.
"Errr, pleased to meet you Shaka. I'm here to meet...a friend."
Shaka looked around himself in an exaggerated fashion. "Don't see him nowhere. I think I can help you make lots of new friends." His smile was relaxed - he was in control.
Georgia's heart was bumping in her chest now. "I thought I saw you've already got a friend with you." She nodded towards the other woman - now surrounded by a group of Black men.
His smile was genuine now - he liked the fact she was showing some spirit. "You think I can't please two women in a night?"
Georgia just looked into his eyes. She didn't know what to say. She had no doubts whatsoever that this man was capable of that and a lot more. The thought was exhilarating but she knew that this situation was dangerous. As if to prove the fact she heard a smooth deep brown chocolate voice behind her.
"I see you've met my girl Shaka."
That was the voice she had been listening for ever since she had arrived. It was her Master. She turned and saw him for the first time. He wasn't as tall as Shaka but he was over six feet and just as powerfully-built. His skin was dark but at his wrists and his neck she could see the swirls and patters of intricate tattoo designs. His face showed no ink and had a handsome symmetry to it. Just now, however, his features were set in an expression of serious purpose.
Shaka didn't seem fazed by his appearance. "Now now, Izeye, what's that old saying about finders being keepers. Let me see..." He very carefully looked over Georgia from head to toe and then casually used a hand to flick up the rear of her jacket. He then held it up so Izeye could see the bare skin of Georgia's lower back. "We both know the rules. Don't see no mark on her..."
Georgia suddenly realised that the hum of talk in the bar had gone. She could only hear the music being played. Beyond Izeye she could see the other white woman watching, her eyes wide with shock and also ... could it be fascination?
Shaka was still looking at his rival. Then he put one hand behind him and clicked his fingers. "Dee - come here."
The other woman was nervous but she still came directly to Shaka's side. The big man raised a hand and gently touched an ear-ring that Dee was wearing. They were big hoop ear-rings with an 'S' decorated by brilliants within the golden hoops. "See," he said, "my bitch is wearing my mark. So everyone knows just who she belongs to. Got another pair in the office would look just right on Georgia here."
"No doubt they would - but I have my own plans for her. That said I'm liking the look of your little bitch there - I'd be ready to put in a good offer for her."
Georgia heard Dee give a gasp of surprise at the brazenness of the suggestion. That confirmed what Georgia had been thinking. The other woman was relatively new to this world. Looking at her Georgia was surprised she hadn't seen that from the start. Aside from the gaudy ear-rings Dee wasn't dressed like a snow-bunny or a hood-rat. She looked like what she no doubt was - a sexy white MILF. She'd been there herself. Sorting her respectable wardrobe to find something sexy enough for the occasion - artfully leaving that extra button undone to turn an outfit into something much more alluring.
Shaka's response was to chuckle. "I only just started training her - having way too much fun to let her go just yet." He gently moved up behind Dee and one hand found an erect nipple as it poked through her white blouse. The woman gave a little whimper but she didn't resist even when his other hand reached down between her legs and pulled up her skirt. There was a flash of neatly trimmed pubic hair and then his hand was on her pussy. He murmured into her ear, "Yeah, teacher lady, good to know you learning yo' lessons. No panties - just like the rules say. But it needs to be bare too - don't care what you tell that limp-dicked White-boy husband of yours."
'Of course', thought Georgia, 'she's a teacher. I should have known.' Well she wasn't teaching now - she was learning, learning all about another world of hot dark desire. The woman's eyes snapped open as Shaka fingered her. Georgia saw that she seemed miles away. She might have only just begun her journey but Georgia knew the signs. Dee was already addicted to her new life just as Georgia herself had been. Career, reputation and marriage would all be weighed in the balance and found wanting. She'd risk almost anything for that next hit of Black sex.
"Looks like premium pussy" said Silky as he watched from the bar.
"Oh yes," said Shaka, "you'd best believe it. Pussy made for the pleasure of a Black man. Warm and wet - seems my little bitch liked the idea of us fighting, or maybe it was the idea of me selling her to a stranger." It might have been his words or his expert fingers but Dee was whimpering again between short gasps for breath as Shaka's skilled fingers worked on her. "You like the idea of being Izeye's little slave girl?"
Dee's only response was a moan almost of despair. Georgia knew what that felt like too. Knowing that what you were doing was so foolish and so wrong and perhaps even so dangerous but also knowing that it felt so good that you could never live without it again.
Shaka was enjoying himself and suddenly a gleam came into his eye. He beckoned to Georgia. "Come see how wet this pussy is. Tell Dee what being Izeye's slave entails."
It took her by surprise but Georgia was pretty well trained by now. She took hold of Dee and kissed her hard. Her tongue found its way into Dee's mouth and after a moment's hesitation the other woman responded. Was it her first time for a long while - maybe her first time ever?
Even as she kissed Dee she heard Izeye chuckle - that chuckle she had heard so often from her Master through her head-phones. Then she realised that this was all part of his plan. The men were testing Dee but they were also testing her. Well she'd make damn sure to pass the test, whatever it was.
She gently spun Dee round so she could work on her as Shaka had. She unbuttoned Dee's blouse and moved her hand inside feeling the warm flesh of her breast and then gently squeezing on her nipple. She put her other hand's fingers into her own mouth and then reached down to Dee's pussy - exposed as Shaka held her skirt out of the way. She began to speak softly into Dee's ear - almost as a chant.
"Izeye is my Master and I am his slave. Izeye orders and I obey. It gives me pleasure to give him pleasure. When my Master is satisfied then, and only then, can I be satisfied. If he wants to fuck me then he can fuck me. If he wants me to fuck someone else, anyone else, then I will fuck them. He has made me what I am - a whore but a very willing and satisfied whore. My Master gives his orders and I obey. If he wants me to be Black-only then I will be. If he wants to give me his ink then he can. If he wants to give me his baby then he can. He is my Master and I exist to serve him and to give him pleasure." As she spoke, almost unconsciously, Georgia's fingers had been moving in and out of Dee's pussy while her other hand roughly worked her nipples. "Are you ready Dee, ready to be a Black man's slave? Now that you know what it means." Georgia dropped her lips to Dee's neck and sucked hard on the pale flesh even as the other woman screamed out her assent.
There was a silence for a moment and then the bar's patrons roared their approval. Georgia noticed even the two white bar-girls joining in. She wondered what else they'd seen or experienced here. She was almost embarrassed when she looked down at the large love-bite she'd left on Dee's neck. It'd just seemed the natural thing to do at the time!
Shaka moved and gently did up Dee's blouse. "Need to get you home don't we," he informed her, "tell all the men here why I got to get you home."
"So you can fuck me," said Dee quietly.
"So everyone can hear," said Shaka pausing.
"So you can fuck me," said Dee in a loud clear voice.
He smiled and kissed her. "That's right - then we can send you back to that loser husband of yours full of my strong nigger nut. That's the way it's gonna be from now on my sweet little white bitch." He slapped her on the butt and then led her out into the night.
Husbands and Wives
Georgia was still a little awe-struck to find herself with her Master. No monitor screens or internet or blindfolds between them. He was right there, so close and she knew he'd get much closer before the end of the night.
"So tell me," she asked him, "how long have you known Shaka?"
"We didn't fool you then?"
"Oh for about thirty seconds - until I saw Silky smiling and still polishing beer glasses. Didn't seem to me he'd be doing that if he thought you two were about to smash up the place."
He chuckled. "See - some brothas like their girls young and dumb. I'm not a fool like that. I like them like you - smart and old enough to know what a man wants and how to deliver it." He took a drink of his beer. "Known him a good fifteen years. He was some kind of a man back then - scary as shit I don't mind telling you."
"You mean he isn't now!"
"He's a fucking pussy-cat now. Back then I was just getting started on my own and he came to me. Told me that if I did a good job I'd be his friend for life and if I did a bad job then I wouldn't be needing no mo' friends. I told him to shut up or the needle would shake and we been friends ever since. Next time I'll get him to show you the two full sleeves I did for him. Damn fine ink if I ain't bragging saying so."
"What about Dee - will she be OK with him?"
"She's chosen her path and he won't force her to do anything. But she has commitments in her other life that won't make it easy."
"Her husband..."
Izeye snorted, "That useless piece of shit better hope he never inconveniences Shaka. No, she got children still in school." He shrugged his shoulders. "Myself I try to make it a rule not to work with women who have children under a certain age. Sometimes tho it just happens and there's nothing to be done about it. At the end of the day if that white boy had made the slightest effort to keep her happy do you think she'd ever have ended up here?"
Georgia just counted her blessings that when the time came for her she hadn't had any young children or husband to hold her back. At the time she had regretted the fact but now she knew just how lucky she had been.
Izeye's voice cut across her thoughts. "Talking of which..."
Silky move up the bar. "Izeye, your guests have arrived. I've put them in the private booth - his sort ain't too popular round here."
Izeye chuckled. "I thought you'd enjoy this Georgia. Just play along like I know you is good at. Since you know my name you want to use that from now on?"
Georgia responded without needing to think about it. "Whichever you prefer, Master."
He chuckled, collected a brief-case from Silky, and led Georgia to the back booth.
***
The back, or private, booth was almost a self-contained little room in itself. It was essentially cut off from the rest of the bar and used only with Silky's permission. It had room for about ten people but only two were waiting for them there.
The man was about thirty but already running to fat. His sandy-blonde hair seemed to be conducting a strategic withdrawal up his forehead leaving an ever greater expanse of pink flesh. His eyes were brown and had almost popped out of his head when he'd seen Georgia's outfit. He himself wore a designer label work suit, expensive but practical. It couldn't have been more obvious if he'd had 'senior management' tattooed on his forehead. He had to have something about him to have risen so high so relatively young. Either that or his Daddy had found him the job. Georgia knew which scenario seemed most likely to her.
The woman with him was a few years younger, perhaps twenty-five. She had blonde shoulder-length hair that looked good on her but that Georgia immediately suspected was not her natural color. Her eyes were blue-grey, almost green, and there was a scattering of freckles across her cheeks. Her hair had clearly been freshly cut, her make-up was sparingly but expertly applied and her eyebrows had been carefully sculpted. Georgia smiled to herself. The lady had come to make an impression and if she knew her Master's tastes then the lady would not have failed.
Izeye didn't bother hiding the fact. He smiled and nodded as he admired her. "Thank you for coming Anna, I appreciate it."
Georgia noted Anna's quick glance at Izeye and the slight blush appear on the pale skin of her cheeks. She was beautiful and such an exquisite contrast to Izeye. Male and Female, dark and fair, power and delicacy, strength and grace. Two halves of the same coin. She suddenly realised just how much she wanted to see them brought together - how much she wanted to help bring that about.
The white man got up and held out a hand. "Hi my name's Kent..." His voice trailed off as Izeye merely raised an eyebrow. The two men's eyes met and locked for a second. Kent sat back down in his chair.
Izeye placed his briefcase on the table in front of him. He removed a number of documents and handed one to Georgia. She took it and quickly ran her eyes over it. In essence it was an application form for Anna to join Izeye's stable of white women. What struck Georgia, however, was the fact that the form had clearly not been filled in by Anna herself. Instead it had been completed by her husband. Georgia looked up at Kent again. What sort of a man would do that? Izeye seemed interested by that too.
"So, Kent, what brings you here?"
"We are here..."
He trailed off as Izeye held up a finger.
"With all respect Kent," he said in a voice that conveyed no respect whatsoever, "I didn't ask about Anna here. I asked about YOU."
Georgia again observed that Anna was watching her husband as if expecting him to do something.
"I first contacted you" said Kent, "about.." His voice trailed off again under Izeye's steady gaze.
"Yeah, I know you're the one who suggested this. Generally I don't have anything to do with that cuck shit but your wife there is something special."
Georgia saw the little blush return to Anna's cheeks. Kent's wife had so far not spoken and in fact had barely moved since they had entered the room.
"I don't like dealing with couples where the husband contacts me. The first and most important act of submission is consent. Without that it's of no interest to me. So..."
Izeye looked at Anna.
The blond woman swallowed and then finally spoke. "I think I want to do this."
Izeye smiled and shook his head. "That won't do. There has to be commitment. My woman here will tell you that this isn't necessarily something you can just try once and then walk away from. That right Georgia?"



Georgia made eye contact with the younger woman. "He's right. From my first time I knew that I would never settle for less again." She gave an apparently involuntary glance towards Kent. "Now I can't imagine living outside of this lifestyle. My only regret is that I couldn't have started ten years earlier. I feel I have found, or am really still finding, my true self with the help of my Master." She looked at Izeye.
Izeye had been watching and listening with satisfaction. Georgia was a natural at this. He'd seen the couple's reaction when Georgia had, seemingly without meaning to, clearly identified Kent as the sexual inferior of the new men in her own life. Anna's eyes had widened. Kent's cheeks had flushed. The situation showed promise. He cleared his throat and drew the couple's attention back to himself. "You still want to go ahead with this?"
Anna looked across at her husband, "I think we should do this." She looked back only to see Izeye shake his head and begin to rise from his chair. Her reaction showed almost panic. "I'm sorry - Yes, Yes - please - I want to do this."
Now, for the first time since entering the room, Izeye gave a genuine smile. "As you can see from Georgia here I have very high standards in selecting the women for my stable. You have considerable potential if we can just make the arrangements..."
Izeye returned to studying the document in front of him. The room was silent. The young couple watched him awaiting his next move. Finally it came.
"So Kent - once again, why did you come to me?"
"I, um, we, er, wanted Anna to have sex with a ni... er a Bla... er an African-American. I wanted to see her ... umm."
Izeye used a pen to tick two places on the paper in front of him. "You seem to be struggling there Kent. Let me sum it up for you. You like to be the big dog in your relationship. It pleases you to humiliate and degrade your wife..."
"Hey..." started Kent but his words choked off at another stern stare from Izeye.
"You got to thinking that you wanted to see her getting fucked hard by a nigger - thought that would be the ultimate debasement for her. That right Kent?" Izeye spoke with a mocking tone and a little smile but Georgia could sense his contempt for the other man.
Kent protested, "No, no, it's not that. I'd never think that..." He seemed desperate to prove to everyone else in the room that he wasn't lying. He didn't realise that everyone else in the room didn't care. Everyone else in the room was inclined to let that pass. Everyone else in the room was by now determined that, come what may, Anna would soon belong to the real man in the room and that man was not Kent.
"Let me make one thing quite clear Kent. I don't dance to any white boy's tune. Maybe I will fuck that pretty little wife of yours but you most definitely won't be there to see it."
Kent looked like a spoilt child denied his treat for the first time in his life.
"I wouldn't want you to think that I'm an unfair man Kent. So long as everything is according to my requirements I might on occasion provide you with videos for your, er, entertainment."
A wave of relief passed over Kent's face. He didn't seem to care that he was pimping out his wife - just so long as he got to see it.
"But I can give you the name of a dozen clubs round here that could supply that for you - perhaps some might even let you be present. If you've heard of me then you know of them too. So why did you bring Anna to ME, Kent?"
Kent's momentary enthusiasm and confidence was gone again. "What do you mean?"
Izeye gave a little grunt and looked across at Georgia. "What do you think Georgia?
"I'm not sure I should say."
"You can speak freely - we are all friends here." Izeye gave Kent perhaps the least reassuring smile that Georgia had ever seen.
"OK - for what it's worth. I think Kent that you have a very beautiful wife and I think that when you met you were probably a handsome young man. How long have you been together Kent?"
"Five years - we met when she was at college." His tone was grudging, almost resentful at having to answer a woman.
"Were you always the more assertive part of the relationship Kent?"
"Well of course, I'm the man of the house. That's how it's supposed to be. Anna has always understood that."
Georgia glanced at Izeye but he simply gestured for her to continue. "Those five years have changed things a little haven't they Kent. Your wife has looked after herself - she looks amazing. You, on the other hand, what with sedentary desk work and liking food perhaps a little too much. You aren't quite the catch that you were."
"Hey..." Kent's denial was loud but unconvincing.
"I can see that Anna has worked hard to please you. But she's just ended up putting herself several leagues above you hasn't she?"
"Bullshit you bi..." Kent half rose from his chair but his eyes met those of Izeye and he gave up the attempt.
Georgia continued, "Oh, I know Kent. You are a very successful man. You define yourself by your progress in your career and your material possessions. Well that's fine but its not everything that a woman wants. Anna married you expecting you to be ALL that she needed. Has it worked out that way Kent?"
Kent looked at Georgia with frustration. He wasn't used to any female talking to him like this. It didn't help that what she was saying was true and that he knew that it was true. Georgia didn't care what he thought - she wasn't aiming her words at him anyway. She could see that Anna was listening carefully, hanging on her every word.
"You can provide well for your wife in one sphere but not in every sphere. I recognise a kindred spirit in your wife. We both desire strong men, men who know what they want and know how to get it. Men who can bring us into situations and give us pleasure that we could never have imagined before we met them. There is a man like that in this room. Who is that man Kent? Is it you?"
There was silence again. Kent gave a furtive glance towards Izeye who was quietly watching.
Georgia voice took on a more conciliatory tone. "Perhaps I've been too harsh on you Kent. Perhaps you really do love your wife and you really do want the best for her. Let's see what that would be."
She gestured to Kent and Izeye. The latter rose and came around the table to stand in front of Kent who, reluctantly, also stood.
Izeye was almost ten years older than Kent but you wouldn't have imagined it. He stood a good head taller than the white man and he kept himself in shape. Izeye shucked off his jacket to stand in his shirt-sleeves. Then he slowly unbuttoned his shirt and stripped to the waist. The hard muscles of his arms and trunk were obvious. His dark skin seemed almost to shimmer with the patterns tattooed on it. Every inch of him seemed covered save his face and his hands. These weren't crude jailhouse tats. They were carefully designed and skilfully applied. There were some single designs but when you looked more carefully even they only really formed parts of the greater one that covered the big man's body. Both women looked at him - their eyes trying to follow the patterns but only losing themselves in his strength, his dark power.
Izeye stood strong and tall. He gestured to Kent and then clicked his fingers when Kent tried to ignore him. Finally, Kent removed his own jacket and shirt. The contrast was laughable.
Izeye glanced across at Georgia before making a simple gesture towards his lap. She knew what he wanted and didn't hesitate for a moment. How many times had she seen his big Black cock on her computer monitor and wished that it was really there with her. Well, today it was!
"What do you think Anna - there's something else we have to check out isn't there..."
Georgia's tone was cajoling. "Show us what your husband has in those pants."
Kent gave a desperate glance at his wife but she was already moving to stand by him. Everyone knew where this was leading. Her fingers were at the buttons of his suit pants and soon they and his shorts were round his ankles. She held his already-hard cock and gently stroked it to keep him that way. Georgia had to admit that Kent had no cause to be ashamed. It was almost six inches and in the old days she might even have been impressed but now, of course, pink penises had no attraction for her. It was time to show Anna what a real cock looked like.
Georgia dropped to her knees in front of Izeye. She looked up at him. "May I, Master?"
He nodded and then she quickly worked to free him. Finally, for the first time, she had him in her hands. She marvelled at him, felt the weight of the nine inches of beautiful Black cock. She raised him and with her other hand gently cradled his big balls. They were heavy too - heavy with baby-making seed. She wanted to lick his balls and suck his cock and then to take him deep in her pussy until those big balls emptied inside her. She wanted that desperately but she knew that first she had a task to perform.
She looked over and saw Anna still gently stroking Kent's prick but with her eyes fixed on Izeye's big Black cock. "Bring him here," she ordered. Anna took a couple of steps closer and almost dragged Kent with her, the white man desperately trying not to trip over his pants as they lay round his ankles.
"You know what you want to do," she gently encouraged Anna. The other woman hesitated momentarily and then her hand left Kent's penis and reached over to tentatively grasp Izeye cock.
Georgia saw the pale fingers try and fail to encompass the strong girth of Izeye's cock. She looked at Anna and smiled her triumph. The other woman's eyes were wide with excitement and she smiled back - sharing a conspiratorial knowledge with Georgia. They both knew the truth now...
"Ugghhh..." the sound behind them made both women turn. Kent was red-faced and was desperately grasping his penis as a few drops fell from its end to join his climax on the floor of the room.
After a couple of seconds both women turned back to Izeye and each heard the bass rumble of his chuckle. With one hand Izeye caressed the cheek of Anna. With the other he grasped his cock and pointed it directly at Georgia. She knew what he wanted and opened her mouth to take him inside. Her hand replaced his on his cock and moments later she felt gentle pressure from his fingers in the hair on the back of her head. Georgia sensed rather than saw Anna nuzzling her cheek against the dark-skinned hand which gently held her to watch Georgia's work.
"See girl - that's how it done. Georgia here is an expert - famed across two cities for the skills of that mouth of hers. Bet you're wondering how you can get so good - answer is a whole load of practice on a whole load of men But don't worry - I'll be arranging that for you too." Georgia heard his words but didn't really process them. She was too busy lavishing a warm wet blow-job on her Master. He deserved the best and that was just what she was endeavouring to give him. She began quickly moving her head up and down his shaft. Suddenly as she pushed deep she felt his hand tighten in her hair. Gentle pressure pushed her further down his shaft until she felt the need to gag. She squeaked her protest and felt his hand grip her tightly for a second before he released. She gasped in air and then looked up at him.
"You was doing fine - but keep it gentle just for now. I got business to attend to." She understood and just worked at keeping him happy. That was her job and she relished it, carefully pleasing every part of his big cock with her soft lips and her exploring tongue.
Izeye moved back to resume his seat and Georgia shuffled along with him, unwilling to relinquish her contact with his cock for even a second. She settled in between his legs and continued her task as Izeye reached again for his papers.
"I considered your situation and I am willing to take Anna on under certain conditions. I will require all of these documents completed, signed and returned to me. First, this one." He handed a sheet of paper to Kent - who had pulled up his pants but whose eyes were still fixed on Georgia's activities. "I know you like to think you're in charge so this one formally signs over ownership and all rights to your wife from you to me, her new Master. Unlikely to hold up in court but as a private agreement between ourselves I expect it to be observed. You understand?"
"Yes," croaked Kent.
"I protect my property - you'd best understand that. She have any complaints about you or you disrespect her in any way and there will be consequences, SERIOUS consequences. Understand."
Kent nodded again.
"Experience tells me you cucks always want your women blacked but often can't handle the results. So this sheet deals with that problem. You blue-bloods like to put a price on everything so I'm following suit. Had a lawyer friend of mine draw up this document and she's made damn sure it's enforceable in court. It grants Anna the right to a 'no fault' divorce at any time and awards her or her children half of your property and one-quarter of your future income. Of course so long as you remain a married couple and you behave appropriately towards Anna there will be no need to invoke this document."
Money will always cause a pause and Kent wasn't accepting this one so easily. Izeye saw it and gave a cynical laugh. "Look at your wife Kent - you really think she's going to back out now. Your papers say she's a qualified accountant. That's fine - we can find plenty of work for a woman with those skills. Then what need will she have for your sorry ass? You want to be part of this - at least for a while. You want me to send you those videos of your sweet little wife's new life then you'd best know that this is the price. Remember me talking about commitment. Well, this is yours - or at least part of it."
"The third document is for Anna. It arranges an appointment for her at a well-known local clinic. My good friend Dr Nikola will check her out, arrange for an education in sexual health within our lifestyle and arrange a monthly check-up from now on. Just to make sure all is well and that she is following the rules I'll set for her."
Anna took the document, glanced at it and then put it with the others. Her attention remained fixated on Georgia who was now lovingly licking at the base of Izeye's balls.
"Finally..." Izeye gave Kent a confident smile and a final document. "Naturally we like to fuck our white girls as nature intended. Skin-to-skin - no condoms and no birth control between a man and his bitch." He reached into the pocket of his jacket and tossed an object to Kent. The white man looked at them quizzically. "CycleBeads - look them up. Basically our old friend the rhythmn method. Claims to be 95% effective but its really about 88% and for some women only 75%. So your wife will have a 1 in 20 or a 1 in 8 or maybe even a 1 in 4 chance of having a black baby in her belly by the end of the year. You got a problem there Kent?"
Kent had gasped and both Anna and Izeye couldn't help but see the bulge at his crotch. Izeye decided to push a little. "Of course that's while we use the beads for their stated purpose. We can just as easily use them to make sure she's taking potent African seed just when she's most fertile. You need to sit down boy?"
Kent stepped back to his chair and took a seat. His hand went back to his belt but suddenly he felt his wife's hands on his.
"No, Kent, you can't be part of this until you sign. You heard my Master."
Kent sent Izeye a look of bitter frustration but was just rewarded with another of the big man's broad smiles.
"I'm a fair man Kent. I'll let you jack yourself off and then sign the papers after." He watched the man once more reach for his belt and then Izeye dropped his smile and raised a warning finger. "Remember where you is cracka. You cum and you won't be leaving here until all these papers are signed. Understand."
Kent suddenly felt a much sweeter voice in his ear - the cajoling voice of temptation, the voice of his wife. "It's alright honey, you can enjoy yourself. You just have to make sure you don't cum that's all - well unless you really want to." He felt her fingers make their way to his belt and start to undo it. He knew that he should stop her but somehow he couldn't. He looked at Georgia still sucking Izeye's cock and he looked into the beautiful eyes of his wife. He imagined her under the big nigger as he pounded away at her with that huge cock of his. He groaned and felt his cock straining against his shorts for a second before he felt cool air on his johnson and realised his wife had set him free. He felt her hand on him and for one moment feared that it would be too much. He regained control and eased her hand off him before replacing it with his own He needed to wank so badly but he also knew he had to be careful, very careful.
"You see Kent - you just learning about what we might call one aspect of the sexual hierarchy. At the top are us Black men. Next comes fine white bitches like Georgia here and your wife. Then finally, a long way behind, comes little white boys. If they's real lucky we lets them support our white bitches in their lifestyle but only if they know their place. Once Anna is my bitch she will of course be Black-only. I don't let white boys touch my women ... except their husbands of course." Izeye enjoyed Kent's momentary look of relief before he made his final condition. "I won't deny you the right to enjoy your wife so long as you are supporting her but of course we have to take precautions. You need to use a condom at all times and, since those suckers can split and your wife will be fertile, I've made an appointment for you at Dr Nikola's clinic as well. A simple little procedure that will guard against any little accidents on a permanent basis."
Kent gasped at the basic brutal simplicity of it. This man was denying him his right to fuck his wife unless he had a vasectomy! He could hardly believe his ears and his hand froze on his cock only to feel other softer fingers grasp him and take over stroking his cock at a harder pace. "Oh now honey it's not such a big deal. Two years ago when I talked about starting a family you said that you weren't interested. What was it you said about us having other priorities? How having children would only spoil things? So this can't be such an obstacle can it?"
He had said that. She had accepted his decision - or he had thought she had. Now he realised how wrong he had been. His wife had always liked him to take the lead but that didn't mean that she did not care about the destination. He looked again at the Black man who was watching him with a silent smile, the beautiful red-head still kneeling between his thighs. His wife had been offered a new lead, a new destination. He looked back at his wife and their eyes met. He saw a light, a mischief, a playfulness in them that he suddenly realised he hadn't seen in years. At that second he knew that this was all out of his hands. To his surprise the realisation only seemed to send more hot blood pumping through his body towards his penis. Again he struggled to control himself.
"You've wasted enough time with him - get over here Anna."
The blonde woman didn't hesitate. She quickly moved over to Izeye. Her husband's eyes followed her all the way as his hand slowly moved up and down his hard dick.
Izeye snapped his fingers and finally, reluctantly, Georgia rose from between his legs. She saw her Master reach into his brief-case and produce a marker-pen. "Show me my canvas."
Anna didn't understand but Georgia did. She moved over to the other woman and took charge. Soon Anna's jacket was hanging on her chair and Georgia was stood before her carefully, almost ritually, unbuttoning her white blouse. When it was gone Anna was stood topless save for her bra. For one moment all her old life seemed to fight to take back control. She looked at Georgia almost pleadingly but received only a reassuring smile in reply. Hands reached round her and undid the clasp.



Izeye gave a little gesture and Georgia slowly turned the half-naked woman so that her Master could examine every inch of her alabaster skin. She moved Anna back towards him until one dark hand reached out to hold the woman steady in front of him. Georgia was faintly aware of Kent moving to get a better view as Izeye popped off the cap of his marker.
"Skin like this is such a prize. Just looking at you I can imagine a hundred designs. But how about these..." His hand began moving quickly. wielding his crude marker with all the subtlety of a true artist. His style was economical - as you would expect from a man in his profession. He knew every line was a potential investment in time and pain under the buzzing ink-laden needle. The strokes told their story though. They built up to represent a Black arm, its muscles and form perfectly captured, as it reached round Anna's body to culminate in a dark hand fondling her right breast. He turned her a little and gave his attention to her left arm. Again the pen moved in fast confident strokes. Again the picture built up. This time a Black man standing behind a White woman with his hands on her hips. The woman looked out at world defiantly - naked and with her belly showing she was in the eighth or ninth month of her pregnancy.
His pen moved again. Anna watched as he worked. This time it was calligraphy - again amazingly delicate considering his crude pen. Just above the line of her skirt he wrote 'Property of my Black Master' in ornate almost Gothic script. Then he moved up and held her blonde hair out of the way as he wrote 'Izeye' on her pale neck.
Finally he stood back and examined his work. He nodded. "Looks good - what do you think Georgia?"
"She's beautiful..."
"Just some ideas for now. That ink is supposed to be permanent but after a couple of weeks washing it won't hardly be visible. By then I'll have decided whether to make the designs permanent for real. Alright with you Anna."
It wasn't really a question that needed answering but Izeye was still satisfied by her ready assent. Nobody bothered to ask Kent's opinion but, if they had been interested, his hard pink prick was proof enough of how he was feeling.
Now, finally, it was Georgia's turn. Her Master gestured to her to stand by the table and she half thought he would draw designs on her too but that wasn't what he had in mind. Instead he purposefully turned her round and bent her over the table. She reached out and took a firm grip on the sides as she felt him take hold of her skirt and push it up her thighs and out of his way. Now she knew what was coming next and she rejoiced as she felt the hardness of his cock at the entrance to her pussy. A hand grasped her shoulder and he went to run the head of his cock up and down her entrance but he didn't need to tease her. Her pussy was wet and ready for him and he began to enter her almost before he intended. He grunted his pleasure. "Been waiting for this bitch?"
"All my life Master." He seemed to like that. He moved forward gently and then eased back before pushing in harder. She felt his beautiful cock exploring her, rewarding her, claiming her. She had indeed been waiting for this and the heat of the moment meant every part of her was on edge for the touch of him. Almost immediately she felt her body's reaction to that welcome invasion, felt the passion coursing through her arteries and veins, felt her brain almost super-heating at the joy of it. She was where she needed to be - earning pleasure by giving pleasure. She rejoiced to hear his little grunts each time he pushed home, each time that magnificent cock reached that little bit further into her womanhood, each time he made another part of her his property.
Anna and Kent looked on - watching as Izeye fucked his redhead. The man's movements were all graceful power. His face showed an expression of the purest satisfaction. He was rejoicing in the feel of Georgia round his cock, relishing the sight of the blush of pink at her neck, drinking in the gasps that greeted each of his thrusts. He saw her hands gripping the table tightly as if to keep control of herself and then she moaned loudly and flung a hand out towards Anna.
Anna stepped forward and caught hold of the hand. The two women's fingers entwined and Anna seemed to feel the jolt of sexual excitement coming from Georgia. She saw Georgia's eyes wide in her flushed face, the mouth still open after moaning her desperate need.
Izeye slowed his pace but concentrated on the depth of each stroke, almost grinding himself into Georgia. His mind subconsciously recorded her response to every move of his love-making - each of his white bitches were different, had their own preferences and their own pleasures. He would provide what they needed and desired and in return he would get back so much more.
His mind was enjoying the little aerobic highs of the sexual work-out he was having. However, he was in shape and in practise. He looked along Georgia's back to the other woman, topless save for his inked designs. He slowed again so that he was just easing along with a gentle motion in and out of the woman in front of him.
"Never even meet a lot of my girls. They come to me and I find what they is needing and send them where those needs can be met. Sometimes we're not even on the same damn continent. Even some that I meet I still don't fuck. They need something from me but not necessarily that. There'll always be enough that need my personal touch." He looked at Anna while he tapped his dark hand on the pale skin of Georgia's back. "Then sometimes, just sometimes, I find one who is phat tight, one of the best. It's how she looks, how she acts, how she responds to what we do together. Then I know I've found a ho worth my special attention, a ho deserving my seed, a ho ready to be my next baby-momma."
Izeye looked deep into Anna's eyes. He saw the shock and the excitement there. He saw no hesitation or desire to retreat. He nodded to her and then eased back pulling out of Georgia. The redhead gave a mewl of frustration and looked back at him pleadingly.
Izeye moved back to his chair and took a seat. He held his still hard cock up and beckoned to Georgia. She came forward and straddled him - lowering herself gratefully down onto the hard Black spear of flesh. She gasped her appreciation as she sank her wet pussy down onto him, taking him deep on the first stroke. A couple of little movements and she soon had him all the way into her. She felt his fullness within her and it felt like the consummation of something more important than anything she had ever done in her thirty-six years. That wasn't true though. She knew what the consummation would really be and she knew that she wanted it more than anything.
Izeye grabbed her hard and held her on him as his mouth found hers. Their tongues duelled and danced. She felt his hands tight on her arms and then his mouth was at her ear - breathing his insistent demand of her. "Now work for it - prove to me what a fine-assed white bitch you are. Work for my seed, work to get that baby in your belly."
He was rewarded by her pushing herself down onto him and as he lessened his grip on her arms she began to post up and down on him. Her hair was flying now, the bright red tresses sometimes whipping up between them. He reached up and gathered them behind her head. He needed to see her at this moment. He felt the delicious ecstasy of conquest as he watched her working hard to claim her reward. Her face was flushed now, her mouth open as she panted for oxygen. Her body shook and quivered as she plunged it down again and again onto him. Her eyes were wide and staring - not just at the effort she was making but also because of what that effort would mean. Her life would never be the same after this and she knew it.
Georgia had set off with enthusiasm but after almost ten minutes she began to struggle. It was hard work and Izeye seemed immovable, that strong hard cock of his deep within her seemed ready to go for ever. She realised with momentary despair that she might fail and then she remembered all their web sessions together and remembered the lessons she had learned there. She had been silent up to now, save for her gasps and moans. It might seem ridiculous to say it but maybe she had been nervous to talk that way in front of the other couple. Now, however, she knew that did not matter to her. What mattered was giving herself to her Master in the most intimate and meaningful of ways. She knew what he wanted and she would not fail him.
"Please Master..." she found speaking difficult as she gasped for air to power her tiring body. "Please Master ... fuck me ... knock me up ... give me your baby. Pllleeeaaaassseee..." Her last word was insistent, desperate, yearning.
Izeye nodded and then, with an effort of his powerful thighs, he rose from his chair with Georgia still joined to him. His hands clamped on her butt and he began to fuck her hard where he stood, his strong arms holding her to him. His hips moved quickly and powerfully drove his cock in and out of her as his deep chocolate brown eyes stared into hers. She tipped her head back and howled her release, a climax like none she had ever felt. Even as she came she felt her Master push hard into her and then hold himself there. She knew that he was coming inside her. She felt the rush of endorphins through her tired body. She closed her eyes and concentrated on drawing a few deep draughts of oxygen into her lungs.
Her Master moved the few steps across to the table carrying Georgia as if she weighed nothing, He lay her tired body down and then his hand gently smoothed her hair. "Feel good baby?" She purred her approval. Only then did he pull out of her. His cock was still standing half-proud and was slick with their juices. "We gonna be doin' this a LOT from now on, you know that don't you." Again he was rewarded with the purr of feminine approval.
He looked down Georgia's body. "You see white boy, that's what a well-fucked pussy looks like. Don't suppose you've ever seen one of them before. Only fair that we clean Georgia here up." He gestured to Anna. "Get to it."
The blonde's cheeks flushed again and she mumbled, "But I... I mean... I've never..."
Izeye snapped his fingers at her. "You'll be doing a lot you never done before. Now, you ever want to be like Georgia here then you'd better get to work."
Anna almost felt his eyes boring into her. She looked down at her body - covered in his ink. She looked across at Georgia who might, for all she knew, have just been made pregnant by this man. Then she thought of what she had just seen and compared it with the last five years of her life. She stepped forward and dropped to her knees so that she could move her mouth easily to the other woman's pussy. As she prepared herself to lean forward she felt his hand on her shoulder.
She looked up and saw he had produced something from his case. It dangled from his strong Black fingers like a toy but she saw its symbolism and realised she had passed her first test.
The collar was black leather with a starkly-contrasting silver ring set into its front. That was where you would clip a leash for a dog but it was clear that this collar had not been made for a dog.
"You know what it means?" She nodded. "You need to put it on." She remembered what he had said about consent - the most basic and fundamental step of any true submission. She knew what she wanted. She took the collar and fitted it around her graceful neck. She felt his fingers behind her checking that the collar was not too tight and then a slight extra weight as she heard a click. Izeye put a key into the pocket of his jacket as it hung on the back of a chair. Then he looked back at Anna and raised one eyebrow. She understood what he wanted and, now without hesitation, began to lick and explore Georgia's cum-filled pussy.
"For obvious reasons I'm going to be keeping Georgia here exclusive to me for a while. Until we know that she's going to be my baby-momma. While that's happening she'll be teaching you just how to please a Black man with every part of that beautiful little body of yours." Izeye's voice rose a fraction. "How about those papers Kent - they all signed yet?"
In the corner of the room Kent looked at his hand and his pudgy leg - both covered with his own weak watery cum. It'd all been too much for him but he knew he wanted, no he needed, to see more.
***
Georgia lay back and tried to relax her tired muscles. She was enjoying young Anna's work. What she lacked in experience was compensated for by enthusiasm once she had got started. She would be a quick learner.
She thought of her Master's seed - deep inside her seeking her egg. She didn't need cyclebeads to know that it was just possible that they would find one. Not that it mattered. She knew she and her Master would dance the eternal dance of love many times in the future. She'd make sure that he knew when the best times would be and they would together create a new life. She thought of her daughter - how would she tell Charli about all this? She felt a moment's almost panic and then relaxed again under the attentions of Anna's exploring, inquisitive, tongue. Charli was a clever girl who always went hard after whatever she wanted. Perhaps she'd understand her mother should be allowed to do the same. Anyway Charli was still away on her placement - Georgia would take that hurdle when she came to it. She closed her eyes and lay back and savoured Anna's attentions. She felt like he luckiest woman on earth.
Three Weeks Earlier
The limousine moved on towards its destination. Even H-Town had its share of limos but they didn't tend to venture into this part of the city. It was one of the old blue-collar neighborhoods thrown up in a hurry to house waves of immigration from Europe. For generations it had been a home for the thousands of mill and factory workers that had made the city's fortune. German, then Irish, then Jewish, finally Italian. Each had climbed the ladder of opportunity. Each had moved on to better jobs and better surroundings.
Now the mills and factories were all gone. The ladder of opportunity had been firmly pulled up. The housing remained - steadily crumbling. The last community remained there too. A few Puerto Ricans but overwhelmingly this was an African-American neighborhood. Most descended from families driven North by the mechanisation of deep South farming after the last World War. They'd come for work but the work hadn't lasted. Not that they lacked the entrepreneurial spirit. It was just that the only thriving businesses in H-Town that didn't tiptoe along the line of legality were those that bust straight through it.
In the little run-down diner the group of sanitation workers, weary after yet another long day of toil, saw the limousine pass. They knew who it belonged to.
The little huddles of scantily-clad young women patrolled their beats on the street. They thanked the Lord that it wasn't Winter and so at least they weren't freezing their asses off out there. Their eyes followed each vehicle - each potential customer. They ignored the limousine though. They knew who it belonged to.
Somewhere nearby there would always be a man. His eyes would be everywhere - noting all that went down. Seeing that 'his girls' were working their patch and making him his money. These men certainly noticed the limousine and wondered what cargo it was carrying into the city. Whatever the details they knew the cargo would be a gold-mine for any man in their line of business. They'd have to wait - sometimes scraps would fall from the table of the owner of that particular limousine.
The groups of young men on the corners saw the limousine pass by. Like everyone else schooled in the ways of the city they knew who the vehicle belonged to. They had heard the stories about Kali. There was no profit to be had there. There was no reputation to be made.
The Playa savoured the bouquet of his glass of red wine. It came from one of the last bottles of a particularly fine vintage case that an associate had sent him from Bordeaux. It was the perfect compliment to the exquisite meal that he had just enjoyed. It was a shame the same could not be said for his dinner companions. The young men were garrulous and eager to attract the Playa's interest or, to be more accurate, his investment. The Playa already knew that they had been wasting their time and his. His eyes flicked to the monitor positioned high in the corner of his room. He saw the limousine passing his castle-like property and raised his glass to it in a silent toast. He knew who owned that limousine and he admired her work.
Finally the limousine arrived at what had once been a busy manufactory. Its trade had long gone and it had become Kali's base of operations. Heavy iron gates slid open and the limousine passed through before taking a ramp down into basement parking. The gates slid back shut and the limousine and its occupants were gone as if they had never existed.
***
The limousine purred its way over the concrete flooring of the basement before coming to a halt. Charli realised that she had no idea exactly where in the city she was - not that it really mattered. Walking out of these parts of H-Town at night wasn't really an option for any young woman - let alone one that looked like her. She'd heard enough stories to know that could turn very bad very fast. Even her Aunt Jessica, who she knew was no shrinking violet, had warned her to be very careful in H-Town.
To her surprise Charli felt her hand-cuffs and other bonds being released and then finally her blind-fold was removed. The light was low in the basement but she still blinked a little before she saw Kali examining her with those twinkling, mocking, almost feline amber eyes of hers. "You think we were going to carry you in," was all Kali said before Charli heard a click and her car door swung open. "I'll be seeing you later - quite soon I suspect. Meanwhile, listen and learn and prepare. Now..." A perfectly manicured-hand gave a gesture of dismissal
A dark-brown face framed by long braids of jet-black hair peeked into the vehicle through the open door. "What 'cha got fo' us Kali - another cracka rolla? Oh shiiiit ... look at this one girl." Another dark-skinned female face looked in, this time with hair cut very short. Her eyes quickly scanned Charli's naked form and then let out a little whistle. "Oh this one is gonna to be real popular. You wasn't frontin' girl. They all gonna get buck tonight when they see this one. C'mon bitch - let's get you ready."
A hand beckoned to Charli and she got out of the vehicle. She heard a cough behind her and turned to see Kali holding out a pile of her clothes. "You'll need these - for a while anyway. Just one thing..." Kali patted Charli's jacket and then removed a phone from one of its pockets. That done she held the clothes out again for Charli to take them.
The girl with braids had gone to the trunk and emerged with Charli's bag. She opened it and carried out a quick inspection. She seemed satisfied and nodded to Kali. Then the girl put the bag down beside Charli. "There you go baby."
She was shorter than Charli, maybe 5'2" and with mocha-coloured skin. She had dark eyes, a broad nose and a ready smile. Her black hair woven into many braids hung down to her waist. She wore a cropped top that left her shoulders and her toned belly bare. Her skin glowed with health and vitality, She wore tan shorts that also left most of her muscular well-formed legs bare down to her sneakers.
Her friend was much taller, almost 5'10" but similarly athletic. Her hair was trimmed short and her big hoop ear-rings were very obvious. She was African-American too but perhaps with some Native American ancestry too. She wore a tight black T-shirt that ended above her navel to reveal a muscular physique that spoke of long hours in the gym. A long tribal tattoo showed up her left side and other inked abstract designs marked both of her hands. In gothic script 'TRUE TO MYSELF' could be read running up the inside of her left arm. She wore camouflage trousers down to her socks and her own sneakers.



It was the taller girl who spoke next. "I'm Cheyenne and my dime here is Shay. Our Goddess told us to get you set up ready for tonight. Best pick up that bag cos we ain't yo slaves - quite the opposite in fact. Now come on."
She set off and her friend gave Charli a little look - arching an eyebrow and giving a wicked little smile. She gave a stage whisper, "Can you tell she and Kali was in the military?" Then she took the bundle of clothes from Charli and waited for her to heft her bag before setting off to the club's internal entrance.
***
They had taken her to somewhere described as 'her room' - a bed and a little cupboard and a wall-mounted TV. She'd seen something similar in documentaries about prisons. Cheyenne had laughed when she saw her expression. "Shit girl this is just for stashing yo' jonx and chilling when yo' had a busy night. Which I'm guessing you'll be having a lot of..."
"Hmmnnn," said Shay, "You'll be in demand I'm thinking. How long you here for?"
"My Mas..." Charli checked herself. She had a feeling these girls wouldn't approve of a woman having a Master. "I'm supposed to be here for a week. But, um, the Goddess talked about three weeks."
Cherokee gave a snort of derision. "She'll settle that tonight I'm guessing."
Charli remembered Kali taking her phone. "Can I contact someone - my friend... my mom..." She suddenly felt very alone.
"Oh baby," Shay took her in an embrace and gently kissed her. "Don't worry - after tonight you can go home or contact anyone you like, if you still want to..."
***
If her room had seemed like a cell then her dancing platform superficially seemed like a cage. The platform itself was slowly rotating and just inset from the edge were a succession of vertical metal poles, Slowly rotating outside them and in the opposite direction were another series of poles. As her platform slowly rotated, through the constantly moving 'bars' of her 'cage', Charli could see her audience. She had danced many times before but never for an audience like this.
Cheyenne and Shay had come for her an hour before her show. They had taken her to the club's dressing rooms and got her ready to work. Cheyenne had picked out her outfit while Shay had done her hair and make-up. It was pampering and it was cool but Charli couldn't help noticing that Shay talked as if she was their doll, their plaything.
Charli's long blonde hair was washed and styled into two long pigtails. Her make-up was beautifully applied. Her outfit was really just one thick band of inter-connected golden sequins and threads stretching up over her full breasts to meet behind her neck and be held in place by a slim leather collar. Her skirt was a tiny fringe of black material barely even covering the top of her butt. Completing Cheyenne's selection for her were a pair of flexible black suede knee-boots with block heels.
Finally her appearance had seemed to satisfy her two mentors and she had been taken out to dance. From the size of the building she had expected to be taken to a huge space but in fact the venue was barely bigger than the clubs she had been dancing at before. There was room for perhaps two hundred people and the floor was already full. Cardi B was pumping out through huge speakers and a light show was in full effect. It was clear the party had been going on for some time.
It took a moment for Charli to cut through the sensual overload and start noticing things. First, the brightly-lit raised rotating platform obvious to everyone in the club. Second, the raised area at the far end of the club that was empty of dancers and unlit. Finally, the audience. She had danced for women before, there were often a few scattered among her audience at Hoss' or Cassius' clubs. However, this audience was all women, without exception. She wasn't so sheltered that she took fright at that. It wasn't as if she hadn't experimented. But she soon began to realise as she looked around that this was genuinely a women's space. The clientele were all women, the staff were all women, even the music being played was all featuring women. This place had no need and no use for any boys.
Cheyenne gestured at the platform and shouted in Charli's ear. "Thirty minutes dancing - show them what you got girl. Show them all that we got the finest little white bitches. Don't let the other cracka slut beat you."
Charli suddenly felt her mouth go dry. She didn't normally feel nervous but she was well aware that there was probably more to this gig than just dancing. "Can I have a drink?"
Shay shook her head. "No alcohol for performers. Very strict rule - you'll see why later." The smaller girl looked at her friend.
Cheyenne produced a small bottle. "Drink this - it'll help and keep you hydrated."
Charli drank expecting a kick of stimulant. Instead she just detected a slightly unusual taste. Apart from that there was no effect and she gratefully drank the small bottle of soft drink
They waited until a new cut started and that seemed to be a signal. The two women moved Charli forward through the crowd towards the platform. Charli felt the eyes on her exposed flesh. She nervously looked around her. It might have been all female but this crowd was more mixed in other ways. There were a lot of African-Americans of course - this still was H-Town - but there were also plenty of Whites, Hispanics and Asians. There were dancers and couples of every ethnicity and every combination of ethnicities. Only with time would she come to notice something else. At this club and on this night if a mixed couple chose to adhere to the stereotypes then the white was almost always the femme and the Black was almost always the stud. Even here they were well outnumbered by stems of all colours but Charli saw the dynamic as she danced and felt the shiver of excitement and anticipation.
She only understood Cheyenne's comment about 'the other cracka slut' when she reached the platform. The other girl was about her own age with long, long, raven-black hair. It seemed impossible but her outfit made Charli's look modest. Just a combination of straps and tassels of white leather that left her small breasts exposed and her hard nipples pointing out.
The two girls looked at each other and then heard the voice of the Goddess ring out. "Attention to the platform - for the next half-hour our two little baby dykes will be performing for your pleasure. Don't forget to make your selection by the stage for the star of our main show tonight."
Then the music cut back in. That old song, 'One Way or Another..." The other girl tossed her amazing hair and then started sinuously seductively moving her body before
moving forward to begin working a pole.
'Fuck she's hot,' thought Charli, 'and she can dance too..." It didn't take Cheyenne's earlier words to set Charli moving. Charli was like her Aunt Jessica - very competitive. She liked to be the best at whatever she did. The best student and also the best stripper, even the biggest slut in the booths at that porn store. Now there was no way she was giving second best. If she performed for Kali this crowd would see something special.
Charli moved up to a pole and began easing her young body up and down it - feeling her full breasts sway in their marginal covering while all the time she judged the distance to the next pole. Finally she flung out an arm and grasped the second pole. Then she bent her knees before leaping up and catching herself suspended between the two poles. She stretched out her legs as she held herself there and then eased herself with her toes pointed back down to the ground. She turned and looked at the other girl. She was still swaying to the beet and grinding her little white booty but her eyes were fixed on Charli with a determined expression. The contest was well and truely on...
"She'll win won't she," said Shay as she watched the blonde dance. "I wouldn't want her to have to..."
"She wouldn't care," cut in Kali. "I called her a baby dyke but she strikes me more to be a trysexual. I'm thinking that's why she was sent down here."
"I hope she stays," said Shay. "She's so beautiful."
"Hmmmnnn," said Kali, "and what would Cheyenne have to say about that?"
"Having two femmes playing for her and at her back and call. I think she'd live with it."
Kali laughed at the deliciously mischievous look on the younger woman's brown face. Then she studied the dancers again. They only did one or two of these shows a month and she liked them each to be perfect. That was what made her reputation and drew the crowds and kept the thousands watching the live feed from the many cameras covering the platform and especially that stage area. It always gave her pleasure to know that her operation - the best damn dyke club on the continent - was heavily subsidised by rich white men who'd get their asses kicked if they ever even tried to step in the front door. She'd performed the impossible - she'd actually found a use for them!
Kali looked back over her club - the crowd were dancing and some were checking out the two girls on the platform. Kali smiled a little. The two of them were well-matched. Both strutting around the platform and cutting poses for the crowd. Demonstrating their fitness, athleticism and beauty.
'One way or another I'm gonna find ya, I'm gonna get ya, get ya, get ya, get ya...'
Kali nodded a little as she watched them both working so hard to impress the crowd.
***
Charli danced on - a sort of euphoria gripping her ever fibre. She was young and fit and beautiful. She gloried in the flexible sinuous power of her own body. Every breath of oxygen drawn into her lungs seemed a jolt of stimulant. She strutted in front of her audience - displaying herself, almost taunting them with her loveliness. She had felt like this before when dancing - but only for brief moments, a minute at the most. Here, it was an intense continuing high. The joy was there but also a sort of relaxation that made every move easy and graceful. She felt that she was dancing as she had never danced before. She sometimes glimpsed her audience and remembered where she was but she didn't care, no that wasn't true. She knew how she felt - tied into the ecstatic joy of the dance was a heat of fierce desire. Since she had become an adult she had always known she was a very sexual being but this, this was so INTENSE.
At that moment, perhaps for the twentieth time, her eyes met those of her competitor in the 'cage.' This time, however, their eyes locked - each held in the intensity of the other's gaze. The two beautiful young women danced on but each was tensed and focused on the other. For one moment it seemed they would spring at each other - but was it to fight or to fuck. Their audience could not have said which.
"Thirty seconds..."
Kali's voice seemed to, at least in part, break the mood. The two young women seemed to relax a little and danced out the seconds before the music stopped for the first time since they had begun to perform. The lighting level rose a little and Charli looked again into the flushed face of her rival. She moved forward and took the dark-haired girl in an embrace. Their lips met in a deep kiss. They heard, but did nor react to, the great cry of approval from the hundreds of women whose attention was now entirely focused on them.
"Prepare..."
The other girl broke away and dropped to her knees in the 'cage.' Only then did Charli remember her instructions and rush to follow suit. She sank down to her knees and bowed her head. Again the noise of approval from the crowd. It was a very select crowd - a crowd that knew its desires. Every woman there knew that Kali had carefully chosen these girls and that, as always, she had not let them down.
Four women climbed into the 'cage' and two took their place by each kneeling girl. Charli sensed that Cheyenne and Shay were there with her but her eyes were fixed across the club at the stage, at the magnificent proud woman standing there. Kali was still simply wearing business attire - almost out of place in a club like this. Except that Kali could never be out of place here - it was her place, she was its Goddess and every woman in that room knew it.
"We have made our selection." The crowd noise dropped to a hum of conversation. "Do you each give yourselves freely to our community?"
Charli could see the stage and the fittings being wheeled out behind Kali. She knew what her answer entailed. It did not dent the surface of her joy or even of her feeling of relaxation - instead it only whetted her desire, her need for the experiences on offer for her.
"Yes Goddess," said the two young women together.
Kali simply paused and looked intently at her prizes. "Do not be afraid or cautious my slaves. Let the world hear your submission."
"YES GODDESS." Two feminine shouts, almost shrieks, of consent tore across the big room and were followed by a cheer and whistles of approval from the crowd.
Only now did Kali nod and smile her approval. "I approve and accept both of you. One will assist in our little show tonight. The other will be our star. Cheyenne - bring tonight's star to the stage."
Cheyenne unfolded an object she had been holding in her fist. It spooled out as a long leash of leather and she expertly gripped the end and then attached it to the leather collar at Charli's neck . She felt a little tug on the leash and got to her feet. Shay's nimble fingers were quickly at work and soon Charli's outfit, such as it had ever been, lay at her feet. Now, naked and leashed, she was ready to be presented for the pleasure of her Goddess.
Charli barely even noticed being taken down from the platform and across the stage through a crowd that parted momentarily to let her through and then closed again behind her. She barely heard the words of approval and excitement said or shouted to her, Cheyenne and Shay. Instead she looked over the figure of Cheyenne towards the stage and the figure of confident authority standing there.
Finally they stepped up onto the stage - a raised area almost as large as the dance-floor. Kali greeted her with an imperious smile and wave of her hand towards the fittings of the stage. Her amber eyes were almost luminous in their triumph. "You see my toys - you still desire to be my plaything?"
Charli glanced round her and took it all in. She shivered a little and momentarily thought that she should be feeling fear. She wasn't. She was feeling excitement. "PLEASE GODDESS, YES." She almost screamed the words.
Kali's expression didn't change one iota. Still that serene confidence of assured control, of total domination. She simply clicked her fingers.
Cheyenne and Shay took a sacking hood and placed it over Charli's eyes. Then leather manacles were firmly attached to her wrists and anklets. She was guided forward a few paces and then stood in the centre of the stage. She suddenly sensed that the two African-American women had left her. She was alone, naked and vulnerable. She felt her body's reaction to her predicament. Again, it should have been fear. Again, it was not. It was anticipation and hunger. In that split-second she thought that she had never known what true lust was until that moment.
"My friends - join us on the stage - take a seat to allow us and our cameras room. Please remain behind the white line until I give permission to cross." Charli stood there and heard the women step up onto the stage and take their positions. She could hear them talking and moving. She thought about the cameras - remembered signing a form about that. She didn't care - all that mattered were the requirements of that calm commanding voice, the voice of her Goddess.
"First, on stage you keep those legs apart." The voice was almost startlingly close to her - Kali had to move like a cat. Chali edged her legs apart and at that moment felt two strong hands grasp her breasts. They pulled her towards them so Chari lost her balance a little and then staggered after her Goddess, gasping with surprise..
Kali took her where she wanted and then spun her releasing a hand to grasp Charli's pigtails and ease her head back. Charli's back arched a little as her feet strove to balance her body. It took perhaps a second but it spoke for the ages. Kali was in control and Charli would follow her lead wherever that lead might take her. She was clay to be moulded by the artist who had claimed her.
"What do you think of our new pet? Isn't she beautiful? Wouldn't you like to take her home with you?"
Charli heard the comments and murmours of assent. One brash female voice said, "Fuck yeah, I'll take her. "
Kali's pleased laugh chimed in her ear and Charli relaxed a little only to feel a hand slap her stomach. "Keep those legs open slave." Charli pushed her legs back apart and immediately Kali's hand was over her pussy. A finger and then two quickly explored and then rapidly finger-fucked her for a few seconds. Charli gasped at the strength of the sensations flowing through her body. They seemed magnified by her blind-fold and by her knowledge of her vulnerability. But it felt good, deliciously dangerously tantalisingly good. Her knees almost buckled but she was held in place by Kali's deceptive feminine strength.
"Bend over," the command was sharp and followed by a pull on her hair and a push backwards. Charli bent and then felt a hand slap her ass. Then another and another and another. She knew she had been offered to the audience - knew she would be offered again and for more than just a gentle slap on the butt. She gasped again - her consciousness seeming to float on an over-heated lava of desire.
She heard Kali again. "Venus want do you think of her?"
A harsh but female voice responded. "I think she a little cracka slut that needs to learn what real fuckin' is." A finger explored Charli's pussy and slid inside.
Charli couldn't help herself if she had wanted to. She moaned and gasped, "Yes, yes - show me, teach me..."
The crowd liked that and Kali smiled once more. She hadn't been wrong about this one. But before that they would put her through her paces, see how much she would give for that precious education.
Kali kept her grip on the girls hair and eased her upright before her other hand came to grasp her throat. She walked the girl purposefully back to a vertical rectangular frame. Other hands grasped Charli's arms and legs and moved them into position so that padlocks could click and attach her to the frame. The hands withdrew and Charli was left alone and bound within the frame in an 'X'-position. She shivered again.
"Cold slave?" came Kali's mocking question.
"No goddess."
"I thought you might be from the way those nipples are standing proud. They look delicious." Charli almost crumpled as a hand held her back and the wet warmth of a mouth closed on her right breast. But for her bonds she would have fallen but instead she hung there as Kali enjoyed her firm young tit. Charli's breath was coming in panted gasps now as she struggled to deal with the intensity of it all.
A moment's respite and then Charli felt slaps, not brutal but quite hard enough, on the tender flesh of her exposed inner thighs. She automatically tried to pull away but was held there by her binds. The sound of Kali's hand landing on her body echoed through the hushed club.
"Such beautiful skin - I love the way it blushes pink at my touch." Kali's voice was spoken almost to herself, contemplative as she viewed the results of her slaps. Then her hands were back on Charli's breasts - pinching and kneading and tweeking the sensitive skin. Charli's moans weren't being held back now - she had to express herself to reduce the pressure building up in her whole body.
The hands withdrew again and there was once more a period of seconds when Charli could only imagine, only fantasize, which part of her they would claim next.



The answer came. Strong hands clasped her buttocks and eased them apart. Charli heard a noise behind her and knew a camera was focused right on her butt. What a sweet tight little butt-hole," Kali purred, "we will have fun playing with that. Not tonight perhaps - but soon. A slave's training must include that. Isn't that right Charli?"
Charli nodded but that drew only a smart slap on the backside. This time it was a slap meant to demand attention. The camera-girl again moved in to capture the red finger -marks showing on the pale skin. Charli recognised her error and blurted out, "Yes Goddess, thank you Goddess."
The hands withdrew and again there was the wait, the mixture of fear and anticipation and desire. When the pause was broken by the crack of a whip she seemed to jump in her bonds.
"These come in many variations slave. This one is called a sjambok - traditionally made from the skin of a rhino. It can do some damage..." Kali paused and watched the bound girl. She was shaking in her bonds but she had said nothing. No requests or pleas to stop. "Are you ready?"
The girl bound to the frame did not answer other than to plant her bare feet and bow her head a little. She had set herself to take the cutting blow of the sjambok. Kali smiled again - a satisfied smile. She cracked the whip against the floor one more time. The girl on the frame did not jump this time - she simply waited, her head still down and her teeth clenched.
"I save the sjambok for my clients. White men who desire to be dominated by a strong Black woman. The sjambok's history makes it an appropriate tool. They pay highly for the privilege but most only choose to feel its kiss once or twice. I certainly wouldn't damage that beautiful skin of yours with it. A variation on the theme will give you an illustration."
Kali stood back as two white women stepped forward. One was Darya, her tall Eastern European chauffeur. Each carried a long piece of whip-cord and they began to expertly direct them at Charli so that their ends flicked onto her bare skin. As she moved from one she met the next and soon she just stood and took it until finally a whimper escaped her lips. Kali gestured and the whipping ceased. Shay and another Black woman came forward and began to loving run their hands over Charli's body, especially where the skin had reddened after contact with the cords.
Charli relaxed as the hands motions soothed her. She heard Shay whisper into her ears. "You are doing so well, baby. After the pain will come the pleasure - same as for me, same as for Darya, same as for Kali. We give ourselves because the reward is great. She moved round and gently kissed the white girl on the lips before, all to soon, she withdrew. The next instant, or so it seemed to Charli, the cords began stinging and teasing her back and thighs again. The contrast with pleasure was almost too much and she whimpered and moaned again. However, she did not try to escape her bonds and she did not try to avoid the whips. She stood her ground.
Kali signalled again and the white women pulled away their whip-cords. Kali moved in on the blind-fold girl with a paddle in her right hand. She gave a series of short blows to Charli's butt. They didn't hurt and they weren't designed to. They simply caused Charli to edge away from them and straight onto Kali's other hand. One again it worked at her exposed pussy. This time the fingering was just as skilled but harder. Charli almost writhed in her bonds, her mouth open in a silent scream as she gasped for air.
Kali stopped and raised her hand for the camera and the nearest of the audience to see. Her fingers shone and glistened with moisture from the white girl's pussy. "Our fine young lady seems to be enjoying herself." There was a burst of laughter from the audience.
Kali had crossed to her equipment and returned with a flogger made up of ten or twelve broad leather flaps. She moved behind Charli and flicked the straps up between
the girls legs. She had selected the flogger carefully and also put a minimum of weight behind her blows. She didn't need to hit the girl hard - that pretty little blonde head was doing most of the work for her. Anticipating the stinging little blows and magnifying them. Kali heard the metal chains connecting the girl to the frame clink and clatter as Charli moved with each contact.
Kali was an experienced domme. She had worked with many slaves and clients and pupils. Experience quickly taught her what each needed and what each could take. She would take Charli to where she needed to be and leave her eager to return. The girl was a valuable asset to be treasured.. A far cry from the fat white businessmen who paid richly and in advance to have their back-sides caned red-raw. If you went a little too far with them, well, that's why they paid for a full course in advance. The 'findom' aspect was even a part of the kink for them. There really was no accounting for just how dumb a white boy with a bank-roll could turn out to be!
Kali dropped her flogger and stood in front of Charli. Her hands again rose to take the girl's breasts - already sensitive from previous mauling. She gripped them hard and when the girl gasped in pain and surprise Kali moved forward to kiss her. It was a reward. This time the girl had not tried to edge away - despite the sweat on her body and the rigid muscles which had betrayed her tension She had accepted her role.
A brown hand reached into a pocket and returned to Charli's breast. Now the white girl genuinely did whimper as the metal clip clamped onto her prominent sensitive nipple. Seconds later another linked by a chin was applied to Charli's other nipple. Then Kali held up the chain to Chari's teeth. Chari knew what was expected of her. She opened her mouth and gripped the chain with her teeth. She felt the tug on each of her nipples, felt her full breasts pulled upwards a little by the shortness of the chain.
Kali moved close. For those moments all Charli seemed able to see where those wonderful, beautiful, deep amber eyes. She felt herself falling into them, ready to obey their ever whim and desire whatever the cost.
"You remember your safe-word sweetness." Charli's nod earned her a gentle caress from her Goddess. "I wondered - a lot use it by now on their first time. Now, let's see how long you can keep that chain in your mouth. Not long I think."
There were some clanks from her metal bonds and then suddenly Charli was released.
"On your knees."
She worked her tired legs into position to drop to her knees.
"Can I have the four volunteers I selected earlier."
Four women rose from the audience and stepped forward to surround the kneeling white girl. An athletic Latina kneeled behind Charli and wrapped her arms round the girl's shoulders. Two African-Americans held Charli by the waist and the thighs, pulling her legs wide apart and exposing her glistening pussy. Now she was left fully exposed and helpless, blindfold and with her teeth set on the metal chain connecting her nipple clamps.
The fourth woman was white, petite, perhaps forty, flame-haired in a black evening dress. She glanced at Kali. The Black woman smiled, showing her white teeth. The redhead moved down between Charli's legs. Her friends angled the girl's body up at little for ease of access.
Charli knew what was coming and felt her heart almost seem to stop at the prospect. Then she felt the warmth of a mouth on her spread pussy. Soon after it was replaced by a trickle of liquid and then skilled fingers pushed into her and began to explore. It was too much - at least on her first time. Charli let out a shuddering yowl of appreciation and release. Almost unnoticed the metal chain dropped from her mouth. The fingers didn't pause in their exploration - Charli had earned her reward...
Left Back At Home
The file was on his phone. Kent had already watched it several times that night but it seemed every time he shut it off he didn't last long before he felt the fierce desire building in him to watch it again.
The file opened on a small metal device, almost like a cage. It was shaped like a small drooping penis. Attached to it was a lock and a key.
He heard his wife's voice.
"Isn't it wonderful darling? Master is so good to us. I said you were worried abut the - you know - so he said that if you behave yourself you will be able to have one of these instead. You will behave yourself won't you? You'll be able to wear this so there'll be no danger of us breaking our little agreement with Master. Master says I won't want anything to do with a little white boy after tonight anyway but it's always better to be safe than sorry. When Master comes to take me out he can bring the key and then you can clean yourself while we are away. Just so long as I have locked you back up before he leaves. He says white boys are sneaky and can't be trusted but I promised you will be good. You will be good won't you - because otherwise..."
He recognised his wife's wedding ring as a pair of feminine fingers appeared on screen and gave a 'snipping' motion.
Even as he saw the image he felt his cock stiffen. He knew what was coming next.
He heard another female voice - he recognised that it belonged to Georgia.
"Well Kent we've taken Anna here out for a little make-over. Want to see?"
The camera swung round and he saw his wife stood in the doorway. He felt a jolt when he saw her face She looked happier and more excited than he had seen her in years. His hand dropped to his penis, fully erect now. He paused the picture on screen and looked carefully at his wife
She looked amazing. Her blonde hair hung down to her shoulders and framed her beautiful face. She wore her Master's collar and hanging from it was a top of black netting that clung tight to the upper part of her body and obscured almost nothing. Her breasts were barely covered by one thin strip of solid material within the mesh. The pale skin of her arms and shoulders was left exposed as was perhaps an inch above her skirt. That skirt was also black, of tight PVC, and came down only half way to her knees. Then there was another couple of inches of enticingly bare perfect pale skin before the black garters that held up her stockings. On her feet were a pair of kitten heels - black as well, save for the startling flash of scarlet from their soles.
Kent's breath was almost catching in his throat. He couldn't believe how hot Anna looked. He realised how long he had taken her for granted - realised how lucky he had been to have her. Remembered why she was dressed like this - what she was doing now even as he repeatedly watched this clip.
"Come to the camera honey - show us that jewellery."
His screen was filed by an image of his wife's ankle. On it was a graceful silver anklet, showing clearly against her stocking. A 'Queen of Spades' charm and the letters 'B', 'B' and 'C' hung from it.
"Sends a message doesn't it Kent. I think everyone will know what she's there for."
His hand moved up and down his penis. Unable to resist the delicious depravity of it all.
"My Master would probably take her himself - but of course he's saving all his seed to give me my first Black baby. So we're going out to select Anna's first Black bull. I think there'll be plenty of volunteers - what do you think Kent?
Kent had no doubt in the matter. His pudgy fist raced up and down on his cock.
"My Master and I are meeting up with Shaka and his new white bitch. Then we'll take Anna here down to a little place they know. My Master says she's certain to get just exactly what she needs there. Talk to you later."
The clip ended. Kent stopped wanking and looked around for something, anything, to distract him. He turned on the TV and checked Netflix but it was hopeless. He could only think of one thing.
His phone buzzed. He grabbed it and found another clip waiting there for him.
The clip opened to a night-time scene of dilapidated but mostly still occupied row-houses. He heard the voice of Izeye. "Grew up three streets over - it ain't improved none by the looks of it." He turned and the camera caught a view of a patched and weed-strewn sidewalk before it was carried up a few steps into the nearest dwelling.
The house seemed clean enough but the walls showed cracks and peeling plaster in places. Like the rest of the neighborhood it had seen much better days.
The camera was passed over to a white hand and now Kent heard Georgia's voice. "Well, we had a change of plans. Your pretty little wife found Antoine at the party and Antoine wasn't going to wait until we got all the way back to Shaka's place. So we're at his crib in The Grits."
Kent's heart almost stopped. That place had a terrible reputation - one of the toughest hoods in a notorious city. Only last week in the news...
The voice of Georgia cut over his thoughts and concerns. "Now can we guess what's going on in here?" She had stopped outside a door that was just ajar. From inside the mike on the phone picked up the noise of protesting bedsprings and the rhythmic thudding noise that could only be one thing.
Kent's eyes were glued to the screen of his device. He was willing Georgia to push open the door and go inside.
"My Master says that as a special treat we can take a peak inside but after this no more till you agree to wear the cage like a good little white boy."
A white hand pressed on the door and eased it open so he could see inside the room. The light was on and his brain quickly took it all in. The walls desperately in need of a coat of paint, the shabby sticks of furniture, the old battered mattress showing where the sheet thrown over it had pulled away. Most of all, of course, the two of them. The big powerful Black body almost covering the smaller white one. The white arms grasping his back and the white knees pulled up on either side of him as he thrust home again and again.
He knew who it was but Georgia wasn't going to leave him in any doubt. She walked round the bed carefully ensuring the action on the bed remained in full view. Finally she focused in on the white woman's face as she lay under her muscular potent Black lover. "How's your first time Anna?"
Anna didn't answer. She couldn't. But then she didn't need to. The picture told so much more than any number of words. Her flushed cheeks, her open mouth, her ragged breathing and the look of wild need, almost desperation, in her wide-open eyes. She was being fucked like she had never been fucked before, like she had never imagined that any man could fuck her. She was learning the truth about herself, about her desires and about her future. There really never could be any going back to her old life after this.
There was a sudden high sound, a keening almost screech of desire and sexual release. Kent heard it and he knew the truth as well. Whatever control he had ever had over this whole situation was long gone.
"Yes, Yes, Yes, do it, do it, cum in meeeeeeee."
His wife's wail of surrender came across loud and clear. He saw the muscular Black buttocks tense as they drove the cock harder and deeper into Anna. It couldn't last much longer and it didn't. Maybe twenty seconds later the man grunted. "Fuck yeah, take my nut bitch." His body crashed against hers a couple of more times and then lay still on her. His mouth sought and found hers in a deep, soul-entwining kiss of sexual fulfilment.
The camera returned around the room and then moved back out through the door.
"Well - looks like little Anna is well and truly Blacked. What do you think Kent? Antoine was tested so he was the obvious choice. We don't want those nasty rubbers getting in the way do we. There were three other magnificent Black men interested but my Master and Shaka told them to get tested and come back next week. So it looks like your wife will be very busy. Meanwhile I can't waste any more time on you because my Master has plans for me. Perhaps he'll soon have the same plans for Anna too if she's lucky. Remember to be all clean and ready for your cage when we get back..."
The clip ended.
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Making His Mark
Georgia lay on the couch face down. She felt the air on her naked back and heard him behind her. His lips brushed the pale skin of her back and she purred her contentment. Being his slave had its delights as well as its consequences. Though she still feared what was to come she knew that she would not be anywhere else at that moment.
Her Master had approved of her work with Anne. The younger women had been claimed and had willingly begun her new life. He had particularly enjoyed Georgia's suggestion that Anne's husband should be made to wear a cuckold cage. He knew the value of ritual in a relationship such as theirs. The ritual of placing on and locking the cage. The ritual of releasing him only when it was certain he could not be with his wife. Such things were important - just like what they were there to do today.
She had showered but she still felt the delicious fatigue of a woman who had been well-fucked. That always felt good but now it had an extra power to it. Her Master had made his intentions clear. He intended to make her pregnant, to have her carry his child, to make her his baby-momma. She couldn't have told you at what point she had accepted that situation and begun to yearn for its fulfilment. She only knew that she wanted it - to make new life with this beautiful man who had shown her a way out of her boring white-bread existence.
Before coming out here she had stood in front of her mirror and examined her reflection. She had seen the small lines on her face, the little tell-tale signs elsewhere that she was in the latter part of her thirties. Was that it? Was she in thrall to her body clock - to the knowledge that the opportunity would not always be there? Her only child, Charli, would be twenty next month. She had been so young when she had given birth to and then raised her daughter. She knew how hard it had been - even with a husband. Her Master had his own wife and family - she knew that. It would be hard work raising a new child alone but she knew that she wanted it more than anything.
There would be implications. What was left of her old life would probably have to go. The imminent new school year would be her last at her current job. She didn't feel guilty about that. She had worked with her assistant for three years and knew Marcia could step up. For her own future she had rung Mr Taylor - the challenges and the opportunities he offered were too exciting to ignore.
She had worried, of course, that her probable need for maternity leave would be an issue. Mr Taylor had just laughed and said that it wasn't unknown in his organisation. It had all seemed to fit into place so neatly, so temptingly.
She kept a careful watch on her body's rhythms now and knew that she would be at her most fertile over the next couple of days. Her Master hadn't been inclined to wait. He had brought her here and had begun undressing her almost before they got in through the door. There was a little flat above the business - nothing luxurious but all that they needed. He had fucked her but he had also made love to her. He had been urgent, strong, powerful - demanding from her the greatest gift that any woman could give to any man. Finally he had planted heavy spurts of his seed deep into her willing body and had held her in his arms as they both luxuriated in the after-glow.
"Do you do this to all your women?"
He didn't answer - he just gave a little smile as if he had been expecting the question.
"Do you bring them all here - do you make love to them - do you..."
"No. I never even meet some - mostly those overseas. If a woman stays in 'the Game' long enough she will usually find her way here or somewhere like this. You know why. As for anything else - I give a woman what she needs. If she needs me to make love then I'll do that. If she needs to be fucked then I fuck her. But just a few really special cases need a little more..."
His hand came to rest gently on her belly. She knew what he was saying. She didn't know if it was just bullshit and she realised that she didn't care. He was going to give her just what she needed and that was all that really mattered.
Then they showered and he took her downstairs to his business.
***
She felt a cool liquid on the small of her back. His expert hand smoothed it across her skin. It was going to happen soon. She feared it but she wanted it too. This needed to happen now - soon it might have to be delayed nine months and that wouldn't feel right. It proved her Master right again - these rituals were so important.
"You ready babe?"
It was framed as a question but she knew it was more a request for her consent. She gave it and tensed ready for the first sting. Instead she again felt a kiss on her shoulder.
"Relax baby - that's half the game."
She made a physical effort to relax her muscles and prepare herself for what she needed to do. She heard the hum as he started up his machine. She tensed again for a moment before she forced herself to relax. Then she felt the sting as he began his work. It wasn't pleasant but it wasn't half as bad as she had feared. Even if it had been she knew it would still be worth it.
As he worked she realised that he hadn't even shown her what design he was permanently applying to her body. He hadn't needed to of course. She had seen it several times on the video clips she had seen. The two faces, one White and one Black, forming a yin and yang symbol. She closed her eyes and tried to ignore the sting in her back and the buzzing of the needle. She thought about the symbolism of that design - what it meant. The attraction of opposites to make the complete whole, the sun and the moon, the pure joy of true harmony and oneness. The sting faded in her consciousness as her Master's skilful hands worked on her with speed and precision.
***
It was done. Izeye, her Master, gave her a leaflet on taking care of her new tattoo, the mark that showed that she belonged to him.
"Remember on Friday night you meeting Shaka's little protégé at my wife's place. Now Shaka he's like my friend James or, God help us, that old bastard Levy - none of them ever met a pretty White girl they didn't want to see carrying their baby..."
Awaiting Her Goddess's Pleasure
Charli kept her head lowered. She felt the weight of the collar on her neck, felt the anticipation among the unseen gathered audience. Even after she had been allowed to return home she had come to live for these moments. Each session was different in detail but the pattern was there. The anticipation of the drive here - the preparation - the display before the all-female audience. The audience many of whom would soon be coming forward to share in enjoyment of her body. She shivered a little as she remembered the intensity of those moments - when she was given to the experienced fingers and tongues. How she had squirmed and struggled and howled as strong female hands held her in position for their ministrations. How after each session she wanted more, a need that only grew with every passing hour until she was called for again.
There was a pattern to each session but there were always certain differences and nuances to each experience for her. This time, for instance, Kali herself had brought the fruit drink that each girl was given before they were taken out onto the stage. As she drank Charli had felt her every move being scrutinised by the almost feline amber eyes of her Goddess. It was also the first time that she had been called for on a Thursday evening rather than the usual Saturday.
She knelt with the other girls and awaited her Goddess's pleasure. There were four of them today She knew Ellie, a dark-haired vivacious girl. The other two were new to her.
They heard the steps of Kali's boots as she moved in front of them. They waited to hear the click of her fingers and then, but only then, their blind-folds were removed and they were allowed to raise their heads to look at her. Charli heard herself gasp with surprise. Her Goddess normally wore a simple business outfit - severe but classy. Today she was very different. She wore heeled tight leather boots that stretched up to above her knees. Then the dark skin of her thighs were bare until they reached a pair of tiny black bikini bottoms. She wore a khaki belt with two small pockets attached. Then her stomach was bare until it reached her black sheer bra. It held her breasts in place but was effectively see-through - Charli could see Kali's nipples clearly as they pushed hard against the thin material. Over her shoulders and covering her arms Kali had a PVC top that left most of her chest and cleavage exposed. Her long black hair was free of its usual strictly braided ponytail. Now it flowed freely down over her shoulders.
Charli couldn't take her eyes off her Goddess - she seemed to exude sex and power from every pore. Her body was muscular but very feminine - without an ounce of spare fat. Her breasts and butt were full but proportionate. She was the most beautiful woman, the most beautiful person, the most beautiful ANYTHING that Charli had ever seen.
The African-American woman was enjoying the girls' reaction, studying each of them with those amazing almost amber eyes of hers. Finally she gave a little knowing smile and began almost to purr out her message to them.
"My sweet little pets. I've got you all here since you are the cream of this quarter's crop and today we have two very special duties to address. We need to pay the rent of course," the woman laughed to herself, "everyone has to do that. But first we have a little show." She turned and made a gesture with one PVC-clad arm. "Our audience expects only the best and do I not provide it?"
The last words were delivered out in a more strident demanding voice - clearly aimed at the audience.
The response set Charli's heart beating in her chest again. All her attention had been focused on her Goddess - until she heard them she hadn't realised that this crowd was different. The tone of the response was louder and deeper than usual - there were men out there. She gave a quick glance and saw something else - this crowd was overwhelmingly Black save for a few white women. She saw no white men.
Kali's boots clicked on the flooring as she moved to the girl on Charli's right. Her hand gently cupped the girl's chin. The girl looked up - her eyes wide. Charli was reminded of a pet puppy gazing up at her mistress with pure adoration. It was almost disconcerting - especially since she knew that when her time came she would gaze up at Kali with just the same worship, just the same desperate desire to please.
"I think, my sweet, that you are one of my gold star girls." The voice was silky, soothing and coaxing in the same measure.
"Yes Goddess."
Charli had come to know what that meant. A girl who had only loved women - had never been with a man, had probably never felt any desire to do so.
"Today's activities involve men - are you still willing to represent us, to represent me."
Charli watched intently. There was a look of pain in the other girl's eyes. She didn't want to do this - that was clear - but after a long jagged few seconds she finally answered.
"Yes Goddess - I am here to serve you."
Kali smiled, raised the girl to her feet and kissed her hard on the mouth. A rare honour for one of her trainees.
"Your readiness to serve is enough. I have plenty of work for a gold star girl." She gestured and the girl took her place standing at Kali's side.
Kali reached into one of her belt-pockets as she carefully observed the remaining kneeling figures. "Ellie has already proved herself - I'm not sure today's guest deserves the pleasure her skills would bring him. So its between Catherine and Charli here. Each of you have done well as my pupils - each will have many opportunities to please me as we progress."
Charli's heart pounded fast in her chest as she saw her Goddess take something from her pocket and then walk across to her. Kali's fingers skilfully clipped a leash onto Charli's collar.
"It's time for you to gain a schooling in another of our little ways. You girls help get things ready."
Ellie and Catherine joined two Black women in moving to prepare the stage for the main show. An apparatus like an old gym horse was wheeled into the center of the space and then secured there. Finally they were ready and Kali clapped her hands.
Two women led out a naked white figure. He was about 5'11'', lean and athletic, perhaps 30 years old and he had a large dragon tattoo across his back. He looked like he might have been a musician in an indie band. For a fleeting second Charli thought that she might have found him attractive once - before she had learned better, before she had been taught better by her Master and her Goddess.
The man was led carefully forward by Cheyenne and Shay, the two Black girls who had taken charge of Charli on her own first appearance here. They were careful not to rush the man who was blind-folded.
Kali walked up to the man and gently touched his shoulder with a riding crop. The man seemed to start back in alarm. Kali smiled and her amber eyes narrowed as she admired her prize.
"You know why you are here?"
A few moments of silence were followed by the crack of the crop landing on the man's back. He gave a little yell, more of surprise than pain. Charli noticed the crop had a broad tip which dissipated the energy of a blow. It would sting but not really hurt you. She knew that from experience.
"I'm still waiting..."
The man stubbornly shook his head.
Kali gestured and Ellie ran to her side with a tablet device. "Did you post this? Something about how only a 'beta-cuck' would let his wife go with 'monkeys'? How Black folks were only fit to be 'slaves'?"
There was a growl of anger from the audience. The blind-fold man stiffened where he stood - sensing the hostility around him.
Kali handed back the device to her white trainee. "There's a lot more there on Literotica and on other sites too isn't there? Did you post them?"
This time the delay was infinitesimal before the crop cracked on the man's back with all the force Kali could put behind it. The man howled this time. Again Charli knew that the visuals over-stated the actual effect. It would be painful for a moment but nothing a strapping young man like this couldn't handle.
"Yes... Yes... It was me."
"No shit Einstein. You think we couldn't see through that little username of yours. Black folks ain't nearly so dumb as you been taking us for. Strap him up."
The last words were directed to Shay and Cheyenne. They hustled the man across to the gym horse and tied his wrists with shackles attached to its top. He was left standing bent over the horse with his back exposed. He could move perhaps a couple of inches to left or right before the girls bent to shackle his feet too. Now he was at their mercy.
"We'll deal with the insubordination first." Kali was business-like. "It's time you cracka boys realised your place in the sexual pecking-order. You best treat yo' betters with due respect or there'll be consequences." She strolled to her rack of devices and selected a whip. "I think we'll take a lead from your ancestors on the plantations eh cracka boy." There was a murmur of approval from the audience. "Get that hood off him - let the cameras focus in and let everyone know just who we dealing with here."
Cheyenne skilfully removed the blind-fold. The man's face was revealed, his eyes blinking as he adjusted to the light and noticed the audience. He had a slightly long face but he was handsome enough. His eyes were brown and wide as he anticipated what was to come next. He flinched when he heard the crack of the whip.
Again Charli could speak from experience. She had felt this whip once and it certainly did hurt. However, it was still on the lower end of Kali's big bag of tricks. It wouldn't cut the skin or raise vicious weals like the sjambok.
Kali stepped forward, set herself and then delivered the whip across the man's naked back. Again Charli's experience told her that Kali was 'selling' the blow a little - not putting all her weight behind it - but it was enough to hurt like fuck where the whip landed.
The man howled and tested his shackles for a moment before resuming his position for the next blow and the next and the next,
"You real lucky cracka. Back in the day they used worse than this for a hundred, two hundred lashes. You just taking fifteen from my little toy here." Kali cracked the whip impressively on the floor again before laying the whip to the mans back again.
His pale skin was reddened now - showing where the blows were falling. Charli could again admire her Goddess's skill - no two blows fell exactly in the same position. From her close position and angle she could also see what most of the crowd couldn't - the man's pink prick was hard against the leather of the horse. She marvelled at how, even when hard, they looked so weak and soft compared to a beautiful Big Black Cock. She involuntarily glanced into the audience - seeing all the Black men there, many with a white woman in tow. She imagined herself performing for these men. Herself being given to them for their pleasure. She felt the heat of her desire - knew that her sexuality could not be contained in narrow bonds. She knew that she could give and take pleasure from almost everyone in that club. Almost everyone - she couldn't see how the man strapped to the horse could be of any use to her.
Kali struck fifteen times and then moved close to the man. Her long sharp finger-nails raked the bruised skin of his back. He moaned at the exquisite sensations produced. Kali smiled and stepped back. "Where is your wife tonight?"
"She's gone out."
"Alone."
"No - with her ... boyfriend."
"Her boyfriend? I think you mean her man. Tell me, would this man of hers be a Black man?"
The man nodded his head.
"But you are still with her. No change except for these pathetic posts on the internet. Tell me - whose idea was it for your wife to find herself a real man, a Black man."
"She liked the idea - she's always found Black guys hot."
"Whose IDEA was it - who SUGGESTED it?"
"Me." The man's head hung - supposedly in shame. Charli wasn't fooled - he was getting off on it. His erection didn't lie. She saw Kali shake her head a little.
"Hypocrisy is what they call it. Never could stand for it. Another ten strokes I think." Kali was stern again.
The man turned his head sharply to try to see her. He howled and protested as the whip began landing again. It seemed that hadn't been part of the agreement. Well, tough shit. Kali ran things in this club.
Charli saw the last blow fall and then Shay and Cheyenne moved in to smooth soothing cream onto the punished skin of his back. Then they untied him. As he was pulled clear of the horse Charli realised that he no longer had his erection. He also looked rather less certain of himself. Whatever agenda had been agreed for tonight he now knew that Kali might tear it up. Charli assumed he had a safe word but how could he know that Kali would even honor that deal. Charli thought she knew the answer to that but this was Kali's club and Kali made and could break any rules that there were here.
Kali picked up her crop again. She ran it gently up and down the man's body as he watched her, his eyes wide.



She wrinkled her nose in disgust at the sight of him. "We need to get some clothes on you - I can't stand looking at you." She gestured and Catherine ran on with a bag of clothes. "Put these on - just like your wife knows you've been doing at home."
Now the man's face was as red as his back. Catherine displayed the clothes - a little top and a short pleated skirt, some cute little Pikachu socks and a pair of frilly panties. The man looked at Kali - the pleading in his eyes wasn't feigned now.
Kali was remorseless. "Come on now - you didn't think your wife hadn't noticed? But you were trying to keep it a secret - so we need to get on video how you really like to dress don't we. Let everyone here - and everyone watching at home - know how you look as a little sissy."
The man picked up the lace panties and looked at Kali again.
"Well we can end this here or you can get dressed like a good little - what was it - beta-cuck? Your choice..."
Charli momentarily felt sympathy for him. The fight between reason and desire that was being fought out in his brain. She'd been there. Then she felt impatience. He was too far in to turn back now. Time he understand that he had already made his choice and would have to take the consequences.
The man began to step into the lace panties and pull them up. Kali flashed a glance at Charli and smiled. It was, not for the first time, as if the older Black woman could read her mind.
Kali gave her the crop. "He's made his choice. If he hesitates now then give him a little tap on the balls with that to keep him in line. It's about all the use they are on a cracka boy."
The man looked at Charli for the first time. It had been a look of alarm but immediately became something else. Charli knew that look - the look of desire. She was, after all, a very beautiful young woman and she was naked save for her collar and leash. However, that didn't mean she wanted any white boy looking at her like that. She brought the crop up sharply between the man's legs. She might have done it a little harder than she had intended but the effect was the desired one. He doubled up in pain and when he looked again he looked with fear, with respect.
Once the man had squeezed into his wife's over-stretched clothes he was sat in a chair and Catherine and Ellie began to work on him. His long blonde hair was arranged into pig-tails and make-up applied, notably bright red lip-stick. The girls giggled as they worked. The man just seemed dazed, all too aware of the cameras recording every moment. Realising that the video would be all over the internet within minutes. Knowing that there was no way back after this. Knowing that the show and his humiliation were far from finished.
Kali took his attention again - teasing him. "How do you like my little friend Charli here? Would you like to fuck her? Well, sadly, Charli hasn't much use for little cracka sissies like you. But we can arrange the next best thing. Get up and put your hands on the horse."
The man obeyed. When he next saw Kali he understood what she had meant. She handed a leather harness to Charli which the white girl put on. He saw her magnificent firm breasts jiggle as she pulled on the straps and again felt the blood pump through his body with desire for her. That wasn't on the agenda however. He swallowed as he saw her adjust her belt - saw the six inches of dildo pointing out in front of her.
"You know what to do sissy." Kali's voice was imperious, brooking no dissent.
His hands gripped the leather of the horse as he bent his body forward and moved his legs apart. He felt the beautiful fresh-looking young girl move up behind him and grasp his hips. It wasn't like he hadn't known this might happen - or like he hadn't used his wife's toys on himself before. He had come clean and prepared, just in case. But it was so depraved that a girl like that was taking him. He felt his cock start to stiffen as the girl began to push her strap-on into him.
Charli had to be honest - it didn't do much for her. Since coming here she'd been much more used to being on the receiving end of one of these things. Frankly, that was much more her scene. She decided to vent her frustration by slapping the man's big pink butt-cheek. He almost squealed his protest. She looked at Kali who nodded. Charli spanked him again and again, building up the strength and speed of her thrusts into him. The man started grunting with every one of her thrusts. It didn't do much for her but she knew the visuals had to be good from the audience's reaction. They were enjoying the show and she kept going till Kali tapped on her shoulder and whispered in her ear. The girl's eyes opened wide as she heard the instruction.
Charli withdrew - to be replaced by Kali - her belt holding a twelve-inch black dildo. Kali began working the monster into him. The man gasped and whimpered but kept his position and kept his erection.
Charli returned with a metal trash can. She crouched down in front of the man and very ostentatiously put on a thick rubber glove. She felt the man's body above her rhythmically shifting forward and backwards as Kali plundered his butt-hole. With each deep plunge she heard the man grunt, expelling breath. She reached forward with her gloved hand and lifted his short plaid skirt.
Kali's voice was unhurried, any effort of plugging the man barely registering. She had done this so many times before - he wasn't the first white boy she'd taught a new role. "Where did you say your wife was? With her man, yes, but where?"
The man just kept grunting every time the brutal dildo was pushed forward into him. He didn't know where his wife was and at that moment he didn't care. He was wallowing in his submission to Kali - in his humiliation and degradation before the audiences watching him. Kali had to speak twice before he tuned into her voice again.
"I said LOOK UP SISSY!"
He looked up and his eyes focused on his wife. She looked amazing in a slashed black evening dress with diamonds at her throat - diamonds that he had bought her. Her eyes were wide as she intently watched him. She had harboured her suspicions but their confirmation still surprised her. Her husband might have sent her down this path but she had still doubted his commitment to it - had felt he would abandon her if she went too far. She doubted his commitment no more. She suddenly knew that if a time came to part it would be her decision and not his.
Anyone with a view could see the obscene bulge in the man's tight lace panties. Charli eased them down and left his hard prick standing up against his toned stomach. She took care to touch it only with her gloved hand.
An African-American man had joined the man's wife. He was dark-skinned, his hair shaved short save for a broad stripe. He wore gold earrings and his smile showed more gold. A hand with thick gold rings took her waist while the other fumbled with his pants. The woman eased her legs apart almost automatically - she knew what her man wanted.
"Cracka boy wanted to see his wife blacked?" Kali's voice was mocking. "Titus there has been asking her to dump her pills for a while now but she was worried about you. She needed a demonstration in the ways of the world. Which is why we let you know about this place and well..." She let his voice trail off as she continued to work on him.
Titus casually lifted his woman's skirt and moved forward behind her. Soon his thrusts into her were almost in time with Kali's - the couple being fucked together as the audience watched.
"Tell the sissy," grunted Titus.
"I'm not going to take any more of my birth control. Titus has agreed to keep me well fucked until I'm carrying a real man's baby."
Titus laughed - his teeth flashing in the lights. He was relishing his triumph - looking forward to seeing this hot-wife's belly growing with his child.
Charli noted Kali's wink and began to slowly stroke the man's hard pink prick with her gloved hand. She felt it already rock-hard and almost twitching at her touch. He wouldn't last long.
Kali was speaking again. "You enjoying yourself little cuck. I know a club not far from here where some black men would have lots of fun with a pretty little cracka sissy like you. How does that sound?"
The man moaned. Was it despair, dread, fear of the temptation placed before him? Would he be able to resist it? Did he want to resist it? Had his true self been revealed?
Kali laughed - it didn't much matter to her. It would be amusing to turn the little sissy out but that wasn't the night's main aim.
"It won't be Titus' first. You can see what a powerful Black bull he is. Strong potent seed - it won't take him long to give your wife just what she needs. Won't take long before everyone will know that you weren't man enough for the job. Before they all know that she had to find a real man."
The man groaned again. Charli felt his cock jump in her hand. He was getting very close. She quickly moved the trash can into place.
"His strong African seed going deep into that lovely fertile wife of yours - claiming her for the Black man. But what about your poor weak watery rubbish? I think we know where that belongs don't we."
The man's face was red now and his eyes staring. For a moment Charli feared he was going to have a heart attack. Instead he gave a high pitched gasp and then they heard the dull noise of his semen hitting the bottom of the metal trash can. Charli carefully milked him of all she could and then tucked him back into his panties as Kali pulled out of his ass. Kali stood with her strap-on still jutting out from in front of her.
"Clean it," she barked the order as she clicked her fingers at the man. He sank to his knees and began to fellate the Black shaft as Kali held her fingers in his hair.
Charli stood up and peeled off her glove before tossing it into the trash. She looked across at the man's wife - still being fucked hard from behind as the crowd roared its approval. The woman was staring straight ahead but seemingly seeing nothing. All that mattered was the strong Black cock powering in and out of her, the potent baby-making seed that would soon be planted into her. Titus pushed his arms up under her shoulders and held her body close to his as he fucked her hard. Her jaw dropped and her eyes glazed - she seemed stunned by what was happening and by what was going to happen.
Kali gave a little gesture with her head and Charli responded. She walked the few steps over to the woman and fondled the woman's breast through her dress. The woman gasped and her eyes focused on Charli just as the blonde girl moved forward to kiss her. Their mouths and tongues met.
Titus seemed to enjoy the show. He gave a last thrust and growled as he spent his load deep into the woman. He held her as he slowly moved in and out of her - making sure every last drop went deep into her. The woman shuddered with passion, sandwiched between her powerful Black lover and the tall white girl.
"Your babies are going to be beautiful," cooed Charli. Her eyes were locked onto the woman's - feeling her emotion. Then she sensed Titus watching her.
"Soon be your turn," was all Titus said.
The Audition
"You enjoy my little show?" Kali seemed highly amused.
"Shit - not my fucking rodeo that's for sure," one of the two men, the huge one with the tattoos, said. "You really going to turn that white boy out. That's fucking sick!"
The older man with him took a more indulgent view. "Peace Tyrone. Each to his and her own. Wouldn't want to interfere with how Kali here runs her business. By the way, how much did our friend there pay?"
"Five grand," replied Kali with a smirk, "but we gave him a few extras."
"Damn," said Tyrone, "you mean that dumb cracka paid for the privilege. Always new things to learn in this crazy world!"
"Live, let live and find a way to make green on it," said Kali still smiling.
"That's how I preach it too" said the older man approvingly.
Tyrone nodded his agreement but then sighed. "All true - but not sure I needs to be seeing it that's all."
Kali gave him a wry look. "Feel it's a challenge to your sexuality Tyrone?"
Tyrone looked startled that someone would say something like that to him. His eyes flashed dangerously for a moment but then he reconsidered. You didn't mess with Kali - everyone knew that. His street-sense told him what to do. He said and did nothing.
"Children, children," said the older man calmly. "Tyrone meant no offense and I'm sure the same is true of you Kali. Now make peace so we can do what we came here for."
Kissing and making up didn't seem appropriate so Tyrone gently raised a huge fist and allowed Kali to bump it with her much smaller one.
"All's ready Goddess," Cheyenne gave the message and then retreated to the back of the stage.
The huge room was almost empty now - but the theatre for the night was not yet completed. The cameras still recorded. The noise of Kali's boots echoed as she moved back to the center of the stage and stood before the three white girls, kneeling and awaiting her pleasure just as they had at the start of the evening.
"I have selected you three girls as eligible for selection tonight. Selection to perform a most valuable service for your Goddess and your friends and lovers here."
She had their attention - all three gazed adoringly at her. All wondered who the two men with her were. She moved to enlighten them.
"This club is housed in buildings owned by our illustrious visitor today, Mr Taylor."
The girls looked as the older Black man stepped forward and slightly nodded his head.
"Mr Taylor chooses not to collect a monetary rent - instead he takes a lesson from classical history. When King Minos ruled Crete he took from the Greeks an annual tribute of the most pleasing of their young boys and girls. It didn't end well for them. Mr Taylor is much more generous. Each quarter he takes just one of our prize trainees to work at his club for six months. " Kali smiled her little mocking smile, "With us no lives are lost - quite the opposite in fact."
The girls each darted glances at the genial figure of Mr Taylor, as well as at his huge brooding companion Tyrone. Neither spoke - happy to leave the explanation to Kali.
"You are my beautiful prize pets. But there is one thing that you cannot experience with my girls here. That something is a specialism of Mr Taylor's club." She looked at Taylor.
Tyrone handed a phone to his boss who politely thanked him and then spoke into the device, "We are ready Antwan."
After a few moments the door opened and a tall Black man emerged carrying two large suitcases. Behind him came a young woman - fair and with shoulder-length blonde hair. That wasn't what caught the girls' attention. Her profile showed that she was pregnant, perhaps four months pregnant.
Kali moved forward and took the girl's hands, a welcoming smile illuminating her face. "Alyssa - you look wonderful."
Mr Taylor finally spoke. "Alyssa was quite a favourite with us. She represented you to the highest standard and, as you can see, has performed her duties succesfully." He rested a paternal hand on the girl's protruding belly. "Speaking of which..."
Kali gestured to the three girls who each rose to their feet and stood obediently waiting. The three Black men moved forward and began to examine them from every angle. Mr Taylor asked an occasional question - his two colleagues were a little more 'hands-on.'
Finally Mr Taylor stepped back and the others reluctantly followed him. Antwan explained, "You will be working as 'entertainment' for us. Just so you are aware - our membership is all-Black. You need explaining what your most important duties will be?"
The three girls looked at Alyssa. They didn't need it spelling out for them - her swollen belly was eloquent.
"Anyone wish to exclude themselves from selection?"
The girls had seen how Kali had treated Alyssa - how the girl had clearly won her Goddess's approval. None of them moved. Kali smiled - she had trained them well.
Charli looked at the three men as they consulted . She already knew that they would pick her. It wasn't some sort of vanity - she just knew. Antwan had looked at her very intently and clearly liked what he saw. The big one, Tyrone, had almost been drooling over her. Mr Taylor had been polite - almost paternal if that didn't sound ridiculous. He was much harder to read than the others but two of the three votes were coming her way for sure.
"You sure," murmured Taylor.
Antwan nodded in response. "Also - we'd best ask her age."
"Ah fuck it," muttered Tyrone. "You see them tits and that fucking butt. Knew she was too good to be true."
Taylor raised a hand. "Take another look at the dark-haired girl. Look at them eyes and that smile - most times she'd be the stand-out for sure."
Tyrone always preferred blonde blue-eyed hos but he took another look at Ellie. She was a fine-looking piece for sure. The girl noticed him looking at her and smiled, her eyes seeming to sparkle with mischief. Tyrone felt his big Black cock start to stiffen. Say what you like about Kali she never supplied anything but the finest of young white bitches.
Taylor gave each of his followers a glance and then nodded towards Ellie. Cheyenne came forward and attached a leash to Ellie's collar before handing it to Antwan. the big African-American led her off with Tyrone 'assisting' - if placing a huge Black hand on her bare butt-cheek counted as helping.
Taylor himself paused. "Catherine would be welcome to join us - at her request of course. Charli too - but her age..."
"I'm 20 next month," blurted Charli. She had been bemused to see the choice fall on Ellie. More surprisingly, she had found she was fucking furious. Ellie was a lovely girl but fuck - they'd picked another girl ahead of her!
Taylor reached into his pocket and produced a card. He wrote a number on it with a gold pen. "The day you turn 21 - or perhaps a day after - if you are still interested then you know what to do."
Taylor turned and walked out of the club after a nod of appreciation to Kali. As ever the woman had arranged everything to perfection and all had transpired just as they had previously arranged that it should.
On The Job Training

"Fuck it girl, now you starting to look the part." Roni punctuated her comment with her usual brittle laugh.
"That the sort of thing you was talking about." The African-American woman who ran the store was much more businesslike, addressing her remarks to Georgia rather than the woman she was dressing.
***
Georgia had asked Roni to come along. The Black woman had skills and experience that Georgia knew it would take her years to match. Some of these areas were not places for two white women to go alone but for Roni this wasn't 'the ghetto' - it was home. Georgia also couldn't deny that she had been happy to have Roni with her for another reason.
The owner of the little clothes store was friendly enough - an attractive woman of Georgia's own age. However, Georgia couldn't forget that this was Leez - her Master's wife. The two of them should have been trying to claw each other's eyes out. Instead Leez had made the position crystal clear when they had arrived at the store.
"Just so's we get this understood. My man has got one wife but he's the Master of a whole load of white hos. You figure your place and keep to it and everything will be fine. But just remember that he's MY man. Forget that and you'll soon find yo'self back in the suburbs dating white boys. Got that?"
She fixed both white women with a sharp gaze before giving a nod of satisfaction at their reaction. "Meanwhile we'd best move on to business - trust you've got plenty of play on your credit card 'cos it's gonna take a beating."



***
Georgia's instructions from her Master had been clear. Dee, Shaka's new play-thing, had proved in need of some practical training. The explanation for that hadn't been hard to locate.
"It's my husband, David. We've been married for twelve years and he never liked ... that sort of thing - he said it was dirty."
"Fuck girl," Roni was derisive, "even most crackas ain't so bugged as that!"
Georgia had been a little more patient. "You have to understand Dee, you aren't with your husband now. You are with real men. If you want them to meet your needs then you have to be able to satisfy theirs. These are alpha males - they don't have trouble finding women. If you want to compete then you need to be able to exercise every skill and every part of you to please these men."
"She's got a good little body on her," Leez had been appraising Dee's 5'4" frame with professional skill. "But that won't mean nothing if she ain't got the right attitude. So, girl, you ready to take the step - you want to go home or you want to be Shaka's shorty?"
Everyone knew what the answer to that was but it was important that Dee said it, not least so that she admitted it to herself.
"I want to ... be with Shaka."
"What you saying - let's be clear - you ready to be Shaka's ho?"
"Yes I want to be Shaka's ho."
"Wanting something don't always mean you gonna get it. We need to school you girl."
"And," Roni cut in, "you have come to just the right place and got with just the right people. Time Shaka's new little bitch got herself turned out."
***
"Now I'm not saying that the 'School mom' look don't rev some engines. Where is it you teaching?"
Dee didn't answer Leez's question. Instead she shot a panicked glance at Georgia.
"If anyone was after blackmail fuel don't you think they've already got plenty enough. Just the fact you're here, for instance. I assume you didn't tell David where you were going tonight. That right?"
Dee considered that and Georgia watched her face as she processed the information. Dee was already in too deep for turning back to have any safety. She was already risking everything whether she went on or not. A woman could crumble when faced with that stark realization or she could take strength from it and power on with her new life.
Dee's chin set a little and then she made her decision. "I've only just moved back to this part of the country but I've been offered a post for second semester of this year at Tubman High."
"Damn," said Roni, "that's being built not far from me. These new schools supposed to be a fresh start but you sure you ready for the inner city girl?"
Georgia knew the name as well. It was one of the schools that Mr Taylor had suggested as a potential future position for her.
Leez was still carefully assessing Dee's body and checking out her relatively demure outfit. "I bet you'll be a first crush for a lotta young Black boys. Swap this blouse for a sleeveless one and lose a couple of inches off the skirt and you'll be a 'hot teacher' for sure. Today, tho, we doing more serious business."
Leez and Roni left Dee standing there as they went to search among the racks.
***
Dee was a picture of embarrassment, almost of humiliation. Her blouse and skirt were gone and replaced by a one-piece dress of bright pink material. Thin shoulder straps and a plunging neckline left her back and arms bare and displayed an inviting cleavage. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was pulled back into a pony-tail as if she was headed for he gym. Except she knew that tonight she wasn't going to the gym - she would be getting a very different sort of exercise. If there had ever been any doubt then this outfit would make sure of it.
The material of the dress was thin and looked cheap. It clung to every inch of Dee's body displaying her natural curves to beautiful effect. The hem line was high on her thighs and showed off her shapely toned legs. It didn't take much imagination to realise that a woman like Dee in a dress like that was going to draw a LOT of male attention.
Leez picked up one of Dee's discarded shoes and examined it. Then she disappeared into the rear of the store for a moment before reappearing with a box. Inside were a pair of heels smothered in obviously fake brilliants.
Soon Dee was modelling her new outfit for the other women as they looked on. The dress was tight but the material stretched so that the skirt part did not hobble her. However, she was very aware of the material creeping up her thighs as she walked. Normally she might have been worried about displaying a flash of her panties. Tonight that wouldn't be an issue of course since, true to Shaka's rules, she wasn't wearing any. She moved a hand to push her dress back down.
"Feelin' shy," laughed Roni, "we'll see how long that lasts..."
***
The club was relatively small and discreet - recommended for their purposes by Shaka. It was immediately clear that he had known what he was talking about. Roni had told them to take their pick and there was no shortage of young Black men taking an interest in them.
Roni grasped a skinny Black guy with dread-locks and spoke into his ear before pointing at the two white women. He seemed amused by whatever she had said and danced with her.
Georgia was dancing and still looking when she felt a man's hands gently take her by the waist from behind. She felt the prickle of his beard at her ear.
"See my man Izeye hasn't lost his touch. Always has saved his mark for only the finest of White bitches."
She had worn a top which left her lower back exposed. Now she turned to see a big man, heavily built, with a shaven head but a full beard. She used to think that look was ridiculous but she now knew that some men could pull it off. She made her choice and quickly told him why they were there.
Dancing and Dee's dress didn't seem made for each other. Hell, Roni could have told her that. Most of Leez's clientele wore a dress like that for those hot summer nights stood on the corner waiting for their next customer. For perhaps the hundredth time Dee's hand almost automatically reached down to pull her dress back down her thigh. She gasped as her hand was caught in a strong grip. The man stepped up close to her - making sure he had her full attention. His skin was jet-black, his intent eyes fixed on hers. He raised an eyebrow. Dee didn't move. The man gave a little smile and then moved his other hand round behind her to pull her dress up and expose her pale buttocks. His hand clasped her butt cheek and squeezed it. Her mouth opened. Was it in surprise? If it had been meant in silent protest it was a feeble and perfunctory one. The man moved forward and his mouth met hers. After a moment he spoke, blunt and to the point.
"They got back rooms here."
***
The three men stood like Kings, like proud African Gods. Between the legs of each knelt a woman. It was time for the teacher girl to get a schooling in a very important art. Fortunately her two new friends had major skills and a lot of experience.
It was just the way of the world that Dee had picked a brotha who was seriously equipped where it mattered. His cock was semi-erect under her hand's touch and was almost a match for the impressive Shaka.
Roni was watching her and handed over a bottle of water. "You nervous girl - your mouth dry - take some fluid cos a real good BJ needs to get a bit sloppy. That right..." She looked up at the man in front of her.
"Hmmn," he nodded with a shit-eating grin on his face, "you preach it sista."
"So you started right. Just a little hand work to get yo' man nice and hard. Won't take long with studs like these. Then you just work that tip with your tongue and lips. Tease him a little - let you know you gonna make him feel real good."
She and Georgia began a more practical demonstration. Dee tried to copy their actions - a look of pretty concentration on her face.
"Uh uh," said Georgia, "half of its in the communication. "Let your man know that you are enjoying pleasing him. Plenty of eye-contact, plenty of enthusiasm, smiles and moans when you can do it. Let him know his beautiful Black cock is the one thing that matters to you at that moment. Let him know that he is your master and you are his play-thing."
Dee looked up into the eyes of her man. His expression was calm, appraising her. He wanted to see what she could do - to judge if she was worthy of his attention. She was pleased her friends were there - to give her confidence. She wouldn't want to fail a beautiful man like this. She wouldn't want to fail Shaka.
She tried to remember the tips that Roni and Georgia had given her and occassionally sneaked glances to mirror their techniques. She knew she'd get no more verbal instructions. That had been the golden role. When giving a good Blow Job you gave ALL your attention to making your man feel good.
She worked her mouth to get some saliva and then took his big cock in between her lips. She worked her mouth down his shaft with her hand gently holding the base. She felt a little grunt of pleasure from him and that helped her confidence. She began a steady up and down motion all the time working her tongue in micro-movements on the bottom of his shaft. The cock was fully hard now - there was no doubt that he was enjoying it. A glance up secured a little nod of approval.
She sensed movement to her left and gave a little glance across. Roni had taken her man's cock out of her mouth and was down licking at his big balls. He might have been skinny but Dee couldn't help noticing that he had a proud seven inches too. For a brief moment she thought of her husband. She dismissed him from her thoughts - he'd had his chance and he wasn't in the same league as these men - their raw assertive sexuality, their powerful Black cocks. Almost without knowing it she realised that she had followed Roni's lead. Her mouth gently cupped one of her man's big heavy balls while she saw her white hand stroking up and down a dark shaft slick with her own saliva. She repeated the trick on the other ball - again seeming to feel it heavy with potent baby-making seed. This man was a powerful bull - a stud who could expect a woman to be able to please him as he deserved. She felt the weight of her responsibility just as she felt the weight of his balls. She gazed up at his dark features almost in awe. He had a little determined smile now and he was looking at her intently.
She took his shaft back into her mouth and began to work it hard. She pushed her mouth as far down his shaft as her hand would allow - felt him fill her mouth as she knew he could fill her pussy. Felt the saliva fill her mouth so she could use her tongue to spread it over him and lubricate her work with her hands. She took him out of her mouth and worked the tip a little from time to time. She was careful not to rush, careful to keep a variation in her work, careful to keep an eye on her man to check his reaction and take confidence from his obvious approval.
She heard a noise from Roni. She was almost humming as she picked up the pace on her man's cock.
"Damn bitch - you a fly bop," the skinny guy suddenly grabbed Roni's head and held her in place. Dee licked at her man's cock as she watched Roni's throat working as she swallowed his load. Then the Black woman stood up and took a swig of water. She looked at her man as if to say, "well of course I am - don't you know nothin.' Then the two turned to watch Georgia.
Georgia had stripped off her top and had the bearded man's dark hands on her big white tits. His eyes were fixed on them as Georgia tapped his rock-hard cock on her soft tongue . She had plenty of experience herself by now and knew just what this big man would love. She let a long trail of saliva drop down between her tits and then took his big Black cock between them. She locked eye contact on him and used her hands to push her big white breasts around his meat. He groaned a little and she knew she had read him right. She began quickly working up and down his shaft - it only took seconds. The little Doctor had been very proud of his work and her tits weren't just good for looking at. The big Black man looked about to say something, his mouth opened and then he just gasped and she felt the warmth of his load shoot up her chest and against her chin in six strong squirts.
The man coughed a little and caught his breath. "Damn..." was all he could say.
Georgia looked at him like the cat that had got the cream. This one would remember her for a while. Next time he saw her he'd be sure to want a repeat performance. Always keep them wanting more...
Dee was still working on her man. She realised her jaw was starting to feel tired. She just wasn't used to this. She sped up her pace and started to hum - wondering if the vibration could help him get off. It had a reaction. A big hand grasped her pony-tail and pulled her head just enough to stop her sucking. She looked up at him - didn't he like it? She immediately realised her mistake. His dark eyes burned with lust - lust for her. He hadn't stopped her because he didn't like her blow job - he had stopped her because he didn't want to finish yet. His other hand grasped her dress and pulled her upright. He made a gesture and his friends moved across to join him and his white slut. She felt them close in around her, knew that they were far from finished with her. Anxiety rushed through her but was immediately drowned out by the rush of sexual desire. These men wanted her - wanted her in a way her husband had never shown her - and nothing was going to stop them taking what they wanted. The danger of it was raw, intense - but again that logical knowledge was fighting with a sexual need that had been ignored and suppressed for so long. She had to be strong - but she knew that every part of her most basic instinct didn't want to be strong, it wanted to give all she had to these men
***
Georgia and Roni watched as the three men surrounded Dee. One held her from behind and kissed her exposed neck as he pushed his hard naked cock against the thin pink material covering the White woman's butt. The second man's mouth was sucking hard on Dee's exposed right breast teasing her erect nipple. The third had pushed up the front of her dress and his big hand had disappeared inside to explore the treasure that lay within.
"Good news baby," said Georgia, "Roni and I are going to let this be your treat. Three beautiful Black men to fuck you and, best of all, the members here are all tested so they can take you bare. Just think - three potent Black men filling your sweet little white pussy with their seed."
Dee's eyes darted across to meet Georgia's - appealing for the sympathy of the only other white woman there. "I can't do it - It's a very bad time for me - We have to use condoms."
One of the men flashed a brilliant white smile. "She saying what I think she's saying?"
"You have to understand our Doctor was recommended to us by David's family. I couldn't ask him for ... you know. So we have to use condoms." Dee gabbled out the information - almost pleading with them. Georgia noted the woman was asking for condoms - she wasn't questioning that the three strangers were all going to fuck her. Shaka had been right about her but they could still test her a little more.
Roni was merciless. "Seems like this little white wife has come to the hood all fertile and unprotected. Looks like she'll be going back to her pitiful white hubby with her first Black baby growing in her belly."
"Oh my God." Dee was still standing there with the three Black mens' hands exploring her body. The straps of her dress were taken from her shoulders and the material was pushed down to leave her 36C breasts totally exposed with her nipples standing proud and betraying her arousal.
"Time to step this up a notch" said one of the men "this little bitch is long overdue a Big Black Cock in her." He leaned forward and picked up Dee as though her 125 lbs was nothing. He carried her to the bed and laid her there. The woman watched as the three men removed their remaining clothing. Soon all three Black men were naked, their cocks hard at the prospect of fucking her.
Dee's eyes shifted between them. They were stern, unyielding, fixed in their desire to take her, to claim another white wife as a Black man's woman. She knew she wanted it, realised how attractive she found their desire for her, doubted her ability to 'do the right thing', the responsible thing. Finally she almost whimpered, "Please - a condom."
"You bring a condom?" The man said it as he stepped forward and pushed her legs apart.
Of course she hadn't. She watched him move up between her legs. He gripped his cock and pushed it up to the entrance of her pussy. Dee swallowed hard, closed her eyes and awaited his first thrust but it didn't come. Instead he rubbed the thick head of his Black cock up and down the sensitive pink lips of her pussy. She opened her eyes and saw him smiling at her. It was a smile of triumph, a smile of conquest,
"So you gonna leave? Guess you don't want to get fucked since we ain't got no rubbers. That right teacher-girl?" He pushed his hard cock a little more firmly against the entrance to her sex. He could feel how wet she was for him - how much her body wanted this. He was satisfied and raised an eyebrow at Roni in a pre-arranged signal.
"No wonder you crackas are always ending up black bred. At least I came prepared." She reached for her bag and produced a handful of condoms. "Teacher-girl needs to learn her lesson tho so I'll add a little wrinkle just to keep things interesting." She reached back into her bag and produced a thin needle. She swiftly pushed the needle through two of the still-packaged condoms. Then she pushed all the condoms back into her purse and shuffled them with her finger.
Roni held her purse up to the man between Dee's legs. "Take your pick - but be careful putting it on. We don't want it splitting until you're inside her."
The man followed her advice. He gently rolled the condom onto his hard cock and then eased up to push home into Dee's pussy.
"Never was much good at math," Roni commented, "but that's two broken condoms out of eight and three of them are gonna get used. What's the odds on Dee here being a mom again?"
"1 in 4 with my man there, 2 in 7 for the next, by the time I'm fucking her it'll be a straight 50-50. Unless a condom breaks of course - no point using one if the ho is already likely knocked up." It was the scrawny guy who had spoken.
"Pays to have a bookie around at times like this," laughed the bearded man.
Dee felt the hard shaft pounding in and out of her body, felt the pure intent of the man fucking her. She knew he wanted that condom to break - he wanted to seed her and breed her. He was fucking her hard to try to make sure it happened. She felt fear and she felt desire - felt the two mingle and inter-twine and produce something else, a mix of the two fiercely strong emotions. Her eyes locked onto his - lost themselves in the two dark pools of shining lust. He would ruin her, destroy her - or maybe just complete her rebirth, seal the beginning of her new life.
She sensed the other two men close by her and waiting their turn. She moaned with desire and then almost snarled through gritted teeth,
"Fuck me you stud, see if you can knock this little white bitch up."
The man's lips tightened and he began a series of vicious almost brutal thrusts. No damaged rubber would survive this - she might already be unprotected, already laid wide open and vulnerable to his potent baby-seed. Dee, the demure little teacher-lady, put back her head and howled her desire. The man set his jaw and powered on - not even missing a stroke.
Roni looked on - felt in her balled fist the two damaged condoms that she had palmed earlier on. Hell, growing up around here you learned a lot of fly tricks. Shaka wouldn't appreciate them taking his new slut home already pregnant - this was only Act Two of the evening.



***
Strong Black fingers pushed up the short skirt. There was a short grunt of pleasure from the man as he grasped her now naked white buttocks. He leaned down and forward to kiss the woman as she looked up at him.
"Yeah you a real fine little bitch," he said in a low but meaningful tone. "My girls here say you learned your lessons tonight real good." Now his mouth found the exposed pale flesh of her neck. He nuzzled her, sucked on the warm flesh and then withdrew to admire the mark he had made on her. He knew her eyes were on him - waiting, submissive He'd known how good she could be ever since he'd heard her talk about that shit-for-brains husband of hers, Dweeb. Nah he couldn't really be Dweeb - might have been Derek or David. Probably was David - but who the fuck cared. He didn't and soon pretty little Dee wouldn't either.
Georgia was watching - seeing the woman submit, watching her take strength and joy from being in Shaka's powerful arms, from knowing that a man like him could desire her. She had been there - she knew how it was, knew that there wouldn't be any way back for Dee now. It would just be a question of how far she would go and Georgia had all the enthusiasm of the convert. She wanted Dee and Anne and al the other white women like them to go ALL the way, to experience everything, to give themselves to their new life without reservation, without doubts, without limits. She hadn't told Shaka everything yet but now she made up her mind.
"Dee didn't just do what you asked Shaka - she fucked all of them too."
Dee's head snapped round to look at Georgia with a look of mixed outrage and fear. How could Georgia have betrayed her to Shaka like that? Then Dee heard the deep rumble of his laughter, felt the vibration in Shaka's arms as he still held her.
"Don't worry little bitch - we happy to share our riches with like-minded brothas unless of course..." He broke off with another chuckle.
Georgia watched Dee. Her distress had turned to confusion. It was hard at first to understand that these men were strong enough not to be challenged by sharing their women. She knew most had a wife or steady girl, almost always a Black woman. Their white bitches were their play-things - sometimes to be shared or exchanged or even sold.
"You should know Shaka - Dee made them wear a condom."
Dee felt his fingers tighten on the flesh of her butt, squeezing the flesh almost painfully. "Can't be so," he said slowly, "I said everyone at that club's tested. No bitch of mine would disrespect my friends, would disgrace me, by asking a Black man to wear a condom."
His face wasn't fierce it was just hard, stern, remorseless. Dee knew she had fucked up bad but she had to make him understand.
"I couldn't - it's a bad time. I haven't been able to get on the pill yet and I couldn't risk..." She broke off - Shaka simply looked at her, impassive and unyielding.
Georgia played her next card. "We covered for her Shaka - we had them play the needle game - they didn't take offence. They just wished they'd got to fuck her properly, I mean raw, that's all."
Shaka lifted his head a little and pursed his lips as if in consideration Georgia watched Dee's every move - saw her fear of his rejection and her desperation to win back his approval. At that moment she knew they would win.
"Gonna send you back there with Georgia in a few weeks - make sure you find those brothas and put your mistake right. You fuck them any way they wants and no damn rubbers. You understand."
Dee nodded - still searching his eyes for forgiveness but finding only strict appraisal. Suddenly she felt his fingers move round her body and find her pussy. They teased a little before a finger slipped inside.
"Tell me again and this time mean what you say. Who this fine white pussy belong to?"
Dee swallowed and looked into his face again. She knew that she had to pass the test or she'd be sent back home - back to David, back to the crushing tedium of living with her husband.
"It belongs to you Shaka," she whispered.
"Say it like you's proud not like you's ashamed. Say it in front of these two witnesses here, shit say it in front of the whole world. Get your damn phone out Roni and capture just how proud Dee here is to be my newest little white bitch."
Roni was smiling as she chewed her gum and in a couple of seconds flat had Dee's face on the screen of her phone.
Shaka raised an eyebrow and Dee knew it was her time - the time every Black-owned woman knew that there would be no limits and could be no regrets in her new life.
"Its your pussy Shaka." This time her voice was firm and clear.
Georgia moved in and untucked Dee's blouse from her skirt. She held up the material to reveal Dee's belly.
"Hmmnnn," said Shaka. He liked the way Georgia was working.
Georgia lay a white hand on the pale skin of Dee's belly. "Who does this belong to Dee - say it loud and proud."
The hesitation was momentary, a split-second. Then Roni's camera caught Dee's face as she proudly said, "It belongs to Shaka - everything I have belongs to Shaka now."
"Your womb too..." That was Shaka just making sure the camera knew what everyone in the room had already realised.
"Yes ... but I'm scared - my family."
The big Black alpha male nodded. "No need, little bitch, from now on you just leave everything to me. I'll make the decisions for you - won't send you out fertile again for a while." He checked her face for a sign of relief but he knew this woman was smart, she knew what he was saying. "Keep you to myself on those days - just play it by ear whether to make you my baby-momma or not. Understand that?"
"Yes Shaka ... thank you Shaka."
"His eyes were on her exposed midriff again. "Damn you look good - no-one would know you got three kids already. I like you dressed like that - like to take you round and show all the young bloods what a fine dime I got."
Georgia took the hint and pulled the blouse up before knotting it under Dee's breasts - leaving inches of pale skin exposed above her skirt.
Shaka gestured and kept his eyes locked on Dee's as Georgia moved to undo his belt and pull down his pants and shorts.
Dee's eyes finally left his. They glanced down - saw his beautiful big Black cock fully hard, stretching up against his own belly. Her whole body pulsed with the knowledge that this alpha male wanted her. The proof was there - hard and ready to give her the pleasure that she had craved ever since the first time with him. But it was also ready to do something else - its true purpose. To take the potent African seed in his heavy balls and plant it inside her fertile white body - to make a fourth child for her.
I'm ready - how about you." His voice was silky-smooth as his fingers found her pussy again. He explored and then raised them to her mouth. She opened up and let him place his glistening fingers there. She tasted herself, her own excitement, her own readiness to be taken for her man's pleasure.
He edged forward and took his big Black cock in his hand. He bent his knees a little and rubbed the stiff head of his cock against the warm wet entrance to her pussy. "You wanna be fucked now?"
"Yes," she almost growled.
"You want to play games with condoms or you want to fuck for real, to fuck bare like a good little white bitch should?"
"No condoms - just fuck me. Please Shaka - fuck me." Dee was almost writhing as she tried to work her body onto the hard Black cock. She was in delicious torment - craving what she had earlier dreaded.
.He pulled her back to his couch and sat on it. Then he moved her onto him and as she sat astride him she gasped as she finally felt him enter her. Felt his familiar size and strength and power claim her pussy as only a real man could.
"Ride that cock little bitch - show everyone watching how you like to fuck when you get away from that piece of shit white husband of yours."
He was telling her the video wouldn't be kept private. He'd share it - just as he was going to share her. She didn't care - he knew what she needed. She would risk it, risk everything, without hesitation.
He was enjoying it - relishing her working her body up and down his shaft in a quick rhythmn. Enjoying her effort to get him as deep into her willing fertile body as she could.
"If you had no commitments, if you was free and easy like Georgia over there, I'd already have done my best to make you my baby-momma. You know that don't you little bitch." His voice was still silky smooth, just stating facts without any drama. "It won't take me long once I decide - you know that don't you."
The look in Dee's eyes told him that she knew. Shaka had a reputation - she wouldn't be the first or even in the first dozen. His seed was potent and strong and her body would welcome it. The rhythmn of her fucking didn't change .
"You look fucking hot riding my D teacher-girl. Only one thing would be better." His hand found her right breast - still inside her blouse. "Have these all ripe and full with milk ready for my young one." His hand moved to her belly. "See this filling out nice as my baby grows in you. See you make me proud of you."
Still she worked on him - but the speed of her work if anything had edged up a little. "Yeah, get that belly nice and ripe - then I'll take you all round the hood. Show how proud I am of you - make sure everyone knows I selected you to carry my next."
He saw the sweat on her brow - heard her little moan. He knew the signs - she didn't want to fuck all night she just needed what he could give her.
"If I decide where to cum you know I'm going to try to send you home pregnant don't you? So I'd best defer tonight."
She kept fucking him - her eyes locked on his. Expecting him to give her the choice - fearing what her choice would be.
He smiled. "So I'll let Georgia there decide. What you say girl - should I pull out of your little friend here or knock her up."
Georgia didn't hesitate. "My Master is making me his breeding bitch. There's nothing like the moment your Black Master seeds you, perhaps knocks you up and makes part of you his for ever. She needs to feel that..."
Shaka moved swiftly. He shifted to his right and soon had Dee's back on the couch. Her legs were up and her body perfectly positioned for his long strong thrusts. She waited for what she knew was her destiny, as seconds seemed to become hours for her, and then saw his smile of triumph before he grunted and then finally held himself planted firmly inside her body She seemed to feel his pulses of potent DNA-rich seed as they spurted deep into her and then took position ready to greet her defenceless egg and make her Black-bred. She gasped and her legs quivered as the power of the moment sent her nerves and synapses into a great breaking wave of lust and desire.
As Dee got control back she saw him carefully stroking his cock with his hand, its tip still in her. He was making sure she took it all - giving himself the best possible chance. The power of the moment struck her again - the potential and the risks of rolling these particular dice. She felt that quiver of lust pass through her again - knew that it was a dangerously powerful feeling. A woman could get used to feeling that rush - could come to crave it. That could only end one way but such thoughts could wait. Now she had her man's seed in her and it felt fucking good.
"There's enough in there for triplets," said Shaka with a cock-sure smile, "been saving it up for you this week."
"Thanks." It seemed ridiculous but what else was Dee supposed to say?
He leaned forward to kiss her - pleased by her hunger for the gentle touch of his lips. "From now on if you's fertile I'll let you decide if I pull out or if I breed you. That fair?"
She stretched her head up to have him kiss her again. She wasn't sure that concession would make much difference. She'd tasted the forbidden fruit and she wasn't sure if she would ever again be able to deny herself its sweet juice.
***
They drove Dee back to her car in the morning. She knew the two other women had shared a room at Shaka's - remembered Georgia's kissing her. This new life had many temptations and lures. She knew some held more power than others but she also knew that her days of sexual denial were over. She could taste and try here, do things she had never dreamed possible.
Then she stiffened in her seat and remembered that she was going back to her car full of a Black man's seed, maybe with his baby already growing in her belly. She wouldn't know that for sure for weeks. Every day she'd be wondering - trying to sense a repetition of the signs from her previous pregnancies. She bit her lip and breathed out carefully, fighting down the incipient feeling of panic. With effort she pushed it aside into a dark corner of her mind. Things had changed and she had to get used to how things were now.
The car pulled into the kerb by a little row of shops. Dee saw that one was a pharmacy.
"If you need it - you can get it here." Roni was matter-of-fact but Dee knew both women were watching her. She could get the morning-after pill and escape the possible consequences of her actions. However, she knew this might be a test. Be that as it may she felt something else thrill through every part of her. Taking that pill wouldn't seem right to her - you had to take responsibility for your actions. She taught her classes that and she believed in it. Things would work out as they worked out. However potent Shaka was the odds were strongly against her getting pregnant - this time at least.
It was like mountain-climbing or driving a car at 200 mph or cliff-diving or any of a thousand such pursuits. It was the risk that made life so bright and vibrant. She'd enjoyed the ride and now she had to face the consequences. The wait would be like a gambler watching the roulette ball fall or the last card turn. The higher the stakes the stronger the rush and stakes didn't come much higher than those she was playing for. She'd just have to be real careful in the future. She sent that message firmly into her brain but already knew that in the most instinctive regions, where mother nature kicked logic's butt ever time, the message might not last long if it was received at all. She would only find that out next time she was under him and saw he was about to cum. Only then would she really know.
"It's OK."
Dee saw the smile on Georgia's face as she pulled the car back onto the highway. She had passed another test and soon she would know just what the consequences of her victory would be.
What's sauce for the goose...
She hadn't had a video clip arrive for some time.
This link wasn't from her master's account. It came from another on that interracial site. She immediately recognised the star though.
He had delivered a package and then a beautiful fuck to her. Now he was driving his delivery truck and telling the camera how he'd been called to this address as his last stop for the day.
The video cut to an image of a sidewalk as the man walked forward.
"Hey man - everything ready."
His hand fist-bumped with another dark-skinned hand.
"She's ready and waiting - just use this." A key was handed over.
Georgia's ears pricked. The tone of that second voice - she recognised it too. But where from? One of the many men she had 'met' at the clubs or the porn store? Someone from another video? She couldn't place it but strangely it made her feel a little uneasy. She tried to shrub it off and concentrate on the clip but that nagging realization stayed with her.
The vid again showed side-walk and then steps before it tilted up to show him unlocking the door. He stepped in and then secured the door behind him. His feet moved across the hard floor to a staircase and then up until they reached the top.
She was waiting there for him. Naked. Bound. The black leather hood in place and held tighter by an additional blind-fold. Her wrists were tied to the railing in front of her at chest height. There was no professional lighting and again a filter seemed to have been put in place. The viewer could see that the girl was young - early twenties at most - and blonde by the wisps of hair escaping her hood. Then, of course, there was the tattoo on her back - familiar from the other videos. The faces of a Black man and a white woman fitting together into the yin and yang symbol.
The camera moved around her but never gave a good image of the background. She was clearly on a balcony - bound to the railing. As Georgia watched she felt a twinge of anxiety go through her mind. There was something about it that alarmed her. Was it empathy with the girl - trussed and delivered for a Black stranger's lust. Her logical mind assumed it had to be. Her eyes remained fixed on her screen, her fingers strayed to her pussy. The anxiety was displaced by her desire to see what would happen next - by the thoughts of herself in the girl's position.
The latter's wrists were bound to the railing and as the camera moved it was clear that her ankles were also bound to the balcony though short ropes gave her some movement. She could stand upright - the position need not be uncomfortable - but she was at the man's mercy.
"Hmmnn," was followed by a low whistle. "They weren't shitting - you are damn fine. Them clips don't do you justice. You need to be taking that hood off so everyone can see just what a little ho you is crystal-clear."
The girl didn't respond expect to give a slight shiver as his rough Black hand caressed the soft pale flesh of her butt-cheek.
"You prepared for my visit - nice and clean."
"Yes sir."
He gave a gentle tap of his fingers and the camera admired the gentle movement of her firm young flesh. "So you ready to give up this pretty little ass."
"Yes sir."
The short responses weren't sullen or unwilling. Even behind the filter you could hear her voice tremble with excitement. It seemed she didn't want to know her temporary Master. She simply wanted him to take her, to have her demonstrate her submission to him and those like him.
The man was happy to play his part - he knew that by fulfilling a woman's desires a man would himself derive the greatest pleasure. Where her desires dove-tailed with his own so much the better. This girl liked to be fucked and fucked hard - he would be happy to oblige.
"It was you on that video with Levy and those other mutha-fuckers wasn't it. Tied up outside and taking their seed, beggin them to knock you up - fill your belly with your first Black baby. That was you wasn't it."
The girl nodded.
"Yeah - that was you. So did they get the job done - you do what I told you on the phone."
"Yes," her voice seemed less happy now, "yes I haven't..."
"Good," he produced a small bowl and held it up under her. "You can do it now - I've got something to catch it. With all your expensive classes you know what I'll use it for."
"What if I can't..." There was a trace of humiliation in her voice now
"I can wait - you ain't going nowhere. That drink of water you had will soon want out."
The video cut for a second.
***
The girl was peeing into the bowl. It wasn't a huge amount but it was enough. The man produced two boxes and set them on a shelf to the girl's side. She stood, still bound and blind-fold, unable to see. He emptied the two boxes and set their contests down. With a small dropper he placed urine into the well of one and then dipped the end of the other into the remaining pee.
Georgia watched - just the sight of the pregnancy test had set anxiety racing through her for the young girl. It was so like her own story - not really set up in life and already pregnant, but this time pregnant with a Black stranger's child. It was terrible, her mind said, but her fingers kept moving in her pussy.



They waited - the camera remorselessly focused on the items as they lay on the shelf. Finally he went and examined them - before nodding his head and returning to the girl.
"Bad news and good news."
Georgia heard the click of him undoing his belt just as the girl must have done when this was filmed.
The camera pointed down at a hard Black cock pointed sternly at the exposed defenceless pussy of the bound white girl. The man took hold of his shaft with his free hand and began to run it up and down the girl's pussy lips. She shuddered with excitement - perhaps also with fear. Georgia could imagine how she felt.
"Pregnancy test came up negative. Seems Levy and the others didn't get you bred after all. He pulled back his shaft and watched the girl move her backside subtly, movements designed to attract his attention. He chuckled - they were hardly necessary! He took his shaft and tapped it on the girl's butt-hole.
"You want me to fuck that ass?"
"Yes sir."
"Mighty inviting - but I remember what Levy said. He comes back and you ain't showing then he'll take you back to London and make sure of you himself. Make you one of his hos - and he ain't talking in riddles. His hos are just that. Keep you on your back till that belly's growing and probably afterwards too - I hear a lot of his 'clients' love fucking a black-bred white ho."
The girl's body seemed to quiver. Again - was it fear or was it lust? At this point in her pregnancy risk games was there much of a border between the two?
"So that was the bad news - unless you want to be turned out for every low-life nigga in London."
The girl moaned - that was the only word for it. Georgia knew that sound and what it meant. The girl knew her fate - knew that she would submit to these men's demands. However wrong they were - however scary or dangerous. She was hooked hopelessly - unable to even think of trying to go without that next hit, chasing the dragon of superior Black cocks and potent Black seed. She feared her destiny but she would never even contemplate changing her course. Even if it meant a dirty mattress in a dingy Lambeth squat with a queue of aging Black customers waiting their turn. Georgia masturbated as she watched the girl - she knew that they were both the same. Neither could ever go back to how they had been before they had found out the truth about themselves and about the delicious pleasure of being Blacked. Georgia let out a shuddering few breaths of her own as she watched on...
"Guess you is all ready to be turned out. If Levy asked for you what would you do - run away or let him take you?"
"I'm ... obedient sir."
"Yeah - I know. Levy's took girls like you before - the fucker always picks the cream of the crop too. Time he found his own - stopped boosting ours. But we got some good news too. That ovulation detector says we got a real good chance to make everything right today."
The girl stood before him facing out over the balcony, still in her hood and blind-fold. She made no move to resist - merely awaiting his pleasure.
"Enough talk - time to fuck. What you gonna give up - that tight fresh butt or that sweet fertile pussy?"
He was going to make her ask him for it - well of course he was. Why wouldn't he savour his power, power she was giving him of her own free will.
"Pussy sir."
"What that fertile pussy - I don't know you really want it."
"Yes sir, please sir, fuck my fertile pussy sir."
"Convince me."
Her voice was almost a whine now. "Please sir, fuck my fertile pussy sir. It's all primed and ready for you. Show that you are more of a man than Levy and all the rest. Be the one to fuck a Black baby into my little whitebread womb. Make my daddy proud of me..."
"Fuck you're a freaky little white bitch - but you convinced me." The big Black dick had lined up on the vulnerable white pussy and now was pushed home. It was a very warm, wet and horny pussy and his weapon claimed it as his. The girl let out a little cry - she knew she was going to get what she needed and craved.
The girl's bonds just gave enough play to let her bend her body out towards him - offering herself fully to his attentions. The man didn't bother with any flashy moves. He just held the girl's body and moved his Black cock in and out of her wet pussy. His pace was solid - his thrusts powered by his mission. This wasn't a pro porn film or a display of sexual athletics. They were there to do one thing. To fill her white pussy with black baby-making seed. Then nature could be left to do her part.
The girl would soon be bred - her belly would soon be swollen with the fruit of a black stranger's lust. If not this time then the next or the next or the next. It was only a matter of time. Georgia's fingers teased and worked her own sex - wished that her Master was there to deliver her own next helping of precious Black seed. To knock her up - if she wasn't already. She felt a kinship with the girl on screen - they would soon both be showing - soon both have proof of their devotion to Black men.
Georgia reached for her trusty Black dildo - timed her thrusts with those she saw on screen. It felt good - really good - but she knew what she really wanted to see.
It took a few minutes but finally everyone got their reward. The man was pounding the girl remorselessly - holding her body in place so that she wouldn't be thrown against the railing. His ragged breathing could be heard on the video as he worked hard. Finally there came a noise, a sort of keening wail, that finally formed itself into words.
"Yes - Yes - Fuck me - Breed me - Make me your whore - Knock me up - Put a Black baby in me - AGGGGHHHHHHhhhhhhhh."
The last shout came as the man delivered his last few powerful thrusts into her, as his seed was being planted deep in her receptive fertile female body.
"Uggghhhh," Georgia's climax was less showy but just as focused and just as real. She breathed a few deep breaths as she watched his cock withdraw from the girl - a white pearl of his precious seed still showing at its tip. It had been so fucking hot - seeing the girl get knocked up. Even at second-hand, on the video, it gave her the same thrill as with Dee or Anne. It had just become natural for her. Fertile white pussies needed beautiful Black seed to make them complete - to let them fulfil their natural role. She breathed a few more deep breaths and began to come down from her sexual high.
The man pulled back from the girl. "We'll keep you there for ten minutes - make sure that seed can swim good and deep. Give that egg of yours a real coming-out party. You need to be good and pregnant before Levy visits again. Think we'll keep the hood on - that way every Black man you see might be yo' baby's daddy."
The girl moaned again - that same almost frantic despairing lust.
The camera pulled back and the man moved back down the stairs. Eventually the camera pointed back up to capture the scene. The hooded girl, now full of his seed, still tied to the balcony of what seemed a ridiculously grand staircase within such a truncated floor space.
Georgia's heart almost seemed to stop.
She knew those stairs - she knew that strange house layout.
She had noticed it when she visited the new place her daughter, Charli, had moved into.
She looked down at her big black dildo, down at her pussy. Had she really just masturbated to a video of her own daughter being knocked up.
The shock, the dread, the pain and, most of all, the guilt. She knew that she had been neglecting her daughter recently because of her own 'fun and games' but that wasn't why she felt guilty. The real guilt lay in the fact that, under it all, images from the video kept flashing into her brain and despite everything she knew that she still found them as hot as fuck.
She held her head in her hands for a few moments - struggling to take back control. Her parental instinct was fiercely strong - but she couldn't trust even it. She couldn't sit and think about this - she had to act. She rushed to get her clothes and then find her vehicle keys. Within five minutes she was on the freeway headed North.
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The miles rolled by under the wheels of her vehicle - the lights flashed through her vision as she drove through the night. She knew her mind was all over the place, hurtling in a thousand different directions, unable to really process the situation. She just knew that she had to see her daughter, had to know the truth.
It was only as she neared her destination that she realised how impractical she had been. It was past Midnight - was she really intending to haul her daughter out of bed and demand to know whether a Black stranger had knocked her up. She thought of her phone but instantly rejected the idea. Some things had to be dealt with face to face. If nothing else she wanted to be able to hold Charli, to let her know that whatever had happened or would happen she would always love her.
Her brain began to try to rationalise the situation. She had been to Charli's house and noticed its unusual lay-out but it couldn't be the only one with a similar set-up. Perhaps other old merchant houses had been cut down due to disrepair, perhaps the clip hadn't been filmed in her daughter's home after all. She knew it sounded ridiculously far-fetched, too much of a coincidence to be practical, but she grasped at the chance. Suddenly as she reached the far side of the Capital she dreaded the last few miles, dreaded the certain knowledge of what she now only suspected. The adrenaline that had fuelled her rush to drive North was now long dissipated. She felt confused and scared and miserable.
She saw a motel sign, presumably for business travellers to the Capital. Probably the last such before they entered the straggling urban sprawl that stretched between the Capital and its down-at-heel, crime, vice and drug-ridden neighbour - H-Town. She took a snap decision and pulled in. Parked in the lot and pushed back against the head-rest with her eyes closed, fighting the panic down. She had to get it right when she met Charli, clear of thought and speech. Getting this wrong might lose her daughter for good.
There was no-one she could trust with this. Charli's father? He'd faithfully and honourably made bank transfers over the last few years but he would not want or need this drama. She knew his second wife was expecting too, their second. She realised that thought, 'expecting too', had come into her head.
What about the other key person in her life over the last few months? What about her ... she hesitated. What was his real name - Izeye. Didn't the clips come from him? Hadn't he arranged all this? Had he... How could her daughter have been so stupid - to let herself be used and exploited like this! She glanced down at her own body - knew that her own belly might soon be filling out too and with the baby of the man behind all this. He had fooled them, manipulated them both.
Even as the thought ran through her mind she knew it wasn't true. With her daughter perhaps but certainly not for her. Her mind flashed back again. Her helping her Master, she couldn't help thinking of him as anything but that, capture Ann as a new 'trainee'. Her telling Shaka to seed Dee when she was unprotected and fertile, to send her home to her husband and family with a Black man's baby in her. At that moment she had wanted it - wanted her Master and Shaka to succeed, had not cared what happened to the other women.
But was that true? She had worked from her own experience. How good all of this had been for her. How she knew that she could not turn back, more accurately WOULD not turn back once she had gone so far. It hadn't been hypocrisy because she had only helped the other women do just what she was doing, become what she was, enjoy everything that their new lives had to offer. What now? Go back to Izeye despite everything? Find a new Black Master? Just cruise the clubs looking for casual Black partners?
She shook her head and found her bag, checked her credit card was there. Only when checked in and lying on the bed in her little room did she realise that not for one moment had she contemplated giving up Black cock, not for one moment had she considered preventing any pregnancy that she might already have begun. She wasn't the same person that she had been before she gave herself to him. She didn't regret that for one moment - couldn't honestly claim to regret having led others down the same path - but the possible cost to her daughter kept her head whirling until, emotionally exhausted, she finally slept a shallow fitful few hours.
***
She woke still feeling tired and she couldn't face any breakfast. At least her mind seemed to have stabilised . The initial brutality of the shock had worn off. She would consider her own future in time. First she had to see her daughter. They would survive and get through, just as they always had, but she had to see Charli. No matter how much she dreaded it...
She got there at 0930 in the morning. Saw the familiar little street with the big, cut-down frontage. Noticed the change there and knew that any chance of a coincidence, however slim, had gone. On the wall by the front door was a sign and on that sign the design she now had tattooed on her own lower back. The Black face and the White face united in a kiss and forming the symbol of yin and yang. The symbol of her Master's ownership.
Georgia took a deep breath. She rang the bell but heard nothing so she knocked on the door. No response so she tried again. Then again. Still nothing. She closed her eyes - she knew she would have to make the decision.
It cut against the grain. The key really was only for use in emergency. However, wasn't this just that. She quickly reached into her bag and unlocked the front door. The alarm box buzzed until the entered the code - identical to her own, just as her daughter had once joked. With the door closed she looked carefully around her.
It was the strangely truncated lobby with the over-sized staircase - just as she remembered from her previous visit and just as she had seen on the video. She made her way up the stairs and checked the balcony carefully. In a couple of places she noticed that the varnish had been slightly rubbed. Had a rope or cord been tied there? It was possible.
She felt very strange - like some sort of a spy on the lives of her daughter and her house-mate Lex. However, she knew she could have no peace, reach no equilibrium, until she knew the truth. She didn't search the house she just went from room to room and noticed what she found there. Essentially she found ... nothing. Well she found everything you would expect to find in a house occupied by two young female students. Some rooms were none too tidy but other than that there was nothing to cause alarm. Until she reached the final room downstairs. The locked one.
It was a door that had presumably survived since the house's grander days. A big solid wooden door with an old-fashioned keyhole. They'd had doors like that back home when Georgia had been growing up. She remembered the old keys - big metal objects. Definitely not the sort of thing that a young woman carried about with her on her key-chain.
She looked around her and saw a drawer. She pulled it open but found only spare sheets and bedding. That was the first place you might think to put the key. Then, of course, it would seem ridiculously obvious and you would think of somewhere else. She and her daughter had always joked that they seemed to think alike in many ways. She felt anxiety again at the thought but pushed it down. She focused on what her daughter would have decided to do. If Lex had hidden the key then she'd never find it.
She remembered the kitchens and went to check quickly through the units. No key. Only then did she suddenly understand just what her daughter would have done. She returned to the drawer and pulled it almost all the way out. then she felt the underside with her hand and right at the back she found the key taped to the wood.
She hesitated before unlocking the door. There was no doubt that this was a breach of her daughter's privacy. She pushed the thought down - she HAD to know. She unlocked the door and walked into the room.
The first thing she saw - sitting proudly in full view - was a black leather hood. She was almost thinking of it as 'the hood' until she saw a second positioned behind it. Next to one was a black leather choker with the letters 'B - O - S' spelled out in brilliants. She'd seen that before too. Knew that it signalled that its wearer was a 'Black Owned Slut.' Knew that all her suspicions must be true.
She found herself accepting the knowledge amazingly easily. The panic and suspense subsided quickly - now she knew she had to be practical. She began to look through the rest of the room but almost as an after-thought. The new computer with its high-range webcam, just the same as the one Izeye, her Master, had bought for her. The huge walk-in cupboard full of clothing. Some expensive designer outfits, some trashy street-walker style clothes, some kit that belonged in a bondage club or something. A selection of sex-toys. Then the shoes and boots - all extremely high ticket items. The sort that a girl had to do a lot of 'dancing' gigs for. Georgia knew that from experience.
She felt strangely calm. The 'worst' had happened. She was not a hypocrite. It might not have been what she had envisaged for her daughter but she was in no place to get on her high horse about it. Charli wasn't a child any more. Her daughter was a young woman who could make her own decisions and then had to reap the rewards or take the lumps.
Georgia looked again at the computer and booted it up. She expected to need a password but didn't - presumably the girls had realised that anyone in this room knew enough already...
Heard It On The Grape Vine
Really it was a nursing job. Simple applications of first aid and assisting Dr Nikola in his triage of the patients presenting. Alternatively, helping to take samples for the public health programs that his clinic was a part of. H-Town wasn't known for its high rates of health insurance and these regular public clinics were a key support for the hard-pressed public hospitals. Nikola had started them years ago - boosted them once he'd come into contact with the fund-raising prowess of his friend Taylor. They were both rightly proud of their work.
Charli enjoyed helping Dr Nikola. He was a strange fussy, sometimes rather pompous, little man - but he was a very good doctor. She had told him once but he had waived the compliment away.
"No - I am an OK Doctor. My skills, my true genius, lies in surgery. However, the people here mostly do not need a surgeon. They simply need a person with medical knowledge and training to tell them whether they need treatment and where they can go to get it. Four days in the week I minister to the rich and sometimes to the frivolous - this pays for one day helping our people here. My grandfather, now there was a truly great Doctor, he taught me this after many experiences."
The Doctor stood to greet his next patient - an African-American woman in her sixties leaning heavily on a stick. He and Charli moved to help her onto the low couch for examination. Charli was learning a lot already. She knew almost as soon as the Doctor that the woman's ankle was broken and she immediately knew what was needed. She moved to begin preparations and Nikola noticed with a satisfied nod. He smiled at his patient and began to reassure her. The break was not a bad one - with rest and a little help it would soon be on the mend.
***
"It would be - she's in with the Doctor."
Lex was a little short down the phone. She was very busy this morning sorting the blood test paperwork and hadn't got time to be chatting with Charles and his boyfriend - let alone acting as an answering service for Charli! They knew where Charli was and should have known her phone would be turned off! Lex loved the laboratory and she had already switched her course to medical science. She knew she was good at this and she wanted to work here or at a similar clinic when she was qualified.
She listened to the phone again and pursed her lips. This was not good. Charles had got back home this morning and had immediately recognised the vehicle parked outside her and Charli's house. She told him to hang fire - not to do anything. This day was always going to come sooner or later. She paused a few moments and then rang a number.
"Hello, its Lex - we need your help..."
The Tempter and the Tempted
Georgia didn't take long on the computer to realise that all was not as simple as she had assumed. She almost immediately found files of all the video clips she had been sent and a lot more. They were organised in folders named after two video-sharing profiles that she already knew but also linked to two that she had never heard of. Needless to say the 'girl in the hood' folder was front and center. At first she assumed that the clips had been sent to Charli and Lex just as some had been sent to her.
Georgia didn't watch any of the clips beyond a few seconds to identify them. To watch them when she knew they might feature her daughter was unimaginable. It didn't stop images flashing into her mind though, it didn't stop her trying to remember any detail that might help her identify who starred in each of the videos. From the moment she had seen the two identical hoods she had realised that the clips might feature either of the girls - or both. She remembered the deliberate masking of sound and vision quality on the clips. She had known it was designed to obscure identities but she now realised that might have been done for the general public or it might have been just for her.
She was still in front of the computer when she suddenly froze in her seat. She had found the interracial site where her own journey had started - where she had found out about 'the game'. She found she didn't have to log in - the site had obviously been set to do so automatically. The girls must have done that for convenience - passwords were so hard to keep track of. She had her own system set up the same way. Her username would always appear in the top-right and she had involuntarily glanced into that corner of the screen. That was what had made her freeze - that was what had made her understand.
The username was just a jumble of letters. However, they were a jumble of letters that she recognised with no difficulty. The first two videos had been sent to her by her Master directly - the rest had come from a different account that she had also assumed to be his. Now she knew differently. The other clips had been sent to her from here. She sat back and tried to process the information. She was still seated there, deep in thought, when she heard the front door open and a few moments later heard a familiar voice.
Keep It In The Family
"They sent me to find the key but I thought they might have under-estimated you. Anyway, no need for any more secrets. What are we going to do now?"
Georgia looked up into her cousin's face. Jessica was looking at her with an expression of calm but also with concern. Georgia momentarily reflected that the last time she'd seen her cousin had been just after the delivery of her daughter. The memory threatened to send her fears and confusion back to the surface again but she fought them down. She had a strong feeling that Jessica had the answers that she needed to know - whether she wanted to or not.
"How long has it been going on?"
Jessica tilted her head a little to one side and examined her cousin closely before answering. "What do you want to know? Everything? Because I'll happily tell you everything I know. But do you want to consider why you want to know?"
Georgia felt the tears coming again. Her cousin was acting like the lawyer she was. The frustration burst out of her. "I want to know that my daughter is OK - I need to know that she will be alright. Can't you understand that?"
In a flash her cousin was with her and holding her and Georgia finally felt able to let go. Let the fear and the anxiety and the feelings of failure as a mother flow out of her in great heaving sobs, the tears running down her cheeks and onto the shoulder of her cousin's designer jacket. She heard her cousin murmur into her ear.
"Of course I understand, GiGi, of course I understand. Maybe not a year ago but now, now I understand."
Hearing her familiar accent, hearing her old childhood nick-name, being in the arms of her only real family outside of Charli - Georgia began to feel the panic subside again. For a few moments she clung on tight, so painfully tight that her cousin had to be careful not to gasp in protest Jessica's words reminded Georgia that she'd last seen her a couple of months ago - just after Odile had been born. Jessica's daughter. So Jessica might understand...
Georgia released her hold and stepped back. "Will you tell me the truth - swear to it on Odile's life."
She saw her cousin's features stiffen. A hard look come into her eyes. "No, never on that - not for anything. But I will tell you the truth."
Georgia nodded. That was the response she had needed to see. Now they could talk. "How long have you known?"
"Izeye asked my advice as soon as he heard from you both. He suspected the connection - I did too, but we weren't sure. So I told him to go forward on two conditions. First, he should keep each of your activities separate from the other. Second, if he wanted a physical relationship then he would have to choose. Izeye agreed and he has stuck by those rules."
"But he sent me those video clips."
"He told me he had sent you two. He normally sends a clip to his new recruits just to let them know that this serious. Let them withdraw gracefully if they haven't got the mettle for it. Or, of course, encourage them to engage more fully. But you'll know all about that."
Georgia nodded.
"You were pretty hesitant - slow to take the plunge. You had poor Izeye worried. From the first moment he saw you he'd wanted you. It didn't hurt that he saw just how much you needed it. Needed to be set free - liberated to be your real true self. Several times he thought you'd back out and meanwhile the girls... Well you know Charli and Lex better than me."
Georgia did indeed. They were more like sisters than just room-mates. Well, sisters or perhaps something closer. They looked alike, thought alike, had similar tastes in music and fashion. Also, it seemed, similar tastes in men. The two young women's enthusiasms seemed to feed off each other - to propel both of them forward. Suddenly she saw just how it had been. Charli would never have been able to keep so exciting a secret from her closest friend. Lex would have followed suit and then they would have competed together - pushing the boundaries of their desires.
"So Izeye had you, who was so hesitant to even dip a toe in, and he had the two girls who he was having real trouble keeping under control. He'd been real happy about it at first. That clip Lex made at the adult store. Soon as he saw it he knew that was the clip he'd send to all his new recruits from now on. He sent it to you and never thought you might have mistook it for someone else. Pretty soon anyway he's sent you the second clip - Charli had loved it and insisted he posted it everywhere he could.
"So that one was..."
"That was Charli - the piercing video. You know that's Izeye's day job. He didn't see anything sexual in it so he sent you that too. Men can be blind sometimes..."



Georgia remembered that clip as if it was burned into her brain. The eyes of the hooded girl looking at her Master with such yearning, such need. Giving herself to him. If Izeye hadn't seen how hot it was then he must truly have kept his word. She remembered the end of that clip - her Master giving the girl to his wife for the night. Izeye HAD kept his word - but in his own way.
"Izeye sent me that clip too. His wife Leez is great behind the camera isn't she. I had a pretty good idea who the star of the show was but even I couldn't be sure. She taught Charli later - so Charli was behind the camera on most of the clips the girls sent you."
'I'm interested by the girl with the camera too.'
Georgia's mind switched to the words of Levy, the London gangsta and pimp, on a later video. Heard again her Master's dismissal of his request until some undefined later date. They had been talking about Charli. The way the camera had shuddered. Fear - or excitement. It had pretty clearly been the latter. Her daughter had still been testing her limits and had still not found them.
Jessica was watching her closely. "Yes, that's right, you remember that clip by the gate too. That's what Izeye was dealing with. If he hadn't been there that night, if Levy had just clicked his fingers... So Izeye had to give her enough to keep her interested, to stop her going off the reservation. We both know how dangerous that can be."
A night in an abandoned factory somewhere out in the ghetto. Hazy memories of men, a lot of men. Then waking up in a hospital bed and being comforted by Jessica. Yes - Georgia knew how dangerous that could be.
"If Izeye didn't shave his head clean you'd have turned his hair grey. He's having to keep a close eye on your daughter and Lex, he knows that, then suddenly you up and get yourself into all kinds of trouble. He'd have killed that little fucker Mike if he, Antwan and the others hadn't got there in time. Which they wouldn't have if I hadn't had a phone call from..."
"Charli." That confusing night all made sense suddenly. How Antwan and her Master had seemed to be looking for her so quickly, had been able to find her.
Jessica gave a little laugh, the first time she allowed her serious concerned attitude to relax a little. "Can you believe it? We are all trying to keep Charli from doing something stupid and suddenly she is ringing me telling me to look out for YOU. She was scared you were getting in out of your depth." Jessica's raised eye-brows told the story. Nineteen year old girls could have such brash confidence.
"So Izeye and I had another little discussion. He said that if you wanted to remain as a recruit then there was no way he was giving you up. Said he'd seen the changes in you - how you were coming out of your shell, being the beautiful vibrant woman that we all knew you could be. Besides the fact..."
She didn't need to complete the sentance. Georgia had always felt a very real sexual connection to her Master, had desperately hoped that he felt the same for her, since long before they had even met in person. She knew why Izeye hadn't wanted to let her go and, despite everything, it thrilled her.
"So, I said he had to stop playing his game with Charli. We had to find another way of focusing her ... energies. Izeye had seen her dance for Hoss and figured that was the way."
"Jewel."
"Yes, Jewel. Your daughter was quite a phenomenon. They loved her - couldn't get enough of her. Then when they found out she refused to dance at mainly White clubs. That went down REALLY well as you can imagine. You know she could work the Franklin Mint and one or two other clubs for a couple of years and then comfortably retire. She was that good. Pain in the ass making sure you two were never scheduled at the same time however. I gather 'Jewel' had to bail on a couple of shifts because she turned up and found you there!"
Georgia remembered the other girls talking about Jewel - many with admiration, some with envy. Whatever their attitude to her they had all agreed that she had been the best at working the clubs. Her looks, her skills, her attitude. It wasn't like Georgia could get preachy or sanctimonious about it. Hadn't she worked the same circuit herself?
"What we didn't know until today was that the girls were sending certain select video clips to you themselves."
The mention of videos snapped Georgia back to remembering watching that video of Jewel outside the back of the Franklin Mint. Thank God it had been such a hazy picture, the video of a black and white monitor screen. Enough to show what Jewel - what her daughter - had been doing and that was bad enough.
Again her cousin didn't need telling of where her thoughts were going. "Until Cassius came along. We should have known as hot a ticket as 'Jewel' was that she would draw his attention. He came out in person four times before he got her - quite a measure of just how good Charli was. Cassius is something of an expert in that department and he doesn't tend to waste his time. But that was bad news. Cassius is OK until he gets bored with a girl. Then all bets are off and his business brain takes over. He has some links in the 'meat market' that would have paid serious money to get hold of Charli."
Georgia remembered how often she had asked her Master about 'Jewel.' How he had refused to talk about her but had said he was keeping an eye out for her. Had that been true?
"Fortunately Charli kept Cassius' attention a lot longer than most girls. It gave Izeye time to reach out to a mutual friend - one who might be the answer to all of our concerns regarding Charli. It just happened to be the one person Cassius might listen to, might give up a guaranteed profit for. They go back a long way too."
"Who was he? Antwan."
Jessica's eyes widened a little and then she giggled and held up her left hand. The light caught the stone on the ring there. "What are you suggesting about my future husband? He's a reformed character - but not too much."
She'd seen her cousin's face but waved any embarrassment away. She knew Antwan loved her and knew he would be the father of her future children. She didn't need him to be a Saint too - in fact that would be boring as hell!
"It wasn't a 'he' at all. It was a 'she'. Kali runs a club over there in H-Town for some specialist audiences. Mainly for women who are into other women. Along with one or two other sidelines I hear Charli has been a hit there too. Extremely popular and extremely adventurous. I'm sure you don't need details but while she's there I don't think you need to be worried about any unexpected pregnancies. So long as Kali is keeping her amused - and from what I hear Kali is very inventive - that won't be a problem.
Georgia felt the weight lift off her shoulders. Felt the wave of relief flow through every part of her.
"Not that Charli was ever over-interested in that - I think she learned a lot more growing up than you were giving her credit for. Now Lex was another matter. She loves the pregnancy-risk subtext. But you can't always believe everything that she tells the men on her videos. Once or twice it was for real - but otherwise..." Jess gave a knowing smile. "You may have realised that a sizable proportion of our preferred men REALLY get off on the idea of knocking up a White girl. You want to get all the attention you can handle then just drop a hint that it's a fertile time and just maybe you aren't on the pill. But we both know that don't we?"
Georgia knew - the intensity of the coupling, the heavy load of potent African seed, the anxious wait to see if that seed had borne fruit. She knew all that very well.
"Lex was like us. Once she had it she knew there was nothing to come close to it. That rush, that exhilaration. However, Izeye has her in hand - made her promise to go easy on it for six months at least. In six months she will have graduated and she will be 21. Then she can make her decision. I don't think it will be long before she gets what she wants - there'll be no shortage of volunteers. Who knows - maybe you will be there to cheer her on because I hear you can be very persuasive too!"
Jessica saw her cousin's face turn bright pink. Knew the comment had struck home. "Don't sweat it GiGi - we both know there's only one thing hotter than helping another White girl get Black Bred and that's..." She gave a very knowing look towards Georgia.
"How did you know?"
"In our circles you start to notice the signs pretty early. We get a lot of experience you might say. You haven't told Izeye yet?"
"I'm still not 100% sure - I mean I'm very late but I haven't taken a test or anything. I thought with all the excitement and the new job and the moving around that it might have thrown my cycle off. I didn't want to..." She pursed her lips and then decided to finish her comment. "I didn't want to jinx it - I wanted it to be real."
Jessica smiled, her eyes sparkling. "I'm so pleased - you were a great mom for Charli and you'll be an even better one now." She took her cousin's hands in hers and kept smiling at her until the smile was finally returned. Then the cousins hugged again - but this time any tears were for a very different reason.
"I'm just a bit worried how Charli will take it..."
Jess gave Georgia a look of patient exasperation. "You mean you haven't twigged it yet GiGi, get with the program girl! The two young women who have been sending you pregnancy risk interracial videos regularly for the last year. Making sure that any latent desire for another child was magnified and focused in the right direction. You are wondering how they'll take it! Like I say after doing it yourself the next best thing is..."
."... getting another White woman Black bred. O. M. G. Did I just get played - and by those two?"
"Oh did you ever, GiGi, did you ever! But tell me straight and tell me honest - do you regret it? Would you go back to how you were?"
"Never," the answer was immediate, "I could never go back. This is who I am, who I always was, I just got to express it that's all."
Jessica nodded. "Don't be too hard on them - but at least we know that when Charli turns 21 next year she'll have all the information to make her own decision and all our support. Meanwhile, there's someone waiting to speak to you. I think that coffee will be pretty stewed by now."
Izeye was waiting in the kitchen - an empty cup in front of him. When he heard them coming he stood up. He looked at them anxiously - the first time either had ever seen him so ill at ease. He opened his mouth but then closed it again.
Georgia knew what he need to hear. "Its OK Master - sit down and I'll make a fresh pot."
The relief on his face was almost comic but it was also fleeting. Izeye knew what she needed from him. He nodded and then his face took on its usual calm, confident expression. "I'll be here for you whatever happens, you know that don't you."
"You'd better believe she's going to hold you to that," said Jess. "We're going to have to take a trip to the pharmacy. We might have a little more news for you later."
Georgia watched her Master as his face cracked into a broad smile. His pleasure was so obvious, so intense. "Damn! This has been some morning! Not sure I'll be able to finish that design for you today Jess."
Jessica gave him a mock scowl. "After driving over here and then this one," she nodded at Georgia, "giving me a hug right on the sorest part." She chuckled and looked around her. "Those girls..."
"I know," said Georgia, "but what can you do with them? You can't put a full-grown young woman across your knee and give her a good spanking!"
Well no," conceded Izeye, "you couldn't and I couldn't but..."
The Price of Success
Charli lay with her face pressed against the warm leather of the couch. She felt it against her cheek and its smell filled her nostrils. It seemed all he more acute because her eyes were blind-fold and her hands tied behind her back. A cuff on each of her ankles and its rope attachment ensued that she was going nowhere.
In her time with Kali she had learned that her Goddess seemed to have an almost infinite variety of scenarios for the testing of her pets and pupils. Partly for the pleasure of Kali herself and partly to determine her pets' deepest desires and preferences.
Kali strolled up to the trussed White girl, admiring the proud firm swell of her breasts as they pushed against the leather of the couch. She ran a long finger-nail down the girl's back and luxuriated in the little shiver that passed through the girl's frame. Was that a little moan, stifled by the ball-gag in her mouth? Never mind - there would be more before the night was done. Kali had received a special request and it would absolutely be her pleasure to comply.
Charli was a valued asset. An all-round team player. As happy to be dominant over a white male as she was naturally submissive to her mistresses and her Black Masters. There was a delicious depravity to seeing her, a young woman, taking charge of an older white man and disciplining him. The sight of her large perfectly-formed breasts moving as she pegged a white boy, taught him his place in the sexual pecking-order of life. She really was a natural. The poor white slaves couldn't help looking at her curvy body with desire and she was merciless in her punishment of them for taking such a liberty. When it came to men Charli was Black-only and that seemed certain to be the way it would stay.
Tonight though the beautiful young woman was fulfilling her other role. Kali moistened a finger in her mouth and then ran it up and down the entrance to the girl's pussy. Now that really was a moan - the most attractive of invitations. The girl knew the pleasures available on these nights and craved them. Craved the touch of hands and tongues on her helpless naked body. Well, all in good time. First, there was the little manner of her punishment. Sweetness was only truly sweet because other things were bitter. The pleasure was truly most intense when it came after a little pain.
Kali clicked her fingers and Cheyenne wheeled on a small portable rack with a carefully chosen selection of her Goddess's equipment. The tall African-American girl took her place beside the rack ready to hand Kali what she required.
"What shall it be," mused the Goddess in a pretence of indecision. The audience murmured their approval. The girl shifted on the couch - the twin rounded mounds of her buttocks inviting and oh so vulnerable.
"Our girl here has been very naughty. Sent porn videos to her mom, even one featuring herself. What sort of behaviour was that?" The audience stirred again, some showing shock and others laughter. Kali leaned forward close to the girl's ear. "Got her mom all hot and bothered and made her a slut for the Black man. Now, we just heard today, her mom is pregnant. Our naughty little minx here is going to have a coffee-coloured brother or sister. What do you say to that Cheyenne?"
"Outrageous Goddess - quite disgraceful."
"And why is that?"
"If her mom is that bangin' she should have brung her down here."
Kali laughed - joined a moment later by the whole audience. "Perhaps brought that little friend of yours too, eh, Lex is it? Another fine young white piece in need of training but were you planning to keep her all to yourself? Share and share alike here Charli. I think we will have to punish you. Where's my little Shay?"
The smaller African-American assistant of Kali came forward.
"Did our pet have her medicine earlier?"
"Yes Goddess, just as always"
"That's good - it makes everything so much more intense." As if to prove her point Kali again touched the girl's side with one long finger-nail. The girl jumped as if shocked with electricity.
"I think ten strokes are in order. But which tool shall I use?"
There were muffled noises from the girl now. She was moving her head trying to dislodge her blind-fold.
"Now, now, don't you trust me - don't you know to serve your Goddess' pleasure or do you want me to send you home?"
There was a muffled whine from behind the ball-gag and then the girl went silent, her body still but tense. Dreading the touch of the lash but also craving it.
Cheyenne moved forward with a riding crop.
Carli waited - trying to process every sound as she heard the click of Cheyenne's boots crossing the stage. It was such an honour to be the central attraction at one of Kali's shows. To earn her Goddess's undivided attention - if only for a few minutes.
The first blow landed on her right butt cheek - left a broad red mark where the paddle at its tip contacted her skin. There was a squeal of protest.
Kali's face was a picture of dissatisfaction. "What's that? Did I hear something? Take that gag out Shay."
A skilful movement and the gag was pulled out of Charli's mouth and onto her chin. A string of drool ran down to the leather of the couch.
"What a mess," commented Kali. "Well I expect it may get messier later. Meantime, anything you wanted to say my sweet?"
"Please continue my punishment Goddess."
Kali smiled - it was such a delight working with this one. She would deserve her treat tonight.
The feline Goddess of the club prowled around the bound girl with an expert eye and every now and then there would be the crack of the crop on exposed pale skin, the appearance of a new red mark, and a gasp from Charli.
Once the tenth blow had landed Kali stepped back and gestured to her assistants. Cheyenne and Shay had been waiting for that moment - this was their time to shine. Charli's hands were untied and then shackled to the front of the couch. With the press of a button by Cheyenne motors within the piece of leather equipment were set into motion
The ends of the couch dropped away to leave Charli's legs hanging on one side while on the other her upper body was help up by ropes leaving her hair and her breasts hanging down.
Cheyenne moved in immediately. She coated her hand in oil and then began to skilfully spank the exposed ass of the girl in front of her. A powerful arm held the girl's legs when she began to try to kick and shift away from the blows. Then Cheyenne took more oil and began to gently massage it into the pink flesh.
Shay hadn't been idle. She took advantage of her small frame to scoot under Charli and begin to work on her tits. A gentle squeeze, a well-placed suck, a little attention for those beautiful nipple piercings. Shay took pride in her work - she was an artist. Providing the pleasure to join with the pain provided by Cheyenne. That all-important inter-connection in the brain that kept beautiful little pets like Charli returning again and again.
Kali's amber eyes were taking in every aspect of her assistants' work, sensing the correct moment to move onto the next stage of the show. She kept a close eye on Charli's responses - made sure that at the point of satiation the stimulus would be replaced.
A click of the fingers and Shay and Cheyenne moved as one. Charli was taken off the couch and pushed to her knees - her hands again tied behind her back. She knew what was coming now. Heard the sound of shoes on the stage - felt the fingers in her hair. Then a flexible plastic shaft nuzzled her lips and she opened her mouth to take it in. She sucked at the dildo and felt hands on her body and something else. As they moved around her she felt the brush or sometimes the prod of a firm shaft. She tried to count them. Three, four, no five. She had worn a strap-on enough to know what was happening.
Kali had selected them carefully. Her club's members crossed the whole gamut of desires and skills among their community. These members were among those who truly felt it better to give than to receive. Two white, two Black and one who brought her very special Lain flair to any occasion. They were experienced and formidably skilled in taking a young woman like Charli to places that she had only ever imagined before. Add a little of the special fruit juice that her performers always took, that little dash of her own very special blend of 'G', and Charli was going to be venturing on a very intense journey tonight.



The submissive kneeling BJ was really only for show - so that everyone understood just exactly who was in charge here. A high femme had to be put in her place but there were so many more interesting ways to play. Only Pat really got into it but Pat was the stoniest of stone butch studs. She grabbed a handful of Charli's hair in each fist and began testing the girl's abilities. The girl had plenty of experience in that sphere but this was a little different. Guys wanted a BJ to get their rocks off - Pat wanted to see what Charli could do. Testing her willingness to take the shaft deep down her throat, testing her gag-reflex. Only when the girl began to struggle, coughing and drooling down her naked body, could the game continue.
Strong female arms took her under the shoulders and pulled her back making her body arch. A hand began to massage her spit into her body while another exquisitely explored the potential of her nipple piercings. Finally she felt breath at her pussy and knew what was to follow. She craved the soft caress of a mouth - knew that it would get her where she needed to be. However, that was not he agenda for tonight. Instead a hand cupped her pussy and a thumb worked her clit with practised ease. The girl gasped, started to thrash against the hands holding her and then, just as her wave of desire would peak, the sensations stopped. She groaned in frustration even as they pulled her upright and best her over the end of the couch.
She felt a crop gently tap the inside of her legs and knew to pull them apart. Felt the oiled fingers at her pussy. Felt one enter, then after a while two, then a little later three. Felt the pleasure that a woman of experience could grant her. Heard the murmur of approval from the watching audience. A fourth finger entered her and then she felt that teasing thumb brush her clit just once before it also entered. She gasped and stared wildly into the blackness of her blind-fold. She opened her mouth to gasp only to have another mouth latch onto hers and almost suck the breath from her. She felt the crop again on her body, not hard but just enough to tease her. To leave her wondering where it would fall next - to mix in with the feelings from her pussy and the mouths sucking at her exposed breasts.
She had seen it done at other shows where she had assisted. Had wondered how it could happen - how it would feel. Now, courtesy of some patience and a lot of lube, she was being fisted herself. She sensed that it was Julia - the Colombian dyke. Her long slim fingers were almost made for breaking in newbies into this intense sexual experience. The fingers moved gently, slowly, expertly. Charli's mouth hung open as she gasped for breath - struggled to accustom herself to the amazing intensity of the feelings within herself. When she judged it right Julia would move her hand or her fingers - playing with Charli's sensations and body like a virtuoso. She knew how good the girl was feeling and knew that as they learned together each time from now would be better and more intense than the last. But tonight only so much could be allowed. When she sensed the girl nearing orgasm she gently withdrew her hand. Charli was left gasping, her pussy empty, her orgasm again denied.
Female hands grasped her again and pulled her back. She was laid gently down on a padded surface and then felt a dildo tapping at her pussy. She opened her legs again and felt it enter her. Its owner grasped her hips and started pounding her hard. The contrast with the gentleness of Julia made it even more intense. She felt another woman climb on top of her. The older woman straddled Charli and the latter did not need any further instruction. She began to tongue the bare Black pussy presented for her attention. Strong fingers gripped her head and held her there. Made sure she did her duty.
To be honest Charli preferred fucking with a strap-on to being on the receiving end. She was enough of a trysexual to realise that she preferred being fucked by the real thing. However, the combination with the exquisite taste and scent of the pussy at her mouth really worked for her. She felt the wave of pleasure building in her even as she worked hard to please the pussy presented to her. She felt a burst of pleasure and hesitated a moment in her attentions. At that moment the pussy and the strap-on were withdrawn. She growled again, now obviously with frustration. They had been waiting for that first sign and had used it to deny her. Her blind-fold was finally removed.
Charli tried to look beyond the five women around her - finally saw what she was seeking. Her Goddess was standing back watching - idly tapping her riding crop against her long boot. Charli sent her a pleading look. "Please Goddess."
The audience laughed but Kali merely arched a perfect eyebrow. Tonight her pet would learn that there were much more exquisite punishments than the lash.
Again Charli was grasped and woman-handled. This time to a metal frame that held her legs in position while her arms were tied above her head. All five of her tormentors now moved in. They stroked and licked and kissed her naked body. She heard the laugh of delight when she flinched at one touch on her side. "We got a ticklish little pet here sistas. Let's see what we can do." Now the fingers and tongues teased her with real intent. Explored her vulnerabilities and mercilessly exploited them. Within a couple of minutes she was hanging from her bonds - crying with frustration, begging the women to stop. This time, however, they did not stop. They teased and tickled her and licked her until Charli was on the edge of exhaustion. Until she would have given anything for them to stop. Until she had screamed as loud as she could that she promised never to deny them anything, that she would be their slave for ever.
Then they finally took mercy on her and Kali came over to caress the girl's reddened face. "You see, my pet you can't deny us. We don't have to hurt you or harm you to have you begging to do just whatever we desire. It's going to be a real pleasure to keep putting you through your paces. Meanwhile, I think you've earned your reward."
She stepped back and the five women were suddenly on Charli again. Untying her and taking her to a mattress dumped in the middle of the stage. Strong hands took her legs and held them up and apart. A skilled mouth descended onto her naked and exposed pussy. The fingers and tongue explored even as others worked on every erogenous zone in her body. Her exhausted senses rallied once more, built one final time. She half expected to be tortured with denial again but this time the attentions continued, even intensified. She shuddered and whimpered and cried as the wave continued to build and then broke. Her 'educators' didn't hesitate but instead they redoubled their efforts. Didn't allow the intensity of her pleasure to recede but instead demanded that it build again but this time from its new height. Charli gasped and moaned and writhed. Her long blonde hair was plastered to her face and body with sweat and drool. She felt she could float above the scene and look down at herself being taken by these five women. At that moment she almost blacked out as a crashing tidal wave of orgasm blasted through her mind and her body. She slumped down exhausted.
"Yeah little bitch - now you getting the idea." One of the African-American women was looking down at her with a satisfied expression on her face. "Sometimes when they talk about an OWL they meaning someone like us - a stud who knows just how to treat a little baby lipstick like you. I mean really knows - or you telling me any man ever matched that!" She gave a pleased laugh to herself as the young white girl stared up at her in awed amazement.
Kali was also smiling. The cameras would have LOVED that. She still wasn't entirely sure that Charli had reached her limits yet. Physical exhaustion had kicked in but she hadn't conceded defeat. Even when she was yelling to the rafters her willingness to serve them she had never gone near that safe-word of hers. It seemed she had still not found the limit to her desires - which made her certainly the most challenging and delightful of Kali's 'students'. So what if the girl was bisexual rather than a gold star girl. Even if she was LUG she was a distance above any of those Kali had ever trained - and there had been a lot. She had been given the girl until she was 21 - always assuming that Charli wanted to stay. Well there was little or no doubt about that. There were still plenty of new themes and experiences that she could share with her. She knew she and Charli would continue to build upon their beautiful relationship.
***
It could have been very awkward - like two hedgehogs circling each other preparing to do the nasty. The women had never been apart so long as they had been before this meeting. There could have been words or tears or anger or apologies. Instead both women instinctively knew what the other needed.
They needed to be together. The simple, no strings attached, caring embrace of a loved one. As she held her daughter Georgia knew that the next year would bring huge challenges, huge responsibilities and huge ups and downs. However, she knew one thing. She would make sure she and her daughter didn't drift apart again.
So Georgia held Charli and she held her tight. She knew that she loved her daughter more than life itself and that though Charli would soon have to share that position she would never be displaced from it.
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In Court
"In summation I state that the Court finds in favour of the defendant against the plaintiff. It is clear that zoning regulations in this case are purely the responsibility of the city authorities and of no other layer of the governmental structure."
A small man in a suit stood up. "Your honour, I request a right to appeal?"
"You have no case, Mr Weissman. You represented your clients with great skill but you have no case. In order to save the taxpayer some money I can see no merit in allowing an appeal."
"But..."
"That is ENOUGH, Mr Weissman. I realise it is normally a formality but this court absolutely has the right to deny an appeal in a litigation such as this. You do not deny that?"
"No but..."
THUMP.
The judge's gavel fell and he heaved himself onto his feet as the perspiration showed on his broad dark face. Matthew Wood had delivered his judgement and that was all there was to it.
Weissman slumped back into his seat. He could remember the days when he could count his court defeats in a year on one hand. Now he only had to see Jessica Lyons on the other side of the court-house and he pretty much knew he was fucked! Seemed it was true that she was pregnant, well roll on her maternity leave. Then he just might be able to win a damned case!
***
Jessica gathered her papers and prepared to leave when she heard her name being called. When she turned it was to face a woman who looked in her late thirties and who was approaching her with a broad smile. She was perplexed for a moment and then recognition came and her face lit up. "Oh my God - it can't be!"
The two women embraced. "It's been way too long," said the new arrival, "but I just don't get out here any more. When the family decided to come over on vacation and David wanted to take them to a ball-game then I just had to see if I could look you up."
Jessica grinned - she remembered that her teacher had never been a fan of sports. "What do I call you - it seems silly to say Mrs..."
"You call me Dee, of course! Do you know how proud I am of you - I always knew that you would be a credit to all of us. Just seeing you up there today - winning your case so easily."
Jess made a dismissive gesture. "It really wasn't a difficult case..."
"Don't listen to her," the words came from the dark-skinned African-American man seated next to Jessica, her client in the recent hearing. "State's been trying to close me down for years and this time they were sure they'd got me. Didn't reckon on me having the best lawyer in the three state district did they." Dee's eyes widened a little as the man's large Black hand patted Jessica's bottom with an easy gesture.
Jessica just smiled. "This is Cassius - one of our best-known local businessmen."
"Scuse my manners," said Cassius as he finally stood up and offered Dee his hand. "I wasn't brought up what you'd call proper!" He showed a flash of white teeth in his dark face. "I'm delighted to meet any of Jessica's crew tho, especially when they a fine chassy like you."
Dee didn't quite understand that but she did grasp that it was a compliment. A fine rosy glow suffused her cheeks. She was a respectable wife and mother of three. Strange men hadn't complimented her like that for years! It also wasn't helping that Cassius seemed to have scanned her figure as he spoke. Men just didn't look at her like that any more. Heck, even her husband hadn't shown her that sort of attention in as long as she could remember.
Jessica stood and Dee again noticed her baby-bump. She remembered hearing that Jess had married that local boy - the one who was in politics now. But it seemed strange that she was back to using her maiden name especially with a young one on the way.
"I think Cassius, that you owe me a favour."
"That I do - but I'd like to owe you two. You know you've promised to come to my club."
Jess gestured to her midriff. "I don't think I'll be dancing for a while do you."
Cassius smiled that confident smile of his again. "Fuck, baby, I'd love to see you there in about five months. Crowd will go wild once they hear the story." He took her hand in his. "Besides, ain't nothing more beautiful than a woman like you who's showing the potency of her men."
Jess giggled and turned to Dee. "Cassius is also a local character and a bit of a scoundrel. He doesn't respect proprieties too well, it sort of goes with his business."
Dee was a bit taken aback. There was some argot and a little profanity but she was pretty sure she'd understood him rightly. It amazed her that he was saying such things and young Jessica just seemed to be amused by it. She caught herself - 'young Jessica' was thirty and could most certainly look after herself.
She glanced back to Cassius only to catch him pretty obviously checking out her rear end. He noticed her and just smiled his confident smile. "Scuse me but when I see something I like I always make a point of enjoying it to the full. Thass always been my way - when I see something I want I reach out and take it. I make it mine and enjoy it to the full." He reached out and took hold of Dee's hand running his thumb over her skin. She was frozen like a statue her mind unable to take this all in - it just couldn't be happening. "Unless, of course, my hand gets slapped away." He pointedly looked down to where his big Black hand still held her smaller white one. The symbolism was obvious.
Cassius raised her hand to his lips and kissed it. "You didn't slap me away, Dee. I'm going to leave you two to catch up now but I'm going to expect you on your next visit to make sure to come and see me at my club. Just to visit ... unless you come and dance with Jess of course. Got a lot of customers would love to see that almost as much as I would." He lowered her hand and just for a moment touched it to the front of his pants. It might have been accidental but Dee knew that it wasn't. He had been sending another message because even in that split-second she had felt the big bulge there. He had been hard and he was making sure that she knew he was hard for HER.
The Black man winked at Dee and smiled at Jess and then he was gone.
"Congratulations", said Jessica to her former teacher, "you have just experienced Hurricane Cassius."
Dee said nothing. She just watched him go - walking with a supreme confidence as if the whole world was his and every fruit ripe for his picking.
***
"His clubs have quite a reputation and that reputation is amply deserved," admitted Jessica as they ate lunch, "but believe me there are a lot worse than Cassius over there in H-Town. Anyway, the law was most definitely with him on this occasion. Whatever may go on at his clubs those State politicians are targeting him for racial reasons. I know two clubs just as wild but with largely white clientele and they somehow didn't have a zoning problem."
"But his clubs are, er, 'wild.' You mean they are strip clubs?"
Jess laughed, "I forget you're not from round here. They are a little, er, racier than just strip clubs. Floor shows, full contact lap dancing and private rooms where most anything goes. Still, the law WAS on his side."
Dee understood that lawyers had to represent all clients to the best of their ability. That wasn't what had set her mind racing. She could read between the lines of what Jess was telling her. Cassius' clubs were basically brothels. Which was one thing. Quite a level above that, however, was the fact that Cassius had invited Jess and then her to go and dance there!
It was like nothing Dee had ever encountered. A world that she had only heard of on news reports or in press articles. Now she had been asked, no virtually ordered, to go and dance for an audience of Black customers at a brothel. It was the most shocking thing that had ever happened to her. Well, actually the second most shocking. The most shocking was just how aroused she was by the very idea.
Compare and Contrast
His body was on hers and he was pushing her to the limit. She felt the weight of him and her hands on his arms were feeling the solid muscle there, the masculine power of him. When she breathed she could smell him - his cologne and that warm smell of a man who was applying himself to physical work.
Physical it certainly was. His big cock was in her and finding its way to places that no other lover had ever come close to. She glanced down and saw him as he moved in and out of her body - his dark flesh contrasting with her own fair skin. He was a powerful Black Lord claiming his conquest - another white woman fallen under his spell.
She felt her hand slip from the perspiration on his shoulder. As her hand fell beside her head she saw the glint of her wedding ring. Poor David - he would never be able to match this. A Black hand moved down over hers and obscured the ring from her sight. Her husband vanished from her thoughts and she gasped again at the power of her new lover.
His thrusts were regular and deep and delivered with meaning. He knew he was making her feel as she had never felt before. This man knew his business. This man knew how to take a woman and make her worship him, make her do anything for him. That wave of desire was rolling in again. That warmth that spread through her whole body and being. He was going to get her there.
He seemed to know what it was that she needed. Perhaps men like him, men of experience and power, did know these things. She was only 5'4" and 125-pounds - so small against his hard-muscled body. When he wanted to move her he could just man-handle her but he didn't make it feel that way. It felt so smooth and so natural how he turned himself and she suddenly found herself on top of him. She wanted to slip down and bring their upper bodies together again but he had other ideas. His hands gripped her sides and he began bucking his cock up into her. Hard and fast.
She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. She felt that she needed to scream, to let the whole world know how good he was and how he made her feel. Somehow, however, she couldn't get the scream out. The whirl of sensations and emotions surging through her body and brain left her forever on the brink knowing that one touch would set her off.
Then he grunted and pushed up hard into her once, twice and a third time. As his seed spurted deep into her she howled her surrender to her new master. Her willingness to serve him in all things and to give up everything for him if only he would sometimes help her to feel like this.
She was exhausted by her passion and slumped down. Her mouth found his and his strong tongue pushed into her mouth to dance with her own in the age-old language of love. He broke the kiss and turned her onto her back again. He rose above her - dark and potent and magnificent. His head lowered to her neck and she felt him gently kiss the pink flesh there before applying a stronger pressure.
She knew what he was doing. He was marking her - leaving a love-bite high on her curved white neck where it would be almost impossible for her to hide it. David would see it and David would know. Her heart quailed at the knowledge but then she had an overpowering thought. David had twelve years to make her feel like this and he had failed, failed miserably and worse, she thought, recently he had failed even to try.
That was where her dream had ended on innumerable occasions since that meeting with Jessica and Cassius. She had woken in bed-sheets drenched with perspiration and with a pussy desperate for some skilled attention and had found only David snoring on the other side of the bed. Had she called out for Cassius in her sleep? She didn't know but it was clear David hadn't noticed if she had.
Every other night it had ended there - but not tonight. Tonight her lover raised his head from his ritual of marking her throat. His deep brown eyes, so beautiful to her, locked with her own blue ones. She felt that he was staring into her soul, that he was making sure that he knew every aspect of her.
"Teacher enjoying her lesson?" It was his voice - the voice that had been indelibly recorded in her brain since that one brief meeting. The meeting when he had held her hand and complimented her. Such little things and yet they had made it utterly impossible for her to go back to her old life. He had somehow entered her soul as well as her dreams.
"Yes," such a little word but uttered in a tone that spoke of fear, desire and sexual satisfaction.
"Here's the next part of your lesson - in my culture when a man finds something of the finest quality he isn't selfish." His eyes were still locked on hers and she knew if he stayed there a thousand years she would never be able to blink or look away. "He shares it with his friends and then with his community. You understand - the finest wine, the finest food and, of course, the finest pussy. It's time for me to stop being selfish and for me to share you with my friends. Are you ready for that - are you ready to please me?"
She knew just what he was asking. His friends would also include his clients and his patrons in the clubs. He was going to turn her out - he was going to make her his whore. She had to tell him no and go back to David. She had to tell him no but his eyes and his seed deep in her pussy were demanding that she say, 'Yes'.
She swallowed and opened her mouth to say...
***
Dee woke up in her bed alongside her husband. Yet again he had slept through it all. She turned over and tried to get back to sleep. She had school in the morning.
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Noticing The Signs
The great advantage of short trips was that you didn't need a huge amount of luggage. Dee had managed to cram it all into the single suitcase that she was wheeling through the Capital's airport. Security cleared and now she just had to find the ride that Jessica had said she would send for her.
Before that last visit it'd been years since she'd been to the Capital. Growing up in the Old Dominion she knew the city well but after she'd taken her first job way down South she'd not really had cause to return. If she came this way it was for family occasions not to then take an excursion. Then they'd decided to bring the children here to see the sights and she'd met her old student Jessica and ... Jessica's friend.
It was ridiculous but things just hadn't been the same since that first visit. For three months she had been having those dreams. When they should have faded with time they just seemed to get more intense and more ... explicit. She never seemed to get an uninterrupted night's sleep - she would wake suddenly with her mind still flooded with those images and her body... Well, let's just say she would awake in the middle of the night in an excited state only to find her husband snoring next to her. That was the problem - not so much the dreams themselves but their aftermath. From excitement and passion she suddenly hit the brick wall of reality.
That had been bad enough but then there had been the work situation. It had to be her tiredness because she had never been one for day-dreaming in class. Especially not those sorts of day-dreams.
She had decided that she had to do something about it. The problem had started in the Capital when she had gone to meet Jess. The problem would be solved if she went back over there and proved to herself that there was nothing for her to get herself so worked up about.
Jess had given her an open invitation to visit and when she had rung her old student she had seemed delighted. Apparently she was finding the latter stages of her pregnancy a considerable limitation and a bore. Having someone fresh to talk to would be a treat for her. David had raised no objection. After all she'd only had lunch with Jessica on her last visit and they had lots to catch up on.
***
Dee looked across the concourse and saw her ride. Oh my goodness - where had Jessica found him! He was the definition of tall, dark and handsome. He stood easily with a small sign in his lowered hand chatting with another African-American who looked like a cabbie.
Her ride did not look like a cabbie. He was wearing a smart tailored suit and he stood just over six-feet tall. He was perhaps in his mid-thirties and it was clear that he kept himself in shape. That suit didn't hide the fact that this was a well-built man. It also didn't hide how handsome he was. His skin was very dark and his features were regular. He was smiling as he talked to the cabbie.
Then he saw her. She knew immediately that he had noticed her. Even at that distance his deep brown eyes seemed to lock onto her blue ones. Then she felt his eyes make a swift but precise scan of her whole body - from the tips of her sensible shoes right up to the top of her head. She saw the tip of his tongue run along the underside of his upper lip. He gave a little nod and an eye-brow twitched.
Dee had seen all that before - but a long time ago. She'd been married for twelve years after all. Back in the day though, when she'd been on the dating scene, she'd seen that look plenty of times. The expression of interest. A man who was ready to move in and try his hand with her - to see if he could claim her.
Dee somehow kept walking towards him but suddenly his eyes left her and he was looking over her shoulder. Since she was 5'4" that wasn't too hard for him. He was looking around the crowd behind her. She felt a little deflated by that but took the last few steps before stopping in front of him.
"Excuse me," she squeaked, finding her throat was somehow very dry. "I'm Dee."
He looked down at her first with an expression of surprise but then seeing who she was he gave her the most beautiful and warm of smiles. "I'm sorry! It's just that Jessica told me you were her teacher in school. I was expecting someone much...older."
'I've got a few years on you, Mister', she thought to herself but she still felt a little warmth in her cheeks. "I thought you hadn't noticed me."
His smile broadened. "Oh, I'd noticed you alright. The day I don't notice a woman like you in a crowd they can take me out the back and shoot me."
She knew she was blushing red to her roots now. It wasn't just what he was saying it was who was saying it. He really was a gorgeous hunk of a man. Smooth with it too. A few years ago she'd have had to have been very careful around a man like this.
He had noticed her reaction but his smile hadn't wavered. Instead he held out a large Black hand. "I hope you didn't take offence Dee, but I like to say it as I see it. My name is James - Jessica sent me to look after you."
She shook hands with him and then, well, then he pretty much took charge. One hand took the bag she'd been wheeling and picked it up as if it weighed nothing. His other arm moved to guide her by crossing behind her back and gently taking her bare arm. She couldn't help looking down and seeing his dark fingers laying on her pale skin. A shiver ran through her - a shiver of desire.
"It is a beautiful sight isn't it?" His deep mellow voice broke in on her thoughts. She looked up at him and saw he was looking at the arching roof of the concourse. She was pretty sure he hadn't been talking about that though.
"Some fuckers have all the luck," muttered the cabby as he saw James go with his arm wrapped around the damn fine white woman. He glanced up and saw his fare - about 300lbs of sweaty male executive. With a slight shake of his head he took the man's bag.
***
Really, where on earth did Jess find them!
James was thoroughly charming and not in any way offensive but he did seem to have a one-track mind. As their Lexus drove through the city he kept making little compliments and remarks that might be perfectly innocent but...
She'd mentioned she had a family but that hadn't seemed to get through so she tried again. "As I said James, I'm a married woman. Married to my David for 12 years". She had almost said, '12 long years.'
He smiled again and gestured with his hand so the light glinted on his own wedding band. "Relieved to hear it Dee. A woman like you would be pretty much certain to be married unless of course her interests lay elsewhere. Not that I would object to that because we all seek happiness where we can find it. However, from my perspective, that would be a damn shame. Especially when we getting along so well. I'm sure this can be the start of a beautiful friendship. I've wanted that since I first set eyes on you" He looked over and nodded as if that was just common sense.
So, let's get this straight. He was pleased she was married because it showed she wasn't a lesbian and that meant she'd be available for him. It just sort of seemed to be assumed that she'd have no objection to going with him, to ... have sex with him. Her logical mind struggled to conjure up the outrage appropriate to the situation but she just couldn't do it. Her passionate side and her body were screaming, 'Yes, Yes, Yes - I want him.' She shifted a little in her seat - she knew her body was reacting to his strong masculine presence in a very physical sense. You could tell yourself something as much as you liked but your body didn't lie. Being with this man was making her like a horny teenager and it was sort of thrilling but also horribly disconcerting.
"I'm a school teacher and a married mother of three, James. It's very, er, flattering of you but I think I might be past any likelihood of that sort of thing."
"The best women are like the best vehicles. Sure if you don't take care of them, you don't give them the proper attention and the proper respect, then you gonna have problems down the line. Treat them right, give them what they need and pay loving attention to every inch and aspect of them and you'll have what they call a classic on your hands. Classy and elegant and worth more money than there is in the whole wide world."
She was blushing again - she knew James 'could pay loving attention to every inch' of her. It was obvious in how he carried himself - in his whole way of being. This was a man that could take her to places she had never even imagined existed. She looked at him and she just hoped and prayed he couldn't see in her eyes how much she wanted and needed that sort of attention.
"That sound familiar to you, Dee? Heard of any classics that ain't being treated right? I'm always ready to take on another project, just say the word."
Oh God how she wanted to say that word. But, of course, in real life you couldn't do that sort of thing. It would be crazy and so irresponsible. She thought of her beautiful children, her job, her friends - how would they react? Then, with a stab of guilt, she realised she hadn't thought of poor David. It really wasn't his fault. How could he compete with a man like James. Even ten years ago he would have been out-classed and now...
"Here's our turn - not far now. A shame - I was enjoying our chat." He drove on in silence and let Dee take in her surroundings.
Dee's husband wasn't a millionaire but he did hold an office-based position and she taught at an up-scale school in a prosperous area. Her life-style reflected that. She had the suburban home with all the conveniences and the minivan - in short the comfortable life-style you would expect of someone with her social position.
This area was rather different. An area of the city that was going to seed. Shuttered stores and weed-strewn sidewalks with gang-tags seemingly covering every inch of available wall-space. Small groups of men or youths lounged on one or two of the corners as they passed. Dee couldn't help feeling a little concerned but when she looked to James his placid face suggested this was just every-day for him.
They turned into what looked like a new development. James parked up and pointed to a small bungalow. Jess is meeting you in there - can't tell you how much she's been looking forward to it. I'll be around working and we'll organise you a lift to your hotel when you're ready."
Dee got out and James unloaded her bag for her. Without asking he set off for the bungalow with Dee walking along a step behind.
"Hey whass goin on here!"
Dee turned and saw another man. He was carrying a big rough block of stone that he casually tossed down before approaching them.
James was an impressive figure man but this man had him beat. A powerful muscular physique that was stripped to the waist and glistening with sweat from his hard morning's work. He seemed to be almost covered with tattoos - not just his chest and arms but also his back and neck. Most were rather crude - distinctly of the jailhouse variety. He was somewhat intimidating.
"Ty - what's the problem." James took it in his stride - did he ever do anything else?
"Sez you're going to pick up Jess' old teacher and you come back with this fine piece of tail. Where's the old lady at and why you out picking up your latest bit of white skirt when you sposed to be doing a job for Jess. Where the fuck is Dee - you left that poor old lady at the airport just coz you wanted to get yo dick wet again. Shamed at you," he looked at Dee again, "not that I blame you. Would like to pick this fine piece of pussy up myself." His hand wandered in the general direction of a sizable bulge in the front of his pants.
"Ty," James' voice was weary but firm. "I think you owe this lady an apology. This is Dee, Jessica's old teacher."
"Well fuck me." It didn't quite qualify as an apology but it seemed the best she was going to get. "Well, sweetness, you can come round here any time you like and just ask for Tyrone. I could do with some private tuition time with a hot little teacher lady like you." A big hand reached out and cupped Dee's ass. She jumped a little and Tyrone withdraw his hand after a fierce look from James.
Dee wandered into the bungalow in something of a daze. Where on earth DID Jessica find them!
***
Dee was miles away as she prepared the coffee for herself and Jessica. The poor dear was so big she could hardly get put of her chair and she supposedly still had a couple of weeks to go. Dee could recall that tiredness and when the little one came it wouldn't get any easier for a while.
Just at that moment, however, she wasn't thinking about Jess or her future. Her attention was riveted on James and Tyrone as they worked in the sun. They were both stripped to the waist and Tyrone might have been more muscular but James had the sleek grace of a powerful big cat. She watched the rippling muscles under the coal-back skin and her eyes drank in their strength and power. They were busy clearing old masonry and preparing ground by digging it.
Dee turned back to prepare the coffee but her mind was full of the two men. What was it like to be with one of them? She knew darned well that it would bear no comparison to what she got at home. Suddenly she was startled by a sharp rap on the window and she opened it to find the men looking at her with hungry eyes.
"Well, ain't it time you gave us what we want?"
Dee almost staggered. Tyrone was so blatant about it and seemed so sure that she would agree. Not just for himself either, he apparently expected her to agree to both of them. Her heart was beating fast and making her breathing seem irregular. They wanted her and they might just take her whatever happened.
"Our cold drink. Ain't it time you gave us it?"
Dee blushed again and hurried to fetch their drinks. How could she be so stupid? How had she got herself so worked up? What was wrong with her?
Tyrone took his drink and James reached for his. "Early days, Dee, but when you're ready you can give us what we really want." He winked and then watched as the red-faced white woman fled back to the safety of the lounge and Jessica.
***
Jessica tasted her coffee after savouring its fragrance. She'd had to limit her intake recently - another of the little inconveniences of her current condition. She snuck a glance over to Dee again and saw that her attention was riveted on the view from the big picture window. There, almost as if artfully arranged for her perusal, the two men were still hard at work.
"Magnificent aren't they?"
"Yes, they are both just so..." Dee paused in search of the right word.
"You're right but I actually meant the new buildings," smiled Jessica.
"Oh..." Dee's hand rose to her mouth.
Jessica smiled off her old teacher's confusion. Even back at school the two of them had got on well - she had been a serous, hard-working student and her teacher had taken a lot of time with her. She knew how lucky she had been to have a teacher like Dee. There had been a sort of bond between them and she felt there still was. It was just that now, if what she suspected was correct, she could see that she might have to be taking the role of teacher and mentor.
All in good time though. First, she had to put her friend at ease.
"That whole area is going under turf as a new play-area for the children - we have rather a lot of them here at the development. Then we're planting an area of trees at the end there and we aim to have some land set aside for a flower garden. It's going to be beautiful but it all takes time."
Jess paused and then continued with a hand on her belly. "She is going to be my first and it's pretty scary. First, giving birth and then being responsible for a whole new life. I know I will cope and I know that it's what I want but it's still really daunting. My house-mate Emily has just had her first and I see how good she is with little Rufus and I wonder if I will be the same. I just can't know until I'm in that position."
Dee moved over from her armchair to join Jessica on the sofa. She put her arm around the redhead and gave her a gentle hug. "Of course you are going to be alright. I never had a student quicker to learn and more able to adapt. You will be a wonderful mother. Do you have anyone to give you advice? I've raised three and you know I'm always on the end of a phone if you need to talk."
"I get plenty of advice," smiled Jess, "but the offer of a friendly hearer is really good to have. You hear about new mothers getting depressed or failing to cope and you can't help being worried."
The two women talked for a while and Dee was really touched that her friend had opened up to her about something so personal. She thought that she might broach an issue or two that she had been wondering about.
"Jess, I haven't noticed a man around - I knew that you and your husband broke up. I was sorry to hear about that."
"Don't be. It was the best decision I have ever made - an excellent decision for him as well by the way. I can't go into details but I found out things about him that meant I couldn't remain with him. He was very different to the man I thought I had married. Now I am here and he is over at the Capitol. I'm sure we are both much happier than if we'd stayed together."
"Oh," said Dee.
"I hope I haven't shocked you. Believe me I have nothing but respect and admiration for couples like you and David who stay together and raise a family. It must be wonderful to be as much in love as ever."
"Yes," said Dee. It was no good. Jessica had been so open and honest with her and she couldn't keep quiet. Besides, having someone she could talk to about it would be so liberating. She took a deep breath. "Actually, no. It's something that's been on my mind a lot recently. It sounds clichéd but I think my last birthday might have had something to do with it. I suddenly realised that, in a way, time was passing me by and doing it so darned quickly"
"Hey don't be playing the old lady with me," groaned Jess, "I'm less than ten years younger than you remember. I just had the big three-oh!"
"That was alright for me but this one was a little different. One of those days when you sit back and take stock. There are things I dreamed that probably will never happen now. There are realities that I have to accept."
"Like what?"
Dee took a deep breath. "David and I married because we loved each other and we desired each other. Time might be expected to dull the fires a little but recently..."
"Only recently?" Opening up to one of the best lawyers in the country meant you were likely to be cross-examined.
"OK, not just recently though it has been steadily getting worse. I had my three lovely children and somewhere around there I went from being his sexy wife to being the mom of his kids. I was too busy to really notice then but as time has passed it's become more and more obvious."
"He doesn't make love to you?"
"Oh yes, but it's ALWAYS the same. Like a routine, mechanical, as if it's a duty to be performed every so often. It just confirms what I already know - that I've got old and that I'm not sexy any more."
Now it was Jessica giving Dee a little hug of support.
"He just doesn't get it. Now, especially now, I need to be experimenting, trying new things, keeping fresh and vibrant and feeling alive. He just wants routine, to keep doing exactly the same things, eating the same meals and going to the same places. He's stifling me and he's made me what I am - another suburban soccer mom with sensible clothes and sensible shoes and a sensible minivan and he is so FUCKING BORING." Her speech had grown louder and faster as she had finally been able to vent frustrations that had been growing for the best part of a decade. The last two words were almost yelled and Dee suddenly sat back wide eyed and breathing hard, amazed at her own audacity and her use of a profanity.



"That sounds familiar," came a voice from the doorway. It was a young blonde woman carrying a baby. "Been there, done that, got the fuck out of there."
"This is my house-mate Emily," explained Jessica, "and somewhere hidden in that blanket is little Rufus. Sit yourself down girl."
Emily did just that - sitting next to Dee on the big sofa. "My husband was just the same - he's with a fellow coder now and I sincerely hope they are very happy together. One thing's for sure I'm a damn sight happier for not being still with him. I could see the way that was going and I found a chance of something so much better."
The blanket in her arms shifted and a brown arm emerged. A small hand tugged at Emily's robe and pulled it aside. A firm young breast heavy with milk was revealed and a dark erect nipple. Emily held up the blanket and a brown mouth latched onto the nipple and began to greedily suck.
"Just like his daddy," cooed Emily, "he knows what he likes and he makes sure to get it."
It was perfectly obvious to Dee that 'daddy', whoever he might be, was not Emily's husband and was not white. She suddenly realised that there was every likelihood that exactly the same was true in Jessica's case. She had never been racially prejudiced - she believed you had to judge people as individuals - but it was something of a shock none the less.
Young Rufus contentedly fed until he finally let out a little belch. He began waving his arms to move and Emily looked to Dee.
"I don't suppose you'd take him for a moment while I get myself sorted out will you."
Would she! He was an adorable little scamp. She took him and made a fuss of him using some of the tricks she had learned from raising her own. Rufus burbled with delight and just as Emily was getting back to reclaim him he reached out a pudgy hand. It found Dee's top and tried to move it aside. Frustrated his little mouth tightened and his other hand joined in trying to gain access to what lay hidden beneath.
"Oh-ho," laughed Emily as she retrieved her infant, "you can't go doing that to a nice lady that you only just met."
"You're right," laughed Jessica, "he's just like his daddy!"
Soon Rufus was back feeding and the women remembered the men toiling under a hot sun. Dee found herself preparing a big jug of iced lemonade and taking it with two glasses out to James and Tyrone.
Emily and Jessica watched her go.
"So, I don't think I was wrong do you?"
"Absolutely not. I heard enough before I came in to know that."
"Which means we need to help her find what it is that she's been missing."
Emily watched as James took his glass and Tyrone moved in close behind Dee. He casually placed an arm around her shoulders and moved his big body close to hers. "I think she's getting a few hints from those two. Encouraged by you no doubt?"
Jessica held up her hands. "Not me, it's all their own work. But I think its pretty clear that she has no objection."
"Do you think they would..."
Jess laughed, "Are you kidding! In a New York minute. No, the problem is that Dee is scared and she has reason to be. We didn't have much to lose when we joined the lifestyle."
"Just everything to gain."
"Exactly. But Dee has a family, She can't just quit her husband or come move in here. By the sounds of it he'd make her life a misery if he even suspected she'd been here. Can you imagine being stuck with a man hanging guilt trips over your head for years?"
"That isn't the only issue - she lives too far away to keep coming back here. Do we know anyone over there who could help?"
Jessica shook her head. "I'm not trusting any strangers with this. This has to be done right. Well we will just have to see what can be done. Good school teachers are needed everywhere. We just need to find out where her husband works."
Emily nodded. "We also need to hit the right note. You had James and I had Don. Who would be right for Dee? James or Tyrone?"
"Tyrone possibly. We need that special combination of talents..."
The two women looked at each other and shared a smile. They knew just who to call.
Come Into My Parlor...
Tyrone drove Dee over to her hotel ready for her early morning flight home. As he explained, however, he just had one little stop to make.
"Hey J, whass the sitch?"
One of the four young African-Americans playing pick-up stopped and came loping over with an easy stride and a ready grin. "I got accepted Tyrone, got a place on the next HVAC course."
"My Man," said Tyrone with a big smile, "thass what I wanted to hear." He called over the other three young men and put his arm round J's shoulders. "You all see this man cos that's what he is - a real man. He's taking responsibility and stepping up to the plate. Getting a trade so he can support himself and his family and live a good life. Not looking to duck out or cut corners like some. You know what happens to them. They end up in the ground or wasting years of their lives." He pulled up a sleeve and showed some crude tattoos. "You see he's smarter than I was at his age. You all make sure you smart like him."
Young J wasn't much older than the students Dee taught herself. She could see his pride at the praise from Tyrone. She looked at the big rough man with new eyes herself. You'd never dream it to look at him or, even more, to hear him but he was making a difference. In his own way he was being an educator too.
The boys went back to their game and Tyrone strode towards a small building set off behind the court. Dee walked alongside him.
"I like what you did there Tyrone."
"My boss, Mr Taylor, likes us to take an interest in the community. Besides, it feels good you know." The big man almost seemed embarrassed. "I just got to see Silky for a few minutes if you'll wait."
He pushed open the door and led Dee into what could only be described as an old-style neighborhood dive. There were three or four men drinking at the bar and two men seated at a table facing the door. They were in conversation and looked rather out of place. One was a small man. The other looked huge, even sat on the long padded bar banquette, and had a cup of coffee on the table in front of him. His eyes met Dee's and he nodded slightly.
"Won't be a couple of minutes," muttered Tyrone and headed over to the barman. That sort of left Dee hanging...
"Trevon," said a deep rich voice, "you not being polite. The lady needs a seat and fetch what she'd like to drink."
"Sorry Shaka - yes sure thing." The small man got up like he'd had a fire lit under him. Dee couldn't help noticing that there were plenty of empty seats in the bar.
"I'm quite alright, thank you very much. I'm not staying."
His eyes were on hers. "I insist..."
What gave him the right to insist she did anything? But this was his world and it was obvious that he made the rules here. She looked at his own cup. "A coffee?"
The big man made a minute gesture with his finger and the other man scuttled over to the bar.
Now the man gave an easy smile and gestured to the newly-vacated space. "Come and sit next to me. Not often we get a fine lady like yourself at Silky's - so you need to come over and introduce yourself."
Dee hesitated momentarily and looked to the bar but Tyrone was nowhere to be seen.
The man chuckled. "I hardly ever bite - unless you ask me to of course. Now come make my day baby. Like I say - you are definitely someone worthy of a closer examination." When Dee still hesitated he stood up. He'd looked big sitting down but stood up he was massive. He had to be at least 6'8" and was seriously built from the ground up. Mother nature had made him a big man but he clearly looked after himself and had serious work in the gym to thank for his physique. Dee's eyes unconsciously drank in his presence and his power.
Another chuckle. "I see we both like what we see baby - now stop wasting time." He clicked his fingers and pointed at the place next to him.
Dee walked round the table and joined him. She was just about to sit when he held up a finger.
"I know you here with Ty but even Ty makes mistakes. Someone as sweet as you just might be a honey-trap for a hard-working community leader like myself. You poh-poh or a journalist?"
She shook her head.
"Just so's we can both relax." He leaned forward and his experienced hands rapidly frisked her from head to toe. It was very practised and professional but he had nonetheless just run his hands all over her body. The effect was NOT relaxing - in fact she felt electricity coursing through every inch of her body..
"So what brings you here with Ty - I think I'd have noticed if you were one of Taylor's girls."
"I'm visiting an old friend - I'm just on my way back to the hotel as I said."
"You talk real high-class, I like that, it's just like the rest of you." He smiled as her face reddened a little. "Your friend - anyone I know?"
"Jessica Lyons."
The chuckle came again. "Oh! Me and Jess know each other real well. I used to run security over there before I moved here. Talking of which."
A man had come into the bar and now nervously approached their table. He was perhaps fifty, a full decade older than Shaka, but he stood before the big man like a nervous schoolboy.
"Take a seat Drew, how can I help?"
"Well, I'm real embarrassed to have to ask..."
"We old friends - tell me your problem."
"We lost our refrigerator last night - I think the condenser is fucked. Had it a number of years so I really have to replace it and with this weather and the kids..."
"...and two weeks to the next pay check. Yeah - I know how that can be." He reached into his pocket and handed over a few bills. "That'll cover it - pay it back over the next three months so you don't have to operate too light."
"...the vig..."
"I know you and you know me. No vig between old friends like us. Or if there is - it's the pleasure of helping a good man and his family out of a hole."
Drew's face lit up and he seemed to drop about five years. He reached out and warmly shook Shaka's hand. "Thank you, man, thanks from all of us."
Shaka's face told that he regarded it as no big deal and Drew left. He noticed Dee watching him. "Its cool to be cool," he said quietly to her, "but sometimes..."
The next visitor was in his late twenties and somewhat shabby in appearance. He also approached Shaka and stood before the table but it seemed much more of an every-day occurrence for him. Shaka very noticeably did not ask him to sit down.
"I'm short on the rent Shaka. My family be put on the street unless I can get...uh...$300 dollars."
"You take me for a fool, Mike. I helped you out sometimes before but now you seem to have the notion I'm an ATM. Turn up and collect every week like welfare. Not so, Mike, not so."
"But my rent..."
"You in social housing - why you needing $300 unless you spending what you do get on something else. It going up your nose or on the ponies or what the fuck? $300! You trying to shoot me a fucking line too! How much you really short?"
Mike shuffled where he still stood. His eyes were on the ground. "$75."
Shaka scowled and then leaned back. "You's a fucking idiot. A child. You got a family and you trying all this shit. If someone loaned you three notes how would you pay it back, let alone the vig. Four notes before you knew it. They come looking for you and you got nothing for them - what happens then? Fucking no-mark."
"My rent..." Mike's voice was low now.
"Be here at 7 tomorrow morning. Silky been moaning about needing the outside of this place painted. Do that and you can have your $75."
Mike held out his hand but Shaka looked at him with scorn.
"You get it AFTER Silky has inspected and approved your work. Meanwhile, I'll talk to some friends of mine and see what we can arrange. I hear one of the guys in sanitation is moving on and I can get you a trial there."
"Sanitation - but I don't know nothing about that..."
"They'll train you as you go along. Cleaning the drains don't need a degree."
Mike looked like he'd just got a death sentance. Getting up for seven tomorrow was bad enough but this...
"Or, of course, you can get off your lazy ass and go find a job yourself, Mike. A radical suggestion I know - but there's your choice. Don't do either and I don't need to see you again. Understand."
"But Carli..."
"Got respect for your wife and your kids - it's you that's the problem. So if you fuck up again and she needs help then she'll get it. I can find her bar work but not so she's working three jobs to support your sorry ass. My condition would be that she see sense and kick you the fuck out. Them days is over, my friend, time to stop being a baby and man the fuck up. Make your choice and live by it and its results. Actions have consequences - like I always say. What do I always say?"
"Actions have consequences," muttered Mike.
"Don't just say it - understand what it means. Now get the fuck out..."
Mike slouched out. As he went a group of men sat at the bar gave a slow round of applause. "Preach it Shaka - but that one needed telling five or six years ago," one of the men said.
"Yeah," said Shaka, "well it's his last chance with me. Up to him if he takes it." He noticed Dee looking at him. "Like I say - I'm a local community leader here for the Foundation. We help out people need helping, but some don't need help they need..."
"...guidance," suggested Dee and then mentally kicked herself. That was the educator in her coming out. She was sure that people generally didn't complete this man's sentences for him.
He didn't seem to take offense - far from it. A brilliant smile showed in his coal-black face. "Yeah, I like that. You and me work real well together."
Dee could feel heat in her face again. These men - they made her feel like a giddy school-girl. She was a grown woman gosh darn it, not a love-sick teenager. She concentrated on keeping her thoughts appropriate. It was hard though - Shaka was more a presence than a man. It wasn't just his size. He seemed to radiate command and authority. She could sense that he was the sort of a man who drew everyone's attention wherever he went. He was so different to...
"I also handle special projects for the Foundation. Just had word of a possible new one today. I've been checking it out for potential. Pleased to say that it looks real good. I think I'm gonna enjoy my work breakin' ground on it."
"Oh," said Dee, "I'm pleased. I'd love to hear more but I think Tyrone is waiting..."
"He could wait awhile - he's had you most of the day. I've only got to enjoy your company for a few minutes. Ah well - next time you here..." He smiled and she realised she could go. That was really what it felt like - not that she'd decided to go but rather that Shaka had given her permission to do so.
***
"I see you met Shaka," said Tyrone as if it had been an accidental thing.
"He's ... very impressive," said Dee.
"Yeah - and you seeing him now that he's almost a reformed character. Back in the day he was something else. I wasn't scared of no-one on the streets but Shaka gave me some serious pause. Hell, when Levy got out of line that time it was Shaka that Mr Taylor sent over to straighten things out. Levy is a mad mother-fucka and we was all expecting blood but he took one look at Shaka and decided to make a deal. It's not just me - ANYONE would take a pause before they crossed him."
Most of that went straight over Dee's head but she understood that Tyrone had great respect for the other man. Indeed, Tyrone seemed almost embarrassed to have admitted the fact. Quickly he changed the subject and he and Dee chatted about her own life back home as they drove.
When they got to the hotel Dee half-suspected that Tyrone might make a move on her. He hadn't been hiding his interest in her all day and he didn't seem a man shy about asking for what he wanted. She was half-suspecting it and wholly dreading it. He was a fine figure of a man and she found him attractive but she was a respectable married mother of three. There was no way she could invite him up to her room, was there? The temptation was there - only God knew just how much it was there - but the consequences did not bear thinking about. She realised that she didn't dread his question so much as she dreaded what her answer might be.
Tyrone parked up and unloaded her bag. "I'll bring this through to reception and they'll take it from there. Shame you have to stay in a hotel - next time we might have to see if we can find you a bed over at the Foundation. If needs be I'll be happy to offer you a share of mine." He winked at her, chuckled one last time and then he was gone.
Suddenly Dee felt that she was back in reality - it was like waking up after one of those darned dreams. It felt like a bucket of cold water had been poured over her. All day she'd had men, men who she found dangerously attractive, playing court to her as if she was the sexiest woman on earth. It had been undeniably exhilarating, almost intoxicating, but now she was back to cold hard reality. She saw herself reflected in the glass of a window. How could she be so stupid? She was an almost forty year old school teacher with three children and a husband at home. Stood there in her sensible clothes and her sensible shoes - how could she ever have imagined that men like James or Tyrone could have a serious interest in HER. Not to mention....him, she didn't even dare to think about HIM. There wasn't the slightest possibility that a man like that would... He'd probably already forgotten that she even existed. No, she had to go back to her husband - her life was with David, that was reality.
***
Dreams aren't interested in reality.
That night, for the first time in months, Dee did not have the dream about Cassius. That night, in her hotel bed, she dreamed of Shaka...
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Back home Dee was soon back into the old routine. Looking after David and ferrying her children around to their various social and sporting commitments put paid to what little free time she had outside her teaching duties.
The only exception, of course, was when she was asleep. It was then that he came to her. His presence, the almost magnetic attraction she seemed to feel for him, his attitude that would seem vainglorious arrogance in anyone else. The power in those deep brown eyes and that commanding voice. In her dreams he came to her and she recognised him. Shaka - quite literally the man of her dreams. He would beckon to her and she would go to him. Then he stripped her and laid her bare in front of him. She was a white sacrifice to this Black God of masculinity and sexuality. He moved towards her and suddenly she saw his big Black cock stood up against his muscled chest. He was hard for her and was going to claim his right, the tribute that every woman he desired owed to him. He continued to move forward and pointed the end of his cock at her exposed and defenceless pussy and then...
She woke up.
Always at that point and always with a wave of crushing despair. She'd tried but she couldn't return to the dream if she tried to sleep again. The dream would only let her get so far. As if that next stage could only happen in person, flesh to flesh. She shivered and always got a grip on herself after a few seconds of such thoughts. It was just as well that half a continent lay between her and Shaka. That temptation had to be kept at much more than arm's length.
Three weeks after her visit to the Capital Dee got the belated call that she had been expecting. Emily excitedly informed her that after a long labor both mother and daughter were doing well. A picture soon arrived of Jess holding the new arrival. Her former student had that half-smile of the exhausted as she looked into the camera.
It was another few weeks before she heard from Emily again. This time the exuberant young blonde had some more time to speak and took great joy in describing the unbearable cuteness of little Amelia. "But what Amelia and all of us want to know is - when is Aunt Dee coming to see her?"
"It's not so easy Emily. You know that I'm a teacher and that this is a VERY busy time for me. Besides, David really doesn't like me being away from home."
"What," laughed Emily, "can't he look after himself for a couple of days. Would everything go to ruin if you took another trip over here?"
'No,' thought Dee, 'but he'd bitch and moan for weeks about it - just like last time.' She didn't say that of course. Instead she said, "But there are the children..."
"They aren't babies and it'll do him and them good not to have mommy waiting on them hand and foot for a couple of days. Besides, your talking about children sort of reminded me. Jess and I are both keen to ask your advice..."
Dee's attention picked up. It was much more pleasant to talk about how she could help the young mothers. "Anything at all, Emily, you know that."
"Well, it's just that - well, you'll think its silly. I know Jess has only just had Amelia but it's been a while for me and I still look and feel like a beached whale. You've had three children and your figure looks absolutely amazing. It might seem vain but we were hoping you could tell us your secrets. So WE need to see you soon - just as much as Amelia!"
There wasn't much secret about it - lots of hard work and careful attention to diet mainly - but the comment chimed loud for Dee. She was justifiably proud of how trim she was, despite her pregnancies, and she felt good that the younger women had noticed. She almost didn't notice Emily's teasing next remark until its significance hit her.
"Oh and we've had a certain someone come around here. A certain someone whose name begins with an S."
Dee felt her heart begin to pound and the sound of the phone suddenly seemed to become more intense somehow. The silence after Emily's statement was, in truth, momentary but to her it seemed to stretch for hours and the silence itself was a deafening white noise. Finally, it seemed after an agonising wait, Emily went on in the flirtatious tone of a school-girl discussing who had a crush on who.
"He came around supposedly to check on how Jess and Amelia were but he seemed to spend all his time talking about a certain someone else. He seemed VERY interested in everything about you and VERY insistent that we let him know as soon as we knew you were coming to visit again. I need to say - Shaka has a certain reputation you know."
Dee felt her head was in a spin. This was not what she had been expecting. "I know - Tyrone told me that he had a past, that all the men ... respected him."
Emily laughed. "The men - who cares what the men think! It's what we women know that counts. I'll just say that Shaka is supposed to be incredible where it counts, in bed. I've never had the pleasure myself but Jess reckons it's all true. She says being with him was one of the most intense experiences of her life."
This was all coming too fast. Dee was in confusion. Shaka was asking about her - he hadn't forgotten about her. She wasn't naive and she knew what that sort of interest from a man like Shaka meant. He wanted HER. She hadn't needed the recommendation of Shaka's sexual ability and potency. She had met him and the moment she had looked into those deep brown eyes she had known that he was a man who could turn her world upside down. After him nothing would ever be the same again. But, of course, she'd known that a man like him would never be interested in her. Except, now she knew different. She had to be strong and she knew that she could never risk visiting Jess again.
***
That night he came in her dreams again. He came and beckoned and, in her dreams, she went to him.
Never Say Never
Dee was a woman with considerable mental strength and determination. If would have amazed her to be told that her firm resolution not to go back to the Capital, not to go back to HIM, would have lasted only a couple of weeks.
To be fair to her though, the process that led to her rapid capitulation had been going on much longer than that. She had loved her husband when they married and given the chance she would still have loved him just as much. He was her spouse and the father of her three wonderful children. However, there had been that long process of drifting apart. Well, that wasn't quite right. He hadn't drifted anywhere so much as just stopped noticing her. She had become part of the furniture it seemed. Occassionally he'd give her a polish, so to speak, but her role was to look after the children and make his own life more comfortable. She had a horrible knowledge that if anyone had suggested to him that she was a sexual being with her own needs then he would just have laughed at such a foolish notion.
Dee looked at him now - sat in the kitchen. There was an aura of complacency all round him. She knew that he worked hard at the power company and that he helped maintain their standard of living but that couldn't be all there was, could it? Wasn't there supposed to be more give-and-take to a healthy relationship than just the material side? With them he seemed to have tapped into her natural generosity and exploited it ruthlessly. It didn't make it any better that he probably didn't even realise he was doing it. For him everything was fine, everything was OK.
Well, it wasn't OK.
The text messages had been the catalyst. Both from Emily. The first one had just read - 'S came round again. Wants us to ask you out here.' A week later the second had read - 'S was here. Told us to make sure you come soon.'
She still couldn't quite believe that a man like him was so interested in her. However, he had gone to see Jess three times about her. She knew a man like him didn't waste time on matters of no importance. She also knew that a man like him wouldn't wait forever. Through some amazing chance she had been thrown into his proximity and he had noticed her and had made his interest clear. It was up to her now. This window of opportunity would only last so long. She could accept the way things were or she could at least go and talk to him again. She could find out if what was glittering so attractively really was as golden as she had made herself believe.
"David," she said.
"Umm," he responded but kept reading. She was only apparently worth a small part of his attention.
"I want to go to the Capital again - to see the new baby."
That got his attention! He whined and bitched about it for the next couple of hours but, for once, Dee stuck to her guns. He wasn't going to cheat her of this.
Third Time's A Charm
She half expected James or Tyrone to meet her at the airport - but instead it was Emily. The blonde was as exuberant as ever and spent the whole drive talking non-stop. Dee kept expecting her to talk about Shaka but surprisingly he went unmentioned. The doubt began to grow in her mind that maybe she had left it too long - maybe he had lost interest. It left an empty feeling in her but at least she knew that she would get to see Amelia and perhaps, after all, it would be for the best.
Little Amelia was just too cute. Looking out at the big wide world through big brown eyes full of wonder as she lay contented in her mother's arms. Looking from Jess to her daughter Dee could see the resemblances between them. She was her mother's daughter - even if the world would say she was a different race. It showed how foolish such broad brush categories were. People were people. That didn't mean they were all the same but it did mean each deserved to be judged on his or her individual merits rather than because of their supposed 'race'.
People definitely weren't all the same and she got proof of that a few minutes later as she looked out of the big picture window in the lounge. Last time she had been here James and Tyrone had been working out there. This time she saw a small group of men arrive carrying tools. That wasn't too remarkable until she noticed the man who stood half-a-head taller than any of his colleagues.
It was Shaka - dressed in a work-shirt and pants. She watched the men - almost as though it were a show being performed for her benefit directly in front of the window. Shaka pointed and indicated to each of the men and then set them to work. Some of them didn't seem too enthusiastic and one prodded his shovel into the ground in a half-hearted manner. It had been dry and warm and Dee reflected that the ground would be hard or at least the top crust would be. Shaka strode up and picking up the tool drove its blade fully into the soil. He grasped the handle and with a flick turned over the shovel-full of earth.
Now the crust had been broken the man managed to dig from the exposed edge and started having some more success. Shaka watched for a while and then - it happened. Shaka took his shirt off and exposed the upper half of his body to the hungry eyes watching him from the house. His body was hard muscle. Not the inflated look of a juice-head but rather the solid physique of a man used to hard exercise and hard work. The dark skin of his arms seemed almost to dance and it took a moment to register with Dee that his arms each bore a full-sleeve tattoo of intricate abstract patterns writhing and inter-connecting across his skin.
His men were all digging away and Shaka waited until the quickest was a half way across his row. Then the big man calmly picked up a spare shovel and set to work. He didn't seem to hurry - he just made it look ridiculously easy. While the other men struggled he was all grace and power. It came as no surprise when his row was finished before any of the others.
The men worked on as the women talked. Every so often Dee would find herself gazing out at them. It had to be warm out there. The men were sweating and some were starting to puff out their cheeks with the effort. Shaka, of course, looked like he could go all day but even he stopped once to mop his fore-head.
"I think we need to fetch the poor dears some refreshment," said Jess. "They are all working so hard and its getting hot out there."
The two youngest members of the household were both asleep and so the women collected glasses and three big pitchers of iced lemonade and took them out to the men.
Emily went right and Jess went left so Dee was left going to the center and right in the center of the men was Shaka. It was almost as if it had been arranged that way The other men took a glass each and then moved off. Maybe they could sense that the big man wanted some time alone with the blonde.
Shaka raised his glass in a toast and then took a sip. "That's fitting," he said.
"Why?" she asked - mostly just to hear him talk again in that wonderful deep melted chocolate voice.
"Cause that's what I am. A thirsty man out in the heat. You came into my bar and you showed me that big pitcher of delicious iced water. I could taste it already and was looking forward to rolling it around my mouth and savouring every drop. But then you left and I'd only been allowed the smallest of sips. That was cruel Dee - depriving me like that."
Coming from David it would have been excruciating. Coming from this man it made Dee thrill to her very core. But, however she might feel, she wasn't a silly school-girl. She knew better than to show him how weak her defences were.
"Brought you a whole pitcher today," she gestured to the tray.
"You know which pitcher I want and it ain't that one but, I'm thinking, you just might have brought me that one too. How about it Dee - you gonna give me what I want later on?"
There it was - out and in the open. She should have expected it - he wasn't the sort of man to hesitate. He wasn't like ... her husband.
"Shaka, I'm sorry but I'm married."
He made a show of looking about. "Don't see him. Didn't see him last time neither. Does he know you out here? Does he know WHY you out here?"
Dee felt the blush in her cheeks.
"Yeah, sugar, you telled him you was coming to see the baby or Jess or the damn Lincoln monument but we both know that's foolishness don't we. Who did you come to see?"
There was silence and Shaka slowly raised a big hand to take her smaller one.
"Tell me, girl," his eyes were blazing and seemed to be boring into her own, "and tell me the truth." The next words were spoken slowly and clearly. "Who did you come to see?"
Dee glanced around - hoping the others couldn't hear.
Shaka moved his hand up to take her chin gently between two of his fingers. He moved in closer so his face seemed to fill her entire field of vision. "They don't matter - all that matters is you and me now. So tell me - WHO DID YOU COME TO SEE?"
"You Shaka - I came to see you."
He gave a little smile of satisfaction.
"But I can't. My family, my children." It was almost a wail of anguish.
His big finger touched her lips. "Who said we were going to do anything to hurt them. They part of your other life over there. I've got no part in that. I'm interested in your new life over here. In this part of your life I want to be your man and for you to be one of my women."
She noted the slight discrepancy there but couldn't say that it shocked her. The only surprise was that he didn't lie to her about it. She tried to imagine David coming out and making such an outrageous offer. It was totally impossible. Was that a good thing or a bad thing? Once she would have known but now she wasn't so sure.
It all still seemed ridiculous though. How could he really be interested in her? "Shaka, why me? I'm basically 40 - I'm not young any more or sexy or desirable. I'm a frumpy housewife and soccer mom. You can have any woman you want - why are you doing this to me?"
There was that confident smile again - accepting her little tribute to his attractiveness. "Well, I'm 41 - so I don't want to hear no more excuses about your age. As to the rest of that well I'm going to test your words. You think I'm a fool?"
"No Shaka."
"Damn right and you said I could have any woman I want. Well the woman I want is you Dee. So were you right - can I have the woman that I want?"
She couldn't answer. She knew she had to reject his advances - she was risking everything if she didn't. However, the words just wouldn't come. She realised that she had to change the subject and then get away from him. Get away back across the continent to David and safety.
"Ahem," she pointed to the men who she suddenly noticed were all now working on the far end of the projected new play area, safely out of earshot, "is this that new project you were talking about last time."
"No," he answered quite calmly, "but at this moment my new project is real close. This project needs my special attention and I'm going to make sure of success. There ain't nothing going to keep me from tasting those fruits." Then he leaned forward and kissed her on the mouth.
She should have backed away or slapped his face or run a mile or done ... something. Instead she froze and just stared at him.
"Any objections - cos you best call them out now. If you don't then that's gonna be happening a lot more as we progress."
She still didn't feel that she could move. She had to make a concious effort even to breathe.
Shaka nodded and moved in close holding her against his muscular chest. He kissed her hair and then murmured into her ear. "Got to go now, sweet thing. But I'll see you again real soon to claim my prize."
He moved towards his men walking with an easy stride. She just looked after him and wondered at how any of this could have come into her life.
***
"We picked well," said Emily as the two women still stood where they had watched the tableau unfold before them.
"It certainly seems so," replied Jess. "I wasn't quite sure about Shaka - he's very full on and you can never quite be sure which women will take his eye."
"We can, I think, safely assume that Dee has. She didn't seem to have any problem with his assertiveness did she?" Emily gave a little giggle.
Jess gave a little smile in response. "I think it's exactly what she needs and she's about to find that out." She gazed out at Dee and said, almost to herself, "You'd better hang on tight, girl, because he'll likely give you a wild ride."
"Lucky her," said Emily, "I think we should take Mr Taylor up on his suggestion now."
"Yes," replied Jess, "I'll ask him to ring Commonwealth Power as soon as possible."
The Long Journey Back
The rest of her visit went by in a whirl and when the time came to leave she half expected Emily to take her to the hotel. But that wasn't the plan at all.
"I'm your ride," said Shaka as he put her bag into the trunk of his Mercedes S63. "We got some stops to make before I take you where you need to be. Meanwhile I'll collect my fare now."
"Your fare?" asked Dee.
"Another kiss - but this time a real one." She didn't try to move away from him - they both knew that the time for such nonsense had passed. He had his little smile as he moved in and leaned down so that his mouth found hers. She had lifted her face to his almost without knowing she was doing it and she felt his lips and then his tongue as it sought her own. She opened her mouth, let her tongue meet his and threw her arms up around his neck. They shared a deep soul kiss for almost a minute and then he broke it. He saw the sparkle in her eyes and knew that he had timed it right. She was his now - it was just a matter of deciding how to enjoy her.
***
Their first stop wasn't far away - though the neighborhood was bleak to the extreme. The Mercedes pulled up by a group of young men stood on the corner. Shaka checked a pocket and then left the vehicle. He strode straight to the group of youths and they began talking. He nodded, gestured and then pointed down the road as if establishing a location. The corner-crew consulted and then one nodded. Shaka returned the nod and then walked back to his vehicle.



"First job half done," he said to Dee and they drove a couple of blocks to where another small group of African-American youths stood on the corner. Shaka went through the same routine and with the same result.
Back in the vehicle he gave a little grunt of satisfaction. "Never going to keep that trade out of areas like this. If you try you just spark a war. So we try and keep things quiet and away from the schools. The crews are generally alright once they know you ain't competition but you also ain't to be messed with. These two crews had some beef over territory. No money in it - they just didn't want to see any of the other crew from their spot. Nothing in it - but half of them would get killed over it unless someone could make a parley. That's my job round here. So it's done and we can move on."
"Isn't it dangerous?"
"Depends what they hooking. I know these and they tough kids but they ain't crazy. In other situations we would act different. As long as I have my little friend," he patted his pocket, "these won't give me any problems."
***
Their next stop was a one-story building out on the edge of the city. Its vivid neon signs gave away the nature of the establishment and Dee hesitated to join Shaka in leaving the car.
"This is my world girl, you need to see it and it needs to see you. No-one will mess with you just so long as you stay close. He pushed one arm slightly away from his body and it seemed the most natural thing in the world for Dee to hook her own into it.
Dee had no doubts as to her safety with this man. But she was venturing into places a far cry from her own world of safely dull suburbia.
The music was loud - hitting them as soon as they entered the club. A small crowd, almost all men, were present either seated at tables or standing by the rail. Their eyes were fixed on the girl spinning her body round the pole that occupied the center of her small stage.
She felt his mouth by her ear. "Never told me what you drink."
He held his own ear down to hear her response. "A beer, please."
He made a hand signal to the man behind the bar. A beer arrived and Shaka passed it to her. Dee sipped at the cold drink as she took in the bar. She'd never been anywhere like this before.
The dancer was naked save for a tiny thong. Her full breasts bounced as she moved across the stage towards the rail. Men held out currency to entice her nearer. Her dark body shined with moisture from her efforts dancing in the hot air of the club.
"Spect you think she being done down? Keep watching. That's Tonisha - one of our newest girls. Here she does what she wants and she ain't made to do nothing she ain't happy with. She likes to dance and she's good at it. Men like to watch her dance and to maybe get a little closer in a lap-dance. Works three evenings a week, not the busiest, and she's taking home the national average wage after deductions. 'Fore she was here she was working at the Golden Arches. One time you might ask her where she feels she was being done down. Some of these girls got degrees and they happy to dance here. Tonisha ain't got no degree - this is how she gets to live and put some by for her future."
A man with a shaven head came over and bumped fists with Shaka. "All good tonight - not a bad crowd already and it'll heat up as we go on."
"How's the week looking Hoss?"
"Holding up, holding up. Like I always say - men will always want to see a pretty girl. Talking of which - ain't you gonna introduce me?"
"Yeah, this is my girl Dee. Dee, this is Hoss, the co-owner and manager of this fine establishment."
Dee hardly heard the introduction. Her thrill at being described by Shaka as, 'my girl', was almost too intense.
The music ended and the dancer came off stage - replaced as she went by another Black girl. Tonisha came over too them with a garter belt stuffed with currency and a tongue lolling out like a cartoon dog's.
"Damn, it's hot dancing tonight. Need a cool one if anyone'll take pity."
Shaka smiled - the hustle came natural to these girls. He signalled twice to the barman and soon a cold beer appeared in front of both Tonisha and Dee. Dee was nervous and felt a little out of place so she had been taking regular little drinks but her glass was still half-full. She registered that she would have to be careful - she'd never been a real drinker and now she was seriously out of practice.
Tonisha was looking at her. "You coming to dance?"
Dee almost spat out a mouthful of beer. Again with the dancing. First Cassius and now Tonisha. She liked to dance but she'd never done it for a crowd, let alone in a place like this.
"We have an amateur night..." ventured Hoss with a gleam in his eye.
Dee looked to Shaka. He was smiling at her confusion but stepped in to save her. "I don't think so - not just now anyway. Certainly not tonight - we got to roll."
***
Their last stop was familiar to her already - Silky's Bar. The dive was marginally busier - perhaps because it was later at night. Men lined the bar and Silky had a bar-man helping him. Shaka pulled out a stool for her, "I'll get you a drink." He moved up the bar to talk to the bar-man.
She felt isolated without his strong presence - even more so when a minute later she sensed men moving to the bar on each side of her. She glanced nervously. They were both young, only in their late twenties at the most, and both wore the uniform of the streets. They could easily have been members of one of the corner-crews that she'd seen Shaka talking to earlier on.
"Not seen you here before, babe."
"Nah, she come to get what she can't get at home."
They had moved closer to her now and she felt the pressure of their bodies against hers. A Black hand casually landed on her thigh as she sat on her stool.
"Yeah, we know what you here for and we got it here for you."
Maybe it was the beers but Dee didn't resist when he took her hand and held it to the front of his pants. Her fingers felt the hard bulge there.
"Latrell man - don't you know who she came with?" That was Silky.
"Shut the fuck up Silky. Don't matter who she came with, it matters who she's going home with."
A voice cut in, a voice laden with authority. "She's going home with the man she came with." Shaka was there with her beer. He snapped the fingers of his free hand and Latrell jumped away from the bar. The young man was wide-eyed now and staring at Shaka. "No dis man," his voice was almost panicked, "we just thought we was giving her what she came for."
Shaka stared at him - his face hard. Then he relaxed a little. "I'll let it slide but I don't want to see you here again tonight. Before you go you apologise to Silky for the disrespect."
The two youngsters bolted for the door and Shaka moved in close to Dee. "Oh yeah, you a frumpy old lady alright. I leave you thirty seconds and they already moving in on you. Well it's bad news for them cos when you here you my bitch. You got that? Time will come for sharing but just now I want to keep all that sweetness for my greedy self." He looked up, "Office in use Silky?"
The old bar-tender smiled. "Feel free - after all you are the owner."
Shaka gestured to the beer. "Drink that." She already felt a bit buzzed but she did as he demanded and drank it as quickly as she could. His big hand then found hers and he led her round the bar to a small room behind it.
There was a chair and a desk piled high with old invoices and flyers. Shaka swept a big pile off onto the floor with his free hand. Then, in a smooth movement he took Dee by the hips and lifted her till she was sitting on the edge of the desk with her legs hanging down off the ground.
His eyes held hers almost as if she was in a trance. His fingers came up to gently caress her face. "You been done wrong girl. Not just out there by those two but you been much deeper hurt over there. He don't know what he's got. He took a beautiful woman and stole her confidence. I could see that the second I saw you and I knew I had to possess you - to make you mine and at the same time set you free. When you over here you'll be my bitch and we ain't gonna be hiding it. How you feel going round the hood with me tonight? Be straight with me."
She thought. "It felt good Shaka, it felt ... special to be with you."
There was that little smile again - a smile of triumph, the smile of a winner. "But you is special, baby. That's how you should be feeling all the time. When you with a real man you know it coz they make sure you feel that way."
He gently raised her left leg and eased off her slip-on shoe. "First, we got to take off all this. Might feel comfortable but now you gonna be my bitch we gonna have to make some changes." With deft experienced fingers he proceeded to strip her down to her underwear. She only helped him when she needed to momentarily ease off the desk so he could remove her pants. Once done his imperious tap on the wood had her settling her butt back where he had placed her.
Finally he reached behind her and released her bra. His big hands moved to take her breasts. His thumbs gently teased her nipples. They had always been sensitive and she knew they were reacting to him. He bent his head down to her and took one nipple into his mouth. The warmth and his playful tongue worked on her body and she shuddered a little as she moaned softly.
Then his eyes were back locked on hers. "You don't disappoint, Dee. That husband of yours is blind or a fool. Well I'm not blind or a fool. I never saw no soccer mom, I knew who you really were from the moment I layed eyes on you and I know how a woman like you needs to be treated." He glanced down at her panties. "You gonna take them off for me - so we can do what needs to be done."
Maybe it was the beer or the moment or the truth of his words but Dee did a very dangerous and a very crazy thing. She eased her way out of her panties.
Shaka nodded gravely and then, almost ceremoniously, removed his pants. He stepped forward and eased Dee's butt forward to the very edge of the desk. Finally he let her see what she needed to see. Just as in her dreams Shaka was big and his cock stood proudly up against the muscles of his chest, dark skin against dark skin. He was hard and ready for her. He held his powerful shaft and ran the head of his cock up and down the lips of her exposed sex.
"This is a beautiful pussy - from now you keep it trimmed right back if you can't shave it. We both need to see this without anything in the way."
She knew what he meant. She was almost hypnotised by the contrast between the dark skin of his powerful cock and the pale skin of her pink pussy. She needed to see him enter her - to see the moment when he took her as his.
He tapped the big head of his cock against the top of her pussy - against her most sensitive part. "You want this, Dee. You sure you don't want to go home to your husband?"
"Yes Shaka, please.."
That warm flesh kept pressing against her and then being removed, teasing her with his nearness and his strength. "I'm going to - but on my conditions. I'm not a plaything for any beautiful white woman to come down and have fun with. When I take you I'll be doing just that. From then on I'll only be lending you back to him when you have to go back there. In reality you'll be belonging to me, you'll be my bitch. Got that?"
"Yes - I know that." She did, from the very core of her being. She understood there would be no going back to how things had been, no safe boring reality for her any more. Real life would become here - the way she was back home would be the sham, the act, the lie.
"Never saw a pussy needed a good fucking so bad. Been neglected way too long. Had a fool in charge who let things slide. Not no more. From now on this is mine and I'm going to take it when and where I want. Understand?"
"Please..." She just needed to have him in her - to see and feel him enter her.
"Nah," the big cock head tapped her again, "you need to say it. Who does this pussy belong to?"
"You Shaka."
"So I can have it when and where I want?"
"Yes Shaka."
He nodded and tapped her again with his cock. He seemed to ponder a moment and then moved forward his face close to hers. "When I take you there won't be any excuses. You'll have thought it out and took a decision and given yourself to me. If you want this," the heavy head of his cock tapped against her as if demanding admittance, "then that's how it has to be. I'm not dipping this once - I'm owning it. You get me?"
He stepped back and then dropped to his haunches between her legs. "A little down-payment," he said as he moved forward. She felt his breath on her pussy - his warm teasing breath. Then his fingers eased her apart and allowed his tongue to explore. His hands held her legs tight or she would almost have leapt off the desk at his first touch. Her sensations were at fever-pitch and every movement he made was a revelation. When his strong experienced tongue found her and began to pleasure her it all released in a mighty wave of lust and emotion and joy. Her legs shook in his hands and her body juddered and she put back her head and screamed. He didn't stop he just continued his deliberate practised and exquisite treatment of her. She didn't stop either - she continued to howl her response to him. The logical, careful, conservative, respectable Dee had gone. The passionate, sexual, free animal spirit of her was reborn and, at least for that moment, held her soul.
Finally he stopped and looked at her. She was breathing hard and had to refocus her eyes. She felt like she'd done a twenty-mile run - in truth she'd only been a couple of minutes under Shaka's sexual prowess. 'That was just the foreplay,' was the only thought running through her brain, 'sex with him would destroy me.' It sounded ridiculous but she knew it was literally true. The old Dee would not survive sex with this man. If he gave her what she desperately wanted, now more than ever, then she wouldn't be able to trust herself after that. She wouldn't know what else she might be ready to dare, to risk, to knowingly give up just to get more.
That moment would not come tonight. Shaka retrieved his clothes. "Coming back there won't be no alcohol or surprises or excuses. You come back here in June and you come back in that minivan of yours. That's what I want and that's what I'll get. That clear? Once you've given me what I want then I'll start giving you what you need. Start breaking the real Dee out of the crap that's been entombing her. I don't want his Dee - I want the real Dee."
He walked round the desk, opened a drawer and retrieved a box. He clicked his fingers and Dee, still naked, got off the desk after gingerly testing her wobbly legs to check they would support her. With studied care he removed her small diamond stud ear-rings - an anniversary gift from David in the early years of their marriage - and replaced them with his gift to her. They were three inch hoops in gold with an 'S' formed inside each hoop by silver encrusted with brilliants that caught the light. She would never have worn such ear-rings. Or, to be accurate, the old Dee would never have worn such ear-rings. She stood as he placed them in her ears and understood that he was marking her as his. If the patrons outside hadn't heard her howling the place down then one glance at her new hoops would tell them all they needed to know.
Shaka studied his work. "Hmmnnn, look real good on you Dee. Lets everyone know you're my bitch - let's them know to stand aside till I'm ready to share you. Best you get some clothes on before we step out there tho."
Dee stumbled her way back into her clothes. Her mind was in a whirl. When she was done Shaka handed her a small box. "Put them in your pocket." It was her old studs, her husband's loving gift to her. She realised that she would have forgotten them and left them here but for Shaka's gesture. She'd have to be sure to put them back in before she got home.
He left her at the hotel after taking both her hands in his. "Three things - so I know you serious about this. When I see you next you'll be wearing my hoops. You won't fly here you'll drive over in that nice minivan of yours. Then, of course, we'll need to set a date so you won't keep me hanging like last time." He named the date in June and even as he kissed her good-bye Dee knew that the fates had conspired against her.
The hoops were easy - the other demands not so much. She could just about get away for two days if she flew. There was no way she could take a week off and drive both ways across the country. Maybe Shaka planned on her not returning home but no matter what happened she knew that she would never leave her children. If she had to wear rags and eat slops and live with ... her husband ... she would NEVER leave her babies. Anyway such a long absence, even once, would be impossible to arrange outside the holidays and impossible at any time with David. It was out of the question anyway on the date Shaka had specified, had demanded. How bad could her luck be that he had asked for her to come to him, to be claimed by him, on her wedding anniversary?
The flight home was filled by regret - by the realisation that she couldn't make it happen. There was just no way - it would take a miracle...
***
David's face was serious. "We need to talk - I got called into my boss' office. There's a re-structuring going on."
She'd only just got home and knew it had to be serious for her husband to be shaken out of his torpor like this. Had he been fired?
He saw her expression. "No, Dee, I'm not being let go. It seems they've finally recognised my potential. They want to give me a promotion - more responsibility and some more money too."
She kept looking into his face. He'd wanted this for years - he should be jubilant. There should be champagne corks popping, at least metaphorically. Instead he looked worried.
"It's just, um, that it means re-locating. The job will be back home - in Ireton - and they need me to start almost immediately or it's a no-go."
Ireton. Up in the North of her old home state. Ireton. Thirty minutes drive from the Capital (or an hour if traffic was as terrible as usual). Ireton. An easy short drive from Shaka and all that Shaka offered her.
"They've arranged accommodation for me temporarily and once your school year is over you can all come out and join me. In the meantime you can come out for weekends while we set up a new permanent place. I know it's hard on you but you'd soon get another post in a good school back home and the kids might miss here for a while but they'd soon make new friends and they'd be so much closer to our families."
He was gabbling away and everything he said was true but she hated how he was saying it. Almost pleading with her to let him have what she knew was his greatest desire in life. Why didn't he just put the case to her and make the decision? It was clearly the right one. Why did he push the decision onto her - make it her responsibility?
She'd felt that Shaka was in the past as she flew home. Now she knew that the temptation of all he offered had not only returned but had just magnified a thousand-fold. Drive to him from here? No chance. From Ireton it would be so easy. That just left the matter of the date. Well, she'd leave it to fate and her husband to decide. If he could try to duck important decisions and load it all onto her then she could do the same - just that he wouldn't know it.
***
The chipmunk looked a little dishevelled. It nibbled on a nut and then lay back in some bracken and appeared to belch. The children giggled - they hadn't known chipmunks did that any more than Dee did.
Nearby was a slightly smaller chipmunk scurrying about and cleaning their nest. "The female tends to the living quarters and makes any necessary repairs." The voice-over was in that neutral accent that really could be from almost anywhere in the country. Clearly put onto this BBC nature programme to sell it to the States.



"The male waits as the female prepares their living accommodation." Mr Chipmunk seemed to be doing OK. He gazed about himself with a complacent air - he did remind Dee of someone - and then used a front paw to scratch his butt. More giggles from the kids.
"Nature is a world of competition and each must fight for his place and the right to a female." The camera cut to another chipmunk, a chipmunk sleek of fur and bright of eye. His fur seemed darker to Dee and he certainly seemed bigger than either of the other two. She knew the BBC carefully edited these shows but the new arrival really did seem to spot the female and begin to move in.
Mr Chipmunk suddenly became aware of the new arrival. He struggled upright out of his bracken couch and chattered in a high tone. The new arrival just came purposefully on and gave a single commanding squeek. That was it for Mr Chipmunk. His ears went down, he turned tail and he got out of there as quick as he could. The new arrival advanced to the nest and the female, without a passing glance at the retreating Mr Chipmunk, moved closer to him to exchange sniffs and nuzzles.
"The alpha male claims his prize." The new arrival moved around behind the female and...
"DAD - we were watching that!"
David had a set look on his face. He didn't like that sort of thing in family viewing.
'It was so easy in nature,' thought Dee, 'none of the complexities we humans load on ourselves. If he'd watched more of these shows he might have learned his lesson and been more of a man these last few years.' Well, it might be too late now but that was up to him. If he got his finger out and made an effort for their anniversary - it should be easier now he couldn't just follow his usual routine - then that would be one thing. If he didn't then, well, he should have learned his lesson from poor Mr Chipmunk.
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Virtue and Its Rewards
Kali awoke in bed and rejoiced in the pleasures of life. She almost sensed as well as felt the body of the young woman with her. She leaned forward to kiss the girl's shoulder - felt the warmth of the firm young skin against her lips. The girl shifted a little in her half-sleep and gave a delicious little murmur.
What a find Charli had been. Such a performer - both publicly and privately. Kali recalled her the night before. She had been clad in black latex - her magnificent firm young breasts barely held in check, her long blonde hair flowing, her tall form statuesque. Such a contrast to the two white men whom she had led round the stage on leashes. Both pudgy and pink, one old enough to be her father, almost her grandfather. Her strength and poise and confidence contrasting so starkly with their shambling weakness and abject submission.
She had paddled their chubby white asses a fiercely blushing pink, had stepped on their prostrate bodies in her vicious heels, had put ice on their little pink erections to get them into a tight restrictive metal cage. She, in short, had put them in their place.
The audiences - both in person and online - LOVED her. She so obviously enjoyed her work. In fact there was really only one thing that she ever complained about. Those puny little pink pricks and their embarrassingly futile erections. Kali smiled to herself. She couldn't blame the 'men'. Charli was exceptional. Often their first glance would be enough to have the 'men' begin to 'show their appreciation' of her perfect body, her large but firm breasts.
That was Charli's greatest asset as a performer. She was the purest natural. She didn't need to act. She seemed genuinely outraged at the idea that a white boy would dare look at her sexually. A little unreasonable given that Charli was generally dressed provocatively if she was dressed at all. The poor white boys never stood a chance. Not least because most knew that they would be punished for it and that just made their little pink pricks want to grow all the more!
It was the natural way of things. Kali had little use for men, none at all sexually, but she knew that her young white lover did not share that fundamentalism. It was simply that Charli had a certain very defined taste in men.
Kali and Charli. The two names went together so well. Kali pondered, as she often did, how things might have been. She had been fortunate enough to meet the love of her life but then had lost her, with sudden and brutal immediacy. Even in that second of horror she had known that she could never love like that again. She reached a hand around Charli's body and gently fondled her breast. The girl squirmed a little and Kali kissed her neck tenderly. No, she would never have another love like that again. However, she could still enjoy delicious playthings like Charli.
The girl had been with her for a year now - had a reputation even among Kali's protégés and pupils. There weren't so many girls that had played a big part in getting their own mother Black bred! Kali had heard that story of course - even had it confirmed to her by Charli herself. Well, Kali had been around a long time, had been around certain people a long time...
Kali knew that Georgia, Charli's mom, was very definitely old enough and smart enough to have known just what she was doing. If the latent desire hadn't been there and hadn't been strong then no amount of suggestion could have got her to where she was now. Kali had no reason to doubt that Charli and that wild roommate of hers, Lex, had been behind setting Georgia off down that path. However, she very much doubted that it had originally been their idea. Someone had demonstrated to them the motive and the opportunity.
It really wasn't her problem who that might have been - she was merely curious. Everyone seemed happy to live with the story and the end result - an attractive white MILF with her first Black baby growing in her belly. Amazing how often it tended to turn out that way among white women that came into contact with certain Black men! Well no, not amazing at all. Very natural. In fact the most natural thing in the world.
Kali's hand strayed down to the firm flat stomach of her young white lover. Empty at the moment but full of potential. Kali had no use for men but didn't expect that to be true of everyone. She knew Charli had learned her old Master's lessons well. She also knew the girl was not a hypocrite. If she had helped send Georgia down that path then it was undoubtedly because she intended to follow it herself.
Kali kissed the girl's ear and then tickled it with her tongue. Charli murmured in half-protest. Kali smiled. This one truely was one of her favourite pets.
Virtue and its Rewards (again)
Georgia looked down at the rough Black hand as it stroked her round belly. There was no doubt about it. These men did love to see a White woman with a Black man's baby inside her. Which was just as well because there was absolutely no chance of hiding that fact by now. In the first few months she'd found herself horny as fuck. Her Master and baby daddy had kept her exclusive until there'd been no doubt about her baby-bump. After that things had got a bit wild!
In this last couple of months she had slowed down a lot. She hadn't got the stamina and her new body-shape cut down on the positions that could be enjoyed in comfort. That didn't mean she couldn't enjoy herself however.
She grasped the base of the coal-black shaft gently but firmly between her fingers. It was a really impressive one. Good meaty thickness and a solid eight inches. She'd seen enough of him with Ann to know that he knew how to use it as well. Should she be embarrassed that she couldn't quite remember his name? What the hell, he certainly didn't seem embarrassed. She saw him glance down to her swollen belly and then across at Dee. She felt his beautiful cock thicken and grow in her hand.
Georgia felt mischievous. She decided not to suck the man's cock - well not for a moment anyway. Instead she put her mouth up to his ear while her hand continued to stroke his growing cock.
"See my friend there - she's got a white husband at home..."
He didn't react much to that. Most of the white women at the club had some loser white boy waiting for them at home.
"...so we took a long time to persuade her to dump her pills..."
Oh - that got a reaction all right. His attention was focused real hard on Dee now. His cock was almost pulsing in Georgia's hand.
" ...and even longer to get her to come out when she's good and fertile. Now we just need a potent Black bull to take charge and give her what she needs."
He turned her head to look into her eyes - checking to see if she was serious. Georgia raised an eyebrow in a studied way. He smiled - he'd chosen to believe her. It was hotter that way.
There was a commotion across the room. His friend pulled out of Dee and moved quickly to cum heavily in strong spurts over her face and hair. Dee squealed in mock protest and moved to wipe a strong spurt of his cum from dangerously close to her right eye.
"Hey - watch out where you're shooting," she giggled. Then she went silent as she felt her legs grasped in strong fingers and the head of a hard Black cock nuzzling her cunt.
"Won't need to worry about that with me bitch." He moved his heavy dark body forward and then began a steady stroke in and out of Dee's body. "I'll be putting it where it counts."
Georgia watched on in satisfaction. A lot of the Black guys just liked fucking white women, especially hot wives. However, there were plenty more who had that ultimate desire - to knock up a white woman, preferably send her home to her white boy husband with her belly full of the proof of his inability to satisfy her needs. This man was most definitely one of them. She'd have to get his details. Her Master could point him in the direction of a lot of just that sort of action.
"You Black-owned bitch?"
"Yes," Dee's voice was breathy, she was feeling the weight and powerful intent of his strokes into her. "I'm a Black-owned white ho."
He chuckled, he liked that. Then he got that heavy rolling stroke going again - made the woman under him moan her satisfaction.
"You Black-only bitch?"
Dee didn't answer him - just wrapped her arms around his muscular back as if to pull him deeper into her. It didn't work - he wanted her full attention, wanted her to get the message. He paused in his stroke and drew a whimper of annoyance from her.
"Tell me bitch - you Black-only?"
"Except for my husband." She said it low, knowing it wouldn't be an acceptable answer for a man like this.
"Ain't you Shaka's bitch?" His finger touched the gaudy hoop-ring that hung from her ear. "Ain't he told you to cut your cracka boy off yet? So's we can get you Black-owned for real."
Of course Shaka had. Dee hadn't had sex with her husband for months now. When he had expressed any interest she had feigned a head-ache or given him a quick hand-job. Frankly it had been no sacrifice - for her at least. However, she knew what was expected of her.
"I'll do it if you'll fuck me - prove to me that no white boy can fuck me like a real Black Bull can."
She saw his smile and the glint in his eye. He liked that. "Not just gonna fuck you bitch - gonna breed you. Make you like your friend over there."
Dee's eyes went to Georgia, to the baby in Georgia's belly. The two women's eyes met. They were all in the zone now. Even the third of the Black friends, the one who'd been fucking Ann doggy-style in the ass, had stopped with his hands still grasping the white woman's hips. Then he began a long low stroke as the two of them watched Dee and her bull.
The third man had slumped down alongside Georgia. She almost automatically used her mouth to clean his seed and Dee's pussy juices from his cock. She felt his fingers gently run through her blonde hair as she worked.
"You sure that's a little nigga you got in there?"
She looked up at him and nodded.
"Looks like Odell is gonna do the same for your friend there."
Odell was certainly doing his level best. He was kneeling on the bed and powering his hard Black cock in and out of Dee's defenceless white pussy. Beads of sweat stood out on his dark forehead and then ran down his face as he worked on, his face intent and determined. A magnificent ebony warrior determined to claim his prize.
"Tell me what you want bitch."
"Fuck me, fuck me harder."
"Yeah - gonna fuck this pussy, make it Black-only. Like all premium pussy should be."
"That's right - make it yours, make it yours..."
He slowed up and concentrated on pushing deep and rolling his hips with every stroke. Dee looked up into his intent face. Her eyes were shining with lust, her lips slightly parted, her mind processing the sensations from his Big Black Cock pushing deep inside her and his strong Black hands holding her.
"You want me to make that pussy sing bitch?"
She didn't reply, she just kept looking up into his hard, almost cruel, face. He knew he had her now and she knew he had her too.
"You know what you needs to be doing don't you. You needs to stop talking about being Black-owned until you can show the proof."
Again there was no reply but once more he saw Dee's eyes flicker across towards Georgia.
He laughed a deep rumble of a laugh. "Yeah - you acting all innocent little teacher-lady but you already learned that lesson ain't ya. What you need to be doing?"
Dee swallowed and opened her mouth but no words seemed to come.
"Georgia - tell her."
"You need to be bred Dee. You need to put that rich potent Black seed to work and make a baby."
"What about your other friend, Ann, what she say?"
Ann was on her hands and knees - maintaining the position where a minute earlier she'd taken a heavy load of African seed deep in her ass. She knew how her Black men loved to see the results of their hard work. Her pale butt showed two distinct pink hand marks where he had gripped her.
"Dee saw me take my pregnancy test last week - she knows what I think."
"Tell her - just so's we all know."
"If we want all that the Black man can give us then we need to be ready to be their baby-mommas. Just like me and Georgia are for Izeye."
The man behind Ann playfully swatted her already pink ass cheek. "You a bad bitch - trying to get yo' friend knocked up."
"She needs to be, she needs to know what it's all about. Needs to feel that rush when your Black man seeds you, puts his baby in you."
"Damn," chuckled Odell. "Seems we got two well-trained bitches here and one who been flunking the class. So teacher-girl, what's the lesson for today?" He patted the skin just above Dee's pussy with his big Black paw of a hand. "Who this belong to?"
"Black men," Dee seemed to have got her voice back.
"What we do to it?"
"You fuck it, you fuck it hard." She obviously was desperate for him to resume doing just that.
"And why we doing that?"
Silence.
"Tell me - why we doing that?"
"To make me pregnant."
"Yeah, that's right. To knock you up, to put a Black baby in you, to breed you black. To make sure there ain't no going back. That's what its all about. Making that commitment - showing that commitment like Georgia is over there and like your other friend will be soon. You going to do it?"
They could all see the battle raging in Dee's soul. The knowledge of how dangerous it was for her. The temptation of how hot this masterful Black man made her feel. She'd appreciated that Shaka had let her come to a decision in her own time but a strong handsome man demanding it of her was doubly dangerous, doubly arousing, for a woman like her.
"Yes."
Odell moved the thick tip of his cock back up against the entrance of Dee's pussy. He tapped her with it gently as if demanding admission.
"Didn't quite hear that - gotta speak up in class teacher-lady."
"Yeeessss," it was almost a growl, between gritted teeth.
He tapped her once more with that dangerously addictive Black weapon. "Once this goes in I ain't taking it out till I've coated them eggs. You got that ain't you."
He knew he had her - he'd seen that look in a woman's eyes before. Now he was just having a little fun.
"Stop talking and fuck me, please..."
Well it was only polite to do what a classy lady like Dee requested. He pushed his Big Black Cock home into warm wet pussy and began to fuck her with real intent.
No more words.
No more questions.
No more BS.
His strong arms held him above her as he looked down into her face. He was fucking her hard but seemingly effortlessly. He was a beautiful athletic man claiming her for his own. She looked up into the calm confident set of his face and felt her body begin to melt. Felt the wave of desire rushing through her - felt her breathing change into fierce sharp pants of lust and desire. She gasped and held onto him, knew that it was out of her hands now. This man wanted her and was going to take what he wanted.
She shuddered and moaned, her hands gripping his body tightly. She saw his mouth tighten a little and knew what would happen. He gave another three powerful thrusts and then grunted. He kept going with slower deep thrusts. She knew what he was doing. He was milking every drop of his cum into her and then pushing it just as deep as he could. He was trying to make sure of her - to send her home with his baby in her.
She felt her breath coming in great shuddering gasps. Knew that he couldn't know if she was fertile and unprotected or not. He'd just made sure that if the opportunity had been there he had taken it. He had bred her.
She made to move but a big Black hand gently held her in place.
"You just stay there - make sure that seed gets where it needs to be. Gonna be keeping my eye on you teacher-lady. Georgia there will be telling Shaka what happened here tonight. Now you ready to be bred I'm guessing Shaka will get the job done real soon. If he don't then after a while I'm going to have to take charge. Take you back to my crib and keep you there till you showing you Black bred for real. No more free rides teacher-lady. Time we got you Black-owned for sure."
No struggle, no denial, no protest. The Black man had spoken and had demanded his prize. Dee would have to give herself fully or return to her old dull life, to her husband.
There could be only one possible decision.
The Ritual of Ownership
Kali had been looking forward to this moment for a long time. In designing these little shows it helped to have that spark of inspiration. That certain something that produced the magic.
For most of the audience today it didn't really take too much to work out what that certain something was. Fertile white pussy. You didn't really have to gild that particular lily too much but Kali was a professional and for a co-production with Mr Taylor, going to all his thousands of influential patrons and donors, she wanted to put on a real spectacular.
She strode out to the centre of her stage and struck the floor with her stave as a signal for the show to begin. The live audience were mixed both in gender and in race. Only one group was noticeably absent from the live audience, white males. That would be more than made up for by the number viewing the live-streams either now or in archive. White men would pay handsomely for the chance to view something like this, something authentic.
The stars of the show both entered the stage hooded and cloaked. Anonymous. Flanked on each side by Kali's female African-American assistants. The hoods and cloaks were deep scarlet, like blood. One hooded figure was only a couple of inches short of six feet, the other only marginally shorter. The shapes of their bodies were mostly hidden by the folds of their cloaks but not entirely. No-one viewing them could doubt for one moment that they were female. They were effectively blind, only able to see the ground before their feet - each was guided by the young Black woman holding their arm.
As they entered the stage its empty edges steadily filled. Men. Dark men with shining eyes and strong white teeth. Tongues running over lips. Silent and waiting for the show to unfold.
Kali made a gesture and then withdrew a little. A new Master of Ceremonies stood forward to take her place for the evening. Black jacket and pants, a black muscle-shirt and heavy gold jewellery around his neck. His face was that deep almost purple-black that showed West African ancestry. His expression was one of calm satisfaction. It was a hard face, not made any more handsome by the long knife-scar on one side, a face from the streets. He commanded respect and one glance told anyone with eyes that anything he wanted that wasn't given would be taken.
The man took the centre of the stage - as seemed natural. He snapped his fingers - the noise unnaturally loud in a room so packed and so hushed. The two hooded figures were pushed forward to just in front of the man and then a strong insistent female hand was placed on each of the hooded women's shoulders.
They obeyed the unspoken instruction and each sank to their knees, still hooded and effectively blind. The man before them gestured to Kali's assistants and the two Black women withdrew.
Now there was just the big Black man with the two smaller figures kneeling before him. Then the great space of the stage before the ring of watching men and beyond them the seated audience of men and women. Beyond even them were the cameras, recording every moment and streaming it out across the world.
The man put his hands behind his back and slowly circled the two kneeling figures. The robes and hoods twitched a little as the hidden women moved. Trying to sense the presence that was examining them so intently. Such small movements but they were eloquent of the excitement hidden under those folds of scarlet material.



The man finally came to a halt. He rested a big dark hand on the head of one of the hooded figures. Strong fingers clenched a little and took a handful of the material. He grasped and gently pulled. The soft material slowly slid off the woman's head and finally left her revealed. Long blonde hair, blue eyes, pale skin. Young and beautiful. A face well known to any of Kali's members and patrons. Her eyes blinked against the sudden light of the room. She looked up and saw the man. She gasped. Now the man smiled - a smile of triumph.
He repeated the process for the second hooded figure. Another beautiful young white girl - similar in many ways to the first. They could almost have been sisters, almost.
Each girl was naked save for a leather collar and an attached leash. They each knelt with their hands holding the ends of their leash in front of them. Behind them was their long blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail.
Each girl had gasped a little when her hood had been removed - when she had seen the man. They knew him and they knew that he had unfinished business with them.
He paced slowly around the two young women like a big cat patrolling his territory. The girls each tried to keep him in vision as he moved. However, in maintaining their position they lost sight of him as he passed behind them. Then they turned their heads and waited for him to come back into vision.
He finally came to a halt in front of them, standing with his legs apart. He waited a few seconds and then pointed each fore-finger at the floor a foot or so in front of him. The girls immediately shuffled forward until they had taken the positions indicated. They stared up into his face, stern and dark.
He reached forward and took the ends of each leash that were still being proffered to him. He gave one sharp tug on each and then unclipped them from the girls' collars.
The man walked up to the slightly taller of the girls as she knelt there. Her blue eyes gazed up at him, fixed on following his every move. A rough Black finger traced a pattern on the smooth pale skin of her cheek. The girl gave a little involuntary shiver. The man smiled, a bleak smile. He knew he had her if he so desired, today tomorrow or any day in the future.
"So you are one of Kali's assets. Been making good coin for her I hear." He reached into a top pocket of his jacket and pulled out a card advertising flyer. "The face of this fine establishment."
Every one there and everyone watching knew the image on that card. Charli on her hands and knees looking playfully into the camera with an admission ticket to the club in her mouth. Collared and with a dog leash hanging down to the floor between her hands. In the image she was naked or at least topless. The rings of her nipple piercings were visible. Her long blonde hair hung in two braided pigtails in either side of her face. Her strong white teeth held the ticket, her almost impossibly blue eyes connected with the viewer.
"Just that Kali can't give you everything you need. Others of us can - and we can put those newly learned talents of yours to work too. For today, though, you will be assisting. In time - when we decide the time is right - you'll be the star of the show."
He moved a couple of strides to the other girl. She stared up at him in a mixture of anxiety and anticipation. She knew what was coming.
"You know me don't ya oyibo."
The girl nodded.
"C'mon then."
"You're ... Levy."
"What did I say last time we met?"
"You said - you were going to breed me."
"Nah - that's not what I said. Any pretty white girl like you should be Black bred - that's just natural. The alpha male, the Black male, seeding you and putting his baby in his belly. That's just what you for - nothing strange about that. What else did I say?"
"That if I wasn't bred you'd take me with you next time."
"Ah," now Levy did allow himself a smile, "I did say that didn't I. Stand up girl."
The girl got to her feet and stood in front of him, her quick breathing showing her excitement.
"Now then - this one is called Lex. Been keeping a track of her myself. Quite a few clips of you getting bred out there. But..." He reached a hand out to her flat stomach. "...something doesn't add up."
He snapped his fingers and one of Kali's assistants strode onto the stage and handed him a bowl and a box. He unsealed the box and produced a small device.
"You know what this is."
The girl nodded.
"Yeah, just to make sure we all being honest here. Just to make sure we all know where we stand. You know how to use it?"
The girl nodded again.
"Get to it then. But best not be stringing me along again. If it turns out you ain't ready tonight then I'll be taking you both back to London with me tomorrow. So you sure you want to take that test?"
He'd seen Charli's head turn to look intently at her friend. She knew the score. She knew what going back with Levy to Levy's home turf would mean. For Levy ownership of his women wasn't a 'lifestyle' thing. Levy didn't play games.
There was risk here. The human body was not a machine. They were pretty sure that they had chosen the right date but what if they were wrong, what if Lex's cycle was a little irregular this month.
Lex didn't hesitate. She had been waiting for his day since her graduation. She was confident that she knew what the result would be.
Levy left her to it. He moved back to Charli and carefully placed a finger under the point of her chin to tilt her head upwards. Her eyes were wide as they stared directly into his. The connection was made and held for several seconds, the whole club silent. Charli looked into those eyes, deep and dark. They seemed to be searching every inch of her consciousness, judging her, testing her. Her mouth quivered a little but she did her best to stand up to him, to his pure physical and psychological presence.
Finally he smiled. It seemed she had passed the test. Of course it wasn't necessarily a good thing to pass a test with some men. Being on Levy's radar could have consequences in the future...
He moved behind her, deceptively quick for a man of his size. She felt his finger on the small of her back - where her Master's tattoo stood out against her pale skin. She seemed instantly to know what he wanted and moved her hands back behind her back. One of his big hands easily held both of hers in place there. His grip was gentle - there was no force or pain. There didn't have to be. She had put herself into his hands.
His other hand came round and touched the top of her thighs. Again she didn't need to think about it - she seemed to automatically know what to do. She moved her legs apart and allowed him access to her pussy. His hand cupped her there and his fingers began to work. She gasped. He had found her already receptive - took advantage of it. His fingers began moving faster and faster. Unseen cameras zoomed in to catch Charli's face - the way she was biting her lip. To cry out would have been a release and she didn't want a release - not yet.
He was only a few inches taller than her but he was broad and massive compared to her slim frame. He leaned back a little and exerted more pressure with his hand. The girl was lifted off her feet - her legs moving a little as they sought the security of the ground again. He held her there with a hand that worked fast and hard on her clit. It was almost effortless but obviously extremely effective. Charli's face was red and her whole body began to move in his grip. Finally she screamed - the camera caught liquid spraying from between her legs.
Levy allowed her to drop back onto her feet and then eased her back onto her knees. He held his hand, wet with her juices, out to her as if offering a treat to a pet. Charli began carefully, gently, licking his fingers.
Levy turned back to Lex - the other girl had been an amusement for a few moments. Lex was the main focus of his attention for tonight if all went as planned. He held out his hand to her and then received and studied the OV test. He nodded his satisfaction. He held out the test for the camera to pick up the result. A murmur rose from the audience - the show could go ahead as intended.
What It's All About
Levy moved across and hooked a finger into Charli's collar before moving her across to in front of her roommate. He hadn't spoken in several minutes - he seemed almost to control them by pure force of will. Charli, still on her knees, arched her neck up and began licking and teasing her friend's pussy with her tongue.
Kali looked on with a little more interest now. She'd often wondered about the two of them, Charli had become quite an expert in the fine art of pleasing another woman with her mouth and tongue. Kali took a pride in that. It was Lex's reaction that fascinated Kali now. Her face wasn't hiding her emotions. A mixture of desire and shock all overlaid by the most refined essence of pleasure. It seemed the two of them hadn't been lovers - at least not before tonight. Perhaps Lex's sexual adventurism hadn't extended to other women for some reason. Well, that was probably changing forever - among other things.
Levy had gone to the men at the edge of the stage and selected five. He handed each an object and called them out to where the girls were - still locked together, seeming almost oblivious of the audience watching them and the cameras recording their every move.
"On your feet," Levy's voice seemed unnaturally loud and he punctuated his order with a click of his fingers.
For the first time there was a momentary hesitation but then Charli stood up and stood beside her friend. She'd been enjoying herself but when Levy gave an instruction then his white bitches obeyed. She didn't really have to think about it - it was just the way it was and how she wanted it to be, how it needed to be.
"Keep looking out front at me." He gestured with a hand and the five men moved in.
Charli had been in situations like this before. The group of women or of Black men closing in on her and claiming every part of her. She felt the rush of desire through her body in anticipation. However, the men approaching her were all still fully clothed. She felt a hand touch her and hold her in position and then felt a ticklish sensation on her back. Another hand held her and she felt a similar sensation on her belly. She began to glance d...
"EYES FRONT," barked Levy and forced both girls' attentions to immediately snap back to him. "Not sure you two got what it takes to be one of my hos. Don't want to see them eyes wandering off mine till my brothas here have done."
It was difficult - fiendishly difficult. They wanted to look at what the men were doing - not that they didn't have a general idea. It was certainly horribly ticklish and Charli desperately wanted to giggle.
"DON'T MOVE."
Charli stiffened her back again and stood up straight. The hands and sensations had travelled all round her body, even down to her feet. They withdrew for a second and then a hand gently grasped her chin. She saw the marker pen coming and then felt it writing on her face. She swallowed hard, concentrated on keeping still for them. To please them and to please Levy and to please her Goddess and her Master who were both watching. She heard a gasp beside her and knew Lex was getting the same treatment.
Finally the men withdrew.
Levy laughed - a stern laugh. "Now you looking more like a couple of cracka thots should. Thanking you gentlemen for your work. Take a look hos."
The wording was mostly in big black capitals, just here and there drifting into the cursive.
Each looked at the other - reading the obscene messages written on their friend's body. Knowing the same was marking their own.
'BBC' down one arm and 'WHORE' on the other.
'NIGGA' across her chest and 'BABY' and 'FEEDERS' on her breasts.
An arrow up to her cleavage and another up her neck to her mouth, each with 'BLACK COCK HERE' written underneath.
On Lex's belly was written 'FERTILE CUMDUMP FOR NIGGAS' with an arrow pointing down to her bare pussy.
Down one leg, 'CRACKA HO FO NIGGAS ONLY'.
Down the other, 'CERTIFIED BLACK BRED' and then the date.
On the top of one foot was 'BBC' and on the other was 'SLUT'.
It was the face that was most blatant, most brutal. The stark Black script across Lex's pretty white features. 'BBC WHORE' on her forehead and 'NIGGA' on one cheek with 'OWNED' on the other.
Lex was staring at her just as Charli knew that she was staring at Lex. It was ugly and stark and powerful. She looked down at her body and saw many of the same things she had read on Lex. Except her own belly was marked with, 'NO CRACKAS' and 'THIS PUSSY FOR NIGGAS ONLY'.
"Show her yo' back." Levy was enjoying it, you could hear it in his voice.
Lex turned a little. There was her Master's tattoo. Below it was, 'ACCESS ALL NIGGAS' with an arrow down to her butt. 'BLACK BABY FACTORY' was written across her shoulders and the top of her back.
"Now show yo' friend." He was the ringmaster, the choreographer orchestrating their performance, what most decent white folk would have called their humiliation, their degradation.
"How you like it? Wanna go on?"
He wasn't asking about the design. He wasn't even really asking their opinion or their feelings. They knew what he wanted - what they needed to provide.
"Yes sir." The two girls answered in unison.
"Same on both yo' backs. Should be the same on every fine white woman. We can afford to be generous - leave the fugly ones for the crackas." He laughed a short dry mirthless laugh. "White girls like you was put on earth for the pleasure of the superior Black race. That's why you both need to be 'access all niggas.' Not just the young fit handsome ones - old and ugly niggas need their share of fine white pussy and booty too. They'll even pay for the privilege. Which is good - helps keep the likes of me in the lifestyle which we deserve. Plenty of rich white folks whose fortune goes back to selling Black flesh. I'm just evening up the score - and girls like you just doing your bit towards those long overdue reparations. Hearing this?"
"Yes sir."
"And that other one that's just saying what you was put on earth to be. Nature works that way. There's the prime male, the alpha male, the breeding male. Who's that?"
"The Black man."
Levy gave a little smile and nodded. "Thass right. Black man is stronger, faster, better in every way. Only purpose of a white boy is to take care of the frigid cracka bitches so their daughters can have a chance of finding out what it's really all about. Just like you have - and will."
"The finest of women is a beautiful Black sista - like your Goddess over there." He flashed a glance at Kali who gave him a knowing smile. Each recognised the other was a virtuoso in their craft. "But premium white girls - girls like you - can be fine enough to deserve the Black man's attention. You can have the privilege of serving the Black man's needs and providing him with his pleasures. You can be what you was put on earth to be - the Black man's ho, his slut, his bitch. One of a Black man's stable - there for his enjoyment and that of his friends and clients."
They were both looking at him now, their breathing shallow and fast. Their eyes fixed on him. Knowing what his words meant and accepting them. They both knew the lifestyle - knew it was not 'one size fits all.' However, Levy had a way of boiling it all down to the purest essentials. What lay beneath it all. It didn't surprise them - his reputation had gone before him. They knew he was very dangerous, that they could merely be moths to his flame. Like Cassius - a lot of his white girls couldn't take the raw intensity of being one of his hos. They burned out real quick. Got passed on down the line until they were stood on some street corner somewhere and even had to take white johns. Levy had connections in Lagos - the huge bustling African metropolis. There were busy brothels there where a white girl, any white girl, was a selling point - a bit of variety. Did Levy supply them, for a price - that had long been the rumour and he had never denied it. Apart from anything else it helped keep his bitches eager to please him, to make themselves indispensible. After a while with him their ink and other things meant they weren't going back to their old lives - even if they had wanted to.
"So premium white sluts get the privilege of serving the alpha male, the Black man. In return you serve him with no hesitation and no limitations. You got bodies and skills to please your Black men - you should be using them all and in every way. You can play at it or you can live it. Like the difference between a real playa and a white wanksta. Which way is it with you sluts - you playing at it or you want to live it?"
"To live it." The voices came back immediately and in unison. Levy felt his cock straining against his shorts. It just never got old - that was what kept him coming back. The moment they gave themselves up - put themselves in his hands even if only, at the moment, for tonight. In London he'd have had them both bred straight away. No question. Apparently the taller one was Kali's favourite plaything at the moment and she had studies Taylor didn't want interrupted. As if anything should come between her and her destiny, being a Black man's whore and raising Black men's children. But - he was still just a visitor here. These Americans didn't have the imagination.
Shit, he'd heard something else about Charli. If they were his he'd have had her, her mother and her aunt all being bred by any nigga with a hard dick until they was sure they'd got the job done. Then he'd have had them dancing together. Three white hos from the same family, all showing with a little nigga in their bellies, that would be quite something. Like he said - these Americans were lacking in showmanship. Except Kali of course and she knew that to get a good breeding show you called on a specialist.
"You living it then you get your fucking like it should be. Real fucking, raw fucking, full strength fucking. First rule - no white boys. You Black cock only. Understood?"
"Yes sir."
"Second rule - it's got to be bareback, skin to skin. Man wants to fuck pussy not some fuckin' rubber. Got it?"
"Yes sir."
"Third rule - you belong to the Black man so you don't deny him. Mouth, pussy, ass - he gets what he wants and when he wants. That's what you is for - everything else is secondary." He stared long and hard at Charli and saw color come to her cheeks. "Especially important. Since you white girls are lacking in booty the least you can do is give it up to every nigga wants to fuck you in the ass. So you keep yourself ready to please them. Again, it's what you fo'. Following this crackas?"
"Yes sir."
"Finally - and MOST importantly. The link between a Black man and his white ho is a sacred thing. Shouldn't be nothing come between them, not ever. Nothing keeping a white girl from showing and proving her devotion to her Black man. So if you got a white boy husband or boyfriend then you cage him till you can get him safely snipped. You be Black only anyway - and he is not an exception - but it's best to avoid any accidents. Because you belong to the Black man - mind, body and soul,. Every part of you and every potential of you. Which is why you stop taking or using any form of birth control. If your Owner feels it appropriate he may let you use a diaphragm from time to time. But you don't even think about it without his clear WRITTEN permission, you got that."
"Yes sir."
Levy paused and looked them each up and down. "You won't need to be worrying about that for a while. You both over-due proving your dedication to your Black owners. First thing I'd do with each of you is make sure you got your first Black baby and then, as soon as possible, get you started on your second. A little nigga in your arms and another growing in your belly. That's when you'll know you really Black-owned, you REALLY worthy to be called a Black man's bitch, one of his stable. That's how its gonna be ain't it?"



"Yes sir." Just Lex's voice that time, Charli had glanced across at her friend. Then, just a second behind, Charli's voice echoed the response.
Levy nodded, his stern face relaxed a little into a smile. That was most satisfactory. Lex was here to breed - her response had been known. Charli was a little different - being held back. That little hesitation proved she was just what she had said. She wasn't playing at this, she had considered it and she wanted it. The seed had been planted in her mind just as soon it would be planted in Lex's womb. Both would grow to fruition - it was just a matter of time now.
Talking of which...
Levy held out his arms in a gesture of welcome. His fingers beckoned.
Again the girls just instinctively seemed to know what he wanted. Their bodies covered in the obscene writing they moved across to him and accepted his embrace. Then Lex began removing Levy's jacket as Charli dropped to her knees and untied his shoes. The girls were quiet with concentration and they carefully worked to remove his clothing - to prepare him for what they knew would come next.
Lex paused to run her fingers across his broad chest, to feel the hairs there and the muscle underneath. He was the essence of masculinity, powerful and strong. The genuine unalloyed alpha male and he was going to breed her tonight - as he had bred so many other girls before. Nothing had ever seemed so right. Her mouth met his and he tasted the sweetness of his prize.
Charli had left him naked below the waist save for his shorts. She moved to one side. She knew automatically that the last stage of his undressing had to be left to her friend, the star of the show. She felt a little pulse of jealousy. She did not resent her friend but she knew that she should be the center of attention, she should be the one taking that precious Black seed. If Levy did his job then she'd spend the next few months living close to Lex and her friend's body every day would demonstrate just how much better a job she was doing as the property of her Black men.
Lex finally eased off Levy's shorts. She reached out and slowly stroked the big Black cock which was already hard and standing up against his belly. He was ready for her. She put out her other hand to gently cradle the big balls hanging under that hard Black shaft. She felt their weight - knew that they were full of potent sperm and just what that sperm would probably do. It would burn her bridges and let all the world know just what she was. A lot of people, people from her own background, would not understand. They would just feel that she had proved the truth of those labels written on her by the men. They couldn't understand. But she did...
She looked up into the face of Levy and gave a hesitant smile. The Black man nodded again. It was settled between them. Lex moved forward and began to suck the hard Black cock.
Levy then glanced over his shoulder to Charli. "Get back there and help get me ready. If you're not ready to be bred then that's all the use you are."
Charli felt a flush of blood to her face. She moved round behind him and hesitated. He brought a hand down and tapped his butt cheek, then eased it marginally to one side. Suddenly she knew what he wanted and momentarily rebelled. How could he expect her to do that - especially after he had shamed her in front of...
She glanced up and saw him watching her over his shoulder, his gaze intent. He was happy enough, he had a pretty young white girl sucking on his dick. However, he was already setting up the next, seeking the next conquest. He was testing her.
And she wouldn't fail. She moved forward and used both hands to pull his butt cheeks apart just enough. She hesitated again and then plunged her face forward. She opened her mouth and explored with her tongue, hesitantly at first and then with more confidence. She had done something like this before but only with Kali and her girls and only fresh out of the shower. Levy was a big man and she didn't know how long it had been since he had cleaned himself. She was relieved to find that he was clean back there. There was just that faint musty taste - not unpleasant as such but enough to remind you that you were doing something that good girls most definitely did NOT do.
***
Jessica Lyons raised her eyebrows and shifted in her seat. Izeye had told her often enough how wild her niece was but it was still surprising to see how enthusiastically she was rimming Levy. Her man shifted in his seat too. She glanced across and saw Antwan was enjoying the show. Well, waste not want not! She reached across and undid the front of his pants before releasing that Black cock that she knew and loved so well. He deserved a treat - they'd only found out a couple of mornings ago that she was expecting her second Black baby and this one was definitely Antwan's. They'd taken care to ensure the fact - it'd been dangerously close to monogamy! She knew he'd soon be wanting to show her off to all his friends, wanting to share her with lots of them too. She cast another glance at the action on stage and then dropped her head into his lap to take his cock into her mouth. Watching her little slut of a niece was fun but pleasing her man was almost top of the list.
***
United States Senator Christian Clarke had no idea that his ex-wife Jessica was in the audience. He was seated in his home office watching the live feed from the show. His fist was plunging up and down his small but rock-hard white prick. He'd seen many such shows since his discovery that his ex-wife had 'jungle fever', since he had begun making contributions and doing 'favours' for Mr Taylor who provided the live feeds for events such as this. It had been best when he'd seen the monkeys degrading his ex-wife of course. He'd fantasised about Jess being Blacked for so long before it had really happened. He had lost her in the process of course but he HAD got to see her gang-banged and even knocked up. His cock throbbed almost painfully in his hand. The first time he'd seen her with her belly big with some old nigger's baby. Oh he'd cum quarts - or so it had felt at least. She didn't appear so often now but there was always fresh talent.
He'd almost shit his pants when he'd first seen Georgia. Then when he'd seen Charli! It just went to show that it had to be in the blood. That family's women just couldn't keep away from nigger cock. He groaned as he came into a wad of tissue he used to protect his computer and his work desk. He suddenly thought of his current wife and almost groaned again. The match had helped his political career, of course, but she was such a puritan. It was her neglect that had caused him to...
He heard a noise behind him and almost froze in terror. He was sure he had locked that door. When he turned it was only to see his valet, Jake. That explained it. Jake had a key of course and, anyway, Jake already knew all of his secrets.
Jake moved almost silently across to the desk. His eyes carefully took in the lewd display of interracial lust on the monitor.
"May I advise that in future you close the blinds sir. This material, while interesting, would not be appreciated by our voters back home." He spoke in a deep accented voice. No-one could be in any doubt that he came from the same deep South state that had sent Christian up to the Senate. His broad face, the colour of bronze, was calm. His eyes only glittered a little as he observed the scene on the monitor. Jake had never had much inclination towards that sort of thing.
"Oh yes, yes, thank you Jake." Senator Clarke had come to rely on his valet in so many ways. He couldn't do without him. He wouldn't dare even try. Jake knew where all the metaphorical bodies were buried, all the little secrets, personal and political. Any one of them would have had Christian Clarke's adoring God-fearing salt-of-the-earth white American support base assembling in pitchfork-wielding mobs to hunt him down.
Thinking of which...
"Is that all of the work finished for today Jake?" His cheeks flushed a little and not just because he was well aware that he'd spent most of the afternoon jacking off to the show still silently playing on his monitor. No, not just because of that.
Jake smiled. He placed the sheaf of papers he was holding on the desk and stood with his hands on his hips. Some folk wondered how he could be a servant to such a hypocritical racist stuck-up pompous asshole as Christian Clarke. However, he knew a different side to the US Senator. Just as he knew the secret meaning to that last question his supposed boss had asked.
"There is one more thing you have to do. While you're getting busy with it I'll let you know what Mr Taylor has planned for the next session."
US Senator Clarke dropped to his knees in front of his African-American valet and began to undo the man's pants. His mouth was already watering. This was his most favourite time of any day.
***
Life was good. Levy's fingers were in the inviting tangle of Lex's blonde hair as he pushed her head down onto his big Black cock. He stood like a Nubian God with both the white girls working hard to please him. His ebony shaft pointed to the heavens, ready and prepared. All was as it should be.
He exerted the slightest pressure and Lex gamely pushed her head as far down that thick shaft as she could. She was doing well, trying hard to be a worthy sexual partner of his. He relished the sensations. He had fucked a lot of little oyibos and that wasn't new for him. What got his blood flowing every time was their enthusiasm. Their eagerness to please him. Their realisation of their true place in the natural order - their appropriate role as the property of the superior Black man. Be that as a plaything, a whore or a baby momma. Be that as all three at once or in sequence. When they understood that and enthusiastically accepted it - when he saw it in their eyes - that was what made a man like Levy's Big Black Cock hard and ready.
Lex was still working on his cock and he decided it was time to move the program on. He eased back. withdrawing his cock from her mouth. She knelt in front on him looking up at him. She was panting, gasping for breath. Her eyes were wide and her cheeks flushed. She was ready.
He reached down and grasped her chin, holding her mouth open. Then he leaned over and spat into her mouth. Even as he did it he felt the other girl use his new position to force her tongue deeper into his ass. He knew lots of men would pay very good money to have a beautiful white whore like her do that. Be a shame to waste such talent - but that was an issue for another day.
He stood straight and Lex followed him up, getting back to her feet. He finally turned and signalled Charli to stand too. She stood, looking almost annoyed at having to stop licking his ass. Again his mind registered the fact, filed it away for potential future pleasure and/or profit. A girl that looked like that and was seriously freaky with it. The definition of unfinished business.
He turned Lex and held her arm as he tapped her legs. She moved them apart and he decided not to waste any more time. He bent his knees, lined up his cock and then pushed it home. Her pussy was very wet and very good. He moved his second hand so that now he had a grip on both her arms. She wasn't going anywhere and she knew it. He began long slow strokes to push his cock deeper inside her. He wasn't going to be cutting any corners with this one. Lex needed his seed just as deep as it would go so she could put it to work like she should.
He heard the girl gasp as he worked his cock into her. Nine inches of premium African baby-maker. He'd heard the arguments before. Was it better to have a big cock or to really know how to use it? Well, he had both and it was time to take little Lex on a wild ride.
He kept his grip tight on one arm but moved his other hand up to her neck. His big fingers half-encircled the bottom of her throat. It wasn't enough to impact on her ability to breath but she could feel it there. Just another demonstration of his ownership. Just another sign that she was his to use just as he wished and desired.
Lex was gasping in time with every hard stroke of that beautiful big Black cock into her little white cunt. Her eyes were shining and her cheeks flushed with excitement and lust. Charli had moved round and took her friends hands, gazing deeply into her blue eyes. She wasn't even sure that Lex knew she was there. Her friend seemed taken away into another world by what Levy was doing to her. That might be just what was happening. Lex was being taken away to the world of potent Black bulls and the beautiful White women privileged enough to bear their children. It was a one-way trip and once you took it you were separate from all the other white girls and women. Soiled, ruined, degraded - that was what most of white society would say. She and Lex knew better. It was a privilege. You only had to look into Lex's eyes now to know that, without any doubts or qualifications. It WAS a privilege and it was a privilege that Charli desperately wanted to prove herself worthy of too.
She knew what she wanted to do and she saw her opportunity. Lex's patrician little chin dropped a little as she gasped for breath. Charli pushed forward and locked her mouth onto her friend's. She pushed her tongue into Lex's mouth and after a moment felt her friend's tongue respond. They kissed deeply with the force of each of Levy's powerful thrusts transmitting itself through each of their bodies.
Beads of perspiration began to show on Levy's dark forehead. He'd fucked and bred a lot of oyibos but this one was just a little special. The build-up, the audience, the fact she and her friend were so into it. It all gave a man inspiration, helped him fuck just that little bit better. He'd been thinking of turning the bitch over to a few men from the crowd to make sure she got plenty of seed. Now he'd decided differently. He clicked his fingers at one of Kali's assistants and then whispered in the girls ear. She dashed off to make the arrangements. No, they'd do things a little different and then he'd take Lex to his room for the night and the morning before his flight left. He wanted to know that this one was carrying the best Black seed, HIS Black seed.
"Lie down," he growled at Charli. The girl obeyed immediately, another good sign. She lay on the mattress on the floor expecting Levy to fuck her too. Instead he lay Lex on top of her. Then he knelt between the girls' legs and pushed his big cock back home into Lex's hungry white cunt. Charli realised he was just using her to give Lex that little bit of extra height so he could fuck her more easily. It was so exploitative, so abusive. She was just a tool to make sure he knocked her friend up. But she could still feel those powerful thrusts into her friend's body, still knew that any one of them could trigger him to cum into her and make Lex Black-owned, or at least most of the way there, She wrapped her arms round her friend's hot sweating body. Her fingers found Lex's breasts and teased her hard nipples. She felt her friend gasping, knew she was close to a major orgasm. At that moment she knew the truth. She wasn't being used to help get Lex knocked up she was being given the privilege of helping to get Lex Black-bred. Tonight would make them closer than ever and, in time, Lex would be there to do the same for her.
She murmured up into Lex's ear - not even sure her friend could hear her. "Let go Lex, let it out and cum. You know you need to cum. It'll help make sure you get your first beautiful Black baby. It'll help him to..."
She got no further. Lex had heard her or maybe Levy was just that damned good. She opened her mouth and screamed. A scream of pure joy and sexual excitement.
Levy moved forward and laid down a ferocious fucking. Lex could hardly breath while it lasted, never able to come down from her sexual high, but even Levy couldn't keep that up so long.
"Fuck yeah." he grunted and they all knew that he was finally doing it. His seed was being planted in her fertile pussy. Now, experience took over. He carefully made sure to gently fuck her while his cock was still hard. Made sure she got every drop of his seed and made sure that seed was planted just as deep as he could. Finally he withdrew and then eased Lex to one side off her friend. He darted a glance at Charli. Again she just seemed to know by instinct what he wanted. She scampered across and dropped her head between her friend's legs.
"UUUUhhhhhhh," moaned Lex. She'd had a few seconds respite before she had felt Charli's tongue and fingers at her pussy. Now the intensity was suddenly ranked up again.
"Yeah, thass right, make the little slut cum again. Make that hungry womb suck my Black seed in and put it to work. Usually makes sure a cracka ho is properly knocked up." Levy was watching intently and with satisfaction.
Was it her tongue or his words or a combination. No-one knew, even Lex didn't. But her body seemed to vibrate and her legs quivered in Charli's hands as she orgasmed again. Charli just kept licking - savouring the combination of Levy and Lex's juices. It tasted just right even as it looked just right. This fucking, fucking to breed, was how fucking was supposed to be and she couldn't wait to do it - a lot!
Signed, Sealed and Delivered
Levy was felling real good, a little tired but still real good. Watching the girls was better than viagra was supposed to be. He felt his cock start to stiffen again. Shame the big titted little whore wasn't fertile too or he'd give the crowd a double breeding. Fuck Taylor and fuck Kali and fuck Izeye - if she'd been ripe she'd have been leaving here with his little nigga in her belly and fuck the consequences.
Thinking of Izeye brought him back to the moment. He glanced to the side and saw the big man there with his portable equipment. He raised an eyebrow and Izeye nodded. Just went to show that Izeye had the right instincts even if he had gone a bit soft over that slut Georgia. Fuck, what would have happened if he had ever got soft with any of his oyibo baby-mommas? Wasn't going to happen any time soon, wasn't going to happen ever. The bitches were lucky to be getting to raise his babies. What more did they want?
Kali's assistants brought out a couple of chairs and the girls were sat down, still hot and sweating. The lewd writing on their bodies hadn't run and was a crisp as ever. Permanent ink - well of course it was. Levy didn't believe in doing things by halves and he was about to prove that. When the girls saw Izeye, their Master, they knew that in this regard he didn't either.
Izeye wheeled on his equipment. He gave his two 'pupils' a nod but he talked to Levy. This was between the men. "What do you have in mind?"
"They yo' bitches by yo' mark on them Izeye, how 'bout you decide."
Izeye nodded again. That was good - showed respect between the two men. Starting a beef with Levy was tantamount to suicide but Izeye wasn't a man to be messed with either. That each recognised the other's reputation only served to enhance the gravitas of both.
"This one," Izeye pointed at Lex, "deserves your ten rules - same as I put on Jess and Emily that time."
Levy smiled. He liked that idea. "Script on the inner upper arm, 'I pledge to obey the Ten Rules of a Black Man's Woman.'" He thought and nodded - it was appropriate.
"So do you pledge to obey them?" Izeye asked Lex as he readied his equipment.
"I don't know - what are the Ten Rules?"
"Time enough for details later - for now you just need to pledge to obey my and Levy's rules. Then we can get you inked. Understood?"
The moment's hesitation was gone. "Yes Master." She offered up her arm. With practised ease Izeye cleaned off the area of Lex's skin before he began drawing the calligraphy on her arm ready to be inked later.



Levy moved across to stand beside Charli. He glanced downwards and she got the unspoken instruction. She took hold of his hardening cock and began to suck it. Soon after they heard the noise of Izeye's tattoo gun.
Charli lavished attention on Levy's impressive cock. She savoured its texture, its taste, its color - everything about it. This was as close as she had ever been to Levy - he had never fucked her and she knew that he wouldn't be fucking her tonight either. Not when there was fertile white pussy available. But soon, she promised herself, soon...
She was so busy trying to impress Levy with her BJ skills that she actually didn't notice the tattoo gun stop. The next thing she knew Izeye was moving his equipment alongside her.
"Same thing for this one?" Levy's question was casual. He was eager to get back to breeding Lex.
Izeye's answer was far from casual. He had been thinking about it - thinking about how best to play the situation. "I don't think so - she hasn't earned it like Lex has."
"Very true, very true," agreed Levy.
Izeye had been watching Charli. He'd got to know her very well. He knew how competitive she was, how she liked to be the top of the tree. She couldn't stand being second best - even to Lex, or perhaps especially to Lex. That comment would register and keep Charli working hard to please her Black men. It was all very well her working for Kali but she needed to remember where her ultimate destiny lay. Nine months of watching her best friend's belly grow with a Black baby wouldn't hurt any either.
Izeye looked around the stage until he spotted the couch used by Kali in some of her shows. He signalled to the two men standing closest and they brought it to the center of the stage - watched all the way by Charli.
"Not that this one doesn't need some ink to mark her as ours." Izeye patted on the couch. "Your turn Charli."
The girl got on the couch and laid down.
Izeye produced his wipes ready to sterilise the area he would work on. He swiftly cleansed the area just above her pussy and then prepared his tattoo gun.
There was more than one way of claiming a white pussy for the Black man. Izeye might have agreed that Charli shouldn't be bred straight away but that didn't mean he was letting any white boy think he had a chance with her. The writing on her body had given him the idea. He gestured with his hand, "We'll just make this one message permanent. OK"
A statement rather than a question. Charli nodded her understanding. Izeye gave her a brief smile and then his face moved into his professional look. He was good at his job, what was really his art. Accurate, precise and rapid. The needle gun hummed and he began to ink in the message that anyone getting close to Charli's sweet white pussy would be seeing from now on.
'THIS PUSSY FOR NIGGAS ONLY'
The script was rapidly added, the ink permanently marking the girl's pale skin. Izeye then added a black spade symbol on each side of the message.
Levy nodded his approval. One hand held the uninked arm of Lex. He'd be careful with her tonight and in the morning. Careful not to knock her bandaged arm and careful to keep her fertile cunt full of as much Black Baby-making seed as he could. He saw Kali coming back onto the stage. One girl Black bred and the other one marked as the property of her Black Masters - that was what Levy called a show. Good luck to Kali in trying to follow it!
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A Miss Is As Good As A Mile
Perhaps it was the increasing tension and frustration with David that made her do it. She had meant to play fair - to keep to the private agreement she had made with herself. However, as the days had passed and her husband had failed to mention their imminent anniversary she had felt the tension increase. She liked to be honest with herself and she had promised herself that if he let her down on this then she would go back to Shaka. She wasn't in any doubt what would happen if she went back to the powerful Black man. He would take her and use her for his pleasure. She had thought about that since their last meeting. She had thought about it a LOT. But she had to be fair to David and she had to follow the rules. Maybe it was the school teacher in her but she felt that if you didn't follow the rules then anything could happen and you really couldn't complain.
She had felt sure that the end of school would break David out of his lethargy. She thought back over the years to that other time - the frantic whirl of finishing the school year with her wedding day awaiting her at the weekend. It had all been a maelstrom of hard work and excitement. Then the day itself. She couldn't regret it - no matter how dull and predictable David had become - she had three wonderful reasons never to regret it. However, it had not turned out the way she had dreamed and hoped. Perhaps these things never did. She wasn't sure - she saw other couples that seemed to roll along quite happily. On the other hand, of course, she knew a lot that had split up. It seemed typical of her life with David that she was somewhere in the middle of those two groups - the safe boring middle.
She had been SURE that the end of the school year would remind her husband of their anniversary. But each night he rang her from Virginia and told her all he had been doing, how their new home was progressing and how the arrangements for his new job were going. He'd tell her he loved her but rather in the way that you'd talk to a pet dog. There was no passion or emotion - it was just something David assumed he was meant to say on such occassions.
That last week of school was the worst. The children had gone to Virginia to their grand-parents so that she and David could make the final arrangements for the permanent move. She was alone in the house - alone with her dreams of Shaka. Being there alone her sub-concious had seemed to take off. Her dreams had been lurid. Most women in her position would have thought them disgusting but Dee only knew that she had woken with her body covered with sweat and a moisture at her pussy that wasn't just perspiration. It was scary. She somehow knew that if she once gave herself to him then she might never be able to control herself again. If he really was as good as Jess and Emily said he was - and she had no reason to doubt them. he had given her a taste on their last meeting and it had been a strong brew indeed.
Finally, school had ended and they had arranged for the last of their things to be hauled across the country to the new place. It had been a long tiring process but when it was finally over it felt that a chapter of her life really had ended. She was going to be starting work at a school close to Ireton as cover for a teacher on maternity leave. That would let her get a sense of the local schools and arrange something more permanent as the opportunity arose. Happily, there was always a shortage of qualified and experienced teachers. She could continue supply work for a while if necessary. That didn't seem likely though - she'd already been contacted by a school in the Capital. It felt strange to be head-hunted like that but perhaps the word just got around. Apparently the Taylor Foundation ran the school and had an opening for her. Strange way to operate - they hadn't even interviewed her. She had returned her thanks but pointed out she already had a position lined up. A man named Taylor had called her and wished her well while stressing that should she ever wish to take up a role in their schools then she had only to let him know. Very weird - but kind of flattering. Her old school must have given her one hell of a reference! Or perhaps Mr Taylor had difficulty getting good teachers for his schools - they were in massively African-American areas.
The first evening that they were all in their new home she had found herself hanging on her husband's every word. Her anniversary was the day after tomorrow. It was time for him to tell her what was on the agenda - it was time for him to express his appreciation for her moving across the country and leaving her good job for the benefit of his career. She waited and waited and waited. He never mentioned their anniversary. All he talked about was his new office and his new boss and his new colleagues. Concentrating on the future was a good thing but...
It was on the next day, the eve of their anniversary, that it happened.
She had felt days of tension as she waited to see if David would pass the test that she had set for him without his knowledge. However, on this final day that tension turned to irritation and then to frustration and then to anger. She had a pretty good measure of the person her husband was and she would never have imagined that he would just have forgotten their anniversary. She might only get a card and some flowers or a drive to a local restaurant - that after all was what David thought was expected of him. It was his duty as a husband. As formulaic and robotic as his attempts to fulfil his other duties as a husband over the last few years.
By the time that David got back from work that evening Dee felt she was ready to almost explode. All his failings as a husband, all his failings as a man, just seemed encapsulated in this particular failing. Well - it freed her to do what she needed to do. It freed her to take the minivan and drive it north to the Capital, to a man who could and would give her what she needed.
It had been building up for days and weeks. Perhaps that was why Dee did it. Perhaps that was why she broke the rules she herself had set. When David sat down for his evening meal he opened his mouth and she suddenly knew what he was going to say. "Honey, about tomorr..."
Dee didn't consider her actions or think about what she was doing. She just acted on pure instinct. "David - I didn't tell you but I've been called up for a teacher's seminar in the capital tomorrow. Part of my new job - familiarizing myself with state teaching practises and the new curriculum. I know you didn't have anything planned for tomorrow because of all that's going on but it's a two-day program and it has been suggested that I stay up there to get to know my new colleagues."
She saw the hurt in his eyes and knew that he had been building up to a little announcement. Well, he had left it that little bit too late. He had taken her for granted just once too often. For a fleeting split-second she considered staying home the next day with him but then dismissed it. She would be going to Shaka tomorrow and she wouldn't be going because of what her husband did or didn't do today. It wouldn't be luck or fate. It would be her considered decision to go and that decision had now been made.
How It's Gonna Be
The white Honda Odyssey could have reached the Capital in thirty minutes if the traffic didn't always at least double the journey. There was certainly no need to break the drive but Dee still stopped about half-way at a rest stop. She found the bathrooms and was pleased to find them clean and bright with a big mirror above the hand-basins. She added a little more lipstick and then used an empty stall to change her outfit. She'd left home in her usual teaching gear - very respectable. Her new outfit wasn't anything outrageous but it was a little more what she hoped Shaka would like. Her slacks were swapped for a skirt that wasn't too short but showed a nice bit of leg. Her blouse and a thin jacket were perfectly respectable but she perhaps undid one button more than she ever would have at school.
Finally, in front of the mirror in the bright lights, she checked herself over. Not too shabby for a mom of three! The final touch was symbolic and vital. She removed her studs from her ears and replaced them with Shaka's ear-rings. They looked huge and gaudy - but she realised that was the point. Where she was going they would be sending a message. She felt her breathing accelerate a little. Just thinking about it got her going! She took a deep breath, gave the woman in the mirror a nervous smile and then headed back to her Odyssey.
A quick phone call and a few instructions to her GPS and Dee was headed for their meeting. Just hearing Shaka's strong deep voice had turned her legs to jelly for a moment. He'd seemed pleased to hear from her but not surprised. He'd clearly taken it as a certainty that she would come to him as he had instructed her. Whatever the difficulties, whatever the risks, he had known that she would come. Like David he had taken her for granted but instead of annoying her it just seemed natural and right from a man like Shaka. He would take it for granted that she would come and once there he would expect... She knew what he would expect and she knew that by deciding to come she was already giving herself to him. She had to shake her head and blink her eyes to get her full attention back onto the road.
When she arrived at the rendezvous she saw Shaka and another man standing by his car. The two men bumped fists and then the stranger drove off in the Mercedes. Shaka was left standing there as Dee parked up. When she opened her door Shaka clicked his fingers and then pointed to the spot on the ground just in front of where he stood.
Dee didn't hesitate - she rushed across the parking lot to him and as she reached her goal a strong arm pulled her to him and his mouth found hers. She felt his tongue and opened her mouth to let him lay down a deep soul kiss on her. She felt like a love-sick teenager swept off her feet. Knowing that a man like this wanted her - that she was going to give herself to him - was almost too much.
He broke the kiss and took a step back to carefully scrutinize her. A big Black finger came up to gently touch her left hoop ear-ring with its prominent 'S' motif. He nodded and smiled his satisfaction.
"That's a real good start. You know what wearing those hoops means don't you."
Dee nodded - but that wasn't enough for him.
"Tell me what wearing my hoops means - show me you remember."
"It tells everyone that I'm your..."
"That you're my what?"
"That I'm your bitch. That I'm with you until you choose to share me."
The brilliant smile broadened a little and Shaka took her chin between two of his fingers. He eased her face up so she was looking into his deep brown eyes. "That's right - those hoops let everyone know you one of my girls. That you are my property. They tell YOU that too - don't they."
Dee's eyes were huge as she nodded her acceptance of her new role.
"Yes," said Shaka softly, "you are going to do just fine as one of my bitches. We gonna see what you have to offer and we gonna test your potential. Gonna be fun. You best know what I expect from my bitches tho."
He smiled again as she stood waiting for him to continue.
"In my experience most teachers like to run the show. Well, in this relationship I'm the teacher you understand. I ain't like some men, I expect my bitches to do what they're told. Got that - you need to be trusting me to know what that hot white pussy of yours needs to keep her satisfied."
Dee swallowed - her mouth suddenly felt dry. He was so different to her husband - so different in every way. It had been what she thought she wanted but did she dare go ahead with this?
He was still watching her closely. "First thing is that my bitches don't lie to me. I was talking to Jess and she told me you ain't been totally honest with me."
Dee said nothing - she wanted to know what he meant.
"I told them how you was worried about being over-the-hill and forty and shit and she just laughed. Said she didn't know too many women who added years ONTO their age. Mostly they was busy trying to knock a few years off. She said she thought you was 36, maybe 37 or 38 at most."
Dee remained quiet as if hypnotised by his beautiful eyes.
"You tell me now. The truth mind."
"I'm 36."
He smiled. "Good girl. He reached for her bag and drew out her I.D. He examined it. "Yes - 36 years old. Now why would you have been trying to put me off. Real foolish of you - I'd take a class-looking piece like you whatever her birth certificate said. You was trying to put me off?"
Dee nodded - a blush at her cheeks. She felt like a naughty pupil caught out in a foolish lie.
"Didn't work did it. Any other reason?"
Dee shook her head.
"Wouldn't be that other little difference between a woman in her late 30s and one in her early 40s would it?"
Dee's heart sank. She knew what he was getting at now.
"A woman in her forties most likely won't be having no more babies. But a 36-year old - she's a different matter ain't she? You on birth control?"
"I've brought condoms"
Shaka raised an eyebrow and his smile disappeared as his lips tightened. "I don't fuck condoms - I fuck white pussies. So we best be understanding this. If I feel you deserving of it then today I'm going to fuck you and I ain't gonna be using no condoms and I AM gonna be planting my potent nigga seed as deep in you as I can. That understood?
Dee's throat was so dry she didn't feel able to talk but she nodded.
"Your ride's over there - you gonna drive it back home or we gonna spend some time together?"
Her voice almost squeaked as she tried to speak. "Together - please Shaka."
"What I spoke about - it a dangerous time for you?"
"I don't think so," she said as her mind raced to make the calculations. It hadn't been an issue for so long.
"OK - don't worry about it. I won't breed you unless you ask me too. Now let's roll - we got a lot to do."
Almost before she knew it Dee was back in her vehicle but now in the passenger seat. Shaka got behind the wheel and drove them out of the parking lot and out into the city. It only seemed right that Shaka was driving because he'd made it real clear who was going to be in charge from now on.
His New Project
As Shaka drove Dee looked out the windows of her vehicle at a landscape which subtly shifted as they drove. From sterile suburbia they moved through a commercial area and then warehousing space before Shaka turned off the freeway onto his patch. She knew what to expect now. Pockets of renewal surrounded by areas of neglect or dereliction. Tags adorning most buildings. Shuttered shops that didn't look likely to open again. Groups of youngsters gathered on the corners. The occasional blare of music - all of the 'urban' variety of course.
It was no shock for Dee - Shaka had taken her round his world twice before, though both times in darkness. Somehow the street lights and gaudy neon of the liquor stores and mini-marts had distracted her from a lot of things. She noticed them now. It was a world foreign to where she had grown up or lived. A whole different eco-system and round here Shaka was the big cat, the apex predator.
They drove a while until Shaka turned behind a project, carefully taking the Odyssey over a road that didn't look to have seen a repair in thirty years. Gravel scrunched under their wheels and they rocked a little on the uneven surface. Finally they came into an area of gravelled open ground surrounded by derelict warehousing. It was empty but there was the usual sign of human activity. Garbage scattered all around.
"Useful place this," said Shaka dryly, "for when a man gets impatient."
She looked at him - waited for him to explain.
"Up on the drag there - that's where most of the girls work evenings and nights. To get back to their cribs is a ten minute drive and time is money. So they generally bring their clients down here to transact business. So watch your feet when you get out - used rubbers and a needle or two around here." He opened his door and stepped out of the vehicle.
Dee paused a moment and then followed suit. She was nervous but it wasn't like the trash was ankle deep or anything. She joined Shaka at the front of her Odyssey and then he took hold of her arm and looked hard into her eyes.
"Like I say - this is for men who got tired of waiting. You know I been wanting this ever since Jess told me about you and I been real impatient ever since you came into Silky's. I'm not used to having to wait and I'm not doing it one minute longer. Understand."
She nodded. Now she knew why he had brought her here. This wasn't a romance - it was a primal thing, a sex thing, a fucking thing. He had brought her here to fuck and she felt her body react to his urgency, his insistence, his claiming of her.
He turned her to face the front of her vehicle. A big hand pushed forward on her back and she stretched her hands out to grasp the windshield. His shoe went between her feet and pushed them apart. The hand at her back moved up to grasp the collar of her jacket. He used his other hand to pull up her skirt and tuck it into her waistband. All very purposeful and businesslike. Dee had followed instructions - she was naked beneath her skirt and now Shaka had exposed her fully to the world. They both knew what was going to happen next. Shaka was going to fuck his new white bitch,
Dee felt the cool of the air on her exposed naked behind. She shivered a little - not from the temperature but from the danger of being exposed like this. Well, that was only part of it she admitted to herself. More, it was Shaka's confidence, the remorseless quality of his actions over the last couple of minutes. From the moment she had agreed to be with him ... fully. He'd taken ownership of a new bitch and he was eager to try her out. For a split-second she compared him with the weakness and hesitancy of her husband - then she dismissed David from her mind and concentrated on her new life.
She heard his zipper sound and wanted to turn round, to see his beautiful Black cock.
"Uh-uh," Shaka's grip tightened on her collar and held her hard against the front of her minivan, the vehicle she used to take her children to their thousand-and-one appointments and activities and sports meets. That shiver ran through her body again, harder this time. She knew that this was so wrong, so terribly wrong. However, she had never felt so alive, so vibrant, so real. She knew what she needed to feel and she wasn't left waiting long.
"Cute little cracka ass," and then she felt his big hand land gently on her butt. He laughed to himself and then spoke sotto voce. "Gonna have a lot of time to play with that later. Just now we got urgent business." The hand moved and Dee felt fingers at the entrance to her exposed pussy. They teased and explored her for a moment. "Seems teacher-lady is hot to fuck. Real warm and wet back here. What you think?"
"Yes - please Shaka. Make love to me."
"Oh no - got a wife for that. You I'm gonna fuck and fuck hard. Gonna give you what you been needing."
Dee felt a blunt object at the entrance to her pussy. Thick and hard and Black. She knew what it was and tried to relax herself, to remember to breath.
Shaka lined himself up and then pushed his hips forward. His cock claimed the first few inches of his new piece of white pussy. He was satisfied and moved his hand to take a firm grasp on her hip. He didn't want any moving or squirming. There was no finesse about this. She'd been leading him a merry dance and it was time they sealed the deal. He needed to nut and he needed to nut as deep in her as he could. From that moment he knew she'd be his, she'd do what he wanted and when he wanted. He'd seen that look in a white woman's eyes before. The aching need for a real man. Well Dee had found one and she'd never be the same again.



Dee gasped at the first contact and then again as he established his rhythmn of thrusts. Each repetition claiming a little more of her - each repetition taking her further from the safe comfortable tedium of her old life. She held onto the windshield of her vehicle - the ultimate badge of her status as a 'soccer mom' - as the power of his fucking threatened to take her off her feet. She wasn't sure she wouldn't have fallen anyway but for that strong hand gripping her collar. He was so big, so powerful, so masterful. She hadn't known what to expect if ... when ... this moment came. This was almost brutal in its simplicity, a pure expression of her new man's desire for her.
She shifted her hand inwards to take a new hold.
"Keep that hand out there," growled Shaka, "I want to see that ring."
She obeyed immediately. Of course he wanted to see it - the proof that he had claimed another white boy's woman. The evidence of the magnitude of his triumph, the evidence of just how much his new bitch was risking to get some of his Black cock. Dee felt that shiver of desire flood through her again at the knowledge that she was pleasing him.
Almost in mirror of her thoughts Shaka growled again, "Fucking good piece of white pussy - tight like no real man's ever had it before. That's gonna be changing - I'm gonna be ruining this for that white boy of yours."
"Yes," responded Dee, "do it, do it..."
Shaka was still pounding away at her - hard strokes. Skin now meeting skin as his big Black cock went all the way into her receptive pussy. Each stroke pushing her against her vehicle.
"Nearly time to claim you teacher-girl." His hand moved from her hip round her body and with consummate skill found and exploited her clit.
The whole situation had held Dee on the edge and now his fingers set her off. She shuddered through her whole body, sobbed into the windshield and wanted to scream out her need for him.
He slowed his stroke to long deep thrusts, each trying to reach every part of her. She mewled a little - but she knew she had to follow his lead.
"What you want teacher-girl?"
"I need you to ... fuck me."
"Don't sound sure about that - make me believe it."
"Please - fuck me, I need it."
"Can't hardly hear you - not sure I believe you."
"FUCK ME"
"Thass more like it - but you need to holla it out there.
"FFUUUUUUUUCCCCKKKK MMMMEEEEEE!!!!."
She screamed it out with her whole soul, her whole essence. She howled her surrender out into the trash-strewn wasteland and once she had done it she just kept doing it. Kept letting out the years of sexual frustration and neglect.
Shaka's response was immediate - resuming his strong powerful fucking of her. She knew he wouldn't stop again until he had got what he was here for, until he had claimed her - until he had filled her with his baby-making African seed.
"You're mine now," he grunted close to her ear and then a couple of fierce thrusts flattening her against the Odyssey. Was it her imagination or did she actually feel it - the strong spurts of seed into her body. His fingers got to work again and she gasped and struggled in his hold.
She was just coming down from her climax when she heard him.
"She's a hot one Shaka."
Dee spun round to see another man watching them, a man with a phone in his hand, She suddenly realised her position and moved a hand down to cover herself.
Shaka didn't seem surprised - quite the opposite. "How's it going Fess?"
Fess looked to be in his late fifties but might have been ten years younger or older. It was hard to tell. He had grey stubble almost long enough to be a beard. His clothing was an African-style multi-coloured shirt and a pair of chinos. Clean - but well-worn.
"No need to hide from the Professor. My bitches don't hide from my friends." Shaka's voice was commanding. Dee lowered her hand and let him see her pussy - also let him see the first of Shaka's seed start to trickle down her thigh.
"Might like to get a pic of that," advised Shaka.
"Fuck yeah - she look hot like a tamale. She as good as she looks."
"Better - but I've hardly even started with her yet. Be a while till I'm inclined to share. You interested?"
"Fuck yeah. She's a tight little dime. Don't look like the usual hood-rat ya know?"
"Oh I know. Get any more pics you need Fess."
The little African-American began taking pictures. Dee didn't know how to react. Pictures of her like this were a very bad idea. Her family, her career, her whole life - just one of those pictures could destroy everything.
Dee suddenly felt a chilling feeling. Was that the idea? Did they plan to hold the pictures over her - to blackmail her?
Fess finally stopped taking pics and fiddled with his phone. "All posted," he said.
Dee felt Shaka's hand on her ass and heard his satisfied comment. "Think this one is going to be real popular."
"Posted?" asked Dee.
"Yeah - got a website out there for brothas who are appreciative of the hottest in fine white hos. I'll give you the address - let you see what all those dirty-minded niggas want to do to a little white-bread school teacher like you." He let out a deep laugh.
"But..."
Shaka casually raised a hand. "Fess knows what he's doing. They ain't likely to ID you. Fess'll keep the full-face pics to himself - right Fess."
"As always Shaka. These babies will help me through many a long lonely night."
Now Dee knew that they had never for one moment been contemplating blackmail. Why would they? They were confident in their hold over her and it had nothing to do with threats or exposure. It was all about how she felt when she was with Shaka. Alive, vibrant, sexy - a desirable woman rather than a tired over-burdened soccer mom.
It hadn't been a projected blackmail. Shaka was just showing off his new bitch - maybe even advertising her. She felt a little shiver run through her at the thought. The scruffy little cameraman would be 'enjoying' her pics for years to come. She knew the thought should have repulsed her but she loved the fact he found her sexy. Almost before she knew it the words were out of her mouth.
"I think we can do some better pics Fess."
The little man raised an eyebrow and then smiled broadly when Dee began to unbutton her blouse. He raised his phone and Dee began to pose for him.
Shaka watched on as his new white bitch performed for Fess and for the camera. He liked that. She was getting to understand her place, her role in all this. She ended on her knees before Shaka kissing his Black cock.
Shaka lifted her back to her feet. "Show her the pics Fess."
The shabby little man brought his phone over and ran through those he had just taken - watching Dee's reaction with a little smile. "Camera loves you baby..."
Dee was loving the pictures right back. She caught her own expression in them - as if she was seducing the camera. She hadn't really known she was doing it - it had just come naturally in the moment. Like so much else in her new life. If she followed her instincts, her deepest desires, then she found herself doing things she could never have imagined, feeling things she had never felt. The woman in the pics looked like her but she knew it really wasn't her. The confidence, the seductiveness, the raw sexuality - how she wished that really was her.
"Like 'em babe?" Fess asked.
"They're amazing. I've never seen myself like that. I don't know how to thank you."
"I got an idea how you can." Shaka opened a door of the Odyssey. "Try a seat for size Fess."
Fess settled down in one of the back-seats. Shaka walked round the vehicle and opened the opposite door. "Get in Dee and show my friend your appreciation - let him see how that pretty white mouth ain't only good for talking."
She looked at him for a heart-beat and then at Fess. Fess saw her look and gave a little shrug as if to say, 'I knew it was too good to be true.' That was enough for Dee. She knew that Shaka was testing her and she knew that Fess would remember this afternoon for a long time. She got into the back of the Odyssey and scooted across the seat towards him. As she reached for his pants belt she saw his face break into a wide grin. She felt naughty and wild. About to give a blow job to this Black stranger out almost in public. About to do it in the back of her own vehicle where her children normally rode. She felt the heat of the scenario pulsing through her whole body. Her fingers rushed to undo his belt and then his pants. They found the bulge there - hard and ready for her. She pulled down his shorts and his cock sprang free. Five or six inches - but that didn't matter. What mattered was that he was Black and hard with desire for her.
Dee was aware that she was inexperienced in oral sex. David did not approve of such things. However, Fess didn't seem to mind. From the first time she took him into her mouth he was half moaning and half laughing. High on the pleasure of having a beautiful white woman sucking on his old Black cock. He gave her little comments of encouragement. She played with him a little, teasing him with her tongue and enjoying his reactions. It was as if they were playing a game but that cock in her mouth was as hard as a rock.
She felt the vehicle shift as new weight was added to it. She saw Fess smile and then settled herself to the serious business of getting him off. She already instinctively knew that Shaka had got in behind her and soon she felt her skirt lifted and his cock press against her pussy once more. Her little white pussy was in no mood to resist its big Black invader. In fact it was so warm and wet and welcoming that it seemed to almost draw Shaka in.
"Hmmmnnn," Dee breathed onto Fess's cock, "Daddy's home."
She heard Shaka's bass rumble of a laugh as he began to fuck her. Then everything was subsumed into the incredible sensations and emotions of pleasuring two Black men at the same time. It didn't last long. Fess obviously wasn't too used to this either. He came quickly and he came hard - strong spurts of cum into her mouth. Dee used all her mental strength not to cough or to spit. She knew it was important that she accepted Fess's tribute like a good little white slut should.
Shaka paused in his fucking. "Show him," he ordered.
Dee opened her mouth to show Fess his cum filling her mouth.
"Now swallow it teacher-lady."
Dee tried and got most of it down but then coughed at the viscous liquid sliding down her throat. She put her hand to her mouth and held it shut - rallied herself for a moment and then very obviously swallowed what remained. Then she opened her mouth again to show Fee she had taken all that he had given her.
"Damn," said Fess.
"Yeah, she's still learning but teacher-girl here is a pure natural little white ho. Ain't that so little bitch?"
"Yes - now fuck me Shaka," was Dee's response. Again her body had taken over. She was operating on pure instinct. She had loved pleasing Fess but Shaka was her man and Shaka needed to prove it to her again.
He turned her onto her back. Then he moved forward and ran the head of his big Black cock up and down her pussy lips. "You can see now why you need to be trimmed at the least. Gives a good clear view of when you getting yo'self properly Blacked. Gonna be happening a lot from now on - you know that don't ya."
"Yes," said Dee as she watched the amazing contrast of his coal-Black cock taking possession of her white pussy. Shaka slid home with ease - like a hand into a perfectly-fitted glove. Like he was meant to be there - which, she now knew, he was.
"Yes ... Yes ... Yes."
She heard Fess chuckling as he moved about. Knew he was taking more photographs. Guessed that Shaka probably had too. So there were pics of her half-naked, her sucking off a shabby old Black man, her being fucked in and against her vehicle by another Black man. She didn't care - all she cared about was how fucking good that big Black cock could make her feel. His hand pushed into her still unfastened blouse and teased her hard nipple. It had always been a 'weakness' of hers and it seems Shaka had found that out - just as he seemed to find out everything about her. She felt the pressure growing in her, began to try to push herself up after each thrust of Shaka's cock. To keep him as deep in her as he could.
Shaka savoured his conquest, relished every moment of her surrender to him. In some things her technique was lacking - courtesy of that limp-dicked white boy who was supposed to be her husband. That didn't matter - that would come with experience and experience came thick and fast for Shaka's bitches. What you couldn't replace or reproduce was the desire, the spirit. He'd been pretty sure she had it but you never KNEW about that till it came to it. Well he was reassured. Under that white-bread teacher-lady exterior there was a dirty little white ho and he was going to enjoy bringing her out. She was already learning that her greatest pleasure was giving pleasure to the Black man. Courtesy of Fess she'd learned real quick that meant Black men, plural not singular. Dee was going to be a little white hot-wife in serious demand.
He dropped his body down onto hers. His mouth found her neck and he sucked at the delicate pink skin there. He felt her quiver beneath him, felt her pussy tighten on his cock and he let his seed go. His lips came up to her ear. "Now you belong to me teacher-lady. You a Black man's woman now." He held her tight as she came again.
At Silky's
They drove on into the Capital as the light was fading. She had time to think and not just about her experiences of the day. She remembered one or two things Shaka had said. How he'd wanted her since Jess had told him about her. She suddenly had a strong suspicion that her old pupil had set her up to be Blacked. Again she was aware that her reaction was not what outsiders would assume. She didn't feel trapped and she didn't feel Jess and Emily had tried to trap her. It had been more that they had wanted to share something with her and they had needed to manoeuvre into a position where she could accept it.
She felt very practical about it. Did she regret being here? Did she wish she hadn't decided to come? No and no. She felt more alive than she had done in years. She felt HERSELF again, rather than just being what society and people around her needed her to be. So could she hold a grudge against Jess and her friend? No. Not that those two young ladies didn't deserve a good spanking! She suddenly giggled.
"OK, sweetness?" Shaka looked across at her.
"Oh I'm way better than OK. Where are we going next?"
"We been there before - Silky's. Need to check in there and show off my new acquisition."
"You think they'll approve?"
"Oh yeah - there you is fishing for compliments. Like you don't know they'll all be wanting a piece. So you best be keeping your eyes open too. See if any of the local brothas take your fancy. Chances are you'll be getting to know a lot of them real well pretty soon."
Dee contemplated that - felt the warmth steal through her body again. It kept her humming right up till the point where Shaka turned into the parking lot of Silky's. Dee just had time to notice the fresh coat of paint on the building. Then they were greeted by a well-built African-American on the door. He spoke with a thick accent, showing his links to Africa were close indeed.
"Evenin' Shaka, evenin' Lady."
The words were polite but the man's eyes seemed to take in every inch of her in a split-second. Dee felt a slight flush come to her cheeks. The man gave her a little smile and gave her a wink. Shaka bumped fists with the man and then guided Dee into the bar.
The wave of noise hit them both as they entered. There was a good crowd in and their talk and laughter had to compete with a pumping sound-track.
Shaka signalled to the bar and was acknowledged by Silky. He was serving drinks with a couple of college-age white girls. Aside from them every person in the bar was African-American. Dee suddenly realised the fact and also realised it was the first time she had ever been in such a situation.
She felt Shaka's hand on her arm - moving her forward. She knew he had sensed her momentary hesitation. The touch of his hand instantly told her that he was there and she had nothing to fear from new situations like this but it also told her that the time for such hesitations was now over. She had made her choice, had crossed her own personal Rubicon, there was no going back. She could embrace her new self or risk falling between these two worlds - the exciting new world of Shaka and the dull predictable world of David.
She put her shoulders back and a broad smile onto her face. She strode ahead of Shaka towards the group of men he had guided her towards.
They were mostly in their thirties or early forties. Dressed casually - working men rather than businessmen or street thugs.
They looked to Shaka for the moment. "This is my new girl Dee - just letting her see how friendly folks are at Silky's." He gave a little smile and that seemed to be a signal to the six men. They crowded around Dee - all talking at the same time.
"Don't be shy baby - we all REAL friendly here."
"Old Shaka can pick 'em - you are a fine little piece ain't you."
"Silky's got your beer here - set another one up for the lady man. Gotta show we know how to treat a beautiful lady like her."
"Tell us about yourself girl - what brings you here."
The men weren't all incredibly handsome or built like Greek Gods. They were just ordinary men, Shaka stood a good half-foot taller than any of them. But they were very happy to pay Dee attention. It was quite something - something you certainly didn't get if you had a husband on your arm or young children in tow. She was hearing the 'chat' and seeing the glint in the men's eyes. She was noticing their glances straying where it wasn't totally polite for a man's eyes to stray. She glanced at Shaka. He smiled at her and raised an eyebrow.
He was testing her again and she knew every test took her a little further down the road. It wasn't that she didn't want to tread that path it was just that it was new and dangerous and sometimes not a little scary. The tests eased her in the right direction, let her know that he approved. Again it struck her that Shaka was way too smooth at all this - that he must have done this many times before. Taken a white woman and turned her into what he wanted her to be. What was the phrase they used? 'Turned her out.'
She was a little nervous still and kept taking pulls from the big glass of beer pushed into her hand. She found the alcohol helped relax her - soon found a second glass replacing the first. Once her initial hesitation was out of the way she found being their center of attention real easy to get used to. They were asking about her, cracking jokes, complimenting her. Which was moving along nicely until they noticed her rings and started asking about her husband.
"You got a white boy waiting up at home for you baby?"
"He know where his wife's at?"
"How you know he ain't stepping out - one of them open marriages - maybe he got a cute little Black secretary."
She explained that he didn't know where she was and that she was sure he was at home. He certainly hadn't had anything arranged...
"How you know that?" That was Shaka's voice cutting in.
"Well because it's ..." Dee steeled herself, she might as well tell them, "... it's our wedding anniversary tonight."
They liked that - they really liked that. Whoops and laughs drew the attention of others at the bar.
"Shit he must be a sorry mutha-fucker if you left him at home on yo' anniversary night!"
"What you mean Floyd, if he let a fine piece like this out tonight then he don't fucking deserve her."
"Tell you - if I was him I'd be making you feel like a Queen, baby, never let you even think of straying. What's that fool doing!"



"Fuck him - long as this cute little dime is coming round here I couldn't give a fuck what her husband thinks."
That seemed to be the considered opinion. Her husband was an idiot and she was in the right place. Dee, at that moment, couldn't say she disagreed.
Shaka told them a little about how Dee had ended up there tonight. His audience enjoyed it - hung on his every word. It was still hard for Dee to understand that he was talking about her. The sexy little slut who had a fool for a husband and who was Shaka's new white bitch. That was her. It had to be - because that was Shaka's big Black hand holding onto her little white butt!
Suddenly Dee noticed that Shaka's attention had been drawn to the other side of the bar. She followed his gaze and saw a new entrant to the bar. The woman was about her own age and height, red-haired and fair-skinned, dressed to impress the Black man.
It was clearly working too. Shaka's attention was riveted on the red-headed slut. Dee felt jealousy surge through her body.
Shaka leaned down to whisper in her ear. "Keep my friends entertained - I got to look after something."
He set off across the bar. If looks could kill then that red-headed whore would have shrivelled and died under the force of Dee's gaze. Who the fuck did she think she was? She felt her new confidence start to deflate. How long had she held Shaka's attention once he had fucked her. Forty minutes - an hour at best?
"Hey baby, don't be looking over there. You never gonna be short of men want a taste of that fine sugar."
"Yeah - take your pick baby, Shaka won't mind a double-date. He's probably arranging it right now."
They might be right - Shaka was a law unto himself. She certainly didn't get to tell him what to do - that had never been apart of the arrangement. She realised that Shaka's moving off had encouraged the other men. Whatever HE was doing these Black men had no problem recognising that she was worthy of all their attention.
The last one who had spoken was a few years younger than her, with a pleasant open face and a ready smile. A girl could do a LOT worse. If Shaka's eye could wander, well...
She locked her eyes on his deep brown ones. Gave him a little smile and leaned into him so his lips almost touched her ear as he spoke.
"Oh shit, fucking Darius, teach us for hanging out with a pretty boy like him."
The comment was amused, not angry. Dee jumped as a hand tapped her butt.
"Teacher-lady is getting naughty - might need a spanking. Darius'll have to wait - your man is calling."
She looked over and Shaka was signalling to her. He and the red-head were no longer alone. Another man had joined them. He wasn't as tall as Shaka but he was over six feet and just as powerfully-built. His skin was dark but at his wrists and his neck she could see the swirls and patterns of intricate tattoo designs. His face showed no ink and had a handsome symmetry to it. Just now, however, his features were set in an expression of serious purpose.
Dee couldn't help admiring him - he was another alpha male. But he was another alpha male on Shaka's territory. She was nervous again now but she went straight to her man's side.
As soon as she got there Shaka raised a hand and gently indicated one of her ear-rings with the 'S' marked out in flashing brilliants within the gaudy golden hoops. "See," he said, "my bitch is wearing my mark. So everyone knows just who she belongs to. Got another pair in the office would look just right on Georgia here."
Georgia - so that was the red-headed tramp's name. It didn't seem to matter now. She and the red-head were just pawns in the game being played by the two men. They were like two magnificent lions prowling round each other, testing each other out. The lords of all they surveyed. If one showed weakness then the other would claim his prize. Prestige and, of course, white pussy.
The big tattooed man didn't seem daunted by the presence of Shaka. He didn't quail or retreat - he answered in kind. "No doubt they would - but I have my own plans for her. That said I'm liking the look of your little bitch there - I'd be ready to put in a good offer for her."
Dee couldn't help it, she gasped in shock and then struggled to bring her expression back under control. It had been so blatant. He had just offered to buy her - like some sort of a prostitute or even a slave, a sex slave. She suddenly noticed that Georgia was watching her. She half expected to see jealousy there to match her own. She didn't - instead she saw a little concern for Dee and recognition. The expression of a sister, a sister more experienced in the ways of men like these.
She had half expected Shaka to attack the new man but he merely chuckled at the suggestion that he would sell Dee.
"I only just started training her - having way too much fun to let her go just yet." Dee felt him gently move up behind her and one Black hand found an erect nipple as it poked through her white blouse. He was displaying her to this other man. She couldn't suppress a little whimper but she didn't resist even when his other hand reached down between her legs and pulled up her skirt. There was a flash of neatly trimmed pubic hair and then his hand was on her pussy. He murmured into her ear, "Yeah, teacher lady, good to know you learning yo' lessons. No panties - just like the rules say. But it needs to be bare too - don't care what you tell that limp-dicked White-boy husband of yours."
It was a performance. Shaka had shown his rival that she was a teacher, that she had a white husband, that she belonged totally to the Black man who was so openly displaying her charms. He was taunting the other man with the quality of his little white bitch, flaunting Dee in his face. She suddenly realised the beautiful red-head wasn't competition. Shaka would take her if he could - of course he would - but he was showing that he rated Dee at least as high. Besides, Shaka was man enough for both of them.
Oh God but it was intoxicating, a dangerously strong brew for a white woman like her. Being around these men - being the focus of their desires and lusts. It felt so damned good - so damned addictive. She had been denied a taste of such attention for so long and now she was getting it premium-strength and in no shortage. It could overwhelm her, it was overwhelming her. She couldn't go back to how she had been now.
She heard a voice, "Looks like premium pussy", and realised that it had been speaking about her, about her pussy.
Shaka was still holding her - displaying her to all his friends as well as to the man with Georgia. "Oh yes," said Shaka, "you'd best believe it. Pussy made for the pleasure of a Black man. Warm and wet - seems my little bitch liked the idea of us fighting, or maybe it was the idea of me selling her to a stranger." It might have been his words or his expert fingers but Dee was whimpering again between short gasps for breath as Shaka's skilled fingers worked on her. "You like the idea of being Izeye's little slave girl?"
Dee couldn't help moaning out loud. She knew that it was crazy, knew that it was wrong, but she couldn't deny how these men made her feel.
It seemed that Shaka was enjoying the effect he was having on his new little bitch. Suddenly he beckoned to Georgia. "Come see how wet this pussy is. Tell Dee what being Izeye's slave entails."
The redhead didn't hesitate. She came straight over to Dee and kissed the stunned school teacher hard. Dee felt Georgia's tongue push into her mouth and, after a moment or two, responded in kind. More new sensations, more new feelings, more sensory overload.
She heard Georgia's man, the one apparently called Izeye, chuckle. Knew that they were entertaining their Black Masters. They liked having two classy white bitches putting on a show for them. She rejoiced to find that she didn't care - in fact that she thrilled to be pleasing her men. Suddenly she realised that she was already thinking of them as her men. Not just Shaka, not just Izeye, but all the men there, the beautiful Black men.
Georgia broke the kiss and gently spun Dee round so that she was standing behind her. She unbuttoned Dee's blouse and moved her hand inside feeling the warm flesh of her breast and then gently squeezing on her nipple. She put her other hand's fingers into her own mouth and then reached down to Dee's pussy - exposed as Shaka held her skirt out of the way. She began to speak softly into Dee's ear - a mantra of submission and devotion.
"Izeye is my Master and I am his slave. Izeye orders and I obey. It gives me pleasure to give him pleasure. When my Master is satisfied then, and only then, can I be satisfied. If he wants to fuck me then he can fuck me. If he wants me to fuck someone else, anyone else, then I will fuck them. He has made me what I am - a whore but a very willing and satisfied whore. My Master gives his orders and I obey. If he wants me to be Black-only then I will be. If he wants to give me his ink then he can. If he wants to give me his baby then he can. He is my Master and I exist to serve him and to give him pleasure." Dee heard the slight Southern accent of the other woman as she processed the words. Georgia had given herself totally to the Black man and Dee suddenly knew with a searing realisation that she wanted to be just like her. To devote herself to the men who could make her feel like this. "Are you ready Dee, ready to be a Black man's slave? Now that you know what it means." Georgia dropped her lips to Dee's neck and sucked hard on her pale flesh even as Dee screamed her assent.
"YYYEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSS, MAKE ME A BLACK MAN'S SLAVE!!!!!!"
There was a moment's silence and then the whole crowd in the bar roared their approval. It seemed like the whole darned roof was going to come off. Even Silky and his two young white bar-girls were joining in, shouting and banging their hands on the bar.
Shaka move back in to take control. He gently buttoned up Dee's blouse as the crowd slowly quietened down.
"We got unfinished business ain't we teacher-lady." It wasn't a question. Shaka looked like he'd enjoyed the show - like he was ready to show her just what he could do, to prove his reputation. Dee almost shivered at the thought - at the intensity of her need for him at that moment.
Shaka went on. "Need to get you home don't we. Tell all the men here why I got to get you home."
Dee looked into his wonderfully deep soulful eyes. She bit her lip a little. This sort of thing still didn't come naturally. She quietly said, "So you can fuck me."
"So everyone can hear," said Shaka pausing.
Dee swallowed and said in as loud and clear a voice as she could, "So you can fuck me."
She saw Georgia give her a smile. She saw Izeye give a little nod of approval. That made her feel good but most important was that Shaka gave her his warmest smile and kissed her hard before voicing his approval.
"That's right - then we can send you back to that loser husband of yours full of my strong nigger nut. That's the way it's gonna be from now on my sweet little white bitch." He slapped her on the butt and then led her out into the night.
***
Dee looked into the bathroom mirror and puffed out her cheeks. She'd half expected to be going back to his home but apparently Shaka had this little pad sorted out especially. She wondered how many women he had brought back here. The fact he had a 'fuck-pad' especially for entertaining 'his white bitches' was something of a clue. The fact he had come out and told her so was pretty eloquent too. She was in Shaka's world now.
She looked at herself in the mirror. It seemed amazing to her that she still looked much as she had that morning. She didn't feel the same. She felt a completely new woman so how could she still look much the same. Walking past her in the street you wouldn't have known. Well except for one thing, two things really. The livid dark marks on her neck. Love bites - one from Shaka, one from Georgia. She could only hope they'd fade a bit before she got home. Or she'd have to get some make-up. She realised she was very matter-of-factly considering how to cheat her husband, how to deceive him. She didn't feel guilty. It was a bit late for that.
It had turned out Shaka's reputation had been well-deserved. She had never known anything like it. His combination of technique and raw power. His willingness to hold back just when she needed it and to power on just when she needed it. She had known that she was in the hands of a master of his craft. Right up until the moment when he had stood holding her in his strong arms with effortless ease. She had clung onto him with her arms and legs as he had thrust his big Black cock into her again and again. Like NOTHING she had ever felt before - the incredible sensations running through her body. She had felt helpless and yet safeguarded. Those strong arms, his mouth seeking hers for a long kiss, the taste of sweat on his Black skin. His total masterful presence as he had taken her, as he had made her his woman. Then, finally, his grunt as he shot his cum up into her pussy. Followed by that little smile, the smile of triumph.
***
"So little bitch, you enjoy your anniversary present?"
It struck Dee for the first time that she had never told Shaka that it was her wedding anniversary. But he'd mentioned it at the bar and then again twice back here. Clearly Jess or Emily had been telling tales again. That wasn't what mattered though. Shaka had known and he had selected this date to make her one of his women. He had KNOWN that she wouldn't be able to resist the temptation of going to him. Even when she herself had felt it impossible.
She snuggled against his big warm body, felt the amazing after-glow of sex with this man, her man. He hadn't been fooling earlier on. In the course of the day they had fucked four times and each time he had cum just as deep in her as he could.
Dee giggled to herself. By her 'present' did he mean the fucking or all that Black baby-making seed. Not that it mattered - the answer was the same.
She kissed his shoulder. "It's the best I've ever had Shaka."
She felt the vibration as a deep laugh rumbled in his chest. "Preach it teacher-lady, preach it..."
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Our New Life
Things moved with a new rhythm.
Hazel still did the occasional web-show though the real thing was rapidly replacing her old game of just playing at being a 'hot-wife'.
Every couple of weeks she had a 'girl's night' with Vicky, her female lover. All I knew was that Vicky took the lead in their love-making. She also took Hazel to lesbian bars and clubs where she could parade her little 'trophy slut', as she called Hazel, and find new playmates for them both to enjoy.
I got to enjoy an evening alone with Hazel about as regularly. We did the standard things that a couple do. We cooked and ate dinner, we watched TV, we went out for meals, we made love. In the chaos of the rest of our relationship they were always precious times for me and I believe for both of us.
Then there was Denzel, the guy I'd arranged for her to fuck. Her first extra-marital partner, if you didn't count me. He'd had my number and got back in touch to find out if "everything was OK." (Translation - "Did I put my baby in your girlfriend's belly?") I was vaguely impressed - we hadn't even got his name that night and most guys don't like the idea of paying child-support for the next 18 years. Denzel had fronted up like a real man and so he became part of the 'team' too.
My job was increasingly crazy and I had to take work-trips, sometimes abroad, for up to a week at a time. However, when the idiot Steve - Hazel's useless lay-about husband - was away on one of his, usually unpaid, acting jobs Hazel wanted, 'to go out and play.'
If I was there - great. We'd go into the city to a gig, a dance club or wherever Hazel could flaunt her fine sexy self. If there were hard dicks and men looking for a place to park them then my girl went there and hunted out the prime specimens. I'd be there to make sure things didn't get too out-of-hand. But generally the guys were very happy to be asked to fuck the sexiest girl there and we had no real trouble.
If I wasn't there then she went out with Denzel and his friends - a fun, uninhibited, bunch of four men and six girls. The personnel changed over time. The guys fucked Hazel a few times and then didn't want to share her. I didn't blame them but they had to go. Denzel lasted six months - I felt for him. This life-style isn't for everyone. Finally there were four girls left, they called themselves 'the girls' and God help any man who fell into their clutches. I knew they were safe together as they looked after each other and generally had a 'boyfriend' or two in tow to help with anyone who got out of line.
I bought a flat in the city. That flat got a lot of action when 'the girls' took their catch of the night back to party. I was friends with them all but nothing more, there was only one woman for me.
My credit card took a battering as Hazel developed quite the wardrobe of clothing and accessories. Being a slutty chav-ette suited some occassions but as her slut-hood developed she realised she could tailor her image to suit her location and targets.
I'd find myself standing beside an alley at one in the morning listening to a big tattooed meathead ramming his dick into the girl I was coming to believe was the love of my life until she yelled for him to fuck her harder and he filled his condom. I'd settle down in the flat to the rhythmic noise of bed-springs as Hazel took another new partner and wrung his balls dry. Or I'd get home to four naked women fucking four guys I'd never seen before. Life was never boring.
But Hazel had a problem. First, she was still a bloody school-teacher. Sooner or later the brown stuff was going to hit the proverbial fan and she'd be in the Sunday papers. 'Miss Slut fucks every man in three counties,' or something like that. Sure, I could afford to help her out if that happened but her husband, Steve, basically lived in her house and off her earnings. If she got sacked and I wasn't there to help then they would both be royally screwed.
More importantly, at least to Hazel, she could only 'go out to play' at most a couple of times a week. Even after I'd used some contacts to find Steve as many acting gigs as possible as far away as possible he was still cramping her style. His family were also a bunch of total arseholes. There started to be talk of grand-children and Steve bringing Hazel 'home' so that she could quit her job and raise his kids like a good religious wife should.
Hazel simmered under this pressure for months. Then she decided to solve the situation. Would she do what they wanted? - No. Would she get rid of me and Vicky? - No, thank God. Would she stop slutting around? - Not in a million years. So, there was only one solution...
An Angry Woman is a Dangerous Thing
"It's time he took the fucking hint," Hazel said with determination. It was obvious that her marriage was dead, it just needed both sides to recognise the fact and then everyone could move on to something better. But Steve seemed blissfully unaware of any problems. He treated Hazel like a moron. Any issues would sort themselves out in time, they didn't need to be dealt with. He was wandering about on a big keg of dynamite with the fuse lit and he didn't even know it. I had my suspicions - he was living quite happily in his wife's house and off his wife's money. Why would he want things to change?
"I have to tell him who I really am," Hazel declared, her teeth gritted. Oh shit, this was not going to be pleasant. Steve was so boring and buttoned-up that he'd probably have a heart attack or worse.
I drove her down to her house that day - she had been staying with me for the previous week. The idea was that her absence might force Steve to wake up and smell the proverbial coffee. The journey was silent, not two words were spoken. I parked three doors down and did what she'd asked. As she reached for the door I gave her a worried look. "You sure you don't want me to put him in the picture. You sure this will go alright?"
Her chin was set, "No, just the opposite - I'm sure that it won't. In fact it'll be a total shit-show. But it has to happen and I have to be the one to make Steve understand that."
One deep breath and she was out of the car. I watched her totter down their driveway and, I'm ashamed to say, my dick got hard.
It wasn't the fact that I was stealing another man's wife - that wasn't something that I had ever planned on doing. I knew that tonight was going to hit Steve hard and however I felt about him I didn't view that with an easy conscience. He would probably blame me - why wouldn't he? He would think that I had corrupted his sweet innocent wife. I couldn't deny at least 'enabling' her to take the path she had taken. However, she HAD chosen that path for herself and ultimately it was Steve's complacency and neglect that had set her off on it.
No, what had my cock hard wasn't the situation, it was what Hazel was wearing as she went to confront her husband.
She had decided complete honesty was the only way to break Steve's complacency. He needed to know just how much of a slut she had become. He needed to know that she was no longer the girl he had married and her choice of outfit was designed with that in mind.
Hazel was wearing a knee-length black leather coat and when she took it off Steve would have to be an idiot not to see something was up. Hugging her arse was a tiny black latex mini-skirt which barely hid her pussy. No panties today of course. Only a few inches of fishnet-clad thigh were on show because she wore shiny black stretch-leather thigh-high boots with 5-inch stiletto heels.
Above her mini-skirt and a strip of exposed tight flat belly was a red latex corset-style top that sat under her beautifully-formed tits and deliciously lifted them while leaving them completely exposed, hence the need for the coat. A silver chain linked her bare breasts, held in place by clips on her nipples.
But that wasn't all. Her pretty face was painted like a cheap whore with bright red lipstick, long fake lashes and heavy dark eye make-up. Her hair was dyed platinum blonde and carefully coaxed into the definitive 'just fucked' look.
As she disappeared inside I settled down to wait. To wait for what I knew was inevitable. It had to happen but I was not looking forward to it.
Finally my phone pinged and I dragged my ass out of the car and over to their house. I carried a case so we could collect some clothing. Hazel had always kept clothing at mine but it most definitely wasn't suitable for her work and the new school term was imminent.
As I approached the door it flew open and the first thing I saw was a very angry Hazel. "Turn round - we're going out," she snapped.
Well I wasn't planning on staying and it seemed I wouldn't be welcome anyway.
"Fuck off you dirty perverted bastard," screamed Steve as he saw me over Hazel's shoulder. What the fuck have you been trying to do to my Hazel!"
"Listen to me," she screamed back at him. "I told you this isn't about him. Its about you and me and why there isn't a you and me any more." I'd never seen her like this before. She was incandescent with rage. "I've had enough of your shit. I want to go out and get what I want and I'm not sure what that is but it certainly isn't you."
"Hazel, come inside. This has all been put in your head by that lying bastard. You are my wife and I want you back in my house."
Hazel looked at him and then turned on her heel. She strode past me and straight to the car with her heels clicking on the concrete. Steve and I exchanged a look of mutual hatred before he finally shouted, "I'll wait for you to see sense and come home." Then he retreated back into the house and I let out a long breath before joining Hazel in the car.
Well it had given the neighbours a free show but one thing was for certain - Plan A had not been a success.
In the car Hazel was still seething with rage. She slapped the dashboard hard with her hand and then turned to me. "He won't see how things are and he won't listen to me. When I tried to tell him who I am he ignored me and told me that he knew they were lies you had invented for me to tell him. So I decided to show him the photographs and videos I keep on my phone. He just refused to look at them - said they were fakes produced by you. He's fucking unbelievable!"
I'll be frank. I didn't like the way Steve leeched off Hazel but I hadn't been the one to suggest they should end it. I didn't need this kind of drama. However, it had been obvious for a while that things could not go on as they had been. Ultimately, it had always been Hazel's call and it still was.
"So what do we do now?"
I'd never seen her look so determined. "He's going to have to be told in a way that he can't ignore and that proves to him that he doesn't want me anymore." She shook a little and I saw that under that determination she was scared. I reached out to her but she shook her head. Despite her foul mood she smiled grimly. "I'm pretty sure you won't like it either. I'll drive because I think I know where I can get what I need." She changed her boots and we were on our way.
Hazel Gets What She Needs
Perhaps it was the distraction of the outfit she was wearing. Either way, I was incredibly slow on the uptake. Even when we got to the city, even when we took that same wrong turning from months before. It was only when we pulled up outside that shabby
two-story building, and I saw the lights spelling out 'The Pit,' that I knew just how much trouble we were probably getting into.
"Hazel," I pleaded, "please think about it."
"I have - I'm sorry", she'd already put her boots back on and was tottering towards her destiny. Fear gripped me but I couldn't let her go in there alone. I followed.
As I entered the dark room I saw pretty much every face turned towards us. Of course they'd seen her first. Me, they were less happy about. There were perhaps thirty or forty people in 'The Pit' and calling it a rat-hole would be generous. A big bar, battered old furniture and graffiti tags on the walls as decoration. This was after the smoking ban but it didn't seem to apply here. The air was pretty thick with smoke, from both tobacco and weed. Every male in the place was Black and I was aware that every male in the place wanted to kick my ass out. The only other whites there were two young woman serving behind the bar and a heavily tattooed stripper gyrating on the small stage opposite the front door.
"Nothin' here for you, best leave while you can," broke the silence. It came from a man as he slowly stood from his seat at a table next to the bar. There were bigger guys there and much more scary guys but this man was clearly the boss. He was only my height and maybe not quite my weight, his coal-Black skin didn't have the gaol-house home-made tattoos that many of the others had, but as he'd started to speak the bar had gone quiet. Even the stripper's music had stopped. This guy emanated power and command. In another life he'd have been a General or the King of a warrior-tribe. As it was, he ran a scruffy drinking-hole and the activities that operated out of it.
It hadn't been a threat - it had just told us the situation. I was ready to fuck off at pace but Hazel was too angry, or too naive, to abandon her mission.
She stood in front of the meanest bunch I had ever seen and said in a cool, clear, voice, "You do have what I need and I'm here to get it."
The man chuckled, "No police are coming in here and buying anything from anyone. This is a respectable establishment," he cast his arms out wide to the laughter of his customers, "what could we have that you need, little bitch."
Hazel flushed slightly at the insult but replied quick as a flash, "Big Black cocks."
The place went into uproar. Guys were jumping up and shouting, others were laughing, it was immediately obvious that she wouldn't lack for volunteers if it came to it.
The Boss Man raised his hand and silence slowly returned. "OK, make your case."
"My husband won't believe that I'm a slut so that I can get a divorce from him. I need three of your guys to come over and prove to him just what a dirty little whore I am."
The Boss Man turned to scrutinise me for the first time and I saw a long knife scar on the left side of his face. He gave me a cold smile, "You the husband." I shook my head and stammered a reply.
"He just looks after me," explained Hazel.
"Doing a bang-up job there soldier", said Boss Man with another bleak smile, "if I'd chose not to be here today then you two would most likely be missing person stats by tomorrow." He cocked his head to one side and came to a decision. "Fucking a little bitch ain't illegal, yet at least. So I don't see why we can't help you out. Any preference - afraid we only come in one colour. That's sorta the point," and he gestured to a banner on the wall which read 'the Niggaz'.
Oh shit, it was a gang hang-out. But with any luck we could still get out of there with three of them and that would be it.
Then I heard Hazel say it, "I don't care, except I want you of course." Oh shit, I thought, this man might be a lot easier to get into your life than to get out of it.
"Of course," Boss Man took it as inevitable that she'd pick him. "No light-skinned brothas come in here so we're all good and Black for you. Guess you'd like a couple of the meanest-looking motherfuckas so will Delroy and Jadon do for you." He pointed at two huge guys on the next table and his mocking smile was back.
"They're perfect," she agreed.
"Fucking far from it, but they'll enjoy resizing your holes for you. Now where's this bitch husband of yours," and putting an arm round Hazel's shoulders he helped her totter back to the car with his two friends in tow and me trailing behind to the jeers of the rest of the Pit's inmates.
In the time it took to cross a few yards of waste ground one guy was groping her tit and another had his hand up her skirt. I knew my place and pulled the car seat forward so the three of them could climb in the back. I got in the driving seat and Boss Man rode shotgun. I was surprised he'd left Hazel to the others but it seemed he wasn't in a hurry.
It was generally a 30-minute journey back to the house where an unsuspecting Steve was waiting for his wife. I did it in 20 and Hazel spent the whole journey laid across the laps of the two guys in the back. One was sucking on her titties and playing with her fake nipple rings. The other soon had fingers in Hazel's pussy and was working on her good. Boss Man just turned the rear-view mirror so he could observe what was going on. "Need to get them nipples done - get rid of that fake shit," was all he said on the journey.
We bundled through the front door of Hazel's house and Steve's eyes bugged out, "What's going on. Who are these..."
"You still think I was joking," Hazel said, her hand stroking Boss Man's large bulge through his trousers. "Well you are about to find out different. Get upstairs because it seems with you only seeing is believing."
Steve hesitated.
"We ain't asking", Boss Man growled with a baleful glare. He was not a man that you risked misunderstanding or contradicting. Even the hapless Steve could see that. Hazel's husband, perhaps for the first time realising his whole world was about to collapse, led the way upstairs and into the bedroom where he took refuge in the farthest corner. I just stood in the doorway. This was Hazel's show.
"I need to see your cocks," said Hazel. She'd lost most of her clothes in the car and now she rapidly peeled off the rest before dropping to her knees.
Boss Man only really had an inch or two more than me but, surprisingly, he was the smallest of the three. Delroy had a good ten inches, though clearly thinner than Boss Man's, while Jadon was a monster. He was 6 foot 10 and built like a brick shithouse with a dick to match. It looked a foot long and about as thick as Hazel's fore-arm. I exaggerate but not by much.
Hazel just stared. She was no shrinking violet but nothing had quite prepared her for this or for the sight of Jadon's huge Black cock. For a moment she seemed intimidated but then her excitement swamped any such misgivings. It didn't take a genius to see she was fascinated by those three big Black cocks. Perhaps fascinated wasn't the word. Perhaps infatuated was. You could see the lust take her over and after licking her lips she reached out and touched Jadon's mighty shaft.
Jadon wasn't complaining and he also wasn't patient. "Suck it bitch," he demanded.
She didn't need telling twice.
She opened her mouth wide, to match her eyes, and took him into her mouth. Within seconds she seemed completely devoted to worshipping that Black cock and her head began to bob up and down eagerly. The contrast of his deep-Black cock against her pretty white face was incredible to watch. I felt my cock stiffening in my pants.
I glanced at Steve and saw that he looked to be in shock.
Hazel pulled back off the huge Black cock and looked back up at Jadon with her eyes wide and sparkling with lust. She kept hold of his cock as she turned her head and opened her mouth for Boss Man's cock. That should have been easier to manage but he had other ideas. He grabbed her head and she gagged as he tried to make her take his meat down her throat. Then he fucked Hazel's face hard, showing no concern for her, before holding his dick all the way in. Hazel's nose was buried against his Black flesh. She struggled to pull off but he wouldn't let her - only when he was good and ready did he pull out and throw her to the floor, leaving her retching and spluttering.



I'd taken a step forward while this was going on and Boss Man turned to look at me. Just a look but it reminded me who was in charge here. I could watch quietly or I could get the shit beaten out of me, either way he'd do just what he liked to Hazel. This was clearly a very dangerous man. Hazel had selected him and I only hoped she could handle what she had coming to her.
"Little bitch," he growled and then reached down to pull her back to her knees by hooking his fingers into her long blonde hair. She gasped and for a moment looked out of her depth. However, he then eased her head back and brought his own down close to hers. His dark eyes bored into her soul as she stared wide-eyed up at him. He moved one big Black hand round to hold her throat in the few seconds of silence as they looked into each others eyes.
I don't know whether he mesmerized her but it seemed that in that moment a connection was made. He was a man that oozed authority and power, power of the rawest and potentially most potent kind. I doubted that Hazel had ever met anyone quite like him before and it showed.
Boss Man gently squeezed his fingers as he snarled, "Open up and show me your tongue." Hazel obeyed and he immediately spat heavily into her open mouth. "Swallow that shit," he said almost as an afterthought. She didn't only obey but actually made a great show of gulping his filthy spittle down as if it was the finest and most expensive of vintage wines.
Boss Man looked at her for another second and then gave the slightest of nods. "Fucking skanky ho," he dismissed her and casually tossed her across to Delroy who set to following his example. He grabbed hold of her head and began thrusting his cock in and out of her so hard that I began to worry for her safety - until I heard her moaning with desire.
Jadon got impatient, pulled Hazel over to him and got his huge cock back in her mouth. He'd seen her take his friends' cocks all the way and now he wanted some of the same. It would have been unacceptably exploitative but for the fact that Hazel so clearly had exactly the same idea. Jadon had his hands on her head pushing her onto his cock but she had her hands on his ass pulling him into her. They both gave it all they could but there were still three inches that she just couldn't take.
Jadon eased back and looked as her. "Let's get this done. Lay back with your head over the edge of the bed." She looked at him and then obeyed. Jadon stepped up and pushed his cock straight down her throat leaving barely an inch exposed. Hazel's little white hands came up and I momentarily thought she was signalling distress but she only grasped his muscular thighs and tried to encourage him deeper. Jadon kept pushing in short little thrusts and finally got all the way in. "Yeah, thass the bomb bitch," he growled. He began pounding her throat as Hazel gasped for breath and as her face grew more and more flushed.
While our attention was on Jadon his mates hadn't been standing by. Delroy was pistoning two big Black fingers into Hazel's wet pussy. Boss Man wasn't being so gentle. He was kneading her perfect tits and twisting her stiff nipples. "You need these tits fixed little bitch. How's a man supposed to fuck these?" He snarled out the words and then slapped her tits hard. Hazel only mewled her approval.
"Time to fuck this cunt," declared Delroy.
Jadon pulled out of Hazel's mouth. "You wanna watch your first real Nigga fucking?"
The sweet Hazel I loved was gone now, totally submerged into Wild Hazel. She pulled herself back onto the bed. "Fuck yeah - prove to me what I've been missing. Fuck me like a Nigga fucks his whore."
Delroy was happy to oblige and moved the blunt menacing head of his Black cock up to the lips of her pussy.
"NO," shouted Steve, "you have to wear a condom." I almost gained some respect for him at that moment.
Hazel didn't and spat back at him, "Fuck you, I want a baby."
"You want us to knock you up, slut?" asked Jadon
"Yeah! Fuck a little Black baby into me."
Delroy was rubbing his cock over her neatly-trimmed mound. "You know how it is. Once you get properly Blacked nothing else will be the same. After this you won't even feel these white boys' little pricks. You sure you want that?"
Hazel's beautiful grey-blue eyes stared deeply into his. "Ruin me for them," she ordered "make this cunt Black-owned." Her moan was full of lust.
I couldn't help it. I didn't even think about trying to stop what was about to happen. Instead I got out my phone and began to film that moment when Delroy's big Black cock pushed home into Hazel's wet pussy. It caught the brutally pornographic moment - and her next shuddering lust-filled moan.
"Fuck, she's tight. Tell she ain't had a real man in her before," grunted Delroy and he eased himself deeper. His stubby fingers came up to work Hazel's clit as he began to work on making inch after inch of Hazel's pussy the property of the Black man.
"Shut up and fuck me hard," ordered Hazel and yanked Jadon's cock back towards her mouth. She'd asked for it and they weren't going to let her off easy, especially after that back-chat. Jadon fucked her face every bit as hard as Delroy began slamming her pussy.
Jadon chuckled at Steve who was staring silently from his corner. "Your wife's a Nigga-loving slut now, limp-dick." He took a step back to let his leader get a piece of the fresh white meat.
Boss Man slapped Hazel's face hard a couple of times with his fat Black cock. Hazel didn't protest. Instead she desperately sought him with her mouth, trying to get her lips round the broad head of his shaft. Smiling coldly he held his shaft away from her - he had other ideas.
"Work my balls bitch - get me ready to breed ya."
Hazel seemed almost frantic as she eagerly licked and nuzzled his heavy Black balls, bathing each in her saliva and worshipping them with her tongue.
"Act like the bitch you is." said Jadon and gave a hand signal to show what he meant. Hazel got on all fours and wiggled her bum enticingly in the air. Delroy slid back home and resumed his jack-hammer fucking of her cunt. To my surprise Boss Man stepped back and let Jadon get back into position being sucked off by Hazel. I didn't understand what he had in mind at first. Then he moved across the room to pull his leather belt from his discarded trousers.
"Ask me to whip your ass, bitch," he growled.
Hazel looked back at him, "Please sir, I've been bad. I need you to whip my cute little white bum."
The leather cracked across her flesh and she yelled. If she'd thought he was playing games then she knew better now. Boss Man just waited, challenging her,
"Again sir," Hazel said.
Boss Man didn't hold back and lashed her even harder. Hazel's yell became a moan of, "Again sir." The belt cracked down on her ass once more. Already, fierce red marks were showing on the sweet pale flesh of her butt.
Delroy was still fucking her brutally, like a sexual machine, and I could tell Hazel was getting close.
"Don't stop," she pleaded.
"Gonna cum," announced Delroy.
"Yes, cum inside me! Knock me up!" urged Hazel as she wanked Jadon's cock and as Boss Man was still flogging her ass.
"Here it comes ho." Delroy slammed into her and held deep.
"PLLLLLEEEEAAAASSSE!" she howled and one more thwack of the belt set her off properly. She lost it totally as her orgasm hit. Her arms went wobbly and couldn't support her weight so she fell forward as her whole body shook from the power of her climax.
Steve looked on with dead eyes. I struggled to keep a hold on my own emotions. I knew I could never compete with these guys but I have to confess that it was a fucking hot sight. It didn't help that I knew there was nothing I could do about it. The pressure of my hard cock against my pants was an ironic reminder of my total impotence in this situation. My rational mind hated everything that was happening but my deep mind, that lizard brain of animal lust, relished the pure pornography being acted out in front of me. I just knew I had to hide that fact as best as I could. These men would feed off that weakness just as they were feeding off the very different weakness being exhibited by Steve.
For the moment Boss man seemed to have lost interest in us. He shoved Delroy out of the way and took his place between Hazel's legs. He put the head of his thick Black dick up to her pussy and slid home with ease. He wasn't in the mood for finesse or delicacy. Instead he set down a brutal rhythmn of hard thrusts straight away. His dark shaft pistoned in and out of Hazel's sloppy wet cock and began to displace his friend's cum.
"UUUUggghhhhh," moaned Hazel. Was it pain or arousal?
Boss Man didn't care - he was working hard to get his nut in this white whore. He just kept fucking her as fast and as hard as he could. He probably didn't care but it seemed that was just what she needed. She put her head back and opened her mouth. She seemed out of it - carried away by a second orgasm that just rolled on and on as Boss Man fucked her through it. He seemed to finally notice her and slowed his stroke before finally stopping. The guy was in shape - he'd been fucking her hard and wasn't even out of breath.
He pulled out and moved down to push his fingers to her slopping wet cunt. I don't think she'd quite recovered from her last orgasm and his ruthless assault on her clit bore almost immediate fruit.
"Oh God, oh God, OH GOOODDDD, NOOOOOOO, DOONNNNN'T, PLEEEASSE..."
It was a wail of despair and I knew what was going to happen. I got my camera out ready to film another clip.
Hazel was a sexual free spirit. It was one of the things I loved most about her. However, she did have boundaries. Mostly the obvious ones - but she did have one little personal thing. I'd only ever seen her squirt once. It had been in a threesome and another girl had made her cum like the world was ending. Afterwards Hazel had been horribly embarrassed. It had been one loss of control that she hadn't been ready to embrace. I knew she basically considered that she had pissed herself in public. Was she right or was it just an orgasm more powerful than any other she had ever had? Don't ask me - I'm just a man. Where orgasms go we men have it very simple and very easy.
Boss Man seemed to know what he wanted and he wasn't allowing any respite. Those long Black fingers were obviously skilled and practised. He took Hazel back to the peak of her last orgasm and then blasted straight through it. Hazel's much smaller body was just a toy, a plaything, in his powerful Black hands.
She screamed and it happened. Liquid sprayed out from her pussy. The other two Black men roared with laughter as Hazel's body bucked and kicked. Boss Man just kept working that clit until Hazel finally slumped back onto the bed.
Delroy saw the look of misery on Steve's face and decided to make the most of it. "Thought the dirty little ho was a squirter. Look at the mess she made - looks all whitebread but underneath your wife is just a filthy little chav slut."
Steve looked broken.
Delroy, still naked, nodded at him. "Yeah - you finally getting the idea. That little bitch is gonna be Black-owned. We gonna knock her up and turn her out - what the fuck else are little cracka cunts good for."
Hazel had looked as if she was in shock. Now she was looking at Steve and at Delroy. I realised she was getting off on her husband's humiliation. Her eyes were wide and her cheeks were flushed.
Delroy was enjoying it too. Now he turned to me. "What about you cuck? You think you any use to her now?"
"Hey," said Hazel, "he's OK with it. It's just my husband that needs to be taught a lesson." That wasn't quite true but I appreciated her support because Delroy just shrugged and turned away.
Boss Man moved one hand, still wet with Hazel's juices, up to her mouth.
"Lick it clean slut."
Hazel didn't answer. She just looked up at him, seemingly mesmerized by his powerful dark gaze.
"Now."
She opened her mouth and began to suck clean his fingers. He watched carefully until she had finished.
"Forget them white boys - they no use to you. Little white hos like you was put on earth for one reason and one reason only. Know what that is?"
She shook her head.
"Yes you do - so tell me."
"To please men."
He slapped her cheek with his newly cleaned hand. Not hard enough to really hurt but hard enough to remind her that he could. His friends were smiling as they looked on. Delroy lit a post-fuck cigarette as he very obviously kept an eye on me. He was probably the least intimidating of the three but he was still fearsome enough.
"Stop fucking around and tell me what you know you're for."
Hazel tried again, "To please Black men."
Boss Man let out a little snort - of acceptance, of annoyance, of impatience? He was a hard man to read but whatever was true he chose to move on. He took a cigarette from Jadon and lit it before passing it on to Hazel.
Hazel didn't smoke - hadn't done since she'd been a student. Not least because Steve's religious family were very anti-alcohol and very anti-tobacco. Now she took a huge drag deep into her lungs and then dropped her mouth onto Jadon's thick Black cock.
Steve was just staring at the carpet. It seemed he had indeed finally grasped the true situation. Not that it mattered now. These Black guys wouldn't be leaving until they were good and ready.
Hazel sucked and stroked Jadon to full hardness before announcing that she wanted to fuck him. He didn't move - he just lay there and held his huge cock up, an ebony spear thrusting up proudly. The message was clear and Hazel understood it.
He lay there as Hazel straddled him. She held it and tried to grip but her fingers barely encircled him. His shaft stood obscenely large against her white belly. Her eyes were fixated on it. "This thing is huge," she murmured to herself, "I'm not sure I can take it."
"You gonna take it," growled Jadon, "every fucking inch."
It didn't take more than a glance at her face to know that Hazel intended to do just that. She finally placed herself over the brutally wide head of his cock and pressed it gently up and down the entrance to her pussy. She pushed down and screwed her face up with determination. "Fuck!" was all she said as the first few inches worked their way inside her.
"Stop fucking around Jadon - turn that cunt out!" Delroy was lounging in a chair stroking his cock, getting ready for Round Two.
Hazel's lips were pressed together, her face a mask of concentration. Long strands of her hair were plastered to her face with perspiration. It was some kind of a work-out and there was a lot more to come. With each stroke she was pushing herself further and deeper. Her body was accepting Jadon's big cock just a little further with every repetition. A little further but not quite all the way. Boss Man watched for a while and then clicked his fingers. Jadon immediately reached up to grasp Hazel's hips. I thought he would try to pull her onto him but instead he pulled her body forward and down onto his own. He began slowly thrusting up into her.
Delroy got out of his chair and moved up behind Hazel. He spat onto his hand and then moved forward. As his fingers began to explore her asshole Hazel stiffened, suddenly realising what they had planned.
"Best relax ho - Delroy's taking that ass now. You can give it up easy or you can give it up rough - but you IS giving it up." Boss Man's voice was calm and matter-of-fact - teaching her a lesson, laying down the law.
A thought had been nagging away in the back of my brain. Everything seemed to be happening spontaneously but was that true? From the moment Hazel had strode into their club these men, especially Boss Man, had taken total control. Boss Man set the tempo and the others at times seemed to be following his direction. It seemed clear that they had done this before. It was destroying Steve and damn near wrecking me but to these men it was just another piece of easy white pussy and ass.
Hazel was whimpering as Delroy pushed two and then three fingers into her asshole. He worked on her and then finally pushed the blunt head of his big Black cock up against her tight hole. Jadon held her hard and in position for his friend. Boss Man watched for a while and then smirked as he saw Steve. Hazel's husband was visibly crumbling - unable to face what was happening in front of him.
Hazel squealed and I took a step forward. I caught a sight of Boss Man and stopped short. He didn't look threatening and he didn't give me a warning. Instead I'd seen him smile. He might have been naked but he was looking forward to me trying to intervene. I probably wouldn't be the first white husband or boyfriend that they'd kerb-stomped into the Emergency Room. When I stepped back he gave me a cocked eyebrow and a satisfied smirk. As if to say, 'You're not as dumb as I thought.'
It had all kept hitting me harder and harder over the last twenty minutes. These men were experienced and fiercely talented in what they did. Hazel was just the latest in a long line of girls that they had gang-fucked. Hazel hadn't declared any lack of consent but I knew they weren't too worried about that. Certainly there was absolutely nothing that she, I or Steve could do about it. They were in total control.
To be fair they had been invited to fuck Hazel hard and to humiliate her husband. Humiliating me was just a side-benefit for them. Which was it that they took most pleasure in - fucking Hazel's cute little body or fucking with the minds of the two white men in her life? Maybe it was the combination of the two. Taking the white man's woman and fucking her better and longer and harder that any white boy could ever do. Proving their strength and power and dominance. Proving their superiority.
Both of the men were fucking away at Hazel's holes now - using her for their pleasure. She looked almost like a rag doll between the two big men and she was crying, her thick mascara running down her face.
I couldn't take it any more. "Please Hazel..." I said.
Boss Man just spat out, "Shut the fuck up - can't you see she's loving it."
She turned to me and her eyes were full of need - but not of need for me. She just gasped out, "It's ... so ... good ... Oh God!"
Boss Man stepped up with his hard Black cock in his hand. He smacked Hazel's cheek hard with it. "God? This is your only God now you oyibo whore. Now worship it."
Hazel opened her mouth and took him in.
One huge Black cock in her pussy, Delroy balls deep in her ass and now the Boss Man fucking her throat. Her face was red and the mascara continued to run down her cheeks. She looked like a cheap whore. Three strangers, no condoms, in every hole. Airtight.
They'd had the invitation and they had taken advantage of it fully. Or so I tried to tell myself. In truth I knew differently. I'd seen the way Boss Man had been watching Hazel. There was lust there but not just lust. He had been appraising, judging, considering. I realised just how dangerous he was and how it might have been better if Hazel had picked pretty much anyone else for her purpose. I had a very good idea what the Boss Man was and not least because of where we had met him. He was a dealer in human flesh, a purveyor of sexual services. He didn't look a man with too many restraints as regards the nature and/or legality of those services provided. Women were commodities to him - there to be enjoyed and exploited.
"Fuck," grunted Delray again, "how's a slut as easy as this stay so tight."
"Not had enough real cock, Black cock, well we can put that right." I had a good idea what Boss Man was getting at.
Hazel's eyes found his as she worked his cock with her mouth. It wasn't outrage or fear - it looked to me like a connection was being made. A part of me despaired to see it. God knows what it was doing to Steve. All I knew was that he was silently weeping in his corner.



The airtight gang-fuck fell into a sort of rhythmn. Ironically it was almost a respite for Hazel - it allowed her to get a breather before the next challenge. A challenge that inevitably came.
"Been too long since I fucked some white ass," grunted Jadon, "time to switch."
Boss Man and Delroy pulled back. I saw Hazel's cute little asshole gape momentarily before it closed back up. Jadon lifted her off his cock but he stopped her when she spun and tried to lower her butt onto his cock.
"Uh-uh," he said.
"Please let me sit on it," she pleaded.
"Not happening," his tone was final. "I'm gonna be in charge cos I'm gonna make fucking sure you take it all."
Delroy moved to pull Hazel forward and stuck two pillows under her. She was left propped and vulnerable at just the right height for Jadon. Again - it was so obvious that they had done this many times before.
"Oh God punish these sinners for their depravity. I thank you for showing me the truth..."
Boss Man hauled Steve up by the scruff of the neck and almost carried him to the door. I stood aside. Boss Man threw him out without a backward glance. He turned to me. "He's worked it out so he can fuck off and you can fuck off too cuck."
"No!," came a sweet voice from across the room. "He needs to stay, I want him to see this. You can do what you like to me but leave him alone. If it wasn't for him you wouldn't be here. He looks after me."
There was a lot to unpack in those few sentences. I'd think about each and every one many times over the years to come. Boss Man was always more practical - he cut straight to the quick as he looked me in the eye.
"So you get to stay and we get to do exactly what we want to that bitch. It's a deal." he spat onto the carpet as if to seal the arrangement. A little smile of triumph crossed his lips and I couldn't gainsay it. The truth was he and his men didn't have to bargain or make any deals - they held all the power here. It just amused him that my girl had given herself up to him so completely and so willingly.
Jadon had heard enough talk. He moved up behind Hazel and feasted his eyes on her vulnerable white butt, the pale cheeks still showing marks from the Boss Man's belt. He spanked her ass hard.
Hazel just dropped her head and reached back to spread her butt cheeks. In that moment she was the personification of white submission.
I should not claim that Hazel was a virgin back there - or even inexperienced. I'd heard tales of Vicky showing her off at the all-girl clubs. The fisting hadn't always been in the pussy - at least once it had been in the ass. But Vicky was an expert, Vicky had lots of lube and Vicky had graceful fingers that she could point to make entry easier. Jadon's cock was a lot longer and a lot wider, its head looked the size of a tennis ball. That thing could do a lot of damage.
Jadon put his hand on the small of her back. "For starters you need a tramp stamp here bitch, then we'll get you plenty more ink."
"Whatever you want," Hazel agreed. "Just please fuck my ass now."
He moved up and pushed his huge cock up against her tight hole. He made a couple of attempts but it wasn't working out, he couldn't get in. Hazel just froze there - waiting. I knew the danger if he tried to force it...
Boss Man's fingers clicked again. Delroy went to Jadon's clothes and removed two items. The first was a small bottle. Jadon used its contents to lube up that monster of his. The other was a much smaller container. Boss Man held it under Hazel's nose.
"Snort it," he ordered.
Hazel might not have been every one's idea of a perfect role model and teacher but one thing she absolutely never did was drugs. Alcohol yes, but anything illegal was out of the question. However, she snorted whatever it was Boss Man provided for her. I had a good idea. Poppers.
"Oh fuck," was all she said as the effects hit her.
Jadon was ready again and this time, after a little pressure, that fearsome Black cock head finally made its way in.
Hazel shouted. "Oh fucking hell, Oh fucking God, oh fucking hell, oh fucking God." It was almost a mantra and then after a couple of repetitions I saw she was slowly moving her ass back against that big cock.
"Ready," said Jadon and them, without waiting for an answer, he began to push and then to start a rhythmn of stokes. Not fast or vicious but deep and determined. She would be taking him all the way tonight. His cock started to disappear inside her small white body, it seemed obscenely impossible but it was happening. Soon there were only six inches left, then four, then two, then...
Jadon had been careful. It passed through my mind that tight white ass was a commodity not to be trashed for no reason. However, in the last few strokes he let go and didn't stop till his body was pressed hard against her soft white butt.
Hazel's mouth opened as she panted for air. Her face suddenly turned to where I was standing and her eyes sought mine. I had plenty of experience in reading those eyes. In them I saw a look of the purest triumph. Winning a Nobel Prize would have meant less to her.
"Twelve inches of Nigga cock up your ass. How you like that?"
"It's fucking good but don't move or I'll explode."
Boss Man took two strides and then reached a hand in under her belly.
I knew what he was doing and obviously he did too. Those talented fingers found her clit and worked their magic.
"OHHHHHHHHH FFFFUUUUUUUUUUUCCCCCKKKKKKK." Jadon grabbed hold and held her on his cock. Damn that must have felt good. Her body squirmed and convulsed as liquid sprayed all over.
"You filming cuck - planning on showing everyone what a filthy little whore she is." Boss Man just said it without even looking at me. The camera had, of course, already been in my hand. I felt a wave of shame - just as he knew I would. Yes indeed, Boss Man knew just what he was doing.
Jadon began moving in and out of her ass again. Hazel just looked around her - she still hated being made to squirt, that was obvious.
Boss Man put his hand on her throat, again not choking her just getting her undivided attention. "Still worried about being too filthy and nasty a fucking oyibo slut? Still not got it? Still not worked out that's all the use you is to us? You can't be too fucked up for us - that's what we want from little white trash hos like you. Got it now?"
She just looked up at him with those wide blue-grey eyes.
"Then open your mouth you whore."
When she immediately did he spat hard into her face and mouth again. Then he used one big Black paw to smear his saliva all over her face and complete the ruin of her careful make-up job.
He reached forward and began to maul her perfect little breasts before he caught hold of her nipple clips and yanked them hard till she screamed. "Useless little fucking titties. Get a tit job," he ordered and then slapped Hazel's face. "What'cha gonna do?"
"Get a boob job," Hazel panted.
"Fucking right and don't try and cheat us. At least an F-cup little bitch," he slapped her again before grabbing her throat hard.
Jadon was getting close, hammering his huge cock into her little asshole. "Yeah whore. Gonna get big titties for us? Gonna get our ink all over ya? You're our Black Cock Slut now ain't ya?"
Hazel couldn't speak but she just nodded frantically. Jadon slapped her butt hard three times and then buried himself in her as deep as he could. He grunted as he unloaded inside Hazel's asshole. Her body jerked again as her eyes remained locked on those of Boss Man. Jadon withdrew from her poor punished ass leaving it gaping wide and dribbling his seed.
"Damn - they'd love her in Lagos. None of that local shit - they'd be paying in oil dollars." That was Delroy.
I'd never been to Lagos but I had plenty of business contacts who had. It was by far the biggest city in Africa and, like any big city, it had its grimy underside. Official palms greased to allow most anything to go at certain locations. From upscale sex clubs right down to the dirtiest most squalid brothels in the working-class neighborhoods. It was a dangerous town too. Gangs as ruthless and brutal as anywhere on earth. In some ways Lagos brothels were no doubt the same as brothels anywhere else. The unusual always carried a premium. White women would be a rarity down there. British, American and South African girls would no doubt carry an even higher premium. The fruits of a post-colonial world.
This was very bad. I looked at Boss Man with almost panic. He noticed it and gave me a bleak smile. He knew that he was in total control here.
"We'll think about that later." With one hand he flipped Hazel over and then pulled her back to him. He lined up his cock and slid home into her wet pussy. He put his hands under her hips and hauled her up with him so her head and shoulders dropped back to the bed. Then he began to fuck her hard. She was already in half-orgasm. Just having him in her seemed almost to be enough. She was off in a zone of pure sexual ecstasy.
Finally he paused. "We gonna be at this all night. You gonna tell your man over there to leave us to it."
"What, oh yeah, you'd better get some sleep honey. I'll see you tomorrow." She'd never even looked at me. "Please fuck me - please make me your Black Cock Slut." Needless to say that last part wasn't directed at me.
Boss Man started fucking her hard again and I heard her moan as Jadon pushed me out and closed the door.
Aftermath
I woke up early and groaned when I remembered the night before. Brewing a coffee I checked my wallet. I'd bunged Steve enough cash to get a train ticket to his parents. I told him to let them know that he'd caught his wife with three Blacks. He was a broken man and I knew his family would have divorce proceedings started by the end of the day.
Just like that Steve was history. Things could move fast around Hazel and I'd never known it more than when the front door closed behind her husband for the last time. That could be me and sooner than I thought.
The bedroom door opened and several people came clumping down the stairs. The three men were escorting Hazel to the door. It looked like she was naked under her
knee-length leather coat. I got enough of a glimpse of her pussy to see that it was now shaved totally bare. She looked spent and was tottering weakly on her stiletto heels.
I glanced at my watch - 8 AM. "Have you been fucking all night?", I asked.
"Fuck yes," she said in a weak almost robotic voice. "Best night of my life. I'm going with Levy. He says he can make me a real Black Cock Slut."
Fuck. Levy had to be the dangerous bastard I'd been thinking of as Boss Man. And she'd been fucking three of the Blackest thugs I'd ever seen all night. Every hole was full of their cum and she'd degraded herself just to get rid of her husband. What would it take to be a REAL slut in his eyes?
"What!" I stammered, "hold on..."
Levy had a shit-eating smirk. He was really enjoying this. "I think you need to see that we made some adjustments to 'your woman'," the last two words delivered with ironic contempt. "In the kitchen. Delroy - fix us a coffee. Jadon - demonstrate."
Jadon sat in a chair and hauled out his huge dick. It stood up like an ebony spear, impossibly hard after a night of fucking. Viagra maybe, or just the joy of humiliating me.
Levy gestured to Hazel. She bit her lip and looked at him. He raised his eyebrows and gestured again, more slowly. She lowered her head and tottered across to Jadon. She spread her cunt lips for him and lowered herself onto the rod of black meat. Jadon grapped her hips and pulled her onto him. "Ahhhhh", she squealed, as his entire monstrous weapon disappeared into her in one movement. Jadon looked me in the eye as he thrust up and down into the woman I loved. Hazel was like a rag doll and if he hadn't still got hold of her I think she would have collapsed.
Levy coughed. Jadon pulled her off him, put the head of his cock to her asshole and thrust. This time he didn't even have to pull her onto him. Twelve inches of hard Black meat smoothly slid into her semen-lubricated ass until he was balls deep.
"Fuck, you're a dirty slut," grunted Jadon, "fucking beautiful too."
"Hottest slut I ever fucked," said Delroy, "makes most hos look like virgins."
Hazel's head came back up, her eyes were wide and she grinned. Those signs meant Hazel was still deep 'in her zone', Wild Hazel was horny and still wanted to play. These three might have fucked and humiliated her all night. Jadon might have permanently damaged her asshole. None of it mattered - she craved their praise and attention and she wanted more.
Well, that wasn't the plan.
"Nothin' special," said Levy. Hazel, still impaled on Jadon, turned her head to him in shock. I'm not sure that since she'd turned slut anyone had given her looks and perfomance anything but the most positive of reviews. Everyone wanted her - that was sort of the point, so far as I could tell.
"Don't get me wrong, she's cute if you like that milk-toast look. She's got potential, saw that last night, but she's just another little wannabee slut pretending to be what she ain't and then running back to her security blanket over there." He waved a contemptuous hand at me.
Hazel's chin was wobbling, she seemed about to burst into tears. "Let her off," said Levy and Jadon pushed her ass off his dick.
He crooked his finger and she click-clacked across the tiled floor to him in her stupid bloody heels. He reached for her and took her sweet little chin in his big rough Black hand. "I can make you what you are only pretending to be. Turn your milk-toast into the hottest of hot sauce. You got something - you might be worth me taking the time. But I'm not sure you're ready...."
"I am, I'll show you I am, please Levy, please give me a chance," her pleading was pathetic.
My heart sank - I had to get her away from him or we were in deep shit. Delroy and Jadon were grinning - I knew they must have seen this all before.
Levy was in command, "Tell your comfort blanket where we're going today."
She turned to me, "We're going to Levy's friend to get me a tattoo," she announced, but I could see fear in her eyes. That was something she'd never have wanted to do on her own.
"A tattoo, but think how much you hate needles...think about it."
She ignored our warning phrase.
"OK then, what sort of tattoo," I asked.
Hazel smiled weakly and recited, as if she had learned it by heart, "Their girls get 'BCS' tattoos so everyone in the know understands they can fuck them any time, any where, any hole they want."
'Their' girls - she's already thinking she is one of 'their girls' - I'm in shock.
"We'll show him," said Levy, "give me that marker." He drew in jet-black marker on the pale pink skin at the base of her neck where it joined her back and then spun her to let me see. Plain, unadorned letters - but two inches high and broad enough to extend from the start of one shoulder to the start of the other. "Now tell him how it works."
"Any time, anywhere, any hole. If a Black guy can tell you what the letters stand for then you are his."
I felt defeated, "What do the letters stand for?"
Hazel giggled, "Black Cock Slut." Her eyes were sparkling again now, she was feasting on the depravity of it. On the idea of giving herself up so unconditionally. That was bad but there was worse to come.
The marker is busy again in Levy's hand. "That's for 'prospects'. If you good enough and hot enough you'll get to wear our mark." He stops and turns Hazel again so I can see his work.
Just above her newly-shaved pussy in the same uncompromising black script, maybe an inch high this time, was -
HO FOR THE
NIGGAZ
'The Niggaz' was the name of their gang, it wasn't a multi-racial enterprise. Even light-skinned Black guys weren't welcome. Women, of course, were a different matter. And if a woman was their 'ho' something told me that wasn't just a figure of speech.
"You a long way off that, little bitch, but who knows one day you might be good enough to wear that mark."
I'm totally in shock. I think Hazel can see it and she's feeding off it. It's spurring her on. Suddenly I knew I was coming to represent the white-bread world for Hazel - just as Levy had said I did. That could have implications I didn't want to think about.
"Then we're going to see this surgeon Levy knows to see about my implants."
"F-Cups," said Jadon.
Levy shook his head. "Nah, this guy's work is good. She has F-Cups people will think they're natural. Make them Double Hs. So that's settled," he looked at Hazel.
Her eyes were wide with fear, not lust this time, but she still nodded her head.
Going under the knife to replace her beautiful natural 32Bs with ludicrous bolt-on HHs. Disfiguring herself with ugly obscene interracial tattoos. What the fuck was happening and where was the Hazel I knew?
"This is crazy. You're doing all this now, today."
She shrugged, her face as serious as I have ever seen it. "It was better than I ever imagined sex could be. No-one else has ever come close to how these men made me feel. There's no way I can risk not having that again."
I pointed at her neck, "You know how easily you can pick guys up. You don't need to make it so you can't say no."
Hazel took my hand and looked into my eyes. I could see the fatigue there, the bone-aching tiredness of all she had been through in the last few hours. Her voice was barely a whisper, "But I think that I want to. I think that might be the point."
I'd never seen this coming. But there was no denying that she was very serious. It was the time when our relationship would be tested and tested to the full. Could I live with it? Could I give her the support she needed in this? Could I stand back and let Levy make her a plaything for his gang, maybe even a whore for them?
It all went through my mind in a split-second but my response was obvious. It was Hazel and I'd do anything for her. I didn't want to but if that was what she really wanted...
Levy threw my car keys at me, "You're driving," he ordered.
Road Trip
Hazel dozed on the way back to the city. I think Delroy and Jadon might have too - at least their good-natured recital of what they'd done to 'my woman' died off after about five miles.
Levy was quiet, thoughtful, utterly in command. He only spoke to give directions after we had dropped off Delroy and Jadon to 'go to work', whatever that meant. I suspect it wasn't financial services, or at least not my sort of financial services. Collecting debts and breaking legs seemed more in their line.
The next stop was a private clinic. Levy strode to the reception desk, "Need to see Dr P urgent."
The receptionist didn't seem surprised. Levy arriving with a young woman wearing only heels and a black leather coat didn't seem to be out of the ordinary here. "Ah, Sir, the Dr is just about to start his morning appointments but I'm sure he can fit you in." Levy grunted what might have been thanks if he didn't so clearly always expect things to go exactly the way he wanted them to.
The receptionist spoke on her intercom and a minute later a little South Asian guy in a white coat came out and ushered us into his surgery.
Levy explained that we were there to, "get the ho some nice big titties", and that didn't seen an unusual event here either.
Dr P nodded and smiled at me, "This gentleman will be paying?"
Levy snapped, "Of course."
Well, of course.
Dr P had Hazel stand and remove her coat. The guy was all business. He carefully inspected her from head to toe and made measurements of her body before examining her, as far as I was concerned, already perfect breasts. "What new size were you thinking of?" he asked Hazel.
"Er, F-cup, please" she said hesitantly.



"Fuck no," barked Levy, "slap a pair of double Hs on the bitch."
"Ah," said the Doctor addressing Hazel, "I have examined you very carefully. One must consider body type and proportions when making such a decision. I think that an F-cup is the appropriate choice. It will give the additional volume and I am sure that I can make the process almost invisible for you. I am proud to say that I learned form Dr Nikola himself - a true master in the field. HHs are far from wise, in my professional opinion. They would be hopelessly disproportionate to your body and I will probably not be able to disguise the procedure in any real sense. Also, with your body type, the weight of the implants will cause you terrible back problems in the years to come. In your best interests I think we should say an F-cup."
"Her decision," snapped Levy and fixed Hazel with a baleful stare.
She looked at him, a man she'd only met the previous day, and swallowed hard. "I think I need to have HHs at least. Or could I have bigger?"
The Doctor looked uncomfortable. "In this country we are only permitted to use certain sizes of implant by law..."
Levy laughed harshly.
"...but our sister clinic in Turkey has no such legal restraints. Initially it would even be possible to step up to 32K but..."
"Then that's what I need to have," she said, "32K. When can I have them done?"
Levy snorted his approval. The Doctor looked a little sad and then got his ledger, "I have to give my advice but your choice is, of course, final. I'll book you in for two weeks time - pay in advance at reception as usual."
Then it was back in the car. Out of the leafy suburbs and onto Levy's home-ground. The sort of area that's ten years off being discovered for gentrification. The sort that's ripe for 'urban renewal'. In other words, a shit-hole.
We stopped outside a little sixties concrete arcade of six small one-story shops. Three were shuttered and covered in graffiti. One was a liquor store which was fitted up like a fortress with metal grills. Another was a charity shop selling second-hand clothes and furniture. The third had a hand-painted sign for 'Tattoos and Piercings' and a few curling photos of examples of the owner's 'art-work' in its grimy window. Guess where we were going.
After going inside we were greeted by a rail-thin white guy of about 30. He had a scruffy beard and most of him seemed to be covered in his own and others' ink-work. The guy looked like a fucking junky.
"Levy, my man," he drawled. Levy ignored the proffered fist-pump and then pointed at Hazel.
The man chuckled, "She's lovely - amazing skin, her ink will look great. What do you want put on her?"
"That'll depend Nicky, " said Levy, "but she wants to be a slut and needs some jewelry first. Plain silver for now, just the usual places."
"In the chair and put your tongue out," said Nicky. Now Hazel had her ears pierced when she was young and one had got infected so she had never had any desire to get a piercing. Take a foot of black dick up her ass - certainly. Get a piercing or a tattoo from a skeevy junkie in a filthy rat-hole in the ghetto - never.
Or so I thought.
There wasn't even any hesitation. She hopped into the chair and put her tongue out. She watched as Nicky applied a device to prevent her moving it. Then when he produced his needle she scrunched her eyes up. I moved up and took her hand in mine.
To be fair, Nicky knew his job. With practiced movements he pierced and adorned her tongue and her navel. Hazel saw none of it and only whimpered a little. Her first nipple drew a, "MOTHERFUCKER!" and the second had her gripping my hand so tight she almost broke my wrist. The clitoris was last for the treatment and went as well as you might imagine.
"Come here and look in this mirror," Levy ordered. She went to stand in front of the mirror and Levy put his hands on her shoulder. I could see her trembling a little, perhaps from the shock of confronting her old phobia so brutally. Studs gleamed from her ears and belly button. Little silver rings adorned her proud nipples and a small bar-bell was just visible at her pussy. Another was unseen in her mouth.
Levy observed her carefully in the mirror and then nodded his head. "That's nearer to how a slut should look, don't take them out or they'll heal up on you. Keep them clean and get plenty of practice with that tongue-bar. But now I need to talk business to Nicky while he gets his ink-gun ready. Put your coat on and take lover boy outside and wait."
Once outside I looked at my car and felt the keys in my pocket. "We can get out of here," I whispered, " go to my place. We'll keep our heads down for bit, or move, anyway we can make sure he never finds us."
Her reply was hard to pick up - a numb tongue doesn't aid articulation. "You can go - I told you I have to stay. He'd find me anyway because I'd end up telling him where I was."
I resigned myself. "Then I'll stay too." Just as she smiled and reached for my hand I saw them coming...
Two men, Black as night and dressed pretty much like everyone at 'The Pit' the evening before, were headed our way. "Shit," I hissed, "cover your neck." She backed against the wall and turned her coat collar up while shaking her head and hoping her hair would cover the rest of the big 'BCS' written there.
One guy, mid-40s and running to fat, noticed her. "Shit, fine-assed white pussy to be round these parts."
His friend was wiry, about the same age, with a close-cropped grey beard. "Fuck yeah, hubby brought her to get what she's needing. Premium black dick and Nigga special Sauce."
"Yeah, real special sauce. Soon take a pretty little thing like her and give her a big fat belly."
The two men laughed uproariously and then headed off up the road.
Now I was shaking, "Oh my God, Hazel, do you see what that tattoo will mean. Every time you see a Black guy it'll be the same. If they'd seen your neck before I saw them..."
"...then they'd be in me right now," said Hazel in a very quiet voice, her wide eyes staring in the direction the men had gone. I thought she was horrified at how close we'd come to disaster. God I could be blind sometimes.
"You ready for your ink..." came from behind us in Levy's deep rumble.
"Yeah," said Hazel. Just that, then I heard her heels clicking as she went back into Nicky's den.
A big black hand stopped me following. "You go sit in the car - this is for the grown-ups."
Again that walk like a walk to the electric-chair. I must have been waiting there an hour but finally they came out. Levy strode to the passenger seat. Hazel dragged along after him, her head was down and her shoulders slumped, she got in the back without a word. Her body language spelled out clearly her defeat and humiliation. In the short drive to where I parked, a hundred yards from 'The Pit', nothing was said.
When I turned the engine off we both looked back at her. She was crying. I tried to grab at his throat but he swatted me aside. "What the fuck have you done?" I demanded.
"Raise your hand to me again white boy and I'll kill you," he said quite calmly, " that understood." I took a deep breath and nodded.
"Show him your cunt." Hazel edged up her coat to just above her pussy - the message drawn there was gone.
"Show him your neck." She turned in the back seat and pulled her collar down. Again, nothing. No message and no tattoo. "Thank Christ," I blurted out.
"Thank ME," corrected Levy in his rumbling deep voice, "I'm the one's got no use for milk-toast. Sent you outside and watched you on Nicky's security cam. Told me you nowhere near ready to go where I'd be taking you."
"Why?" asked Hazel.
"He tried to get you to run - you wouldn't. Pretty good. But when my two Niggaz came around you was squirming and wriggling just to hide from them what you keeps telling me you want to be. Little bitch don't know what she wants, I thought. No use till she does - and till she ready to commit."
"So no Niggaz ink for you. You get to go back with him and play at being a slut. Nice weak sauce vanilla shit. It's more than enough for most girls - may not be for you though. I remember how you walked in 'the Pit'. Never seen anything like it. She got spirit, I thought, and not bad on the eye. Got real potential."
"So, I'm gonna give you this," Levy wrote on a piece of paper and pushed it into her coat pocket, "when you realize milk-toast ain't for you and you want to commit to being a real ho then you can contact me. But don't come back here without an invite and don't waste my time. If I hear from you then I'll expect you to play by my rules."
"Rules?" I asked.
"You don't need to know them. Committing blind is all part of it. Just know that I expect my bitches to do EXACTLY what I say - even cute little bitches like Hazel here."
"Oh and I ain't no charity. My expertise comes at a hundred an hour. Collected on the next visit. So that's fourteen-hundred you'll owe me next time, after she calls."
"I don't think she'll be calling," I said.
"We'll see...," and he turned his head to face her in the back seat, "when you're ready to push your boundaries instead of letting him set them - then we'll talk again. Meanwhile, show him what you got to remember me by."
Hazel turned and raised her coat. In the traditional tramp-stamp location of the small of her back was a taped rectangle of gauze.
"Take a look," Levy insisted.
I pealed one corner of tape and held the gauze up. The tattoo wasn't big or gaudy but it sent a message. A little black outline of a spade, like on a playing card, with LEVY written across it in red.
"New idea of mine," said Levy with satisfaction, "for little white bitches who dip their toe in Levy's pool. Good and on display when she in a bikini or showing some skin at the club, or getting fucked from behind. Let everybody know who she REALLY wants owning her."
Then to Hazel, "When you commit, I'll get the spade inked in and add a design round it. Mark you deciding to be my bitch permanently, with no going back." He laughed, "Little bitch is an inspiration. When she's ready we'll have lots of fun. Go to places even I ain't seen or thought of yet."
And with that he was gone, striding back towards his HQ. No goodbyes and not a backward glance. I think he genuinely thought that no woman could turn down that sales pitch of his.
"Arrogant prick", I hissed, as soon as I had the car headed for home, "fuck him. Give me that paper."
She fished it out of her pocket and looked at it. "He was an amazing fuck but I'd have to be crazy to call him again."
I looked at her amazed, "Of course you fucking would be. We're fucking lucky to be getting back home alive. Now hand it over."
She shrugged and gave it to me. I tore it into four pieces. Then I stuffed them into the door pocket where I kept rubbish. I've always hated people that throw trash out of their car windows. I take it home and dispose of it in the rubbish when I get there. Well, as they say, no good deed goes unpunished...
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One Afternoon
Kali did not do nervous. After her life, after all she'd been through, not then not now and not never. She'd dealt with some sketchy mother-fuckas, she'd dealt with large sections of society that wanted her dead or at least gone because of the color of her skin. She'd dealt with the other sections that hated or distrusted her because she was a female and doubled down on that because of her sexuality. She'd given all that the sturdy middle finger and marched on through her life. She was a tough cookie and not ashamed of it. She was not a woman that you could intimidate or pressure or coerce. She was her own woman and she was fiercely proud of that. Kali did no DO nervous.
Except that she was sat in her vehicle, not the limousine this time, and she was watching the clock creep slowly toward the time of their appointed meeting. Finally it was close enough and she almost had to drag herself out of the door and onto the sidewalk. Her instincts took in the other car parked down the road. The man in the passenger seat checked her out and having seen who she was returned to whatever it was he had been doing. She was expected.
The house was unpretentious - one like thousands in this section of the Capital. She turned off the sidewalk and began walking up the path. Before she reached it the front door opened and an African-American man of about sixty years of age stepped out to great her. He had a warm easy smile and offered her an old-fashioned hand shake.
"Kali my friend, it's been a while. Even longer since you came over here. What can I do for you?"
"Mr Taylor - I'm sorry to be a bother to you. I'm here because I need to talk to you about Charli."
Kali suddenly realised with a blinding clarity that there WERE times when she could still do nervous.
Cutting A Deal
Taylor exchanged a glance with his trusted lieutenant. He knew that Antwan was far more at home in these streets than he himself was. Antwan had been born over here and no matter the spreading sprawl of developments between the two cities there was still a big difference between the Capital, Taylor's home turf, and H-Town. Especially this particular part of H-Town.
To be sure Antwan could have dealt with this himself. It was a family matter for him after all. However, there were certain proprieties to be observed. Respect had to be shown when you were asking another's co-operation. Sending a deputy, no matter how trusted or high in Taylor's own estimation, would not have sent the right message. In any case once this connection had been established there were sure to be other occassions of potential mutual advantage or profit.
Taylor had half expected to be going down to one of the clubs in the 'meat market' district. High- to medium-end strip joints - some catering to a tourist and business clientele. Even H-Town had its up-market area, mostly around the world-famous University. It turned out that white boy college students liked to see a pretty girl too and Cassius was not a prejudiced man. The only colour that had ever counted with him was 'green'.
Which made it interesting that he hadn't agreed to meet Taylor at one of his clubs in the 'meat market.' That zone was notorious nationwide, had featured in numerous press articles and TV documentaries. To date four US Presidents had pledged to force local government to close it down. Hadn't happened of course - too many prominent figures liked to drive out from the Capital to those very same clubs. Nonetheless they remained a symbol of depravity - of a 'wide-open' culture that so many seemed to deplore even as they craved its attractions.
To anyone in the know, of course, the regular denunciations of the 'meat market' were as farcical as they were futile. Those clubs were the public and almost respectable side of Cassius's business. A few 'extras' might go down but they were out of sight and out of mind.
Neighborhoods like this one didn't have much time for such niceties. However, sex still sold and Cassius was real happy to supply that particular demand wherever and however it might be sought. It was just that round here his girls had to work that little bit harder. The neon and bright lights were still there but what happened behind them was rather more primal and much less covert.
There were two large African-American men stood outside the club they had been told to meet Cassius at. Clearly a welcoming party - no joint needed that much security at this time of the day in the normal course of affairs. When they saw Taylor and Antwan approach they stood aside from the door in a silent invitation to pass through.
Taylor glanced at his friend and lieutenant. He trusted Antwan's instincts. "He's a businessman - only starts trouble if he really needs to." Taylor nodded - that had been his inclination too.
They were quickly proved right. Before they reached the open doorway to the club it was filled by the figure of Cassius himself, welcoming them in.
"Rare pleasure Taylor," the two men bumped fists and then Cassius glanced at Antwan, "hadn't seen this one since he got the new jewellery. That white piece of yours still let you out Antwan?"
Antwan unconciously glanced down to his ring finger and the band of gold there. Then he returned Cassius' glance. "She keeps an eye on me - when she's not keeping you from getting all your clubs closed down."
There was a moment's silence and then Cassius roared with laughter. He slapped Antwan on the shoulder. "Not sure I wouldn't stay home awhile if I had the lovely Jessica waiting there for me. All that and free legal advice too. Say one thing for you - you ain't no fool." He laughed again and then set his face into a business-like expression. "I know Mr Taylor hasn't come down here to hear two homies baggin each other. What's on the agenda?"
So they told him what they needed from him and he listened and considered. "So what's in it fo' me?"
"Apart from the obvious."
"A dime for the ages but I've hit it already. You'll be on point that your main motivation is not mine necessarily. I like a little garnish shall we say."
"Half the cut."
"Shit that'd be the fee for setting up yo' cameras and making sure my clients don't walk off with them. Niggas gotta eat!"
For the first time Taylor stepped into this part of the discussion. "Shall we cut to the chase Cassius? What do you want?"
So Cassius told them. A ridiculous figure of course. But everyone knew such formalities had to be observed. Antwan's lovely wife had already given him a suggestion as to what might seal the deal. Something that Antwan had to offer rather than Cassius demand.
So Antwan offered it and the deal was done.
Lateral Thinking
The man was perhaps in his late twenties with a mop of shaggy brown hair above his handsome face. He was skinny with his ribs showing below his pink skin. He wore a leather bracelet on each wrist and a leather anklet on each foot. Other than that he was naked. His limp penis hung down as he held a position on all fours. His blue eyes were shining with excitement, with anticipation. He yearned for the arrival of his Mistress.
Grant Symington had grown up a trust-fund kid. From prestigious schools to the ivy league to the board-room of a world-renowned company had been the easiest of transitions. Everything had always come easy, dropping into his lap like gifts from the Gods. Had he taken time to consider it he might have sensed that history was why he felt such yearning for moments like this. For a man who seemingly could have anything and anyone the allure of the unobtainable could be intoxicatingly strong.
No cameras recorded these private sessions, there was no audience. The stage was empty safe for a chair and a young woman who stood next to it. She wore a tight outfit that followed the curves of her figure precisely. Grant looked up at her but saw that she was studiously ignoring him. He swiftly dropped his eyes again. She was very attractive but he had come to realise that she could not compare to his Mistress.
His heart seemed to skip a couple of beats and his breath caught in his throat as he heard the firm click of heels over the wooden flooring of the stage. He wanted to look up - to feast on her beauty, her arrogant dominant loveliness. However, he knew that was not his role. He hung his head in supplication before her.
"You again - I see you have been properly prepared." Charli's words were clipped, laden with contempt. She flourished her riding crop at the backside of the man. Grant's pale buttocks were striped with red marks. The 'preparation' had been expert - the pale skin was bruised and marked but not broken. In truth Grant was milk-toast even in his perversions. He preferred humiliation to outright pain, preferred to make his tribute in dollars rather than blood. Which, needless to say, suited Charli perfectly.
The clicking of the heels stopped. Grant desperately wanted to look up but he knew his place. "Heel," said that imperious commanding female voice. Grant almost fell over himself in his eagerness to reach her, scrambling along on all fours towards the pair of feet which was all of her that he dared to look at. The feet shod in fiendishly high heels, almost ballet boots, with dramatically scarlet soles.
The second woman watched him go. Her eyes took in every moment of his self-humiliation. The ridiculous shuffling on hands and knees towards the blonde woman who called him. She had never seen him like this before - she would not have believed it even now but for the evidence of her own eyes.
"Do you want to worship me, little puppy?" Charli's tone was mocking. "Show me how much - beg for a treat."
Grant got up onto his haunches and held his hands out in front of him, mimicking the 'begging' pose of a trained dog. His eyes shone as he was finally able to look up into the beautiful face of his Mistress. However, he knew he could not show his pleasure too much - not if he wanted to be awarded other treats, even that most exquisite of all rewards. So instead he tried to make his expression as desperate and pleading as he could, he whined pitifully in imitation of a dog seeking its mistress's attention.
"Hmmn," Charli paused as if judging his efforts, "perhaps you can be permitted to clean one of my boots."
Grant Symington, non-executive director on three of the Tri-State Area's most prestigious corporations, set to work lavishing attention on the black boot thrust closest to him. He was suddenly intent on licking clean every inch of the leather surface. He savoured the curve of her encased leg, realised its perfection - perfection shared in his eyes by every part of his unobtainable and cruel Mistress. As he worked, desperately trying to please her, Charli glanced up at the other woman and their eyes met. The latter seemed to shiver a little but Charli was pleased to see that she was still there. She obviously wanted, or more precisely needed, to see what would come next.
As Grant worked on, bent over her boot, Charli reached down and attached a cheap dog collar around his neck. Then she clipped a leash into place. At the precise instant Grant completed his task Charli snapped, "Heel". Like a well-trained animal Grant rushed to take position behind his Mistress - only once peeking upwards to take in the delicious curve of her butt. He was sure she couldn't see him but he was wrong or perhaps his Mistress had second sight. Either way she viciously tugged on his leash and he was pulled up short, gasping for air as the leather momentarily choked him.
"Behave." The command was clipped and then Charli began striding across the stage leading Grant as he desperately tried to keep up on all fours. The other woman watched and took in the stark contrast. Charli's curved figure was all grace and smooth power, Grant was a pitiful exhibition of clumsy subservient weakness. Charli's heels clicked harshly and remorselessly against the wood of the stage and behind her were only the flaccid flopping noises of Grant's bare hands and feet as he scrambled to follow. Charli held the leash tight - forcing him to keep up or feel the collar tighten around his neck once more. The other woman took this all in and then noticed that Grant's penis was no longer limply hanging down. Instead it was hard, standing up against his pale pink belly. What better proof that all she had been told was true - what more blatant evidence could she be given?
She glanced up again and saw that Charli's eyes were once more on her, now glinting with unmistakeable pleasure and triumph. She suddenly knew why she was there. Charli wished to share her pleasure with her. Charli's triumph was not over her - it was over Grant and all the others like him. She took all that in during the few moments that Charli allowed her mask of cruel domination to slip. She took it in and processed it and decided to stay. Charli gave her a nod. She didn't know it yet but that decision was the first step along a long road.
Dee marched once more across the stage, heard the floundering noises behind her, heard the rasping breaths of Grant as he tried to keep up. In truth she would never have dreamed of treating a real puppy like that or any other animal really. Only white boys and especially when they were weak enough to pay handsomely for it. She stopped in front of the chair and then flicked the leash expertly. Grant had been trained well over their past sessions and rushed round to kneel before his Mistress, gazing up at her adoringly. He loved these moments - when he could truly admire her, drink in her icy perfection.
Charli did not love these moments - but they came with her new vocation. It wasn't the dopy white boy looking up at her with his puppy-dog eyes - it was the fact that his little pink wiener was hard. What The Fuck! As if she had any use for that miserable little thing! Most white boys were pretty much useless in her experience but this one did have one little skill.
"Do you deserve a treat? I wonder?"
The man's whining and begging became louder, more insistent, more desperate. His humanity was disappearing in an abject display of self-abasement. Charli spared another moment to glance at the other woman. She saw that the message was getting through and was satisfied.
"You don't deserve it but I'll make you a charity case. You know what to do."
Grant almost hyper-ventilated he was so excited. These sessions had to be handsomely paid for in advance and you never knew what would happen. Sometimes Charli didn't even turn up - she would send a substitute or even just a note telling him to go home. Femdom could become findom so easily. The potential of 'a treat' was always there but its fulfilment so rare that these moments were never taken for granted. He had pleased his Mistress and now she would allow him to please her, or at least to try.
He stumblingly scooted his way under the chair. there was a small platform under the piece of furniture and he lay on his back there. He almost automatically placed his arms and legs in position.
Charli addressed the other woman for the first time. "Stephanie - perhaps you would like to assist. You will see that your fiancé (the word was pronounced with contemptuous scorn) is wearing cuffs on his ankles and wrists. If you take the metal rings there and connect them to the restraints on the platform. They simply click into place - simple but reassuringly sturdy. They make sure a slave is kept in place."
There was the briefest hesitation. Then Stephanie bent down and clicked Grant's first ankle-cuff into position. Perhaps the noise or the movement did it. For the first time Grant's concentration on his Mistress wavered. He glanced at his soon-to-be wife and watched as she connected his other arm and then both of his legs. His eyes were blazing as if with fever, his cheeks were flushed, his breath was coming ragged and harsh. He had never, ever, felt so excited. To be honoured to serve his Mistress was already almost too much. But this, this...
The chair was of a very particular design. It was wooden and heavy, once its casters were locked it was difficult to move. Certainly a scrawny white boy like Grant had no chance of escaping his bonds or shifting the chair, especially once it was occupied. The 'seat' of the chair formed a crescent broad enough for a person to comfortably sit but leaving a gap where the center of the seat would normally be. Now, looking down from above, you would see Grant's flushed face there, framed by the remaining seat.
Charli's boots were not the only part of her outfit that were black and shiny. She was dressed almost as the dominatrix of caricatures. Why not? Her clients had their expectations. Her stomach was bare but a black vinyl top pushed her superb breasts up to form a mouth-watering cleavage. She wore a thong of similar material and. save her boots and dark hold-up stockings, that completed her outfit. 'Less is more' as a wise man once said.
She approached the chair and stood over it. Then she grasped the back of the chair and swung her leg over to straddle it. She took a comfortable position on the seat - felt her thong rub against the face of her slave as he lay beneath her. She gave one last glance at Stephanie and then, with one fluid motion, eased her thong to one side. Immediately she felt his tongue at her pussy, felt him pushing his face forward onto her. For a slave he was really quite good at this. His tongue quickly found her clitoris and she arched her back to ease her pussy harder onto that questing tongue. She allowed a blissful smile to play across her features. There were, after all, a lot worse ways of making a living!
Stephanie watched as her man slobbered and licked and desperately strained to please his Mistress with his mouth. She did not share Charli's smile. How long had she been with Grant? Yet had he ever tried to do the same for her? She had only ever wanted to make him happy but it was quite apparent that she had been going about it all the wrong way. She watched as Charli gently undulated her magnificent behind. She saw Grant's tongue working hard on his Mistress's clit and pussy. She also saw his penis, rock-hard and standing up straight against his belly as he lay.
Stephanie wasn't a sheltered virgin. She had known that such people as prostitutes and dominatrix existed. But that her potential husband was a client? That he was seeing a student in her own study program - even if Charli was three years younger and basically a stranger. She could never have imagined that until his confession of two weeks before.
She had wanted to scream at him, to storm out, to slap that handsome face of his. However, she hadn't done so. Why? It was really quite simple. She loved him. She didn't love a version of him created in her own mind - she loved HIM. She wanted to share his life with him and she had expected to have to make concessions. Career, family, desires - she expected to have to fit into his requirements and needs. Wasn't that just the way things were?
She had considered this over the last two weeks. She had done so even more after Grant had asked her to accompany him here tonight. Her mind was positively racing now. All her expectations of life with Grant up to two weeks ago were exploding as she watched him desperately try to please his Mistress. She just wasn't sure what was replacing them - except that she still loved him. She knew that this wasn't a threat to her. Grant had promised that he had never actually had sex with another woman since becoming an item with her. She believed him absolutely - crazy as that might seem. Why would he be upfront about all of this and yet lie about that? But what did it mean for them?
"Hhhhmmmmnnn - not as pathetic as usual slave." Charli's voice was like melted honey. Grant was urged on by such faint praise. He lapped and slicked and sucked and teased her wet pussy for all he was worth. His hard cock actually twitched where it lay on his belly.



Charli winked at Stephanie and then, unseen by Grant, beckoned to her. Stephanie paused, considered and then moved across to join the beautiful leather-clad blonde. An arm came out and drew her close to Charli. Charli smiled and momentarily arched her eyebrows. It was an invitation and Stephanie did not reject it. She felt as if she was almost on auto-pilot now - in sensory over-load after all she had heard and seen. Charli beckoned again and Stephanie leaned down towards her, felt her heart beating suddenly fast and insistent as she did so.
Charli leaned forward so that her lips touched those of Stephanie. A moment's contact. Then Charli repeated but left her lips in place a moment longer. Finally on the third contact, Charli felt Stephanie's lips part. Charli eased her tongue into the brunette's mouth and let it gently contact with its counter-part there. Again just a moment's hesitation before Stephanie responded. Charli leaned back and made strong eye contact with Stephanie. She smiled and her eyes sparkled with amusement and mischief. Stephanie almost shyly smiled back and then leaned in to renew their kiss.
Charli ground her behind down onto the face of her slave. Grant found himself trapped between her firm buttocks and for a moment was engulfed in that sweet pink flesh. Not for one moment did he hesitate but kept desperately licking and savouring the pussy that almost threatened to stifle him. However, as the girls kissed above him he suddenly realised that there was no almost about it. He could not breathe. His arms and legs jerked but were held in their restraints. His face was trapped by the flesh of Charli's butt. He gasped for breath into the sweet but unrelenting flesh of his Mistress.
Then, as he almost thought he would pass out, he felt the pressure lift from his face. He sucked in oxygen and then he saw both women looking down on him through the wide gap in the chair.
Stephanie looked down at her fiancé. His face was red and wet with saliva and pussy juice. His eyes were wide and his mouth open as he gasped for breath. She had never seen him, never seen any man, look so excited. The doubt was just entering her mind when Charli fore-stalled it.
"It's your turn."
She had been about to wonder where her place lay in this new secret world of her fiancé. Charli had answered it for her but the answer really was obvious. Her new position was to be on top. Stephanie undid her tight skirt and let it slip down her legs. She moved up to the chair and saw Grant looking up at her. She smiled when she recognised the desire in his eyes. She had a feeling she could make this work. She let her panties follow her skirt down to the floor and then stepped up to take her seat. Even as she sat she felt Grant's tongue seeking out her most sensitive areas. She gasped and then bit her lip. She looked up and saw Charli looking down at her with a broad smile. Now they could really get started.
***
Stephanie sat and savoured the sensations. She occassionally gave a little exploratory wiggle of her hips. Each time Grant responded. A girl could get very used to such treatment!
Charli stepped off stage and then returned with a bright yellow rubber glove looking incongruous against the rest of her outfit.
"What you have to understand Stephanie is that all those idiots have ever told you about how things are meant to be were wrong. At least for you and Grant. The man of the house is supposed to be dominant and in charge? I don't think so? Just arch your back a little and see what happens."
Stephanie tried it and couldn't help but giggle. Grant's tongue had darted up and licked at her butt-hole. She explored with moving her bottom a little and found his tongue chasing her - he was apparently desperate to perform his new task. She glanced down and saw his cock give another twitch as it still stood hard against his belly.
"Hmmn - this little thing." Charli reached down and flicked at his penis with her gloved hand. Stephanie felt rather than heard Grant gasp before he resumed rimming her.
Grant's dick could be called many things but hardy 'little'. He was a proud seven inches and thick with it. Stephanie was to learn that Charli had rather different standards where these things were concerned.
His Mistress held Grant's cock between two gloved fingers with an expression of vexation on her face. "Just look at this - how is something so pitiful ever going to please a woman?"
Stephanie felt Grant gasp beneath her. She saw his cock twitch again. The signs were unmistakeable.
Chali had seen them too. She swiftly produced a container and held it in front of Grant's cock. Her latex-clad fingers gave two experienced strokes and...
"Ohhhhhhhh," moaned Grant.
Spunk shot out of his cock and into the container. He had clearly been VERY excited. Seven heavy spurts thudded against the plastic as Charli expertly milked him.
Once he was finished Charli held up his penis between her two fingers. Grant's hairy balls were exposed to view. She flicked one with her finger.
"You see - these things look weak and harmless but they can still cause problems." She reached behind the chair and produced a box with a biohazard symbol on it. Grant's spunk was deposited inside and the box sealed. "Come here Stephanie."
Stephanie dismounted from her chair, if rather reluctantly. Charli reached behind the chair again and produced a small metal object.
"Clearly Grant here needs to be kept under control so he can't make nasty messes like that last one. Perhaps you'd like to be the one that fits this so Grant understands he has two Mistresses now."
Grant watched, helpless in his restraints, as his wife leaned down and applied a small metal cage to his penis. It locked with a small key.
Charli produced a small chain and expertly threaded the key on. Then she carefully hung the chain around Stephanie's neck.
"There - now everyone knows who is in charge. You and I have lots to discuss regarding his training and what all this can mean for you."
Grant watched as the two women kissed again. He wasn't entirely sure what had just happened but he did know that it made him as horny as fuck. He felt his cock start to stiffen only for it to immediately meet the cold restraint of his new metal cage. It seemed he was going to have to get used to things being a bit different from now on.
***
"I have just interviewed the young lady, Stephanie Thornton, and she seems absolutely perfect for the role. Freshly qualified with the highest honours - very motivated and eager to assist in our social programs - an excellent interviewee. I was extremely impressed and with continuing professional development I think she is perfect for our team."
The voice, with its distinctive East European accent, sounded from the phone. The device's owner furrowed his brow a little. "Wasn't that the position we had ear-marked for young Charli Johnson?"
"Indeed yes, my friend, but Charli would not qualify fully for at least two years. This young lady is a friend of Charli's - was in fact recommended by Charli. I understand she herself has transferred her studies to physiotherapy - you know we will soon have a vacancy there. Delphine is heading for retirement."
"Well, Dr Nikola my old friend, it's your clinic and I'm as always happy to be guided by your expertise. Thanks for the heads-up."
When the connection was ended Taylor leaned back in his study chair and steepled his fingers. He had made the arrangements for Charli, as requested by Kali. However, he had insisted that it not go ahead until Charli was fully qualified so that she could fill the coming vacancy at Nikola's clinic. The work there was vital to the community. It had to take priority.
He sat for a few more moments and then shrugged his shoulders. Well, he had expected her to fill the vacancy and she had - if not in the way he had expected. Maybe he SHOULD have expected that - the young lady was always full of surprises. It didn't take a mind-reader to know why Charli had gone to such trouble. She was impatient. Well, so be it. He picked up his phone again and hit a number on speed-dial.
"Cassius - the little matter you, I and Antwan discussed..."
Putting On A Show
Georgia Johnson studied herself in the mirror and took a deep breath. It really wasn't that long since the first time she had read about 'the game'. Was it really not much over a couple of years? Back then she could never have imagined where she would be now - let alone what she was about to do. Life was like that perhaps.
She took a long moment studying the woman in the glass. Looked into her own eyes for a sign of regret or anxiety. She couldn't see any. She knew that she had moved on beyond that long ago. If there had ever been any doubts then the arrival of little Kanesha had swept them away. So beautiful and such a little darling. She dropped a hand to her belly, a belly already swelling with Kanesha's little brother or sister. There really wasn't much doubt about Izeye's potency - as if you couldn't tell that by one glance at him. She was pleased that both her new family members would share him as a father. She smiled at her reflection in the mirror. Two children by the same father - that almost made her a prude in some circles!
Talking of which. She saw a familiar figure approach her in the mirror and lean down so her face was level with Georgia's own. "You OK, GeeGee?" Jessica was smiling but Georgia noted that her cousin's eyes were watching her closely.
"For the beached whale convention? Yeah, as I ever will be. Do you think he knows what he's getting?" Georgia smiled - eager to show Jessica that all was well. Her cousin, above everyone, had an idea of how difficult this day could have been for her. She wanted to let her know that she was more than reconciled to it, that she understand that this was how it should be, how it had to be.
She watched Jessica's smile move up into her eyes. "Oh that gentleman has wanted to get me dancing here ever since I first met him. Add in my condition and my co-stars and I don't think he'll be complaining. He'd best not - this is his one chance!"
Georgia didn't respond. It was going to be a big evening. She still had trouble getting her head around it totally sometimes.
Jessica held her shoulders and spoke soothingly to her. "She's going to break all sort of records you know, that beautiful daughter of yours. She'll make my viewing figures look very weak sauce. Even after our host's cut is subtracted it's going to be a tidy contribution to the Foundation. You're OK aren't you?"
Georgia looked again at her face in the mirror. Her life had taken some amazing turns, just like her daughter's and just like her cousin's and just like so many others. It wasn't what she had expected but it also wasn't anything that she regretted or would reverse, even if she could. Charli had come to her and pointed out that her lifestyle probably wasn't the best for a putative Doctor and that if one thing had to go then it wasn't going to be a close decision. Being a physio would be much more compatible. Well, in the end, it WAS her daughter's life and if she was happy and fulfilled then Georgia would be happy to accept that.
She nodded into the mirror and saw Jessica smile in response. Georgia continued, "Just so long as once my part is done I can slip away. She IS still my little girl you know, she still will be to my dying day."
"Don't worry," reassured her cousin, "your friends have arranged a little something for you..."
Georgia looked over at her Jess and saw that familiar mischievous smile. She had a pretty good idea what the 'little something' would be and that it wouldn't turn out to be so 'little' after all!
Presentation
The four women danced on the small stage - showing their bodies off to full effect . Each wore a skimpy bikini decorated with that ever more prevalent 'Queen of Spades' symbol. The viewers didn't really need to see the bikinis to tell them the self-identification of the women. Their baby-bumps were pretty eloquent on the issue. The timing had been fortunate. Jess and her friends were all big enough to be clearly pregnant but not quite so big that it hampered their moves too much. Either way their audience were ready to make some allowances.
The usual segregation applied at a time like this. The performers were all female and white. The audience were all male and Black. A mix of Cassius' clientele and regulars from Antwan and Hoss's establishments. It had been a seriously hot ticket in their particular little community.
The crowd were appreciative - whooping and applauding each move of the girls on stage. Jess tried some of her more sinuous and seductive moves on a big bearded hunk stood next to the stage. One of Cassius's security. The big man laughed but she noted that his eyes were rooted on her, taking in every move and every inch of her fair-skinned body. As with most of the men here her current condition clearly wasn't a turn-off. Quite the reverse in fact.
Cassius had always wanted her dancing for him. Frankly, she doubted she would make too much difference to the takings at one of his clubs but she knew he would get a serious kick out of getting his lawyer up on stage. He'd not made much of a secret of that. Even after Antwan had made her an 'honest woman' and the chance of getting her in his famous back office had receded. Receded - but not quite disappeared. There was always the hustle, always a deal to be made and Jessica had always been curious about Cassius's reputation. He was supposed to be very good. Well she could compare him with Antwan and Shaka - it promised to be fun seeing whether he could 'measure up.' The arrangement had been made to prepare the way for tonight. Jess was booked in to perform a weekend at Cassius's most prestigious strip club once she was back in more orthodox dancing trim.
It was understood by everyone what 'dancing' for Cassius would mean. On the Friday evening Jessica would be staying over with him. Antwan would not have suggested that but he wasn't like the husbands from her old life. As he put it, "Shit - I've known Cassius since was growing up together. He may think he's getting one over on me but he'll soon learn. He's gonna find out the best he ever had is just my beck and call girl. He'll be eating himself up over that for years!" Jessica loved his confidence and knew it was well-placed. It didn't matter how good Cassius turned out to be - Antwan was her man for so many reasons beyond that. He knew he would win any comparison. It was like giving a friend a chance to drive your new Ferrari. They'd enjoy it but their Nissan wouldn't seem the same afterwards!
Taking it in turns three of the women would take places round the stage and allow the fourth to solo. There weren't too many dramatic moves, let alone pole-work, but they had the audience's attention none the less. Each exposed belly was eloquent of the potency of the Black man - eloquent of how 'woke' these women were to the real sexual hierarchy. For many they were just sexy bitches dancing for their pleasure. For some each growing belly was a little victory against 'the man.' Whatever - the crowd weren't shy about showing their appreciation.
***
Georgia watched on from the back-room. It was usually the base for security. Cameras covered the main hall and the dozen or so small cubicles where the real business was done here. Best not to think too much about that. The real nature of this place where she was about to hand over her daughter. She knew that Charli would be getting a kick out of it though.
She risked another glance at the woman sharing her 'duty' today. She was so striking - her dark skin and those proud features. Like a classical ancient Egyptian statue or perhaps a Nubian one. Timeless beauty and an underlying strength that made quite a combination. It wasn't hard to see why her daughter was so smitten. Let alone those eyes - feline and almost amber.
Kali seemed to sense she was being watched. She let her eyes meet Georgia's and allowed a little smile to play across her lips. Her confidence was obvious, confidence proven by her words.
"We just lending her for a night or two you know. She only ever gonna have one momma and she only ever gonna have one me."
They were words of reassurance and words that both women knew were rooted in reality. The young woman they both loved, though in very different ways, would be under-going a 'rite of passage' in their community but that didn't mean they were losing her. Quite the reverse.
The Main Event
Glasses and pitchers had been refreshed. The stage had been cleared of dancers. It was time and the buzz of excited conversation proved it. Time for the main event.
Well someone had a sense of humor and an entirely unexpected knowledge of 'old white man fossil rock.' Maybe they'd just googled for something appropriate but Georgia doubted it. Cassius tended to plan these things out very carefully and it undoubtedly was quite deliberate that their 'walk-on music' was 'Bring Your Daughter to the Slaughter.' Yes indeed she had heard enough about Cassius to know that it had his finger-prints all over it.
"Fuckin' Cassius." That was from under Kali's breath - it seemed she'd come to the same conclusion.
Charli joined them as soon as the music struck up. She looked amazing, so beautiful. She wore a black latex bodysuit that wasn't skin-tight but that also didn't hide the promise of the curves hidden beneath. At her wrists, ankles and neck there was the stark, delicious, contrast between the Black vinyl and her pale skin. The beauty of her face seemed magnified by contrast with the stark darkness of her body. Look closely however and you saw the zips in the suit - the promise of what was to come. It was all she wore - save for her So Kate 120s, their scarlet soles only visible when the club lights flashed and caught them.
They moved forward as the music roared out of the speakers. The sea of dark faces all turned towards them - all craning to see the spectacle put on for their entertainment, for their satisfaction.
The women looked forward and saw that the stage was no longer empty. In its centre stood one man - his arms crossed and his gaze fixed on the women, more accurately on Charli. Cassius was here to claim his prize.
'So pick up your foolish pride
No going back
Nowhere, no way, no place to hide.'
That was what today was really all about - that was what they were doing here. Kali had never taken a backward step for anybody. Georgia was a satisfied and stable feature of the world that moved around and within the Taylor Foundation. Now her daughter was making that same commitment, obvious and irreversible. The people they loved would approve. Those that hated it - well their opinion didn't matter anyway. Hadn't mattered since that moment when mother and daughter, quite separately, had both decided to play 'the Game.'
They reached the stage just as the speakers blared out,
'Let her go, let her go, let her go.'
The two women released their hold on Charli's arms and gently helped her climb up and onto the stage.
As she stepped up the two woman shared a moment. Then it was over. Kali turned to make her way across to the bar where a couple of her assistants had made a place for her.
It was time Georgia was gone. She just saw Cassius beckon and her daughter go to him. He placed a hand on her shoulder as the music rang out,
'So get down on your knees, honey
Assume an attitude
You just pray I'll be waiting
Cause you know, you know I'm coming soon.'
As Charli sank to her knees in front of Cassius Georgia turned around and found herself surrounded by three powerfully-built young Black men. They were handsome and perhaps ten years her juniors. They were also looking at her with an expression that she knew very well. She'd seen it on a lot of hot Black men's faces over the last couple of years.



One of the men gently took her arm and began leading her out of the main hall as the other two cleared a way for them.
"You aren't going to watch the show?" she asked.
"Oh we got much better things to do baby."
Well that was just fine by Georgia...
***
Cassius was dressed like a good H-Town businessman. A suit so sharp you could cut steel with it. Gold jewellery on his hands and at his neck. He was real happy to get reacquainted with this piece of white poon. Her skilled fingers had his hard Black cock free of his pants in record time and that sweet white mouth started working its magic. He let her set the pace for a minute or so - savoured her skills as he stared out over the audience with an expression of pride and ownership. Then it was time to put on a show.
He hooked his hands round her head and grasped her two pig-tails. A nice touch that - made then so much easier to control. He pulled the girl onto him - made her take that little more at each downward plunge of her mouth. He knew this one was a world-class bopper and he was going to see just how good she was. He watched her carefully - noted how she was also struggling to keep eye contact with him. He saw the moisture in her eyes, saw her face redden, saw her gasp for breath. Then he gave her some relief, watched the long trail of drool stretching from her mouth to his cock. A few seconds and then he pulled her back onto him. Damn she was good. Even if he didn't feel it he'd have known it from her eyes. That desperation. Not to escape - oh no. To go that extra inch, to be the best bopper, the best little white slut a prime Black alpha male could possess. Well Cassius knew she didn't come far short of that ambition. The audience were learning it now too. He knew how many would give some tidy currency to be where he was now. How many would have done so by now if Kali hadn't intervened? He liked Kali but that had been an expensive gift. He jammed the girl down onto his rock-hard Black meat, held her for a few seconds. She didn't struggle but tears were showing in her eyes. He knew the struggle going on inside her - knew what will-power it was taking not to show it. Fuck it - a deal was a deal. His lost earnings would just have to be regarded as his version of child-support.
Cassius pulled his cock back leaving Charli gasping. He moved a hand to grasp the neck of her body-suit and pulled her up off her knees. She was a tall well-built girl but Cassius man-handled her with experienced ease. His second hand held her steady while she found her footing. Those heels. They raised practical issues but the message they gave was so damned powerful. He'd seen the bitch in ballet boots before - he knew she could do it. Besides, they got her up to his level. Made pulling her to him and pushing his mouth onto hers that much easier. He kissed her with real passion - his tongue claiming mastery over hers and leading it in a dance of domination and submission.
Fuck the little bitch was good. He'd never been like old Antwan or his boss - never made a big thing out of breeding. Sure he'd knocked up a dancer or two but just in the course of business. He was going to fuck them and it was up to them if they made precautions or not. This one made him reconsider that a little. Fine little bitch needed premium Black seed and where could you get better than Cassius himself. Well, be that as it was, he was getting his cock wet in prime cracka cunt and getting paid for the privilege. Life was good.
He turned the girl and pushed her over to the leather-covered settle on one side of the stage. Not onto it but in behind it. She instantly knew what he wanted. With one hand she gripped the back of the piece of furniture. With the other she undid the zip at the crotch of her bodysuit. The material, held tight before, bowed out and revealed the deliciously pale flesh beneath and, at its centre, a beautiful wet pussy.
Cassius didn't need to think. Instinct had placed the settle in the perfect position for most of the crowd to see what came next. Anyone unsighted could watch on the big screen behind them - see him line up his big Black cock and see him move forward until their two bodies became one. It was a well-prepared pussy and it was about to be a well-fucked one. There was just the right level of grip and resistance against a man. Just the right amount and not a piece more. Fuck she was good.
Cassius started pounding the little white bitch hard. Not that Charli was complaining. He knew from experience that she liked it that way - especially for the first round. Besides he was sort of surprising himself. That didn't happen too much nowadays but for a man who wasn't part of that whole breeding kick he found he really, REALLY, wanted to coat this little ho's eggs. Wanted to see her with her big belly and know it was his little nigga growing in there, his little nigga that'd be sucking the milk out of those beautiful white titties.
Incredibly, almost shockingly, he felt the first warnings that he was about to come. Damn - that NEVER happened nowadays. He'd only been fucking the bitch for five minutes. Still he heard the roar of the crowd, heard the shouted demands to 'knock the ho up.' He considered lowering his intensity, regaining control, but then he looked at the beautiful graceful body in front of him. Saw her fingers clenched tight on the settle back. Fuck it - he needed to seed her and he wasn't waiting one more fucking minute. He just let go and powered through. Kept going as he felt his sperm pumping as deep into the willing little slut as he could, kept going until he knew she had it all.
Then Cassius pulled out, picked the girl up and lifted her onto the settle. He gave a gesture with his hand and then withdrew to a seat at the other end of the stage. His favourite dancer of the moment, Misty, was there to lovingly clean his cock of his and Charli's inter-mingled juices with her tongue. Misty was a premium bitch but nothing compared to the little ho he'd just knocked up.
***
That hand signal had been for Kali and her girls. She had Shay, Cheyenne and Labelle with her, three of her best. All African-American - in keeping with the theme of the show. They moved in around Charli as she lay recovering from her frantic breeding. Even as she gasped for breath Kali's mouth found hers. The longest of soul kisses as the other three girls undid zips and got to work, exploring every available sensitive inch of the white girl.
There were cheers from the crowd as Shay pulled down a zip and freed Charli's breasts. Immediately a mouth fastened onto each erect pink nipple. Tongues teased the piercings there. Labelle had the prime job - kneeling at the end of the settle and licking at Charli's pussy and clit. Total erotic over-load and so soon after Cassius had bred her. It was too much. Charli came hard as the crowd roared their approval.
Even as Charli was coming down from that first she heard her Goddess.
"We're just lending you - you belong to me. So we need to get this job done - you need to cum again so your womb can take in all that potent Black seed. We need it so you can be mine forever. You want that? You ready for that?"
The wave hit again, the fierce heat of lust radiating through every part of her. Her legs quivered in Labelle's grip as the Black girl continued her delicious torment of Charli's clit.
Kali clicked her fingers. Her girls moved like a well-oiled machine. Charli was pulled to her feet and was held upright. Even without those heels her legs were shaky like a new-born fawns. But for Kali and Cheyenne's strong grip she would have crumpled to the floor. Not that she would get any mercy - not that she would ever have desired any. Shay was kneeling in front of her pushing her head up to nuzzle and pleasure her pussy and clit. Labelle had moved onto Charli's nipples, both standing hard and proud and glistening with the saliva of her lovers and friends. LaBelle took in the sight and then flicked out a teasing tongue to play with first one piercing and then the others.
The girl was quivering in their arms again, being taken onto the next peak before she could totally come down from the last, then to the next and the next. Being taken on a rolling crescendo of orgasms that would not end until her Goddess decreed or until Charli herself collapsed with sheer exhaustion. Only in these moments did Carli truly understand what pleasure could be. Only then did she understand that everything in her young life had led to this, this moment of exquisite almost agonising fulfilment. To that one whispered question into her ear that cut through all the static of crowd noise.
"Who do you belong to - yesterday, now and forever?"
"YOOOUUUUU, KAAALLLLII, YOOOOOOOUUUUUUUUU!!!!!!!!"
It was the first thing the audience had heard her say. They roared their approval again. Some thought it signalled the end of this part of the show. They couldn't have been more wrong. The women only increased the intensity of their skilled attentions. It wasn't an end but a reaffirmation and a new beginning. 'Bring your daughter to the slaughter' - what machismo nonsense. A girl didn't know what pleasure was until she had been with Kali. Charli knew and Charli would be Kali's forever. Her pet, her slave, her lover, her partner. Kali kissed that sweet delicate pink ear. They would never be separated now and soon they would be family.
Settling Up
Izeye had been waiting for this moment all evening. The show had been one for the ages of course but some things were just unique. Getting one over on a certain wily old nigga was something to surely be relished. Now he saw the familiar figure of his old friend come over. He looked him in the eye and savoured the moment when Taylor's hand went to his inside pocket.
"I think I said five grand..." He held the envelope out to Izeye who smilingly transferred it to his own pocket. No need to count it - Taylor was a man of his word.
"I was right though," continued Taylor, "it was most definitely worth it."
They both knew the money was purely a token. This had been the most hotly-awaited 'performance' for years - probably since Antwan's Jessica got her first. Taylor's donors and supporters had contributed far more than a few thousand dollars. The fact was Taylor had been getting pretty white girls Black bred for a lot of years but tonight had been unique. Izeye deserved his tribute - he had done what even Taylor hadn't thought possible. The big man dwarfed Taylor but his smile just now was the biggest part of him.
So Izeye was happy.
Taylor returned to stand with Jessica - now showered and changed after her little dancing session. Jessica would always be one of his favorites and didn't tonight just show why. How many women would turn themselves out just to make sure their own niece got the perfect Black breeding! He'd seen Jessica watching Cassius perform up there - appraising his performance. She hadn't made any sacrifice - she'd enjoy herself and enjoy it even more for knowing why she was doing it.
So Jess was happy.
Antwan stood on the other side of his wife - his arm around her waist and his hand on her baby-bump. He was truly the perfect lieutenant - truly the man to take over when the time came. He could always see the bigger picture. Why be jealous of Cassius? He and Jess had something that went way beyond just sex. Jess had planned out tonight with Kali, had wanted Charli's breeding to be epic. She'd been ready to fulfil Cassius's desires to make that happen. Antwan understood. Just as Jess understood when Antwan needed to help other pretty little white pieces along their own road of self-discovery.
So Antwan was happy
Somewhere upstairs Georgia was with three men recommended by Cassius for their ability and stamina. Taylor generally liked to let chance decide these things but he'd decided Georgia deserved the best. If you won a game then you surely deserved a prize.
So Georgia was happy.
As Izeye had pocketed the cash Taylor had glanced to the bar. There at the corner - almost hidden in the darkness - he saw a familiar female figure with her three assistants. Taylor gave her a questioning raised eyebrow and noticed the slight incline of her head in response.
So Kali was happy.
Cassius towelled the sweat off his impressive physique. He had watched the women as they worked their magic on the young white girl. He was a man in his prime and it didn't take long. He soon felt his big Black cock start to thicken and rise in readiness. Cheyenne had glanced over and then at her word the other women had moved back to the bar. Charli was left lying there alone - her mouth open to suck in oxygen, her eyes wide with lust and desire. He saw her show a moment of regret at the women's withdrawal but then she saw him as he stepped back up into position before her. He grasped her legs and pushed them up and back to completely expose her pussy, a pussy already wet with cum and saliva. He eased forward and she welcomed him in. Damn she was some fine white pussy - smooth and warm and wet, holding and caressing a Black man like she was meant for him. Which, of course, she was - just like all the other pretty little white bitches.
For a moment he contemplated taking it slow - savouring that pussy. However, he knew what the girl needed and he knew that they were, after all, putting on a performance here. The audience wanted to see him fuck that pussy like he owned it again. For the next few days - while she was primed for breeding - he would be doing just that, owning it and fucking it. Then he'd send the little white ho back to Kali good and knocked up. Just thinking about it had him laying down a deep powerful rhythmn of thrusts into Charli. He felt her legs already quivering in his firm grip - knew the girl was thinking about what tonight meant too, that her body was reacting to it. The knowledge of how his rich potent African seed would change her life forever. Well it was all in a day's work for Cassius - even if sometimes his work was a pure pleasure.
So Cassius was happy. And judging by the noises she was making Charli was more than happy.
***
Taylor took a pull on his beer and observed all that was going on around him. Seemed that everyone that counted was happy - there had been a little something in the action for everybody involved. All while he himself had got exactly what he'd been wanting all along. Just the way he liked it. Taylor allowed himself a small smile of satisfaction. Then his mind turned to his next project - she promised to be a real but entertaining challenge...
-----------------------------------------
This chapter ends 'Georgia Plays the Game.' Thank you to every one who has commented either privately or publicly with encouragement or suggestions. They are always welcome. Also kudos for your bravery in getting through that huge first chapter. I don't think I'll write anything that long again! While this story is ending, many of the characters will re-appear in future stories.
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Domestic Bliss

"It's so good to have you here." David had given her a little complacent smile as he sat down for his meal. "So good for us to have a weekend like a family should."
David's approved form of weekend seemed to consist of Dee racing round preparing meals and ferrying the youngsters to their various sports and social appointments. Meanwhile, David had been on the sofa watching TV or snoring his head off. Had all their weekends been like this until not so long ago? Until Saturday had become her day to be with her new man, with Shaka.
How she wished she could be with him right now. Back here she was just some sort of an unpaid domestic servant. Shaka knew how to treat her as a beautiful woman, as a sexual being, as someone desirable. He knew how to break her free of all the restraints, the suffocating bonds of 'propriety'. He knew how to let her express who she truly was. More than that - he relished his time with her and wasn't afraid to show it. He valued her.
"DEE!"
Oh no - he'd woken up again. What now?
"Maddy and Leah have left some toys in here. Can you tidy them up?"
Her blood boiled at it. It almost made it worse that he didn't know he was doing it. He just assuming that she only existed to make his life easier. Some men might deserve that, she knew one at least, but David wasn't one of them.
How she desperately wanted to be over in the Capital with Shaka right now, at this very instant. She never understood how desperately she needed him until she was forced to miss him like this. It had just been too dangerous - too close to the most fertile part of her cycle. If she had gone to him today there was a very real chance that she would have come back with new life growing within her. Their child. She knew all that but still, growing all through today, had been that longing, that need to be with him.
She felt a rush of desire pass through her. She fought with the conscious level of her mind to combat that most basic of desires. That most certainly could NOT happen. There were three reasons - young Davey, Maddy and Leah. Her marriage and David - she'd cast them aside in a heart-beat. That realisation caused a momentary shock for her but it was too obvious to even make a pretence of denying it to herself. However, there were the children. They were the game-changer. They were the reason she could never leave David, could never ... escape from this marriage.
She blinked back tears at something Davey had said to her. It had been just the other day. She'd asked him how he felt about the move, how he liked his new home and school.
He had thought carefully about it - as an eight-year old sometimes will. "I loved living at home, our old home, but I'm still glad we moved."
She had smiled at how serious he seemed. "Why's that Davey?"
"Because you are so much happier here."
She'd had to fight to keep the smile on her face. That was the thing about children, especially your own children. They could pick up on things very quickly. The most unexpected things. Davey knew that she was a lot happier but, thank goodness, he didn't know why. He didn't know it was because Shaka made her feel alive again, made her feel desirable and valued again.
Davey had seen it. Well, he was a sharp young man. In that he certainly seemed to take after his Mom rather than his Dad. David senior didn't seem to have noticed a darned thing - except that he had to look after the children one day a week. What about the girls? Well they were younger. It brought it home though. She couldn't blow their young lives apart by being selfishly stupid. She had to be so careful.
Her husband had accepted the 'professional development' story. He didn't like it - but he'd accepted it. She left every Saturday morning and returned late at night. That she could get away with. She just had to be SUPER careful.
But it was so darned difficult. She wanted to be with Shaka tonight, she NEEDED to be with him tonight. She was an addict needing her fix. Part of it was Shaka's fault. He'd made it clear he didn't like anything coming between him and his women. No condoms of course but also no diaphragms or pills, even morning-after ones. To be one of Shaka's women meant giving yourself up totally and unconditionally. She had agreed but sometimes it was so damned hard.
Walking the Walk
Dee was feeling positively over-dressed. She wore a little red dress that Shaka had picked out for her. Held up by a couple of the thinnest shoulder straps it plunged at the front to reveal plenty of side-boob and then hugged tightly to her curves until it ended about half-way down her thigh. The red was vibrant, demanding attention from anyone that saw it. She had to move carefully. In a dress like this you couldn't wear panties. Her shapely legs were bare down to a pair of moderate heels, a little treat she had bought herself.
She wore a necklace, almost a collar, of silver links. That had been another present from Shaka. Apart from her 'Shaka hoops' it was her only jewellery - well if you didn't count her rings of course. Shaka insisted she wore those whenever she was out with him.
All in all an outfit that would have had her husband spitting feathers of prudish outrage but Dee still felt positively over-dressed. It was all a matter of comparison. Her new friends, almost her new sisters in this new life, Georgia and Anna, were to blame. They both looked like street walkers!
Georgia was wearing a little black top - lace over the breasts and then perhaps four inches of latex laced extra tight. So she was showing an awesome cleavage just like Dee but you didn't need to look too hard to see the dark of nipple through that lace. The top also ended a good inch above her navel - leaving it and a lot of flat toned white stomach exposed. Dee had been around long enough now to know how a certain group of Black men loved to see that. It was almost a challenge to them. A beautiful white woman at their club flaunting her flat belly was a job only half done. If Georgia's top was tight then her pants were almost painted on. Black latex again with a belt at the top. The pants extended down to a couple of inches above her ankles - again leaving the pale skin exposed. That was no mystery to Dee either now. If you didn't leave your ankles exposed then how could a potential Black bull see your anklet? Georgia's had four little charms attached. 'I', then a heart to symbolise love, then a small black cockerel and finally the Queen of Spades motif. She wore black kitten heels that laced up at the front and left her toes exposed. There were Black guys that really loved a shapely pair of white feet too.
Izeye looked like the cock of the walk - not surprising really. He didn't just have Georgia on one arm but Anna on the other and she looked just as amazing. Her blonde hair hung down to her shoulders and framed her beautiful face. She wore her Master's collar and hanging from it was a top of black netting that clung tight to the upper part of her body and obscured almost nothing. Her breasts were barely covered by one thin strip of solid material within the mesh. The pale skin of her arms and shoulders was left exposed as was perhaps three inches above her skirt. That skirt was also black, of tight PVC, and came down only half way to her knees. Then there was another couple of inches of enticingly bare perfect pale skin before the black garters that held up her stockings. On her feet were a pair of kitten heels - black as well, save for the startling flash of scarlet from their soles. She had an anklet of her own, 'B', 'B' and 'C' along with that QOS symbol.
Dee might have felt that she had to up her game but for the reassuring presence of Shaka. She had learned to dress to please her man. He had made it clear that he liked her looking 'classy but available' when she was with him. He liked every man there to know that she was his and that made her proud.
The crowd at the club was pretty much all African-American with just a scattering of white and Hispanic women. The beats were heavy and unambiguously 'urban'. The DJ knew how to please his crowd. It was positively deafening. The evening had effectively been playing out as a silent movie for Dee since they had arrived! The light show illuminating and then hiding the hundreds of dancers.
Shaka was giving her all of his attention. Whew - it was quite a work-out! What was it they said about great dancers making great lovers. Well it seemed to work the other way too. She followed his lead and his movements, the grace and fluidity and power of his beautiful body. It was so damn good, such great fun, such a delicious taster for the evening to come.
Shaka was in charge but he wasn't a possessive man. You brought a fine white bitch to a club like this, a pick-up joint, and they were going to draw some attention. She'd been nervous at first but Shaka had told her it was OK. She'd got used to the men, one or two of them couldn't have been much more than half her age, coming to strut their stuff before her, to flaunt their ability, their strength, their athleticism. It was really very obvious that they all wanted to get in her panties real bad - well if she'd been wearing any that was.
There were still moments when she couldn't believe how her life had changed, even if only for one day a week. Here she was pinned between two truely gorgeous young Black men, feeling the hard bulges pressing into her belly and her back. They were so handsome and so hot and they SOOOO wanted to fuck her. Quite a change from a couple of days ago when she'd been juggling work prep with making the evening meal, arranging her children's social schedules and making sure David's work clothes were ready for the morning. Honestly, couldn't he even do that for himself. She forced him out of her mind - she'd wasted enough of her time on him already.
***
Earlier that evening she'd been introduced to another aspect of their new lifestyle. Not every man was like Shaka or Izeye - strong, powerful, effortlessly in control. Not every man was like David - weak, hesitant, lacking the courage to follow up their feelings. There was another type of man - ones she really couldn't quite understand.
This was the first time she had met Anna's husband. When the women had met the first thing they had done was go shopping - well why not! First for clothes and then to a rather specialist store. Anna and Georgia had spent quite some time before making their selection. It was a small metal device, almost like a cage. It was shaped like a small drooping penis. Attached to it was a lock and key.
Georgia had been very matter of fact about it. "Well Anna here is married to Kent. Kent got to thinking that he would like to see Anna there with a Black man. What he didn't know was that Anna shared that desire, had done so ever since she started noticing how much sexier they were than men like Kent, white men."
"Hang on," said Dee, "her husband wanted to see her make love to another man?" That didn't sound right - what sort of a man would want to do that?
"Well you see Kent thought that he was in charge - he'd never really considered Black men as any possible competition with sweet little Anna there. So when he was watching those videos, have you heard of the 'Blacked Raw' series, he just couldn't resist the idea of his cute little wife starring in them. Isn't that right Anna?"
"Oh yes," giggled the younger woman, "I always thought he was working on reports when he locked himself into his study-room!"
"Yes, Kent was stroking himself silly thinking about his lovely young blonde-haired green-eyed wife being ravaged by a Black street thug, well preferably a gang of them."
"Oh my goodness," Dee couldn't believe it. I mean she knew Black men would just love to get their hands on Anna, she was such a little honey, but what was her husband thinking - how could he ever hope to compete?
Georgia continued. "Kent is a senior executive - even if it is only in the family property development concern. He was sort of used to being the 'big dog' - that is until he met Izeye."
Anna giggled away to herself. "I thought he was going to crap himself - he was going all red in the face. I'm not sure until that moment that even he knew what it was he really wanted. But my Master saw through him straight away."
"What do you mean?" Dee was still having some trouble getting her head round this. Anna's husband KNEW that she was going with Black men - had even encouraged her to do so. What sort of a man was he?
"Kent is what we call a cuckold - now normally our Master doesn't want anything to do with cucks. They want to watch or even get involved. That isn't our Master's style at all - not Shaka's either I'm sure."
"So our Master laid down the rules. He doesn't get to watch or even to come out with us. He also doesn't get to do some other things." Georgia's finger nail tapped the small metal device meaningfully.
"Oh." It wasn't too often that Dee was lost for words but this was one of them.
***
Their next stop was at Anna's home where her husband was waiting for her. Izeye found a beer in the fridge and sat down to watch the game on the TV. He left dealing with Kent to his girls.
Kent was about thirty, looking a good few years older than his lovely wife. His sandy-blonde hair was beginning to recede, his stomach was starting to expand. He was well-dressed with intelligent brown eyes. He looked like millions of other white men. He didn't act like them though.
"Strip." That was Anna. Taking no nonsense and brooking no arguments. Dee was taken by surprise a little. Anna had always come across as a sweet little thing. This was a new side to her.
Kent didn't hesitate - he quickly removed his clothing and stood in front of the three women. For a moment he looked at Dee and she realised that he had no idea who she was. She was feeling a little confusion herself. What was going on here? She saw Kent's cheeks blush and he hung his head in apparent shame. However, she also saw something else. His pink penis had been hanging down limp but now it was growing and was almost at half-mast.
"Look at that," exclaimed Anna in mock outrage, "what a naughty boy! But at least now our friends can see what the problem is. That sort of thing has to be kept under control but our old cage was just a little too large. This one will be more appropriate, more ... restrictive."
Kent flashed a glance at his wife. Dee had almost expected him to show anger or fear. However, the look spoke more of desperate longing. He was getting off on it! As if to confirm that fact Kent's penis was now standing up proudly against the round swell of his gut.
This was not something that Dee could really get her head around. However, she had a strong suspicion that her friends were not finished yet. Georgia was sending her glances that were almost gleefully conspiratorial.
"Now then honey, before we put on the cage we have to talk about something." Anna's voice had become silkily seductive. "You know why you have to wear it don't you?"
"Yes mistress."
"Why?"
"Because I'm a little coward."
"That's right - you are scared of even such a teeny-tiny little procedure." Anna moved her fingers in a scissors gesture. "But I love my little boy so much that you don't have to go so long as you wear your cage. Doesn't that show just how much I love you?"
"Yes Anna, thank you Anna."
"So long as you are a good little boy and wear your cage when I am here then no-one will be tempted into making a silly mistake"
Anna's tone was stern but affectionate - like that of a nurse or a teacher rather than a wife. However, it seemed that Kent couldn't get enough of it. His eyes shone with devotion as he looked at her. He hung on her every word like a devoted puppy.
"Now honey, you remember what my Master told you when we first met - about how a Black Master expects to fuck his girls with nothing between them. About how we could use the CycleBeads instead."
Kent nodded.
"Well dear - so you know I've been doing that. However, those Beads can be used for something else can't they?"
Kent moistened his lips with his tongue. he was hanging on her every word with a desperate intensity. Did he already know where this was going and how did he react to that? With dread or desire? Did even he know any more? He just croaked out, "To know when you are most fertile Anna."
"Well done sweetie, that's right. Well you know I've wanted to start a family for two or three years now. You didn't want to just at the moment. Well, I have some news. My Master has agreed to do the job for you. Isn't that great!"
"Oh God," gasped Kent. He was breathing quickly - in shallow gasps. His cheeks were flushed. His eyes still shone with that almost desperate desire as he looked at his beautiful young wife.
Anna knew she had him - it only remained to confirm the fact. "So my Master has agreed - under one condition. Obviously it has to be OK with you - you ARE supposed to be my husband after all. So you'll be committing yourself to working hard to support us and to doing plenty of child-minding while Mommy is out having fun!" She pulled on a latex glove. Dee saw Kent's cock twitch just at the sight of the glove. It was almost pavlovian!
Anna reached out and took a gentle hold on his hard shaft. "So we just need confirmation that you are happy about this. That you understand that I have wants and needs that you just can't fulfil as a little white boy. That YOU want and need them just as much." Her fingers began gently moving up and down the shaft. "You know how I want you to show your agreement don't you honey. You just need to cum - the way that you know you want to. Then I can go and start our new family. You just need to shoot that little white load of yours to show how much you want it. You do want it don't you?"
Kent's mouth dropped open a little. He closed his eyes and his breathing became ragged. It was clear that this was an incredibly intense moment for him. He closed his eyes.
Anna moved her hand up and down his hard penis a little quicker and leaned in to almost whisper huskily into her husband's ear.
"That's right little man. Imagine how wonderful it will be. Imagine how beautiful I will look. My belly all swollen up with my first baby, my first Black baby. Then, later, when she is feeding - how wonderful that is going to be. We'll have to tell your family and friends that she is adopted but I think most of them will guess don't you. They'll guess your beautiful white wife has got herself Black bred. If they don't - well I suppose when the second or third..."
"Uuhhhhhuuunhhhh," moaned Kent as he came. His semen spurted out into a wad of tissue thoughtfully held in place by his wife.
"There ... isn't that better. Now we've made the decision. Since you've been such a good boy..." Anna leaned forward and chastely kissed her husband's sweaty forehead. "... let's get you nice and cleaned up so we can put your new cage on." She stood and led her husband out towards the bathroom.
***
On their way back Dee finally could express some of her feelings on what she had just seen.
"I'm having some problems processing this. How on earth did Anna persuade him..."
Georgia cut her off with a laugh. "She didn't have to persuade HIM! He was the one who started this and, as Anna said, my Master saw through him straight away. Now Kent is getting just what he wanted all along - even if he didn't want to admit it - and Anna is getting just what she needed all along - even if she didn't know it."
Dee pondered again. Anna seemed to have got everything sorted out. It wasn't so easy for her. She knew David very well. This was something that he would never ever accept. He was a weak man in many ways but despite that, or perhaps because of that, he would never allow himself to be put in the position of submission that Kent seemed to crave so desperately and enjoy so whole-heartedly. David would never accept her relationship with another man - let alone get off on it. She had to find a different way forward, if there was one.



That was clear - if there was a way to make her new life work then it wasn't the way taken by Kent and Anna. She wasn't a hypocrite - she realised she was in a very fragile glass house to be throwing moralistic rocks around in. If it worked for them then who was she to gainsay them. She was uncomfortably aware of a feeling of envy towards Anna. Not because of the nature of her relationship with her husband but because she didn't have to hide. She could be with her man, her Master, she could express her love for him in any way she desired. Even by having his...
She shook her head. It didn't matter what Anna could do. Her own circumstances with David were completely different. Anna's way just could not be for her. Instead, she would just have to be so careful.
A Few Weeks Later
Dee held onto him, felt the warmth and power of his muscular back, felt his own arms holding her just as tight, felt his questing mouth exploring hers as he fucked her. It was at times like this that Shaka felt almost like an elemental force, the embodiment of lust, of his lust for her. She still found it hard to take in sometimes. Couldn't quite believe that it had happened. That a man like him had such feelings for a woman like her. It wasn't so long ago she'd just been a soccer mom, teaching her classes and running her home. Like millions of others - in a routine that looked set to stretch on for ever.
Not any more. Now she was Shaka's woman. She craved him when she wasn't here and she desperately savoured the sweetness of every moment when she could be with him. She'd been worried before - desperate not to destroy her old life. Now she knew that she would willingly sacrifice almost anything to be with him. Not her children of course, but she had come to hope, however fantastically, that a way could be found around the issue if it arose. Her husband would just have to accept it - or the children and her would move up here - or something... She had always been a very practical woman but that practicality seemed to go out the window when she was with Shaka. When she was with her man.
Otherwise she wouldn't be here today - in his bed. It was the absolutely most risky, most dangerous, most stupid time to have her Black lover in her bare. Or, to put it differently, the day with the most potential - potential to create new life and to destroy for ever her old one.
She had a calendar - she had known it every day since they had arranged to meet. She had even thought of ringing him to try to explain, to try to re-arrange. Just as she had when it had happened before. But she hadn't. Instead she was here - in his arms and feeling the power of his body as he took her, made her his again. Maybe made her his for ever. She hadn't been able to deny him, hadn't been able to deny herself.
She felt herself shiver at the thought - fear or passion? The two could sometimes be so inter-twined that you couldn't distinguish between the two. Then there could suddenly seem no distinction between the two. She was giving herself to him in the deepest strongest way and that was what she wanted to do, what she desperately NEEDED to do. To thank him for giving her life colour and spice and meaning again. She really couldn't deny him - anything or everything.
He was holding her tight now and she felt his warm breath on her skin. He was a prime specimen of manhood but he never held back in his love-making with her. Every time felt like the first - every time felt so damned good. There was no way she could go without this now.
He pushed himself up with his arms as he continued to pump away into her, his hips now taking long fluid motions that threatened to turn her world upside down. She looked into his face - knew that was what he wanted. Their eyes met and that amazing spark was there again, as it always was. He looked magnificent - so beautiful and strong and assured and confident.
He'd been talking about giving her his baby for a long time. They actually hadn't been together before on a day like this one - a really risky one, a really fertile one. But this time they were and he knew it. He knew that he could be making her his baby-momma, his latest baby-momma. She felt the wave of lust rush through her body again. Mother Nature wanted her to do her duty - to take the seed of the alpha male and make a beautiful new baby.
He knew what she was thinking - he so often did. They were so different but he seemed to just know...
"Where do you want it - my beautiful little bitch?"
He didn't usually ask. He normally just fucked her to its natural, perhaps its only proper, conclusion. Sent her home with his seed deep in her body to share her bed with her husband. She knew why he was asking this time - he felt it too. Felt that IT would happen today. Wanted her to accept that too.
"In me ... in me ... please."
It was automatic - it was simply an acceptance of his right. He had given her so much and in that moment of lust she forgot everything else. She wanted to give him this.
She stared up into his eyes. She saw his mouth tighten a little and then he moved. He leaned back, pulled out and almost immediately he came. Long strong powerful spurts of semen. Four, five, six, seven, finally he grunted and gasped for breath.
Her body was covered by his seed. Her belly, her breasts, she had even felt its warmth on her chin. She was shocked - looked down at it all - imagined it in her body. Knew what the result would have been. Knew how his mind and body had worked together to produce it - fuelled by his desire to have her, to put his baby into her. The oldest and strongest passion, hard-wired into every one of us. And yet he had pulled out...
"Damn," was all he said as he dropped beside her. Even he seemed shocked.
"Why?" It was all she could say.
He paused a moment, gathering his thoughts and his breath. "I'm your man - it's my job to protect you, to look after you. You got babies at home and I can't be ruining that for you. I got to be satisfied with as much of you as you can give me. At the moment you can't give me that - tho I'm loving that you wanted to. But you would have come to regret it. When you do give me that then you'll have to be ready. You ain't just one of my bitches girl. Since the first time I saw you I've known we had a connection and every time its got stronger and better. I can't risk that. If it was just that fool" - he meant David - "it'd be different. I'd have you here then. But there's yo babies. So I have to be a real man - accept my responsibilities."
It was a long speech for him - it showed how much he'd been thinking about this. She wondered if even he had known what he would do until that last moment. Either way he had made his decision now and she knew he would stick by it. He had realised how much she would sacrifice for him but he had decided he did not choose for her to do it. At least not yet. He had been strong for both of them - had made the decision for both of them. She reached for him and held him - knew that he was her man more than ever now. That she belonged to him more than ever now.
After a few long moments in each other's arms Shaka spoke. "Girl - we need a shower."
***
She luxuriated in the warm water flowing across her body. In the strong Black hands soaping her every inch, every curve of her. Watched his face, a mixture of pleasure and concentration, as he made sure to pay attention to every part of her from head to toe. It was a different side of him - a caring side to that rough tough exterior. It wasn't a soft side - there was no weakness to it. It might just be the care a man took in a prized possession - though she thought and hoped that it was more than that. Either way he had given a part of himself to her too and she felt blessed to have found him. Shaka had said he was going to be her man and he was her man.
He finally seemed satisfied. He took her and kissed her forehead.
"Gotta get you back - but I don't want to. You know that don't you."
She nodded. They didn't need to say any more.
Uncovered
They had got into a routine on her weekend visits to her man. There was a secure parking area just before you entered Shaka's main turf. She would leave the Odyssey there and he would be waiting to collect her. It had become part of the ritual. She left behind her everyday life, left behind her husband, and joined her man. She would already have changed at the last rest-stop coming into the city. Put on his jewellery and the clothing that he had selected for her or that she had bought especially to please him.
The only exception, of course, were her rings. Shaka insisted she wore them both. He liked to see them - to know that a white boy had been fool enough to think he could be good enough for Dee. Her husband might not know it but the fact she was with Shaka, fucking him, proved just how wrong the dumb cracka had been.
Dee had felt badly about it at first - badly about it all. Had to live with the fact her desire could overwhelm what she knew was the right thing to do, what she had been brought up to do. Had felt guilty when she returned home to David. No more. Now she remembered every time he ignored her, neglected her, seemed even not to notice her. Every time he had thought she was some kind of a servant or existed solely to make his life easier, more comfortable. Every time he had performed his laughable version of sex before grunting and leaving her alone and unsatisfied. Every time he had put his needs above hers - just assumed that was the way it should be.
No. Now just seeing that ring didn't remind her of her vows to him, of those years they had been happy together. Now it reminded her of how much Shaka loved to see it on her finger when he made love to her, when he fucked her, when he owned her. Also made her yearn to be his all the time - to tell the world who she really was now, to be free to be her true self.
There were three reasons that wouldn't be happening any time soon. But they were the best reasons. When you were a parent you made sacrifices. Shaka was making a big one too - she knew how much he wanted to have a child with her, had heard him talk about how beautiful their daughter would be. Well that wouldn't happen now. That didn't make Shaka defeated or weak. That made him a true man, a strong man, HER man. if David said he'd kill for her or die for her then it would sound ridiculous. She KNEW that Shaka would do both those things for her and not hesitate - but he also never needed to say it. That was who he was - Shaka, HER Shaka.
Shaka parked up and looked at her. They shared a moment and another longing kiss that she never wanted to break.
"You know not every country wears their bands on the same hand." Shaka looked at her. "I know you got to wear his. But I thought we could be European style. Then you can wear mine too." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a box. "Don't want it too fancy - just to send a message every time you see it yeah."
It was a rose gold eternity ring with black onyx cabochon. It wasn't showy but it looked handmade and it meant everything. When she couldn't wear his hoops she would always be able to wear his ring. She couldn't shout it to the heavens but it would always be there to remind her who her real man was. She put it on and felt its fit.
"You like it."
"I never want to take it off."
No more needed to be said and they kissed again. Suddenly Dee felt his body tense a little. Shaka pulled back from her, his eyes fixed on his side-mirror.
You learned that around Shaka. He had grown up on some dangerous streets and he was always alert to his surroundings.
"Is there something wrong?"
"Don't look over your shoulder but two lines back to the right. See the red Hyundai? With the woman seated in front. Strange to see someone just sitting there."
"Well we are."
"As we were last week and the week before. So was she - least ways she surely was last week and I got a real feeling I saw her the time before too. Too much of a coincidence."
Dee still felt it was probably just that.
"Doesn't mean violence or we wouldn't have seen her - and she doesn't look the bill. Not that the good ones ever did. Can't be the five-oh. Should all be very cold cases by now, either processed or beyond the statute, and anyway they're never sending the same tail in the same vehicle three straight weeks. So it might be a private operator - working to get information on me or more likely on you."
Dee felt her blood run cold. That would very much fit the bill. David had grumbled about 'all her meetings', had asked why she needed to spend so much time away from home. If he had suspicions he wouldn't confront her. No, he would try to make sure of his evidence first. Put himself on the strongest possible ground and then set lawyers on her. It would be just like David - wanting to bully her but too much of a pussy to dare do the job himself.
"If she is a P.I. then she's very new or very shit. She still looking straight at us - should have gone soon as I eyeballed her. Whoever hired her must be a fucking idiot."
'Just like my husband - he'd even fuck that up,' thought Dee.
Shaka opened his door. "Get out babe. She's seen enough to know we a couple. Let's give the bitch a show."
She went to him and there, in front of her vehicle, they kissed - kissed hard and long and deep. Made it real clear that they weren't just friends or relatives. They were lovers. Dee felt strong hands on her buttocks and then one moved to raise her skirt. Long Black fingers teased her bare pussy and then slipped inside. She didn't care - let her man show the world who she belonged to.
He was smiling again when he offered her his fingers to suck and lick clean of her own self. It was deliciously depraved - out in public like that. She wished she could see the peeper but Shaka was looking that way.
"Is she still there?"
"Yeah - can't look too clear tho cos the bitch is staring at us like her eyeballs would pop out. Dee - you ever done any acting?"
"Why?"
"Because she 's no threat to me but you need to know before you go back. Otherwise you'll have it hanging over you. Not that fine bitches can't be P.I.s but something about her says that ain't what we dealing with here. I think its OK but you need to know. Otherwise it's gonna eat at you."
***
Shaka cranked up the volume on his stereo as he left.
He considered what had just happened. He almost wished the woman in the Hyundai was a damned investigator. It would solve a lot of problems. Just went to show that his usual rule of not taking on a chassy with kids was the right one. However, Jessica had made him curious about this one and when he'd set eyes on her he'd not been able to resist. He'd never seen a white woman who needed taking in hand so bad before. Needed his hand on her butt, his mouth on her lips and his baby in her belly. Got two out of three just about whenever he liked to call - the third was proving a little more difficult but he'd get there.
In any case every problem could also be made an opportunity. He'd already got one wife and he didn't need another. Linda didn't have a problem with him having a night or two a week with his shorties - just so long as she and her kids always came first. He'd met her when he'd been working security for Mr Taylor so she'd always known the score. Anyone messed with her then they'd have to settle an account with Shaka. His bitches, shit, they was under his protection but he wasn't jealous about them and he wasn't exclusive. That was an important lesson for all of them. They might think they were crazy for Shaka, and they was, but that was just part of being crazy for Black Cock and ultimately for most of them that meant most any Black cock they could get.
Didn't mean any old nigga could just knock up one of his bitches without his approval. That was why he'd been keeping Dee to himself up to now. He liked the way she'd took his rules so seriously, hadn't snuck off to no clinic and got herself on the pill. He liked that a lot - liked the commitment it demonstrated. Shit, girl could've been going home to that no-account white boy with Shaka's baby already growing in her belly tonight. Shaka felt his cock stir in his pants. She was a premium piece of ass - couldn't deny that she got to him like the run-of-the-mill hood-rat couldn't nowadays.
He also couldn't deny he liked the challenge too. White girls were usually so easy. This one required a little finesse - first to get her into his bed and then later to get her where she needed to be. Best if they could do it without breaking up her family - well the husband wouldn't be no loss but the children were another matter. They were really the only thing that could lure Dee back into the safe tedium of her old life.
That was why he had re-assessed and made a strategic withdrawal, so to speak. He'd agreed to Dee visiting a certain clinic over there. Dr Nikola would set her right. Get her on the pill and keep her informed and tested. That was going to be necessary because, as the next stage of her 'education', a certain white teacher-lady was going to be getting a whole lot of nigga cock.
Shaka tapped his steering-wheel with his finger as the heavy beat boomed out of his speakers. Now he had to go get young Jamal his birthday present. Turn up without that and Linda would give him merry hell!
***
Dee watched Shaka go and waved before fishing into her bag for her phone. She made a show of trying to use it, of trying again, of acting frustrated. She turned it on and off again and then she cussed loudly. Finally she looked around her and seemed to notice the red Hyundai and its occupant.
The woman wasn't Dee's idea of a P.I. either. Perhaps thirty - long blonde hair pulled back in a tight pony-tail. Lightly-tanned skin and something of an expression of terror as Dee approached. For a moment it looked like she would gun her engine and run away but instead she just watched as Dee came to her window and gently knocked on it.
The window edged open about an inch.
"I'm sorry - my phone has died on me. Could you help me out by calling my husband for me?"
"Your husband - did he forget something? I saw him leave."
Dee feigned a moment's anxiety and then, seemingly reluctantly, admitted, "That wasn't my husband. That was my man."
This woman was not a P.I. That was obvious now. She was flustered and her cheeks were glowing a vigorous pink.
"I ... um .... he ... um .... I just ... errr .... kinda assumed. Um, sorry ..." Her voice tailed off.
Dee decided to play her and Shaka's hunch. After all if the woman was a detective then they were cooked anyway. "My name's Dee and that's Shaka. Fine isn't he?"
"He's amazing." The woman suddenly seemed to fold up in embarrassment again. "I mean, I don't know what I mean, I'm sorry - I know he's your boyfriend."
"He's nobody's boy - he's his own man." Dee was confident now - she knew what the situation was.
"Oh yes - I'm sorry."
"Do you want to talk about it - I can see your rings. Can I assume your husband isn't giving you what you need?"
"What! Yes, of course...." The woman's face seemed to droop - a picture of misery and fear. "No, no my husband doesn't seem to care any more."
"And your husband is white. Can I guess he's a software engineer."
"No, no, Brett is in real estate. He works long hours and he has a secretary..."
"So you think it's your fault - you don't think its because he's a dumb-ass who's too stupid to see how lucky he is to have you. You want to talk about this - you look like you need to talk to someone. Hey, I don't even know your name!"
"I'm Lisa Pearson. It WOULD be good to talk to someone - I've been weighed down by this for so long."
"You think you're the only one - I used to be the same. My husband didn't have a Secretary or whatever but I think only because he's too damned boring. Didn't have the initiative or the imagination!" Dee tried a little laugh. Lisa didn't quite join her - but at least the other woman no longer looked on the brink of bursting into tears. "So why have you been watching us?"



Lisa opened her passenger door and Dee took a seat.
***
Dee headed South in her Odyssey and had to force herself to think about the week ahead. She saw Shaka's ring on her finger as she held the steering wheel and she thought about the slip of paper in her bag. A slip containing contact details for Lisa. Shaka had given her a beautiful present. Perhaps soon she'd be able to reciprocate....
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Out on her own
Pam didn't feel overly self-concious about her pleasure as she looked at herself in the changing-room mirror. She could never be mistaken for a teenager again but she could still look pretty darned good for a lady in her fifties. Some of it was good genes, some of it was looking after herself and keeping fit, some of it was knowing how to dress to accentuate the positive as the old song said.
Her husband certainly didn't seem to have any complaints. Not to judge by last night anyway. She giggled to herself. John's hair-line might have retreated a bit but he was still the strong, tall, dark and handsome man she had married. She had no complaints either.
They'd always made a good team - building a life together and then raising their children. They were all out of the nest now - even if a couple were still at College. Now was the time a couple could have a little more time for themselves, to follow their own desires. Well that was the idea anyway. Their jobs didn't always agree to play ball on that. Pam was a third-grade school teacher and John worked in the emergency services. It felt good to be married to her own personal hero but it did mean that hero was ALWAYS on call.
That tied in to what she was doing here. Weekends together were precious - not least because John was often on duty or an a training course. Which made it doubly frustrating that on a weekend he was free she had been deputed to attend this modern education seminar. Making sure that their upstate school remained at the cutting edge. At least that was the theory - she knew from experience that it was more about ticking boxes for the school administrators.
Not that she didn't enjoy travel. She just wished John was there with her. It was good to have a change of location and see some new sights now and then. She giggled to herself again. Just thinking about that had flashed a vision into her mind. He was attending the same seminar with his wife. Pam might be 50 but that didn't mean she couldn't appreciate just how gorgeous this young man was. He was maybe 30 with a beautiful smile and a body that was muscular and athletic. Just her sort - tall, dark and handsome. Well, 'dark' didn't really do him justice...
She giggled to herself again. Perhaps it was as well John wasn't there or he would have been teasing her again. She knew he had always been proud of having her as a wife and it made her feel good. Sometimes, though, he could be very naughty. He'd talk about a very handsome man they'd met. Suggest the guy had been hitting on her. Say how he knew how much the man had been jealous of him for having so lovely a wife. It didn't help that, for all her protestations, she secretly loved it. A woman liked to know she was desirable. It made her feel good, it made her feel hot. And John knew it.
Their sex life was pretty good but they had been together a long time. That extra little spark just helped keep the fires burning, helped keep things hot and heavy. John would sometimes pretend to be someone else, one of her many supposed admirers, or he'd make a big point of the fact that he was claiming her back from them. Proving that she didn't need to stray - that he was man enough for her needs.
Which he was. There was no way she would ever even think of straying in real life. She'd always been secure in that despite all his teasing. Until he'd thought up his latest little tease. She didn't know how he'd hit on it - had it been luck or had he guessed. There always had been a certain sort of African-American that she had found very attractive. Not that she'd ever done anything about it of course.
She knew that no man could ever replace John. It was utterly inconceivable that she would ever contemplate an affair with another man like him. However, there was that sneaky place in the back of her mind that said that a Black man would be different. He wouldn't be replacing John - he would be complementing John. She knew if she was 20 years younger and that gorgeous Black man at the seminar had made a move for her then it would have been awfully difficult to resist. And it would have been John's fault...
John had found a porn actress who didn't exactly look like her but who was close enough. Definitely a mature woman with an athletic body and long dark hair. Even some similarities in their faces. She had never been a prude and they had used a little porn before to keep things interesting. So they had watched a few of this actress' scenes - John had urged her to imagine being where the actress was, doing what the actress was. Playing out the scenarios - always ending in a really good fucking. Both on the video and in her own bed!
Which was easy to handle until THAT evening, the one she could vividly remember. The first time he had brought home an interracial video featuring their favourite actress. The first time he had urged her to imagine herself as part of that scene. The fact she had had a few glasses of wine hadn't helped - which was to say it HAD helped. She had got a little bit carried away and John had REALLY enjoyed his evening. From then on he'd loved to tease her about 'her Black lovers' or suggest she was on the hunt for 'big Black cock.' He'd even worn a Black condom and asked her to imagine it was a Black man fucking her. She knew why he did it - he knew the reaction he would get from her. Knew how good the sex would be.
From then on she hoped that the next scene he introduced her to would also be interracial. It was then an easy step to going looking herself. To finding the scenes John hadn't dared show her. Her actress with more than one man or in kinkier scenes. Then she found the scene of her actress with five big men, all Black. That one she had to download, that one she found she could watch over and over. Not that she would ever think of doing anything like that - but it was some serious fantasy fuel for those nights when John was away on a course.
Talking of fantasies - Pam found herself thinking about the gorgeous young African-American at the seminar again. She'd noticed his wife was with him. She didn't blame her. If he was hers she'd be worried about letting him out on his own too! They made an amazing couple.
Pam snapped her mind back to the business at hand. She had promised her husband a treat when she got back. He had a serious thing for stockings and lingerie so she was on a little shopping trip for him. It was always good to know how turned on she could still get him after all these years.
She appraised herself in the mirror again. If she knew her John, and believe me she did, then he was going to love this little number. It was a 'definite' to put alongside the 'probables' and the 'possibles'.
Pam bought three outfits and matching accessories but decided that she had time to check out the shoes too. She had just requested to try on a par of delicious heels when it happened.
"Oh I love this store too - and my husband is a real enthusiast if you catch my meaning. Found something really good?"
Pam almost jumped out of her skin and turned to see the African-American young woman she had noticed earlier. "I think so. I wanted to take advantage of coming down here. You can try on so many styles..." Her voice trailed off.
The Black woman gave her a little wink. "Besides its fun - and when we get it right our husbands make it worth our while. Am I right?" She gave a musical little giggle.
Pam was extremely aware of who this woman's husband was. That gorgeous Black guy. The woman was so lucky. The moment the thought entered her head Pam felt guilty about it. Poor John - she hadn't meant it that way. He and this woman's husband were 20 years and a whole world apart. It didn't really seem like making a true comparison. John was sexy too - just in a totally different way.
The attendant came back with the heels.
"Oh wow - I love those! So simple and classical. Are they four-inch heels? Come on and give me a demonstration."
Pam walked up and down in the heels. They felt good - though it felt odd wearing heels like this with her seminar outfit. It seemed she wasn't alone in that.
"They look pretty fine - I bet they'll be awesome with your sexy outfits."
Pam felt herself blush. Her being sexy had sort of retreated from the outside world to the bedroom as she had got older.
She took the hint though and bought the heels.
"Are you going anywhere for dinner. My husband is always so busy at these things. I wondered if you'd like to join me?"
The young woman was so friendly and Pam had been to so many of these things and talked so much shop. She had agreed almost before she had considered it.
Taking the Bite
It was a very pleasant evening. LaCynda was good conversation with a lively sense of humour. They talked fashion and shoes and how men all seemed to like the same sort of thing, well their men at least. LaCynda picked a wine which was very nice - very more-ish in fact. Pam had tried to protest when the second bottle came - she was feeling some effects. However, she was having a good time and she quickly relented.
"Is there a third glass? I need a drink now that I got all that business settled." The voice was like the smoothest of rich dark chocolate. Pam didn't need to turn to know who it was. When she did she found him looking at her - evidently pleased to see her. "Nice of you to keep my girl company. My name's Link."
"Link?"
"Short for Lincoln. So what you girls been talking about?"
"Oh," his wife was coquettish, "just about our sexy new outfits and how much our husbands had better appreciate them!"
"Well I know my duty!" He laughed pleasantly showing perfect white teeth in his handsome dark face. He seemed to scan all he could see of Pam with a penetrating gaze. "Can't imagine this lady's husband will have any difficulties either."
Pam felt the blood rush to her cheeks. It wasn't just what he had said it was that look he had given her. In front of his wife too! She knew he was only flirting, that he wasn't serious, but she felt her body react to his interest in her. She felt flustered.
"Link!" The Black woman gently swatted her husband's wrist. "Look how you've embarrassed poor Pam! My husband can be very naughty too sometimes."
"Only when I see a lady I particularly like," protested Link.
Well that didn't help any! Pam momentarily thought of getting up and making her excuses. However, dinner with LaCynda had been such fun and, she had to admit that having a gorgeous young hunk complimenting her - even if only in fun - wasn't something that happened so often nowadays. Perhaps it was that, or the wine, but she stayed.
She didn't notice the little glance that passed between Link and LaCynda. The latter knew just what her husband's tastes were - both in terms of sexy clothing and in terms of sexy women. She had spotted Pam almost as soon as they had arrived at the seminar. She was his wife but she knew that Link had certain passions and desires that she couldn't meet. He loved to get a classy married white lady into his bed. LaCynda didn't mind. They were no threats to her - in fact she usually enjoyed sharing the fruits of her husband's seductive prowess.
Part of the thrill was in the chase. Knowing that most of their targets would run for cover or just refuse to acknowledge their interest. Both of them knew the perfect intensity of triumph when the quarry didn't bolt for the undergrowth. Both were feeling that now. So many of these white women had little hidden desires of their own.
"Well it's about time that we got back to the hotel - Link will help with your bags won't you honey."
"Be the purest of pleasures." His hand brushed Pam's, one finger-tip just tracing across her wedding band.
Pam looked up into his handsome face and almost lost herself in the depth of his amazing dark brown eyes. She'd sensed the signal almost sub-consciously. It would be no point telling this man that she was married - he knew that already.
Link gave a smile and then hefted Pam's and LaCynda's shopping bags with ease. He felt confident in his abilities. He'd sensed the white woman's desire for him. The only thing between her and a night to rock her world was all the societal bullshit. Well fortunate for this girl both he and LaCynda were experts at cutting through all that crap.
Out of the cab and into the lobby. "We on the fourth floor baby, like to come up and join us for a night-cap?" Link saw just what he expected to see. The look of confusion and temptation followed by the look of panic.
"Um, no, no, I really shouldn't. But I've enjoyed this evening a lot. Thank you."
So polite - a real lady. Link knew that Pam was definitely worthy of his attentions. She would be a worthy prize. "Well, OK, but you need to promise us something girl."
He was calling her 'girl' and putting conditions on her not going with him for 'a night-cap.' She felt the heat pulse through her body as she considered what 'a night-cap' really meant. She wasn't naive. She knew this man wanted to fuck her and that was really dangerous because she knew a sizable part of her desperately wanted that to happen too. He was behaving outrageously but that all just went over her head. She wasn't going to stand on her dignity or be outraged. After all wasn't he just offering her something she'd been thinking about since the first moment she had seen him.
"We going out to dinner again tomorrow night - the last night of the seminar. My treat - you agree?"
"And I'm going to be wearing my new outfit so you'd best do the same or end up looking like a soccer mom!" LaCynda's eyes were sparkling as she laid down the challenge.
It was outrageous. She had bought her outfits for her husband - to please him. How could they ask her to wear one for Link before John had even had a chance to see it? She couldn't possibly do that. Could she?
Dinner
At home Pam had a selection of heels carefully chosen to complement any outfit. Here she only had her new pair but fortunately one of her selected new outfits was a classy black dress that would go with them perfectly.
She tied her long dark hair back and put on a pair of gold pendant ear-rings. She took care to adjust her make-up carefully - to look her best. The black dress was perfectly respectable but perhaps promised more than it actually showed. A plunging v-neckline and a skirt that reached down to cover her butt and preserve her modesty but not by too much. The skirt did have to extend down far enough to cover the black lace tops of her stockings. Again it did so - but not by too much. Pam would have to be careful not to give Link an eyeful!
Even as she thought that the other part of Pam's brain was being more honest. She knew what she was doing here. She knew, courtesy of LaCynda, that Link liked this sort of outfit. She knew that she was dressing to please a Black man only just over half her age. It was already a little betrayal of John. No matter how much John himself would probably have got a kick out of it. She felt her foot arch in her new heels and knew how good they would make her legs look. Her legs had always been one of her better features. If Link liked stockings then he was going to love her legs. She knew how much she wanted him to.
***
"Oh yeah Sin, this is a Lady who can give you some real competition. Damn girl you are looking real fine - with a capital F. Good enough to eat."
His words were said lightly but Pam wasn't left in any doubt that he meant what he said. His eyes were deep and intense, sharing none of the flashing smile. He was looking deep into her soul. Telling her that he wanted her. She felt the blood pumping round her body, felt the excitement start to rise. Suddenly she panicked and shot a glance at LaCynda.
The African-American young woman was smiling just as warmly. Like it was the most natural thing in the world that her husband was seducing a White woman in front of her. With a shock Pam suddenly realised that it might be just that. Perhaps LaCynda was very used to this scenario. How else could she be so comfortable with it. There might have been a long line of white men's wives who had been his conquests. A line that she found herself desperately wanting to join.
She wouldn't though. John was back at home, the children were in college or starting their own lives and families. A woman like her had responsibilities. Some things you just could not do - however much you wanted to.
They ate their meal - she noticed her glass being filled. Nerves were rushing through every fibre of her. Just being so close to him, to this beautiful Black man, had her having to fight not to run away or stay and talk nonsense or ... she didn't know. What would a woman do if she lost her nerve at a time like this. She was desperate for something to do with her hands after the main course. Without knowing it she kept raising the glass to her lips. A glass that never seemed to empty because it was always being replenished.
Perhaps that was how she had made it through the meal. Not that it hadn't been excellent and not that the conversation hadn't been good. She had found herself giggling and enjoying their company. That couldn't just have been the wine. There hadn't been enough wine for her not to feel the stocking-clad leg pushed against her own. She had frozen for a moment - assumed that they had touched by accident. But LaCynda's eyes had met hers and the young Black woman's smile had been full of mischief and temptation.
Through the alcohol Pam had realised that there had been no accident. She heard a slight noise and then felt stocking-clad toes on her leg. Pam had never been with another woman but that didn't mean she hadn't had offers before. Not for a while though and LaCynda was young and beautiful and obviously NOT new to this. Being with her would be an experience like nothing she had ever had before.
She was still coming to terms with the situation when a chair moved and she suddenly felt the heavy warmth of a hand on her other leg. It's finger tips ran over her stockings. That wasn't LaCynda. She switched her gaze to Link. He was watching her closely. There had been no outrage or denial from her. He liked that and he smiled a beautiful warm confident smile, the smile of a triumphant warrior claiming his prize. She remained frozen until she felt the warmth of his fingers reach the bare skin above her stocking. Time seemed to stop - she seemed unable to breathe. Then the fingers withdrew. She looked at him again, her eyes wide. He just gave a nod and pushed back his chair.
Linked
By the time the meal was completed she couldn't have told you how much she had drunk. There was more than one bottle on the table. Having stood up Link moved to ease her own chair out - was there to gently take her arm when she swayed a little at the first step. She wasn't fall-down drunk but she seemed to be moving in a cloud of alcohol, the outside world coming to her as if muffled.
Before she knew it they were at the elevator again and once more the delicious temptation was placed before her.
"That offer of a night-cap is still open - we're on the fourth floor." Link was asking the question but seemed totally relaxed, totally confident in how the night would pan out.
She might have been attracted to them both and she might have drunk a lot of excellent wine but she was still very much herself. She still knew her responsibilities. To John, to her family, to her respectable married and professional life. She was 50 years old and that was 50 years of ingrained dogma regarding the correct way for a decent wife and mother to behave. Getting drunk and going to be fucked by a Black couple half your age didn't fit the bill. Almost from outside she felt her brain going into action, preparing to reject them, preparing to send herself back to her room alone. She felt a real despair. She knew she could never break those rules, never ever allow one of those fantasies to be a reality.



She opened her mouth to refuse them, to ask hem to let her off at the second floor, where her own room was. As her mouth opened she was pushed back against the wall by the elevator. She felt a mouth meet hers and a tongue pushing into her own mouth. It was LaCynda. She should have screamed and fought but she didn't want to scream and fight. She just felt stunned, felt that events were passing out of her control. She had thought about these things for so long. It just wasn't fair for the world to expect her to reject this opportunity.
The world suddenly shrank until it was just her and LaCynda with the presence of Link close at hand. LaCynda pulled back from their kiss but made sure their eyes remained locked together. Pam felt that she couldn't move, knew that she didn't want to move. The elevator door opened and Pam felt a hand guide her inside. That was Link.
"Now then - which floor?" LaCynda's voice was flirtatious. She very carefully took one of Pam's hands and placed it on the big bulge in her husband's pants. She giggled at the white woman's reaction.
Pam had felt up John plenty enough times to know what to expect. It turned out that wasn't true. John was perfectly well-equipped, she had never had any complaints, but Link was big, really big. And he was very hard too - hard for her. She struggled to react in a meaningful way.
"Oh..." was about all she could manage.
LaCynda pressed the button. The doors closed and the elevator moved. She stepped forward and pushed a dark brown hand into the front of Pam's little black dress. Skilled fingers found her nipple already standing proud. Pam felt the blood pumping through her body, felt the fierce rush of desire. She hardly even realised that her hand was still on the front of Link's trousers, her fingers gently caressing the formidable bulge they had found there.
The elevator door opened - fortunately there was no-one waiting there. LaCynda's face was very close to Pam's now. "Second floor - you want to get off?"
"I ... I have to." It was more a whimper than a demand. Pam's voice was quiet and almost desperate. "You know I can't..."
Link used his own hand to remove Pam's from his bulge. He went and put his foot in the elevator door to keep it open. "I hear what you're saying but I don't see you moving."
Pam looked to him and then to his wife - her eyes were desperate, almost pleading with them not to make her do this. In truth though there was no question that she was being made to do anything. She only had to step out of the elevator.
Three long, agonisingly long, seconds passed. Then Link moved with a fluid grace and the elevator door closed. "Don't want to hear any more about what you can't do. All that bullshit is in the rear-view mirror for you now. Understood."
It wasn't a question. It was a statement. He and his wife had seen into the beautiful mature white woman's soul and knew the truth about her. From that moment Pam knew she would deny them nothing.
The elevator stopped again and she was soon out into the corridor being pushed along by LaCynda while her other hand still explored Pam's breast. Feeling her up right out in public. Link undid the door to their suite and it opened to reveal a room dominated by a huge bed. There didn't need to be any more discussion. All three of them knew what they were there for and the bed merely symbolised that fact.
"I'll fix myself a drink - know I'm gonna enjoy this show." Link moved out of the way and left Pam to the expert attentions of his wife. Her eager soft warm mouth suddenly seemed to be everywhere. On lips, on neck, on rapidly exposed breasts. Kissing and licking and sucking and teasing. Her hands were all over Pam's body - coaxing reactions and sensations that the older woman had never felt before, could only have dreamed about feeling before.
Pam was at the mercy of a skilled operator. LaCynda had broken in plenty of white girls for her husband before. She knew just how to tease them and just how to please them. Pam was soon divested of all her clothing save her stockings and her heels. "We'll keep THEM on," LaCynda whispered in Pam's ear, "my husband loves fucking a white women in her stockings and heels."
The main event. Pam had always been a big fan of John's oral skills. However, she had to admit that LaCynda was something else. Like a maestro performing a favoured piece. The Black girl could bring her to the point and then tease her with her skilled fingers and tongue. All with such ease - all with that same mischievous smile. She knew what she was doing to Pam - she knew that for Pam sex could never quite be the same again after this.
There were no pyrotechnics, no acrobatics, just the soft gentle love of one woman for another. Kissing, touching, caressing, embracing. Pam's body was taken to the point several times but never allowed quite to peak. Finally, LaCynda took her face, a face wet with Pam's juices, from the white teacher's pussy.
"You a little pillow princess Pam - or you ready to earn yo' keep."
Again - it wasn't really a question. LaCynda moved her body up over Pam's and then scooted forward. Almost before Pam knew it her mouth was in front of a delicious bald Black pussy.
"Don't be shy - you know what to do."
LaCynda eased forward again. She lowered her pussy onto Pam's face even as Pam felt her wrists caught in LaCynda's firm grip. The message was clear - quit thinking and start licking. She pushed her tongue tentatively into the Black woman's sex. Her senses drank in the fresh new experience, her pulse raced, she knew that she would be doing this again.
"Next time I'll bring some of my toys. Then we can really have some fun." It seemed LaCynda knew this wouldn't be a one-off too.
The Black woman would ease off a moment and then push her herself back onto Pam's mouth. Just enough that Pam didn't suffocate in sweet warm cunt - but not enough that Pam could ever really take control. Finally she moved off altogether and stood before Pam, looking over her shoulder.
"I don't just like my pussy licked - understand white girl. Don't worry I'm nice and clean back there for ya."
Pam's hesitation was microscopic. She understand the symbolism involved in this. She understand it and suddenly realised that she craved it.
"On your knees."
That was Link - though practicality dictated it anyway. She glanced over at him and saw that he had taken off his pants and was stroking a huge and formidably hard Black cock. It had to be ten inches. She was still looking at it when she heard a throat theatrically cleared in front of her.
"Well now bitch - you want a piece of that then you got to please ME first. Got that cracka slut?"
The language didn't phase her. She shuffled forward and pushed her face into the Black woman's firm rounded ass.
"Don't need that milktoast shit - eat my motherfucking Black ass you ho. Want that big Black cock then you gotta learn to keep me happy you hear."
Licking another woman's butthole was not something Pam had ever fantasised about. Again it might have been the wine that greased the wheels of her transformation. All she knew was that she wanted to please them, to please them both and that meant licking the puckered brown butt in front of her.
"C'mon vanilla, pull them cheeks apart and get your tongue in my chocolate ass." LaCynda was normally so teasing and flirtatious. Not any more. Now she was in charge, allowing no argument and no discussion.
Pam's tongue probed tentatively at first but soon with more enthusiasm. LaCynda hadn't lied - she was clean back there. There was just the faintest of tastes and aromas. Just enough to remind her that she was being wild and nasty, enough to tell her that she was doing something that a good white girl most certainly should never do.
"Yeah - thass more like it. Got a real cute little white sub here honey. She's going to be such fun to train and to turn out."
Pam felt a hand on the back of her head - holding her in place for a few seconds as she licked away at the puckered brown asshole.
The hand was removed and LaCynda moved forward off the white tongue. She turned, eased Pam back to her feet and then gently shoved her back onto the bed.
The Black woman stood back and Link stepped forward, his menacing coal-Black cock pointing out straight in front of him.
"Time we got you properly Blacked." Another pure statement of fact from Link and Pam was way beyond the point where she would even have contemplated trying to argue. He was going to fuck her and she already knew that he would take her places she had never been before. Her old happy comfortable life might not be enough any more after she had a taste of what she was about to get..
He kissed her - which slightly surprised her. Then she reasoned it certainly wouldn't be the first time he'd tasted his wife's butt. LaCynda seemed to like butt-play. Suddenly she stiffened. LaCynda couldn't take that monster of his back there - could she? What if he wanted her to do the same.
LaCynda had been watching carefully and Pam suddenly heard her musical little giggle. "Don't worry about that - we'll save that for next time."
Next time. Again an assumed fact. Again Pam knew that she wouldn't be able to resist them. It felt so incredible to give herself to them. She wanted to please them. She wanted to be their latest white MILF plaything and then to be their best white MILF plaything.
Link moved forward and tapped his cock on her cheek. He wasn't gentle but he wasn't rough either. Pam still felt the heft and the weight of that shaft of thick dark meat. She tried to imagine how she would feel with that thing in her but gave up trying. He was way bigger than any man she had ever known and, besides, she soon wouldn't need to imagine.
She couldn't make her fingers meet around the thick Black cock. She had to use both hands. Felt the warm blood pulsing through his flesh - knew what he wanted. She sucked on the thick head of his cock and ran her tongue around his most sensitive parts there. Link just gave a little grunt of pleasure as he waited. She loved his cock. Not just the size but the taste, the feel, the presence of him. It was true unbridled masculinity and she suddenly knew that she needed him in her.
"Fuck me," she said.
Link put on a little smile. "You sure about that - I thought you was a good girl. What about that husband of yours at home? You going to have to lie to him when you get back there?"
"No," said Pam, "I won't lie to him. I love him so I'll be honest with him - but I think he'll understand. He'll have to..."
Link nodded with satisfaction. It didn't matter anyway. He would take her tonight and after that, if past experience proved true, she'd be back for more just as soon as the opportunity arose.
He moved up between her legs and tapped his hard cock on her belly just above her pussy. He glanced at his wife and the two shared a smile. They'd both noticed that Pam was staring at the big Black cock as if transfixed.
LaCynda moved forward and began rubbing the head of her husband's cock up and down the white woman's pussy. Then she presented the broad head and as her husband eased forward helped it to enter into Pam's pussy.
"Oh fuck..." Pam had never felt anything like it. He was big but it was much more than that. The physical feeling combined with the image of that big Black cock entering her pussy took her into entirely unchartered waters. She forgot her husband, she forgot her job, she forgot everything except that big cock pushing home, half-inch by half-inch, with each gentle thrust of the handsome young bull who was teaching her what sex could really be.
Link was real satisfied. It was why he couldn't be bothered with twenty year olds. A white MILF didn't whine about not being able to take him. They just worked hard to prove they could. Their husbands had spent years preparing them for the moment when he would profit by it. You just had to have a little patience. In the end they took him all the way - and not just in the pussy.
"Ready?" This time it WAS a real question. Link didn't want to go too fast this first time. Didn't want to scare her off. It was real good pussy - premium white hot-wife pussy.
"Please," she said breathing heavily.
"Yeah honey, show her..." LaCynda moved to whisper in Pam's ear. "No going back now - we gonna get you Blacked for life you know that don't you."
Pam felt a shudder go through her body. A shudder of pure lust. It was so different to everything her life had been up to this. Something only to be imagined in fantasy. Now, however, it was happening for real and the advertisements had not been false. 'Going back' was not going to be an option.
Link began fucking her in earnest. Moving his hips fluidly as he pounded his big cock in and out of her steadily yielding body. Pam felt herself allowing him admission, submitting to his insistent demands to possess her fully and totally. He was so damned big. Reaching places that no other man had reached. She began to doubt that she could take him all - felt the contact of his thick cock with every part of her sex. It felt so fucking good.
"Who does this cunt belong to?" Link almost snarled it to her - the first sign that he was exerting himself now.
"My husband," she answered and giggled as he immediately stopped fucking and raised an eyebrow at her. "But you can borrow it any time you like."
He chuckled now and, almost to teach her a lesson, began fucking her hard and fast. He saw her mouth open and pushed his big body down onto her. His mouth found hers and seemed almost to devour her. Hard kisses as he brutally fucked her. Strong fingers gripping her body. The feel of belly against belly as she took him all the way into her. Her eyes seemed to glaze. It was intense as only a wonderfully skilled lover could be. Nothing flashy just a good seriously hard fucking. The sort that let a woman know that her man wanted her real bad.
Suddenly she felt strong teeth teasing her nipple and knew that LaCynda hadn't finished with her yet either. That was too much and she howled and screeched an orgasm for the ages. She let go as she never had before. All the inhibitions and restraints were gone now. She was almost out of her mind with it. The endorphins surged through her like never before. She suddenly knew how a junkie felt when she got that first really good high. How they could spend the rest of their life chasing a repeat - whatever it took, whatever it cost.
Link grunted his satisfaction and almost viciously thrust his cock home as deep as he could once, twice, three times. She knew he was cumming, shooting his potent baby-making load just as deep in her as he could. She briefly thought how lucky she was not to have met this man a few years ago. She suddenly wasn't sure she'd have been able to deny him anything, even making her pregnant.
Of course no-one had ever mentioned or even thought about a condom. Everyone involved didn't want any latex getting in the way. Black-White fucking didn't really count unless it was raw and for real.
Link dropped his head to her neck and very deliberately sucked hard at the delicate pale skin. Then examined the huge hickey he had left on her - nodded in satisfaction.
LaCynda moved up to her with a sharpee in her hand.
"Hey." Pam instinctively wanted to move away. A look from Link kept her in her place. You didn't do this thing 50% or 75% or even 95% - you did it all or you might as well not have done it at all. They were testing her - making sure she would be pliable, that she would do all she could to please them.
LaCynda wrote in stark black ink on the pale skin of her belly. "BLACKED AND APPROVED" with an arrow pointing down to Pam's pussy. Then she and Link both signed her body.
"Its supposed to be permanent but it'll wash off after a few weeks." LaCynda stated it baldly. It was as well she was going to be honest with John. She learned the lesson. This couldn't be a little secret. For Link and LaCynda if she was sexy enough to be worth pursuing then she was sexy enough that their victory had to be made public - if only to that conquest's white hubby when she got home.
"How's your professional development programme at your school. I'm guessing pretty good if you got to this seminar." Link was looking at her speculatively.
"It's encouraged..." Pam let the rest hang. She knew where this was leading.
"We'll be at the Boston conference in June - get there and we'll see about breaking in that pretty little white butt of yours. Tish'll want to try some of our toys out on you too - put you through your paces. You might want to give that husband of yours a treat between now and then - it'll help you when you get to take the real thing."
LaCynda looked at her face and giggled. "Don't worry baby, I've got plenty of experience getting white girls ready to take my man. Can't say it won't hurt at all - but I'll help make sure the 'hurt' feels real good."
"Just before the new school year there'll be an advisory seminar down in Washington. Always popular with the brothas. I'll make sure to arrange for a few friends of mine to meet us there. Start you out easy - just four or five men along with us of course.
Pam knew this wasn't a consultation. Link and LaCynda were outlining her study program as she trained for her new career as a slut for Black cock. They assumed that she would follow that program and not for one moment did she even contemplate not doing just that.
She looked down at the writing on her trim belly, imagined the lurid hickey on her neck. Saw the white of her Black lover's semen in and on her pussy. Well, her husband had always tried to get her to 'let her hair down', to try new things. She just hoped he had known what he had been asking for...
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On The Drive North
Dee looked at her fingers as they rested on the steering wheel. On one hand were the rings put there by David - on the other was the eternity ring given to her by Shaka. They symbolised the two sides of her life - two very different sides that could never be allowed to come into contact. Even as she thought that she realised that it was a lie, that she was fooling herself.
This very vehicle, her white Honda Odyssey minivan, proved that. It had been the almost archetypal symbol of her status as a soccer mom, the respectable back-bone of suburban America. But it wasn't any more - at least for her. Even when the girls and Davey were in the back she still couldn't think of the Odyssey that way any more. It had been the place where her Black lover had first made love to her, had first fucked her. Where he had first proved all the old stories true - had proved his superiority in pleasing a woman. Every time she sat behind the wheel she could remember him on her and in her - could remember the look in his eyes when he had filled her with his potent African seed for the first time.
Sometimes she considered the significance of that. Shaka generally made the arrangements in their relationship. That just seemed natural. One thing that frustrated her about her husband was his failure to sometimes take charge when he needed to, in bed and outside of it. How he always stood back and left her to bear the weight of decision and responsibility. There was no question of that with Shaka. Shaka was in charge - but that didn't mean he was brutal or dictatorial. He just knew what was best for them. She wondered about his planning. How he had insisted she come in the Odyssey that first time, how he had given her the ring, how he had made that other vital decision. Those and a hundred smaller little things. All of which had taken her closer and closer to him - had made it inconceivable that she would ever give him up now. Was that just the way it was? Or was he ... manipulating her? She had wondered that before.
On this occasion, as on every previous one, she chose not to worry about the answer to that question too much. She very deliberately chose not to care. Shaka gave her what she needed and he had never promised to be her soul-mate. He had a wife who Dee had never met but who she had seen pictures of. Linda was beautiful - the face of one of those models that made millions strutting up and down the runway. Long blonde hair, high cheekbones, piercing blue eyes and an engagingly brilliant smile. In the same picture had been her children with Shaka - or she assumed with Shaka. Two boys and a little girl only a couple of years younger than her own. She'd seen Shaka look at that picture when he'd shown it to her. Seen the look in his eyes. He wouldn't be giving that family up any more than she was ready to give up hers.
Shaka's children were beautiful, one boy just a little darker in skin tone than the other. The little girl was coffee-skinned but still obviously her mom's little girl. It was indefinable but you'd never doubt the relationship there. Dee had thought about that picture a lot since. Once, and it had shamed her, she had thought about her own little Maddie. How in 12 years, when she was all grown up, she might perhaps meet Shaka's eldest, Jamal, and maybe who knew what might happen. She'd had to stifle that thought. Moms didn't think that way about their little girls. Then she'd realised she still had a long way to go yet. Moms and Grand-moms thought that way a lot - not meaning anything, not seriously, just pondering how nice it would be in the future if something were to work out. Why had she reacted so strongly? Was it the idea of one of her daughters in the future dating a Black man? Was it the idea of her grand-children looking like Shaka's children in the photograph? She wanted to deny it but she had been brought up in the United States, in one of the old Confederate States. The issue was always there - even if you tried not to be led by it.
Anyway, some things were for certain. Shaka wouldn't be abandoning that beautiful family and marrying her. If he'd been the sort of man to do that then Dee still thought she was strong enough to have denied him. Instead, just as Shaka had always made plain, she had become one of his women, one of his stable. Once certain arrangements were in place he didn't expect her to be faithful to him and he sure as shit wouldn't be exclusive to her. His mark, the gaudy hoops already hanging from her ears, would be her protection in the jungle of the Capital. Shaka had almost presented it as a trade-off. If she was going on the pill then she'd become available for some, perhaps all, of the many Black men who had shown real interest in her over the last few weeks. The unspoken comment still sounded loud in her ears. Up to now he'd kept her exclusive because up to now she'd been fertile - he hadn't wanted to risk another man getting her pregnant. She sensed he had been making something else clear too. If, or when, she got pregnant with a Black man's baby then he was going to make sure that baby was his.
That was the thing about a man like Shaka. Sometimes he didn't need to say it. He seemed to know what she was thinking - he seemed happy that she was clever enough to understand where he was coming from. She understood that way she could never be 100% sure that he really was leading her. It could still just be her own desires, her own needs, expressing themselves via him. Either way she and Shaka would find themselves where they wanted and needed to be. Shaka might not have too many degrees and doctorates but he was a seriously smart man.
On The Job Training
The first problem, almost inevitably, had been David. Going to the Capital to spend Saturday with Shaka had been one thing. From now on she was going to need more time. Most importantly she was going to need Saturday nights. To get herself prepared, to go out to the clubs, to meet new Black men and... Well, anyway, there was no way she could be home before Sunday Morning. David was not going to like that - not that it would really make much difference for him. The children would be asleep when she was... She felt guilt at the thought - was suddenly pleased that Shaka was there to take charge as usual.
He had just reached for her bag and produced her phone. "Ring the fool and tell him now. Say this is a different school administration up here - say you got to do one day a week of on-the-job training. What's it they call it - professional development."
'The fool' was Shaka's little pet name for her husband. She'd felt guilty about that too - at first. After a while guilt seemed to sort of wear off about that and a lot of other things. What had seemed outrageous became the new normal. Pretty soon it seemed to be just the natural way of things. Like the fact that she would lie to her husband, like the fact she hadn't told him about the other very important decision she had made.
***
It had been earlier that week. As a fully qualified and experienced teacher with excellent references she hadn't had trouble finding work back here. The short notice of her move meant she'd been working cover for the time being - at two very nice suburban schools.
The need for a more permanent position wasn't urgent and in fact one of the schools where she was working had suggested that one would arise there soon. So there was no need for hurry or panic but...
She had received three more letters of invitation from that organisation running schools in the Capital. What was it called again? That's right - the Taylor Foundation. She had been specifically approached regarding Tubman High, one of the three new schools recently opened by the Foundation. The post offered would pretty much suit her to a tee and the money was pretty good. She just wished she knew more about the situation there.
She remembered that google hadn't helped much regarding the Foundation but she also knew that she now had some much better sources of information, Sources closer to the ground so to speak.
It turned out Georgia was School Administrator at DuBois High, one of the other new schools. However, Dee gave most weight in her decision to Shaka - as almost seemed natural now.
"Mr Taylor is good people. Using your skills to help the children down there, children that need really good teachers, I'd approve of that."
Had that made up Dee's mind for her? Or was it the other thing Georgia had said? The Foundation was firm in requiring the highest standards of work from its staff. However, when off duty and off premises, it had a policy of allowing its staff to live their own lives.
That fact might come in very handy. You never knew what the future might bring.
So, for all of those reasons, Dee had found herself being shown around Tubman High by its Principal, Marcus Jones. The school was new and well-equipped. She'd taught in much less adequate conditions. There was, however, one big difference to every other school she had attended or taught in. The pupils were overwhelmingly African-American, just as the area itself was. This was an inner-city school for all that it was freshly-painted and well-equipped. The students and their parents would clearly have a higher percentage of 'difficult cases' than in the leafier suburbs.
Mr Jones had not been slow to admit that fact. In fact he had almost made it a selling point. "This will be a challenging position for you. Our student body has often made a slow start - in some cases a hard start. We need top quality teaching staff to help them get back up to speed, to convince them that what they are doing here really counts. In your own subjects they need to know where they have come from but also to be proud of their and my community's contribution to this country. They need to know how to avoid the pit-falls that claim so many in neighborhoods like this. I'll be frank - the old city schools couldn't hack it. They were beaten, defeated. We are a fresh start and early signs are encouraging. But we need our troops - our top-quality teachers. To be blunt - we need YOU. Right here, right now. You'll be working hard - don't doubt it - but the rewards and the satisfaction will more than make up for it. You will join us won't you."
Right there and right then he had held out his hand to her.
Dee hadn't hesitated. She knew what she needed to do. She shook his hand.
***
It had been real easy to be swayed by his little speech. Real easy to reach out and take his big strong hand in hers. To see his and her hands joined together as a sort of tiny step forward. Black and white united in seeking a better future for the youngsters growing up around here. She wasn't naive. This was a tough area and the children would never have it easy. But even if you only helped a few - the start would have been made. The ripples would spread, the next generation would have it that little bit better, that little bit easier. It seemed important, it WAS something important that she could do.
...but there was always David. She'd kept her decision secret from him for three long days. He still thought she was considering that half-offer in Alexandria. He didn't know about her decision to teach at Tubman High and he most certainly didn't suspect what reasons lay behind it.
She took the phone from Shaka and then took a deep breath. This might be a little sticky. She felt nervous. Shaka moved over and stood behind her - wrapped her gently in his big strong arms. She felt the strength in him - made the connection.
The phone rang five times and then he answered.
"Hi honey - I've got some great news."
"Oh yes - that's great." He sounded like he was only half-listening. She could hear something in the background, the TV probably. Sport or news or whatever - apparently too important to mute for a phone call from her.
She felt Shaka's warm mouth nuzzle into the nape of her neck. Felt the bristles of his chin against the delicate pale skin of his neck. She stifled a giggle. She signalled to Shaka to lay off - this was important. Needless to say Shaka responded by licking her neck. Sometimes he could be a real a-hole but in the nicest way. Just like her husband had been once - long years ago when they had first got together.
She pushed on - her nerves forgotten courtesy of Shaka's distraction. "Yes honey - I've been offered an excellent permanent position at Tubman High..."
"Uh-huh, that's great."
Was he even listening! 'Tubman High' clearly meant nothing to him - though she'd left one of the brochures out for him to take a look at if he been interested. Clearly he hadn't bothered.
She felt indignation boiling within her. Then she felt Shaka's hands move up her body a little and his fingers begin to tease her nipples to prominence under her blouse. Oh the fucker! She had to get this over with. She felt a tongue languidly lick it's way from her neck up to her right ear. She'd better get this call over with before he started to explore beneath her skirt!
"Yes - remember the name, Tubman High. Well we're under a different jurisdiction so I will be attending special familiarisation sessions after my current Saturday course. They are arranging accommodation..."
"Hey, hey - what's that - what do you mean..." Oh - that seemed to have woken him up. However, a dark hand had stolen down to her skirt and was edging the material up her thigh. She didn't have time to argue just now so she ploughed on over the squeaks coming from her phone.
"...so I'll be staying overnight on Saturdays but I'll be home on Sunday morning ready for church. Anyway we'll have to talk about that later I have to go now. Oh!"
The last exclamation came as she felt strong white teeth nip her ear lobe - mere moments before she felt a Black finger at her clit. She just kept composure enough to end the connection to her husband.
"What am I going to do with you..." you playfully chided as her Black lover continued to tease her body with his skilled mouth and fingers.
She felt his warm breath in her ear as he whispered, "More to the point - what am I going to do with YOU. Just hearing that fool told me I had to keep letting you remember who your real man is. You remembering that?"
His fingers were still working on her - teasing her without mercy. She was aware of his big body behind her - of the bulge pressing into her back. "Always Shaka - always."
"Yeah, that's a good little teacher-girl. Now we'd best get you ready for your first session of on-the-job training."
His big hand smacked her ass playfully and she gave a little yelp of surprise.
***
The quality of any training is dependant upon the tutors giving it. Dee was fortunate in having two of the best. Georgia she had come to know very well already. She met Roni for the first time that evening and Roni was a bit of an eye-opener.
It didn't matter where Georgia and Dee went in the cities no-one would ever doubt that they had come from the prosperous white suburbs. It was a 'selling point' in fact. Their mere presence in many a location would tell the local male population just exactly what they were after. A lot of big Black cocks got very hard at just the idea of classy white MILFs like them coming to the hood. Georgia was well aware of that fact and revelled in it. Dee was about to enjoy finding out the not-so-little benefits of that situation too.
Roni was very different, born and bred in the projects. Mocha-coloured skin with an unruly afro of peroxide-blonde hair. Her skin was smooth but her eyes were wary, checking out everything around her for potential or danger. It didn't take long for Dee to sense that Roni was at least a part-time professional in these matters.
That hadn't been her first shock. That had been when Georgia greeted Roni with a long tender kiss on the lips. Dee remembered how Georgia had kissed her so that fact wasn't shocking. It was the nature of this kiss between Georgia and Roni - it strongly suggested that, at least sometimes, these two were much more than friends.
That would not matter to Dee much any more. If she had ever been a prude then that aspect of her personality was vanishing at a rapid rate.
"How are those beautiful girls of yours Roni? Last time I saw them they'd just started their new school. All OK there?"
Roni had a brittle look to her - like metal tempered in the fire a few times too many. But now her smile was genuine and delighted. "Shit yeah - they all love it. So different to that shit-hole they was stuck at. Now they get ME up in the morning so they ain't late for the Tubman bus." She gave a quick cackle of a smokers cough.
"Tubman?" Dee couldn't help ask.
Roni's quick sharp eyes were on her again. She hadn't had much of an education but she was no fool. She rapidly put two and two together. That question and Dee's rather modest attire of a white blouse and knee-length skirt. "You must be Dee, the teacher-lady right?
"She's not teaching tonight - she'll be learning," cut in Georgia.
Roni's eyes crinkled and she gave a knowing smile. "Oh yes - thass right and you a lucky little cracka cos you gonna be learning from two of the very best. By the time we finished you gonna be a bopper that every horny nigga in the Tri-States is gonna wanna get to know."
Dee wasn't quite sure what that meant but she had a suspicion she was going to have a lot of fun finding out.
***
Roni had driven them out to the clothing store. On the way they had passed a familiar large development. Had it really only been a few months since she had visited Jessica there? Georgia had pointed out one of the lower-rise buildings.
"You kow my cousin who lives in this development. Well, over there is our gym. Really convenient for those of us working round here. Mr Taylor gives us a concession on three or four sessions a week and the girls there will organise a diet and program to help us out in those little areas we are lacking."
"I don't understand," admitted Dee.
Roni loved that - she almost drove off the road she was laughing so hard.
"Ba-donkadonk baby, she talking 'bout yo little white booty."
"Roni can laugh - mother nature was rather more generous with her where it counts."
The African-American woman's cackle resounded through the vehicle again. She glanced at Dee's still confused expression and almost split her sides.
"Booty girl - yo butt, yo backside. I'm blessed with the kind of booty a Black man likes to take a hold of. Not a skinny scrawny little be-hind like a lot of white girls is stuck with. The sort like GeeGee had when I first met her."
"Charming - I didn't hear you complaining at the time." The two women exchanged another of those looks that told Dee that they were more than just casual friends.
"Yeah - that was then and this is now. You got a lovely firm booty now and all thru hard work. You didn't cheat like that cousin of yours. Got herself an instant big old booty but I prefer yours any day."
Some of that was going over Dee's head but she was getting the general idea.
Georgia explained. "Most of our men like a certain body type..."
She glared at Roni who had begun humming a tune. Dee had heard it before but couldn't quite remember what it was. Hadn't she heard it when she was a girl?
Georgia gave an exaggerated gasp of exasperation. "Very funny Roni. We get the idea. Sir Mix-A-Lot has a lot of fans round here."



"I cannot lie..." sang Roni before breaking into another laugh.
"Yes well let's just say our men like a white girl to have a nice toned butt. We may not be able to compete with the sistas..."
"Damn right," cut in Roni.
"...but we can do our best to look our best. Put on some muscle mass back there so we can please our men. I've found they like to know that we are putting in the hours in the gym - working hard to make sure we look at our best for them."
Roni calmed down. "Shit - our girl here will be alright. Got a pretty kicking butt for a white girl. She just got to keep it in shape and them young niggas won't be able to keep their hands off her."
Not exactly third wave feminism but then Dee was an old fashioned girl at heart. Even if that wasn't always so obvious.
Dress To Impress
As she stepped into the clothing store they were greeted by the owner, an African-American woman of about their own age. She looked them up and down and then spoke to Dee.
"I'm Leez. You would be Shaka's girl, the teacher, right?"
Again Dee knew that her outfit had given her away. She didn't care though - it always sounded so good when someone called her 'Shaka's girl' or 'Shaka's woman.'
"Girl needs outfitting," said Roni, "she go out looking like that and they'll think she's their probation or some shit."
Leez smiled. Her experienced eye took in Dee's figure in a flash and with a finger she gestured to Dee to turn round. Dee did a slow turn on her heel. Facing front again she saw Leez had an appraising look.
"Now I'm not saying that the 'Soccer mom' look don't rev some engines. Where is it you teaching?"
She hesitated for a moment but decided to tell the truth. "I've only just moved back to this part of the country but I've been offered a post for second semester of this year at Tubman High."
"Oh shit," said Roni, "they just built that right by mine. You might be teaching my girls!" She seemed genuinely delighted but then her brow furrowed a bit. "These new schools supposed to be a fresh start but you sure you ready for the inner city girl?
"She'll be OK," assured Georgia. "Same as my place - DuBois - you soon get used to it."
Leez was still carefully assessing Dee's body and relatively demure outfit. "I bet you'll be a first crush for a lotta young Black boys. Swap this blouse for a sleeveless one and lose a couple of inches off the skirt and you'll be a 'hot teacher' for sure. Today tho, we doing more serious business."
Leez and Roni left the two white women standing as they went off to search among the racks.
***
Georgia had been pretty clear about why they were there. "You have to understand Dee, you aren't with your husband now. You are with real men. If you want them to meet your needs then you have to be able to satisfy theirs. These are alpha males - they don't have trouble finding women. If you want to compete then you need to be able to exercise every skill and every part of you to please these men."
Dee thought back to when Shaka had sent her off. He had brought up one finger to touch her hoop ear-ring with the 'S' marked out in brilliants. "Make me proud girl." Dee had got the point. She was wearing his mark - in a sense she represented him. Shaka's mark was known across the city. Known as a mark of quality. She would be expected to live up to that and it was rather daunting, especially in one area.
David had never really approved of oral sex. He thought it was dirty. She had tried her best with Shaka but she was grimly aware of her lack of experience in that field. She really needed some tuition from an expert.
Which is why Roni was there.
But before they could progress further Dee had to change that outfit.
***
"Fuck it girl, now you starting to look the part." Roni punctuated her comment with her usual brittle laugh.
"That the sort of thing you was talking about." Leez addressed her question to Roni and Georgia who both smiled their assent.
Dee was a picture of embarrassment, almost of humiliation. Her blouse and skirt were gone and replaced by a one-piece dress of bright pink material. Thin shoulder straps and a plunging neckline left her back and arms bare and displayed an inviting cleavage. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was pulled back into a pony-tail as if she was headed for he gym. Except she knew that tonight she wasn't going to the gym - she would be getting a very different sort of exercise. If there had ever been any doubt then this outfit would make sure of it.
The material of the dress was thin and looked cheap. It clung to every inch of Dee's body displaying her natural curves to beautiful effect. The hem line was high on her thighs and showed off her shapely toned legs. It didn't take much imagination to realise that a woman like Dee in a dress like that was going to draw a LOT of male attention.
Leez picked up one of Dee's discarded shoes and examined it. Then she disappeared into the rear of the store for a moment before reappearing with a box. Inside were a pair of heels smothered in obviously fake brilliants.
Soon Dee was modelling her new outfit for the other women as they looked on. The dress was tight but the material stretched so that the skirt part did not hobble her. However, she was very aware of the material creeping up her thighs as she walked. Normally she might have been worried about displaying a flash of her panties. Tonight that wouldn't be an issue of course since, true to Shaka's rules, she wasn't wearing any. She moved a hand to push her dress back down.
"Feelin' shy," laughed Roni, "we'll see how long that lasts..."
Representing Shaka
The club was relatively small and discreet but pretty much ideal for their purposes. From the moment that they arrived there was no shortage of young Black men taking an interest in them.
Roni had taken Dee out onto the dance floor. "Time to represent your man teacher-lady. You've come to just the right place and got with just the right people. Time Shaka's new little bitch got herself turned out." She'd paused and gave a knowing smile. "Just relax and do what comes natural..."
Dee hardly heard that last comment. She certainly didn't have time to consider its implications. Instead she was already swept into the noise, lights and heat of the dance floor. Her initial reaction was that her dress was not made for dancing. It kept riding up and she was VERY aware of the fact that she was wearing nothing under it. Everyone else was almost certainly aware of it too. Even glancing down she could see the little bumps made by her nipples in the thin material.
The dress might not have been made for dancing but it certainly drew attention. Almost before she knew it Dee had three or four young men around her, competing to draw her eye.
Dee reached to ease her dress down yet again and gasped as she felt her hand caught in a strong grip. This man apparently wasn't inclined to share. He stepped up close to her - making sure he had her full attention. As the club lights flashed she took in his jet-black skin and the intent of his deep brown eyes, eyes fixed on hers. Seeing her watching him he raised an eyebrow and the corner of his mouth turned up in a smile.
Dee didn't move or speak. She was a little shocked by the man's actions but she was also excited. Here was a man who knew what he wanted. That little smile was so confident. He knew that he was hot - he knew what he was offering. She sensed that this was her moment to demur, to back out. If she didn't then he would accept her by right of conquest. She felt the heat in her body, her reaction to his strength and his desire for her. Of course she said nothing.
That confident little smile broadened a little and he moved a hand round to pull up her dress and expose her pale buttocks. Strong fingers clasped her butt cheek and squeezed it.
Dee opened her mouth to gasp. As she did so he moved forward and his mouth met hers. After a few moments he spoke, blunt and to the point.
"They got back rooms here."
***
Georgia and Roni hadn't been slow either. In the back room each of the women knelt before a Black man. By the time Dee had released her man's cock it was already semi-erect. He was big, not quite Shaka-sized, but still impressive. As she wrapped her fingers around it, marvelling at the contrast in skin-tones, she felt the warmth of him. Felt his cock stiffen a little more in response to her.
Roni was kneeling next to her and handed her a bottle of water. "You nervous girl - your mouth dry - take some fluid cos a real good BJ needs to get a bit sloppy."
Dee took a swig of the water - her eyes still fixed on the beautiful big Black cock in her hand. She could feel the blood pumping through it, preparing him ... for her. She couldn't wait any longer. She took the head of his cock into her mouth.
Roni chuckled. "So you started right. Just a little hand work to get yo' man nice and hard. Won't take long with studs like these. Then you just work that tip with your tongue and lips. Tease him a little - let you know you gonna make him feel real good."
Dee's man probably hadn't expected to be part of a tutorial but he didn't seem to mind. Quite the reverse. Dee tried to watch what Roni and Georgia were doing and then to imitate them.
"Uh uh," said Georgia, "half of its in the communication. Let your man know that you are enjoying pleasing him. Plenty of eye-contact, plenty of enthusiasm, smiles and moans when you can do it. Let him know his beautiful Black cock is the one thing that matters to you at that moment. Let him know that he is your master and you are his play-thing."
Dee looked up into the eyes of her man. His expression was calm, appraising her. He wanted to see what she could do - to judge if she was worthy of his attention. She was pleased her friends were there - to give her confidence. She wouldn't want to fail a beautiful man like this. She wouldn't want to fail Shaka.
She tried to remember the tips that Roni and Georgia had given her and occassionally sneaked glances to mirror their techniques. She knew she'd get no more verbal instructions. That had been the golden role. When giving a good Blow Job you gave ALL your attention to making your man feel good.
She worked her mouth to get some saliva and then took his big cock in between her lips. She moved down his shaft with her hand gently holding the base. She felt a little grunt of pleasure from him and that helped her confidence. She began a steady up and down motion all the time working her tongue in micro-movements on the bottom of his shaft. The cock was fully hard now - there was no doubt that he was enjoying it. A glance up secured a little nod of approval.
She sensed movement to her left and gave a little glance across. Roni had taken her man's cock out of her mouth and was down licking at his big balls. Almost without knowing it Dee followed her new friend's lead. Her mouth gently cupped one of her man's big heavy balls while she saw her white hand stroking up and down a dark shaft slick with her own saliva. She repeated the trick on his other ball - again seeming to feel it heavy with potent baby-making seed. This man was a powerful bull - a stud who could expect a woman to be able to please him as he deserved. She felt the weight of her responsibility just as she felt the weight of his balls. She gazed up at his dark features almost in awe. He had a little determined smile now and he was looking at her intently.
She took his shaft back into her mouth and began to work it hard. She pushed her mouth as far down his shaft as her hand would allow - felt him fill her mouth as she knew he could fill her pussy. Felt the saliva fill her mouth so she could use her tongue to spread it over him and lubricate her work with her hands. She took him out of her mouth and worked the tip a little from time to time. She was careful not to rush, careful to keep a variation in her work, careful to keep an eye on her man to check his reaction and take confidence from his obvious approval.
"Damn bitch - you a fly bop," the skinny guy suddenly grabbed Roni's head and held her in place. Dee licked at her man's cock as she watched Roni's throat working as she swallowed his load. Then the Black woman stood up and took a swig of water. She looked at her man as if to say, "well of course I am - don't you know nothin.' Then the two turned to watch Georgia.
Georgia had stripped off her top and had her man's Black cock between her big white breasts. The big Black man looked about to say something, his mouth opened and then he just gasped and shot his load up her chest and against her chin in six strong squirts.
The man coughed a little and caught his breath. "Damn..." was all he could say.
That just left Dee to get her man off and she realised that her jaw was starting to feel tired. She just wasn't used to this. She sped up her pace and started to hum - wondering if the vibration could help him get off. It did get a reaction. A big Black hand grasped her pony-tail and pulled her head just enough to stop her sucking. She looked up at him - didn't he like it? She immediately realised her mistake. His dark eyes burned with lust - lust for her. He hadn't stopped her because he didn't like her blow job - he had stopped her because he didn't want to finish yet. His other hand grasped her dress and pulled her upright. He made a gesture and his friends moved across to join him and his white slut. She felt them close in around her, knew that they were far from finished with her. Anxiety rushed through her but was immediately drowned out by the rush of sexual desire. These men wanted her - wanted her in a way her husband had never shown her - and nothing was going to stop them taking what they wanted. The danger of it was raw, intense - but again that logical knowledge was fighting with a sexual need that had been ignored and suppressed for way too long.
***
When they had moved a local Doctor had been recommended to them by David's family. Needless to say Dee couldn't go to him for birth control. Shaka had recommended a clinic and it had been very good but it had been in the Capital and it had taken time to make an appointment and to get there. In the end she had been able to come up early on her previous visit to Shaka.
As the men moved in around her Dee's mind was in a blur - remembering when she had started the course and trying to get straight just how long Dr Nikola had said it would be before they were 100% effective. She knew she was probably protected but 'probably' in this case meant potentially taking a huge risk.
She grasped all that and then almost lost it again as the men claimed her. One held her from behind and kissed her exposed neck as he pushed his hard naked cock against the thin pink material covering the White woman's butt. The second man's mouth was sucking hard on Dee's exposed right breast teasing her erect nipple. The third had pushed up the front of her dress and his big hand had disappeared inside to explore the treasure that lay within.
"Good news baby," said Georgia, "Roni and I are going to let this be your treat. Three beautiful Black men to fuck you and, best of all, the members here are all tested so they can take you bare. Just think - three potent Black men filling your sweet little white pussy with their seed."
Dee's eyes darted across to meet Georgia's - appealing for the sympathy of the only other white woman there. "I can't do it - It's a very bad time for me - We have to use condoms."
One of the men flashed a brilliant white smile. "She saying what I think she's saying?"
Georgia and Roni shared a glance. They had both noticed that Dee hadn't objected to the idea of being fucked by three Black strangers - her concern had only been that they wear condoms. Shaka's instinct about her had been right but they needed to test Dee a little more.
Roni's tone was merciless. "Seems like this little white wife has come to the hood all fertile and unprotected. Looks like she'll be going back to her pitiful white hubby with her first Black baby growing in her belly."
Dee's eyes were wide - staring at Roni, taking in what she had said. Did Dee try to pull free of the dark hands that were exploring her body? Did she try to resist as the straps of her dress were taken from her shoulder and it was pushed down to leave her breasts totally exposed? Did she say one word in protest at what was about to happen? No, no and no. Instead her body seemed to shudder and she gasped out the words, "Oh my God." If there had been any doubt her proud nipples betrayed just how aroused she was.
"Time to step it up a notch" said one of the men "this little bitch is long overdue a Big Black Cock in her." He leaned forward and picked up Dee as though she weighed nothing. He carried her to the bed and laid her there. She watched as the three men removed their remaining clothing. Soon all three Black men were naked, their cocks hard at the prospect of fucking her.
Dee's eyes shifted between them. They were stern, unyielding, fixed in their desire to take her, to claim another white wife as a Black man's woman. She knew she wanted it, realised how attractive she found their desire for her, doubted her ability to 'do the right thing', the responsible thing. Finally she almost whimpered, "Please - a condom."
"You bring a condom?" Her original man said it as he stepped forward and pushed her legs apart.
Of course she hadn't. She watched him move up between her legs. He gripped his cock and pushed it up to the entrance of her pussy. Dee swallowed hard, closed her eyes and awaited his first thrust but it didn't come. Instead he rubbed the thick head of his Black cock up and down the sensitive pink lips of her pussy. She opened her eyes and saw him smiling at her. It was a smile of triumph, a smile of conquest.
"So you gonna leave? Guess you don't want to get fucked since we ain't got no rubbers. That right little bitch?" He pushed his hard cock a little more firmly against the entrance to her sex. He could feel how wet she was for him - how much her body wanted this. He was satisfied and raised an eyebrow at Roni in a pre-arranged signal.
"No wonder you crackas are always ending up black bred. At least I came prepared." She reached for her bag and produced a handful of condoms. "Teacher-girl needs to learn her lesson tho so I'll add a little wrinkle just to keep things interesting." She reached back into her bag and produced a thin needle. She swiftly pushed the needle through two of the still-packaged condoms. Then she pushed all the condoms back into her purse and shuffled them with her finger.
Roni held her purse up to the man between Dee's legs. "Take your pick - but be careful putting it on. We don't want it splitting 'til you're inside her."
The man followed her advice. He gently rolled the condom onto his hard cock and then eased up to push home into Dee's pussy.
"Never was much good at math," Roni commented, "but that's two broken condoms out of eight and three of them are gonna get used. What's the odds on Dee here being a mom again?"
"1 in 4 with my man there, 2 in 7 for the next, by the time I'm fucking her it'll be a straight 50-50. Unless a condom breaks of course - no point using one if the ho is already likely knocked up." It was Roni's guy, the scrawny one of the three, who had spoken.
"Pays to have a bookie around at times like this," laughed Georgia's man, barrel-chested, shaven-headed and bearded. He stood aside watching the action on the bed.
Georgia was behind him and watching too as her hand reached round to gently stroke the man's cock. Keeping him rock-hard, keeping him ready. Dee was going to be well-fucked tonight. She'd be learning just what her new lifestyle meant and she'd be learning something else too. She'd be learning that there could never be any way back for her. She'd not be able to live without this after tonight. She'd be 'all in' and, whether she knew it yet or not, she'd want to give these men everything in her power to give. Georgia had been there herself - felt the exhilaration, the euphoria and, yes, the panic of that moment, that instant of realisation.



The man with Dee was big but toned, 'cut' as they said. His muscular definition was now under a sheen of sweat. He was working hard, powering that big Black cock into his new white conquest with strong deep strokes. Dee's hands looked ridiculously small against his broad powerful jet-Black back. Her fingers were almost white as she clung to him - hanging on for all she was worth. She put her head back into the pillow and moaned. Immediately his mouth was on hers. Sharing that moment, mingling their breath. Claiming her for him and his brothas.
As she watched Georgia knew what was surging through Dee's mind and body - the 'rush' of realisation of who she was now, of all that had changed and all that would change. She had been there herself. Had felt the panic and the exhilaration fight for dominance. It was all part of dumping all the BS - of coming to know who you really were and embracing that new reality. Georgia had been through that all. She knew who she was, was proud of who she was and regretted nothing that she had done.
Georgia knew that she would never feel that amazing first 'high' of realisation again. However, seeing Dee going through the same thing came damned close. It was fucking hot. Seeing a woman shaped and changed forever by the pure potent sexuality of men like these. Her hand stroked the hard cock of the bearded man and she nuzzled her body against him. She wanted him in her, wanted to feel him take her. But there would be many more nights like this. Tonight was for her new friend, her new sister, on the bed. Tonight was for Dee.
Dee felt the hard shaft pounding in and out of her body, felt the pure intent of the man fucking her. She knew he wanted that condom to break - he wanted to seed her and breed her. He was fucking her hard to try to make sure it happened. She felt fear and she felt desire - felt the two mingle and inter-twine and produce something else, a mix of the two fiercely strong emotions. Her eyes locked onto his - lost themselves in the two dark pools of shining lust. He would ruin her, destroy her - or maybe just complete her rebirth, seal the beginning of her new life.
She sensed the other two men close by her and waiting their turn. She moaned with desire and then almost snarled through gritted teeth,
"Fuck me you stud, see if you can knock this little white bitch up."
The man's lips tightened and he began a series of vicious almost brutal thrusts. No damaged rubber would survive this - she might already be unprotected, already laid wide open and vulnerable to his potent baby-seed. Dee, the demure little teacher-lady, put back her head and howled her desire. The man set his jaw and powered on - not even missing a stroke.
Roni looked on - felt in her balled fist the two damaged condoms that she had palmed earlier on. Hell, growing up around here you learned a lot of fly tricks. Shaka wouldn't appreciate them taking his new slut home already pregnant - this was only Act Two of the evening.
***
Strong Black fingers pushed up the short skirt. There was a short grunt of pleasure from the man as he grasped her now naked white buttocks. He leaned down and forward to kiss the woman as she looked up at him.
"Yeah you a real fine little bitch," he said in a low but meaningful tone. "My girls here say you learned your lessons tonight real good." Now his mouth found the exposed pale flesh of her neck. He nuzzled her, sucked on the warm flesh and then withdrew to admire the mark he had made on her. He knew her eyes were on him - waiting, submissive He'd known how good she could be ever since he'd heard her talk about that fool husband of hers, whatever the fuck he was called. Was it Derek or David? Probably - but who the fuck cared. He didn't and soon pretty little Dee wouldn't either.
Georgia was watching again, feeling the heat in her own body as she saw Dee submit, saw her take strength and joy from being in Shaka's powerful arms, from knowing that a man like him could desire her. Georgia had been there herself - she knew how it was, knew that there wouldn't be any way back for Dee now. It would just be a question of how far she would go and Georgia had all the enthusiasm of the convert. She wanted Dee and Anna and all the other white women like them to go ALL the way, to experience everything, to give themselves to their new life without reservation, without doubts and without limits. She hadn't told Shaka everything yet but she sensed now was the time.
"Dee didn't just do what you asked Shaka - she fucked all of them too."
Dee's head snapped round to look at Georgia with a look of mixed outrage and fear. How could Georgia have betrayed her to Shaka like that? Then Dee heard the deep rumble of his laughter, felt the vibration in Shaka's arms as he still held her.
"Don't worry little bitch - we happy to share all our riches with like-minded brothas unless of course..." He broke off with another chuckle.
Georgia watched Dee. Her distress had turned to confusion. It was hard at first to understand that these men were strong enough not to be challenged by sharing their women. She knew most had a wife or steady girl, almost always a Black woman. Their white bitches were their play-things - sometimes to be shared or even exchanged.
"You should know Shaka - Dee made them wear a condom."
Dee felt his fingers tighten on the flesh of her butt, squeezing the flesh almost painfully. "Can't be so," he said slowly, "I said everyone at that club's tested. No bitch of mine would disrespect my friends, would disgrace me, by asking a Black man to wear a condom."
His face wasn't fierce it was just hard, stern, remorseless. Dee knew she had fucked up bad but she had to make him understand.
"I couldn't - it's a bad time. I'm not sure the pill is effective yet and I couldn't risk..." She broke off - Shaka simply looked at her, impassive and unyielding.
Georgia played her next card. "We covered for her Shaka - we had them play the needle game - they didn't take offence. They just wished they'd got to fuck her properly, I mean raw, that's all."
Shaka lifted his head a little and pursed his lips as if in consideration Georgia watched Dee's every move - saw her fear of his rejection and her desperation to win back his approval. At that moment she knew they would win.
"Gonna send you back there with Georgia in a few weeks - make sure you find those brothas and put your mistake right. You fuck them any way they wants and no damn rubbers. You understand."
Dee nodded - still searching his eyes for forgiveness but finding only strict appraisal. Suddenly she felt his fingers move round her body and find her pussy. They teased a little before a finger slipped inside.
"Tell me again and this time mean what you say. Who this fine white pussy belong to?"
Dee swallowed and looked into his face again. She knew that she had to pass the test or she'd be sent back home - back to David, back to the crushing tedium of living with her husband.
"It belongs to you Shaka," she whispered.
"Say it like you's proud not like you's ashamed. Say it in front of these two witnesses here, shit say it in front of the whole world. Get your damn phone out Roni and capture just how proud Dee here is to be my newest little white bitch."
Roni was smiling as she chewed her gum and in a couple of seconds flat had Dee's face on the screen of her phone.
Shaka raised an eyebrow and Dee knew it was her time - the time every Black-owned woman knew that there would be no limits and could be no regrets in her new life.
"Its your pussy Shaka." This time her voice was firm and clear.
Georgia moved in and untucked Dee's blouse from her skirt. She held up the material to reveal Dee's belly.
"Hmmnnn," said Shaka. He liked the way Georgia's mind was working.
Georgia lay a white hand on the pale skin of Dee's belly. "Who does this belong to Dee - say it loud and proud."
The hesitation was momentary, a split-second. Then Roni's camera caught Dee's face as she proudly said, "It belongs to Shaka - everything I have belongs to Shaka now."
"Your womb too..." That was Shaka just making sure the camera knew what everyone in the room had already realised.
"Yes ... but I'm scared - my family."
The big Black alpha male nodded. "No need little bitch, it's clear you worried about it. But that's just foolish - all you needs to do is leave everything to me. I'll make the decisions for you and I won't send you out fertile again for a while." He checked her face for a sign of relief but he knew this woman was smart, she knew what he was saying. "When it's time I'll keep you to myself - just play it by ear whether to make you my baby-momma or not. Understand that?"
"Yes Shaka ... thank you Shaka."
"His eyes were on her exposed midriff again. "Damn you look good - no-one would know you got three kids already. I like you dressed like that - like to take you round and show all the young bloods what a fine dime I got."
Georgia took the hint and pulled the blouse up before knotting it under Dee's breasts - leaving inches of pale skin exposed above her skirt.
Shaka gestured and kept his eyes locked on Dee's as Georgia moved to undo his belt and pull down his pants and shorts.
Dee's eyes finally left his. They glanced down - saw his beautiful big Black cock fully hard, stretching up against his own belly. Her whole body pulsed with the knowledge that this alpha male wanted her. The proof was there - hard and ready to give her the pleasure that she had craved ever since the first time with him. But it was also ready to do something else - its true purpose. To take the potent African seed in his heavy balls and plant it inside her potentially fertile white body - to make a fourth child for her.
"I'm ready - how about you." His voice was silky-smooth as his fingers found her pussy again. He explored and then raised them to her mouth. She opened up and let him place his glistening fingers there. She tasted herself, her own excitement, her own readiness to be taken for her man's pleasure.
He edged forward and took his big Black cock in his hand. He bent his knees a little and rubbed the stiff head of his cock against the warm wet entrance to her pussy. "You wanna be fucked now?"
"Yes," she almost growled.
"You want to play games with condoms or you want to fuck for real, to fuck bare like a good little white bitch should?"
"No condoms - just fuck me. Please Shaka - fuck me." Dee was almost writhing as she tried to work her body onto the hard Black cock. She was in delicious torment - craving what she had earlier dreaded.
.He pulled her back to his couch and sat on it. Then he moved her onto him and as she sat astride him she gasped as she finally felt him enter her. Felt his familiar size and strength and power claim her pussy as only a real man could.
"Ride that cock little bitch - show everyone watching how you like to fuck when you get away from that piece of shit white husband of yours."
He was telling her the video wouldn't be kept private. He'd share it - just as he was going to share her. She didn't care - he knew what she needed. She would risk it, risk everything, without hesitation.
He was enjoying it - relishing her working her body up and down his shaft in a quick rhythmn. Enjoying her effort to get him as deep into her willing fertile body as she could.
"If you had no commitments, if you was free and easy like Georgia over there, I'd already have done my best to make you my baby-momma. You know that don't you little bitch." His voice was still silky smooth, just stating facts without any drama. "It won't take me long once I decide - you know that don't you."
The look in Dee's eyes told him that she knew. Shaka had a reputation - she wouldn't be the first or even in the first dozen. His seed was potent and strong and her body would welcome it. The rhythmn of her fucking didn't change .
"You look fucking hot riding my D teacher-girl. Only one thing would be better." His hand found her right breast - still inside her blouse. "Have these all ripe and full with milk ready for my young one." His hand moved to her belly. "See this filling out nice as my baby grows in you. See you make me proud of you."
Still she worked on him - but the speed of her work if anything had edged up a little. His voice had taken on an almost hypnotic quality - claiming her mind just as his powerful thrusts were claiming her body. "Yeah, get that belly nice and ripe - then I'll take you all round the hood. Show how proud I am of you - make sure everyone knows I selected you to carry my next."
He saw the sweat on her brow - heard her little moan. He knew the signs - she didn't want to fuck all night she just needed what he could give her.
"If I decide where to cum you know I'm going to try to send you home pregnant don't you? So I'd best defer again."
She kept fucking him - her eyes locked on his. Expecting him to give her the choice again.
He smiled. "So I'll let Georgia there decide. What you say girl - should I pull out of your little friend here or knock her up?"
Georgia didn't hesitate. "There's nothing like the moment your Black Master seeds you, perhaps knocks you up and makes part of you his for ever. She needs to feel that..."
Shaka gave a little nod and then moved swiftly. He shifted to his right and soon had Dee's back on the couch. Her legs were up and her body perfectly positioned for his long strong thrusts. She waited for what she knew was her destiny, as seconds seemed to become hours for her, and then saw his smile of triumph before he grunted and then finally held himself planted firmly inside her body She seemed to feel his pulses of potent DNA-rich seed as they spurted deep into her and then took position ready to greet her defenceless egg and make her Black-bred. She gasped and her legs quivered as the power of the moment sent her nerves and synapses into a great breaking wave of lust and desire.
As Dee got control back she saw him carefully stroking his cock with his hand, its tip still in her. He was making sure she took it all - giving himself the best possible chance. The power of the moment struck her again - the potential and the risks of rolling these particular dice. She felt that quiver of lust pass through her again - knew that it was a dangerously powerful feeling. A woman could get used to feeling that rush - could come to crave it. That could only end one way but such thoughts could wait. Now she had her man's seed in her and it felt fucking good.
"How was it?" asked Georgia.
"OMG!," was all Dee could say. She felt as well as heard Shaka's pleased chuckle as he still held her.
"Its amazing isn't it - there's nothing quite like it. Well - there is one thing. When instead of thinking you might be primed for your man instead you KNOW that you are. That's the pinnacle, that's the best. When Shaka takes you then - it will be incredible, you'll see."
Dee didn't quite see how it could be much better than tonight had been. However, she knew that she wanted to find out. Except that, of course, she had to be so careful. Even tonight, when the risk had been tiny, even tonight could have consequences. There was no way she could ever do what Georgia was suggesting - it would be so irresponsible, so dangerous, so exciting.
Shaka leaned forward to kiss Dee - pleased by her hunger for the gentle touch of his lips.
"Me and my teacher-girl got an arrangement, ain't we baby. I won't breed her until she asks me. That's fair ain't it sweetness."
She stretched her head up to have him kiss her again. She wasn't sure that concession would make much difference. She'd had a little taste of the forbidden fruit and she wasn't sure if she would always be able to deny herself its sweet juice.
David Puts His Foot Down
"I can't believe it. Don't I mean anything to you? How could you keep me in the dark about this - how could you not even have thought about how this affects me? How I feel about all of this. How I feel about you putting..." He almost swallowed back the word he had obviously been about to use. "...those people in front of me - and in front of your own children." The last half-sentance was delivered almost triumphantly as if he had suddenly hit on a trump card, the winning argument.
There had been times when a petulant whine like this one from her husband had cut Dee to the quick. Those days, she realised with some reassurance, had passed. This was his reaction to her making a decision about her own professional future - her desire to teach at Tubman High. He didn't have a clue how far his years of complacency had undermined his own comfortable little world. How she now noticed little things like the fact he had bitched on his own behalf five times before he thought of mentioning the children, and then as "your own children" - not as "our own children." In his mind were they really just a tool to control her? She didn't think so, she really hoped not. But they certainly hadn't been in the front of his mind when he started on his little hissy fit.
There were practical issues with her working in the Capital. The commute would be a little longer. David would have to look after himself a little more so that she would have time to make sure the children were ready for school. That, of course, was what his whining protests were all about. Any alteration to his status quo, to his comfortable routine - it was always the same.
His little temper tantrum seemed to have burned itself out. He was stood there with his upper lip wobbling. Even young Leah would soon be growing out of nonsense like that. Her husband was so weak, so spoiled by his male white privilege. Her new job would make relatively little difference to his life He'd spend a little more time with his children, a little less time vegetating in front of the TV. He'd be putting them to bed on Saturdays instead of waiting for her to get home. Again that wasn't a bad thing for him or them. It just meant a little change, a little more effort on his part.
If he knew the truth then he really would have something to complain about. She had to recognise that one day he probably would know the truth. She just had to make sure that it wasn't for a long while - or until she could figure out some way forward for them all. With a moment's frustration she realised that once more it would be her who had to think for them all and make decisions for them all. If he'd only been a real man then... She shook that thought out of her head. David was who David was and she had to protect him from the consequences of his own inadequacy - for as long as she could.
Just another task for a busy soccer mom.
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Truth and Consequences
It had been a tense couple of weeks after that particular visit to Shaka. Dee had checked the paperwork and her calendar a couple of times immediately she had got home. She should have been OK. She should have been protected from the consequences of her own... She wanted to say 'desires', perhaps even 'needs, but she knew she should say 'stupidity'. Even with that small possible risk it had been crazy to let Shaka cum in her. She swallowed a little as she thought about that moment. How his deep brown eyes had gazed into hers. How he had seemed to capture her soul in that moment. How she had known that if he demanded it she would give him anything in her power to give.
It had been earthy, elemental, natural. The most natural thing in the world. A man and a woman whose desire for each other would produce new life, their child. It had been the most natural thing and she had desperately wanted it in that split-second before he had filled her with his seed. She could not deny that. She had wanted it, wanted it more than anything. She had been willing to risk everything, to face the possibility of losing everything. She remembered vividly how she had held onto Shaka's strong body, held him to her as he had shot his seed deep within her. She remembered how she hadn't wanted to let him go - to break her contact with his strength, his power, his vitality.
A moment of madness. Perhaps. She had certainly thought so over the following couple of weeks. When she looked at her beautiful daughters - when she smiled at some precociously clever comment of young Davey. How could she have been so foolish? How could she have risked hurting them? Because it would hurt them, hurt them terribly. David might be a total wash-out as a husband but he was their father and they loved him, just as they loved her. As a teacher she had seen enough results of family break-downs. Some children were strong and resilient. Others were not - had to be especially cared for so that the hurt and mental scars might have a chance to heel. She was proud of her children. She believed that they would be in the first category. She just prayed that she would never be responsible for putting them to the test.
A moment of madness. Wasn't even that lying to herself? It hadn't even been one night of madness. It hadn't been the night at the club with three Black men whose names she still didn't know, it hadn't been the aftermath with Shaka taking her unprotected, it hadn't even been the night sleeping between the warm bodies of Georgia and Roni. The next morning her friends had driven her to a pharmacy. She had known why. The morning-after pill. Also, perhaps, a test of her commitment.
The latter didn't matter. Dee had her own rules, her own code. One was that you had to take responsibility for your actions. She taught her classes that and she was not a hypocrite - she truly and deeply believed what she taught. If you enjoyed the wild ride then you had to be ready to pay the price, to accept the possible consequences. Taking that pill just wouldn't have seemed right to her and it would have left her forever wondering what might have been. The odds had been massively against her getting pregnant, the risk hadn't been so great - that time at least.
So she hadn't been swept away in a maelstrom of lust and desire. She also hadn't been coerced or intimidated. It had been her own decision, a decision coolly taken while sat in the vehicle outside that pharmacy. The decision to let things work out as they would work out. The decision to own her actions and yes, if necessary, to own the consequences too.
That was what she told herself but she knew that there was another side to her decision too.
It was like mountain-climbing or driving a car at 200 mph or cliff-diving or any of a thousand such pursuits. It was the risk that made life so bright and vibrant. The wait would be like a gambler watching the roulette ball fall or the last card turn. The higher the stakes the stronger the rush and stakes didn't come much higher than those she had been playing for. She'd just have to be really careful in the future. She sent that message firmly into her brain but already knew that in the most instinctive regions, where mother nature kicked logic's butt every time, the message might not last long if it was received at all. She would only find that out as time passed.
Dee had three children - she knew the signs of pregnancy as well as any woman could. The next couple of weeks were spent being hyper-sensitive to every one of them. Once or twice she had felt the cold grip of real fear. Had seemed to sense those first signs. Had perhaps imagined them or, though she would never have admitted it, may even have yearned to feel them.
In time her body had told her that there would be no new pregnancy. Her reaction had surprised her. On the top, of course, a huge joyous crescendo of relief. But there had been that other reaction, that reaction deep down in her very being. Regret. Disappointment. She had realised with terrible certainty that there was a part of her that desperately wanted it, wanted to have Shaka's baby. No matter the risks or the consequences - it was there, deep in her soul.
Shaka had twice now said that he would wait until she was ready. If David had said such a thing she would have been frustrated beyond measure. She would have accused him of dodging the issue, of heaping all the responsibility onto her as usual. This, however, was different. She didn't doubt what Shaka wanted. She also knew there were moments when she would give him what he desired, give it joyously and without reservation, heedless of the consequences. Heedless until that next morning, those next weeks, that moment when the consequences of her decision became clear.
It was weakness on her part, she knew that. She knew that there shouldn't be any question about this. But she also knew how she had felt when she had seen that photo of Shaka's wife and children. His children were so beautiful.
She remembered again that moment when their eyes had met. Did he know? Did he realise what she felt? Had he realised it even before she had?
Shaka had allowed this to be her decision. Why? She had a real suspicion that she knew. He was confident that he would get what he wanted either way and he preferred that, when the time came, it be her decision. That would make her his even more.
Sat in her kitchen at home she felt herself shudder a little. It wasn't fear that she might be right about him. It was the very real fear that he was right about her.
***
Shaka had kept her to himself the previous Saturday. He had taken her out for a meal - really the first time that they had ventured out of an almost all-Black milieu together. The restaurant had been in the Capital but seemed a million miles from Shaka's normal stomping grounds.
Not that it had been unwelcoming. The clientele was mixed, if overwhelmingly white, and the food and service were of the highest quality.
Shaka had picked out her dress for her after she had modelled three or four for him. That had been fun in itself - the sort of fun she'd stopped getting at home years ago. Shaka's choice had been a vivid scarlet number which left her shoulders, arms and upper back exposed. The material was bunched into small pleats everywhere except over the bust. There the material stretched to clearly show the curves beneath. It was really every bit as revealing as the dress she had worn to the club that first time but there was a massive difference. That dress had looked cheap and had blatantly signalled her availability. This dress looked anything but cheap and it was just amazing for Dee to wear. It made her feel like a million dollars and look ... like an unobtainable goddess.
Shaka had already taken her to a salon. He'd handed her over to the women there and just said, "Do your magic," before leaving Dee to their gentle ministrations. Hair, nails and make-up were all given their attention. It was amazing. The hair stylist was African-American, perhaps fifty. She had appraised Dee carefully and then just gone to work. She hadn't seemed to do anything dramatic - basically she had seemed to do just what Dee's normal stylist did. However, there was some magic in those scissors. The changes were marginal but they were all for the better. It was the same with her make-up. Nothing blatant, nothing outrageous - just little touches but every one combining to make her look and feel great.
Entering that restaurant Dee had felt wonderful. She had seen herself in the mirror and knew what she looked like. It hadn't surprised her when heads had turned as she had arrived. When even the highly-trained maitre d' hadn't been able to resist letting his eyes linger that split-second too long. Dee didn't take offense. She was looking pretty darned fine if she said so herself.
Shaka was in a made-to-measure suit, material almost as dark as his skin. Not his usual outfit but Dee knew that he was wearing it to complement her own appearance. He looked so masterful and impressive - he was a big man and he could adopt a formidable gravitas at times. He had it now as he walked her to their table, as he showed her off to the other diners, to the staff, to everyone else who cared to look.
It hadn't taken long for Dee to work out what was going on. Shaka was flaunting his new trophy girlfriend. He was enjoying every glance that she drew, savouring the frustration of every white boy in the place that wished she was there with them instead of him.
Most of the other diners were of their age or a little older. This was clearly not a cheap establishment. There were some younger women there - Dee had automatically noticed them when she came in. They were there with rather older men. They were beautiful but with all the fragile glamour of youth. Dee did not feel threatened. Even less when one of the older men excused himself and Dee immediately caught his 'pretty little thing' checking out Shaka! Dee carefully placed a hand on Shaka's and saw the girl purse her lips a little and look away.
Oh it was such fun! She knew she was there with the hottest man possible and, what was even better, she knew Shaka had brought her here because he knew how good SHE looked. It was delicious - quite as delicious as the exquisite food served up for them. She was showing him off and he was showing her off.
She caught some of the older matrons looking at her with fury - some of the old boomers too. She didn't care - in fact that just made her feel even more delightfully naughty. Shaka was being the perfect gentleman - he was doing nothing to embarrass her. However, she knew that everyone there knew that she would be with Shaka tonight
Was it shallow of her? Was it vain to derive such pleasure from all of the attention that they were drawing? She didn't know and she didn't care. She hadn't felt so attractive or had such fun for ages!
***
"You enjoyed that didn't you." There was a little chuckle in Shaka's comment.
She glanced at him and smiled, biting her lip gently. "You could tell?"
He moved up and a big hand cupped her breast through the material of her dress. His thumb gently rubbed the bulge in the material made by her hard nipple. "I'm thinking everyone could - these were signalling pretty strong from the moment we stepped out of the taxi."
She giggled. She hadn't even thought about that.
"You look damn fine in this dress girl. Only seen you look better when..."
He let the sentance hang in the air. She knew what he wanted. Soon the dress was on the floor and she was naked before him, looking up into his face. Ready to be taken by him wherever he wanted her to go.
"I like the fact we don't have to rush no mo'. Got you all night to myself."
She smiled up at him. Let him know that she felt the same - as if he didn't know.
He kissed her and then took her chin between his fingers. "You are real kicking you know that teacher-girl. Maybe you're getting the idea after tonight. Most of them men were wanting you and most of the women was envious of you. Even that little blonde piece. What was that you told me once - how you a little soccer-mom all past your prime and shit. Shaka knew better didn't he."
He kissed her again, a deep lingering kiss.
"I don't have time to waste any mo'. I don't settle for less than the best. So you with me and that proves what a fly little bitch you is. Took you there tonight cos I knew I had the best. NO man there had a tighter piece on his arm. I knew it and soon as we walked in everyone else knew it too."
He kissed her neck as she put her head back and thought about all he was telling her. Felt his gentle lips on the delicate pink skin of her throat. He finally straightened up again.
"Time you only settled for the best too. This," - he kissed her lips, - "and this," - his hand cupped her naked pussy, - "need to be put aside for those that appreciate them. You hearing me, you getting that this is the real talk."
She was starting to understand. It would be another step into her new self, her new being. Another worthless aspect of her old life discarded and replaced by the true living vibrancy of life with Shaka and - she hesitated before completing the thought - men like Shaka.
"My husband..."
"That fool had his chance. How long did he have you to himself? Well, he took it for granted for way too long. Now you've found how things really is. Am I frontin ya?
"No - it's true but..."
"No buts. From now on you ain't giving this away to no fools. You are strictly off limits to white boys, ALL white boys, that straight."
It wasn't like Dee would be giving up anything of value. David's love-making had ceased to do anything for her years ago. But still...
"Yes, but he is my husband."
Shaka showed his strong white teeth in a smile as he acknowledged her acceptance of how things had to be. "Oh, you can still give the fool a treat now and then." He raised his hand and made a masturbatory gesture. "He should be grateful he's even getting that. Now, we gonna talk or you gonna let me fuck you like I been wanting to all evenin'."
Well it only seemed polite...
***
Shaka had fucked her. Except that it had been more like making love to her. He had kept his raw power in check - instead displaying a tender attention in his love-making that had only been present in cameos before. He had explored her body, every part of her body, as if it had been their first time. His skilled fingers and his teasing tongue had taken her close to a peak before he had even thought of entering her. Just being with him seemed to get her quite a way there and Shaka was a man of formidable experience and technique. After all those years sharing a bed with David she had finally found out what sex really should be. Shaka could exploit every sensitive part of her, could be relentlessly strong or almost agonisingly gentle. More importantly, he seemed able to sense what she needed and when she needed it.
It wasn't just that Shaka knew how to please a woman. It was even better that he himself took such obvious pleasure from doing so. She often saw or sensed his eyes on her. Those deep brown eyes watching her movements, noting her reactions, adjusting his moves to meet her needs. It was exquisite, almost mercilessly so at times. He would take her so far and then back off or simply keep her at that level. She knew why. He was proving his prowess - demonstrating that he could give her what she needed almost at will. Then, when she was just beginning to yearn for completion, he would make his move.
His strength was always there - even when he chose not to use it. This time he had moved between her legs and effortlessly pulled her up to him. Dee had given a little gasp of surprise and then just clung on tight. Her legs wrapped round his shoulders and her hands holding his close-cropped head as his mouth sought and found her clit. His tongue played with and explored and exploited her. Dee could only hang onto him, feel the waves of pleasure coursing through her body, understand yet again the truth that Shaka was imparting to her. So many years before she had learned the truth, before she had known that it could be like this, before she had met a man like this. So many years wasted before she had met Shaka and he had claimed her as one of his women.
Dee didn't want to waste any more time. She wanted to savour every moment of her new reality. She wanted to immerse herself in this new life totally and without reservation. But there would be a cost if she was to do that and later she would remember and accept once again that it was a price she could not pay. There was not only herself to think of.
That regret was for the future though. With Shaka there was always the joy of the present, the climactic moment. When her man would take her to those heights. When he would sense how close she was and decide to take her on and through. He heard her gasp and felt her legs quivering but did not let up with that teasing tongue until he had taken her to where she needed to be.
Only then, when she was flushed and panting for breath did he let her down and move his own body forward. Only then did he line up that big hard Black cock and start to push his way into her. Gently, easily, allowing his shaft to explore every part of her wet pussy. They did not 'fuck' this time. This time they each savoured every pleasure that the other could give them. They kissed hungrily, their tongues seeking each other, all to the accompaniment of his long strokes into her. There was no rush, there was no hurry, for tonight each belonged unconditionally to the other.
Before they had almost always ended with him in her. Tonight, though, Dee wanted to do something else for him. She wanted to show him how much he had done for her, how much she had learned. She had gasped "Let me" into his ear and he had allowed her to take the lead for once. He had lay on the bed as she had put all her skills learned from Roni and Georgia to good use. She had worked hard, with concentration and commitment, endeavouring to give him the best blow job that she could. Her sweet mouth exploring and tasting every part of his big hard jet-black shaft, a shaft at first wet with her own juices but soon cleaned by her tongue. She had nuzzled his big heavy balls and teased them, spread her warm saliva over them. She had giggled when he had given out a little groan. That taught him - see how he liked it. Well, apparently almost as much as she did.
Finally she had given him as wet and sloppy a blow-job as she could, working his shaft with her hand as she moved her mouth up and down him. It hadn't taken long. She'd finally felt his hand grasp her hair and almost at the same moment his cum had spurted into her mouth.
This was the moment of truth. Dee had concentrated on swallowing him, making sure not to waste any of him, not to disrespect a single drop of his precious baby-making juice. Five heavy spurts that almost seemed likely to fill her mouth to over-flowing but she did her job well, served her man as he deserved to be served. She took him all, swallowed and then showed him her open mouth, empty of his sperm.
She was rewarded with a smile and by the pleasure in his deep brown eyes. It felt wonderful to be able to give him something back for all he was doing for her. She felt sexy and desirable as she never had before.
Shaka savoured the moment. Dee was his favourite little bitch and she just got better and better. He knew what he wanted for her - knew what a fine little white woman like her needed to make her complete. There were some practicalities to sort out but he was determined to see what a beautiful little soul the two of them would create. He weighed his words and finally spoke. "Damn, you been learning some skills. We'll be doing that some more - until you're ready."



He watched her and saw in her eyes that she had got the message, the reaffirmation of his desire for her. The proof, once more, that only she herself was standing between her and that potential new future. If he was right about her then she would be giving that little comment a lot of thought through the weeks to come. The barriers she had built against such an irreversible commitment would be worn down and weakened once more. A little by his actions but more by her own feelings which would be given the right to flourish by his comment.
She was his. It only remained to make it clear to she herself and then to everyone else.
***
They lay together. Dee luxuriated in the pleasure of it. However, it seemed Shaka wasn't finished with her. His big hand gently felt her breast before his mouth closed on her. His tongue teased her hard nipple and then he smiled at her. "I love these."
"No kidding..." giggled Dee.
"I'm thinking you need some more jewellery."
He had bought her his hoops, his ring and her necklace. She loved them all and especially loved to wear them when she was with him. She felt a little regret every Sunday morning when she had to take off her hoops and necklace on the way home. It was symbolic of her return to 'real life', of her need to surrender her new existence and freedom.
Shaka reached across and produced a small box. In it were two small titanium pieces of jewellery. Were they ear-rings? "Soon as you've cut off that white boy husband of yours we can get you fitted up with these. They will make you look even more beautiful - make THESE look even more beautiful." He leaned down to gently lick her nipple fully erect again.
Dee caught her breath as she realised just what those little titanium items were. Jewellery that she wouldn't be taking off every time she went home. Jewellery that would ensure that she couldn't be topless in front of her husband without some very awkward questions. A new and startling commitment that he was asking her to make to her new lifestyle.
Her ears were pierced but she had never imagined having anything else done. It wasn't something that a girl, and later a woman, like her did. But now she found that she didn't reject the idea out of hand. She took the small box from him and examined the items.
She felt a little thrill as she did so. Each was a combined half ring and small bar. She could see how they would work and could also see the symbol contained within each half-ring. A black spade symbol, like the suit in a pack of playing cards, with a white 'Q' contained within it.
She had seen that symbol before. Georgia had pointed it out to her and told her what it meant. These would identify the wearer as a 'Queen of Spades', a woman that went with Black men. They would potentially identify her new self to anyone seeing them. It would be a permanent identification of herself and a permanent danger of her exposure.
That little thrill as she handled the small objects didn't go away. It was building. She held one of them up to her right nipple. She looked at it - imagined it in its proper place.
Shaka moved in. "That looks right don't it."
She couldn't help but admit that it did. Not just as jewellery but because of what it symbolised on so many levels. She imagined it. At home with David or shopping back in Ireton, even driving her girls around in he Odyssey. When all the time...
Shaka had been watching her. He gave a little nod. "I'll talk to Izeye - get it arranged for you as soon as I know you're deserving them."
When Dee looked back at him her eyes showed that delicious mixture of raw excitement and slight fear at just how naughty she was being. He loved to see that look in a white woman's eyes. Loved it even more when it was a beautiful classy little piece like this one. She really was about the best he'd ever had the privilege of taking in hand. She'd come a long way since the first time she'd walked into Silky's. Still had a ways to go of course but he was going to enjoy taking her every step of the way.
Tubman High
Pretty soon Dee learned that in most ways teaching at Tubman High was just like teaching at any other school. There were routines, there was paper work, there was the enjoyment of working with a good team and of educating students who were ready and eager to learn. Not all the students were so easy of course but that was also true of any school.
David had not been happy when she had told him of her new job. He'd looked up Tubman High on Google maps and had nearly blown a fuse. "You can't teach there - it's way over in the Capital!" She knew what that really meant.
She'd pointed out that his move to a new job had left her needing to find one. The local smaller suburban schools weren't exactly flowing over with opportunities and she had been darned fortunate to be offered an effective promotion at Tubman High. Of course there would be extra requirements on her time and additional duties but it had been an opportunity too good to pass up.
What she didn't tell him was that the Taylor Foundation also seemed extremely 'liberal' in ways that might prove crucial in the future. On her first tour of the facility Dee had noticed the extremely well-appointed crèche.
The school Principal, one of the small minority of male staff, was quite open as to the reasoning. "We serve a community whose children need the best possible start. If they aren't given a vision for their future by us then there are many malign influences out there that will fill the gap. We select our staff very carefully - we need to know that they are motivated to help us fulfil our aims. We need to know that they have a stake in the success of our community. When we find them we are most certainly not going to reject them simply because they need maternity leave or need help with child-care. The Foundation has spent a lot of money on these buildings and their equipment but without our most vital resource, our teaching staff, all that will be useless. We cherish our team-members and, in fact, we have recruited teachers rejected from other schooling systems for such reasons. Teachers with the highest credentials are always going to be welcome with us. Here we expect the best quality teaching from our staff and appropriate behaviour on site. If you're a quality teacher then the rest of your life is none of my goddam business - if you pardon the French. I've seen enough to know we need you on this team - there's important work to be done here and a real difference to be made. I very much feel that your place should be here - what about you Dee?"
Was David's pathetic whining going to compete with the deep-brown eyes boring into her very soul as Marcus Jones made that little speech? Well, hardly!
"You've always taught in suburban schools are you sure you could cope with a school like that. Urban children would be different - are you sure you wouldn't be out of your depth?"
Well thanks for the vote of confidence hubby! 'Urban children' indeed - as if a five-year-old couldn't see through that mealy-mouthed bit of casual racism.
She knew what the real problem was. He'd had it way too easy for way too long. Frankly she wondered sometimes that he didn't want her to tie his shoe-laces for him. He now worked closer to home and he was going to have to step up. There was the question of her 'work training seminars' every weekend but they had become non-negotiable. She needed her time with Shaka - and with Shaka's friends.
Now they had to be a partnership looking after the children. She knew the best thing would be for them to move nearer to her work but David, of course, wouldn't have that. So he was going to have to do his share.
The evening duty hadn't helped. It was apparently something the Taylor Foundation liked all of its teachers to do, at least at first. It did mean she got to leave earlier a couple of afternoons a week which helped with the children. But David had not been pleased - he'd have been even less pleased if he'd known what Mr Jones had told her.
"Dee - one of our toughest tasks is keeping our people from gang life - offering them that alternative, affirmative, road. Every day here you will be doing that but we can do more, indeed with your skills you are perfectly suited to do more. We offer special mentoring to young men who need education in life skills of the legitimate kind. You will be making a real difference."
Marcus Jones was always strictly professional with his staff. That didn't stop Dee noticing just how handsome he was. She couldn't say no to him on this - she doubted she could ever say no to him on much about anything.
***
Dee had a lot of experience teaching middle and high school boys. She knew that an attractive female teacher drew attention from the older boys that wasn't necessarily related to what they were trying to teach. It came with the territory - most definitely not to be encouraged but nothing too serious either.
At Tubman High it was a little different. Children grew up fast around these parts. They also weren't nearly as shy as most of her previous pupils had been. When she was teaching the higher classes she was dealing with what were virtually young men, standing a head and more taller than her.
She knew the subtle signs. Here you saw some not so subtle signs. It was no sort of threat - almost flattering in fact. It was a peculiar fact that Taylor Foundation schools seemed to employ a clear majority of female white teachers alongside a smaller group of African-American men and women. The boys had a lot of choices for their 'crushes' but even some of her colleagues laughed about how she was one of the boys' 'favourites.'
***
"So what we call ya?"
"What do you mean - I'm Mrs...."
Her voice was drowned out by the four young men's laughter.
"Shit thass what we call our probation officers. They all a bunch of fuckin' poodles. Can't be calling you that!"
"Shit no babe, a poodle you most certainly are not."
"Damn Malik, can't be calling her that - that ain't right!" The smaller one was laughing his ass off, nearly falling off his plastic chair.
The one with the slightly drooping eyes and a scar across his left jaw-line fluttered his fingers and the other three eased down the volume and after a few seconds fell quiet.
"See I'm Pops on the grounds that I'm six months younger but a thousand years smarter than these mothas. Malik is Malik cos his name is Malik and he got no imagination."
The one with corn-rows flipped him the bird in a friendly fashion.
Pops went on. "Quiet brotha chilling on the end - that's Bobo, cos when he was eleven he was out on the street selling genuine Chinese Rolex watches."
The quiet one, well the relatively quiet one, raised his eyebrows and gave Dee a nod.
"Finally, the little brotha whose been baggin ya - that would be Andre - called that cos his daddy was a big wrestling fan. Why he call you that again, Dre?
"Fuck you Pops. You know why - we been hangin for twelve years and more so you fuckin should. He called me that cos back in the day there was some poor old fucka called Andre the Giant."
Malik and Bobo were laughing now - just as they had every time they'd heard it over the last ten years.
Pops turned back to Dee. "Sayin' it again - so what do we call ya?"
Bobo gave a little grunt. "She a teacher-lady - call her Teach."
The others agreed to that.
Dee had been listening to the four men - noting their interaction, their familiarity and their apparent pecking-order. They were old associates - almost able to finish each other's thoughts. She'd also worked out the not-too-complicated naming conventions.
"So if you want to call me that it's because you don't think I can teach you anything..."
The four of them gave her little sardonic smiles and exchanged glances.
"Love to teach you somethin' tho, bet you'd love it too." That was Malik.
Dee didn't answer him - just gave him her sternest look. Malik seemed to enjoy it. Dee considered her options. She could call the session at an end but that would be to accept defeat and to show her new boss that she couldn't adapt to a tough situation. That would not do. She had to find a way to engage with them through the bravado.
"So why are you here? It's not a court order - you chose to come"
It seemed a fair question. The young men responded with a fidgety silence. Finally, Pops spoke, "We all a conviction off going away till our hair's grey and our cocks are limp. We all been in and out of homes and juvie since we could remember. It gets real old real quick - or worse it gets to be all there is and all there ever will be."
"Which means," said Bobo, "we is here."
"But it doesn't come natural," said Dee. She also knew that the confession of weakness hadn't come easily. These were eighteen-year-old men - full of spunk and braggadocio. Admitting it to someone they perceived as an 'authority figure' was even harder for them.
"This place don't help," Dre shifted on his plastic chair and looked around the small classroom. "Never did take to schooling. Besides," his wicked smile was back, "its a fucking waste having to meet a prime dime like you in a place like this."
Dee knew the young men were testing her - checking her out. Well, they seemed to be checking her out in more ways than one. She'd felt their eyes on her every second since the session had started. Malik was sat with his legs wide apart showing an impressive bulge in his pants. It seemed his record wasn't the only thing he had that was impressively long for one his age.
"Where else would we meet?" It was out almost before she realised it.
A bright smile. "Know a little place we can get a drink just round the corner. Me and Dre got a crib not too far way too."
They were all watching her now, gauging her reaction. These weren't her school children, they were all eighteen and her current role was voluntary. Her 'job' here was teaching these boys life skills - 'using your skills and initiative' as Marcus Jones had said.
Dee raised her hand and let the lights twinkle on the rings there. "I'm an old married lady." She was careful to say it with a smile, careful not to seem censorious.
"You not old - you just coming into your prime baby," Malik was enjoying himself. "Be real dope taking a fine lady like you round town."
"An' you married - but he a white boy, that right?" Bobo chipped in.
"Yes, David is white," she admitted. She felt her pulse quicken a little - she knew what Bobo was going to say.
"Then he don't count. You wasted on him - you need a real man."
Dee reached into the top of her blouse and fished out her necklace. Gold with an 'S' in Black enamel.
"You with Shaka?" Malik said. "Shit."
Dee smiled and nodded - the power dynamic had changed in a split-second. It always did when Shaka's name was mentioned.
Pops shifted in his plastic seat. "No offense meant to him or you, Teach, we just shooting the shit you know that. Does Shaka know you doing this course?"
Dee nodded.
"Well, as I recall, Shaka ain't overly exclusive with his stable. Not like you his wife or somethin'. You got his permission to play?"
Dee angled her head a little and gave a little shrug. This did surprise her - Shaka's name normally had them running a mile. These four weren't running - they were still real interested. Just the rules of engagement had changed a little.
"Tell him you helping Pops, OJD's boy, and his friends. Tell him we take the lead from him - like always. Maybe if he gives the OK you can wear something a little more fun next week, not that school-marm outfit."
Uh-oh. Dee felt herself reacting to Pops. These four young men from the street were being careful about it but it was clear they still wanted her bad. She imagined herself 'with' them - what they would expect of her. She struggled to suppress a shiver of desire through her body.
"Oiiiyyy," she stopped and swallowed hard. She hadn't known her mouth had got so dry. She saw Bobo smile, a confident smile. "I mean, I, think we should get on with the business at hand." She raised her hand as Malik opened his mouth to make a smart remark. To her surprise he closed his mouth again. "We just spent ten minutes working out what to call me and another ten..."
She gave them a meaningful glance and watched them exchanging smiles.
"This is what we call an Introductory session. Where we get to know each other. So I need you to tell me about yourselves - your friends can keep you straight and off the BS."
Bobo chuckled a low rumble and Malik jabbed Dre in the ribs. Pops just looked her in the eye and nodded. She was OK - she was accepted.
"Then after ten minutes each we can have a quarter-hour when you can ask me what you like. Find out a little about me."
They liked the idea of that. They liked the idea of that a lot.
"Yes, we selected this four very carefully. They just need a little nudge, a little incentive," Marcus Jones had told her. She hadn't understood what he meant at the time. She had a rather better idea now.
***
Her new friend Chris let her change at her place. Chris and a couple of other teachers lived at a new development only a couple of blocks from the school. "When I changed my life-style my husband didn't approve - but it's real good here - absolutely, definitely, no shortage of baby-minders. Young Darnell loves all his Aunties here."
Away with her long skirt and carefully modest blouse. Away with her bra - though the panties would stay for a while. She'd learned how these things worked.
She buttoned up her tight top - felt her nipples already respond. Knew how they would signal her excitement to anyone watching, notably to the four young men who would be watching her very carefully. Then a black tailored jacket over the white blouse. She pulled on a tight black leather-style skirt that finished half-way up her thigh. She wore tan stockings with hold-ups and a pair of three-inch heels. She placed her papers in a smart black brief-case. Finally, she touched up her make-up. She never wore much but this evening she had to look just right. She placed her shoulder-length blonde hair in a simple pony-tail. Then she checked herself in the mirror
She liked the look - a P. A. for a very upscale employer. The sort of woman who wouldn't have ANYTHING to do with the likes of Pops and his friends. She had to admit that she looked pretty good.
Chris just giggled when she checked her out. "Adult education, eh!"
"You think they'll like it?"
The two women laughed together. Men were sometimes so easy to predict.
***
"So each time I will set you a few tasks and - in return - in time you'll get to set me a task. Sound good?"
Four pairs of eyes fixed on her, four smiles, four pairs of pants bulging impressively where it mattered the most.
Oh yes - men were so easy to predict...
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Taking Stock
David completed his report and gently closed his lap-top. He felt very pleased with himself. Since returning to the East Coast his job had been going very well. He rarely had to bring work home with him any more and this had really just been a case of dotting a few 'i's and crossing a few 't's. Now just about the whole of the weekend was his to do with as he pleased.
His brow furrowed a little. His weekend SHOULD have been like that now. Instead much of Saturday would be taken up with looking after the children. Davey just needed a lift to a friend's birthday party but the girls would no doubt want to go out as usual. Not that he objected to it - not that he didn't enjoy spending more time with them. However, he couldn't help remembering that it was all down to his wife's job. All those training courses. Why would a teacher need so many training courses! Perhaps it was because she was teaching... those people.
He tried to let that thought wither on the vine. He didn't see himself as a prejudiced man - he knew quite a few... coloured people. Some of them were perfectly alright. He knew one who he'd be happy to call a friend. Of course those were hard-working African-Americans, the sort you found in a town like Ireton. Over in the Capital it was a very different story. In the Inner Cities they were just... different. Perhaps all the courses were to teach his wife how to work with... people like that.
He had tried to understand - he really had. He'd put in a word with someone he knew at the Alexandria school. That would have been perfect but suddenly Dee had just declared she was going to work in the inner city. What on earth had got into her?
Suddenly he heard a noise from the kitchen. It was the radio - playing some sort of music. An unusual choice for their usual station. He got up and moved over to the entrance into the kitchen.
The music had a heavy beat - a distinctly 'urban' tinge to David's way of thinking. He wasn't up to date on these things but he knew that much. That wasn't what caught his attention though. His wife and his daughter were dancing together. Little Leah was giggling and having great fun but David's eye was caught by Dee.
Dee was moving her hips and arms in time to the beat of the music. It was nothing salacious but her fluid movements stirred something deep within him. For the first time in a long time he realised just how beautiful his wife was. She was smiling and enjoying her time with her youngest daughter as Leah tried to keep up with mommy. David suddenly took note of his wife's bottom as she shimmied to the beat. He felt his pulse quicken and what felt dangerously like the onset of an erection.
Leah suddenly spotted him and squealed delightedly, "Come and dance daddy!" He stood for a moment - not sure what to do. He saw Dee looking at him. Did she want him to dance? She smiled at him. For a moment he wanted nothing more than to join them but then he remembered that one thing he certainly did NOT do was dance. He never felt comfortable doing it and knew that he never looked right when he tried. Anyway - that was by the by. He certainly couldn't dance to music like that - even if he might have done otherwise.
David stood in the doorway with a weak half-smile on his face. Leah lost patience with him and shouted for her sister. Maddy arrived at the run and joined in dancing with a delighted giggle. David yearned to be able to join them, to be able to express himself like that, to be able to enjoy himself like that. He saw his wife was looking at him again. He saw her give him a little nod. For a brief liberating half-second he half-decided to join them. Then he realised how foolish he would look and how important it was for a man in his position to always maintain standards of behaviour. He swallowed and then turned on his heel before walking back into his study and closing the door.
Dee went through the motions until the song ended, not wanting to spoil her daughters' fun, but once it had finished she closed the radio off. The girls began singing a high-pitched version of the rhythmn and to dance with each other as they left the kitchen too. Dee was left alone to resume making the evening meal. It had been one of those special little moments. Nothing spectacular - but a moment shared between her and her girls, especially little Leah who was starting to grow up SO fast.
She remembered the look on David's face . Why hadn't he joined them? The girls wouldn't have cared if he couldn't have kept the beat. She wouldn't have cared. It would have meant so much to the girls if he had just let his hair down a little just this once. She wasn't angry with him, just frustrated. She had gone a long way beyond being angry with him now.
She thought back a few days when she had been with her friends at the gym in the Capital. She had been doing goblet squats. They were supposed to be excellent for the thighs and butt. Then she and Anna had switched to frog pumps. They lay side by side thrusting up with their glutes to bring their butts up and down quickly.
"Keep powering - twenty per set. Feel them doing some good girls. Let me see you working them booties."
That was LaTreya - the formidably sculpted personal fitness instructor.
"May I come in ladies," that was a calm studiously polite male voice.
"Rest ready for another set girls."
Dee was pleased to take that little breather. LaTreya tended to push them pretty hard. She felt the warm fatigue in her leg muscles. It was probably as well that after the next set of pumps she would be done for the day. She looked around to see her instructor talking to an average-sized really rather nondescript African-American man in his sixties.
He was dressed well but not inordinately so.
"It's him," whispered Anna.
"What ... who?" Dee didn't have to wait for an answer - it was provided organically.
"My apologies for interrupting you ladies. I just wanted to make sure that LaTreya here had all the equipment she needed."
"Don't be crazy Mr Taylor, come over and say hello."
That was Emily of course. However, Dee hardly even noticed that fact. This was Mr Taylor, the man behind the Foundation. Not only the owner of this gym, indeed of the whole development, but also ultimately her employer at her new school.
He didn't look like a heavy-hitter or a plutocrat. He just looked like a rather genial man of a certain age. "Well it's never polite to turn down an invite. You look delightful as always Emily. I don't believe I've had the pleasure of meeting your two friends yet."
They both got to their feet. It seemed ridiculous to first meet someone while lying on your back.
"Hi, I'm Anna."
"Oh yes - I think I've seen you out and about with Izeye. That's right?" Mr Taylor had a twinkle in his eye as he said it - as if he was sharing a joke.
Anna giggled and nodded. "Yes, Izeye is my master. He's teaching me how to be a Black man's woman."
Dee again felt a certain unreasonable envy of her friend. She could be so open and so blatant. Almost before she realised it she heard Anna conclude another sentance.
"...and this is my friend Dee."
"What a pleasure. My old friend Shaka has told me quite a lot about you. I also hear that you are doing well over at Tubman." The small lines around Mr Taylor's eyes crinkled. "Well I mustn't interrupt you. Keep up the good work ladies." He gave a little chuckle and then, with a smile for LaTreya, headed for the door.
Dee watched him go. There was nothing overtly impressive about the man but he certainly had something. Was it just the fact that they all knew that he ran the Foundation. Did they project the power of that position onto this mild-mannered apparently rather average African-American man? She didn't think so and she'd heard Shaka talk about Mr Taylor sometimes. Shaka wasn't easily impressed or easily fooled.
As she set to exercising again she thought about what he had said to her. About how she was doing well over at Tubman. For a moment she wondered if he knew everything about what she did over there. Then she remembered that little smile of his and was suddenly certain that there was very little went on in their little world that Mr Taylor didn't know ALL about.
Extra-curricular Tuition
Her work with her four young men, once everyone had got a general idea of where things stood, had been going very well. She had learned how they liked her to dress for them and she had been very happy to do so. In return they would tease her a little, be a little salty even at times, give her an idea of how they felt about her.
Not quite the usual dynamic but then everyone was over 18 and it did seem to be effective. Once they had their fun they would get down to the supposed real business of these sessions. They were happy and ready to learn - so long as they could see the practical benefit of what they were being taught. She wouldn't try them on algebra or quantum physics but help with form-filling or advice on housing and basic skills tuition was much more welcome.
Each week she had set them a project and each week, in return, they had been allowed to ask her to do something. She had a strong suspicion what they really wanted from her but, for a time, everyone played the game.
Dee had instinctively decided on how she would 'dress to impress' her four young men. She had a very good idea of what her attraction was for them. She was a form of authority figure, a woman from the prosperous suburbs, a woman with education and qualifications. In short - she was unobtainable.
Or she should have been. That first meeting they'd given her some sass, tested her mettle so to speak. They were there because, in their hearts, they knew that they needed the training she could offer. However, admitting that they needed anything from anyone came real hard to young men like this. Let alone admitting they needed it from someone like Dee - almost their polar social opposite.
Looking back she realised the moment that had all changed. The moment she had shown them her necklace, the one with the 'S' marked out, the one given to her by her man.
She'd seen the four young men get the message. They might have been off the streets for a while but they came from round here and they knew what that necklace meant. It meant that their tutor wasn't to be messed with - she had Shaka behind her. However, almost counter-intuitively, it also meant that she might be down to being messed with in a whole more enjoyable way.
Pops had told her how to set the agenda. When she had dressed specifically for them at their second meeting they had understood instinctively that the 'unobtainable' just might come within reach.
She had been careful about it. Leaving Tubman High at the end of the school day for a quick meal with her friend Chris over in the Taylor development. A quick meal and then a very careful preparation for 'her young men.' She had wanted to look really good for them and she had wanted them to know that she had put in the effort to please them.
She had carefully considered her choices. Dressing like a slut would not be appropriate and anyway never seemed entirely natural for her. She wanted to feel herself and at ease around these four young men. She knew that any nervousness or anxiety could be taken the wrong way.
So she had dressed to her strengths. A simple white blouse under a black tailored jacket. A tight black leather-style skirt that finished half-way up her thigh. Tan stockings with hold-ups. A pair of simple but classic three-inch heels. A careful touch-up of her minimal make-up. Her shoulder-length blonde hair pulled back into a pony-tail. Her papers for the evening carried in a smart black brief-case. Nothing flashy, nothing obvious, but everything very carefully selected to send a message.
She had walked into that meeting room looking all business. She knew the look suited her - the look of a P.A. for a very upscale employer. The sort of woman who would never ever have ANYTHING to do with the likes of Pops and his friends.
It was the sort of 'uniform' that showed little but promised an awful lot was just out of reach. There were also just a couple of little clues.
She had left the top button of her blouse unfastened. It exposed the pale skin of her neck and also the delicate gold chain of her necklace. She knew that every time they saw that glint of gold they would remember that she was with Shaka. That he had allowed her to dress like this for them. That he might allow her to do much more with them.
Her four young men didn't have too many certificates but that didn't mean that they weren't quick on the uptake. Their 'education' on the streets and in various facilities had made them adept at picking up signals. She knew the signals that she was putting out and just the idea of it sent the blood pumping through her body and left her feeling the pleasing warmth of sexual desire. She also felt something else.
She had instinctively known not to wear a bra and, whether she knew it or not, it was precisely for this moment. She felt her sensitive nipples stiffening and pressing against the crisp white material of her blouse. She didn't need to look down to know that the twin small bulges would be a blatant symbol to the young men of how excited she was to be with them. She couldn't imagine that smart students like them wouldn't pick up on that fact right away.
It hadn't taken more than a few moments to prove her right. Four pairs of eyes fixed on her, four smiles, four pairs of pants bulging impressively.
"You wear that for us Teach?" That was Malik - up front and stating the obvious as always.
"You like it?" Dee gave them a quick little twirl. Well, after all, a girl's allowed to fish for compliments now and then.
The four young men laughed. Their eyes were almost devouring her, stripping every thread of her carefully chosen outfit off her as she stood before them. It was unspoken but it was obvious. They wanted her and they wanted her bad.
Dre spoke for all of them. "Oh you'se as hot as fuck Teach - that's the real talk. Saw that last time and now you'se all g'd up - hmmnmmmmmmmnnnnn." He gave a long hum of appreciation.
"Question is - what you gonna do to let us show our appreciation?" That was Malik trying to be subtle. Yeah, subtle as a sledge-hammer! Dee knew she only had to say the word and he'd be fucking her over the desk before the minute was out. While his friends watched, while they waited their turn.
She saw Bobo give a little smile and she knew she had betrayed herself again. It had shown in her eyes, in her flushed cheeks and in those twin bulges made by her hard nipples in the front of her blouse.
These men were indeed very quick to pick up on signals. They all knew now. They all knew that she wanted to give herself to them. That she wanted them to take her. That didn't necessarily mean that it was going to happen of course. The glint of gold around her neck still gave her the power to set the agenda.
So she had.
***
Almost before she knew it half of her course with them had flown by, three meetings. A hard hour of assessment, advice and instruction. Information on courses and how you got by in the jungle of paper-work that comprised the modern world. Basic skills, housing, getting a bank account, etc, etc, etc. Learning what help, support and courses were available for them. Getting them motivated and enrolled.
That was her role. Identify the gaps in their education and then help them patch them. She was pleased by their application when they saw the potential benefits.
After an hour's hard work she allowed them the last quarter-hour for questions. That was when the sexual tension underlying their relationship was allowed to show itself. Those first questions had set the tone.
"So - that ring you showed us. How long you been hitched?"
and
"How come you with Shaka - what's the story?"
and
"How you making that work?"
She'd answered their questions honestly and fully. She spent so much of her life having to hide her real self, having to fulfil two very different identities. It was refreshing to just be able to open up and tell them the plain, unvarnished truth. They had listened with respect, interested in what had brought her here. What had brought her to them. The questions didn't stop there though.
"So now you're Blacked you can answer that question can't ya Teach. Who's better where it counts - the Black man or white boys?"
Well duhhhh. But she knew that they just wanted to hear her say it.
"Well, it goes in stages." She stood on tip-toes and reached her hand as close to the ceiling as it would go. "That is where Shaka is." She move her hand down a little to just above her head and then eased it slowly down a little. "That is the range of performance from my beautiful Black men." Then she pushed her hand down to on a level with her knees. "That's about where white men are and..." she lowered her hand to an inch off the floor, "... that's David, my husband, nowadays."
As she bent down to demonstrate she had caught in the corner of her eye both Dre and Malik leaning forward to gain the full benefit of her sticking her bottom out. It seemed those gym sessions were helping already!
"So where would we figure on that scale?" Pops always had drooping hooded eyes but she saw a glint in them none the less.
"Well I don't know do I? Who knows - if we complete the course successfully I might be able to do some research in my free time." It had all flowed quite naturally. Dee saw Pops moisten his lips with his tongue. It was exhilarating - to be an object of sexual desire for four young Black men like these. It made doing the over-time a real pleasure!
***
"No - he's really not stupid. He has quite a high-level position at Dominion Power."
Bobo snorted with derision. "He got a fly banging bitch like you and he leaving you hangin' like this. Thass a fool or I'm that fucka Einstein!"
He handed the picture on to Dre.
"Damn your girls are just like their momma. They gonna break some hearts when they grow up. Whass their names?"
"Maddy and Leah."
Dee felt strangely relieved to be moving off the subject of David. The guilt was still there, the feeling that she was betraying him. Even though she really didn't believe that she had any choice - not now.
The relief was short-lived.
"Good thing is their Momma can bring them up right - not to make the mistakes she did. They won't have to be wasting no time learning where the real action is at." Dre wasn't even looking at her. He was just stating what to him were obvious facts.
Dee felt a chill pass through her followed by a burst of warmth, the warmth of desire. It was so taboo, it went so far against everything she had been brought up to believe and to do. However, wasn't this young Black ex-con right? If she truly wanted the best for her daughters shouldn't she at some point sit them down and tell them the truth. That, sexually at least, all men were most definitely not born equal. That she had only found true satisfaction with Black men.
She knew she was blushing again - knew it just by seeing the satisfied smirk on Malik's face. "I can't ever tell them - they can't ever know ... about me I mean."
"They take after you or your husband?"
"What do you mean?"
"They smart like a whip or they got shit for brains?"
"They're smart."
"The boy too?"
"Yes, Davey is very quick for his age."
"Well then the likelihood is you won't need to be telling them nothing. They gonna figure what's going down for themselves before long. Let's face it your husband gotta be pig-shit dumb or straight 730 not to already know it."
Dre handed her back her phone. She glanced at that familiar picture on the screen. Herself, David and their three children. She had been fooling herself that everything could just go on as it had been. There would likely be a reckoning and she would have to be ready for it.



Reparations
"I'm, er, not sure about this." Lisa's voice was almost shaking with nerves but Dee noticed that she hadn't even slackened her stride as they approached the doors of the club. Was she really nervous or did she just feel that she was supposed to say that she was?
Well it didn't really matter. They both had their instructions from Shaka. They both wanted to please him and he had made it perfectly clear what was expected of them. Not that it involved any sacrifice on their part. Shaka knew what they needed and he would make sure that they got it.
Dee knew that Lisa had become another of Shaka's white women. She figured that she should feel jealous of her, after all Lisa was very good-looking, blonde just like Shaka liked and the best part of ten years younger than Dee herself. However, jealousy didn't come into it. In fact, in a very real sense, Dee had been responsible for bringing Lisa and Shaka together.
At this moment Lisa's husband was probably out with that secretary of his, trying to demonstrate his pathetic lily-white version of masculinity. It had almost been enough for Lisa until she had seen Shaka and Dee together. Then she had understood what a real man looked like, how a real man acted. Her husband's little mid-life crisis of an affair had cut Lisa to the bone but it had also set her free. It had allowed her to take up Dee's suggestion and to ring Shaka.
The rest had been inevitable. Lisa had been in Shaka's bed before the week had been out and, like so many women before her, that first taste had left her hooked beyond all hope or desire for recall.
From all Dee had heard about Lisa's husband it seemed he would only ever have been interested in an 'open marriage' so long as only he was allowed to take advantage of it. Well, that was his call. Maybe they might have found a Modus Vivendi after all, who knew? One thing, however, was very certain - Lisa was diving head first into the new world that had been presented to her.
Dee knew that Lisa 'visited' Shaka every Thursday evening - when Dee herself was busy at her evening class. However, as stated, there was no jealousy involved. Shaka never claimed to be monogamous and he never expected it from his women. He already had a wife. White girls needed to be 'turned out' - to experience more than just one big Black cock. Otherwise they could get too 'clingy' and besides he always had at least three or four bitches on the go at any one time and even Shaka had limits to his time and his stamina! When the time came he would be ready to give them his attention and would make them exclusive. Until then he encouraged them to go out and play. To flaunt his jewellery and show everyone just what fine bitches were in Shaka's stable.
It worked both ways too. You soon learned that Black men looked out for that jewellery. Shaka only had time for the best, for the premium-quality white breezies. The jewellery showed their progression. First the hoops - when a woman was being Blacked by Shaka. Then the necklace that showed she was with Shaka but also available for any enterprising Black stud that could catch her eye. Hoops and necklaces just like those Dee and Lisa were wearing tonight - in Lisa's case a necklace presented to her just before she had left for the club.
Then there was the more intimate jewellery which signalled a willingness to undertake a deeper commitment. Dee had a pair in a small box hidden away at home. She didn't think she would ever earn the right to wear them. She found that she thought about them in that way. She didn't say to herself that she would never wear them. She had learned very quickly that it was unwise ever to say 'never' in this new world that she had entered.
Lisa had been a little confused when Shaka had bluntly told her to 'go out and enjoy herself.' She wasn't a slut at heart - not yet at least. She hadn't quite understood - but then that's what Dee was there for.
It was only a few weeks since Georgia and Roni had taken her to this same club - since they had been the tutors and she the pupil. Now, already, she was schooling her younger new friend in what was expected of a Black man's woman. What it meant to be part of Shaka's stable.
Dee was feeling rather more comfortable tonight than that last time. She was wearing one of her own dresses - selected for the occasion. It was very different to the outfit they had provided. It promised potential rather than blatantly offering certainty. She felt a lot more comfortable that way.
She suspected Lisa might not be feeling quite so comfortable. However, this was a rite of passage for women like them. It was quite something to take that first leap out into the new world. Where you didn't just have a Black boyfriend or have an affair with a Black lover but rather went that step further.
They had spent a couple of hours getting Lisa ready for her debut at the club. Lisa was a relatively quiet person - still a little damaged by her husband's betrayal. She wasn't showy or extravagant in the slightest. Given the chance she'd have come out tonight in a sweater and slacks. Well that might have been exaggerating a little but she had certainly needed to be taken in hand.
Shaka had put her in the picture. "At the clubs we see two types of white girls. First, there's them that are doing a little 'slumming'. Amazed by how brave they is to even come to a 'hood like this. Like you was when you was sat in yo' car spying on me and my woman there..."
Dee felt that thrill of pride through her, the same as she did every time Shaka called her 'his woman.' It didn't matter that she had to share him with his wife and Lisa and probably others too. It was still an amazing ego-boost to be claimed by a magnificent man like Shaka.
"...they just a waste of time. Man ain't got time for such foolishness. Then there's the other type of white girl. She knows just what she wants and she ain't afraid to go out and take it. She ain't afraid to experience all that life has to offer. She don't let no white boy disrespect her. She goes and gets herself what she's needing. Word, Dee?"
Dee was relishing the look on Lisa's face. Her friend's realisation of what Shaka was saying to her. Her ACCEPTANCE of what Shaka was saying to her. It felt good. It seemed crazy to think it - but it felt altruistic. She was helping Shaka to bring Lisa into a new and better life, a life as a Black man's woman. She now understand that was how Georgia had felt about her and Jess had felt about Georgia and Jenny had felt about Jess. It was a great and expanding process of women ready to accept their needs and to have the courage to go out and fulfil them. She suddenly realised that, with luck, Lisa would be the first of many. Wasn't it incumbent upon her to spread her knowledge of how things really were to these other women. Wasn't that what a teacher did?
She just nodded her agreement to Shaka's words. Lisa's eyes were fixed on her and taking in every moment.
"Us Black men ain't no fools. We soon pick up on who's frontin' and who ain't. Dee there knows it. We can help you out." Shaka walked up to Lisa. She wasn't short but he still towered above her. He seemed almost twice her size, the image of pure potent African masculinity. Lisa looked up at him. His finger touched her hoop ear-ring. "You got that to show you with me. Tells everyone you with me - that you're not to be disrespected without very serious consequences. Now you need to be getting this."
Shaka reached into his pocket and withdrew a small box. He opened it and withdrew a gold necklace. Its pendant had an 'S' marked out in black enamel. "Every Black man there tonight will know what this means. Means you is under my protection but you is available. Whole lot of men tonight are going to be real interested soon as they see this. You wanna wear it?"
A pair of blue eyes flashed across to look at Dee. What was she looking for? Encouragement? Reassurance? Advice?
She gave Lisa a smile in response. It had to be a woman's own decision, made of her own free-will. Making that choice, that commitment, had consequences and results. Lisa had done the difficult bit - that first step into the world of Black men and their powerful sexual attraction. That all important first step that was symbolised by the gaudy hoops dangling from her ears. In the eyes of those blind racist fools she was already as tainted, as spoiled as ... as Dee herself.
What could people like that know about it? Dee didn't regret what she had done and looking at Lisa she also saw no shame, no guilt. Just nervousness, apprehension as to what this could all mean. She only needed a guide - to point her in the right direction.
Dee gave the gentlest of nods in Lisa's direction.
Lisa swallowed and her tongue appeared for the briefest of moments, moistening her lower lip. "Yes please Shaka."
He fastened the necklace onto her - just as a few weeks before he had fastened an identical one around Dee's own neck. How many others before? How many others in the future? How many of those in the future might, like Lisa, have been introduced into this lifestyle by Dee herself?
"Looks real good with that dress baby." Shaka's tones were like honey, silky smooth. They caressed a woman's ears, seduced her with mellow undertones of appreciation and desire. Reminded her that beneath that smooth surface was raw power, power that could bring the ultimate sexual satisfaction to a woman.
'That dress.'
Shaka had asked Roni to take Lisa to see her near namesake, Izeye's wife, at her little store out by the projects. Dee almost wished she could have been there. It must have been the first time a woman like Lisa had been to an area like that. She remembered her own feelings as she had been outfitted for her first night out on the prowl for big Black cock. She remembered her embarrassment. How she had felt as she squeezed into that cheap-looking hooker dress. She could almost feel again the cheap fabric stretched over her body. She knew just how Lisa was feeling now.
Lisa's dress didn't look quite so cheap. It was black, leather effect, and so tight it hid nothing. The thinnest of shoulder straps left almost all the lightly-tanned skin of her upper back and shoulders exposed. Her blonde hair, normally worn in a tight pony-tail, was set free to flow down to shoulders that had just the lightest dusting of freckles.
The material was almost a second skin, repeating and emphasizing the curves of Lisa's body. The dress was stretched over her breasts revealing a deep cleavage and generous side-boob while at the same time almost holding them up for inspection. There would be a lot of appreciative viewers tonight. Lisa had a really good figure. Those 34C breasts looked outrageously hot in the dress but it was the rear view that Dee knew would really draw the attention.
It was undeniable that Lisa had a real fine phat ass for a white girl. Dee had noticed it at their second meeting. She had been a little surprised by her pleasure at the fact but really it was only natural. She was scouting out a honey for Shaka and she knew Shaka, like it seemed most Black men, really appreciated that particular asset in a woman. Wasn't Dee spending hours every week in the gym just trying to get to look half as good? Again, Dee hadn't felt jealousy over the fact. She had just felt determination. A girl with a fine ass like that had to belong to Shaka, needed to belong to the Black man. You couldn't allow her to waste herself on white boys like her creep of a husband.
Now the leather-like material was taut over that phat white ass - showing it off to anyone with a mind to look. Tonight just about every man would be taking full advantage of that fact. The dress ended just below the knee and would effectively have had a hobble skirt but for the zip running up one thigh. Roni and a slight dab of super glue had ensured that plenty of white leg would be on display tonight and any night that dress was worn. Stand a certain way in an unguarded moment and it wouldn't just be leg on display. You didn't wear underwear with a dress like this.
Lisa, up to now in her twenty-nine years, had NEVER worn a dress like this. She had always been a pretty enough girl but she had never traded on raw sexuality. She hadn't had the confidence. This dress flaunted her curves and put her out there on display to anyone minded to take a look. It had no designer label but it certainly labelled the woman that wore it. She was hot and she was looking for action. A white woman wearing a dress like that to the club they were going to? If she had average looks then she would be getting a whole heap of attention and Lisa scored a hell of a lot higher than just 'average.'
Lisa looked at herself in the full-length mirror. Dee could see the look in her eyes. Shock that she would be wearing something like that but also intrigue at just how she looked in it. She just needed that gentlest nudge and Shaka was the man to provide it.
He moved in behind Lisa and moved his big hand over the material encasing the perfect curve of Lisa's ass. "Oh fuck yeah - thass what I'm needing to see. Gonna make me proud tonight girl. Even gonna give Dee over there a little competition."
Shaka was choosing his words carefully. He knew what Dee did not. Lisa had told him how much she admired Dee - her bravery, her strength, her willingness to seek out the life that she wanted to live. She had said how she only wished she could be half as open as Dee. The latter wouldn't have recognised herself in such a description but, for Lisa, Dee was her role model.
All Dee knew was that whatever Shaka was saying his new protégé was lapping it up. Her eyes shone, her lips quivered, you could see her drawing determination and strength from Shaka's admiration.
"If I was a selfish man I'd keep you both back home tonight - keep you both all to myself. But that ain't on the agenda for tonight. We need to put you out there. Show all them brothas what fine bitches I got wearing my mark."
***
Dee's instincts hadn't let her down. That leather-clad booty of Lisa's drew attention from the moment they got out of the taxi. On the club-floor it just intensified. Dee herself could stand back a little. See the men competing for her friend's attention. She could see the sparkle in Lisa's eyes, the excitement in her glances across to Dee. It was a night like nothing the younger white woman had every experienced. With her looks she must have had plenty of attention but Dee was guessing that it had all been from white boys. For women like her and Lisa that was proved to be really weak sauce once they had once tasted the rich potent excitement of being the object of the lust of real men, Black men.
A confident Black bull pushed himself up against Lisa's rear. Moved himself against that tight leather. Dee saw Lisa's head jerk round in surprise. It was so blatant - such a claim of ownership. The African-American spoke and Dee watched carefully. This was the moment of proof. Lisa turned back to her front and began to very purposefully work her booty against the big man's body. She was feeling that hard bulge of lust in the man's pants - knowing how much he wanted her. This was a really heady brew. Dee knew now that Lisa would never be able to resist it.
At that moment she felt a big body move up behind her. "Seems yo' little ho' friend is gonna be busy. Almost as busy as you gonna be now I found you again."
He was a stranger but she knew him. Not his name but she could visualise his jet-Black face, the flash of his white teeth when he smiled under the club lights. The hard length of big Black cock currently hidden in his pants. He had fucked her real well that last time, better than she had deserved. She had disrespected him but tonight she would have a chance to put that right.
"It's her first time - I think she might be biting off a little more than she can chew." There were six, no seven, men crowded around Lisa now.
"Fuck it - she didn't come here to dance and we didn't neither. We'll pick her two and then go get a room."
"Do I get to pick another man too?"
"Who said you was getting me? Seem to recall I had to make exceptions last time. You learned how things roll since then?"
"I've learned and I'm sorry for disrespecting you last time. I'd like the chance to do better ... um, I don't know your name."
"Won't be telling you that till you've earned it. Wanna try?"
"Fuck yeah." Dee was surprised herself by her response. Rasped out through gritted teeth. The obscenity that she had always tried so hard to avoid using in her old life.
It did the trick. That smile flashed and a strong hand took her arm as he moved towards Lisa.
A young man saw them coming. He said something and a little gap opened in the melee around the new little white ho. Dee noticed that and liked it. This man was respected, an alpha male. Not that she'd had many doubts on that score. His confidence and assertiveness had already given her plenty of hints.
"Got my bitch - pick a couple of these for yo'self ho. Time's wastin'."
The man pressed up against Lisa's booty was no slouch himself and he didn't appreciate the intervention. "Back off man, be easy! Why you buggin and tryin' to piss on my parade. Got us a fine little breezy here - need time to savour this fine donk."
"Savour it! Who you baggin' Tyrone. You never seen a fine phat white ass you didn't want to fuck. That one don't look shy - you'll be tappin it before too long anyways."
Lisa's eyes were huge in the gloom as she half-followed their conversation. The noise of the club and their vocabulary weren't helping but she'd got the general idea.
The mention of his name rang a bell for Dee too. Wasn't there a Tyrone who'd been one of Jess's friends? She looked closely at him and was rewarded with a wink. It seemed he remembered her too.
Dee's man stepped close to Lisa and covered her eyes with his hands. "Say two words - the two with the nearest names to them words get to break you in."
"Tyson..." The word was out almost before Lisa had considered it.
Tyrone laughed in triumph. "This one catches on real quick don't she." He fluidly moved himself against her backside to celebrate. Letting her feel what she had in store.
"...and, I dunno, huge?"
"Well shit and I'm called Hughie." One of the other men round Lisa exclaimed.
"That right?" asked Dee's man.
"Yeah thass right the lucky fucker," complained another of the men. Then a gleam came into his eye as he looked at Dee. "She gonna choose now?"
"She got me and I ain't sharin'."
So that was settled then.
***
Shaka had known what sending Lisa out in that dress was likely to result in. That was why he had made sure his girls went well prepared. Classy little piece like Dee and a big phat white booty like Lisa's. Both, for different reasons, set the mind of any man with blood in his veins down certain avenues. Certain phat white asses just cried out to be tapped and certain dumb-fuck white husbands deserved to have their wives taken from them, taken in the most undeniable of ways. First by taking them how their husbands couldn't, or wouldn't, take them and then by giving them what that cracks fool couldn't ignore. He'd seen it a hundred times, no a thousand times, and the good Lord willing he'd see it a thousand times more.
Was he exploiting women like Dee and Lisa? Shaka wouldn't have even understood the question. He'd seen the women when they were with him, sometimes too with friends of his. He knew how much they wanted more once they'd had a taste of what ridiculous 'society' reckoned was illicit and wrong. If he and men like him took from them then he was happy in his mind that he gave them back much more. The knowledge of themselves and their true needs - that was just for starters.




He remembered the first time he'd seen Dee and the first time he'd seen Lisa. They were both very attractive women but they'd both missed that essential spark. They'd been beaten down. Dee was the smarter of the two. She'd known she was being ground down by her supposed 'life partnership' with that David asshole. However, there were the children. They had trapped her as innocently, but as remorselessly, as anything could. Lisa, meanwhile, had desperately clung to the perfection and happiness of her marriage until her husband's betrayal had left her will broken, her psyche unable to even contemplate liberation and escape.
Shaka's hand tightened on his glass. After a moment he relaxed again. He knew just how much he despised husbands like that - how he savoured every expression of joy and excitement from his women. Exploiting them - hell no. He set them free. He let them be themselves - let them express who they truly were - and if he gained in the process well wasn't 'the labourer worthy of his hire.'
He shifted in his chair a little and smiled when he realised his wife had come into the room. Linda had that little knowing expression on her face - the one he loved so much.
Her clipped accent cut through his reverie. "You thinking about them? Wish you were there with them?"
He reached for her hand and allowed his finger to trace a pattern over her skin. "You know better than that. You know you got no need to be jealous. Our thing is on a whole different level. Always has been - always will be."
"Then why did you have that look on your face?"
"Just wondering. Lisa's first time at the clubs and Dee's still pretty new too. Maybe I should have sent Roni or one of the others with them."
Linda ran a perfectly manicured hand over her husband's broad chest. "I trust your instincts. Besides, it's one of Antwan's joints isn't it. If they get in any trouble it'll be the good kind."
Shaka snorted, "Sounding like you are wanting to be there with them yourself girl."
Linda tossed her blonde hair. "You think I could still cut it down there."
Her husband laughed this time. "Damn girl you'd still leave them all in your dust. Never did see a more beautiful woman than you and never have since. That's why you ain't just my woman - you my wife." The two of them shared another smile.
"How do you think it will go with Lisa?"
"It won't take long. Her husband has made it real easy. No, it's Dee that's the issue."
Linda nodded slowly. "She's the one with the children right. I have warned you about that before."
Shaka gritted his teeth and pushed his free hand down onto his arm-rest again. "I know, I know. Be easy if I wasn't a reformed character. I'd just have gone down there and beat her little shit of a husband until he understood the score. Until he let her free."
Linda wrapped her fingers around her husband's bulging bicep. "But you ARE reformed darling. Or at least," her eyes sparkled, "just reformed enough. I wouldn't want you to go all milk-toast on me. You can't think of another way round this?"
"Gonna have me wylin. She's a sweet piece. Just made to be the Black man's woman. The idea of a woman like that being wasted on that husband of hers." He shook his head in frustration.
Linda was thoughtful. "We can't have that can we. Perhaps I can help - in my professional capacity that is."
Shaka's eyes met hers. "See they all think I married you because of how you look. Truth is you got all that and the brains too. I didn't settle for less than perfection. You do any work down there?"
"Is it Dominion Power he's with? Well I'm sure a friend of ours could assist in that department."
Shaka reached for his phone. That number was on speed-dial.
***
Lisa was riding him hard. Sweat showed on the dark skin of his brow as he reached up to grasp her breasts. "That what yo' here for slut."
She didn't answer him - she just worked herself on the hard seven inches of bare Black cock that was buried in her pussy.
Tyrone had waited long enough. He'd applied plenty of lube and it was time he took things to another level. He moved up behind Lisa and put a heavy hand on her back.
She turned instantly and saw he had moved up behind her. At the same moment she realised what was about to happen. She paused for a long second and then resumed fucking the Black bull beneath her while she let her body gently fall forward onto him. Hands gently held her arms and Hughie's mouth found hers. At the same moment she felt one of Tyrone's greased fingers enter her asshole.
Her whole body stiffened. "Relax baby - the more relaxed you is the better it gonna be. That was the man beneath her. Lisa did her best. It wasn't like Shaka hadn't warned her - hadn't made sure that she and Dee were all nice and clean and prepared for just this eventuality.
The man beneath her began to thrust up into her. Distraction. She knew that was what they were doing but she also knew that it worked. She focused on that big Black shaft in her pussy, on the feelings coming from there. She rode that pleasure, those sensations, and was slow to sense the larger object being presented to her ass.
"OH FUCK." She had suddenly felt the broad head of Tyrone's cock push through the muscular resistance of her rectum and on into her ass. As she howled both men froze in position as they allowed her to get used to that new feeling.
"You doin' real good baby - we gonna be careful with ya. We know its your first time and we're selfish. Want this fine rear end coming back round here a LOT in future."
Dee resumed sucking the beautiful coal-Black cock of her unnamed partner.
He had taken note of her pause and chuckled. "Don't worry slut 'cos I'm strictly a pussy man. Booty is fine to get the blood pumpin' through a man's veins but it can't give me what I'm wanting from a fine ghost rolla like you."
He watched the others as Tyrone began a slow gently rhythm of fucking Lisa's ass, matching the movements of his friend in her pussy. Lisa's eyes were wide, her mouth was open and gasping for breath. She wasn't complaining or struggling. She seemed to be 'in the zone' - absorbing feelings and sensations she had never experienced before. A mixture of shock, anxiety and pleasure. Pain too? Discomfort perhaps. The two men were using her for their pleasure but she showed no signs of wanting them to stop.
Dee had paused again.
"Yo' friend's a real fast learner. She's gonna be real popular. No whinin' about rubbers and straight to a DP on her first visit. That's going hard as a Black man's woman. Doin' credit to that bling round her neck there."
Dee gently stroked the hard meat in her hand. She knew his words might sound casual but they had a message. They were praising Lisa but weren't they also a dig at her? After all she had 'whined' about needing a condom. She felt a prickle of anger and envy that Lisa might be regarded as better than her, perhaps also a trace of shame that she had let Shaka down in front of this man.
His skilled fingers found her pussy. They felt the moisture there and then began to explore. "That how it felt on your first DP girl?" He chuckled when she didn't respond. "Yeah, I figured so. That fly little hoodrat is way ahead of you ain't she. Well, don't worry. Like I said my interest is in this fine white pussy. Yo' learned yo' lesson since last time? How this pussy take Black cock?"
"Bare." Dee's voice was husky. She was still watching Tyrone and Hughie as they fucked Lisa, a little harder and faster now. Upping their game as they sensed that the white woman was ready to take that little bit more. Dee could almost imagine how it felt. It was keeping Lisa permanently on the edge. But on the edge of what? Of agony or of ecstasy? Not knowing was taking Lisa places Dee knew that she had never herself been. Perhaps would never go.
Tyrone rolled his back a little and made three deep strokes. He was almost all the way into Lisa now. A big Black hand came up to grasp her shoulder and with one more motion he was there. "Fuck thass phat," grunted Tyrone. "This bitch is super fine."
"How yo think her cracka husband would like seeing that?"
Dee didn't respond. Lisa's husband didn't really have much of a say in anything any more. The divorce papers were being handled by Dee's old pupil Jessica. Hubby had a lot more to think about than what his wife was getting up to. He'd be lucky to get away with the shirt on his back.
"Don't much matter - if he's got a problem with it he can fuck right off. Same as yours can." Dee's man moved behind her and rubbed the hard head of his cock up and down her pussy lips. She shivered in anticipation. The heat and atmosphere of the little room were getting to her. She needed to be fucked, REAL bad.
"Learned yo' lesson on rubbers. Thass good..." He pushed home with a fluid motion and then slowly worked his cock into her. "A man don't want anything coming between him and a fine little pussy like this one. You learned that lesson proper?"
Dee pushed back against his body - trying to draw him into her as much as she could. She wanted him to fuck her hard and fast. Watching the men with her friend, more precisely watching Lisa's reaction to them, had very definitely had an effect. She just needed to be fucked.
"Yes," she replied, hoping that would encourage him but he just kept micro-fucking her, teasing her with that cock instead of pleasuring her with it.
"Let's see. Tyrone - yo' slut over there on the pill?"
The big man fucking Lisa's ass cracked a smile. "Hey girl you on the pill?"
"Fuck no." Lisa's response was curt. She had more important things to think about. She didn't want to be taken out of the moment because she sensed she had the mother and father of all climaxes building up in every fibre of her very being.
"Like I say - that little piece is real well trained or she got real good instincts. How 'bout you?"
Dee gritted her teeth with frustration. Why wouldn't the big bastard just fuck her like she knew he could from last time? Did he think she wanted to be on the pill? Didn't he understand that she had the same natural urges as Lisa over there? Lisa could afford to rely on a string of Cyclebeads. For Dee it was different. She couldn't risk getting pregnant, couldn't risk having a Black man's baby. Thank goodness that Shaka understood that. Otherwise she knew she'd have given in to those natural urges long ago. The desire to make new life with a handsome Black alpha male. It didn't help that she'd heard Georgia was pregnant, growing the baby of her Black master in her womb. As nature intended her to. Did they think she didn't feel those urges too?
His fingers teased her hard nipple. That didn't help much. It just reminded her that she hadn't earned Shaka's latest piece of jewellery yet. Just the other night her husband had wanted to... She suppressed the desire to shudder at the thought of it. That was why she needed to be really fucked, to be fucked properly and by a real man. To wipe out that memory. To strengthen her so that next time, instead of giving in, she would use any excuse or explanation or lie to put him off. Luckily he wasn't usually interested. She didn't know where his desires that night had come from. At least her recently acquired oral skills had got him off in about fifteen seconds flat. However, that had broken Shaka's rules. David was only supposed to get an HJ and even then only when absolutely necessary.
She was brought back to the here and now by a gentle squeeze on her nipple. "Don't think there's much doubt about yo' friend over there. Won't be long 'fore she's some brotha's baby-momma. Doing what she was put on earth to do. Growing and raising the Black man's babies. Same as you need to be..."
"Oh God..." Dee heard the sound of her own voice. It sounded hungry, desperate for fulfilment.
He'd heard it too. Finally, at last, he began to fuck her in earnest. The long powerful strokes that she remembered from last time. Except this time, of course, there was no barrier between them. They were skin to skin, two bodies momentarily becoming one. A hungry white pussy ready to be satisfied by a strong Black cock and filled with potent African seed. Just as it should be. Just as it had to be.
"Oh fuck YES, YESSSSS." Lisa was howling out her climax and that seemed to inspire her two lovers. The man beneath her held her sides tight as she shot his cum deep into her pussy.
"Motha-fucka," grunted Tyrone as he found he couldn't hold on either and sent his seed deep into Lisa's ass. Then he slumped forward leaving Lisa sandwiched between the two men. She gasped for breath, her cheeks flushed and her eyes wide as she tried to process what had just happened.
Dee's man was delivering long rolling thrusts now. He was a skilled man. His big cock seemed to be filling and stimulating every part of her pussy. He had a rhythm going but it was not metronomic. It was subtly varied - exploring every potential for pleasure.
"Oh God you're good..." The endorsement was out of Dee's mouth almost before she knew it. He WAS good - very good. Almost as good as Shaka ... almost.
Her man moved and took even more control. Dee was now her back with her legs up. He had moved his big body up over her. His shoulders held her legs up while his arms stretched forward to allow his hands to grasp her under her shoulders. He was putting all his power into his strokes now. Each thrust pushing the air out of her lungs, leaving her gasping before his next. He leaned forward - leaving her no potential for escape. Not that escape was anywhere near Dee's agenda. She was savouring every aspect of his power and technique.
His face was over hers now. His deep brown eyes taking in every aspect of her appearance, the evident signs of her arousal. His thrusts grew quicker, more urgent. She knew that he was feeding off her excitement. Driving her onwards and upwards - trying to claim her.
He wanted to own her - she knew that instinctively and the realisation took her over the edge. She shuddered and moaned out her orgasm while he switched back to rolling strokes that took her back and held her simmering on the edge.
Then he shifted gears again and she saw his mouth tighten, felt his deep dark eyes boring into her very soul. She knew he was close and she knew that she needed his seed. She needed it deep within her and she yearned, against all logic and sense, that it might find an egg there and make her a mother again.
"In me ... In me ..." she gasped.
"Fuck yeah," he growled as he sent five heavy spurts of rich potent African seed as deep into her as he could.
He held himself over her on his strong arms. Demonstrated that he still had reserves of power and stamina. Finally he eased over to her side. With contrasting gentleness his finger touched her necklace.
"If he hadn't got there first you'd be mine - you know that."
She did and she knew what he would say next.
His hand moved down her body and came to rest on her flat belly. "I think old Shaka might be losing his touch. Might have forgotten what a woman like you really needs. If you was mine I'd be real clear on it. You wouldn't get another helping of good Nigga lovin' til you dumped them pills. Have you in my bed every night you was fertile and make sure this sweet little white belly got nice and round. Like you NEED it to be."
"You don't understand..." Dee started.
"I understand. So do you. Soon as you're accepting that you can come asking for Odell."
So Dee found out Odell's name.
Watching Dee and Odell seemed to have inspired Lisa's two men. She was straddling Tyrone now - looking small and slight astride his big powerful Black body. Hughie stood proudly in front of her as Lisa tongued his big Black balls and stroked his hardening cock with her hand.
"Should take a lesson from yo' friend. Nothing gets a brotha's cock hard like knowing his white bitch is unprotected."
"I hadn't noticed you had much trouble in that department anyway."
His teeth showed in his smile. "Round you it ain't likely to be an issue. Your friend over there is real fine but you got that little something special. Sets me wonderin'"
"Wondering about what?"
"Whether I'll ever get as patient as old Shaka seems to be. He's always been one hell of an operator but maybe, just maybe, he's starting to get soft. That's one thing you don't need to worry about with me." Odell tapped his already hardening Black cock on the firm pale flesh of Dee's butt cheek. The message was unmistakable.
He moved up to her and kissed her, felt her respond to him. He knew his mission tonight. He was going to show this fine white piece just what he could do. Make her hungry for more. Have her coming back whatever the price and whatever the risk. Shaka was getting plenty of opportunities to get the job done. If he couldn't, or wouldn't, then Odell would make sure that he did.
Booty Call
It was their fifth meeting together and things had progressed satisfactorily, well at least from the official view-point. She had helped them learn some basics, basics that were absolute essentials in the modern world. She had helped them find courses in the further skills that they needed - whether basic, technical or business. They each had the chance of a new start. She and her employers would have fulfilled their part of the bargain.
The other aspect of their meetings had not progressed so far. Just enough to suggest what might be on offer - but no further. Shaka had been insistent. The young men would have to sing for their supper before they got to sit down at table. They did the course and all that was expected of them and well ... just maybe ...
It was certainly something a little new for Dee. As a teacher she understood the concept of rewards for good behaviour perfectly well. She just wasn't used to the reward in question being ... her!
Shaka had told her to let things flow until he gave her the signal. She had realised that he was leaving that until the last meeting, next week. Well at least she had assumed that until she heard a phone ring with twenty minutes of their meeting to go.
It wasn't her phone - she knew enough to turn that off before a lesson. The young men were supposed to do so to. She raised her eyebrows to Pops as he reached into his pocket.
Pops glanced at the screen. "Sorry Teach - my bad. I gotta take this." He pressed the button and put the phone to his ear. "Yeah, thass right. You needs to speak to Teach? She right here." He held the phone out to Dee "It's your man."
Dee felt a fluttering in her stomach as she reached for the phone. It had begun. It was obvious that Shaka and Pops were working together on this. They had plans made for her. She was only conscious of an intense desire to know just what those plans were.
It didn't take long for Shaka to pass on her instructions. Then she handed the phone back to Pops. He spent a couple of minutes listening to Shaka and occasionally voicing his approval. As he listened his smile grew as he looked at Dee. It seemed things were about to get rather interesting!
Finally, Pops clicked off his phone. "It question time Teach?"
Dee made a pretence of checking the clock on the wall. It was about time anyway - they could finish off what needed to be done the following week. "OK - what would you like to ask?"
"You ever been to the Pink Pussycat?"
To be honest Dee wasn't entirely sure. Shaka had taken her to a few places where she hadn't had time to find out the name. "I don't think so."
"You ready to go there tonight - with us?"
"What sort of a place is it?"
"Clue's in the name - but you gonna answer my last question?"
Dee remembered Shaka's instructions to her. "Yes - of course I'll go with you."
"Alright," said Dre in a low voice as he slowly nodded his head. Malik had a sly smile on his face.



"Seems you might be late home then. Maybe you'd best phone that husband of yours." There was an edge to Bobo's voice. Dee realised that they wanted to hear her talk to David, they wanted to hear her lie to him, to make a fool of him. They wanted to hear her do all that just so she could go for a drink with them. It would prove where each stood with her - it would prove their superiority over her husband. She felt a rush of mixed guilt and excitement thrill through every fibre of her being.
"Best use your phone. Clock's ticked round and our lesson's over. Time for yours to begin." Bobo's voice was clear and firm, brooking no argument. Dee hardly noticed - she had never had the slightest intention of denying them anyway.
Dee looked back to her bag. It was just round her desk.
"Malik - go stand in front of the door."
Dee felt a shiver go through her. There were no security cameras at this social centre and she rapidly understood what Bobo was asking his friend to do. The big young African-American stood up and sauntered across to the door. As he stood there he blocked out its glass window. Now no-one outside could see what was going on in here. She was at their mercy. Now a frisson of anxiety and a whole lot more lust were added to that heady cocktail of feelings surging through her body and brain.
"No need to walk round the desk to get yo' phone. Sure a fit lady like you can lean over and reach it." Bobo's voice remained authoritative. Dee knew what he was asking. She would effectively have to lie across her desk with her butt sticking out towards them.
Dee felt her chest rising and falling quickly - she knew that her quick breathing was betraying her excitement. Almost as much as her diamond-hard nipples as they strove to break through the thin material of her blouse.
"Now." One word from Bobo. Assertive and imperative. Almost daring her to deny him. There had been no danger of that since they had all first met. It had only ever been a question of 'when' and not 'if'. Dee knew that even as she stretched herself over the desk and reached her hand down for her bag.
"Move them legs apart Teach." That was Malik from the door. She obeyed instinctively. She knew her position now, fully clothed she might still be but she was totally exposed and vulnerable for all that.
She heard the scrape of chair legs and sensed them moving up closer to her. Pops and Dre were to each side. Bobo moved up directly behind her. She felt a finger gently trace a passage up and down each of her legs below her skirt. She felt her body tremble at his touch and was strangely grateful for the desk's support.
"You forgettin' what you there for Teach?" Dre cut off into his trade-mark giggle.
She had forgotten. Her concentration moved back to her bag, to the task of reaching in and bringing out her phone.
"Ease back and bring yo' head up. Lean your elbows on that table and arch that back."
She never thought of questioning him or not following his instructions. Not for one moment. Pops presented himself as the leader of the little group and he was certainly their usual spokesman but Bobo was the one with the gravitas, that certain presence. The sort of presence that Dee craved.
She started to punch her home number into the phone. Almost immediately she felt the cool air moving up her legs. She knew what was happening. Bobo was raising her skirt. She gasped and hesitated.
"You keep goin' Teach. We just gonna take a closer look at this phat white ass of yours."
Was looking all that was on the agenda? She was wearing a pair of panties so she wasn't totally exposed down there. However, a strong Black finger could push them aside so easily and claim her. She felt herself shudder and heard herself gasp.
Pops gave a little laugh. "Wass that they call that thing they reckoned you had in school Dre? DDT?"
"ADD - means you can't keep your head focused like."
"Seems Teach might be catching it. Still ain't made that phone call."
Dee took the hint and pressed the button.
"On speaker." That was Bobo and Dee obeyed him immediately.
The phone rang and then was answered.
"Hello - are you on your way home yet?"
"Hi - no, not yet, I've had something come up here."
"What? Again? What is going on over there? Not that I should be surprised. Those people could never organise a darned thing. I see it at work. If it wasn't for affirmative action the best they could hope for would be pushing a broom..."
Dee tried to tune out the voice. It had adopted that all too familiar whine that her husband always found when he was claiming to be hard done by. She was horribly aware that the four young men were hearing every word her husband said and just how he was saying it.
Dre moved forward into her eye-line and held up a piece of paper. Dee momentarily felt pride at him - writing hadn't been one of his greatest skills when they had first met. The letters were in fine clear script.
"TWERK FOR US
TEACH."
Twerking was not one of Dee's accomplishments. She wasn't even entirely sure what it entailed. Were there any rules to twerking? From what she saw it largely consisted of sticking your butt out and wiggling it. Well she could do that.
She put the phone down on the desk and eased back so that she could move freely.
"...you remember when she called me into her office and had the sass to say that my productivity wasn't up to scratch. I know what that was - it's so much easier to put the blame on the white man. It couldn't have been that idiot Becca or, heaven forbid that anyone criticise Ron."
God - how many times had she head that same complaint from him? It had happened at least three years ago and several states away! She put an extra little shimmy into her dancing and then remembered something she had seen on some TV clip. She pushed her knees apart and rested her hands on her thighs. Then she bent forward and stuck her butt out as far as she could go before she began undulating her hips and butt.
"Fuck yeah," growled Dre.
"Need to tap that," said Pops in response.
"What was that?" asked her husband.
Oh shit! "I think we've got interference again honey." She had to distract him or even her husband might start to catch on! "After they put Ron in charge of your department didn't the figures go up 30% or so?"
"That damned nigger must have cooked the figures." David very seldom used that word. It showed that he was annoyed.
Dee felt movement behind her and then felt a finger drawn down her pussy - separated from her by only the thin material of her panties.
"Oh God," she said. She knew that finger could hook those panties aside at any moment. That a finger or a big Black cock could be pushed into her even as she stood there, even as she talked to her clueless whining fool of a husband. Even as she danced for them - as she brazenly offered herself to them.
"...and don't blaspheme please honey."
Dee only caught the last part of his latest little rant. She knew she needed to end this call post haste.
"Anyway David I have to assist a colleague in setting up for tomorrow. It will only be a couple of hours and, after all, the children would already have been in bed anyway when I got home. It has to be better than me coming up here early tomorrow."
All the time she was wiggling her butt for her very avid audience.
"It clearly doesn't matter what I feel or need - or of course the children. Do what you need to do." The connection was cut at the other end.
Petulance again. Passive aggression again. The same old shtick. It was always the same and it was getting to be very tired. Dee realised in her heart that it had been so years before she had even heard of Shaka.
As the thought went through her mind she felt the weight of a hand on her butt cheek and heard a slap.
She stopped dancing and turned round to face them. "Hey," she complained only half in jest.
"Teach was being naughty. That's what naughty girls get - among other things."
"Hey Bobo - didn't you know they don't allow that in schools no mo'. You a bad man - maybe Teach should spank you!" Pops was clearly enjoying her reaction.
"'Nuff of this - time we got to the 'cat. I ain't seeing fuck all from over here." They'd almost forgotten poor Malik.
"Be easy! You gonna get the ringside over there." Bobo unhooked Dee's skirt and let it fall back into place. "You won't be disappointed neither - got us a Phat Assed White Girl." His eyes found hers and then his hand found her butt again in another slap.
This time Dee didn't flinch or complain. Her eyes remained locked with the young Black man's for a couple of seconds and then Pops took her hand and led her out of the door.
***
The 'Pink Pussycat' turned out to be a strip-club. Big surprise, eh?
There was a dark-skinned African-American girl working the pole as they entered the club. Her audience was watching or talking among themselves. There were maybe three white folks in the whole place, including Dee and the girl behind the bar.
Pops sought out a hefty man seated by the bar where he could observe all that went on.
"Hoss - did Shaka tell you we might be comin'"
"Yeah - we got it all ready for ya. I seen this one before - it's Dee ain't it?"
He lumbered off his stool and held out a hand. Dee shook it. She had met him before - when Shaka had taken her on a tour of his stamping grounds. She felt a moment's pleasure that he had remembered her - then quickly realised that if he was in contact with Shaka he had probably been primed. Wasn't that all part of the skill-set of a man in Hoss's profession?
"You'd best get along before Tonisha tries to bum another drink off you - like last time." Hoss gestured towards the girl on stage. "But remember what I said about our amateur night. My clientele would surely appreciate seeing you strut that fine tail-feather of yours up on stage."
Dee heard Malik and Dre chuckle. She knew that she must be blushing. It was clear now that Hoss HAD remembered her. That wasn't all though. Why did Black men ALWAYS want her to dance for them?
***
The small room out the back was almost all furnished in red velvet and low lighting. Just one look at it gave you a pretty good idea of what might go on back there. Dee felt a firm hand on her back as she went in through the door. There was no turning back now.
"Hoss had a good idea there," said Pops, "that kicking little body of yours was made to be shown off to the Black man. Might have to arrange that - once you've had some practice."
"...before a select audience like." That was Dre chipping in.
"These can watch but it's only fair you do this one for me." Malik took a seat on the low plush sofa with his legs wide apart. There was a clear bulge in his joggers. His anticipation level was clearly pretty high. Dee only hoped he wouldn't be disappointed.
To be honest she really didn't have a clue what to do next. Bobo seemed to sense it.
"You here to please yo' man, or at least yo' man for tonight. Just be natural to the tight little breezy that we all know you is. You be OK here." He pointed up into the corner of the room where a small red light faintly illuminated a small camera lens.
So recently the revelation that she was being filmed would have filled her with fear and horror. Not any more. It wouldn't be the first time and just like those other times she felt the thrill of exhibitionism. Would Hoss be in his office watching her? She had a shrewd suspicion she knew how he might have got that nick-name. If she ever took up his invitation to dance here she'd probably find out if she was right.
The blood was pumping through her body. She might have blamed the alcohol but she was the only one of them NOT drinking. She still had to drive home tonight.
Pops reached down and turned a knob on the wall. The sound of the music from the club came into the booth louder. Heavy insistent beat, music for dancing and music for fucking.
She felt nervous suddenly. In front of these four young men, all about half her own age. She felt something of a fraud - they could only be disappointed after all the build-up.
She essayed a little shimmy and began self-consciously to dance for them. This was going to be a disaster.
"C'mon baby - just dance like you got that limp-dicked fool on the line."
Dee couldn't help but laugh. Dre had hit just the right note. As she laughed she felt her body relax and start to really move with the music. She had an idea what the young men would like and began to give them a little hip and butt action.
The lighting in the room was focused on the central small area of space where she was dancing. The men were more in shadow so she couldn't see them clearly. However, she saw Pops reach for the front of his pants and then soon after his hand began a slow steady up-and-down motion. Was that even legal? She didn't think so but she wasn't quite up to speed on such matters. Well, whether it was allowed or not it was a real vote of confidence.
"You don't need the skirt." It seemed Bobo would be setting the pace. Well that was OK by Dee. It only took the briefest glance to see that Dre's pants were down by his ankles. Her concentration was largely focused on Malik and that might have held him in check a little but his joggers were tenting out very impressively now.
Women weren't supposed to want to be the objects of desire or so they were told. What bullshit! She knew these four young Black ex-cons were seriously minded to get into her panties and that fact caused her no pain whatsoever, quite the opposite in fact. At this moment she didn't need to establish herself as an intellectual or as a professional woman. At this moment she needed to re-affirm her femininity and her desirability after years of neglect by 'that limp-dicked fool.' Nothing could quite do that job like four hard young Black cocks.
She had instinctively moved her hands to the fastenings of her skirt and allowed it to fall to the floor. Now her stockings were fully revealed and her panties.
Malik licked his lips and then gave a little shake of his head. He shucked off his joggers and began to slowly stroke his cock. Dee could see him much more clearly now - could see that that bulge hadn't been false advertising. The thrill went through her as she saw how he was looking at her. He'd been strangely nervous to demonstrate his desire for her but now he wasn't holding back. She turned her back on him and waggled her butt at him.
She could only half-hear their comments under the music. She didn't need to hear them. The hard Black cocks told her all she needed to know about what they thought of her and her performance. They wanted to fuck Teach, yes indeed, these four Black men, full of vigour and youth and power, all SERIOUSLY wanted to fuck Teach.
The music dipped a little and she heard Bobo clearly again. "You don't need that blouse neither." The music rose up again - clearly Pops had responded to a signal.
She strutted the couple of steps across to Bobo and pointed at him. Bobo was the only one not to have got his cock out for her. She'd worked out that he liked to be in charge for all that he let Pops usually take the lead.
Bobo raised a languid eyebrow. His even white teeth gleamed in the half-light. Dee undid a button of her blouse and then paused with her hands on her hips. Bobo nodded and undid his pants. That was what she had wanted to see. He was hard, his ebony spear pointing upwards against his still clothed chest. He might have been trying to play it cool but he wanted a piece of her just as much as his friends did.
Dee felt justified and powerful in her sexuality. It would now be young Malik's turn to benefit. She undid the remaining buttons of her blouse and let the material hang open. Malik's eyes widened as he stared at her exposed breasts. She moved closer and allowed her flesh to gently contact his face. She felt the warmth of his breath and the wetness of his mouth as he kissed her.
"No touching allowed," laughed Dre.
"Hmmn, I saw that sign too. You think anyone ever follows those rules." Dee's hand found Malik's hard cock. Her fingers spanned him and felt the heat and desire there. Fuck the rules - Malik was going to get lucky.
She dropped onto her knees between his legs and began to suck him. Malik gasped almost instantaneously. She felt his hard young cock twitch in her mouth and for a moment she thought he was going to cum. She winked at him and then pulled her mouth off his shaft. She wasn't going to show him up in front of his friends. Instead she stood again and pushed her backside out towards him.
Malik had regained control and understood what she wanted. He moved her panties off her wet pussy and then eased them down her legs. Her butt and pussy were now naked in front of him and he didn't need a second invite. His tongue found her pussy and he began to lick her. His hand reached round to work on her clit.
He might have been young and he might have been excited a few moments before but this boy surely knew how to please a pussy. Dee was pretty excited herself and saw no reason not to show it. She moaned and laughed as Malik's tongue and fingers explored her.
"We getting any of that?" Dre's hand was moving faster on his hard Black cock now.
"You got a present for Teach?" Dee giggles and gestured to them. " Well bring it on up here."
She hardly drew breath before two long hard Black cocks were being waved in her face. She grasped Pops with her hand and dropped her mouth down over the firm thick head of Dre's cock. She alternated between the two, thrilling to the texture and taste of them, while Malik continued feasting on her pussy.
Dee held a cock in each hand and watched as Bobo finally came forward. His shaft stood up against the firm muscles of his stomach. A seriously thick nine inches of hard jet-Black flesh. Dee opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. Bobo took the hint and moved directly in front of her so that she could nuzzle into the warm flesh and her tongue could feel the heavy warmth of his balls. She knew the power in this young man - the power to bring a woman pleasure and the potency within those heavy hanging balls. If he stuck around with Shaka and Mr Taylor then Bobo was going to be very popular.
"Fuck it, I'm needing to tap this," she felt a hand smack her butt.
"You know the program Malik - switch with me and come get some head. I'm wanting a taste of that." Dre moved round and Malik appeared at her side. She'd had no complaints about Malik but Dre got to work with real enthusiasm. He pushed himself under her and began to tease and caress her clit with his tongue.
Dee gasped onto the hard Black cock in her mouth. A hand gently took her hair and gave a little movement to suggest she pull off him. She did and found Bobo looking at her intently. "Our thinking is next week we only need five minutes to sign off the course. Then we can go straight to Malik's place - that's real close by. We don't want to be wasting no time. Oh and you'll need to tell that limp-dicked fool that you'll be staying over. That sound good to you."
The last sentance was a rhetorical question at most. Everyone in the small room knew just how everyone was feeling. Dee still felt like encouraging them.
"Sounds good if you can prove you've got what I need."
Pops laughed and he gently tapped his big hard cock on her cheek. Malik didn't hesitate and began doing the same on the other side. "We got what you want Teach and enough to keep you going all night. Maybe you best take that next day off work too. You gonna be real busy."
Dee brought a newly-freed hand up to cup Bobo's big Black balls. "Can you prove you've got all I need?"
The young men laughed. "Get you a down-payment real soon Teach. You just get back to doing what you so good at."
Two hands and a mouth. Just enough to keep three young men happy while the fourth did the same for her. Her 'students' weren't in a hurry and she was starting to tire in the hot little room when Malik finally gasped out, "Where you want it?"



She quickly moved her mouth off Pops and onto Malik just in time to feel the heavy spurts of cum into her mouth. She savoured him and looked into his face with its wide eyes and his mouth open to pant for air. Then she took care to swallow his cum and to show him her empty mouth. "I don't want to waste any," was all she said.
Dre took Malik's place and soon Pops had followed Malik's lead. Another strong potent load of seed taken and swallowed like a good white girl should. Two strong young African-American men slumped back on the couch and recovering. Two hard potent Black cocks still needing her attention.
Dre was next to shoot - his rich load joining those of his friends in her mouth before being swallowed with relish. It turned out Bobo, for all his cool exterior, had been pretty revved up himself. Even as she dealt with Dre's load Dee heard Bobo gasp and then felt his cum land on her. Five strong spurts onto the side of her face and up into her hair. Thank goodness she had the wits to close her eye in time.
"Hey!" was all she could say.
The little audience on the couch was laughing and hooting. "Yo' fault Teach - you just too good a fuckin' bopper." Well thanks for the sympathy Malik!
A Black finger wiped the cum off her eyelid and at least let her open her eye again. She had to look such a sight. She wanted to get a box of wet-wipes or something. Except that, of course, she hadn't brought any.
Bobo seemed to read her thoughts. "You gotta wear it with pride Teach - let everyone know what a fly bitch you is. Don't leave no doubt in no-one's mind that this fine dime," his hand caressed her body, "is our bangin' little hoodrat. That all clear?"
That was all part of it. These men wanted you and they didn't want it to be a secret. They wanted the world to know. That fact had been becoming increasingly obvious. Dee just didn't know how she was going to square her dual life with it.
"Don't worry," said Bobo with that natural confidence of his, "won't be painting that pretty face next time. I'm gonna be making sure you get every drop where it needs to be."
Dee knew the flush was back in her cheeks, could feel the powerful rush of desire within her starting to build again. She knew how easily she had found that men like young Bobo could take control of her. She knew and she didn't care. In fact she relished it.
"How long you been with Shaka?"
It was getting hard to remember a time before she'd been with him. He had made such changes in her and for her. But it really had only been a few months. "Why?"
Bobo nestled his face into her hair - as if he was savouring her presence. His hands found her belly even as his lips found her ear. "Can't work out why this is still flat. Shaka ain't no fool. He knows what a white woman like you needs. Maybe he's getting too old and needs some help."
Oh shit! Dee felt that rush of desire and fear surge and course through every part of her body. That rising euphoria of mixed anxiety and arousal. She didn't know how it had come to be that what she had rightly most feared had now become what she most lusted after. Which might be OK - she was a grown woman after all - but these men sensed it. They sensed what she desired and they would always tempt her with it, tempt her until she finally couldn't resist...
"Damn what you say to Teach?" Pops laughed. He'd seen the woman's whole body quiver with arousal.
"Teach knows - and she knows now we can make good on my offer. Don't you Teach?"
Dee knew alright. Three heavy loads of their cum in her body and another drying on her face and hair. These were powerfully potent, enticingly potent, young men. Just the thought of giving herself to them when she was fertile. Of that rich strong seed being allowed to pursue its destiny. Just to let nature take its course would be so easy. The white heat of desire seemed to course through every artery and vein and nerve of her body. She found herself shaking again - unable to answer Bobo.
Except that she had. No words had needed to be spoken.
***
Dee felt very self-concious as she left the Pink Pussycat. She saw the glances of the clientele and the dancers towards her, saw the smirks and grins. If a white girl went out back with four Black guys and came out looking like her then everyone had a real good idea what had just gone down. They all knew that the high-class woman that came in had turned out to be another of that ever-growing demographic, white women who just couldn't get enough of that fine Black d. Her face was captured in a few dozen mental notebooks. You never knew when opportunity might arise and no man wanted to be missing out on a chance with a fine-assed slut as hot as Dee.
The 'rush' of the events had left Dee herself ready to call it a night. Now she just wanted to get out of the Pussycat and head for home. She'd have to do a very careful job at the rest-stop to clean herself up. Turning up at home looking like she did now wouldn't be wise. Even HE might notice something was up.
She wasn't fated to escape quite so easy. As they moved towards the door Hoss appeared and called out to them. He took one of Dee's hands between his two huge Black paws. She hadn't realised quite how big he was.
There was a glint of humour, and maybe something else, in his dark eyes. "See you enjoyed yo'self baby. Must confess I watched it in my office. Real impressive. I'd kind of assumed my brotha Shaka was holding you back until..." His eyes dropped to her belly and then came back up to her face. "But maybe he ain't. Just saying that I've got a place here dancing for you and working the booths. Just say the word - I'm thinking you'll be real in demand. Look forward to giving you some special tuition myself..."
It definitely wasn't only humour in those eyes - it was lust. Hoss was a big brawny bear of a man. Not gym-honed like many of her Black lovers - he was barrel-chested with a paunch. A little too much good eatin' and maybe a beer or two too many. None of that obscured the man's size and strength. Dee imagined herself in that back office with him, getting 'special tuition.' She felt the joy of being desired by men like these.
She smiled. "Maybe - I'll need to talk to my man."
Hoss arched an eye-brow, "Yo' husband."
Dee couldn't help it - that had sounded so ridiculous. She laughed out loud and Hoss and her four young men followed suit. Whatever would be happening her husband was one person who had lost the chance of any sort of a say in it.
They were still laughing as the five of them left the club. She would drop her young men off and then start on the journey home, back to her other life.
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Jewellery
Linda looked amazing - even better than she had in the photographs Dee had seen. Small dimples showed in her cheeks as she greeted Dee and Lisa with a natural and perfect smile.
"Here you are - I feel like we're old friends already! I've heard so much about you both. You know that I'm Linda and over there with my husband is Jo."
Linda spoke with nonchalant ease, the slightly clipped tones of her accent just distinguishable. Dee didn't miss the careful distinction of Shaka as 'my husband' though. Not that she objected - it seemed entirely appropriate.
It wasn't the first time that Dee found herself in what should have been extraordinary circumstances only to realise that for others her new surroundings were very much the normal way of things.
It couldn't be too often that a women found herself in a room with her man and his wife and two more of his girl-friends. Wasn't that the sort of thing that only happened in cults or crazy communes or the like? Wasn't it something of a danger signal that everyone else seemed to be taking this as the natural state of things?
She recognised the anxiety within herself and considered it. She knew that it was her upbringing coming through - her thirty-plus years of being trained to follow the rules and worship the average, the normal, the predictable. All that she knew was that doing that had left her miserable and unfulfilled. Her life had been trickling away through her fingers before she had met Jessica again and, through her, Shaka. Now she felt active and vibrant and sexy and ... herself again.
So if this was some sort of a crazy situation then she could only thank providence that she had found her way into it. Her teaching brain reminded her that such situations hadn't always been so unusual. The harem, if not always under that name, had been a feature of many cultures over many centuries. Harems always had a queen bee, a favoured wife. She made sure things were arranged properly - that no-one got out of line.
Dee wasn't in any doubt who the queen bee was here as she looked at Linda. Shaka's wife was exquisite. Fine cheek bones, flawless almost translucent skin, a cascade of blonde hair over her shoulders. She had to be forty but could easily pass for ten years younger and her figure was amazing. She probably worked out but her body just seemed naturally slim, save for the curves that emphasized her femininity. Dee wondered if perhaps Linda might have had some help in the bust department. Not that it mattered - if she had done then whoever was responsible had done an amazingly good job. Linda really was the sort of woman you normally only saw on a fashion runway or posing on the red carpet at big events. It was only right that she would be with a man like Shaka.
The whine of machinery came from a curtained booth in the little store. Dee tensed a little - she still wasn't quite sure why Lisa had brought her here. All her friend had said was that Shaka wanted them both to be there. That had been enough.
"I don't think he'll be too long - Izeye is very efficient." Again there was that clipped accent in Linda's speech. "Time you girls met Jo."
Shaka was coming over with the aforementioned and it didn't take a genius to understand she was another of his women. She was white, which was no surprise, but otherwise she was quite a contrast to Linda. She was maybe 25, perhaps 5'3", her hair a mass of naturally red curls. Her face was attractive if a little full, her skin liberally dusted with freckles. Those and the flaming red hair suggested Scots or Irish in her ancestry. Her hazel eyes were lively and intelligent, her mouth open in a smile that you just instinctively knew was her natural way of operating.
Dee liked Jo on first impressions. Well, on second impressions. Something else had first caught her attention. Jo was seriously pregnant. She wore a tight crop top that stretched over her full breasts and left several inches of swollen belly exposed. Her pierced navel carried a stud enamelled with the familiar 'S' motif and just in case someone didn't get the picture her crop top bore the words,
"SHAKA'S BABY
ON BOARD"
The breath caught in Dee's throat. It was so blatant, so brazen ... so beautiful. Jo's body was probably seriously curvy as a rule but just now she looked the embodiment of feminine fertility. People had worshipped that form for millennia, had made crude representations of it from mammoth tusks. For the first time Dee felt that she truly understood why. Jo embodied the future, human destiny. All of that power and potential within her. Shaka's arm was gently placed around her shoulders - protective and proprietorial at the same time.
Dee was well aware that she was staring. She took back control and glanced to her left. It seemed Lisa had no such qualms. She was looking at the couple with a gaze that was as intent as it seemed hungry. Dee wondered if she herself had looked the same a split-second before. Then she saw Linda's knowing blue-grey eyes fixed on her and a small smile crossing the face of Shaka's wife. Dee realised that she had allowed her feelings to show just as obviously as Lisa's still were.
"You ready to go honey?" Linda addressed the question to Jo. "Don't let him run you around too far or too fast. If he has a problem with that just tell him it's his own fault."
Jo giggled, showing a set of small white teeth. She looked down at her top. "I think everyone will soon know that." The excitement was palpable in her voice.
With exquisitely gentle tenderness Shaka laid his big hand on her pregnant belly. "Gonna make me so proud to be showing you off today girl. Letting all them brothas and even some crackas know you one of my women." He leaned down and his lips met those of the redhead. They kissed deeply for a few seconds and then separated again.
"We're all proud of Jo - she has done so well and she looks so beautiful." Linda's smile was totally natural, totally unforced. For perhaps the first time Dee understood that Shaka's wife didn't just passively accept her husband's activities. She was very clearly a partner in them. "Now remember that being pregnant is hard work and that it'll get hot out there. You can show her off for an hour max and then you need to get her back home. Understood?"
Shaka gave a wink in reply. "Not as if it's the first time I've done the like."
"Yes, I remember. You had me parading up and down Key Largo for three hours in a bikini. My back still aches just thinking about it so go easy."
"Well fuck - I was young and foolish then. How many times I done it since and ain't it clear I'm an older, wiser, man."
"Older for sure. Now get out of here," his wife said in mock frustration. "Enjoy yourself Jo and make sure he takes plenty of pics for your fans."
The store door swung shut behind the couple. Linda sent a lingering glance after them and then said, almost to herself. "She's going to love it. I guess it's only fair for pregnancy to have some perks. I felt tired through most of all three of mine and sick as a dog through the first part of two of them. Not all wine and roses - we both know that don't we Dee."
Dee nodded her assent. She certainly did know after three of her own. She didn't regret them but there had been moments back there...
Lisa was watching them both avidly. She, of course, had no children, had never been pregnant. Her husband had preferred seducing his secretaries to starting a family. Finally she spoke for the first time since they had arrived at Izeye's store. "Is that really Shaka's baby?"
Linda laughed a musical laugh. "Oh yes, absolutely. Shaka likes to know for sure. That's why he makes one of his girls exclusive when the time comes. It's also why those with husbands need to make sure there won't be any interference in the natural order of things." Her blue-grey eyes flashed across onto Dee again.
Dee got the message. She still hadn't managed to completely cut off her husband yet. Not that, theoretically at least, that was likely to be a problem. It wasn't as if David had a raging libido. However, every now and then he would suddenly seem to want sex. It was pretty distasteful actually. Only a month ago he had actually tried to make love to her. He'd been floundering around like a fool, thinking that she was just 'playing hard to get.' In the end she'd just let him get on with it - it seemed easier than having him sulking like a petulant brat for weeks. Not that it had taken long or that it had done anything for her. There had been a time when she had thought him an adequate lover. Now she knew so much better.
It was just that if she did what part of her desperately wanted to do then such incidents would be potentially disastrous. It would be just like David to get all excited at the worst possible time. He was so ... inconvenient sometimes.
It was a problem though. How did you tell your husband of fifteen years that he was losing his 'marital rights.' Especially when he was an old-fashioned prick like David. If she suggested anything of the sort he'd probably want to do it more - just because that was 'what was expected'.
She'd even thought about using the children's presence in the house. They were of an age to expect explanations for strange parental activity now and you never knew when one might wander in on them. David would hate that. It would probably work. However, what about when the children were all out and they had the house to themselves?
That, anyway, would be ducking the situation. She knew what was expected of her. A line had to be drawn under that part of her life. David had to be brought to understand that fact. But how?
The sound of the machine had long ceased. Now a curtain was pulled aside and a young woman emerged. She wore a T-shirt and on the inside of one forearm was a gauze dressing.
"Now you understand how to look after it till it heals? You got that leaflet? Wasn't so bad was it?" Dee recognised Izeye as he followed her out.
The girl gave a little laugh. "No, it wasn't so bad. You're pretty quick."
"Should be - I'm getting a lot of practice with those 'ten rules' tattoos. So you planning on living by them?"
The girl pointed to her bandage. "Be a bit late now to decide not to."
Izeye smiled at her. "Just to say that when you're healed I'd like a chance to see how well you following them rules."
The girl checked him out afresh and smiled coquettishly at him. "You'd like that?"
"I'm a man ain't I, got blood in my veins ain't I? You with anyone or you freelancing. Time was that tattoo said a Black man had claimed you. Now not so much - now some real smart girls are getting it as a little piece of a 'come get me', an advertisement to ensure they get plenty of the right sort of action."
The girl was looking at him more seriously now. "What's on offer here?"
"Ask around the clubs about Izeye. You'll soon find someone will fill you in on my way of operating. Meanwhile, you got my details. We can have some fun first and if you're minded to go further then you got plenty to interest a man."
"I'll do that - soon as I'm healed up." She hesitated and then looked at Izeye again - looking into his face, into his dark confident eyes. She reached into a back pocket of her jeans and pulled out a phone. I best ring you now - in case I forget later. Then you'll have my number."
The phone buzzed on Izeye's desk and he smiled his approval. "You'll be hearing from me - then we'll take it from there." He moved forward and kissed the girl on the mouth. She responded instantly. Then she broke off and turned to leave.
A black arm reached out and grasped her shoulder, muscles rippling under an intricate full-sleeve tattoo.
She wasn't alarmed - she just turned back to him. He kissed her again, longer and deeper. This time it ended only when he broke off.
Her eyes sparkled as she looked up at him. "You like to be in charge, eh?"
"That a problem?"
"It needn't be. When are you going to ring me?"
"Two weeks time - I know we gonna be good together. Now that's sorted I best deal with these other customers." She turned to go a second time and then gave a little jump as his hand deftly connected with her ass-cheek. Not too hard but just hard enough to let her know it.
Once the store door had closed Linda was first to speak. "Hope you're not planning on trying any of those lines with us?"
Izeye smiled and then gave a little nod of recognition to Dee. "I know you and this one are long spoken for. Get me a time-machine tho and..." His laugh rumbled in his broad chest. "I'm guessing this one is for your friend here. I see from her freeze that I'm too late with her too. Just not my day."
"You looked to be doing pretty well," pointed out Lisa.
"Can't complain at that," conceded Izeye. "Like I say the '10 Rules' tattoo is getting real popular with a certain style of white girl. Not sure they are all entirely clear on what it signifies when they get it. So I make sure to tell them the basics. I'm gonna enjoy outlining the finer points with that little honey." He moved to his desk and withdrew a small box. "Now, what's your name baby?"
"Lisa."
"So, Lisa, how about you. You crystal clear on the meaning of this? Old Shaka don't fool with these. As I guess you just saw this ain't no joke."
"No, I know what I want. I knew when I asked Shaka last week and I knew when I came down here. I want to be exclusive for Shaka. I want to make him as proud of me as he is of Jo"
Dee still hadn't been entirely sure what they were doing here until the last words came out of Lisa's mouth. It was clear enough now though. Her thoughts went back to that last session with Odell. Odell had almost taunted Dee with that fact that Lisa had overtaken her in learning to be a Black man's woman. She knew now that soon Lisa would have the ultimate proof of that. She'd soon be where Jo was now. Going round the hood being shown off to Shaka's friends and associates and clients. Her belly full of his growing child. Her pregnancy a symbol of Shaka's power and potency. Dee felt the heat of sexual desire surge through her body. Just the idea of her friend doing that, just the idea of herself following suit. Lurid images flashed through her brain. Her man showing that he was still the dominant alpha male to Odell and Bobo and anyone else that wanted to doubt him. Her man using his woman's swollen pregnant belly to reaffirm his dominance and his mastery. The fact that soon that woman could be herself. No, WOULD be herself if she only gave the word. She felt her body quiver, almost shudder, and bit her lip to stop herself gasping. It was too strong, too intense, too intoxicating.
She tried to gather herself and looked up. Straight into the eyes and the confident smile of Linda. In that moment Dee knew that Linda knew. She knew that Dee wanted it, desperately wanted it. Was being held back only by the flimsy tatters of societal requirements. In truth her children were really the only thing holding her back and even that restraint, once seemingly so immovably strong, was now starting to fray. If Dee found or was offered a route around that issue, even only a vaguely plausible one, was there any doubt that she would finally seize the opportunity to give herself to Shaka as she truely wanted to give herself. Fully and unconditionally - without barriers, without limits and without regrets.
Just as her friend was offering herself now.
Izeye tapped the box with his finger. "Shaka don't just give these out to anyone. Let's have the 411 - girl here fulfilling the requirements?"
"Oh yes," said Linda almost complacently, "only beads for BC and she's just the type that Shaka loves to make his baby momma."
"Well damn, I'm on point. Got eyes in my head. Be a sad sack of shit who wasn't minded that way with a tight little chassy like Lisa here."
Dee saw the pink in Lisa's cheeks as the two spoke about her. She and Lisa both knew that last jibe was aimed at Lisa's soon-to-be ex-husband. Was more indirectly aimed at all white husbands that tried to claim a woman but then couldn't give her what she needed.
Izeye's focus was back on Lisa now. Checking her out, weighing her up. So you know what this means? " His finger tapped the box again. It ain't something you bail on. It's a lifetime commitment. To the Black man, to your new family, to all that follows on. Some doors gonna close for good once you do this. But some others gonna open. You wanna pause for reflection then no-one's gonna bag you for it. How you feelin'?
"I don't need time. I've thought about this a lot and I need to do this. I want to prove that I'm a real Black man's woman, I want to make Shaka proud."
"This second job - pretty permanent too."
"That's why I want it. Another permanent sign and memory of my connection to Shaka. He has done so much for me - has shown me what I can be and who I really am. I need to do this for him - and for me."
Izeye nodded. "On the couch girl. Soon get you fixed up." He turned to his equipment and made preparations.
"You want me to close the curtains?" Linda asked.
"No need," answered Izeye without turning back. "Lisa here is soon gonna be like our little friend Jo. No more secrets, all out in the open. Loud and proud and undeniable. Might as well start now."
Lisa had got onto the low couch and now reached out a hand to Dee. Her friend didn't hesitate. She went and took Lisa's hand. This was a sisterhood, a sorority. With its rules and its bonds and its rites of passage. Lisa, for all her bravado, needed the comfort and support of that hand. Dee offered it knowing that soon their roles might be reversed.
Izeye was all business now. His gloved fingers moved quickly to swab Lisa's navel and then almost before she knew it the needle had pierced her. Her fingers tightened on Dee's hand - her finger nails feeling sharp against Dee's skin. Transferring a little of that energy.
Dextrous dark fingers were at work again. Within seconds the charm was applied and Lisa was marked. So quick and yet so meaningful. Lisa and Dee shared a glance. No words needed to be spoken.
Izeye then had Lisa sit up and lean against a support. "Comfortable? This job won't be so quick so you'd best speak up now."
"It's OK." Lisa was concentrating hard and looking to the floor. She knew what was coming next.
Izeye swept up the long hair that normally covered the nape of Lisa's neck and tied it back. Then his fingers were moving fast again sketching an outline on the exposed pale skin. It hardly tested his skills. A simple 'S' in the desired graphics font. A quick photo for the client's approval and then the machine sounded. The whine of the tattooist's needle as it gave Lisa her first ink. Lisa's fingers were white on the support. Her mouth was tightly closed and her eyes focused on that area of flooring. Shutting out the pain - doing what needed to be done.
Dee moved across to Linda and took a seat with her as they watched the session continue.
Those blue-grey eyes took her in again, studied her. "Well Dee - why don't you ask me?"
Dee wasn't too surprised. She had realised that Shaka and his wife were very well matched. Very little got past either of them. "If you know the question then are you ready to answer it?"
Linda's smile was immediate and warm - tiny lines just showing around her mouth and eyes. "I like that - I think you and I will be good friends. So you want to know how I'm here? Why we do what we do? The world would say that Shaka corrupted me, spoiled me, disgraced me. Back home - well, especially when I was there..."
"I heard an accent..." Dee said encouragingly.
"Yes - it's very persistent isn't it. Even after all these years. I grew up in Bloemfontein. I'm just old enough to remember the old South Africa. I was not quite a teenager when it became clear that things were going to change. My father was not a progressive man, not even a tolerant man. He immediately made plans to leave - to bring us to the States. he always said that he believed 'the resistance' would start here. Would sweep back across Africa and Asia. Restore the old ways of doing things. As I said, he was a very loving father to me but he was not a tolerant man."



She smiled again, but sadly this time. "I sometimes think it's as well that he also never believed that cigarettes were bad for you. He wouldn't have liked the way things are now. Not just the way things have changed, not just how his daughter turned out..." The twinkle came back into her eye. "I can imagine what he would have thought when we had a Black President. Probably have packed his bags and headed off for ... I dunno, Russia maybe! Taking refuge in a country run by an old KGB guy - that would have been the ultimate!" She laughed and then was quiet again, contemplating her mixture of emotions.
"When he died my mother and little brother went back home - she had family there and it was clear that things hadn't worked out quite how Dad had predicted. Not perfect but where is? I was in college in Fresno but that didn't turn me. I'd seen enough back home to know that Dad, who I loved dearly, could talk a lot of BS. I'd seen plenty of them - obsessed by the superiority of their race because they had fuck all else going for them. Flashing their fat wallets because they weren't ever getting any unless they paid for it. Not that there didn't turn out to be plenty of that sort over here too."
"So I'm a year off finishing my course when this agent contacted me. Said I had 'the right look', said I could make it big in Hollywood. Turned my head, got me to junk my studies. Which was all fine except for the fact that I couldn't act for shit. You don't need me to tell you. A LOT of pretty girls out there and a LOT of sharks. My agent included. So the smart ones go whole hog or go home. The dumb ones, like me, tried to play the system and ended up all down side and precious little up. Finally I got to the point when I was taking the coke when they offered it and I decided it was time to get the fuck out of dodge while I still could."
"So I'm back in the East, down in Alexandria - except now I'm on my own and I'm working as a server. Failed actress turned waitress. Sad, sad, tale of woe right? Except that one day Darius walked in and we just clicked. No Harlequin romance of star-crossed lovers but we each had what the other desperately needed at that moment. Soon after Darius began a new job and that's how I met his employer, Mr Taylor. He came round one night and sat me down and we talked it through. Then he got me onto a program here to finish up my studies and qualify."
"Which is great but I'm collecting my qualification when I'm eight months pregnant. Darius and I had a good year or two together but six months of me seriously cracking the books hadn't left so much time for him. So..."
"Can I guess?" Dee interjected.
"Probably. Mr Taylor finds me a place over in the Foundation's development. Just the one building then and with a very newly reformed bad boy who was just starting work as security there. I took one look at him and - oh my! - but I suspect you'll understand that." The blue-grey eyes were on Dee again.
Dee shrugged her acknowledgment of the truth of that.
"The feeling was mutual I'm glad to say but it was six years before we got married. First of all I had young Jamal, Darius's son. Second of all, Shaka was very popular with all the girls over there. I guess you know why and even after Tish was born that made me one of several baby mommas he had over there. He was saying he wanted to marry me for years before he finally produced this."
She tapped her ring finger. "I ended up going up the aisle five months pregnant with Shandra, my second daughter with Shaka. Experience had shown that pregnancy and me didn't get along too well but that Shaka and pregnancy definitely did. So we agreed that I would make sure that didn't happen again."
This was the crux of it. Dee had to ask. "But Shaka..."
Linda smiled, a deliciously wicked grin. "By then I'd kind of been with him for years. Like I say Shaka was real popular over there. He's quietened down a lot since we got married. All four of his women were in this room today. Back then we might have needed Soldier Field to fit them all in! So, I was very well used to not being jealous. Besides, you've seen my man. He's magnificent. Be TOO selfish of me to keep him all to myself. As you may have noticed, Shaka really likes knowing a white girl has his baby in her belly. He always has and I hope and suspect he always will. I've done my bit in that department so..."
The blue-grey eyes darted across to Lisa and then returned to Dee's face. "You can just know how beautiful their child is going to be. Yours too. My husband has slowed down but that just means he is much more selective. I like the world to be filled with beauty and I love that we are all about unity and not division. So long as I and the children come first - and we always do - I'm happy. He's a loving husband and a great father - to ALL my children. Understand now?"
Izeye was examining his work, cleaning up the area on Lisa's neck where his needles had been busy.
"It's been a long road." Dee said meditatively
"Not nearly so long as you think. My father, the racial purist, had two kids with the maids back home that I know of. Which means there were probably others too. He was their employer - often their wage was all that stood between their whole families and poverty. So..." Linda gently nodded her head and slightly arched an eyebrow. "Back home they had a whole racial category for the children that resulted. Imagine that. Men are men and women are women. White men had their fun for centuries and when the boot comes on the other foot they want to whine and squawk about 'morality'. I know myself and Jo and soon Lisa are all getting much the better side of the deal than my Dad's maids ever did. Pretty simple for all those white boys out here. They want to keep their wives and sweethearts from going Black then they'd better man up and treat their women right. Otherwise, like your husband, they'll end up finding out their mistake the hard way."
Linda gave a last nod and then rose to meet Lisa as she walked across the room. Lisa was a little pale and had a gauze bandage on the back of her neck, half obscured by her hair, but otherwise seemed to have come through pretty well. Izeye knew his trade.
"About the other business..." Izeye nodded towards Dee.
The blue-grey eyes were on her again. It was her opportunity to show her commitment. "I'm not quite ready yet. My husband..."
She immediately saw the look in both Linda's and Lisa's eyes. Just for a moment but she would swear that she had seen it. The disappointment that she was not ready to join them, not ready to give her man his due tribute. The words stuck in her throat.
"Nobody needs do anything they ain't ready to do." Izeye's words were authoritative. "Meantimes I got to go pick up lunch for Georgia. My girl there is eating for two."
Home Is Where The Heart Is
A last check in the mirror before they headed out to church. The idea was that you made sure that you looked the part - the respectable suburban wife and mother-of-three. No need for anyone to be guessing what that certain lady had been getting up to only a few hours before. Dee half-suppressed her giggle. Just thinking about it...
Shaka had been awesome - or perhaps she had just been primed for the evening's events particularly well. Seeing Jo, hearing about Georgia, Lisa making her commitment. Her own conversation with Linda - and it wasn't only Shaka's little circle. She knew her old pupil Jessica was pregnant by her man Antwan. She hadn't seen Ann in a couple of weeks but it was obvious where that was going. Her husband's cuckold tendencies were likely to be tested to the limit.
Dee gave herself another check in profile this time. Saw her trim figure - a source of not exaggerated but well-deserved pride. After three children that took some effort and care. She knew her men appreciated it. Shaka, Odell, Bobo, Pops and more. She saw them looking at her and knew what they were thinking. Knew that they wanted to 'ruin' all her hard work - have her looking like young Jo had yesterday. A white woman carrying a Black man's baby. It had been a beautiful picture when Shaka had so gently laid his hand on her belly. Expressed his pride and claimed his ownership of her, his responsibility for the new life that would soon be coming into the world. Shaka would soon be doing the same for Lisa. And then...
"You OK Mom?"
Dee snapped back into the here and now. She saw the slight flush at her cheeks. Fortunately Sunday Church-going wear was enough in this season to hide the other signs. She smiled at her son as he looked at her. She had to be a little careful around him. Davey picked up on a lot. Perhaps he was smarter than his father or perhaps he just showed what he was thinking more.
Could David really be so blind to what was going on? She felt an entirely different person, an entirely new woman. It had to be obvious. Davey certainly seemed to be picking up on it and perhaps Maddie too. She had said one or two things in her innocent way. How could her husband not have noticed ... something. He just seemed to continue on in his usual blasé way.
She knew she should be grateful for the fact. It was avoiding the smash that otherwise surely would be coming. She wasn't angry with her husband, just frustrated. He wanted everything to be the same, to stay the same, for ever. Any change would be whined at and moaned about for a while. Until, of course, that became the new status quo. Except that there were surely things that even David couldn't help but notice and that even he wouldn't be able to fit into his crisis-free, decision-free, passion-free perfect world.
One of those things was what her man Shaka wanted. What she herself now knew that she desperately wanted. She couldn't help looking back into the mirror. Couldn't help imagining how she could look in a few months time. Her belly big with the growing baby of a real man, an alpha male, a Black man. Everyone who saw her would understand who she was, would have re-confirmed to them who Shaka was. His potency, his power, his presence. Perhaps another daughter, superficially different to Maddie and Leah, but she just knew in her heart that she would be just as beautiful and just as precious. Or would it be a son. Shaka's son. She couldn't help it - she felt herself shudder a little with excitement at the very idea.
She had to get a grip on herself. This was crazy. Suddenly she saw the intent little face of Maddie. Her eyes were fixed on Dee, her face thoughtful. Maddie definitely knew something was going on. Thank goodness she couldn't have any idea of what that 'something' was in detail. Dee gave her daughter a little smile and Maddie's face broke into a broad grin.
For Maddie all was well. Whatever was going on didn't need to be worried about. Her Mom was happy and that was all that mattered. It was a shame that you couldn't just apply that to all the rest of the family. But you couldn't. Leah was still young enough to adapt but Davey... David himself, of course, wouldn't be adopting the cuckold lifestyle any time soon. Not that Dee would have wanted him to. That might be OK for Ann but Dee wanted her men to be men.
"What's the delay - we'll be late." Well that was about as assertive as David got nowadays.
"Its Mommie - she's thunking again." Oh dear - out of the mouths of babes and sucklings. Maybe little Leah wasn't quite so unconscious to what was going on as Dee had assumed.
***
Church was pretty typical of her life in Ireton. It hadn't taken long since moving back to fit into the grooves of staid repetitive normality. Much the same little ritual every week, much the same people at every service. Much the same sermon too. The Reverend wasn't a bad speaker but she had heard his message many times before. At this church and at others like it. It was easy for the concentration to wander - especially if you had something really important on your mind.
Uh-oh. That was really very inappropriate! Almost as bad as last night. Shaka had been so good. Maybe it was because she might be missing out a little in the near future. Obviously when Lisa was fertile he would be reserving all his attention for her. That was how it had to be - Lisa had been ready to make the commitment. Dee understood that.
It still worried her. There would be other women - but that wasn't her fear. Shaka had been patient - other men had told her enough for her to realise that he had been unusually patient. She knew that such patience could be seen as weakness out there on the street. There were always other women and there were always young men on the rise, scenting opportunity. How long could Shaka afford to be patient with her? That flat tummy that she had been so proud of - wasn't it an insult to her man every time he saw it. Combined with his jewellery didn't it signal to every ambitious young Black man that the old alpha just might be going soft?
Could Shaka be patient much longer? After he had cum in her last night she had felt that rush, that euphoria of being one of his women. Then she had suddenly had a terrible fear of waking up. Of finding herself in bed next to David, hearing his snores and realising that this had all been a fantasy. A longer and more detailed version of those first dreams about Cassius. A futile mental spasm against the banality and tedium of her suburban life. She couldn't go back to how she had been. She couldn't submerge her true self back behind that bland conventional mask. She couldn't settle for David any more.
What had Shaka said? About how living a double life could only last so long. Sooner or later one would be discovered by the other or would start to creep into the other. He was right but the process was subtle. Once when she'd put on Shaka's jewellery she had felt she was playing a part. Now she knew that she was really having to disguise her true self when she took that jewellery off. The woman with Shaka was the real deal, the real Dee. The woman with David was a fraud, a sham. Nothing here was genuine except for her total love for her children. Just that one genuine aspect of the Ireton Dee - but it was that one genuine aspect that made everything so difficult, so complicated, so dangerous.
The service was over. The usual small-talk. Wasn't young Leah growing fast? How were such-and-such's parents? Davey and Maddie with their young friends - aching to get out of their Sunday best and go play. David being the model of sober respectable responsibility. She could have written most of his conversations out before they came here.
It had never struck her until she had been with Shaka for some time just how White this church was. She supposed you just didn't notice who wasn't here. Not just African-Americans but Hispanics too. Well if you didn't count Bonifacio and his family. However, he was a city policeman so perhaps he counted as 'blue' rather than 'brown'. They were safe - just enough to supposedly prove that there wasn't anything 'excluding' about this congregation.
Presumably that explained Bill too. He never came to the services but he was always on hand to set things up and to tidy the church afterwards. If some of the congregation looked askance at non-White faces they didn't seem to object to an African-American sweeping up after them. Perhaps they didn't even notice that he was Black anymore - he was more part of the furniture.
Dee didn't blame them. She couldn't ever claim to have really taken notice of Bill either. He must have been 50, only a few inches taller than Dee herself and a little on the chubby side. He had been there a long time apparently. Since the Reverend Chattaway had needed a renovation grant and had reckoned that a little diversity was in order. Dee couldn't remember ever talking to him or seeing anyone else in the congregation talk to him outside of a bland greeting or farewell. Presumably the Reverend did when he paid him. Presumably.
Dee looked a little more carefully. Bill was in the classic pose of the worker waiting for a chance to do his job. His hands were folded on his broom as he waited for the congregation to move out of the building. As areas came clear he swept them and adjusted the furniture. His bucket was sat just outside his little cubby-hole ready to mop the floor once everyone was gone.
He might as well have been invisible to every one else there. He had been invisible to Dee until today. Perhaps it was the service running a little late or perhaps Bill had something he needed to get to. Usually he would be arriving as they were leaving. Today there had been a little over-lap.
Bill might have been invisible to the congregation but Dee was increasingly certain that some of the latter were anything but invisible to Bill. He was very careful about it, very subtle, but Dee had been around Black men a lot now, in the clubs and out with Shaka. She knew the signs. Bill's glance kept going back to one thing. Her fellow parishioner Cassie Underwood shared just one thing with Bill - a certain broadness in the beam - and Bill surely did seem to appreciate it, in one department at least.
Dee stifled a smile. Cassie's 'booty' seemed to have poor Bill mesmerized. He just couldn't help sneaking another subtle little peak. If you weren't looking for it there was no way you would ever suspect. Certainly Cassie wouldn't have any idea she was the object of Bill's desires. Dee almost had to bite her lip at the idea of how Cassie would react. A heart attack on the spot probably.
Dee was stood with David and the Emersons. The Reverend was behind her. Her position suddenly struck her. Also the fact that Cassie was so ignorant of Bill's admiration. Was she the only one?
She knew that it was foolish but then she remembered Shaka's words. "Sooner or later the real you is gonna make itself felt - here and over there. You know it. It's how it happens. On your terms or..."
She knew what he meant. She could wait for the hammer to drop, living in fear, or she could assert her own will. Meet any problems headed down the pike and be ready for them. The boundaries between her two existences were stark now, too stark. They needed to be blurred.
She smiled at Amanda Emerson. "I'm just going to check on Leah." Amanda gave her a little room to pass by. Dee knew Leah was alright but she went near enough for show without impinging on her youngest and her very intent play. More important, there was a big space behind her now. Time to see if all that gym work really did make a difference.
She couldn't watch him - just take an occasional careful glimpse. Well there was a surprise. It seemed the area directly behind Dee was particularly in need of being swept! Dee felt her heart beating faster. Oh this was ridiculous! Bill was no alpha male, no gorgeous hunk like Shaka or Odell, no virile young bull like Pops and his friends. But her heart wasn't lying. It was pounding in her chest, her nipples were hard against her bra, she knew the blush had to be on her cheeks and the sparkle in her eyes. She had to be sure. She eased her head round and saw Bill intently brushing the floor behind her. He wouldn't have lasted long here if he could be caught as easy as that. She turned back and was as certain as taxes that Bill's eyes were back fixed on the curve of her rear.
Perhaps she SHOULD check on Leah. She bent at the waist to lean forward and, supposedly, see what her little girl was getting up to. She suspected that would have got his attention. It wasn't a concious thought or decision that determined what happened next. It was pure instinct. It was her natural response nowadays to being admired by a Black man. She very gently and very subtly shook her ass. Just the once - but once was enough. She heard a little sound behind her and recognised it immediately. The little thud of a brush hitting the floor a little too hard, a misjudged stroke. Almost as if something had distracted Bill, taken his attention off his supposed job at hand.



She knew how he was feeling - she thrilled to it. There mustn't be any misunderstanding. She counted three seconds, checked no-one else was watching her and then gave her ass a little shimmy again. Now he knew it hadn't been an accident.
Oh my - it was exciting. It seemed doubly so for being here, in Ireton. This was where she was supposed to be so staid, so tediously respectable. Church probably wasn't the best place for this but it surely did add a certain frisson.
The thrill had just passed when Leah looked up from the play corner. "We going Mommy?" From her tone Leah was obviously in no hurry - her game with the two Emerson girls clearly wasn't done yet.
"Very soon - this nice man has to clean up."
Dee saw Leah's eyes move off her and onto the man behind her. She half opened her mouth and then stopped. She knew better than that. She glanced back to Dee and waited for the little nod of consent.
"Five minutes?"
"Five minutes and what?" A Mom's job was never done.
"Five minutes please?"
Bill gave the little girl an avuncular smile. "Long as your Mom keeps on looking out for you then you take as much time as you like little lady." For the first time his eyes met Dee's.
Uh-oh. He had lovely deep soul-filled brown eyes. Dee was discovering they were a bit of a weakness for her. This was going out of control fast. Well out of her control anyway. Bill seemed to know just what he was doing. Leah would get to finish her game and Bill would get to enjoy checking out Mommy's juicy white booty some more. If she agreed to this...
"Thank you so much Bill. Now Leah come on and finish your game. Is Mommy allowed to watch?"
Leah considered and then gave her approval so Mommy moved a little closer. She leant forward and rested her finger-tips on her skirted knees. She arched her back just that little bit for comfort, knew that it let her stick her butt out for maximum effect. There was no-one else behind her, just Bill, but she still had to be careful. Just the gentlest swing and undulation. A sort of micro-twerk. Malik and Dre would not have been impressed but context was everything. She knew Bill would be appreciating it - appreciating what she was ready to do for him. Wondering what else she might do for him.
She heard a low voice behind her, almost a whisper. "I best move on. I'll be here again next week. Or...," Bill hesitated, wondering if he was going too fast. "I work my family store in Solway this afternoon and most others. Fifth and Vermont."
She heard the quiet tread of his foot-steps and his broom as they moved off from behind her. She straightened up. The ball was in her court now.
Sunday in Solway
Having the game all over the TV could be an annoyance but when it came to keeping certain members of the household busy it could also be a real bonus. Davey was getting interested - presumably because all his friends at school were. She had encouraged David to watch with his son. She wasn't sure Davey didn't actually know more about the finer points than his Dad but she had persuaded her husband that it was valuable 'bonding time.'
Never more valuable than now...
Solway was a much smaller town just down the road from Ireton. It once had a reputation for being hard-scrabble but did anywhere in the North of the State count as that any more. Ghettos were in seriously short supply - unless you went over the State line of course. Solway now housed a lot of the domestic and service workers for the neighbouring towns. It was getting hard enough for them to afford to live even in Solway - the developers kept nibbling away. But, for the moment, the community was hanging on in there.
The town was split down the middle now. Half still housed the service workers, largely African-American and Latino but with plenty of working-class Whites. Outside Solway the latter were about as common in the North of the State as buffalo! The rest of the town was a thriving Asian-American community, lots of Koreans and Vietnamese with smaller communities added in. That was probably what had kept Solway from becoming just another suburban dormitory town. The Asian communities were comfortable there and they might be expanding but slowly.
The Vietnamese market was really the only reason Dee had ever had to go to Solway. For some reason you could get amazing Mexican food there. Who knew! Anyway she'd been very grateful for the tip. So she knew Solway a little. She'd not been to Fifth and Vermont but she knew that area by reputation. The sort of neighborhood where people either worked three jobs or couldn't find one at all.
After lunch Dee asked the men of the family if they wanted to come shopping. She was fairly confident of the response and they didn't let her down. Maddie was busy doing her home study. Leah was engrossed in some apparently very intricate art-work that required only the very occasional input of approval from her big brother or her father. It was like this was meant - the cards were all falling right.
Up until the moment she was out on the road to Solway Dee still wasn't entirely sure she was going to do it. After the short drive she almost forgot to put on her gold necklace, her gift from Shaka. Almost but not quite. Just as she almost, but not quite, forgot to undo that extra button on her blouse.
Fifth and Vermont was easy to find and had few surprises. Surrounded by low-rise well-worn working-class housing. A little two story building with a broad front window covered by a grill and signs for liquor. There was enough neon to suggest quite a display once the sun went down. The afternoon was probably not a busy time - just covering the remnants of the convenience grocery trade that still survived. There were four men hanging out outside the store - smoking cigarettes and talking among themselves.
She pulled up at the side of the road - saw their antenna pick up the presence of her vehicle and then of her. They were watching her all the way across to the store. She'd learned what you did in situations like this. She marched up to the store and went in with their eyes on her all the way.
A buzzer clanged and a voice came from behind the protected counter.
"Afternoon." He was writing something on a strip of paper and only after a couple of seconds did he look up. A smile broke across his dark-skinned face as he seemed to scan every inch of her with those wonderful deep brown eyes of his. "So you made it - I just spent three hours wondering if I was dreaming all that back there."
"Seems not," answered Dee.
"Damn but you're a fine-looking woman. Bet you got some attention out there. They probably thought you was five-oh." He paused a moment. "Where you parked?"
"Just out front - is that OK."
Bill came through his security door and out into the store. He stuck his head out of the open main door. "Hey - you guys on point for my friend's ride?"
"She yo' friend Bill? Didn't know you had no crew fine-assed like that one. No worries. We'll be around."
Bill nodded his thanks and came back into the store.
"It'll be alright?" Dee asked.
"Shit, it'll give them something to do! How long we got?"
"I can't stay out here too long."
"Husband waiting home for you, eh."
There was a gleam in Bill's eye. Dee remembered that Bill would have seen her husband around the church. None of her other Black lovers had known David in person. To them he had just been the 'limp-dicked fool.' Bill KNEW David and Bill really seemed to like the fact that David's wife had come out here to see him.
"Benefits of this place is you can be sure none of your co-parishioners are coming out here. You have to have a real good reason to drive over here from Ireton. Why is it you'se here by the way?"
"I think you know." She gave him a smile.
Bill returned it. "Yeah, so do I. But I want to hear a real pretty white girl say it."
''Girl.' Well hardly. She was a married woman and mother closer to forty than thirty. However, Bill had to have at least ten years on her, maybe fifteen. To him perhaps she WAS a 'girl'.
"It was so public this morning Bill. I wanted to meet up somewhere a little more private so I could make sure you got my message." She took the two steps over to him and gently sent her hand to the front of his pants. Her fingers immediately felt the reassuring presence of a sizable bulge. "Oh Bill - it seems you might have got my message already."
He wasn't much taller than her which meant she had a really good idea of his eye-line. No surprises there either. Straight down the front of her blouse. Seemed Bill wasn't just an assman!
Bill reached in his pocket and produced a phone. He taped some digits and then spoke. "Bernice, honey, couldn't do your uncle a solid and spell me twenty minutes early. Got something come up."
Dee gently moved her fingers over that particular 'something.' It seemed to be 'coming up' more every second. A very pleasing vote of confidence!
"Let me take a down-payment before my niece gets here." Bill managed to wrench his eyes off her cleavage and moved his mouth to hers. His kiss was surprisingly gentle - his lips against hers. He had such beautiful eyes. Dee was looking into them as she felt his lips ease apart. She followed suit and their tongues met. Gently and playfully.
"Damn Uncle Bill. Not again..."
A heavily-built African-American woman of about twenty-five was stood there. She had come up on them unnoticed - they had been kind of busy!
She had stopped with a note of surprise in her rounded mellifluous voice. Dee sensed that her surprise wasn't at being called down early, perhaps not even at the reason for it. Her surprise had come when she saw Dee.
"This lady came over here to see me. Figured I'd give her the guided tour."
Oh Bernice wasn't falling for that. She put her hands on her hips and tightened her mouth as she nodded. Just to let her Uncle know she knew just EXACTLY what was going down. Then she smiled and gestured her head towards a door-way. "Just be back in an hour, yeah. Maybe I got things to do too..."
"You always been my favourite niece baby."
Dee was careful not to laugh at the response Bill got in return. That wouldn't have been diplomatic!
***
Bill led her through the back of the store. They moved through a small store-room and then through a door opened with a number code. A set of steep stairs, another door and then they were into what had once been living quarters. It seemed to now mostly be given over for additional storage.
"Got me a little crib out back here." Bill's hand reached for hers and she took it, her heart beating a quick rhythmn in her chest.
Finally he pushed open a door. It was a long room made to seem narrow by shelving covered in old marketing and stacked with goods. On one wall was bolted a TV and opposite it a sofa that had seen better days, stuffing escaping from its covering in places. It was shabby but clean.
"You don't live here..."
Bill laughed a great belly laugh. "Fuck no - but I got someone at home too."
"So this place comes in handy. I heard your niece." She cocked a questioning eyebrow at him.
"I don't pretend to be no saint. That a problem?"
She shook her head. "Just at the moment I haven't got much use for saints."
He smiled and kissed her. She put her hands on his big shoulders and held him to her, allowing his tongue to explore and tease her. He was a good kisser. He'd probably had quite a bit of practice.
"How many white girls have you brought back here?"
"You the first," he noted her sceptical look, "...the first WHITE girl. But don't worry - I ain't prejudiced." He kissed her again. "Now you gonna show me what you was teasing me with this morning." He moved over and sat down on the sofa, the furniture creaking under his weight. His eyes were fixed on Dee.
It was show-time. Dee took up a position perhaps two feet in front of him and then with a smile turned her back. She bent forward, put her hands on her skirted knees and then pushed her butt out towards him as far as it would go. She began to wiggle and move her butt for him, trying to copy some moves she'd seen in the clubs and on TV. She'd have felt self-concious but for the noises of approval coming from behind her. Bill was enjoying it.
"Damn you got a nice tight little ass white girl. Back that up here a little."
She edged back towards him.
His hands met her hips. "Just a couple of little adjustments." His fingers showed his experience, no struggles with unfamiliar fastenings for Bill. In seconds her skirt lay on the floor. Strong dark fingers hooked into her panties and gently but purposefully pulled them down. "Now get back to what you was doing white girl."
She arched her back again and began to move her butt. It felt different now, so much more exposed and vulnerable, but also so much more free and liberated. It sent a shiver through her - excitement at what was to come. She could almost feel his hot breath on her pale skin.
After a couple of minutes he told her to turn round. She obeyed of course - it amazed her how quickly Bill had taken charge. When she turned he had shucked off his pants and jockeys and was sat on the couch with his big hard cock showing clear and obvious against the grey of his T-shirt.
He nodded as he saw her eyes widen a little and her smile. "Worth coming over?"
Dee couldn't help but laugh. "A little more than I was expecting. This what brings all your girls over here?"
"It's what keeps 'em coming back. Now then white girl it's time you showed me some more of your skills." His pudgy finger pointed down to the nine inches of Black cock standing proudly up against his chest.
Dee knew how she wanted to do it. She quickly undid her blouse and unfastened her bra. Once they had joined her skirt and panties on the floor she dropped to her knees between the powerful thighs of her new Black lover.
His cock was thick as well as long. Her hand couldn't meet around the hard shaft so she decided to tackle him double-handed. She stroked the warm flesh up and down a few times - revelled in its size and weight and color. Bill was a wee bit pudgy and into his fifties but it was undeniable that he had a beautiful Black cock.
"You gonna admire that all day or you gonna suck it." There was a simple confidence in his deep-brown voice. She licked her lips and then took his cock into her mouth. "Yeah, thass what I'm talking about. I like that you kept yo' heels on like a good slutty little white ho'."
Dee'd been around Black men a while by now and she knew he was testing her. So she just picked up the level of her attentions on his cock. She set her tongue to explore every inch of his beautiful cock. Then she held his shaft up and out of the way, still stroking him with one hand while she dropped down to nuzzle his heavy balls. Her tongue teased them as she looked up and into his eyes.
She saw the pleasure there, the satisfaction with her work, the acceptance that she was worthy of his time. He was enjoying her, savouring her efforts. He wasn't immediately going to shoot his load like an over-excited youngster. He was a man of experience. She saw a heavy gold chain peeping out over the top of his T-shirt. Like a chain of office for a Black bull. She gigged and then licked her way up his long shaft until she could take him in her mouth again.
"Fuck yeah - someone's trained you real good. Not that little cracka of a husband I'm guessing." His finger toyed with her own necklace - her own chain of office. "Who gave you this?"
"My man - Shaka."
"A brotha - I could have guessed. Yo' pretty hands and mouth doing a real good job and looking mighty fine doing it."
She considered thanking him for the compliment but figured that he'd probably prefer her to just keep doing what she was doing. She worked on keeping saliva in her mouth and then spat in her hand to give him a sloppy hand job.
"Fuck you a dirty little white girl ain't you. Well..." He leaned forward and put both big arms under her butt. He leaned back into the sofa and effortlessly lifted her onto his lap. She hadn't realised his strength until that moment. He had seemed like a big cuddly bear but there was real power in his muscular arms and thighs. "... time you got what you came for."
One hand held onto her while the other reached into a drawer by the sofa. Bill found a small foil wrapper there.
"Guessin' this Shaka won't want me knockin' up his prize little white slut. So we'd best use this."
Dee instinctively hated the idea of covering that impressive Black shaft. That wasn't the way it should be. "I'm on the pill - you don't need it."
Bill casually flicked his fingers and the condom, still in its foil wrapper, was tossed back into the open drawer. It had hardly landed before Bill had lined up and then lowered Dee onto his hard cock.
The first couple of inches were easy. Dee's tight white pussy was very ready for him, warm and wet and inviting. From then on she was feeling every movement as his thick Black cock pushed home a little further with each upward stroke.
"Oooohhhhhhh..." she couldn't help letting out a little moan.
His responding chuckle was from deep in his belly. "You're the one auditioning white girl. Time you did the work."
He held himself still, stopped his upward thrusts. Dee looked down at the three inches of Black cock still visible. Pure instinct kicked in. She began working herself up and down his cock, each movement easing a little more of him into her.
"Yeah, you doing real good. Keep going - prove you deserve my cock."
He was hitting all the right notes. She desperately wanted to feel all of him in her, to know she had taken his big cock all the way. She kept moving up and down and gently swinging her hips to vary the sensations being enjoyed by them both.
His big hands were holding her hips now. She could feel their grip as she worked. She bit her lip as she pushed herself down onto him again, felt his big cock ease in a little further. Her eyes met his - deep and brown. She knew how much he was enjoying having a white girl from Ireton - she also knew how she could ensure he would enjoy it even more.
"I've been a bad girl..."
"Fuck yeah you have," he responded.
"No - I mean telling you - I was on the pill." She kept working on that cock, feeling it going deeper and deeper.
"What?"
"I needed you bare - no condom - to get what - I want."
She felt him begin to move again, thrusting upwards. She also felt her legs meet the warm skin of his belly. She had taken him all - helped by his new excitement.
"What yo' want?"
"Your cum - all your cum."
"Fuck you is a naughty little craka slut. Want my nut do you?"
"Please daddy - give me it all - all your seed - knock me up." The litany was chanted out between thrusts. She saw his mouth tighten as he pushed up harder and faster into her. "Let me be - your baby-momma daddy."
His mouth tightened further as he struggled to keep control. Then he grunted, "Ah fuck it," and pushed up hard.
Dee knew he was coming in her, his hands were griping her sides tightly. There might be bruises there - something else she'd have to hide at home. None of it stopped her continuing to work her pussy on his still-hard cock.
"Give me it all daddy - you know what you want."
His eyes were burning with lust now. He leaned forward and his mouth engulfed her right nipple as she was pushed back, still planted firmly on his cock.
Her nipples had always been sensitive and that set her off. She felt the rush of heat, the surge of pleasure through every cell of her body. She felt her legs quiver and gave a long shuddering moan.
He leaned back again and let his eyes meet hers once more. She saw his little smile - knew how she looked to him. Flushed and excited, her eyes wide with all that had happened.



His big cock was finally going soft, its job done. She knew her responsabilities now and took her rightful place on her knees in front of him. With studied care she used her mouth to clean every inch of that marvellous Black cock.
"Yeah...," purred Bill as his big hand gently stroked her blonde hair, "...you real well trained. Go on like that and you'll soon be well-bred too. Gonna turn a few heads back in Ireton when yo' belly starts growin'." He saw her eyes come back to his - saw the hunger and the yearning in them. "Done a real good job there - back on yo' feet white girl. Let your Black daddy see his work."
He waited until she stood before him. "Stand with your legs apart and let me see that pretty little white pussy." He watched as she followed his instructions. "Now use your fingers to show me."
She held her pussy lips apart for him - felt the slick of his and her juices mingled there. His hand held her hip again while with the other he brought a finger to her opening and gently pushed inside.
He felt her shudder as he eased his finger within her sex. With infinite care he explored her and then withdrew his fat Black finger. It was covered with moisture, some hers but mostly his potent Black seed.
She opened her mouth to speak but words wouldn't come. She could feel herself shaking - was grateful for the strong Black hand holding her body.
"Don't worry white girl - still plenty in there to get you good and pregnant." He brought his finger up to her mouth and nodded his approval as she sucked him clean. Through every moment their eyes remained locked, wordless communication from soul to soul.
Then he broke the moment. "Best get dressed white girl. My niece'll be getting impatient. I was looking forward to tasting that pretty little pussy but I guess things got a little out of hand."
She reached for her clothes and began putting them back on. The little room seemed full of the smell of sex, almost as full as her pussy was of his baby-making seed. "I'm err..."
Bill smiled his confident smile. "You're on the pill - I was assuming so. Don't need to be paying no child support and I'm guessing yo' husband would be the same. Enjoyed the idea tho' - you'll look real fine with that belly all ripe and full with a Black man's baby."
Dee noticed the tense that he used and felt the warmth surge in her body again. Just a choice of words but it could have such an impact on her now. That latent desire was growing ever stronger, ever more insistent.
Bill watched her carefully and understood. It really was his first time with a white woman and it hadn't disappointed. She was as hot as she was fine. She proved another thing true he'd heard about these hot-wives too. He'd heard they filled three categories. First, the girls experimenting - thinking they was daring going with a brotha. Second, the girls with 'jungle fever' - who went wylin for the Black d. Then third, the girls who wanted to go all the way - to really give themselves to the Black man. The girls ready to accept the consequences and to take that step knowing there'd be no way back.
He knew which category this sweet little suburban woman belonged to. He had a few girls but really only one regular squeeze. A real sweet Latina girl with a beautiful smile and some killer curves. Talk babies with Marielis and she'd slap yo' face and kick yo' ass! This one was different - whatever truths and untruths had been spoken her eyes hadn't being lying. She was headed down a tricky path with dangers all around.
He pointed at her necklace as she did up her blouse. "This Shaka a good guy? He gonna look after you? Only ever knew one of that name, some years back in the Capital. He was one mutha-fucka. You didn't mess with him and he always got what he wanted. Word was he was mellowing down - but I'm doubting he's mellowed much on some things."
She smiled her appreciation for his concern. "Perhaps I wouldn't want him to - on some things."
Bill watched her carefully and nodded. She was old enough to know her mind. He'd done his bit - been fair with her. He wasn't going to have to feel guilty if things went wrong down the line and how couldn't they? "You need to think about Ireton - how that's gonna work. I'm assuming your husband..."
She shook her head. Then, impulsively, she moved up to him and kissed him again. She appreciated his concern - appreciated his trying to look out for her. She'd thought all this through a thousand times though. Thought it through and found no answer.
There was a mirror on the wall, it looked as if it hadn't been cleaned in years. Bill moved her in front of it and wrapped his arms round her. His big Black hands came to rest on her belly. He felt her body tense a little and then relax into him as he stood behind her.
"You know where this is leading don't you. I seen it in you. You going back home full of my seed." He felt her move in his arms - not a shudder of fear, a quiver of lust and anticipation. "I don't shoot no blanks. This old nigga is perfectly capable of making this sweet little white belly all full and round. Have them beautiful titties all full o' milk for my young ones." He saw her eyes staring back at him from the glass. He knew she was drinking in every word. "You're a beautiful woman Dee. Make any man proud to see you carrying his child. Especially any Black man. I'm guessing Shaka ain't an exception."
Dee didn't answer but Bill saw her throat move as she swallowed. It told him all he needed to know. "Yeah, I didn't think so. You know you'll soon be dumping them pills don't you. You know what'll happen then."
A slight nod.
"Might be the best thing is for you to go back West - pick up your old life. Go back to how it was." He saw the look on her face - despair. He saw the life and colour draining out of her at the very suggestion. "Then you need to find a way forward and if you can't then you need to be straight with your husband. Don't he deserve that? See if you can't work something out."
That seemed as hopeless a prospect to Dee. She knew her husband. He wanted everything as it had always been. Any change would be seen as a concession and he would fight it. He'd want to punish her - would see no down-side for him in setting the world ablaze. He could be stubborn when he hadn't reasonable cause. Now, with his world collapsing beneath him, he would fight and she was well aware that to most of the world he would have right on his side. He might BE right - it didn't mater. This was how things were. Her freedom would only come with a brutally heavy price.
She saw him watching her carefully. A man with a mop that she sometimes saw at the church. She'd been as guilty as all her fellow-parishioners of under-estimating him. Was it because he was Black or was it because he was 'just' the janitor? Did that matter - it was pretty bad either way. She knew she'd started making it up to him and she wanted to keep doing it. But just now she was hanging on every word - hearing him crystallize the maelstrom of thoughts and fears that had been lurking in the darkest parts of her brain for months.
"Don't just stumble into it. That would be the worst. Them pretty little girls of yours don't deserve that. You need to understand what's at stake and then come to a decision. Might carry a heavy price for you but it won't be so bad as everything crashin' and burnin' out of the blue. Not for them that matters I mean."
She knew what he was saying. That she should leave her husband and formulate a separation. Make it an orderly process, something that her children might be able to cope with and ultimately accept as a 'new normal.' She wasn't naive. If David fought - and he almost certainly would - then he would gain custody of the children. She felt the wrench in her at the thought. However, that would happen anyway. At least this way there might be less of a wildfire and she would get some access rights. She wouldn't lose them altogether. It wasn't much consolation - not much of a life-raft to cling to - but it was something.
"Just box clever till you can see yo' way forward, eh. You're a smart girl and I'm thinking you'll figure something out. When the time comes if yo' man ain't ready then..." He nuzzled into her neck and felt his lips gently kiss her. Not marking her - just letting her know he was there for her.
She'd have to process his words when she got home. In the meantime she mustered up a smile for him. She appreciated his care for her. "You mean my Black Daddy would like to really earn his name?"
He didn't smile back. "Don't you ever doubt it for one second white girl - not for one second. His hand gently squeezed her butt. "Get yo'self decent it's time we was downstairs."
***
Dee straightened up her clothes and checked her appearance in the rather dusty mirror. There's be no rest-stop to check on the way home this time. She figured she'd pass muster.
"'Bout time." Bernice was off her stool, round the counter and headed for the stairs as swift as her legs could carry her.
"She's a good kid," mused Bill. He was looking out the front door at the men still smoking their cigarettes and watching the world go by.
"Got any change on 'ya?"
"A little. Why?"
Bill went to the cooler and pulled out a couple of four-packs of beer. "Got enough to cover one of these for each of the guys out there? They'd normally have gone home by now."
"Oh - yes, of course." Dee found some money and handed it over. The thought flashed through her mind that Bill had made a profit on their meeting! Well she wasn't going to begrudge him it.
"Shall we take them out? Is that OK. There's not a law against public drinking here?"
"Last time I saw a patrol round here on a game day was about 1987. But WE ain't doing nothing. I got my job here behind the counter. YOU gonna be serving up the brews. Men out there'll appreciate them that much more." He took a look and then moved directly in front of her. "You a little buttoned-up and respectable there baby. I like you better like you was when you came in." His fingers deftly undid a button on her blouse. "They gonna like you even more like this." His fingers moved down to the next button and undid that too.
Dee felt the material of the front of her blouse ease apart. This wasn't going to be subtle. Bill obviously wanted her showing off the display cabinet to his friends. Plenty of skin, a deep cleavage and some of her bra were totally on display. She looked back to him and saw the smile on his face. The randy old goat knew just what he was doing!
In more ways than one too. Her cares and worries could be put aside until she got back home. She was here to enjoy herself!
She took a four-pack in each hand and felt the weight push his shoulders back and her chest out a little. Well that was certainly going to help! It was a little late to be bashful anyway.
She moved out of the front door still wondering what she would say to them. The decision was rather taken out of her hands.
"Oh shit...
"Ain't that a real pleasing sight..."
"Guess she wasn't in there talking tax deductions to Bill like you reckoned man!"
"Fuck no - the lucky old bastard."
She could feel the blood in her cheeks as she handed over the first two four-packs. Their eyes were all over her but focused in certain key areas. These men weren't afraid to take a look at what was put on display for them.
"Fuck but I'd like me a taste of that."
"Wait on, man, your four-pack is comin'."
"Who's talkin' about beer..."
Women weren't supposed to enjoy being sexual objects. They weren't supposed to enjoy their power to excite men. Well, there was a time and place for everything. Just at the moment Dee had no problem with it. The men were smiling, enjoying having an attractive white woman bringing them their beer. She lingered just a little, savouring their appreciation of her. Then she remembered the other two four-packs.
Bill had them ready and waiting. His eyes were twinkling with amusement. She knew how much he was enjoying this. To him she'd always been another of the stiff, prim and proper white ladies at the church, a teacher no less. Now here she was showing herself off to his friends at his instruction. A certain Black man's reputation was gaining serious kudos. It'd soon be all round the neighborhood - how Bill had got himself a fine piece of white ass. It was a mark of how far she'd come. She felt no shock or outrage - just pride that Bill wanted to show her off and even more pride that Bill's friends so obviously wanted her. She felt the heat starting to build within her, her own sexual desire responding to theirs.
They weren't thugs - these were hard-working men enjoying their day off. Men of about her age or a little older. None of them would be starting a new career as a male model any time soon but they were all Black men with that air of confidence that she loved so much. Being from round here she guessed they hadn't had too many freebies in their lives. Well today she was giving them a little treat - something to remember.
"So, baby, how is it you come by? How'd Bill get so fuckin' lucky?"
"Can't you guess?" She gave her questioner a little smile.
"Damn.."
She kept a little smile on her face as she watched them processing that. What did Bill have that they didn't? She could sense Bill watching from the shop doorway - enjoying every moment.
She moved back to him and offered herself for a kiss. Bill didn't disappoint. He moved in and took her in his arms while his mouth found hers. Dee held him to her, her hands on his shoulders. They kissed deeply, their tongues in a little dance of exploration. Bill was pretty good and the fact that his friends were watching just made it better.
"You gonna make sure to come back?"
She pushed a hand down to stroke the bulge that was in the front of his pants. "Oh, I get to have second helpings. Yes please Daddy."
"Oh damn..." She heard the exclamation from behind her. She had to be careful or she'd have them cumming in their pants. She didn't want that. She just wanted to be the fuel for their fantasies and she suspected she was doing a real good job.
Bill's hand was clasped onto her butt cheek. Illustrating his possession of this hot white woman to his friends. He knew his part too. "Your white-boy husband watching the game next week too?"
There was almost a growl from the men watching. Maybe they hadn't noticed her rings. The knowledge that the hot white slut was cheating on her cracka hubby with Bill just seemed to ratchet up the heat a little for them.
"Will you let me come then Daddy. Please?" She sounded like she was desperately asking for a undeserved treat.
Bill, the little store-keeper, let his voice take on a demanding tone. A tone that brooked no argument. "Oh you WILL be here next week and you WILL be coming." The double meaning of the last comment was obvious and intended.
Their viewers had gone quiet now. They were enjoying the show too much to bother commenting.
Dee kissed him again. "Thank you daddy - I'll see you again same time next week."
The last words were said clearly and loudly. She wanted to make sure they all heard. Just like she made sure they all saw the delicious little wiggle in her hips as she walked back to her ride.
***
She arrived back to find them still watching the game. They seemed oblivious to her return. Just as well since she had forgotten to get any of that 'shopping' she'd supposedly gone out for!
She'd been thinking on the way back. Bill had talked a lot of sense but she wasn't going to rush into anything. Fortunately, Shaka would be busy with Lisa for a while. Her extra tuition only had one more week to go at Tubman. Then she'd have a few weeks to reassess things and make her mind up. She'd best not go over to the clubs on Saturday for a while. It wasn't like she'd be totally deprived. Solway was only a short drive away...
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Graduation
Their final session hadn't taken five minutes as it turned out. Instead it was done in three and a half.
Dee had stuck by her clothing convention. She'd worn a striped blouse, with the top two buttons undone of course, color co-ordinated with a tight navy skirt that ended just above the knee and which was held in place by a two inch wide black belt. She wore hold-ups and kitten heels to complete her look. She knew her young men would appreciate it.
Indeed they had - except for one thing. When Bobo casually asked her to raise her skirt she did so. He clicked his fingers and pointed. Dee eased her panties down and then stepped out of them. She handed the young African-American man his prize to the loud approval of his friends.
"That the course finished?" Pops asked with a hungry look in his eye.
Dee filed the last of the paper-work away in her briefcase. "All completed."
"Time we bailed then." He pushed back his chair and stood up. His three friends followed suit a split-second later. "Your ride's safe here - we'll get you back tomorrow." He paused for a long moment and then raised an eyebrow. "If that sounds good to you?"
Dee moistened her lip with the tip of her tongue. There was no doubt what was being proposed here. She already knew that she was going to take them up on their offer. "Why are we waiting around?"
***
She had half expected that they would just go to one of the men's places and party but her ex-students had other ideas. First they stopped off at a small building with no advertising outside. It wasn't the best part of town and there was a sizable African-American gentleman leaning against the wall by the door. Dee cast a glance at Pops.
"It's cool - you'll see. This place is just a little more relaxed..."
She had an idea what they meant the moment she stepped in through the door. She hardly noticed the security checking out her white girl booty - that was par for the course round here. The room was smoky and the smell in the air was known to Dee. As a teacher she had a firm policy on drugs. It seemed whoever ran this place was much less strict - at least so far as weed was concerned.
"Want some bud?" That was Malik
She shook her head quickly - just breathing in the air of this place was likely to get her high!
"Good call teach - they 're all slingin' real low-grade high-yield shit nowadays. Harsh as fuck. Now when I was..."
"Teach don't wanna hear about that," interrupted Pops. "Teach wants her beer - wants to watch the entertainment. We timed it right - Tamika's up."
Malik took the hint. He headed off to the makeshift bar.
Dee looked at Pops with a smile. "You trying to get me drunk and take advantage of me?"
"Drunk - no. Take advantage of you - most certainly." He looked back with an answering smile, one of total confidence.
A girl was dancing on a raised area in the middle of the space. She was a dark-skinned Latina - already naked save for a garter and a tiny g-string. The space around her platform was crowded with men, all of them African-American or Hispanic. Wads of notes were being waved at her from every direction and Tamika danced from side to side to collect her tribute. Singles would be thrown on stage as she danced or twerked. The girl knew what her audience liked and was extremely well-equipped to provide it.
"Damn look at that." Dre seemed mesmerized - his eyes following every gyration and movement of Tamika's bubble-butt.
Fives and tens were permitted to be tucked into Tamika's garter - which meant some fine close-up action for the lucky benefactor. Hands stroking the smooth coffee skin - a fortunate or generous man allowed a kiss or to put his head between her breasts. Then, with graceful ease, she swirled back out into the centre of her platform.
Tamika was a pro - beautiful and graceful and magnificently mercenary. A long floral tattoo ran all the way down one leg. She worked her crowd with skill. Her eyes ran over them looking for her next green. As they swept her audience she saw Dee and suddenly reached out an arm and pointed.
Dee had just finished her beer way too quickly - encouraged by her men - and had been presented with a second. Now she found eyes all over the little make-shift club turned towards her. Dee saw the dancer on stage click her fingers and point again. At the same moment a hand gently pushed her in the small of her back.
"Go enjoy yourself Teach." Dee heard Pops as he spoke into her ear. The music was banging out but she still heard the roar of approval when she took her first step towards that little stage.
Was it the alcohol? Well hardly - even a beer drunk quickly didn't have that much effect. The weed smoke in the air? Probably not. It was all much more basic and earthy than that. She was here to experience life, raw and vivid. She was here to please her men and she knew what they wanted her to do. So she did it.
The crowd parted to let her through but hands came out to pat and squeeze her butt as she went by. She hardly noticed - her eyes were fixed on those of the dancer. Tamika's face had broken into a smile of triumph as soon as Dee had begun to move towards the stage. The dancer was perhaps 5'3", more likely 5'2", but her curvy form was firmly in command of the occasion.
Strong hands lifted her up onto the stage and Tamika instantly pounced. She pulled Dee to her and their mouths met. Tamika's insistent tongue found Dee's and began to work it. Dee felt the big naked breasts pushed up against her and felt Tamika's arms enfold her. Yes indeed there was absolutely no doubt who was in charge. The club was a bedlam of loud music and shouts and cheers of approval.
Tamika raised one arm and gave a signal. The music changed into a new insistent fast beat. The lyrics were fast and almost impenetrable above the din but Dee heard 'white ho' a few times and sort of got the general idea. She found herself almost mesmerized by the movements of Tamika's curvy form. The mischievous prompting of the young dancer's dark brown eyes, the long raven black hair cascading down her back as she wiggled and thrust her big butt out towards her baying crowd of admirers.
"Fuckin' do it Teach, perrear - show these horn-dogs what a cracka girl can do." Tamika shouted to her - the words still barely distinguishable above the din of the music and the crowd.
It registered - the dancer's use of the nickname given to her by her students. In that moment she knew that she had been set up by the young men and she also reasoned why. They wanted to see her flaunt herself before this crowd of Black strangers. She felt her excitement ratchet up a notch. She took a deep breath and then consciously tried to imitate what Tamika was doing.
There was an immediate burst of sound - a fresh roar from the watching crowd. Dee knew that Tamika had her seriously out-gunned in the butt department. The young dancer had a gorgeous big bubble butt, firm and perfectly curved for the enjoyment of her admirers. Dee, for all her efforts, would only every have a white girl butt. The crowd didn't seem to care. She was, at the very least, getting maximum points for participation!
Tamika pushed her legs apart and began making low squats with her hands on her bare thighs. She undulated her body and especially that big firm booty. All the time her eyes were on Dee - her mouth set in a half-mocking smile. Here the gym work did come in handy. Dee did her best to follow Tamika and was rewarded with a laugh of triumph.
"Yeah - you a white slut fo' sure. Now we best give these fuckas a show!"
Tamika closed the distance and the two women's lips again met. The bedlam of noise didn't stop Dee feeling the other's strong nimble fingers finding and undoing the buttons of her blouse. As they continued their work the noise just seemed to get louder and Dee's tongue continued to dance a surprisingly gentle duet with that of Tamika.
The Latina dancer was curvy and very beautiful - her every movement had total poise and grace. She also had to be about fifteen years younger than Dee. It could have been daunting to share a stage with such a sexy and wanton mistress of her craft. It wasn't. Dee found herself carried along by Tamika's movements - wanting to go wherever the younger woman took her. Every stage of her display to the raucous crowd seemed as inevitable, as natural, as NECESSARY as the previous one had been and as the next one would be.
Strong hands seized her shoulders and spun her. Then those same lithe brown hands stripped the blouse off her and threw it to the floor among the crumpled dollar bills. Another roar from the crowd - another reminder of how much these men were enjoying her display. Her husband would have called it her humiliation, her disgrace. She didn't feel humiliated or disgraced - on the contrary she felt an amazing rush of sexual power. Even as she was putty in this young dancer's hands she still revelled in the knowledge that so many men wanted her, so many men desired her. On top of that these were not just any men. These were strong men of the streets - men who could appraise and judge fine female flesh at a glance. Her husband was a fool. He had discounted her as a soccer mom years ago. These men could still appreciate her needs and desires, these men still wanted to take her and make her their sexual plaything, their sexual property. Many might only want her for tonight but that didn't matter. Their lust for her was obvious and in so many cases they were just the type of men that she had discovered were so intoxicating for her. She couldn't talk too much about drugs - they had never been her thing. However, she really doubted there could be any high as profound as this one - knowing that these supremely masculine Black men wanted her.
There was no doubting that fact. The intense noise of the crowd, the notes being thrown on their little stage and what she knew was there but couldn't see. The bulges in the mens' pants, the beautiful Black cocks yearning to be released and set free. Yearning to be set to work on the white slut up on stage. For a moment she wondered if Tamika would just throw her to the crowd - let the men have their way with her. She felt the instant rush of desire - her sexual being responding to such an extreme fantasy that could so easily become reality. From the moment she had stepped up onto the stage she had belonged to Tamika. The Latina would decide her destiny. Again she felt the rush of desire through every part of her. Turned on not only by the appreciation of her own sexuality by the crowd but also by the knowledge that she had surrendered its control twice tonight, first to her young men and then to Tamika. Every fibre of her being thrilled to the ironic but undoubted power of that surrender. She was going where they took her tonight and she couldn't wait!
Dee moaned as strong supple brown fingers squeezed her breasts and teased her already rock-hard nipples. She felt herself spun again and then Tamika's mouth was on her breast sucking her and then lashing her nipple with a strong young tongue. Dee put back her head and howled. She felt her legs quiver a little as the crowd roared again in response. Dollar bills flew through her field of vision. Tamika's hands began to work her belt. The Latina dancer was going to display her prize without limits or restraint. In moments the belt was unfastened and Dee's skirt slid down her legs. For a moment she thought her panties still covered her but then she remembered that they were in Bobo's pocket.
"Oh my God," she moaned. Her mouth was still open as Tamika kissed her again. Their tongues dancing a delicate, complicated dance of discovery. Just as before - except now Dee was naked save for her hold-ups and kitten heels. Just as before - except now Tamika's skilled brown fingers had found wet white pussy and were exploring. Dee gasped - felt her breath transferred to the Latina's mouth. Felt the bond between them.
Tamika was soon shouting into her ear - still barely audible over the booming music and the roaring crowd. "Now you learnin' Teach. Now you know how it is. Seen them rings - both them rings - but when Tamika calls you gonna come runnin. Gata - Mamey - Si." The fingers found their goal and started working Dee's pussy and clit. Shamelessly, blatantly, obvious to every man watching. The white woman was being owned - and they fucking loved it.
Dee felt her legs quiver with lust and immediately Tamika lowered her to the floor in a fluid motion. Dee felt the latina under her and then suddenly they had rolled. Now she felt paper under her body - the currency scattered all over their little stage. Tamika kept rolling her until Dee's legs were up and open. Her bare white pussy exposed and vulnerable for just a second before a hungry brown mouth claimed it.
Tamika was a young woman with skills. Shaka and some of the men she had been with and left her with no complaints in the pussy-eating department. However, it was undeniable that Tamika took things to a whole higher level. Her attentions were detailed and relentless, playing that white pussy like... Fuck, Dee didn't know what it was like - she had NEVER known anything like it. It wasn't subtle. Tamika was aiming on getting her off for the crowd just as soon and as hard as she could. It didn't take long. That pussy had been beautifully primed to explode by the earlier events and now Tamika's tongue on her clit lit the touch-paper. Dee howled and sobbed and frantically clutched at the young dancer's surprisingly powerful body. Tamika just kept working her and forced Dee to keep coming until all there recognised her conquest. Only then did she raise an arm in a new signal.
Bobo was at the rail now and threw two objects onto the stage. Tamika moved quickly - real horny men were good tippers. There was business to be done. A garter was pushed up onto Dee's right leg and then a collar was clipped around her neck. Tamika gave a little tug on the attached leash and then smiled up into Dee's face. A sculpted eyebrow twitched upwards in amusement. Combining business with pleasure was always fun.
Dee was led around the edge of the stage. Money was pushed into her garter while other dark hands reached out to feel her butt or try to get to her pussy. Tamika knew her trade. Dee was always just that little out of reach for hands that didn't offer the required tribute. Hands reaching too far were slapped aside. That wasn't on the agenda tonight.
Finally the circuit was completed and the music dropped. There was a final roar of approval from the crowd as Tamika collected the currency from Dee's garter. That girl never disappointed! As if to confirm it Tamika signalled to Bobo again. As he stepped on stage she gave him Dee's leash. "Best you boys get this cracka bitch home and give her the fuckin' she's needin."
Pops, Malik and Dre formed a little honor guard as they hustled their naked and leashed ex-teacher through the crowd and back out to their ride.
Only in the back seat between Malik and Dre did Dee realise that she was still wearing their collar and heels but that was all she was wearing.
"Enjoy that?" She saw Pops' eyes in the rear-view mirror.
"My clothes...?"
There was a chuckle to her right from Malik. "Only a couple a' minutes to my brotha's place. But you best duck down out of sight." His arm took her shoulder and guided her head down into his lap. Dee wasn't surprised by what she found waiting for her there. Malik had clearly enjoyed their little show! He had pulled down his joggers to let his big Black cock free. She licked and sucked it - giving him all her attention until she felt the vehicle pull to a stop.
The door opened and Malik casually swung her over his shoulder to carry her up to the door.
"Damn son - what you got there?" Dee had a vague impression of a figure seated on the neighbouring stoop. The fizz and flare as he took a drag on his cigarette. Briefly illuminated white hair confirming the slight crack in the voice.
"Entertainment," was Malik's simple answer.
"When she's worn you boys out send her over to me." A cackle of laughter was joined by the deeper laughs of her four young men.
Malik suddenly turned and walked a couple of steps over towards the old man. Dee was shocked - gave a little squirm of protest. Malik's big black hand firmly smacked her behind and drew a squeal. "Behave," he growled. Then his hand rubbed the smooth pale skin of Dee's buttock. "Might be a bit rich for yo' blood Roose. Might have to check yo' bill-fold before you ask to play with this little ho."
Dee felt another hand reach up to stroke her butt and then to gently trace the course of her pussy lips. "Damn," the old man said, "she'd be worth saving up for. That is some fine pussy."
"Give her a smack for being a naughty girl," suggested Dre.
"Think of a lot I'd like to give her - a smack ain't in the running." The old man waved an arm. "Get her indoors before Maisie sees her or I have a fuckin' coronary. Enjoyed meeting her tho." His laugh followed them into Bobo's crib.
***
"You complaining Malik - ain't you already got yo' dick sucked. Put Teach down so she can show us some of them moves like back at the club."
Malik grumbled for a moment and then went to join his friends. Dre gave him a crooked smile and then handed him a freshly rolled joint. "No rush bro' - we got all night - all tomorrow too if needs be." The lighter sparked and Malik took a long drag. He savoured the smoke before nodding his appreciation to his friend. It was the good stuff - not that shit that got sold to college white boys.
Malik and Dre were sat with Pops on the big couch. Bobo handed Dee a beer and then went to sit in the only other chair. Anyone else sitting down would have to go through the open door into the other room and use the big bed waiting there.
"Enjoy yo'self at the club Teach?" Dre had a mischievous smile on his youthful face. These men were so young, almost young enough to be her...
Dee took a long pull on the beer. It would have to be the last of the night. She wanted her wits about her. Not because she distrusted these young men. No - rather she wanted to make sure that she savoured tonight to the maximum, enjoyed every moment to the full.
"Show us them moves Teach." Pops was looking at her. She noticed the intensity of his gaze, then noticed him starting to unbutton his shirt. Her glance moved across to the others - saw they were all waiting too. Four young Black men - four beautiful Black cocks - all for her and all waiting for her.
"You sure you want me to dance?" She gave them a teasing smile. She felt her power as a desirable sexy woman. She wanted to demonstrate that power and she knew just how to do it.
"Fuck yeah," or a variation on that theme was growled out from three mouths. Bobo was the exception - he simply smiled and nodded. His eyes were fixed on her too though, with just the fascination and desire that showed in those of his friends. Dee knew that she had them all - it was simply for her to enjoy now.
"Guess I'd better dance then." She knew what they wanted - had seen and mirrored Tamika's Movements earlier at the club. Now she would repeat them here - with an audience much more up close and personal. She soon realised that it was her first time giving a lap dance but at least it was to a very friendly audience. It saved time that she was already only wearing her heels and her hold-ups.
Dee moved over to Pops. His shirt was off - revealing a muscular broad chest. She ran her hands over the firm dark skin - felt the strength and youth there. She smiled and giggled as she looked into his eyes, showing her approval. Pops reached out a hand to cup her breast. His thumb skilfully toyed with her already hard nipple. Dee leaned forward to give him better access and as she did she felt hands on the tops of her thighs. Then the warm wetness of a tongue at her pussy.



"Oh yeah," she encouraged and eased her legs apart. Dre didn't need too much of an invitation. He grasped her buttocks firmly and got to work eating white pussy. At the same time Pops mouth moved to Dee's breast. His pink tongue flicking out to work a nipple.
Malik moved forward - his athletic young body naked and ready. His cock already hard and bobbing in front of him as he stepped forward. Her hand found him and her fingers gently grasped the hard shaft. Hard for her, ready for her. Her thoughts were spoken for her by Pops. "Seems we ain't needin' no mo' prelims - time we took this next door. He picked Dee up and took her through the door before gently placing her on the big bed. She quickly got to her knees on the mattress and stretched out her hands for him. He moved forward and her fingers found his belt and worked quickly - undoing first it and then his pants. The tent in his shorts was obvious and gratifying. It seemed her ex-pupils were looking forward to this as much as she was.
The shorts were disposed of and Dee could finally give Pops the attention he so richly deserved. She took him into her mouth and worked her tongue on the thick head of his cock. Her times with Shaka and his friends had given her skills. Malik and Dre both moved forward and were taken in hand. Dee didn't need her hands to keep Pops happy. She nuzzled and licked and worshipped his hard Black shaft. Every second built her excitement and anticipation for what she knew would come next. Skilled fingers found her pussy. She didn't know whose fingers they were and she didn't much care.. Did it matter? They were all her men tonight and she belonged to all of them.
She felt her cheek gently tapped with something hard and warm. She giggled with pleasure again. She was going to be a busy girl tonight! Then she transferred her mouth to Dre's cock - automatically noted the little differences. He wasn't quite as thick but he was just as hard, just as excited to be with her.
She felt her body grasped and moved back on the bed. They were strong fit young men - perfectly capable of manhandling her any way they liked but they were being gentle at the moment. She knew to go with the flow - suddenly felt something beneath her other than the mattress. Hands grasped her hips as she was sat down onto Bobo's eager mouth. That young man had clearly been tutored well on how to eat pussy! His tongue was rapidly seeking out her most sensitive and pleasurable areas.
"Oh fuck..." gasped Dee.
Three of her men laughed in response. "Shame on you Teach using a bad word like that." That was Dre's mocking tone. Bobo couldn't laugh - he was too busy - but he pulled a black hand off her butt and brought it back with a modest but pleasing sound. Pops moved in and soul-kissed her as his friends' hands moved over her body. He eased back and Malik and Dre almost lunged in to take hold of her breasts and work her nipples with their eager tongues. Things were going real well from where Dee was sitting! The familiar building rush of sensations. Familiar now - but only since she had given herself to real men, to Black men.
Again it was as if Pops could read her mind. "You a Black man's woman Teach?" He asked with a confident smile as he looked deep into her eyes.
"Yes," she gasped as her body reacted to another virtuoso series of moves by Bobo's mouth on her pussy.
"Time you proved it," was all Pops said.
Dee felt a moment's disappointment as Bobo moved out from under her. Then she saw the big Black cock standing up hard against his muscular torso. It looked so beautiful. She got on her hands and knees and went to him. She took hold of his cock and gave herself a second to thrill at the contrast between her pale fingers and the jet-Black skin of his shaft. She knew just how good it would look as it slid into her pussy, as it claimed its prize. She felt a strong wave of sexual desire surge through her. She knew she was ready for them and ready to do anything for them.
The bed shifted again. Once more she felt fingers at her opening. She knew that now she needed more than that.
"Fuck me - I need you to fuck me," she moaned and then moved her mouth back around Bobo's hard cock. His hand came up to smooth her hair away from her face.
"Yeah - thass right. Give Teach what she's needing."
She was wet and ready for them. Pops' first touch had tod him that and now he moved forward, lined up his cock and pushed forward. That white pussy was hungry for his nigga dick. Big as he was she seemed to draw him in with a warm velvet grasp. He savoured it for a moment and then began to fuck her.
"Oh fuck yes - do it." She just registered the cocky smile on Bobo's face before she dropped her mouth back onto him.
"You hear the lady - fuck her good," crowed Malik. Dre was just watching, his dark eyes glittering with lust. His hand slowly moving up and down his own cock.
She knew that they'd all been thinking about this moment since the first time she walked into that room to meet them. At first just fantasising about it, then wondering if it could happen and then realising that she wanted it as much as they did. Weeks of anticipation and desire. Weeks of it - and she would be reaping all the rewards tonight. She moaned her pleasure and then got back to what she was there for, sucking and fucking her beautiful young Black men.
"Yeah - thass it - thass real good." It seemed Pops was enjoying it as much as she was. It felt like her pussy was made for taking his big Black cock. She felt his fingers as he held her hips and gently pushed forward and down. She knew what he wanted and arched her back a little.
"Fuck yeah - you got a fine booty for a white girl, Teach." His hand slapped her butt again. Dee smiled to herself as she continued to suck Bobo's cock. Seemed all those exercises really were paying off!
Pops pushed home a few more times and then she felt him withdraw. She almost unconsciously waggled her butt to get him to resume. Instead she felt another slap on her butt.
"Hold still Teach, let me get myself some of this fly pussy." It'd only registered with her that it was Malik's voice when she felt his hard cock push home. She shuddered and moaned at the intensity of it.
"Dre come get yo'self some of this. Teach has got some skills." The smaller man joined Bobo as they both knelt in front of her. Dee swapped her attentions between the two, always gently stroking one as she savoured and paid tribute to the other with her warm mouth and tongue. Pops slid a hand under her body to reach for and play with her erect nipples.
Sensations were coming at her from every angle. Malik wasn't holding back. He was fucking her with a determined and strong rhythmn. Her body was shifting forward and backwards onto the cock in her mouth and into the straying hands of Pops and Bobo. She felt a hand grip her hair.
"Don't be pulling back off that cock Teach, you know what you're here for." She knew alright. She was here to give pleasure and be pleasured, to fuck and be fucked. Four strong fit virile young men and with herself as the sole source of their attention. It was shockingly intense, undeniably resonant with her rediscovered sexuality. Pulses of joy and desire surging into the pleasure centre of her brain. Merely the situation, just knowing where she was and who she was with, might just have been enough. However, her young men were performing skilfully, manipulating her and using her just as her body craved. She was theirs and she wanted nothing more in the whole wide world.
There was another momentary pause behind her as Bobo and Malik switched places. A third hard Black cock pushed home into her hungry pussy as she concentrated on giving the best possible head to her ex-students. Bobo wasn't hanging around. He fucked her hard and fast, left her gasping and moaning and hanging on to both the cocks in front of her as her orgasm surged through her body.
"Hey bro - ease off. We getting some bomb head here." Dre was laughing as he chided his friend but Bobo eased a little and let her regain her equilibrium and resume her sucking of him and Malik.
Again a Black hand playfully slapped the pale mound of her buttock. "Teach was needing a little more. Gotta give prime pussy like this what she's needin'." He slapped her butt again and then pulled out as if satisfied by her reaction to him. Dre was replaced by Pops in front of her and soon Dee felt the fourth strong young cock of the night push its way into her body.
Dre began slowly moving his Black cock in and out of Dee's pussy with his strong fingers firmly gripping her butt. He didn't stay low key for long however - maybe he'd taken note of Bobo's comments. Soon he got into his rhythmn, his mouth firm and intent as he put all his effort into fucking Dee as hard and as deep as he possibly could. He was a small man but wiry and muscular. Keeping his left hand on her butt he moved his right up to the middle of her back and began to push down.
His friends eased back, aware that things had stepped up a notch. Dee gave a groan of lust, unable to concentrate on anything but he potent Black cock powering in and out of her pussy. Her arms buckled and her head went down to the bed pushed by Dre's insistent right hand. Dre was the smallest of the young men but he was wiry and strong nonetheless. He was in charge, taking what he desired, establishing his sexual power over his beautiful ex-teacher.
"Oh fuck yes, fuck me - fuck me..." Dee's gabbled words weren't an order or an instruction nor even a request, they were a desperate plea. A cry of need from a woman who had been neglected by her white husband for far too long. Dre heard it and, his mouth set in a smile of triumph, powered on.
It was what Dee needed. Her body reacted to her young lover's insistent thrusts. She moaned and gasped her pleasure. Now only Dre's strong arms were holding her up and he decided to change things up again. With a firm movement he pulled out and turned Dee over. Then almost before she had caught her breath his body had moved up over her and his hard Black cock was back in her.
Now she could see his young intent face, his eyes holding hers with confident ease. He and his friends could see Dee's flushed cheeks, her sparking eyes, her nipples hard and erect, all the signs of her pleasure and need. She moaned her desire again as Dre got back into his relentless hard pounding rythmn. It wasn't subtle but it was just what she needed at that moment. She found herself almost sobbing, almost losing control.
"That white boy at home ever fuck you like that," laughed Pops.
She didn't answer. They all knew the answer already. That was why she was here. No white man could ever reproduce that addictive surge of joy she felt at being so wanted and desired by a real man, a Black man. Her man Shaka was the ultimate alpha but she'd come to understand why he allowed and encouraged her to 'play'. With these young men or a stranger at the club or with Bill over at his store. She wasn't just Shaka's woman she was a white woman for Black men, a Queen of Spades. She felt another surge of desire through every part of her as Dre continued to fuck her. The young man was doing all he could to please her and he was succeeding wonderfully.
Suddenly she saw his mouth tense and knew he was about to come. He pulled out and moved up her body. It caught her by surprise - she was so used to her men wanting to seed her as deep as they could. Before she knew it Dre was laying down five heavy spurts of his cum across her face. "Hey," she said in almost-mock protest. Fortunately she managed to close her eyes just in time but no thanks to young Dre! Even as Dee carefully wiped the cum from her eyelid she felt the next big Black cock nuzzling its way into her pussy. Her young men weren't hanging around.
This time it was Malik - setting a heavy rolling rhythmn of thrusts. Dee finally got to open her eyes again and saw his handsome young face as well as the tattoos on his arms. They weren't artistic designs like those on Shaka or Izeye. These were rough, maybe homemade efforts. Marks of this young man's background, his years behind bars. She moved her eyes back up to his - saw the satisfaction and the pleasure in them. Felt her own body react to his pleasure and his desire for her. So many foolish people would say she was being degraded. Dee knew better - she was being privileged. Malik moved down onto her and his lips found the gentle skin of her neck. She felt the suction there and knew he was marking her, marking her deliberately so that his friends and her husband would see.
Dee yelled her orgasm and her pussy tensed on Malik's thrusting cock. It was enough for him and he barely pulled out before laying a heavy load of his seed across her belly and tits.
Malik moved aside and Pops was immediately on her and in her. Restoring the heavy fast pounding that his two friends had set as the tempo.
"Oh God yes - FUCK MMEEEEEEE..." Dee howled into the night. Dre and Malik looked at each other and smiled. Teach was learning something tonight! Bobo saw lights on the window and moved across to check round the curtain. He moved across to the door.
Dee hadn't had time to come down from her last orgasm before Pops had set her sexual intensity building rapidly again. He had instinctively known what she needed. This wasn't a romantic evening, all five of them were there to fuck. To use each other for their mutual pleasure. Malik and Dre were sharing another joint having got their nut. Now it was Pop's turn. She saw beads of sweat emerging on his forehead - suddenly tasted salt as a drop splashed down onto her face. She savoured the taste - knew what she wanted to happen next.
"Don't waste yours Pops - I want to taste you."
She saw Pops' lips tense as he considered the prospect. Then he was moving fast - pulling his big dick, slick with her juices, out of her pussy and moving up to put it in her mouth. Her lips closed around him and she momentarily tasted herself on him before his cock erupted into her mouth. She struggled to stop herself gagging on his thick load. However, she'd had plenty of practice now and handled him with skills many a pro would have envied She winked up at Pops as he gasped and whooped his satisfaction.
The room was warm with body-heat and Dee felt the cool air rush in as Bobo opened the outside door. Dee just kept cleaning up Pops cock - well what else was she supposed to do. Her young men had arranged the evening and it seemed it wasn't over yet.
"Where's my cracka bitch at?" came a familiar voice. Tamika strode into the room leading Bobo by his hard Black cock. The only one not to have come so far tonight. "Oh my - our fine refined lady Teach is looking a real mess ain't she." Her tone was mocking but not serious. She moved up and shared a long kiss with Dee, unfazed by the cum on the latter's face and in her mouth.
She'd already dropped her coat by the door and now she stripped off a tight T-shirt that proudly proclaimed her Boricua heritage. Her big firm breasts were immediately revealed, nudity was hardly an issue for Tamika!
"You enjoyed?" she asked with a crafty leer on her beautiful face. "But you have left the best till last."
"Hey," laughed Pops as he rolled his own post-fuck joint.
Tamika stared him down playfully. "Oh yes, my man knows what a white woman like Teach really needs and desires. Isn't that right?" The last sentance addressed to Bobo. "Time to fuck her and give her what she came for."
Her small brown hand was stroking his big Black cock but her man didn't need the encouragement. His shaft was standing proud and hard. Tamika kissed him, their tongues meeting and moving together before she broke the contact. "Now show them..." she ordered as she looked into her lover's eyes.
Bobo had hardly needed the permission or the encouragement. He'd been planning on fucking Teach from the first moment he'd set eyes on her. Classy white MILF like that - she DESERVED what he was supplying. He moved up and rubbed the broad head of his shaft up and down her pussy lips.
"How 'bout it Teach - you ready for one more."
"Don't tease me - fuck me. I need it."
"I know you do." The words were a simple statement of fact. Made just as Bobo pushed his big Black cock home into her. Dee felt her pussy accept him, rejoiced in the feelings he could create in her. The stimulus of his big cock as it claimed her inch by inch, the power of those words spoken as he had taken possession of her. She shuddered a little with lust and then felt a new sensation.
Tamika was licking Dee's right breast and then teasing her nipple with her tongue. Her brown fingers moved out to grasp the erect flesh. Dee gasped at the pain and the pleasure of it, all just a cherry on top of the full-cream sundae of Bobo's fucking.
"If I know Shaka he'll have asked you to get something done with these. Yes?"
"Oh God,,,," Dee couldn't really frame her thoughts to answer coherently.
Tamika smiled and then moved back to sucking and kissing Dee's hard nipples. Her head moving with each heavy thrust of her boyfriend's bare Black cock into the white woman's cunt. Bobo's three friends were watching silently, taking an occasional deep drag from a joint. The room was heating up again, its soundtrack the gasps and whimpers and moans of a mature white woman being taken again and again to the very heights of her sexual experience.
Tamika's skilled mouth almost reluctantly left Dee's breasts. Her boyfriend's hands moved up Dee's body to grasp them. His thumbs worked her nipples, still wet with his girlfriend's saliva and hard with lust.
Tamika nodded to Bobo and the young man began fucking Dee hard. She almost bucked out of his grip her orgasm was so strong but his Black fingers had a firm grip and Dee wasn't going to be going anywhere until he had got his nut.
Tamika waited until Dee was recovering a little, until her shining eyes were open and focusing once more. Then she moved up close to the white woman, her beautiful brown face filling Dee's vision.
"The hoops are nice white girl but they don't make you a Black man's woman. You show that with these," she moved and again pinched Dee's nipples, "and with this." Tamika moved her brown hand down to lie on Dee's belly. "You on the pill white girl?"
There was a low murmur from the watching men. They recognised that the Latina was taking things up a notch.
"Yes - I'm.... sorry." The words were out of her mouth before her brain had really registered their meaning. She was operating on the purest sexual instinct now. The battle that had been raging within her over the last few months had left her in no doubt what her choice would be if all only depended on her. Now she had articulated it for the first time.
"NO need to be sorry," Tamika's tone was matter-of-fact as is merely stating an obvious fact, "you just need to be dumping them..." She paused a moment and then said what both women knew was coming next, "...but only after you've earned that extra ice from Shaka." To punctuate the point she moved her strong fingers to Dee's left nipple and gently pinched it. The white woman moaned, a moan of desire and almost despair. Tamika had set it all out so clearly - so bluntly. She had to end all sexual activity with her husband and then she had to go off the pill. It was the logical, no the only possible, next step in her progression as Shaka's woman, as a Black man's woman.
Tamika smiled at the flush in the white woman's cheeks - knew that the message planted in Teach's mind would grow and flourish and bear fruit. "My man knows how to treat a white woman. Show her Bobo."
"Fuck yeah. At last." Bobo gritted his teeth and moved his fucking into a new gear. Long powerful rolling thrusts that seemed to hit every pleasure centre in Dee's hungry white pussy.



Tamika was back with her and their lips met before she felt the Latina's tongue enter her mouth. They shared the moment as both heard Bobo grunt and cum in six heavy spurts of potent rich African-DNA charged Black seed deep into Dee's cunt.
"You see - my man knows what to do with a white woman. You tease them and then please them and then breed them. Ain't that right Teach?"
Dee shuddered out her climax - gripping the mattress under her and wailing her surrender.
Bobo nodded and finally withdrew his now semi-hard cock from her pussy. Traces of his seed showed at her pussy, testament to the heavy load he had given her. Dee lay back on the bed and tried to gather her senses.
As she lay there panting she saw two no three hard Black cocks come to surround her. Their little show had clearly done the job of recharging Bobo's friends. It was going to be a long night. Tamika winked at her and then began sucking Pops. Dee took a deep breath and then moved up to take hold of the two remaining remorselessly hard Black cocks. Tamika giggled as she saw Dee begin to suck Dre once more.
***
It seemed odd to park so close to home. The other vehicle pulled in behind them. Bobo had already moved onto the back seat of the Odyssey after arranging them to give himself as much room as possible. With a swift movement he undid his belt and dropped his pants round his ankles. He hadn't bothered with shorts and his hard Black cock stood proudly. Quite a sight for anyone watching in this quiet suburb.
Which reminded Dee - they had to do this fast. That really was all that came into her head - there was not one moment of consideration as to whether it should be done at all. Tamika had suggested and Bobo had approved From that moment there had been no question of denying them in Dee's mind.
She quickly got into the back seat with Bobo and straddled him. She reached down for that beautiful cock, lined it up and then eased herself down onto him. Savoured the feeling of her young man in her once again. Some things would never get old and the sight of his cock pushing home into her was one of those things. Dee got to work moving herself up and down on his cock. Her breath already catching in her throat, the excitement already gripping every part of her.
Tamika was a savant. She had known just what Dee needed. Not to drive home alone as she so often had. Not to almost imperceptibly change from Black man's woman to a suburban soccer mom as the miles rolled by. No, Tamika had understood what she needed. No more denying herself, even if that meant no more safe zones. She wasn't leaving the temptation behind this time. Instead, he had ridden beside her all the way home, well bar that last couple of hundred yards. Now, so close to home he was in her and she was fucking him. Once more eager and needy for his potent Black seed.
Each of the other three men had followed Bobo's lead last night. Each had fucked her and planted their second load of seed as deep in her as they could, each encouraged by the teasing tones of the beautiful Latina stripper. Each perhaps imagining or hoping that she HAD already dumped those pills. Had come to them, as Tamika had suggested, horny and fertile and ready to be knocked up. She had been left sated and exhausted. Bobo had not fucked her a second time. Instead he had saved his load for this morning at his girlfriend's suggestion. Ready to be pumped into Dee's pussy on almost her own doorstep. So when she walked into her suburban home she would have fresh Black seed in her When she kissed her husband in greeting...
The scenario had captured her and now she worked hard to make it complete. She felt his hand on her side while the other pushed into her blouse. A button popped off and he gained access. His fingers working her breast and his palm exploiting her sensitive nipple. All the time she kept moving up and down on him, feeling that hard young cock claim her pussy. She needed to moan and when her mouth opened he pushed his onto hers. Still she felt his hand holding her side making sure that she wasn't going anywhere until she had completed her task. She thrilled to that realisation. A young handsome Black man, one with a girl as hot as Tamika, but he still wanted her, still desired her. The adrenaline surge hit her, endorphins raced through her body, she became almost frantic in her fucking.
Bobo had been watching. He knew it was his time. He held her hard and began to move his hips, pushing up into her in perfect synchronicity with her movements. For maybe that minute their two bodies truely did become one. He saw her eyes widen, her cheeks flush and her mouth gasp for air again. He knew that the moment had come. He laid down ten quick hard strokes and then came deeply inside her. She felt it and almost sobbed her joy and excitement. His fingers locked in her hair and held her still for his hard deep kiss.
Then he released her and gently lifted her off him. His cock, its work for the moment done, slid out of her followed by a string of his baby-making seed.
"Don't matter," the young man said confidently, "there's still plenty in there." His lively brown eyes were locked on hers and he nodded. He knew that the message had got through. His ex-Teacher had learned the lesson he had his girl and his friends had been putting out there. There was no way back for her. No white man could ever give her what Bobo had just given her, no white man could ever make her feel like she did now.
He gave her a confident smile and then gestured downwards. That was a lesson Dee had learned long ago. She lovingly cleaned his cock with her mouth - got him ready to walk back to his own vehicle and join Tamika for the drive back to the capital.
***
"That you Dee?"
Her husband David's voice was almost drowned out by the sound of the midday game on the TV. He didn't come to greet her or to give her a kiss. Even the question was purely routine. He'd have seen the minivan pull up and so he was perfectly well aware of who it was. He certainly didn't feel the need to move his butt.
Which was just as well. She had done her best in her hand-mirror but it had really only confirmed that she looked like what she was - a woman who had just been vigorously, gloriously and beautifully fucked! The missing button on her blouse didn't help much and she was aware of the feeling of her young Black lover's seed on her thigh. She needed to get cleaned up and fast!
As she showered she remembered Bobo's last words to her. "Real nice around here." She realised the sub-text. She had just put it all at risk and not for the first time. She shook her head as she soaped her body. He was a smart young man but he didn't understand everything. She would give her comfortable life up in a moment if the alternative was going back to how she had been, again having to stifle her true self. The water was the perfect temperature but she still felt a little shiver run through her. Was she hiding from the truth when she still only framed that as a possibility? Didn't she need to recognise that it wasn't even a probability - that the time WAS coming. She needed to make her arrangements and be ready - just as Bill had advised.
HR
David sat in the little office at Dominion Power. What a waste of time this sort of thing was. Psychological assessment - who needed it? Didn't he do his job perfectly well? How did any of this crap tell anyone anything one way or the other?
It did have its compensations however, at least today. The woman conducting the test looked amazing. The sort you only normally saw at a fashion show in Milan. He snuck a few more furtive glances at her while she was completing her notes in a writing pad held on her knee.
David felt a stirring in his groin. He was getting hard as he admired the psychologist's legs. He would have felt embarrassed but it wasn't entirely his fault. It had been weeks since he had had sex. He'd raised the idea a couple of times at home but Dee had said she was tired or had a headache. No wonder he was a bit revved up. His wife had only herself to blame if he started looking at other women.
He told himself that but he knew that he didn't need any excuse to find this woman attractive. Long blonde hair, perfect skin, high cheek-bones and piercing blue-grey eyes. She was stunning, a truly beautiful mature woman. He was still contemplating her when she suddenly looked up.
He almost froze in his seat. He felt like a naughty school-boy caught peeking in a test. Except that this could be much more serious. Sexual harassment claims or worse. His heart seemed to stop.
The woman smiled at him in an assured confident way. He had to be careful not to let out too obvious a sigh of relief. She hadn't noticed him ogling her. Guess that showed she wasn't too much of a psychologist! The woman's eyes dropped back to her pad. She had shifted position a little and now David realised he could see right down the front of her jacket and blouse. There was a glimpse of perfect cleavage. He tried to resist but he couldn't help it. As he looked he felt his cock get harder in his pants.
"Your work record is excellent." Again he heard that little clipped accent coming through when she spoke. Was she an Australian or a New Zealander? Something like that. "But, of course, work isn't everything. It's very important that all is right at home as well"
He looked into those intelligent blue-grey eyes. She was showing such concern, such empathy, with every move of her facial expression and her body language. He wondered if he should say something. Immediately he bridled against the idea. It was his personal business - nothing to do with Dominion Power.
"I've felt it since I came into the room. Sensed that there is something on your mind. Since it's clearly not a problem at work then I have to assume that there is an issue at home."
For a moment David had feared that she would tell him what HAD been on his mind. How much he wanted to take her, lay her over that couch and... That would be a disaster - he needed to take this down another route. Play for time. How do you mean, Doctor, err..."
"Please call me Linda." Her smile was open and giving and generous. "Our domestic arrangements are so often the most complicated aspect of our lives. Our relationships with our children, our relationship with our spouse. Is everything alright at home - no unexpected changes?" She asked in the tones of an old friend, her gentle smile one of concern for his welfare.
"Well my wife..." David's voice trailed off. "She has a new job and it keeps her away from home at times." He thought about going on but found he couldn't. It went totally against the grain to discuss such things with a stranger,
Linda focussed a look of total empathy and compassion onto him. "I know how difficult it is for a strong self-reliant man like you to discuss issues like his. Perhaps we should schedule another meeting - after you've had time to consider what issues you feel comfortable to address. I can tell that there ARE issues there. As a company I know that Dominion Power are particularly minded to address such matters. Especially in staff holding positions of key importance - or who are being considered for them."
David felt his heart beat a little faster. Was that what this was all about? Promotion? He'd been amazed when he'd been picked to take on this new job in Ireton. Was it going to happen again?
Linda gathered up her notebook and pens into her briefcase. "I'll schedule another session for two weeks time. Consider what I said won't you." She flashed him a dazzlingly perfect smile.
David's head was in confusion. What should he do? Wasn't it safest to say nothing?
Linda's smile remained warm and friendly. "Domestic issues can be such a concern. At certain levels of responsibility it is so important that there be a stable background for key staff. As well, of course, as a candid transparency where any problems exist." She smiled and rose from her chair. "These things can generally be sorted out and a friend can often see the way forward so much more clearly." Her smile was even more dazzling and her eyes even more engaging.
David stood and shook hands with her before he went back to his office. His head was in a whirl. Meantime, Linda started the drive back to the Capital and her husband Shaka with a smile on her face. It was always so instructive to see someone like David in person. She doubted he'd be too much of a problem.
Taking a Friend Shopping
"What do you think? Too obvious?" Anna held up the T-shirt with a 'Breed Me Black' logo on it.
Dee covered her mouth with her hand and giggled. "You think!... Where did you find all this stuff?"
The two women were in Anna's walk-in wardrobe where there were racks of clothing of all sorts along with sections for footwear, lingerie and accessories.
"Kent finds most of it. To be honest I couldn't ever wear this one out in public. Strictly for in-house wear only. He's only got to see something like this on me..." She tapped the T-shirt and let the sentence go unfinished.
Once again Dee marvelled at her friend's relationship with her husband. Even that last statement had been very loaded. For most couples it would symbolise that they had sex. Here not so much. Kent and Anna were in a cuckold relationship - they had been ever since the moment Dee had seen Kent sign his wife over to her Black master Izeye. Dee still couldn't say that she quite understood their relationship but it seemed to work for them. She couldn't help feeling a certain jealousy for Anna's ability to live her life and express her desires so openly.
Echoing her thoughts Anna held up another T-shirt. A huge Queen of Spades logo on the front and rear. "Now this one I've worn out with Izeye. Its such fun to see who gets the message." She laughed at the memory.
Dee could just imagine it. Anna was pretty much her own height and a similar build with blonde shoulder-length hair and green eyes. She was twenty-five and beautiful. Dee knew how good she and Izeye looked together - it really shouldn't have taken a T-shirt for anyone seeing them to know what the score was.
"What do you think he will like me in? Perhaps this?" Anna tried on the top and did up the front plastic zip just over half way. It hugged her curves and showed off an impressive cleavage.
Oh there wasn't much doubt that he would just love that! Anna had already selected her skirt. Tight but not too tight, short but not too short. It showcased a beautiful young woman without being TOO blatant. In other words it hit just the right note for the intended audience.
"Naturally it'll be the hoops." Anna checked out her make-up as she inserted her big golden ear-rings. "I thought about an anklet but do you think he might prefer these. I just love them."
They were amazing. High-heeled suede boots that Anna pulled on and then zipped up. They were tight to her beautifully-proportioned legs and extended up beyond her knee. She strutted a few steps and Dee saw the tantalising flash of pale skin between the top of the boots and the bottom of the skirt. Almost as attention-grabbing as the vibrant scarlet soles that showed every time Anna took a step. Her friend looked at her with a cheeky smile. "I've got a black pair too. You're my size. Want to try them on?"
Dee knew those were several hundred dollars worth of footwear and they were in a rack of similar designer products. "Does Kent get you all these?"
"Of course - he likes me to look good for my men."
Dee just raised her eyebrows and smiled. It was alright for some! It wouldn't be right for her but who was she to be judgmental. Kent's business was very successful and he could easily afford it. Who knows maybe he wrote it all off on his taxes!
"Seriously Dee - they would look amazing with that outfit."
Dee had stuck to what she knew worked. Dark tones, classy and sophisticated but with an underlying sexiness. She normally wore her heels with them but, well, it wouldn't hurt to experiment.
Anna pulled a box out of the bottom of her wardrobe. "I'd got them for something else but as soon as I saw you today I just knew that they would go amazingly with that outfit." She undid the box and removed the wrapping. They were brand new and black versions of Anna's own.
"Won't your husband mind?"
Anna giggled. "Oh believe me he won't complain so long as he gets to see you in them and he knows that its all in a good cause" She giggled again and Dee couldn't help joining her.
The boots were top of the line. Hand-stitched and shaped expertly to hug the line of her calf as she zipped them up. They felt amazing and a glance in the mirror told her that Anna had been right. They gave a new dimension to her whole outfit and they made her FEEL sexier as well as look it.
***
"We're about ready to go honey. How do you think we look?"
"Oh wow..." Kent's eyes were almost bugging out of his head. His eyes darted over his wife and then stopped on Dee's legs. "Those boots..."
"Don't they look amazing on her. I think our men are going to love her in them - don't you honey?"
Kent swallowed hard and a flush came to his cheeks. Dee knew that he was imagining her with a Black man. Just as he imagined his wife with Black men. It was a strange feeling - a man exploring his lust through her but at second-hand. Kent finally tore his eyes away from the boots and back to her face. His eyes were flashing with lust - desire which he had to know could never be satiated. It was extraordinary but it seemed to work for him and Anna.
"Dee is going to wow him - which is just as well isn't it..."
Kent gave a flick of his eyebrows and then inclined his head. Dee waited for a clue as to what they were talking about.
"Hmmnn - a typical man. Well it isn't so simple as you seem to think. Get them and show me."
Kent moved across to a draw in his work-desk. He produced a set of stringed beads, looking like a rosary to the uninitiated. Dee knew they weren't a rosary. She'd been there when Izeye had presented it to the couple. The coloured beads represented a woman's cycle of fertility.
"Now where are we?"
Kent held up the beads and touched the indicator band.
"Oh honey, you see why I have to be SO careful. If you had your way you know what would end up happening..."
Dee saw a flush come to Kent's pudgy cheeks. His eyes were fixed on his young wife with an almost desperate intensity.
"I ... I understand - I meant what I said...."
Anna gave him a kiss on the lips. "I know honey. But it's still such a big step." She reached for the silver chain around her neck. On its end was a small silver key. "Anyway we have to be off soon so we'd better get you ready."
Kent undid his pants and let them drop. Then Anna pulled down his underpants and used the key to unlock her husband's cock cage. As the device came off Kent gasped and his pink penis, a respectable six inches, was freed and immediately grew semi-hard.
Anna playfully gestured at it. "Seems something has got you excited Kent. I'd like to help but you know that we can't be keeping Dee's friend waiting. I'm looking forward to meeting him so much."
Again that almost feverish look of lust and desire came into Kent's eyes as he looked at his beautiful wife.. He opened his mouth as if to say something but apparently couldn't find the words.
Anna smiled an inexpressibly tender smile and kissed him again. "I know honey - but I have to be sure."
Kent gave a weak smile in return and then nodded his head.
"Be sure to watch your messages..."
***
They parked around the back of the closed store. Anna took her phone and recorded a video of the surrounding buildings and then recorded Dee as she rang the bell on the back door.
The two women shared a glance as they waited. Dee knew her friend had to be nervous and flashed her a reassuring smile. Anna gave a little shrug and smiled back. Then the younger woman froze momentarily as she heard the dead-bolts being drawn inside. It was about to be the point of no return.



The door opened and he was there. Still in his work clothes, his belly stretching out his shirt. His eyes seemed to shine as he saw Dee. "Hey baby," was all he could say before she was in his arms and kissing him long and deep. Well aware that Anna was still recording with her phone.
Anna had taken position a little to the side and Dee couldn't help but be pleased that Bill's attention had been fully on her from the moment that he had opened the door. That was one reason why she was here - why all of this had happened - these men gave her what she wanted and needed, so unlike her husband.
"Daddy - I've brought a friend who wants to watch."
Bill's mouth tightened and his whole frame seemed to stiffen. "If it's your husband then he can fuck off home. I ain't no performing..." His voice trailed off as he turned his head and caught a sight of Anna. "Damn," he said softly.
Anna, having sent her video to Kent, put her phone in her bag. "I can wait in the car if you like."
"Now let's not be hasty." Bill's eyes roamed over Anna from head to toe, taking in every inch of her. They finished looking down the inviting cleavage left exposed by her zip-up top. Dee smiled to herself again - she hadn't been wrong in approving that certain item of clothing. Not that it had required any particular clairvoyance!
"I can stay then?" Anna was smiling too now, her momentary nerves gone and her confidence boosted by his obvious desire for her. Dee knew that feeling - knew how good it could be, how dangerous too.
"Anna only wants to watch." Dee thought she might be reminding Anna as much as Bill.
"You been with a Black man girl?" Bill's tone showed that Dee's reminder hadn't annoyed him - just made him curious.
"Yes, errr...."
"I call him Daddy." Dee's mischievous remark was made almost before she had formulated the thought. Bill was old enough to be Anna's daddy - and if Anna didn't watch out by tonight he might be her baby-daddy. She felt heat rush through her at the thought. Not that it was a new one. Bringing her younger friend to her new Black man was exciting enough but she had always had in the back of her mind the fact that Anna would be fertile and unprotected when she brought her to Bill.
"Yes Daddy." Anna's cheeks blushed alluringly as she completed her answer. Dee knew how much Bill would love that.
"See your rings girl - your husband a white boy? He know where his cute little hotwife is at?" Bill's eyes were fixed on Anna's now - she had got his interest alright.
"He's white and he knows. Starting out was his idea but I caught up quick. Now I make sure," she held out the small silver key on its chain, "that I'm Black-only."
Bill raised his eyebrows and slightly shook his head in disbelief. "That's some freaky shit. Still if he's fool enough to let you out of his sight then it ain't for me to judge. If you was mine I'd be keeping you REAL close." He paused and again drank in the sight of the blush on Anna's cheeks. "So if you're blacked why you only watching today. I can call a friend to come over for ya." He put his arm out and around Dee's waist.
Dee caught the inference. Bill was obviously very interested in Anna but she'd have to settle for his friend. He already had his girl for the afternoon. She moved her hand up to meet his at her waist.
"I have to be careful today. I'm not on ... you know." Anna suddenly seemed nervous.
"I ain't no psychic. I don't know. You got to tell me."
Dee suddenly realised that Bill was teasing her friend - he knew what she was trying to say. He just wanted her to say it out loud. She also knew that Anna had learned the same lesson from Izeye that she had learned from Shaka. A white woman who came to a place like this fertile and unprotected, who proclaimed as much, knew what the consequences could be, almost certainly would be. She was fair game if she chose to play.
"I'm not on the pill - and it's my most fertile time Bill." Anna's vice was suddenly sharper and clearer, her nerves dissipating as she began to play along with Bill.
"Call me Daddy white girl. So you primed - that why you only want to watch?"
Anna swallowed. "Yes, um, Daddy. Friends have told me sex is much better when you are, um, fertile. I thought if I came and watched I could find out."
"More direct way of finding out - but I'll respect that." He turned to Dee. "You girls go up to the flat - while I make it secure here. Won't be a couple of minutes."
Anna reached into her bag and pulled out her phone. "Will you film us going up there Daddy - to send to Kent."
Bill chuckled and took the phone. He turned on the camera and then put his hand in front of the lens and made a waving gesture. Then he spoke softly into the microphone as he filmed the two women going upstairs.
"How's it going Kent? For me its going real good. Just promised to get even better with that cute little wife of yours as a bonus on my regular Sunday treat. Tell you now - if you ain't ready and prepared to be raising her Black babies then you best reconsider your lifestyle. Might be you'll still have time for that. After all she's only watching today ain't she? What do you think? You think she'll just settle for watching? You seen that look in her eye that I seen today? She ever been that horny for you Kent? Looks like this old nigga got you beat boy!" He chuckled and then shut off the camera before turning to lock and bar the door.
Upstairs
They moved up into the long store-room that Bill made double as his rest area. Also as his recreation room on Sundays. The couch had been pulled out ready - as usual a low slightly dilapidated armchair sat just opposite it.
Anna's eyes were everywhere - this was new to her. It certainly wasn't a five-star hotel suite. It wasn't dirty but it was crowded. Shelving and boxes of stock lined the walls.
Dee's eyes had gone to the picture frames attached to two of the three shelving uprights. She moved to the first and looked closely at it. Two tall strong young men looked confidently out into the camera, one of them in his football jersey. Between them were three girls in their school uniforms. Their hair styles and dress suggested the photo was about twenty years old. On the next upright was a photograph of two more young girls, much lighter-skinned. It was a more recent photo, but still maybe ten years old. Dee knew they were Bill's daughters with Paulina, his Latina girlfriend.
Anna was behind her now and also examining the pictures. "What was in the third frame?" she asked. Dee only now noticed the third upright also had a frame. It hadn't been there the week before. It was empty. She felt a sudden thrill go through her as she realised that it wasn't empty - it was just waiting to be filled.
They heard Bill close the door at the top of the stairs and then he was in the room and offering the phone to Anna, his eyes once more plumbing the depths of her impressive cleavage. "You best take that," he gestured in the direction of the battered armchair, "while you there you safely out of bounds." He paused and then repeated - his eyes moving up to hers. "While you there - you understand."
Anna nodded and took the phone. "Can I record any more?"
"Shit I don't care - just try to keep my face to a minimum. I ain't shy but I work at a church!" He gave another low belly laugh and then turned to take Dee's face in his big dark hands. He moved his mouth to hers and began to kiss her - claiming her as he had done each of the last four Sunday afternoons. They sank down to the sofa only vaguely aware of Anna moving across to the armchair.
Bill continued to kiss Dee, their tongues meeting, and his hands moved down to begin unbuttoning her blouse. Dee loved the way he would assert himself - express his desire for her. She heard a murmured voice and hesitated until she realised it was Anna playing the video Bill had shot.
Bill paused in his kiss. "What you think Anna?"
"He'll love it," she replied. Then she sent the video on its way to Kent where he waited at home.
"Didn't ask about him - what you think?"
"I think I'd better stay in this chair."
Bill laughed again, a low rumble. His big Black hands were inside Dee's blouse now. His thumbs toying with her nipples - teasing them erect. He knew what that did to her, how it made her feel. "Now Dee's gonna give you something else to watch Anna. Your friend here has got some mad skills." His hands moved to ease off Dee's blouse and jacket, leaving her breasts naked.
Dee glanced to the chair and saw Anna was filming her. It didn't bother her - she had got used to that by now. She moved off the couch and dropped to her knees between Bill's thighs. One hand went to the bulge which was clearly visible in his pants and then she moved to undo his belt.
She glanced across at Anna again. "So Kent if you want to know the Black man's secret then I can give you a hint. Meanwhile Anna here needs to know why he's called Daddy." She unzipped his pants and eased them down. She knew Anne's eyes were fixed on the large bulge in Bill's shorts, She eased them down and was greeted by a long thick BBC already more than semi-hard. As her fingers touched the warm dark skin she felt it continue to stiffen and grow. "Isn't he beautiful? So strong and powerful." Her hand and her words were doing their work. He was now all the way hard. A strong weapon of Black flesh with two heavy balls hanging below. "Isn't he magnificent? That's why we call this a Big Black Cock - that's why we call it a baby-maker."
She heard the little gasp from Anna. Dee licked up and down the hard shaft, felt Bill's fingers gently entwine themselves in her blonde hair.
"See Anna I'm hearing you saying you're Blacked, how you're the Black man's woman. But Dee here don't need to say it - Dee walks the walk so she don't need to talk the talk no more. Dee here knows how to please her man, how to make him ready for her. That's right ain't it white girl?"
"Yes," and "Yes." The answer came almost simultaneously from the two women. Anna gave a little giggle as Dee held up his heavy ebony shaft and with the other hand gently cupped Bill's balls. She kissed and licked them, worshipped at the altar of his potent masculinity. She got his beautiful cock sloppy with her spit and then used her mouth and hand to please him. After a few minutes she was rewarded with his deep sigh of pleasure.
"Oh yeah - my white girl knows what her Black daddy likes. Good and sloppy. Just right. See she got all the skills of a Black man's woman. What 'bout yo' friend over there Dee - she frontin' or is she a Black man's woman for real?"
Dee paused in her sucking. She was pleased by his approval. "Oh yes - you're a Black man's woman aren't you Anna?" Then her mouth was back on his big Black cock as if she had begrudged even a second away from it.
The younger woman knew that Bill's attention had focused on her and she nervously ran her tongue over her lips. Bill saw the look in her eyes and the blood in her cheeks. He saw the phone had long been abandoned and saw her hand down the front of her skirt.
"Is that so - seen no evidence of it." A smile was on his lips but his look was one of gentle challenge. Dee followed his glance to see her friend still seated. Anna looked on edge, every muscle tensed to move out of the seat. She did not do so however. Instead she seemed to remain poised on the edge of a precipice.
Dee would never be able to say why she did what she did. It just seemed right at the time was the only explanation she could ever have given.
She pulled her mouth off Bill's cock and tapped her own cheek with the rock-hard dark shaft. "Isn't he beautiful?" she mused almost to herself. "Until you are here you can't understood the perfect weight and presence of a real man." She let her eyes meet those of Bill. Her Black lover seemed to understand what she was doing and gave an almost imperceptible nod. "I think you need to come over here Anna. I think you've been wanting to do that ever since you turned up here in that hot little outfit."
Dee didn't turn round. Her eyes were still on her man. She saw his eyes move as he watched Anna rise from her seat. She saw his mouth smile again - this time a broader smile, one of pleasure and triumph. He heaved himself off the couch and stood, a strong masculine presence. His big hard cock demanding attention.
Then Anna was there and kneeling beside Dee. Dee took her hand and brought it to Bill's big hard cock. "You see," she murmured, "how beautiful your hand looks on it. As if it was made to be there, as if this was meant to be. Feel how warm and strong he is. Its telling you all you need to know. That you're with a strong mature black man. Can you feel it - can you feel how potent our man is."
Anna's white hand was stretched round the thickness of his cock and moving slowly up and down. Her eyes were fixed on the dark skin of his shaft. She was taking in every moment of it, savouring it, understanding where this was going to lead.
"Tell me Anna." Dee's voice took on the gentlest trace of her teaching tone.
"Yes," said Anna and then her tongue traced her lower lip.
"You want to go and sit down again or do you want to give our Black Daddy what he deserves?"
Anna didn't reply she just moved forward and took the big dark head of Bill's cock into her mouth. Dee marvelled at the beautiful contrast in their skin tones. "You like that Anna? You like our Daddy's big Black baby-maker?"
Anna hesitated for a moment and then resumed pleasuring him. She glanced up at him and then closed her eyes. It was too late if it was supposed to hide the realities of what was happening here. Bill was indeed a man of experience. He had seen the yearning desire in that glance. He reached a big hand down and took a firm hold on Anna's pony-tail.
"Guess you used to being in charge at home. Got that white boy husband of yours on a short rope. Well you ain't at home now. You know that don't ya."
Anna nodded and hummed her ascent as she continued to work his strong shaft with her mouth and tongue.
Again Dee just automatically seemed to know what to do. She got up and moved across to the chair where she picked up Anna's phone. It was the work of seconds to begin filming. "Well Kent it seems we've had a little change of plan." Dee spoke as she filmed Anna on her knees worshipping Bill's big Black cock. "You can't blame her tho can you? Given the circumstances I mean." She allowed those words, heavy with meaning, to hang in the air as she continued to film her friend sucking her Black lover's cock.
Anna had kept her eyes closed as she seemed to put her soul into pleasuring the portly Black man stood before her. She kept up a steady rhythmn with mouth and hand - kept her eyes closed as she savoured his taste and the warm texture of his shaft.
Bill's eyes flicked from her over her shoulder to Dee. He gave a small gesture with his hand but Dee immediately knew what he wanted. She moved up behind Anna and reached to pull down the zipper at the front of Anna's top. The cleavage on display seemed to momentarily expand and then the top was being eased off leaving Anna's breasts exposed.
"Fuck yeah," murmured Bill in appreciation. His hand came out to cup her right breast and his thumb skilfully teased her nipple to full erection. Dee felt her own excitement rise - she knew how good Bill could make a woman feel.
With one sleeve removed Anna momentarily hesitated before allowing her top to finally be fully removed from the other. Dee knew why. She had seen that design sketched onto Anna's skin when they had first met. She knew that Anna had spent weeks having the tattoo applied to her arm. That was why Anna had never ventured out when she was fertile before - she had wanted the full design finished first. Or had she been playing for time - giving herself the space to consider her future. Well it hardly mattered now.
Bill's other hand moved and a finger traced the pattern with infinite gentleness as Anna continued to suck his cock. "Only one man I know in the Tri-State can do work like that."
Dee couldn't resist it. "Sends a message doesn't it Daddy."
Bill looked into the green eyes of the beautiful white woman sucking him. "Indeed it does. But is that message for real?"
The message of the tattoo was obvious, blatant. There was a reason Anna had been hesitant to show it. Every line had been an investment in time and pain under the buzzing ink-laden needle. Each played its part in building the single powerful image. A Black man standing behind a White woman with his hands on her hips. The woman looking out at the world defiantly - naked and with her belly showing she was in the eighth or ninth month of her pregnancy. It was immediately obvious to anyone seeing it that the woman who was the image's canvass was also it's subject.
Anna hadn't spoken. She seemed to still be devoting every part of her being to pleasuring his big Black shaft but now her beautiful green eyes were gazing up and fixed onto his.
"You don't regret getting out of your chair do you?" asked Dee.
Anna shook her head - still sucking his cock.
Dee knew she was playing her part in moving the process along, was aware that she was nudging Anna into actions she herself was still hesitant to take. Aware but not guilty or hesitant to continue. She spoke again. "You ready?"
Two words - but their meaning and import were immense. Anna simply stopped sucking and stood before moving to the end of the big old couch. She took a hold on its arm with both hands and eased her feet apart.
"I think you're ready." Bill had hardly spoken before he was moving round behind her. One hand gently held her hip while the other went to her pussy. His fingers brushed their way over her lips and one found her clit with practised ease. Anna gasped.
Dee reached for the phone again. Her other hand found her own pussy as she filmed, entranced by the beauty and magnitude of the moment being played out in front of her. "Tell him," she said in a breathy tone.
Anna's eyes swung round to her, eyes bright with excitement and lust and wonder. They registered the camera but didn't care.
"Tell him what you want, tell him what you need," clarified Dee. It wasn't a suggestion - it was an instruction. She wasn't following any prior plan - all that she was doing just seemed natural, just seemed necessary. She instinctively knew that it was the same for Anna. This needed to happen if they were to truely express themselves.
"I need you to fuck me B..., er, Daddy. I need you to fuck me."
Dee registered that correction and approved. No-one needed to be using Bill's real name. It was soon clear however, that such anonymity wasn't to be universal.
Bill shifted and presented the big head of his cock to Anna's cunt. He stroked the head up and down her entry - teasing her. "Thought you just come to watch Anna. How 'bout yo' husband..."
"Kent" broke in Dee from where she was filming them.
Bill chuckled. "Yeah - knew it was some white boy name. What's he gonna think?"
Anna was almost squirming in front of him now, trying to push herself back onto his cock. However, Bill firmly held her hip and eased his body back out of reach.
"He had his chance - now it's my turn. Pleeaaasseee...."
It was almost a wail of frustration and it was immediately cut short as Bill finally gave her what she so desperately needed. He lined his cock up and pushed it home. A moment's pause and then he half withdrew before thrusting again. "Fuck yeah," he said, "thass some good white pussy." It was warm and wet and receptive to him. Each stroke pushed his cock deeper, each partial withdrawal showed his hard coal-Black shaft already wet with her excitement.
"Yes - Yes - take me Daddy - fuck me - give me it - give we what - I need." Anna was almost chanting a litany of her excitement and desire. Bill responded with a heavy rolling thrust now that he was all the way in - his cock deep in his beautiful new white plaything. After a few moments Anna quietened and the only sound in the room was their breathing and the rhythmic slap of his body against hers.



Dee moved the camera onto Anna's face. Caught the flush on her pale-skinned cheeks and the almost manic excitement in her eyes. "Look Kent - my Black daddy is fucking your pretty little wife real well. Do you think you've ever made her look like this, ever made her feel like this?"
Anna gave a low moan of sexual desire, almost plaintive in its desperate surrender. Was it the way Bill was fucking her or was it Dee's words? Did it matter? The message was clear enough.
"It seems your lovely wife just couldn't resist him - can you blame her Kent? Even today she couldn't deny herself. Despite ... well, you know."
Bill's deep bass laugh rumbled through the flat. "Tell you something - this is some premium grade white pussy here. You know what makes a pussy premium grade white boy. It's the sort of pussy a real man could fuck a thousand times and never want to pull out. Just plant his seed deep every time."
"Oh God...." wailed Anna. Her legs seemed to buckle and she fell forward onto the arm of the sofa. Bill eased himself out of her and dropped to his knees. He thrust his face into her pussy and began to explore her with his lips and tongue.
Anna moaned and howled as her body twitched, held in position by Bill's strong arms.
Dee pointed the camera at a big Black hand grasping a slender white wrist. She moved the camera up his arm to the tattoo on his arm. The insignia of his old army unit.
"You see Kent - my Black Daddy has done service. He's a real man who has done his bit to protect our country. Doesn't he deserve his reward? Or perhaps it's Anna that will get the reward? You know why I call him Daddy? He's got two sons and five daughters - isn't that right Daddy?"
"So far," Bill stood and gently smacked Anna's butt as she lay over the end of the couch. He moved round and took a seat. Anna shuffled forward and soon her mouth was back on him, now tasting her own pussy on the powerful Black shaft.
"Yeah - thass what I'm talking about. Send that white boy his movie and then get your fine self over here Dee."
She didn't need asking twice. With a few taps she sent the video file on its way to Kent. Then she set down the camera and left it to film.
"Never will understand those husbands of yours - but so long as I'm getting this I ain't complaining," laughed Bill as the two white women competed to please him. "You really in charge at home Anna - you truly call the shots with that white boy of yours?"
Anna just nodded as she licked the head of his cock.
Bill's reply was pleased, reassured. "Well - like I said you ain't at home now." He clicked his fingers. "Get me my pants while my white girl here sucks my d. You're damn good but you could still take lessons from Dee here."
Dee smiled her approval as she licked her Black Daddy's heavy balls. Always nice to get a compliment!
Anna picked up his pants and held them out with a puzzled expression. Bill took them, removed his belt and then tossed the pants away again. He beckoned Anna closer and then wrapped the belt around her neck before gently pulling it tighter and then fastening the buckle. Dee watched as he took a hold on his belt making it an improvised collar and leash on her friend.
"Who you belong to white girl?"
"You Daddy."
"Who that pussy belong to?"
"You Daddy."
"What do you need me to do to that pussy?"
"Fuck it - fuck it good." Anna said quietly, her eyes fixed on his.
"Say it louder white girl - say it like you mean it."
"I need you to fuck me - I need you to own me and fuck me."
"... and ...."
Anna seemed about to say something but then didn't.
Bill's eyes narrowed. "You best go take the camera Anna. Get yourself up and ride my big Black cock Dee."
Dee didn't need asking twice. She got up, straddled him where he sat and then sank herself down onto his long thick cock. "Oh yes," she moaned almost to herself and then began to work herself up and down his hard shaft. His hand came to rest gently on her hips as she rode him, letting her set the pace. She saw Anna with the camera - saw the look on Anna's face. She'd supposedly just come to watch but now it was clear that she wanted to be doing a whole lot more than just watching. Well - tough! For the moment it was Dee's turn to enjoy herself.
"See that - my girl Dee here don't hesitate. She knows to please her man. She's got a premium pussy too - the sort of pussy that just forces a man to nut in her. Fill her up to the brim with potent Black seed. Just like she enjoys. That right Dee?"
Dee was working hard riding his cock but still managed to moan out her assent. She felt Bill's hands tighten on her sides signalling her to ease her efforts. She slowed her motions and rolled her hips a little to keep up the sensations in her pussy.
"Something you need to be doing though ain't there Dee."
She knew what was coming but just kept working her body on his long hard dick and savouring the sensations that only a man like this could give her.
"Yeah - you know what I'm talking about. Need to cut that white boy hubby off so we can get you where you need to be. That's right ain't it."
The rhythmn of her movements was never broken and her response was automatic. "Yes."
"Need to cut him off so you can do what...?" The hefty Black man's voice was tempting and demanding in equal measure.
"Come off the pill." Her response was immediate and clear. As if she had been thinking about it for a long time - understanding where her path might well lead for a long time.
His Black hand moved under her butt and on the next upward movement took her off his cock and left her sat straddling him with his hard Black cock standing up against her belly. She looked down and saw it, Black against her pale skin, reaching up to and beyond her navel. A reminder of how deep he could get into a woman and how much pleasure he could give her.
"It's understood?"
She felt his breath on the back of her neck, felt his hand still holding her side, felt the length of his shaft up against her belly. She looked up and saw Anna's eyes intently watching her. Saw the phone being used to record the moment.
His voice was calm but insistent. "Tell me now. It's understood?"
"Yes...Yes." She rushed to answer him.
"So what you gonna do from now on?"
"I'm going to cut off my husband - never have sex with him."
"Yeah thass a good white girl. Shaka's been too soft with you - that should have been understood from Day One. Well - better late than never. Now you've cut him off what you gonna do?"
She knew what he wanted and what Anna wanted to record her saying. She never for one moment imagined denying them. "I'm going to dump my pills."
"Yeah - first thing you do when you get home. You walk in that bathroom and dump every one of them damned pills down the john. From now on you gonna be fucking like nature intended - raw, unprotected and Black-only. How you gonna be fuckin'?"
"Raw - unprotected - and Black-only."
He lifted her and then eased her back down onto his big Black cock. She felt that wonderful fullness again - that only a few men could give her. She knew she was being rewarded and began moving herself up and down on him again. As she did so she felt his breath on her neck and then the wet warmth of his lips. He kissed her and then sucked hard. She knew that he was marking her. She knew how her Black men always liked to mark her pale skin. This marking was temporary but soon Bill and men like him would claim her permanently. She felt the rush of sexual pleasure course through her body at the idea and gasped for breath. She felt Bill's hips start to buck up into her gently for the first time. It helped her ride the wave of her little climax and then resume riding him once again.
"Send him that video and ask him what he thinks."
Dee kept slowly working on Bill's cock as she watched Anna tapping on her phone. A few minutes later there was the noise of an incoming message. Anna answered it and soon after another message came.
Anna looked back at the couple fucking on the couch. Her face had taken on a new expression, nervous but determined.
Bill noticed her but didn't speak. Instead he kissed Dee's neck again and bucked his hips a little to encourage her to ride him harder and faster. She responded and Anna's even white teeth showed a little as she bit her lower lip for a moment. Then she shut off her phone, got up and walked across to Bill and Dee. She took the end of Bill's belt where it still hung from around her neck and silently offered it to him.
"Your husband tell you to do that," growled Bill.
"No - I told him," replied Anna. "He's known it's been coming..."
"Yeah - well that's fine but my girl here's earned her nut. You think I'm gonna deprive her." Bill tapped Dee's butt as she continued to work herself up and down his cock.
Dee considered for a split-second but knew what needed to happen. She paused and deeply kissed Bill, feeling the prickle on her skin from his stubble. She reached out her own hand and took the end of Bill's belt.
"I think its time you earned your name again Daddy." She gave one last lingering movement down onto him and then got up and off him. With her other hand she took hold of his still hard cock, its dark skin shining with her own juices.
"I liked that position before..." said Bill. The words weren't out of his mouth before Anna had moved round and resumed her stance at the end of the sofa holding onto the arm-rest, her legs set apart to allow her lover access from behind.
"Please Daddy ... she needs it." Dee's words were in a voice that was almost pleading. Bill's eyes met hers. She felt that he could see right into her, read her mind. How much she wanted to see her friend bred. How the thought had been growing in her ever since Anna had talked about being fertile. How she had thought that it might assuage the desire that had been growing within her for months. The desire to be where Anna was about to be.
"I already told you the price - no backing out. You gonna do what you need to be doing,"
So he had understood her feeble stratagem and he was not going to allow her to live vicariously through Anna. Anna would indeed be fucked and seeded and hopefully bred. But that changed nothing in Dee's fate. It would be the same for her - a destiny as perfect as it had long been inevitable.
Dee nodded.
Bill's mouth moved almost imperceptibly into a small smile and he gave a slight nod. He stood and took up position behind Anna. Once again Anna felt the broad head of his Black cock moved up and down the entrance to her pussy. At the first touch her body shivered a little. Bill responded by moving his hand up to grip her hip. "You ready?"
"Yes - fuck me. Send me home pregnant."
There was no more need for mind games or long speeches. Dee and Anna, whatever their claims or protests, had both come here for this moment and Bill wasn't going to deny them. Now all that mattered was that big Black cock moving purposefully into a white pussy that was warm and wet and yearning for his seed. Bill pushed home and paused for a moment before beginning a serious rhythmn of firm purposeful strokes.
Dee moved over to the camera and set it up to film. It seemed only right to record the moment. Then she moved over and knelt on the couch to bring her face up to that of Anna. Anna was moving with every strong thrust of Bill's cock into her unprotected pussy and breathing deeply. Dee moved forward and kissed her, feeling the vibration of Bill's fucking transmitted through Anna's body to her. Her tongue probed and was allowed entry. It met Anna's and they gently traded caresses.
Finally they broke their kiss. The only sound was the rhythmic slap of Bill's big belly against Anna's butt. Anna's mouth was still slightly open, her cheeks were flushed and her eyes sparkling with lust and fulfilment.
"It's true."
Anna said the words very quietly and then moaned her desire but Dee understood. They had talked about it. Other women had told Anna that of all sex this was the best. When you knew the implications, when you knew the commitment. When mother nature had primed you to receive your man's seed and use it to make new life.
"Oh Godddd..." Dee held Anna as she felt the passion and lust flow through her. Dee remembered when she and David had been making love - hoping to start and then grow their family. It had been good, it had been meaningful, but had she ever felt as Anna was feeling now? Had she ever felt as Georgia and Jess and Emily and all the others had said that they had felt?
"He's soon going to give you your baby," she whispered into Anna's ear. Again a quiver seemed to go through the other woman's whole body. Her legs were shaking and Bill found himself bodily having to hold her up. He held her and eased his cock out.
"Noooooo," wailed Anna.
"You want my baby in you white girl. Best you move round and lie on the couch. Then I'll give you what you're needing."
Anna gathered herself and then after one faltering step managed to move round and onto the couch. She lay there and moved her legs wide apart, her eyes fixed on Bill.
Bill stood for a moment and then his eyes flicked to the phone as it recorded. He smiled and then followed Anna round to take up position, his hard ebony cock ready to fulfil his pledge. Dee knew that he was sending a message, proving his superiority over Anna's white boy husband, proving that he could give her what Kent had failed to provide, proving that Anna gave not only her consent but her pleading urgent demanding participation.
Bill was all business now. He moved into position and pushed two cushions under Anna to raise her to a comfortable height. Then he once again lined up his big Black cock and pushed home. This white pussy belonged to him now and his cock rapidly took possession of it. He wasn't a man in peak physical condition, a burger or a beer too many now and them perhaps. He maybe wasn't quite still in his prime, the calendar didn't lie. However today, at this moment, Bill was the king of the fucking world. He'd just been fucking that hot little teacher-lady from church and now he was gonna seed her beautiful young friend. Shit - things couldn't get much better than that!
Then they did.
He felt the breasts of Dee push into his back and her arms wrap themselves around him. Then he felt her breath as she whispered into his ear.
"I want it to be you Daddy. Soon - when it's my turn."
He didn't break his rhythmn - he just gave a slight nod of approval and acceptance. Then he moved down and over Anna as she lay beneath him. He grasped her buttocks and held her as he powered his thrusts in and out of her willing pussy. She howled her appreciation and put her arms around his broad back. Held onto him for dear life as if to prevent him getting off her.
But there was no chance of that. It was truely the defining moment in the life of any Black man's woman and Bill was not gong to deny her.
Dee moved the phone close to catch Bill's words. "Damn thass good pussy - oh yeah white girl this is some fine pussy - too good to pull out of - oh way too good to even think of denying. This little white pussy's gonna be filled chock full o' nigga nut."
Anna only groaned and whimpered, "yes."
"She needs it Daddy - she needs you to fill her up." Was Dee speaking for her own benefit or for Bill's or for Anna's or for all three. She didn't know and she didn't care. It was a visceral moment - a moment of instinct and nature.
"YESS, YESS, FILL ME UP DADDY." Anna's howled response proved she was feeling the same.
Dee kissed Bill and tasted the salt on his skin. His mouth tightened a little and she knew he was close.
Bill was a good man, a decent man. He gave the beautiful woman beneath him one final chance to deny him. "About to nut - no jokin'. You know what it means."
"YES, YES ... PLEASE DADDY!" Her whole body shuddered and her green eyes were huge as they looked up into his. She raised her head a fraction and he brought his lips down to meet hers. As they kissed Anna felt his seed spurt into her in heavy potent loads.
Dee had the camera again and had captured the precious moment. She kept it on Bill as gasping and breathing heavily he slowly withdrew from Anna. The woman made to move but a big Black hand gently laid on her. "No - you lay still. Let my seed find its way and do its job. Make sure you're going home with our first already growing in your belly. We all know it won't be the last - fine white girls like you two was made for raising babies - Black men's babies." He stepped back and took the phone from Dee as she moved down between her friend's legs. "Dunno what wheels you got white boy but I know they ain't fast enough. That is one righteously seeded white pussy."
Dee found herself close to that pussy. She explored with her finger and withdrew it copiously coated in his thick seed. "Looks so tasty," she murmured, "but we can't waste it." She reinserted her finger and then began to wank her friend. "We need you to come again Anna. You know it's supposed to increase your chances of getting pregnant and well it can't hurt. She giggled and then moved her mouth down to Anna's clit - tasting both him and her. It didn't take long. Anna squirmed and rolled and finally howled out her orgasm as Dee continued to finger and lick her.
Bill nodded his satisfaction as he filmed. "Yeah - see Kent - my white girl knows her game. Shit, she working hard to get that cute little white wife of yours properly Black bred."
Anna whimpered and moaned again. Dee reluctantly pulled back to let her rest a while.
Bill handed the phone back to Dee. She sent the final video off to Kent and then closed the phone down. The afternoon wasn't over but from now on it would be just the three of them Or so she thought.
Bill had his own phone out. "Hey 'Fess, how's it goin' man? - You needs to roll it up and get over here. Got a job for ya. - This job you WILL wanna do, leastways you been bending my ear about it all the last three weeks - Yeah, thass right, the classy little teacher lady. Can't be sending her home without her nigga nut and I gotta save mine for second helpings with her fertile friend - Fuck yeah, only polite after she and her husband asked me to so nicely - Preach it man. White boys may be bug-fuck but their women are real fine - See you in five." He ended the connection and glanced at Dee. "You know Fess don't ya."
She nodded. She knew Fess - he was one of the little crew of Black men who hung around the store earlier on Sundays, the group she had met when she first came here. She knew Fess and pretty soon she'd be getting to know him a whole lot better!
***
She'd had a day or two to consider it. They had made no difference. She knew that there were things that just had to be done. There were things that she just needed to do.
Fortunately it wasn't a long job and she had a free lesson at the end of the afternoon so she could get it done and then be home on time. It wasn't a long drive from the school but she knew that it was an important one.
Dee pushed open the small door and entered the familiar shop. She was a few minutes early and Izeye was just finishing up a swirling tattoo on the shoulder of a young white woman. A series of ripples emanating out from a central focus - the QOS symbol. Dee couldn't remember seeing the woman before and didn't know if she was just a customer or a participant in Izeye's Game, like her friend Georgia.
Izeye barely registered Dee's entrance. His attention on his work was absolute and total. The big man was an artist. This woman would carry that art, the mark of her own true self, for the rest of her life. Just as Anna did. Such things were not rushed.
Dee took a seat on the low padded bench and watched the careful precision of his ink. It was only a few minutes before Izeye concluded by carefully cleaning his design and applying a gauze. Dee wondered how many sessions it had taken to complete that whole intricate pattern. Thank goodness her own procedure was rather less complicated.



"Meghan this is Dee - she's cool too." Izeye's voice was like rich dark melted chocolate.
As simple as that. The message was sent. Both women had found their true place in the world. Both understood how things were. Both were part of that sisterhood that seemed to grow larger with every passing day. Both belonged to the Black man.
Meghan smiled and then winced as she reached for her coat. "Damn - I should have learned after five weeks."
Izeye helped her with her coat. "You be careful baby - at least your design's all done now. No more sessions till you're ready for your next one."
Meghan gave him a rueful smile but Dee noticed that she didn't deny the possibility that she would be back. These things could be addictive - like so much else.
"Hope I'll see you around." Meghan's words to Dee as she left were genuine. They weren't in competition and there was no need for jealousy. Dee had seen the flash of her rings as she had reached for her coat. If her husband was white that tattoo would take some explaining. Which brought Dee back to why she herself was there.
Once they were alone Izeye got to work cleaning his hands and then securing sterile materials. "Appreciated what you did for Anna. You bring them?"
Dee reached into her pocket and produced the small box. Then she watched him remove the titanium items and carefully clean them. She reflected on his comment. "You weren't annoyed - she was only supposed to watch..."
Izeye's great belly laugh rumbled through the shop. "Shit - I knew she wasn't EVER going to just watch. Especially if your man got her attention which it seems he did."
"You could say that," admitted Dee.
Izeye stretched on a pair of latex gloves. He picked up one of the pieces of titanium jewellery. "If I get a deep connection with one of my girls, like I got with Georgia, then I'll make her my baby momma. With Anna I'm more a facilitator. She knew what she wanted and maybe we've both helped her get there. Not long to wait before we'll know for sure."
Not long - but Dee knew that to Anna it would seem like an eternity waiting for the passing days to reveal the truth. Waiting for, hoping for, the signs that she had been successful.
"Now - when you're ready."
Dee took off her jacket and blouse and then sat on Izeye's working couch.
The big man was all business. His gloved hand came up to hold her right breast. Then his other moved a small clip onto her nipple.
"Close your eyes if you like." Izeye's voice was soft and reassuring. Dee chose to keep her eyes open until she saw Izeye's free hand return with the needle. Then she screwed her eyes shut.
An instant later she felt a sharp pain, fierce but transient. She gasped and took a couple of deep breaths. She felt her finger nails digging into her palm as she reacted. A second later the pain passed and she tried to relax. She opened her eyes to see Izeye fixing in place the first piece of titanium jewellery. The combined bar and ring with an enclosed enamel QOS symbol.
"You doing real good Dee. Half way there." Izeye's gloved hand moved over to her left breast. She felt the gentle grip of his clip on her nipple. This time she knew what to expect. Felt the stabbing momentary pain and immediately opened her eyes as Izeye's nimble fingers applied and secured her second piece of nipple jewellery.
He finished and stepped back. He gave a small nod of satisfaction. "Yeah - they look real good on you. In time I can fix them in place permanently. For the moment you might still need to remove them for a time. But you look real fine girl. Check it out in the full-length."
Dee gingerly got off the couch and went to look at herself. In a way it didn't look like her. She would never have imagined having her nipples pierced. Or the old Dee never would have. It symbolised her new self. Among other things. She looked again and knew, deep in her soul, how much she loved them and ALL that they represented. Even the challenges that they would cause her.
Izeye stood back from her and nodded. "Not the only work I'd like to do for you. Your skin is beautiful - a perfect canvass."
Dee turned to him with a smile. "Thanks - but I don't think so."
Izeye gave his wonderful deep laugh. "I remember Meghan saying almost exactly the same thing..."
***
She still got home before David, he finished work earlier nowadays but had a slight detour to pick up Leah. The school bus would be at least another thirty minutes before its winding route brought her other two children home.
Dee took a moment to gather herself and to take a few deep breaths. As she did she felt the new sensations from her pierced nipples. It wasn't entirely pain-free. Like many things they came with consequences and they didn't exist in a vacuum. The feeling reminded her, as if she needed it, that they were part of a journey and that there was a next step to take.
That step really could have consequences and not just temporary discomfort. Not just for her either - she hoped that wasn't why she had waned so much to get back before her children's presence might dissuade her. She hoped - but she couldn't be sure. Even though she knew another moment would have come sooner or later, almost certainly sooner.
Her chin set in determination. She collected the two small boxes and went through to the bathroom. She quickly slid the blister packs out of them and then methodically pushed each small pill out and allowed it to fall into the toilet bowl. Her fingers moved quickly and the packs emptied rapidly. Finally she had reached the last remaining pill. The one she would have been taking tomorrow - the one the old Dee would have been SO careful to make sure she took.
She didn't hesitate. Her finger pushed the pill out and she heard the gentle noise of it hitting the water. Then she activated the flush and saw the swirling water carry it and all the others away.
She had made her decision - she had crossed her Rubicon. It was time to call Shaka.
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Just a Routine Check Up
Dee took a sip from her coffee and noticed her friend's glance at the clock. Anna was a picture of calm and repose but she had looked there at least four times since they had sent Kent out on his little errand.
"How do you think its going to go?"
Anna gave her friend a nervous smile. "I'm pretty sure. I mean its new to me but from what you and Emily and Georgia have told me... I'm pretty sure I've recognised the signs. I just want to know now, know for sure, can you understand that?"
"Do you think it was when we met Bill?"
"If it is true then that was when it happened. I wanted to make it that way - so at least I would know. Do you think Bill will want to know?"
Dee laughed. "Oh yes - he'll want to show you off for sure. Just as long as he doesn't have to..." She rubbed her fingers together in the universal symbol for money.
Anna rushed to reassure her. "No, no, of course not. Jennifer drew up papers to secure the future in the event... Well, you know, when we first seriously thought about this. Kent has signed over funds and acknowledged obligations in advance."
Dee took another sip of her coffee. Her old pupil Jennifer had experience in these things. Those legal papers would be an air-tight contract. She hesitated and then decided to speak. "I still can never quite get over how accepting Kent is of all this. Especially now."
"I know just how lucky I am. It probably helps that he started us along this road. I would never have thought of doing it. I went along with it at first just to get him to shut up. I thought if I went a little way he would soon get cold feet but..."
"Not so much," nodded Dee.
"We'd arranged to meet Izeye and all along I expected him to bail out. If he didn't then with a day to go I was going to tell him that I just couldn't do it and he'd have to accept that. But..."
Dee encouraged her friend with another nod. "But?"
"But over that two or three weeks I'd got to thinking about it - about meeting Izeye and all that might follow. It sort of crept up on me. It unlocked something that I think had probably always been there. A desire for a certain something, a certain sort of man. A desire that Kent, and I DO love Kent, just could never fulfil. Then when I met Izeye, the very first time that his eyes met mine. When I saw his strength and his presence and his obvious desire for me. It was honestly all over from that moment I think. Everything else, even this morning, is just a logical progression from that moment."
"I know that feeling," said Dee softly. "But Kent..."
"If Kent had wanted to back out then I would have accepted that. That first meeting Izeye came on pretty strong and I was pretty sure at any moment that Kent would just tell him to fuck off and walk out. My husband is NOT a weak man and certainly nobody's doormat."
"Unless, of course..."
Anna gave a confirmatory smile. "Unless he wants to be. I don't know how but Izeye had read Kent completely right. Kent tried to explain it to me. That he felt that he was not good enough for me and that his love for me meant not just allowing but encouraging me to..."
Dee nodded. The rest didn't need to be spoken. The desire for a 'real man', the realisation that this meant a Black man. She had been there herself, though in her case she had travelled the journey without her husband's knowledge or consent.
They heard a vehicle on the driveway and knew without looking that Anna's husband was back from his errand. Dee looked round at her surroundings. Kent ran a successful privately owned business and his home had all the trappings of success. Perhaps his beautiful younger wife had once counted as one of those trappings. Most people could never comprehend what would cause the couple to have chosen the path that they had taken. However, Dee could. She knew the strength of that temptation and then the ever building power of its fulfilment. Anna could not turn back now any more than Dee could. Kent? Now Kent might be another matter. Reality might bite harder than he could stand. That was why Jennifer and Izeye had made arrangements to secure the future for Anna and her family.
Kent came into the room with a small box in his hand. His lips were slightly pursed, his face tight with anxiety. He gave his wife a nervous smile and then handed over the box with its 'First Response' branding. "It's a two-pack. So even if things don't show today then maybe in a couple of days time we might be more lucky."
Dee had watched him carefully. Kent was certainly nervous but there was no reason to doubt his sincerity. His acceptance, even his hope, that his wife would prove pregnant by another man. A pregnancy which would prove beyond doubt his wife's infidelity in the eyes of the mainstream world. Things would be difficult, could be really rough. Their love and their bond would be tested. Maybe it would not prove strong enough or maybe it would be tempered and strengthened by all the experiences to come. Time would tell. After a year in the lifestyle Dee knew examples of each. Actions had consequences but you could not always be 100% sure what those consequences would be.
"Just a moment," said Anna and then she went to the bathroom carrying the pregnancy test.
Dee was still watching Kent. She saw his eyes follow his wife out of the room. Then she saw him close his eyes for a few seconds as his mouth subtly moved. She realised that he was praying - but what for?
Anna returned with a small plastic pot containing some amber-coloured liquid. It didn't take a genius to work out what that was. She quickly removed a test from the box and unsealed it. She found the instructions and read them carefully for her husband's benefit. Then she removed the cover from the absorbent strip and held it over the pot of her pee. "Are you ready?" she asked, the quaver in her voice slight but detectable.
Kent took her free hand in his. "We'll count together," he said.
His wife dipped the end of the test into the liquid and the couple counted out the required five seconds together. Then the test was put aside for the required three minutes.
Dee felt the privilege of being there. This was a potentially pivotal moment in the lives of her friend and her friend's husband. No-one spoke as they waited. Kent had placed his arm around Anna and the two now kissed, a picture of unity and shared experience. Dee thought to herself that she hoped they would make it - she had a strong feeling deep in her soul that they would, however foreign their experience seemed to her.
Dee glanced at her watch. "It's time." She saw Anna's eyes flick to Kent. He took a breath and then picked up the test. There was a moment's pause as he scrutinised it and then he smiled and nodded. "We're going to have a baby."
Anna's eyes opened wide and she almost laughed before gently taking the test to look herself. She smiled again and then a trace of anxiety came into her face. "The second line isn't as dark as the first."
"Let me," said Dee. Being a woman of experience came in handy at times like this. A glance told her all she needed to know. "You should use the other test in a week's time if you want confirmation but that is a clear positive. Congratulations - it's time to make plans - you are pregnant as pregnant can be."
Anna squealed her delight and then hugged her husband before hugging Dee as they each got to their feet.
Dee felt the warmth of her friend's body - seemed to feel her racing heart-beat. She had been there - especially that first time. The mixed wonder and joy and anxiety. The knowledge that nothing could ever be the same again after that moment. That some suddenly unimportant doors were closing but that other potentially wonderful ones were opening wide and bright and full of possibilities.
She thought of her own children, her own family. She remembered her own precious moments with them. She remembered all that she had been putting at risk over the last year. All that she knew that she would be putting at risk even more over the next few months. She felt the guilt of that realisation but knew that it was an empty feeling. She would not be turning back. She had told Anna to make plans but she knew that she herself had to do the same - and fast.
***
Dee remembered back to the moment after she had dumped her birth control pills down the toilet at home. She had reached over to pick up her phone where it had been recording the moment on video for posterity - and for Shaka. She allowed the phone to carefully record her new jewellery - each nipple pierced with a bar and ring to allow it to carry a small enamelled Queen of Spades symbol. Then she moved the lens up to take in her face and blew it a kiss. "All for you - my Black master," she had purred and then stopped the recording before immediately sending it to Shaka.
She knew that he would understand the video, would decode its symbolism instantly. She still felt the rush of adrenaline coursing through her as she heard the front door close downstairs. A second later she heard the voices of her son and oldest daughter. She quickly did up her blouse and went to meet them. It was time to be mom again.
She heard her phone chime and automatically checked her messages.
'Proud of u babe. Get here tomorrow. We got overdue business.'
She felt the thrill run through her, her soul basked in Shaka's approval. Her mind flashed forward to meeting her Black lover and master tomorrow. She knew what that 'overdue business' was. She almost felt her whole body quiver at the thought of how good that man could make her feel. Her mind snapped back to where she was. Maddy was smiling at her and reaching out for a hug. But Maddy wasn't her main concern at that precise moment.
Young Davey was only just turned nine but he was sharp for his age. As she met them Dee saw a momentary look on his face. What was it? Surprise? Confusion? Concern? A mixture of all three? She waited for him to say something but he didn't. She felt a moment's disappointment but hardly surprise. One aspect of her 'busy' life over the last year had been that she had perhaps given more of her available time to her two younger children. She had rationalised that fact - had even told herself that it had its advantages for Davey. He had both become more independent and spent more of his time with his father. That had been good for David too. At least that was what she told herself. But now Davey wasn't going to seek an explanation from her. She knew her son. He would think about it and ponder it and perhaps at some future date he would seek explanation for what had concerned him. From her? Or from his father?
'She would have to be more careful.' That was the thought that ran through her mind. Except that the empty birth control package stuffed to the bottom of the rubbish bag and the video still on her phone proved that wasn't going to be happening. Quite the opposite in fact.
Shaka Takes Charge
Dee felt the blood pumping through her body and the excitement surge through her as she saw him. Her master was an impressive figure of a man. Tall, strong, confident. He acknowledged her arrival with a nod of approval and swiftly ended his call on his phone. With a languid movement he opened the passenger door of his S63 before moving round the vehicle to take his place behind the wheel.
Dee took her seat in the Mercedes and Shaka had them underway before a word was spoken. Dee felt the rush of mixed desire, anticipation and concern. Shaka had made his plans for her and it was her place to go along with them. He would not ask permission or seek her approval. He had decided what was best for her, what she needed. It was something that would have been outrageous but for one thing - to date Shaka had always been right.
She glanced at his strong dark profile as he drove, his eyes on the road. She was rewarded with a smile and a wink. It felt so good to be back with him. She only now realised how she had missed him in their few weeks apart. She almost didn't notice that when they reached the freeway Shaka turned South.
South.
South out of the capital, out of the dense urban landscape and into the suburbs.
It was a familiar route - she drove it every working day. She'd driven it every time she had returned home from her assignations with her African-American lover. She'd used those times to get herself back into the mindset of a safe suburban soccer mom. Well that wouldn't be happening this time. Any more that it had a few days ago with Bobo and Tamika. Did Shaka know about that?
She glanced across at him again and was rewarded with another smile.
"Yeah, getting to be a habit ain't it." His voice was smooth as silk, dark as the richest chocolate.
She almost shook her head at her own foolishness. Of course he knew. It might even have been his idea. "I seem to be getting lots of fun new habits nowadays."
Now he rewarded her with a delighted laugh. "Thass what I love about you Dee. No frontin and no bitchin. You're the real deal."
Dee felt the surge of pleasure move through her at his approval. It still sometimes seemed like a dream - that she had attracted a real man, a man like Shaka. All the things that had happened in so short a period of time with him after the years of tedium with her husband.
"Yesterday was a real good day. Not one but two excellent pieces of news. Talkin' of which - why you decide to send me that vid yesterday?"
That was typical Shaka. He didn't ask her why she'd decided to dump her birth control and send the evidence to her Black lover. He only asked about the timing. As if he'd known from the first time they had met that it would come to this. As if he had known that she wouldn't be able to resist. As if he knew that she would risk everything for him. Shouldn't she resent such arrogantly supreme confidence? She knew that she would have resented it but, once again, for that one very obvious and very salient fact. Shaka was reading her right.
She suddenly remembered his question and rushed to answer it. "I ... it just seemed like the right time."
"Any reason for that?"
He wasn't going to let her off the hook that easily. He wanted to know or, perhaps more likely, he wanted to hear her say it.
"I took Anna... well we went to see Bill. I told you about Bill..." Her voice trailed off. It still didn't seem natural to discuss one of her other Black lovers with Shaka.
Shaka only chuckled. "You getting shy Teach?" He glanced at her and laughed again as he saw her cheeks redden. 'Teach' was the nickname given to her by her four young Black ex-students with whom she'd spent a very active night only a couple of weeks ago. That one word carried a lot of weight. It demonstrated how much she had changed since the first time that she had met Shaka. She had fucked six different Black men during two weeks, including once parked up in front of her marital home. She had become ...
There was a break in her thoughts. She knew exactly what a lot of her old friends and neighbors and even family would call her if they knew. She knew what she herself would have called someone else doing all she was doing and not so very long ago. None of that mattered now. She didn't care what any of them thought. She was expressing herself, her own sexual being, her own sexual needs. The man with her in the car was her lover but much more than that. He was her master, her guide, her teacher. He had allowed her to find the strength and the courage to break free from the years of boredom and her old vanilla white-bread suburban existence. That new freedom was exhilarating despite all the dangers it carried with it. She knew how much she owed to Shaka - whatever happened. He had allowed her to again be... herself.
She only felt foolish about one thing. That for a moment she had felt embarrassed to discuss Bill with Shaka. As if Shaka didn't already know. As if Shaka didn't thoroughly approve. She wasn't his wife, she was one of his women. He didn't resent her having other Black lovers, he expected it. It was part of the process. Part of taking an unfulfilled white wife and allowing her to become a Black man's woman.
"Still waiting girl." Shaka's deep voice was amused rather than annoyed. "What was that about you and Anna going to see Bill?"
Dee made one last feeble attempt to resist. "Don't you know already?"
Shaka shrugged, his eyes still on the road. "Izeye mentioned something to me. Like to hear it from you tho."
Dee's eyes and mind registered as Shaka turned his vehicle off the freeway and onto the road to Ireton, her home.
"It was seeing Anna and Bill together - it just seemed so natural. Everything about it seemed so absolutely ... right. I suddenly knew I didn't want to wait any longer - and I knew today would be..." She didn't know what else to say.
Shaka just nodded his approval.
"What was your other good news?"
Shaka smiled. "My girl Lisa."
He didn't need to say any more. Dee had introduced the two of them - Lisa had been another white wife unhappy in her marriage. Made miserable by her husband's infidelity and neglect. Shaka had demonstrated to her that she was a desirable woman - a woman that a real man would prize. In return Lisa had given Shaka what Shaka most prized. She had given herself to him fully, without reserve. Dee knew what Shaka was telling her. Lisa was pregnant, was going to have his baby.
"What about her husband?" Dee couldn't help asking.
"Gone and in the dust. Fucker still thought he was being fly with that secretary of his. Me and Ty went over and moved all Lisa's kit to Mr Taylor's development one morning. She was moved in and making friends before that asshole husband of hers even knew she was gone. Of course it was easy for her."
Again Dee knew what he meant. Lisa had a cheating husband and no children. Dee wasn't in that position. She had three children and her husband David wouldn't cheat on her, if only because he lacked the courage or the imagination. She felt a little wellspring of frustration within her - even her husband's fidelity was really only a mark of his laziness.
"I'm guessing your hubby's still being a good boy." Shaka's last two words were dripping with contempt. He'd never made any secret of his attitude towards David.
"Oh yeah," said Dee dismissively. She hated having to spend any of her time with Shaka discussing her husband.
"Shame - make our life easier if he had shit for brains like Lisa's. I'm assuming nothing's changed, that he won't accept how things are now."
Dee had to be honest with herself. She had no problem with how Anna and Kent lived their life but that wouldn't be for her. Her husband would never accept the cuckold role and she would have lost any remaining respect for him if he had. No matter how convenient it would have been.
Shaka continued, "So what's his reaction going to be?"
It was a scenario that had been played out in her mind many times over the last few months. Not that it had needed to be. She knew David well enough to know how he would react. "He'll be angry, very angry. He'll want to take revenge, to destroy me. He'll do everything he can to hurt me." She paused. "He'll use what will hurt me most."
Shaka nodded as he drove into her neighborhood. "So he'll use yo' kids. He'll take them from you as punishment for disrupting his milk-toast existence. He'll punish you for wanting more than this." He waved an arm at his window, at the prosperous suburban neighborhood that they were driving through. It was the American dream - or at least it was what they spent decades teaching you was all anyone could ever want. Except for some it could prove more a prison than a dream. The bland, shallow, passionless existence. The tedium of all those almost identical houses with their neatly cut lawns and their occupants drifting almost unnoticed into middle- and then old-age.



"What say I stop the car. How about we get out and take a walk. What'll all these folks think about us?"
She knew she didn't need to answer him. They both knew fine well. Some would take it in their stride, more now perhaps than even only a few years ago. Many wouldn't. They'd be suspicious of Shaka, suspecting him of planning some criminal activity. As for her - they'd know who she was straight away. A white woman who went with Black men, a woman who had disgraced herself, her family, her race. A slut, a whore, the lowest of the low. A woman no good decent God-fearing white man would give the time of day to.
Shaka didn't follow through on his suggestion until a couple of minutes later when they arrived where Dee had sensed they were going. He parked up within sight of her own home. She saw David's vehicle parked outside. She knew that he was already back with her youngest. So her family were all in there. Leah, Maddy, Davey - even her husband. She felt moisture at her eyes, felt her chin tremble.
"Lots of the good folk round here would say that for a Black man to take a white man's wife he'd have to trick her, fool her, blackmail her, force her. None so blind as will not see. Never had to do any of that. Just have to let a woman follow her own desires, seek her own destiny, make her own life. Some have to risk, often have to give up, more than others. Marriage, home, job ... family ... children."
His last words were stated with awful certainty. Dee could feel his dark eyes watching her even though her own were looking at her home, trying to focus through the coming tears.
"This ain't no test." Shaka's calm deep voice continued. "You can go home now and I'll have no complaints. Just be thankful that I had a fine girl like you with me for a while. I'll do what I can but I can't make no promises. In a court round here your husband's going to get all the sympathy. From tonight it might never be possible to go back, to avoid losing them. Like I say - I don't need to trick or trap my women." Shaka leaned across her and opened her door.
It should have been a hard decision; a soul-tearing, heart-breaking decision. In fact it had been - but it was also a decision Dee had made two weeks before. A decision she had confirmed when she had flushed away the last of her birth-control pills. She took a deep breath, wiped her eyes and very deliberately pulled her door shut. Only then did she look at her man.
Shaka was studying her carefully. He'd seen that look in a white woman's eyes before, many times before. That mix of fear, excitement and something else. Wonder - wonder at her own bravery in taking her own life into her own hands. It came at a cost, at least potentially, but what of value didn't come at a price?
"You my bitch then?"
Her eyes met his. "Yes, I'm your bitch."
He smiled and gently shook his head. "Wrong - you my real fine-assed bitch. Now give me some of that sugar." He leaned in and kissed her. Their lips and then tongues meeting. She felt his strong arm around his shoulders, felt herself melting into that reassuring powerful presence. Whatever the future held she knew that she had made the right decision, the only decision that she could possibly make.
Finally Shaka let her go. He put his vehicle in drive and they moved out onto the road and past her family home. She gave one short look back and then faced forward.
***
The Regency was a tall rectangular presence across the sky in front of them. Ireton, for a relatively small suburban city, was extremely well served by hotels. The reason was simple - Ireton's proximity to the money and power of the Capital. They ranged from budget locations to those, like the Regency, catering for high-rolling executives.
Dee glanced at her driver and was rewarded with a smile. "Tonight's a real special night so I figured we could find a special location."
Well that was great - but it would have been nice to have some warning! Dee glanced down at her outfit. It would probably pass muster but it wasn't what she would have chosen to wear at the Regency!
Shaka laughed as they pulled to a halt. "Don't worry - I got a little something in the back."
***
One whole side of the Regency was large picture windows looking out over the city. Across a small wooded park the lights of other buildings were visible. From the moment their vehicle had drawn to a halt and Shaka had mentioned their reservation from the Taylor Foundation they had been swept up in a well-oiled machine of hospitality. Parking valet, doorman and porter - all were as courteous as they were efficient.
There hadn't been much luggage for the porter to carry - just an overnight bag and a garment case. The only minor delay had been at the reception desk. 'Reception' was an African-American man in the hotel's uniform and he was being berated by a guest.
"When I bring my wife here I expect only the best, I pay for only the best. Then I inspect our room and I find it's filthy. It can't have been cleaned properly in months. Now, boy, what's the hotel going to do about that." The accent was from a couple of states South, the customer was mid-sixties, overweight and red in the face. The woman with him was perhaps thirty years younger.
Dee had felt Shaka's grip on her elbow tighten when he heard that word, 'boy.' She glanced at him and saw his eyes narrow as they watched the fat white businessman harangue the hotel reception. Finally the blowhard moved off towards the elevators.
"Get a lot like him?" Shaka moved up to the desk and addressed the clerk.
The clerk gave him a wary glance. "Our hotel holds itself to the highest standards. Our customers do pay for the best and have the right to expect the best."
"So I ain't gotta worry about our rooms being clean?" Shaka raised his eyebrows sardonically.
The clerk relaxed a little. "ALL our rooms, WITHOUT exception, are inspected daily to ensure the highest standards."
Shaka smiled and nodded. He reframed his question. "Many of yo' guests as imaginative as that one?"
The clerk's face remained impassive. He was a tall, dark-skinned man in the hotel's uniform. About Shaka's age. He knew his job and took it all in his stride. He gave Shaka a long glance - he could also spot 'mystery guests' sent by the hotel head office to check on staff performance. He glanced over to take in Dee and made his mind up. He finally returned Shaka's smile. "Only about one in a thousand."
"Man shouldn't be treated like that - even by one in a thousand." Shaka glanced at the clerk's name-tag. "OK if I call you Michael?"
"I got broad shoulders. I'd rather he went for me than that he tried to get his maid sacked. Most of the girls got families."
Shaka nodded again - the two men understood each other. He collected his room pass. "Hope the rest of your shift is good and easy. When you on until?"
"Night shift takes over at nine. Then its Darnell's problem."
"Darnell, eh? Bet he ain't got that on his name-badge."
The clerk paused and looked at Shaka again for a moment before shaking his head and smiling. "Funnily enough no he hasn't. Same as I haven't got Elvin on mine. My Pops was a big hoops fan."
"See you again Elvin." Shaka led Dee over to the elevators. Half way there he whispered. "Swing them hips baby - give our new friend a show. Guarantee he's watching that fine butt of yours right now."
It seemed ridiculous but Dee put a little more sass into her stride and hoped that Elvin was watching and enjoying.
Once the doors of the elevator had closed she giggled and asked him, "Why do you think he was watching me?"
"First, under that uniform he's a brotha who knows what's poppin' and no brotha like that ain't gonna be enjoying watching a hot little bitch like you. Second, there's a lot of glass and chrome in this hotel."
"You saw his reflection - he WAS watching me?"
"Shit girl - be something wrong with him if he wasn't." His big hand moved down from her elbow to her butt as he led her to their room.
***
The rooms were first-class, their furnishings and decor obviously expertly selected. However, the defining feature was definitely the big picture-window looking out over Ireton as dusk was falling. There was a small park area, its trees several stories below their vantage-point. They could look out over to the city beyond, a mixture of low- and high-rise buildings with lights beginning to gleam from windows.
"Its amazing," said Dee.
Shaka nodded. "Pretty sweet little crib ain't it. Mr Taylor arranged it for you - a special location for a special night." She reached her face up to him and was rewarded with a deep long kiss.
They both enjoyed their intimacy - it had been awhile. Finally they came up for air. Shaka looked around him. "Notice anything about this place? About the staff I mean?"
She had indeed. Ireton wasn't known for its diversity. However, most of the front-of-house staff had been African-American. Only the parking valet had been white. "I think I know what you mean."
"What's the betting that they like to crow about their employment policies? Truth is a lot of their guests like having the Black man carry their bags and serve their meals and say 'yessir' and 'nosir.' Some of them even like to take one down a peg or two to show what a big man they is to their wife."
"Their wife who wasn't wearing a ring."
"Well shit, mine is wearing someone else's." Shaka gave a short laugh but then his face was serious again. "This whole place is built on white boy privilege. That's why places like this are so suitable for when we claim the white boy's most precious prize." He moved back in and they resumed their deep kiss.
For a moment Dee thought that he was going to take her next-door to the huge bed and fuck her right there and then. She would certainly have had no objections. Instead, he finally broke the kiss again. He gestured at their bags. "We'd best get ready for dinner. Hope you like the outfit - I know I will."
At the Regency
"Come down by the desk when you're ready."
It was easy for men. Shaka had showered and then changed his jacket. An adjustment of his neck-tie and he was pretty much ready. He looked delicious - but then when didn't he?
Dee was left to complete her preparations. The suit-bag had contained her outfit as selected by her man. She examined herself in the mirror. The black top left her arms and most of her shoulders bare. The neck-line wasn't shockingly low but a cut-out panel revealed some cleavage. Her skirt was a bright scarlet and clung tight to her curves. All those hours in the gym paid off as she critically examined herself in the full-length mirror. She knew this was how Shaka liked her to be. There was nothing outrageous about her outfit but it also left no doubt that its wearer was a sexual being. Her eye lingered on the contrast between the black material of her top and her pale skin. She felt her heart beat a little faster. That contrast sent a message to her - should send a message to anyone who saw her this evening with Shaka. No-one seeing them together tonight could be in any doubt that she was a Black man's woman. She felt her breath almost catch in her throat. Anxiety? Fear? Shame? No - it felt more like anticipation, more like pride.
She suddenly smiled at herself reflected in the mirror. Now she understood that other piece of clothing that had previously seemed out of place. Shaka had his rules but it seemed he could bend them to make a point.
***
Dee saw Shaka at the desk deep in conversation with Elvin. She strode across the reception towards them. She heard Shaka's other little gift for her clicking on the flooring. Four-inch Pigalle heels with their trade-mark scarlet soles matching the bright colour of her tight skirt. She generally favoured sandals or slip-ons but for tonight those heels just seemed so right. Like the rest of the outfit Shaka had selected for her. She felt sexy - the way soccer moms of three generally didn't get to feel sexy, the way she hadn't felt with David for so many years.
Shaka held up a hand and she paused a few feet from the desk. He had a twinkle in those deep brown eyes - he was enjoying himself. He made a rotating movement with his index finger and she knew what he wanted. She gave a slow twirl - every moment knowing that she was being shown off to Elvin. Shaka was proud of her and she felt her heart beating faster again. She knew why she felt sexy - because she WAS sexy. Shaka had let her unlock that part of herself again.
She completed her slow turn and then joined Shaka who had nodded his satisfaction to her. She hooked an arm around his and stood in front of Elvin at the desk. "Do you think I'll pass muster Elvin?" she asked.
Elvin had worked that job for a lot of years and he was well trained in these things but he still just couldn't quite resist it. She saw his eyes momentarily flicker as he looked down at her cleavage. It was momentary before he caught control of himself. "Most certainly ma'am. I hope you'll enjoy your meal."
Shaka took over. "I'm sure we will. Good talking to you Elvin. Roll on nine o'clock man." The uniformed reception gave only a barely-noticeable nod in return as they turned to go to the hotel's restaurant.
That establishment had an excellent reputation and it certainly lived up to it. The meal was expertly prepared, the service precise and well-judged. It was only made better by the fact that the loud-mouthed white guest from earlier was seated two tables over. Seeing Dee there with Shaka seemed to spoil his meal for him a little but that only made Dee's all the better.
It was close to a perfect meal but really only an appetizer for the evening. Dee knew that she had not come to the Regency for the fine dining. She finished her glass of wine and then smiled at Shaka. "I'd better not have any more - I don't want to get buzzed."
"Worried you'll get taken advantage of?" Shaka arched an eyebrow in mock enquiry
She giggled. "No - but I don't want anything getting in the way of tonight. I want to feel every sensation and to remember it."
He nodded. "Talking of which - You ready..."
"Never readier," she confirmed.
***
"Damn you sexy as fuck in that outfit, you know that don't ya little bitch?" Shaka's big hand was clamped onto her tight scarlet skirt. He moved in to kiss her again. She held him and once again thrilled to the power and masculinity of her Black lover.
"Isn't that the idea?" she finally replied as they came up for air.
He gave her a gentle slap on the back-side and then moved over to the window. Darkness had long fallen and beyond the park the lights of the city were readily visible. Shaka took up position behind Dee and his dark hands cupped her clothed breasts. His mouth found the exposed skin of her shoulder and neck. Dee savoured the sensations, arching her back a little to afford him full access. She was rewarded with a bass chuckle and then his mouth was at her ear. "Damn but you one hot little bitch. You ready to prove it for me."
She knew what he meant. His hands released her as she turned and dropped to her knees, her hands finding the belt of his pants. Eager to free that potent bulge that she'd been feeling as she'd pressed her butt back into him.
"Yeah you extra hot tonight. We both know why don't we?" Her hands didn't hesitate as they undid his belt and eased down his pants. She knew why as well as he did. She was ready to give herself as a white woman should to her Black master. Fully and completely, without reservation or hesitation. Her mind knew what she wanted from this man and her body knew that now was the time to claim it. It wasn't that she accepted the possible consequences it was that she welcomed them. She was rewarding him for all he had done for her. She was proving her new self - showing that she neither had nor desired any way back to how things had been.
She didn't want to wait any longer. Her hands eagerly grasped the waist-band of his shorts and eased them down. His beautiful Black cock was released and stood proudly, hard and ready. Seemed Shaka was pretty hot for tonight too! She gently took a hold of his shaft and then moved her mouth to take in the broad warm head. She savoured the taste of him, knew that this was all that she needed. It could make her complete, finish her liberation from the bonds that had held her. Society, suburbia, conformity, marriage, family - yes, even family - none of them could stand against how she felt now, none could keep her from where her destiny was taking her.
She heard him chuckle again, that deep bass rumble she had come to love, and then he shifted his weight to lean across and press a button on the wall. As the drapes eased closed over the big picture window she heard him say, "Didn't know you was planning on giving them all a show." Momentarily she processed how their window in a lit room would have been obvious to anyone happening to glance at the hotel. She'd been about to give half of her home city a real show indeed. She dismissed the thought. That didn't matter - only one thing mattered tonight.
Dee knew how to please a man. She didn't really have to think about it now. She knew how to use her mouth, her lips, her tongue, her hands. She knew how to look up at him as she did all these things. To let her eyes meet his, to send him the unspoken but mutually understood message.
"Shit but you're good at that. Remember when you was nervous to even try - cos that cracka hubby of yours been neglecting you so long?"
She didn't reply- she just nodded as she kept working on that wonderfully hard big Black cock. She kept her eyes locked on his.
"Well you ain't nervous now. Known plenty of girls who could bop but you up with the best. Who taught you that?"
She paused in her work. "The Black man," she breathed huskily before kissing the head of his cock.
"Hmmn, yeah, thass right. And who you belong to?"
She was about to answer 'Shaka' but remembered that last item of clothing. "The Black man of course."
He gave her a smile of acknowledgement. "You ready to be a Black man's woman - you ready to prove it?"
She knew what he meant and she was ready, no eager. She released his cock and got to her feet. She expected him to lead her to the bedroom but that wasn't Shaka's plan and Shaka was in charge.
He took her in his arms and kissed her once more, deeply and passionately. Then he turned her to face the drapes. He reached down to the hem of her skirt and began easing it up until her buttocks were freed. He celebrated the fact by smacking her butt. Not so hard as to really hurt her but hard enough for her to feel it and to know that his fingers had left a temporary mark. Pink on her pale skin. His long strong fingers then moved over her butt gently, soothingly, caressing her. She let out a long shuddering breath. He was claiming her. Next he eased the straps of her top off her shoulders and eased it down to leave her breasts exposed. Their new jewellery gleaming in the light. Each nipple pierced and carrying a small enamel Queen of Spades symbol. His fingers found one and gently manipulated it, teasing her already erect nipple.
"Been living up to these? How's cracka boy liking them?"
"He doesn't know. I've moved out of his bed - gone to the spare room. I told him I couldn't stand his snoring any more. Really I couldn't bear to be with HIM any more."
Shaka didn't smile or laugh in triumph. He just nodded, acknowledging what she had said. It wasn't a cause for wonder - it was just natural, the way things should be. His hands hooked into her panties and pulled them down to her knees in one fluid motion. Things were moving fast now - the time for hesitation and consideration was long past. They were there to consummate an act and there was no need for delay.
His hand grasped her shoulder and his foot moved between hers and pushed them apart as far as her panties would allow. Dee felt herself shiver in anticipation, wondered if Shaka felt it too. She didn't have to wonder long.



"Yeah - my little bitch is all primed and ready to breed." She felt his fingers at her pussy first exploring her opening and then one, two, three, fingers pushing inside. They gave a half dozen gentle motions and then were withdrawn again. "Hmmmn-hmmmnnn, that pretty little pink pussy is all wet and ready. Take a look."
Dee saw the three dark fingers held up in front of her face. They were glistening with moisture.
"Take a taste." The fingers were put to her lips. She hesitated momentarily and then opened her mouth to let them in before tasting and then greedily sucking her own juices off them.
"Tastes good don't it - that's what a sexy little bitch in heat tastes like."
She was still sucking his fingers when Shaka used his other hand to line up his big Black cock and push it into her pussy. Dee let out a moan of frantic desire and then Shaka took total control. He knew she was ready for him, ready for everything he could and would give her. The foreplay for this moment had extended over months and now neither of them needed or desired any further hesitation or delay. He was fucking her fertile pussy raw and unprotected, soon he would plant his potent African seed deep into her body. Then it would be for nature and chance to decide what would happen. She might be pregnant or she might return to him next month ... and the next ... and the next. She already knew that this would not be a one-off. The sensations running through every part of her couldn't be denied - the pleasure, the passion, the desire, the raw lust. She needed this and now she'd had a taste she wanted more. It was from the oldest part of her self, the most basic part of her consciousness. It was ancient and almost primitive but it was none the less powerful for that. Quite the reverse. It wasn't just that she wanted him to make love to her. It was that she needed him to fuck her and seed her and make new life with her. She moaned again as a new realization hit her. It wasn't just Shaka. The message she was wearing was true. She remembered what she had said to Bill and what Odell had promised her. It wasn't just Shaka. There was a certain type of African-American man who she could not resist. Dark skinned men who knew what they wanted and weren't afraid to let her know it. She knew now that she couldn't resist them - they could have her as their beck and call girl just by demanding it.
Dee put her head back and screamed. Everything was building so powerfully within her that she had to grant it some release. It worked for a moment but then she felt Shaka really take charge and she knew she was lost, hopelessly and gloriously and wonderfully lost. There could never be any way back for her. She had to take the consequences and she would do so.
Shaka reached for his phone and held it up in front of her. She recognised the clip of herself dumping her birth control pills. She heard his voice in her ear. "I'm thinking we should send this to Bill. He'll know what it means won't he - just like I did." Before Dee could answer she saw Shaka's finger touch the screen and knew the clip was on its way to her older Black lover. Shaka's voice was smooth in her ear. "My bitches don't tease a brotha. You gonna keep going with Bill then you need to show your commitment. All the way."
Dee gasped for breath as she felt Shaka's strokes increase in power and intent. She knew that he was reasserting his dominance over her, displaying his power over her. Making sure that no-one forgot what they both had known for the best part of a year - even if one of them hadn't been ready to admit that to herself, let alone to the world. She couldn't hide it now; she didn't want to hide it now. There was every chance that she would soon be demonstrating it in the most blatant possible way.
That would be her reward. Her reward from her Black Master. Something that would end any chance of returning to her old life, something that risked losing what she had held most precious. She was risking everything for this, she was no longer the person she had been that day when Jessica had engineered her first meeting with Shaka. She felt that now familiar surge of desire and excitement race through every part of her. Her body shuddered and she gasped again, her breath ragged with passion.
Shaka was remorseless. Long driving strokes as his hands cupped her breasts. There was no escape from this and she knew that even had there been one she would not have taken it. She felt his breath in her ear.
"You a Black man's ho Teach?"
"Yes", she managed to gasp out in reply
"Look across and in that mirror there."
She obeyed him and saw herself in the full-length mirror on the wall. She saw her wide eyes sparkling with excitement, her flushed cheeks, her hair tousled, her mouth gasping for oxygen as she was thoroughly, skilfully, beautifully fucked by her man. She'd seen all those signs before. In Georgia, in Lisa, in Anna. She knew where that look led too. She'd seen Georgia with her belly full with a Black man's baby. She'd sat next to Anna as her test had confirmed that she would be bearing another Black man's child. Lisa's marriage and home had gone because this man with her had given her his seed and made new life in her. What had seemed so awful and fearful a thing now just seemed natural, just seemed right. The way it had to be.
"Yes - I need it." She hadn't thought about saying it, the words had emerged almost automatically, straight from her deepest self.
"What you needin' girl?" Shaka's tone was low, his voice dark and rich and seductive.
"My baby."
"Yeah - it's time." He kissed her ear and then held her tight as he intensified his love-making. This time she knew he wouldn't stop until he had paid her his tribute.
His hard thrusts pushed her forward, still on her heels and with her panties round her legs. She lost her balance but found herself held up by the strong Black hands grasping her body. She turned her face forwards again, felt the sensations coursing through her whole self. At that moment she understood that what Georgia and Charli had told her was true. This was the ultimate, the zenith of sexual experience. Some called it 'repro-sex' or 'preggo risk sex' but she knew that it was breeding. Raw and primitive and existential and making her body quiver with orgasm just at the realisation that she was finally proving herself to Shaka. That soon her belly could be proving herself to the entire world.
She stretched her arms forward trying to find some stability. One hand found the wall, the other groped into the thick drapes and tried to grip them. Shaka was relentless, pounding his big Black cock deep into her with every stroke. Dee's fingers felt something on the wall and knew what it was, the surround of the button that controlled the drapes. A thought flashed through her brain and she gasped for breath as another surge of passion flowed through her. Soon her belly might be showing who she was to the world - but there were other more immediate ways. She felt her legs quivering, knew that but for Shaka's strong grip on her she'd be crumpling to the floor. She summoned her strength to let go of the drapes with one hand and press the button with the other.
The drapes rolled back, smoothly and silently. They saw again the view out over the dark park to the buildings beyond. The many windows over there, some dark but many more lit. Anyone looking out of those windows would see her now. She gasped and now had both hands against the glass of the window. Felt the cool of the glass in contrast to the heat surging through every part of her. That cool reminded her of the world outside but she didn't hesitate for one moment. Shaka's body pushed her forward against the glass. Its cool kissed her breasts and she heard the gentle click of her nipple jewellery against the window.
"Turned out a lot of white bitches but you're something else. Want the world to see you getting bred?" He almost snarled the words - spitting them out between each of his claiming thrusts into her.
"YYYEESSS ... YYYEESSSSSSS ... YYYYYYYYEESSSSSSSS ..." she screamed, all restraint lost or rather cast away.
"FFFFUUUUUCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCCKKKKKK MMMMMEEEEEEEEEE."
"CUUUUUMMMMMMMMMM IIINNN MMMMMMMEEEEEEEEEEEE."
"BREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEDDDDDDDDD MMEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE."
It was enough. She almost sobbed as the wave of sexual excitement burst in her brain and as her body shuddered she faintly heard him grunt and knew he was filling her fertile pussy with his potent Black seed. Without really knowing what she was doing she knew that she was sending a prayer up that he would be successful, that his baby would be growing inside her after this. She gasped for breath as he slowed his pace. Making sure that she got every drop of his potent seed just as deep as he could plant it.
"What you thinkin'?"
She had a suspicion that he knew perfectly well. That he just wanted her to admit it, to him and to herself. So she did. "How much I want to have your baby - how I want it as soon as I can."
He gave a soft chuckle and then spoke again. This time his voice was firm and had an edge to it. "I'm thinking there's an issue there..."
"I know it's the end of my marriage - I don't care about that. I know it will cost me my family - though I don't want that..." Her voice trailed off. It was a viciously high price to pay for her voyage of self-discovery.
Shaka kissed her ear again. "Yeah - I know baby. I appreciate it too, you giving up more that most. Jennifer put her whole career at risk - but no amount of dollars equal what you've been ready to give up. But you gotta remember that you one of my women and Shaka looks after his women. Ain't no guarantees but don't be giving up so easy. Anyway, that wasn't what I meant."
She was silent now - she didn't understand.
"Our little friend Anna told me something," Shaka continued, "something about what you said to Bill."
She remembered back and froze, suddenly knowing what he meant.
"Yeah, that's right. You told Bill you wanted his baby too. So we got an issue there ain't we. My bitches don't tease a brotha, they deliver on their promises. So what we gonna do about that?"
She knew she didn't need to answer him. Shaka had a plan for her and Shaka was in charge, just as he had been since the first time she'd felt her heart race at the knowledge that he wanted her.
"You wearing my ice so it was only right I got the first opportunity. Soon as that pretty little white pussy got primed I decided I was gonna keep it full of premium Black seed. You're gonna meet me every day over the next five days. That understood."
"Yes."
"What matters is that we keep that pussy full of Black seed until that pretty little belly of yours starts to grow. Maybe that'll be after this week. If not then you go to Bill until he does get the job done. Every day you're primed and any others he desires. Understand."
Again it wasn't a question and he wasn't expecting an answer. He was just stating how it was and how it was going to be.
"You a Black man's woman Dee?"
"You know it."
"Then you got to prove it - to every brotha out there and to every woman that wants the same but is too scared to follow her dream, to accept her destiny. You know how an old friend of mine taught me how a white woman proves it?"
She knew - she forgot who had told her but the message had resonated in her soul. "A Black baby in her arms and another in her belly."
She heard his chuckle of approval. "Thass right - you is a good little cracka ho ain't ya. So we got a white girl pledged to two brothas. Well, whichever gives her first baby the other will give her second. Understood?"
This time the last word did have that inflection which meant a question. So she answered in the only way she could imagine answering it now. "Yes - I understand. I want it."
"I know." Shaka finally eased himself off her. "My seed should have got where it needs to be by now. I'm planning on making Bill wait his turn."
"What should I tell ... him?" She couldn't bring herself to say David's name. He seemed part of a life she'd been ready to leave long ago.
"That fool hubby of yours? You don't need to tell him a damn thing. Give me some time to work on him. You sure I can assume he ain't civilised enough to take the news well?"
She shook her head. David had got used to his little world revolving around him as he went his blind and blissful way. His reaction to the true nature of things would not be pretty.
"You leave that to me. I'll see what can be done." He gestured and Dee stood up. He moved in and held her and kissed her with a deep passion. She allowed herself to melt into him, let her concerns and fears be washed away by his presence. She felt a firm something against her belly and knew he was getting hard again.
"Thank you." It was all she felt able to say.
"For what? You're one of my girls and I look after my girls."
"No - I meant for, well, everything."
Shaka winked at her and then leaned down to pull her panties back up snug over her pussy.
"You know why you're wearing them don't ya."
Again she didn't need to answer. They both knew. For once he was allowing her to wear panties and that was because he wanted them to keep his seed inside her. Did it make any practical difference? Almost certainly not. His seed was already swimming deep in her searching for that vulnerable lily-white egg. It was all symbolism. He set the rules and he could break or bend them. Just the thought that he was 'making sure of her' had already sent another wave of passion coursing through her body.
"Wonder if these walls are sound-proofed. Reckon you tested them back there." Dee heard his words and knew the old her would have cringed with embarrassment. Instead she giggled at the thought. She'd just fucked in front of half of Ireton - at least potentially - but she wanted everyone to know the truth. Especially every white wife trapped in the tedium of a stale marriage and every white girl being pushed to settle for second-best, well third- or fourth-best really. She wanted everyone to know the truth.
Shaka moved to the room-phone and pressed a button. "Hello - reception. I have a complaint to make about some noise. - Aha, is that Elvin. I'd appreciate if you came up and helped me out on this. I know yo' shift ended five minutes ago. - Well that's very good of you Elvin."
Revealing herself to the world had seemed easy. Revealing herself to an individual brought it into focus somehow. Dee looked at Shaka with her eyes wide.
Shaka gave her a confident smile in response. He tucked his cock back into shorts and pulled his pants back on. That was a point. Dee wondered how long it would take Elvin to get here. She scrambled to pull her top up and her skirt down. Felt the moisture in her panties as she did so, the mixture of his seed and her juices.
She had barely smoothed herself down when the door bell rang.
"Didn't waste no time did he," whispered Shaka. "C'mon in," he said out loud.
The door opened and Elvin came into the room still in his hotel uniform and wheeling a small trolley carrying a bucket of ice with a bottle of champagne.
Dee immediately knew what Shaka and Elvin had been discussing down at the desk while she'd been getting ready. You didn't bring a bottle of champagne to a complaint about noise! She knew Shaka had set her up to be with this Black stranger. She looked at Elvin again. He was in his early forties, close-cropped hair with a dusting of grey showing against the dark of his skin. Maybe just over six feet, looked after himself, attractive regular features. She took all that in but mostly she noticed his eyes. They were fixed on her and they sent a message that was unmistakeable. He liked what he saw and he wanted a piece of her. She felt a quiver run through her body - felt again that wondrous knowledge that a potent Black man wanted her. Felt that affirmation of herself as a sexual being, as a desirable woman.
"Thanks for coming up man. You see we've had a noise problem. My sweet little bitch here been howling the place down and I'm thinking she needs something to put in her mouth. What you thinkin' Elvin?"
Elvin swallowed and wetted his lips with his tongue. He'd worked the Regency for a long number of years. He knew you didn't do this sort of thing. But this woman with Shaka was something special. Enough to tempt any man with warm-blood and a hard cock. He saw plenty of 'trophy wives' passing in front of his desk but they were mostly as fake as fuck. Fake smiles, fake tits, fake attitudes. You could see Shaka's piece was the genuine article. Sexy as the bomb and seriously down to fuck. He'd been thinking about her ever since she'd done that little twirl for him - been trying to persuade himself that acting on Shaka's suggestion was crazy. When the call had come he'd just known that his cock had got rock-hard and that there was nothing in the world was gonna stop him checking out that 'noise complaint'.
"Any suggestions Elvin - is there anything I can do for you?" Dee knew that he just needed a little encouragement.
Elvin tore his eyes away from her and glanced at the window. Shaka took a few steps across to the button and closed the drapes once more. "Yeah - this is between us. No need for anyone else to know. I'm thinking Elvin is enjoying that outfit little bitch. How 'bouts you show him the one part he ain't seen."
Now Dee knew just how much planning Shaka had put into this. She wiggled her bottom seductively as she eased her skirt up to show Elvin her panties. The flimsy scarlet material with a legend picked out in black thread.
"Fuck yeah," said Elvin.
Dee realised it was the first words he had spoken since he had entered the room. It was also her first glimpse of the real man under that hotel uniform.
"Send a message don't they bro'. How 'bout you read that message out loud?" Shaka was making a point.
"Black owned," said Elvin his eyes fixed on Dee. She saw an encouragingly large bulge in his uniform pants.
"That's right - not 'Shaka owned' but 'Black owned'. You want Dee there to show you what that means?"
Elvin shot one glance at Shaka and then made his decision. "Yeah, get your fine self over here and show me girl."
Well that was what Dee liked. A man who saw his opportunity and wasn't afraid to take it. She made her way across the room and dropped to her knees in front of him. Again her hands undid a Black man's belt and carefully removed his pants to reveal a bulging pair of shorts. A swift motion and his cock was free, about eight inches of seriously thick Black shaft.
She gently took it in her hand - savouring the contrast in skin tones. That was something that never got old. "It's beautiful," she almost murmured to herself.
"You know what to do." Any nerves that Elvin had were gone. His instruction was clear and Dee thrilled to hear him. She gently cupped his heavy balls in one hand and held his thick shaft with the other. She played her tongue on the sensitive head of his cock and looked up so that her eyes met her new Black lover's.
"Oh damn - she is something else," laughed Elvin.
"Preach it bro', preach it," came from Shaka to her right. She glanced and saw he was filming her with his phone. She giggled and decided to give them a show. She opened her mouth wide and took in the head of his cock. She had seen bigger in length but this one had some serious girth. It truly set a challenge, truly gave a girl something to work with! She began bobbing her head up and down while using her tongue on the underside of his shaft.
She heard him laugh. "She's good - real good."
"Ever had a white girl suck your dick so good."
"Shit man - never had NO girl come close. But I want to see her take it all before I'm handing out any mutha-fuckin' awards."




Well talking of challenges! Dee kept moving her mouth further and further down his shaft with each bobbing movement. It shouldn't have been a problem but this was a seriously thick cock. It felt different in her mouth and she began to wonder how it would feel in her pussy. She worked on and soon her mouth met her hand at the base of his shaft.
"Oh no - that's cheating. Didn't they teach you better than using white girl tricks. Put your hands behind your back and clasp them fingers." She didn't hesitate but obeyed immediately and glanced up to see a triumphant gleam in Elvin's eye. He was enjoying having a beautiful white woman obey him. Possibly almost as much as Dee was enjoying serving him. With her hands removed there was a good half inch of his Black cock left exposed.
Dee felt Elvin's fingers gently rest on the back of her head. He wanted her to take him all and unspoken orders were still orders. She was close - her tongue could reach the base of his shaft - but her lips were just short. She pushed again and suddenly felt herself start to gag. He was just too big. She brought her hands up and immediately felt Elvin pull back.
"When you're ready," was all the Black man said. She understood and took a moment to compose herself. Then she again placed her hands behind her back and knelt before him with her mouth open. She made sure her eyes again met his - inviting him to take her and use her.
He stepped forward and she hungrily dropped her mouth back onto the thick column of flesh. She tried to relax as she approached the critical moment but still found herself just a little short. His hands returned to her head - this time pushing her down onto his cock. Dee tried to relax her mouth, all the time concentrating on keeping her hands down and behind her back. Suddenly she knew that she couldn't breath and she had to bring her hands up. At the first movement Elvin stepped back again and Dee coughed as she fought to regain her breath.
Elvin moved back in and tapped his big thick cock, now slick with her own saliva, on Dee's cheek. "You gonna give up - only ever had one girl take it all the way so it ain't no disgrace."
That settled it. Whoever that other ho was she wasn't beating Dee. She looked back into Elvin's eyes and very calmly and deliberately said. "This time, Master, don't stop until I've taken it all."
Elvin glanced at Shaka and got a nod of acceptance. He stepped forward again and for a third time Dee tried to take him, her hands behind her back. His big thick cock slid back into her mouth and she tried to relax. Again she came tantalising close to taking him all the way. Then she felt him hold her head and try to press her down onto him. She was ready for him and ready to do her part. She focused her whole being on trying to relax, to keep her hands behind her back, to fight down the inclination to gag on him. She coughed and felt saliva flood her already over-full mouth. She knew that would make her gag but fought the instinct with every part of her. She won and as she did so she felt her nose pressed against his belly.
"See what I'm saying - the little bitch can bop. Believe a teacher-girl can have skills like that?" That was Shaka.
"She's fuckin' amazing," came from above Dee. She felt his hands on her head relax and now she took over. Moving her mouth up and down his shaft and then dropping her head onto him to take his shaft all the way and use her tongue on his heavy balls. She felt the warmth of her own saliva as it drooled in long streams down onto her chest and top.
"Yeah - you something else baby, got it good and sloppy. You're hot as fuck."
"There's a reason for that," Shaka broke in. He must have given a signal because Elvin pulled back again. His big cock hard as a rock and shining with her saliva. Shaka put down the camera and moved in.
"Got that new top real messy. I can solve that." He pulled her top up and over her head, letting her tits swing free, his jewellery glinting at her pierced nipples.
"Likin' that," commented Elvin.
"Care to do the honours with that skirt," said Shaka.
"Fuck yeah," said Elvin and Dee almost immediately felt his hand easing her tight skirt down.
The material was pulled down over the curve of her butt and then she felt his hands grasping the flesh of her cheeks. "Oh FUCK yeah - spotted this fine little whooty the first time I saw it. Real nice - real tempting."
Dee was almost in a trance. Flushed and still breathless from taking his cock His next words snapped her back into reality real fast.
"Never seen a booty needed my cock in it so bad."
Oh fuck! Taking that monster in her mouth had seemed impossible, in her pussy was a tempting challenge but in her rear-end! That was not happening!
Her reaction had clearly been obvious to judge by Shaka's rumbling laugh. "Maybe not today man - my girl here is still a novice there. Besides we got more urgent business tonight ain't we sweet thing?"
"If that little white booty ain't properly broken in then I don't know what's more important," Elvin almost grumbled.
"Tell him," said Shaka.
"It's my first time with Shaka since I dumped my birth control polls. My first time with him on one of my most fertile days when I'm unprotected."
"Oh shit - no wonder you so hot tonight." His dark brown eyes sparkled with amusement. "Not sure I'd be inviting another man up when my wife was as hot as you."
"She ain't MY wife."
Shaka's remark drew another laugh from Elvin. " I saw the rings - but I should have known better. Soooo - I'm guessin her husband's a white boy."
"A white boy, dumb as a brick and an over-promoted executive at a big company. Just like half the bunk assholes come through here making your life hard. Thass why I figured you'd appreciate joining us tonight."
The two men shared a glance and Elvin smiled. He hadn't thought tonight could get much better or more surprising but well...
Shaka gestured at the couch. "Take a seat Elvin and grab that phone. Take some POV of this hot little ho' doing what she does best."
Elvin didn't need asking twice. He sat down and beckoned to Dee who submissively took her place kneeling between his legs and began to give him the sort of blow-job a man could only get from a bopper who'd learned from the best. As she did so she heard the clink of Shaka's belt and the rustle of material as he took off his pants.
Elvin was filming her blowing him. She wasn't sure if it was Shaka's phone or his own he was using. If it was Elvin's then it could be all over the internet by tomorrow morning. Who was she kidding? The same was true if it was Shaka's phone. Hadn't she just fucked Shaka for the whole world to see anyway? She was way beyond such worries and she decided to show it. She paused and winked at the camera. "Hope you're all enjoying the show."
Elvin laughed with pleasure. "Yeah you a horny kinky little white bitch ain't ya?"
"Yessir," she responded politely.
"Why's that?" He clearly wanted her saying it herself and on record.
"Because I'm fertile tonight and I'm not on birth control," she paused and then lovingly ran her tongue around the firm broad head of his big Black cock.
"Oh - we got a pretty little white bitch all primed for Black baby making have me. She a married little white bitch?"
She waved her hand at the camera letting the light sparkle on her wedding ring and paused working on his cock only long enough to say, "Yessir."
"Hubby here tonight?"
She didn't tae her mouth off his cock this time she just shook her head and hummed, "Uuuuhhh-huhhhhhhh."
"So hubby a brotha or a white boy?"
She licked his delicious cock again. "He's a white boy."
"So he one of them cuck freaks - he sat at home jacking off thinking about his wife getting knocked up by a nigga?"
"No - he doesn't know."
"Gonna know when that belly of yours starts to grow."
"I know," she paused and then admitted what she had realised long ago but had been frightened to admit, "but I don't care."
"How you know the little one won't be his?"
"I've cut him off. We don't share the same bed anymore. I'm Black-only." She paused to show off one of her pierced nipples.
"He got a cute little piece like you and he ain't giving her what she needs. That is one sorry sack o' shit. So if he ain't man enough no more who's gonna be knocking you up?"
"My Black Master." She adjusted her position and got onto her hands and knees in the thick soft carpet before dropping her head back onto Elvin's hard cock
She had barely taken position before she knew that Shaka had taken his cue. For the second time that evening his potent Black cock was lined up on her unprotected fertile white pussy and firmly pushed home. Her pussy was warm and wet and inviting, his cock was hard and remorseless. Everyone, consciously and subconsciously, were perfectly aware of what they were there for tonight. To consummate a process that had been playing out for months. To confirm Dee's status as a Black man's woman, undeniably and irreversibly.
Dee released Elvin's cock from her mouth and gave a low gasp. Watching, the Black man saw her eyes take on something approaching a thousand-yard stare. He knew she was thinking about that Black cock in her pussy, savouring every movement of it and understanding where this would lead. His ears just caught one gently whispered word.
"Yes."
"Getting yourself Black bred ain't no excuse to neglect my cock," Elvin said with a tone of playful disapproval. He felt the thrill of pleasure and triumph as he saw the pretty blonde woman suddenly look at him with a startled expression and then quickly move to suck his big Black dick again. Shit - high-class white women like her were supposed to be way out of his league. So tonight was certainly his lucky night. This one seemed awful eager and ready to please. Be a shame not to make the most of it! "That pussy feel as good as it looks," he asked Shaka.
Shaka didn't answer - he just nodded as he continued his heavy rolling thrusts into Dee. Elvin saw Shaka's haunches slap against Dee's body as he pushed all the way home with each stroke. He felt Dee's head pushed forward a little on his cock with every repetition. His eyes feasted on the little jiggle from Dee's fine white booty each time Shaka thrust home. He felt his cock twitch in Dee's mouth. She was a fucking hot little white ho and had real skills too. He knew how much he wanted to fuck that cute little pussy, to give her his nut. He knew he'd cum in a few seconds and had almost decided to feed the slut a load when he saw Shaka give a gesture with his hand. Reluctantly he pulled back from Dee. She gave him a momentary glance and then looked down at the carpet. He knew she was feeling Shaka taking her, claiming her.
It was a beautiful sight. The classy white woman who he'd admired a few hours ago at the reception desk. Here she was giving herself to her man, a Black man, knowing that each thrust could be the one that ended in his seeding her, sealing her future. It was some heavy shit but what was best was that the little ho seemed desperate for it.
"She looks good but she gonna look better once that belly's got a Black baby in it. Once them sweet titties are all full of milk for feeding a real man's babies. Bet you'll take her down the hood and show her off."
He heard the long moan of desire from Dee and knew he was hitting the right note. He glanced up and saw Shaka nod again - even as he moved the intensity of his fucking up a notch.
"Look up here girl - right in the camera. Tells us your name and what you're here for."
"I'm Dee - I'm here to get - to get - a Black baby. - I'm here - to get knocked up - PLEEEASSEEE." The words had been panted out between the thrusts from Shaka's dominant Black cock. The last word was almost a wail of need and desire.
"All them white-bread friends and relatives of yours gonna think you ruined when that belly starts to swell - you know that don't ya."
"I don't care - fuck them - I need this. - It's who - it's who I am now."
"That right? So what are you now?"
"I'm one of - Shaka's girls. - His Black-owned - ugghhh, little bitch. - Soon his - Black-bred little bitch. - A Black man's - baby momma. - A Black man's - woman."
It was like a religious litany but delivered in a clear and impassioned voice. Each phrase punctuated by the thrust of a Black cock loaded with the potential to destroy her old life by making a new one. No-one seeing it could have doubted. This was one little cracka slut who'd worked it out. Who understood her real place in the world. Who realised nothing mattered but giving her Black masters what they wanted and what she needed.
"Hubby fuck you as good as Shaka there?"
She gave him a look of burning contempt - right into the phone's camera lens. It was beautiful - said more than a thousand words. But words were what he wanted from her.
"Tell me."
"No - no - David's useless - he could never - I wasted so much time - never knew what - this could be."
"Know now don't ya. You know who fucks best don't ya. You know who deserves to make that belly grow don't ya."
"YESSS - YESSS - BLACK MEN - NIGGAS - MY MASTERS - FUCK ME SHAKA - NUT IN ME - KNOCK ME UP - RUIN ME - MAKE ME YOURS - FOR EVERRRRRR."
It had been as if a dam had broken. The words almost screamed out as a rolling orgasm had peaked and taken control of Dee's mind and body.
"Fuck yeah." Elvin heard Shaka's grunt and knew Dee had her wish. Shaka pushed his cock home five more times with decreasing speed and intensity. Then he held still for a minute before pulling out. All that time Dee had dropped her head onto the carpet. Accepting her place, accepting his gift. Shaka gently moved up and turned her over onto her back - her legs eased apart.
Elvin focused the phone's camera in on what could only be called a thoroughly Blacked pussy. It still gaped a little from Shaka's cock and after a moment he could see the big man's seed. Or rather he could see a little of it. He knew most was planted deep inside the little white ho - exploring and questing in search of that all-important defenceless white egg. It seemed impossible they wouldn't find it - wouldn't consummate the evening as it deserved to be. Wouldn't begin Dee's new life.
"Damn dog but that is some nut you put in there. She gonna get pregnant fo' sure." Elvin seemed a million miles from the polite receptionist in his Hotel uniform. He was hungrily filming with his thick Black cock standing up against his slightly rounded belly.
He was focused on her face now. Dee was lying back on the comfortable carpet - seemingly oblivious to her exposure to the two men and anyone else they cared to show this video to. She'd heard his words - he knew that - but all there was on her face was satisfaction and excitement.
"Well that is the idea." Shaka dropped to his haunches next to Dee. "You see a fine-assed little bitch like this and you know what she's needin'. Just a case of bringing them to the realisation of where they need to be and who they really is. This one's been keeping us waiting for a while - teasing the Black man with all she has to offer." He stretched out a hand and his long fingers languidly brushed Dee's belly.
Elvin filmed it all - saw Dee's eyes fixed on the contrasting skin tones of his hand and her skin. Saw the little shiver run through her at the touch of his finger-tips.
"You believe she's got three kids?" Shaka continued as his fingers still traced their pattern on her flat white belly.
"Wouldn't have thought it - but I surely do believe she's soon gonna be having another one," responded Elvin.
"Lot of work for her getting her body back to looking this good. From the first moment I saw her I knew she'd be needing to do all that work again soon. After she's had our babies."
"Babies?"
"Yeah - she promised herself to a friend of mine as well. So she gonna be a busy little breeding ho ain't she. But that's the way it's gotta be ain't it little bitch?"
It was all set down - they simply assumed that she would accept their plans for her. She could only think of one thing to answer. She heard herself say the words, "Yes master," and again felt the surge of sexual excitement pulse through her body. A body ready and eager to make new life.
"You understand what makes a Black man's woman?" He knew she did of course. She knew he just wanted her on video stating the fact.
She swallowed a little and then said, "A woman becomes a true Black man's woman when she has a Black man's baby in her arms and another in her belly. So everyone knows, so the world knows." She hesitated and Shaka's fingers paused on her belly His beautiful deep brown eyes were locked on hers, capturing her mind, body and soul. She completed what she had to say. "I need to be a true Black man's woman, I need to be Black owned."
Shaka leaned down and gave her a tender kiss. "Yeah, I've been knowing that since long before you did. Which is why I gave you two good heavy loads of premium African seed in that sweet little pussy of yours. Chances are if you're getting knocked up tonight then that jobs already been done. Can't see what more I can do except..." he glanced at Elvin. "...I heard somewhere that seed from two men was more likely to knock a bitch up than the same amount from just one. You want Elvin here to see if he can help seal the deal?"
Her eyes widened as she looked at him - was he serious? Her mind seemed to click into overdrive and she remembered what Shaka had said Mr Taylor had once told him. "It's the destination that matters not the road travelled." Suddenly she understood. So what if Elvin's seed by some misadventure did 'seal the deal'. She would be pregnant with a Black man's baby and it would have been Shaka's doing. Every time he saw her with her belly full of a Black baby or later nursing a Black man's child. Every time he saw her and her new family, saw her living her new life, he would know that he had been the cause of it. And she would too. He had selected her and he was using her for his pleasure and she knew that she loved him for it.
She turned to Elvin where he was still filming her, his free hand leisurely moving up and down that thick Black cock of his. She thought she knew why he'd been so careful not to cum in her mouth earlier when most Black guys loved doing that. She also had an idea why that beautiful cock of his was still so hard and ready. Had he and Shaka discussed more than she had imagined earlier? Or perhaps they hadn't really met for the first time today after all. She didn't know and she didn't care. Seeing that big Black cock of his had reminded her of her thoughts earlier about just how that big boy would feel in her pussy. She wanted that and she was going to have it.
"Can you help me out Elvin, use that beautiful big Black cock of yours to make sure I'm ruined for my limp-dicked white hubby?" She knew he wouldn't be able to resist that - but they had one more surprise for her.
She'd half expected Elvin to give Shaka the camera and jump her bones there and then. Instead he held his position. "Yeah I heard about you white bitches thinking we're just at your beck and command. Well that ain't so - we ain't on the plantation missy. So you best be telling me this. How you gonna make it worth my while?"
She didn't know what to say at first but then she remembered their conversation earlier. Had that been the planting of another kind of seed? Had Elvin known this offer was going to be made? She would probably never know but again she was quite certain that she didn't care. If they had 'trapped' her then she was a very willing 'victim.' Besides, if they'd put all that planning and work in then she knew it just reflected how much they wanted her, how much they desired her. She suddenly knew she'd give Elvin his prize.
"IF you knock me up Elvin then I'll come back to you once my belly's showing and you can take me in the...well, you know".



Shaka laughed, "Bit late to get shy little bitch."
Elvin just slowly shook his head. "This has got to be clear - and I don't do 'payment by results'. You want my potent nigga nut then you gotta promise to give up that sweet tight little white booty. You hearing that?"
She nodded.
"So say it." Elvin was implacable. She knew he was showing her who was boss and she thrilled to it.
"Please breed me Elvin and hopefully you'll put your strong Black baby in my belly. Give me your seed and I promise that you can fuck me ... in my ass."
"Shaka owns that pretty little pussy. Who's gonna own that tight little white booty from now on?"
"You El ... you Master."
"You're getting the idea - now time you got in that bedroom so I can breed you like the cute little white ho you is." He took a step and then paused with the camera. "Nearly forgot - you got a message for ... David, is it."
To most of Ireton Dee was still a highly respectable suburban teacher and soccer mom of three. Would they have recognised her now as she raised two middle fingers to the camera. "Fuck you loser." The two men laughed
Elvin finally handed the phone over to Shaka and bodily picked Dee up over his shoulder. He strode purposefully into the bedroom as she squealed and kicked her heels in delight. Shaka filmed them go and then followed them in.
***
"One moment," said Dee on an impulse. She held that big thick Black cock in her two hands and checked to see that Shaka was filming. Well duh! Of course he was. Dee very carefully placed her hand as far around Elvin's cock as she could and slid it down to the base. She leaned in and gently, lovingly, tapped the column of flesh against her cheek. She didn't need the view-finder to know how hot that would look.
She looked into the phone lens and smiled. "Now then white boys, and especially a certain little soft white boy called David, you want to know why we girls are going Black and, of course, never ever coming back? It shouldn't be too hard to guess." Dee tapped Elvin's cock against her cheek again. "But I know a lot of you white boys are a little lacking in the brains department and generally all out of imagination. Maybe after seeing this you'll have a better clue." She smiled a smile of pure mischief. "You little white boys have pricks, dicks, johnsons, wieners, whatever silly names you call them," she giggled to herself. "That's why we women have to go and find ourselves a real man - because a real man has a cock, proud and hard. If we are really lucky we find ourselves a cock like the two I have tonight. The ultimate when it comes to pleasing a woman. Big - Black - Babymakers." The last three words were spoken with pure conviction and clarity as she looked straight down the lens of the phone. "Did you ever really dream that you could compete?" She raised an eyebrow and then used her hand to measure Elvin's cock. "Hmmmn - that's why a man like this feels so good. Why a girl who has had this can't settle for weak sauce white boys any more. Now, if you'll excuse me, me and my new friend here have a baby to make."
She lay back and pulled her knees up and apart. Elvin didn't say a damn thing - he just eased into position and rubbed the broad head of his cock up and down the lips of Dee's pussy. He was enjoying every moment, still hardly believing the events of the night. He'd been wanting this cute little white slut since she'd come into the hotel and now, against all expectations, he was going to get his desire. As for the baby making business - well that wasn't no big thing to him but if that was what it took to keep prime white pussy like this Black owned then he had no objections. He'd nut just as big and just as deep as he could. Put the little bitch in maternity for sure.
Dee put her head up and strained to see. Immediately she felt the rush of excitement when she saw it. That big thick Black cudgel of a cock presented to her bare white pussy. It was almost obscene. No - it was obscene, but deliciously beautifully obscene. Elvin saw her looking and put his Black cock up against the pale skin of her belly. "Think you can take it?" he said with a confident smile.
"I think so," she said.
"I know so - and we gonna prove it. Right now."
"Please yes," answered Dee and watched as he lined himself up again and pushed.
Elvin wasn't rushed or rough, but he was relentless. Steadily introducing his big cock to her pussy in careful slow strokes. It felt good, it felt REAL good. She felt full, her pussy fitting round his cock like a glove, like she was made for him. She was relieved that Shaka had gone first, preparing the way and helping lubricate her with his seed. Seed that Elvin's big thick cock was now pushing deeper and deeper into her, making it seemingly certain that her egg would be claimed and her new life started. As that thought hit her she felt the rush of desire and passion surge through her again. The 'natural high' to beat all 'natural highs'. The rush that she had only felt with a Black man and with an intensity that she had only felt tonight, when she knew what the consequences could be.
Dee bit her lip to keep from crying out. She felt her whole body quiver in orgasm.
"Shit," said Elvin, "this little bitch's pussy is tight. Trying her best to milk my fuckin' nut already. How you find yo'self a girlfriend like this?"
Dee, coming out of orgasm, interrupted. "I'm not his girlfriend. I'm his woman, I'm his whore. Want me to be your whore too? Then fuck me like you want it - show me what you can do."
Elvin paused and then smiled. Dee loved that smile - the smile of a Black man confident in his own abilities. The smile that told her to hold on for a wild ride. At the same moment she felt Elvin start to pick up the intensity of his thrusts. His big cock found its way deep into her, insistently claiming every part of her. She feasted on it, savoured it, thrilled to the warmth and power of his strong masculine body. He dropped himself down to kiss her, their tongues meeting. She felt the weight of him, against her hard nipples, against her soon to be swelling belly. His weight was holding her in position but why would she care? Why would she want to be anywhere but where she was now? She threw her arms around him and held him close. She kissed him hungrily, savagely, desperately. She wanted him to know how much she wanted him too.
It certainly seemed to work. She tasted the salt of his sweat as he worked to satisfy her and himself. His hands gripped her shoulders and she knew he was getting close. Just the thought sent her over the top again, groaning and shivering with the power of her own emotions.
"Ooooohhhhhh fuccckkkk...." He gave a last thrust on top of her and she knew he was cumming. He made a move as if to pull out but she wrapped her legs around him and held him there, their bodies and mouths locked together. Only when she knew that he was done did she relax and release him.
He looked down into her face. "Damn you the hottest little fucking bitch out there." She looked into his eyes and knew he meant it. Was it pride to feel a thrill at having pleased a man like this. Well fuck it - if so then she was one proud little white slut tonight! She felt a last little surge of adrenaline but she was coming down off her sexual high now. She had been well fucked and she started to feel fatigue creep up on her.
They shared a last smile and a last kiss. Then he stood up and went for his clothes. "I best be on my way. Thanks for everything. That was amazing."
"Hold on." Shaka watched his camera's screen for a few seconds and then nodded. "You ever in the Capital?"
"Sure."
"Gimme your number."
Elvin complied. Shaka entered it on his phone. "I can introduce you to some good people over here. What you say Dee - think our friends over there will enjoy meeting Elvin?"
"I think they'll love meeting a talented man like Elvin," she giggled.
"Also," said Shaka, "I'll be in touch when our girl here is showing . So you can collect your fee."
Elvin pulled on his jacket and paused. "I didn't mean no disrespect there. She got me a little excited. Won't insist on holding no-one to it - what makes a booty most fine is the fact its being given up."
Was she still a little crazy with all the endorphins and pheromones? Maybe. Or maybe it was the desire to please him - to ensure he'd never be forgetting this particular 'little bitch.' No matter how many more white girls Shaka and co might introduce him to. She got up off the bed and stood by him. She turned her body a little so he could see her rear end. "Thought you liked this?" She wiggled her butt for him.
"Oh yes," he chuckled, "I like that just fine."
"Then maybe your memory's slipping a little. Maybe you've forgotten who owns this. Who owns this Elvin?"
He nodded and ran his tongue over his lips. "Maybe you should remind me?"
"You own it Elvin, its yours. Any time, any place. Now give my ass a slap to show you accept."
His big Black hand came down on her butt with a reassuring thwack. Not too hard but just hard enough to show intent.
Shaka held out his fist and Elvin bumped it with his own. Shaka nodded again in approval. "Like I said I'll be in touch - my women always keep their promises."
Dee was already thinking of a few friends she'd need to be talking to. It'd been put off long enough. She knew how many Black man did love to fuck a white girl in the ass. If she was to be a Black man's woman then she'd have to learn some skills in that department too. She remembered Elvin's big thick cock and figured that she'd need to learn those skills real fast and real well.
Assessment
David swallowed nervously. It did not feel right to admit such things but the woman in front of him knew that he was holding something back. Her intelligent blue-grey eyes seemed to demand that he confess.
He finally decided to bite the bullet. Linda had made it clear that he would have to pass her assessment if he hoped for further promotion. Not that she had said as much but the signals had been clear.
Signals. He'd been sensing other signals too. His wife's absences and a certain difference to her when she was with them. A self-possession, a confidence, a personal strength. There were physical changes too. She'd always looked after herself but now she looked better than she had fifteen years ago. He loved that but it made her new distance from him all the more frustrating. Not just the last couple of weeks when they'd not been sharing a bed. He now recognised the distance had been growing long before that.
"Shit you got to have the badonka-donk. That's what our men love!" The almost stereotypical Black woman on the TV had laughed and swayed her big ripe ass at the camera. It seemed surreal - the two women could not have been more different - but he seemed to sense that same sort of confidence in Dee. Since when? That wasn't the woman he had married.
"Errr, this is difficult..."
Linda leaned forward and her hand chastely patted his knee. "I know David - but we are all friends here."
God almighty - why did she always wear those low-cut tops. Why did she lean forward like that! Not that he was complaining. She just had the most amazing tits. He felt the blood pumping through his body, hoped his erect prick wasn't noticeable in his suit pants. He almost lost his train of thought but then rushed back onto it.
"I - I - I think my wife may be having an affair." Then he stopped, horrified by his admission. Not so much for making it to Laura - but for admitting it to himself.
Linda held up a hand. "It's good that you are being honest with yourself but remember that it may not be the case. Do you suspect who she might be having an affair with?"
David shook his head in impotent annoyance. "I just have no clue. Someone in the Capital I think, perhaps someone she works with. She works at a school with a lot of..." He cut himself short. He felt his penis shrinking with panic at what he had almost said, at his revealing of another of his deepest terrors.
Linda watched him carefully, bringing her professional skills to bear. After three meetings she felt sure her initial assessment of him had been correct. Now she waited for him to gather himself together.
"My wife, um, works in the Capital, at a school in an, um, urban environment."
That word, 'urban', was carrying a lot of weight there.
"Tubman High has a large number of, um, minority students and staff. I'm, well, I think perhaps her Principal..." David was choosing each word with what seemed like intense physical effort.
First 'urban' and now 'minority' - why the dog-whistles were almost deafening from where Linda sat! She raised a hand holding a pen. "I think I can put your mind at rest there. I happen to know the Principal of Tubman High, Marcus Jones, through my husband. I know he is a very happily married man and I have never suspected him of having a roving eye. We women pick up on such things - as I'm sure you can guess."
David again felt a deep well of cold black terror open in the pit of his stomach. Linda had to be saying that she had noticed HIS roving eye. He steeled himself and tried to meet her gaze.
Linda had been a psychoanalyst for many years. She had the 'poker-face' required for her trade. So she didn't react to David's abject attempt to show confidence. She did feel considerable sympathy for him. He wasn't an evil man or a bad man but he was a weak man, a weak man who was horribly out of his depth.
"I understand the staff at Tubman are mainly African-American?" Her tone was neutral. "I know that Marcus Jones is. Do you suspect that your wife might be having an affair at work?"
David's chin wobbled. He nodded his head.
"...with an African-American?" Her tone was calm but insistent
His eyes came up again to meet hers. She knew he was being forced to face his greatest fear. However, he WAS going to have to face it - and she needed to know how he would react. He nodded again.
"How do you feel about that?"
He suddenly flared up with impotent rage. "How do you think I feel? If it's true then I'll kill them." Suddenly he stopped and his face seemed to set firm. "No, no, I wouldn't do that. But I would make her pay."
"How?"
"I'd make sure she never sees my children again."
"Don't you think your children would still need their mother?"
"They don't need a nigger-loving whore." The words seemed to hit the walls of the room with a loud clang. David's face suddenly crumpled with fear as he realised what he had said.
Linda took that personally. A lot of her friends were 'nigger-loving whores'. She herself had been a 'nigger-loving whore' before she had become a very happily-married 'nigger's' wife. Again her professional training didn't let her feelings show through. Her sympathy for the pathetic sack of shit sat opposite her had taken a bit of a beating however.
"I shouldn't have said that," David admitted.
"It's best that we be honest," replied Linda, "I think it's incredibly brave of you."
"Brave?"
"A man in your position and with your responsibilities being ready to become a single-parent of three young children. That would be daunting for most men. Of course you no doubt have savings and once you'd stepped back from your job you would have plenty of free time. Still, that's quite a life change."
"I wouldn't allow it to affect my work." He'd seen the danger and his tone was pleading, almost a whine.
"I know you believe that but I've seen so many cases like this." Linda made a note on her clipboard. "Apart from anything else there would be the distraction of a messy divorce case and custody battle. The only thing worse would be if your wife knew any hot-shot lawyers."
She watched the comment hit home. Watched him remember all his wife had told him about that ex-pupil of hers who was now a high-flying lawyer in the capital. David swallowed something hard and jagged.
"With all that on your plate," Linda continued, "how could you not have to step back. I'm sure the company wouldn't want to lose someone of your talent and experience but..."
The panic was rising in David now. How had his easy comfortable life suddenly turned to shit. He knew what she was saying. In today's commercial environment his company wouldn't be carrying any passengers. He could certainly forget any hopes of promotion, he might be out altogether. Then what would he do? He wanted to curl up in a little ball and hope for it all to go away.
Linda gave him a beautiful sympathetic smile. She leaned forward and placed her hand on his. "Don't worry David. Whatever happens you are not alone. You'll have me, your friend, to advise you. In the meantime don't cause any problems at home or spark any sort of a confrontation. Maybe we can steady the ship there. I've talked to the Directors and they have only concern for your well-being. They want you here and we don't want any rash actions to imperil that do we? Will you trust me on this David?"
He felt like a great weight had been lifted off his shoulders, at least for the moment. He wasn't going to have to face it yet - he wasn't going to have to make a decision. He nodded again, a picture of pathetic gratitude.
Getting the Rules Straight
Anna almost snorted with laughter as she held her hand to her mouth. "OMG," she giggled.
Dee took back the tablet and skimmed her finger across it until another comment was front and center. She showed it to her friend.
Anna's eyes sparkled with excitement and amusement "Seems you have some fans," she said and flashed Dee a cheeky smile.
You could say that. Shaka had shown her the site a few days after their meeting at the Regency. The site where he had posted the video of their activities. A video carefully edited to hide the identity of Elvin but which showed her off to all the world - or at least all the world who were members of a certain site dedicated to interracial sex.
Shaka had particularly directed her attention to the comments section, spooling through what seemed to be hundreds of comments each marked by an avatar of the member concerned.
The comments followed a certain theme.
LVBull - 'Ever bring the whore to Sin City then gimme a holla. I'll give her what she's needin.'
ProStud14" - 'Fuck Shaka how you always get the best little bitches?'
TeachDFan35 - 'This was amazing. That pussy looked real hungry. How's a brotha get in on that action?'
BBCinTN - 'Sweet little MILF keep bakin-cakes then she gonna be putting on weight real soon.'
EbonyDaddy12 - 'Need to see that classy piece with a Black baby in her. Post pics when she's showing.'
BigOlBullESL - 'Send her out to us. Guarantee we'll return her Nigga-bred.'
TheLevyBreaksEmIn - 'She's wasted on you Yanks. How the fuck ain't she pregnant yet? Might have to look her up next time I'm over there.'
TeachDFan7 - 'Fuck yeah. Our Queen's getting herself knocked up.'
TheRealE - 'Was a real pleasure to meet with the lovely Dee. I'm hoping it proves to have been as productive as it was enjoyable.'
It had come as a bit of a shock to Dee. Not that they had been posting pics and vids of her - she had sort of understood that. The site's members were verified and approved - a worldwide community of Black men who appreciated hot white women. The shock for Dee was still the fact that men like these put lil' ol' her in that category. Shaka had posted her images and vids under the category, 'TeachD'. She'd thought 'TeachDFan35' was a 35-year-old fan of hers and had felt very flattered. 'TeachDFan7 ' had then caused some concern until she'd realised it meant there were probably at least 35 members who'd wanted to adopt that user-name. That had felt even better!
She'd asked Shaka if he knew anything about 'TheLevyBreaksEmIn'. Her Master had looked graveyard serious for a moment. "Levy is real bad news. He ever come near you then you haul ass in the opposite direction you hear me. That 730 mothafucka's on a warning from me and I only give any man one." Dee had rarely seen Shaka like that and understood to heed his advice.



***
Strangely enough, though, it was Levy that had indirectly brought Anna and Dee to a familiar small store in the Capital this afternoon. They were checking Dee's 'fan-mail' as they waited.
It had followed on a bad day for Dee. The day that her body had told her that Shaka and Elvin had not achieved their goal. She'd texted Shaka the news and he had asked her to meet him after work. He'd driven her down to Silky's and led her into his usual booth at the back of the bar.
"Remember asking me about a certain Limey muthafucka?"
"You mean Levy?"
"Yeah. Well what's that they say about old clocks. Even when they was fucked they was still right twice a day. Well Levy did make one contribution that I can respect." He handed Dee a sheet of paper.
She read it with shock, then with curiosity, then with something approaching excitement.
B.M.W. Contract
I, , agree to the following clauses of this contract and will adhere to them faithfully:

1. I accept that I am the property of my Black owners, both Masters and Mistresses.
2. I will NOT suck or fuck other cocks from now on. If my spouse is not a Black owner then either that marriage must end or my spouse must formally acknowledge that his wife will be following this contract and accordingly must relinquish all supposed rights or influence over me.

3. I will NOT wear panties, except as agreed in advance for hygienic reasons. I will ensure that my cunt is always kept fresh and available for my Black owners' pleasure.

4. Any clothing that I wear in the company of Black men MUST be appropriately sexy and revealing. It is my responsibility to dress and act in such a manner as to impress and please Black men at all times. When asked to wear certain clothing by my Black owners I will follow their wishes - though I may suggest alternatives which it will be at my Black owners' discretion to approve.

5. I will maintain gym membership and exercise regularly in order to keep my body fit and ready to be used for my Black owners' pleasure.

6. I agree that it is an obligation on my part to encourage other white females to go Black. This may include relatives, friends and work colleagues. Where possible I will direct all women showing such an interest to my Black owners.

7. I understand that my Black owners pledge not to FORCE me into illegal or physically damaging activities. In return I pledge that I will eagerly and enthusiastically engage in servicing their wishes and desires in all ways possible. Any illegal or permanently physically altering procedures, i.e. cosmetic surgery, tattooing or piercing, will only be undertaken with the prior consent of both sides.
8. I understand that my role is to provide sexual pleasure for Blacks and Blacks only. I will participate in Black sex bareback and wherever and whenever my Black owners wish. I understand that should this lifestyle lead to changes occasioning material hardship then I can apply to suggested organisations for support so long as I remain obedient to all clauses of this contract.
9. I undertake never to use birth control and to receive Black seed as my Black owners instruct. I understand that this will lead to pregnancy or pregnancies and gladly accept my role as a white breeding slut. The material needs of resulting offspring will be met by myself and supporting organisations without recourse to legal measures or paternity tests.
10. This contract is open-ended and can only be terminated with the agreement of the Black owners. Breach of these rules will be punishable at the discretion of the Black owners without the right of appeal. This punishment will extend up to, but not be restricted to, expulsion and banning from all activities of the Black owners, their associates and associated organisations.

Signed: / Date: 15 December 20XX
Dee remembered seeing a tattoo on some of the girls' arms - tattoos that had mentioned the 'ten rules'. Now she was seeing them spelled out for the first time.
"What you think?"
"Pretty intense." Dee replied.
"Yeah - but what I'm asking is are you ready to commit yourself."
"What about Clause 2? You know David would never accept that."
"I've said I'll do what I can for you. That doesn't mean your marriage has any future. You've outgrown it, you've left him behind."
Dee nodded.
"Any other problems?"
Dee quickly scanned the paper again. She looked back up at Shaka with a quizzical expression.
"Clause 6", said Shaka.
She returned to it
6. I agree that it is an obligation on my part to encourage other white females to go Black. This may include relatives, friends and work colleagues. Where possible I will direct all women showing such an interest to my Black owners.
She couldn't really see the problem there and told him so. Her circle of friends and colleagues had changed a lot over the last year. Most of them needed no encouragement from her in that department.
Shaka's response was dry but to the point. "I wasn't thinking about now - I was thinking about in fifteen or twenty years time." Then he watched her eyes widen as she understood him.
"Hey..you mean..." she said and then her voice tailed off.
"What mother doesn't want her daughters to have the best, to avoid the mistakes that she made?"
"I know but..."
"It doesn't seem right - and at the moment it certainly wouldn't be. Let a child be a child - they don't need to be rushed along any faster than the whole damn world will be trying to do anyway. But, as a Mom, you need to be preparing yourself for the day that will come. The day you will pass on your experience and knowledge to them."
"They will have to make up their own minds."
"The paper says 'encourage' don't it? That's all we ask. When the time comes..." Shaka pushed his pen across the table to Dee.
She knew that it was another opportunity for her to prove herself. A compensation for their disappointment. She understood that. But was it meant as compensation for her or for Shaka or for them both? She didn't know that but she did understand that she needed something to fill a gap in her soul that she had been aware of since that morning. Still, however, she hesitated. Signing the paper - no problem. Following those rules - wasn't she doing most of them already? Even Clause 6 - and she remembered that Shaka had warned her to take note of it - probably only confirmed what she was going to do anyway, when the time came. If, of course, she still had any role in her daughters' lives by then. By then, she knew, if David had his way she wouldn't even have access.
She'd had to address that possibility, perhaps probability. In her fears it was almost a certainty. It was a brutal realisation. It made every moment with her children precious beyond words but she also knew that to seek that joy was selfish beyond words, doing them no good. Davey and the girls needed to be less reliant on her not more. If she was lost to them they would need to recover quickly, to forget her if they could. That was why she did not feel guilt for her absences at 'seminars' and 'work meetings'.
The rules weren't what made her hesitate. It was the second part of this particular little ritual that she had surmised from what she'd seen on the arms of women like Emily and Georgia. Paper could be lost or burned or ruined by water. There was a more permanent record of this commitment - a record at least as permanent as the woman who made it.
She remembered whose idea all this had been. "Your Levy asks a lot - he must be a crafty vicious bastard."
"He's not MY Levy - and you have no idea. If I have my way you and those you love never will. That's my promise and pledge - in return for yours," he waved a hand at he paper and pen,.
"When?"
"I'll call Izeye - make an appointment for after work Wednesday."
Giving her a few days to think it over, making sure she wasn't rushed. Letting her consider the implications and the symbolism of the act. She knew the way Shaka operated by now. He'd never force her to do anything - much of his pleasure came from her willingness to take her new path. She also knew that he wasn't worried about her backing out however long he gave her to think about it. He knew her too well to need to worry about that.
***
"Your first time - well just try to relax and keep still. You'll find its nothing like so bad as you might have been fearing." Izeye's movements had all the casual grace of years of experience. He used a swab to clean the inside of Dee's upper right arm. She felt her mouth go dry.
"I ... guess so."
The big man gave her a reassuring smile. He gently turned his own arm to draw her attention. She saw the complex swirling patterns of ink on his dark skin. How many hours had it taken to create that? The message was clear - he knew his job from both ends of the needle.
"This is a simple script - nice and short procedure. There's no heavy color involved. Generally one sitting but if you've had enough then tell me and we'll take it in stages, OK. Over the last year or so I've done a lot of these. Upper arm is a good place for a beginner. You ready?"
She'd signed the damned form hadn't she! She reached out a hand and Anna grasped it. It was good to have her there for support. Dee scrunched her eyes shut and said, "Go on."
She heard the machine and felt Izeye hold her arm still. Then came the bite of the needle into her skin. She concentrated on keeping her breathing steady and her arm still. The pain level crept up and then held at a level. She breathed a little easier. It hurt but it was nothing she couldn't handle. She'd had three children after all!
Izeye paused. "All going OK?"
She nodded and he resumed. This time she kept her eyes open. Watched the big man apply the needle with intricate precision. Quickly and accurately he traced the words of the script. She wanted to see it - though she knew that was crazy. It would take a while to heal and hadn't she seen the same tattoo on several of her friends.
'I pledge to obey the Ten Rules of a Black Man's Woman'
The font was like the message - crisply legible but with just enough design for artistry. Anyone reading the tattoo knew the lifestyle of the woman wearing it, in outline if not in detail. Any Black man or White woman who knew the '10 Rules' had a deeper understanding of course.
Sleeveless tops were going to have to be worn with extreme discretion from now on. However, she could still get away with short sleeves if she was careful. The motor of Izeye's machine continued to whirr and the needle continued to trace its quick precise movements as Izeye leaned over her his face set in concentration. It might be a very easy tattoo for an artist like him but he still gave it his full care and attention. There was a reason everyone with a brain came to Izeye for things like this.
She glanced at Anna and smiled. Anna smiled back. Dee knew what she had been thinking. She'd been watching Dee for a sign of her future - her own tattoo had been delayed for nine months or so by recent happy events. Dee's smile had reassured her, had encouraged her. Dee felt good about that - almost forgot the pain coming from her arm. It was good to encourage people, especially people you loved.
Not Just for Christmas
The children's excited voices rang out through the familiar room. Dee had not been living here so long but she knew just how much of a tradition this was at their church. So since she had three children participating she had been very ready to don the felt green hat and serve as an assistant to the occasion's main man.
Talking of whom...
HO HO HO.
The voice was deep and reverberating. The door flew open and there he was. Santa Claus himself - at least for this congregation. His big portly body swathed in the traditional red and white costume. His face a mass of white beard with two twinkling dark eyes.
The children screamed their delight, her own two daughters vigorously contributing to the cacophony. Her son was rather quieter. He was a sharp boy and had already begun to realise that all might not be quite as the grown ups said it was. Dee cast him a glance and raised her eyebrows. Davey caught her eye and then smiled back. He had a good idea what was going on but he wasn't going to be spoiling it for his sisters.
Dee and another of his elves cleared a way to Santa's chair and the big figure gratefully deposited his huge sack by it before planting himself in the easy chair provided.
"Hello children - how you all been doing since I saw you last. We got the usual order of business. Presents for the children what's been good and a piece of coal for them's that's been naughty. Now who's been good this year?"
The roar of high-pitched noise almost blew the roof off the place.
Santa's deep bass chuckle sounded out. "I figured so. Now, who's been naughty?"
There was sudden silence. A whole room full of small children all trying to avoid catching Santa's eye.
"None of you been naughty? Again! Seems it's that way every year! Maybe I should ask yo' parents or maybe you can tell me if anyone here's been naughty?"
Again there was silence for a moment as young minds calculated whether a few skilful indictments might lead to more presents for everyone else.
Fortunately, Santa was an old hand at this. Before merry chaos could break out he had spoken again. "Well, never mind that. I'm givin' a special pardon to every naughty boy and girl just fo' this year. 'Cos I know you didn't mean it. Be sure to behave for next year tho - can't be sure I can be so generous then. You all gonna be good next year?"
Another wave of noise as children swore earnest devotion to the cause of always being good little boys and girls.
Santa held up two gloved hands. "Thass fine, thass fine. I guess I'll have to be calling at ALL yo' houses on Christmas Eve. Gonna be a busy man fo' sure. My other elves still finishing making yo' big presents but I got a little something for you all today. Or perhaps yo'd rather wait."
The response was predictable. Soon Santa was performing his annual duty of providing presents for each of the children in turn. Dee helped select the appropriate presents and hand them on to the main man as he asked each child what they wanted for Christmas Day.
Santa's lines and actions were smooth as silk. He'd got a lot of experience. He'd been doing this gig for fifteen years and he'd done the same over at two social centers in Solway almost as long. He knew some of the girls would ask for ponies and some of the boys for a space rocket or the latest games console. He could handle all that and even today, when he had cause to want to get this over and done with, he wasn't hurried but enjoyed every moment. He loved doin' it - well except for that damned hot outfit. At least over in Solway he could ditch the gloves and have a little less fake beard!
Finally the year's deliveries were made and the children all sang Santa a Christmas carol of thanks. He heaved his bulk up out of the easy chair and gave a resounding HO HO HO of appreciation. Then he gestured towards Dee. "If my helper here can help carry my sack then I'll have to be goin'. Thass my busiest time of the year you knows."
The children, having done their duty and sung for their suppers, were ushered over to the Christmas treat tables. The other elves and helpers supervised them and almost kept the famished multitude's fingers off the spread while the Reverend said the grace.
Santa had carried a huge sack full of presents into the room on his own. So why did he need Dee to help him carry the empty one out? Nobody seemed to ask that question but one acute young mind noticed it. Davey pondered a moment before realising that he risked getting beaten to all the tastiest treats if he dawdled too long.
***
"Fuck me but thass better," he said as he threw off his heavy gloves and carefully locked the door to his store room. Couldn't have anyone wandering in unexpected like.
"Language Santa - or are you a BIG naughty boy. Maybe you shouldn't get YOUR present," giggled Dee.
"Fuck that!" said Santa. "Damn right I'm a bad boy but I'm lucky 'cos I got an elf whose REAL naughty too - just the way I likes her." He shucked off his heavy white-trimmed red coat and his hat.
"Should I take off my hat too?" asked Dee.
Santa hauled off his big black boots. "Fuck no - you looks cute as fuck with that on. Remind me of that actress from that film a while back - but cuter and sexier."
Dee felt the little blush in her cheeks. It didn't get old - the appreciation of men like this for her. She gave her rear end a little wiggle for him. "Santa likes his elf then?"
Santa's eyes sparkled as they took her in. He almost growled his assent. "Got the hottest fuckin' elf out there. Now we ain't got much time."
Dee dropped to her knees and pulled down Santa's red trousers. His shorts were tenting in a manner very gratifying to a woman's ego. Santa was seriously ready for her! She didn't hesitate and pulled down his shorts. His big Black cock almost sprang out at her, his heavy balls swinging free of the material. Her mouth closed over the broad dark head of his cock and Santa gave an appreciative chuckle.
"Damn you good at that - who taught you such good game?"
She paused a moment. "Black men - before I met them I had no game at all." Then she went back to work on pleasing her man.
"Nah - you always been seriously fucking hot. You just needed the right men to let you show it. Talking of which - I'd like another ten minutes of that sweet mouth but the congregation might just notice. Santa's got an extra special delivery to make..."
Dee knew what he wanted and what she needed. Happily she had on one of her church-going long skirts so she didn't need to undress. She just got up and leaned against the wall with her back to him.
She felt him pull her the hem of her skirt and then his hand with it bunched in his fingers was at her shoulder. His other hand explored and found a very ready, very hungry and very wet little white pussy.
"Hmmmnnn," he signalled his approval. "Whose pussy is this?"
"Your pussy Daddy, I mean Santa." Dee giggled.
"What sorta pussy this?"
"White pussy, Santa."
"Say it again."
"Um, fertile White pussy Daddy."
"Thass right. You my fucking hot little fertile white ho' aintcha."
"Yes Daddy - I'm your ho'."
"Yeah, 'cos ho' ain't no insult is it - it's just stating how things is when a white girl finds her Black man. You sure you're a ho girl?"
"I'm proud to be your ho Daddy, proud to be a Black man's woman."
His finger ran the length of her pussy and almost brought her to her knees the sensations were so strong. He gave a deep laugh of pleasure at her reaction. "Shaka was trying to breed this pussy last month. You enjoy that ho'?"
"God yes," she knew she didn't have to hide her Black lovers from each other. Such foolish nonsense was restricted for her husband. Shaka and this man had made an arrangement and Shaka had taken the first opportunity to fulfil her destiny, to make her truly Black owned. He'd fucked her every day she had been fertile last month, planting his seed deep into her, trying to claim her irrevocably for himself and for the Black race. It had been a whirl of hot passionate sex and she had just known that he would succeed. It seemed impossible that a man like Shaka would not.
Rationally she should have known better. Mother Nature didn't work like that. Each month was maybe a one in four chance. With Shaka's potency and skills that might be one in three. Either way it was still against the odds that she'd become pregnant that first month. Hadn't Shaka admitted the fact by the deal he'd made with Bill? Shaka would take her first but if he didn't get the job done then she'd be Bill's until it was Then she'd go back to Shaka for her second Black child, the one that confirmed to all the world that she was a Black man's woman, that she was Black owned for sure and for keeps.



She knew that from the first moment they had met Shaka had intended and planned to get her to this point. He wasn't the self-denying type but he was in no hurry. What mattered was that another attractive white woman was claimed for the Black man, was brought to realise the joy of being able to shout that fact out to the world. He would take great pleasure in making her his baby-momma but he felt no need to be first. She had allowed him the first opportunity to breed her Black and that what was mattered. Now if another Black man gave her his baby then that was at Shaka's discretion and everyone knew it. It pleased him to allow Bill his opportunity.
She felt his big body move up behind her and his hand again teased her pussy lips. "Damn but I do love me this little white pussy. All primed and ready. By rights I should be getting it all this week shouldn't I. And why's that?"
"Because I'm ready for you - ready to take your seed, ready to be your baby-momma."
There was a low growling laugh of triumph behind her and she felt his lips kiss her ear. His fingers at her pussy were joined by something thicker and stronger. His cock, strong and hard and warm, potent with potential. Bill's body shifted behind her and she felt him enter her. Her pussy was wet and ready, eager to welcome him, to take what her body needed from him. She didn't need to think about it - it was pure instinct.
"Oh God," she whimpered. She wasn't even really aware of her surroundings any more. That her children were only a few rooms away. That she was having illicit sex in a back room at her family's church. It was just how things had to be. She was going away for the week with her family and only on this first of her seriously fertile days did she have any chance to be with Bill. It was risky and dangerous but it had to be. She couldn't contemplate having to wait another day more than was necessary, let alone another month. She wanted Bill to claim her, to give her the reward of her new found sexuality, and she wanted him to do it now.
"Yeah," he almost breathed into her ear, "I knows what you need. Same as yo' little friend Anna got. Gonna have the same result too ain't it?"
"Oh yes, please yes," she moaned and he began his familiar heavy rolling rhythmn of sex. They didn't have much time, certainly none to waste. Any minute their continued absence could set suspicious minds on their track. Could begin the process of her discovery, of her 'disgrace.'
Even as the thought flashed in her mind she felt the accompanying surge of sexual excitement. She knew her 'disgrace', even with its heavy price, would also be her emancipation. Her ultimate freedom to be who she now knew she had always been.
Each thrust of Bill's big Black cock, each of her Black Daddy's caresses, were taking her closer to that ultimate goal.
Dee moaned out loud, felt her knees seem to give way beneath her. Bill's strong hand tightened its grip on her side, held her there ready to receive him.
"Little ho' trying to get away?"
"Uuuuggghhhhh," was the only answer Dee could give. Her body was helpless under the powerful surge of sexual excitement. Bill chuckled and then accelerated his thrusts. Dee gasped and moaned with each powerful repetition, each time that her man claimed her pussy as his by right.
They didn't have much time and this couldn't last long. Fortunately they were each too excited for that to be a problem. Bill's grip tightened on her shoulder and side as he shot his heavy load of African seed deep into his cute little white ho. "Fuck yeah," he exclaimed - his words reverberating round the small store-room.
"Breed me, breed me, give me my baby." The words came out almost automatically. Dee's sub-concious speaking for her and in a voice much too loud given the circumstances. She felt Bill's hand move to cover her mouth but too late.
"Damn, 'ho, you wanting to get caught? That belly's gonna give you away soon enough but we needs a little caution just now you hear," Bill growled into her ear.
His words brought Dee back to the here and now. Reminded her of all she was risking - no, not risking, all that she was giving up. The thought was momentary because Bill spoke again.
"Now we got that perfect little white pussy how it needs to be - full of my good African nut. Put that to good use over the holidays you hear?"
Her moment of reflection was gone - a brief flicker of the old Dee, the Dee restrained by her upbringing, by her marriage and by societal demands. Now she thought only of the week to come. The holidays with her family, her white family, spent with every moment knowing that her new family might be already developing within her. A new life that would also bring her a new life.
'Oh God - please yes,' she thought, the prayer strangely appropriate for location. Then he took his hand from her mouth as he pulled out of her. She felt her skirt drop back to cover her. She took a deep breath and then turned.
Even as she did so he took her in his strong arms and his mouth came to meet hers. They kissed deeply, hungrily, each wishing that they had more time. But they had already been away too long. Bill took responsibility and broke the kiss. He held Dee's face gently between his big hands. His deep dark eyes held hers. "You the sexiest little white bitch a man could own, you know that?"
A modern woman should be outraged by such a statement but Dee wasn't outraged. Her heart raced with pleasure. She wished that they could just go now, to Solway or wherever. That her Black daddy could take her away and keep her until they knew they had succeeded.
It wasn't to be - for now. They hurriedly rearranged their clothes and carefully stepped out of Bill's room. None saw them or even seemed to notice them return to the main room where all the children were busily demolishing a table full of food.
Well, all except one. Davey was eating alright but he had been keeping his eyes open and he saw them both return. He was an observant boy - in many ways more observant and much quicker on the uptake than his father. He saw his mother and Bill the janitor return to the room and saw them share a glance. Then his mom was looking around the room for his sisters and then for him. Their eyes met and his mom smiled.
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This story is rather different to many of my others. I don't write a world where all white men are weaklings and all Black men are automatically good guys. If a character is a natural submissive then he or she is clearly vulnerable to falling under the sway of someone who is not a positive for them. Things can go very wrong. Such themes are more central to this story than to most of my others. Again my respects to a long-gone author whose long unavailable story suggested this one.

Picking Up The Pieces
After our experience with Levy, Hazel calmed down a lot. For months I think I was the only man in her life. She went out with Vicky, of course, but her other activities stopped altogether.
It seemed we'd reached a new chapter. Playing with women could get damn wild but it was much safer than 'The Pit'.
Vicky told me that Hazel's piercings had been a great idea. I know that some of the girls at the lesbian clubs they went to agreed. She come back with nipples sore from them tugging her rings. She also learned how to use that tongue piercing to fine effect and skills learned on pussy seemed to transfer well to a cock - I can happily testify to that.
If there was any experimentation it was in those piercings. The old fear of needles was gone so, against all appearances, Levy had achieved something positive. Pretty soon Hazel had five studs in each ear as well as the rings in her lobes.
I think she even wanted a nose-ring but that was certainly not in the dress code at the school where she taught. So instead she got bigger-gauge gold rings for her nipples. I swear you could sometimes see them through her blouse in the Summer but if the
head-master noticed he didn't complain!
She also swapped her simple pussy piercing for something she learned about at one of the clubs. It was a circular barbell running horizontally right behind the most sensitive part of her clit. Any stimulation from the front would now produce stimulation at the back. She loved it.
Vicky hated Hazel's tramp stamp almost as much as I did. I researched tattoo removal and made an appointment for Hazel but she wouldn't play ball. "It's part of me and where I've been - I can't just rub it out. Meeting Levy was weird and scary, but amazing. I don't want to forget that."
However, after about six months she did seem to forget him. My work looked like taking me to London more and more. We talked about Hazel transferring schools and maybe us moving closer to the city to cut the commute. In the meantime we sold up our houses and gave up the old flat.
We moved into a nice house in the suburbs of the city. Close to the airport and with a rail station very handy. Five bedrooms, a hot-tub and loads too much room for just the two of us.
Five bedrooms - and at Hazel's insistence? It wasn't too much of a surprise to get back from London one early morning and find the house full of people, some sleeping but most fucking. To judge by the mini-bus parked outside and the clothing scattered around there was a rugby club on tour and 'the girls' were entertaining them. There was a box of condoms on the little table in the hall and three props practising team-building by making the love of my life 'air-tight'.
I went to my little study-office and poured myself a whisky. It was damn good to be home.
From then Hazel and 'the girls' used my house as their fuck-pad. Whether hunting all together, singly or in pairs they would bring their male catch home for a good night's sucking and fucking. The neighbours' curtains twitched on a regular basis but who cared. Probably gave them a cheap thrill.
'The girls' had always been equal-opportunity fuckers. Tall or short, thin or fat, Black or white, male or female - they'd have whatever took their fancy that particular night. Sometimes a partner would be around for a few days, or weeks, or even a month or two, but 'the girls' had self-selected for wildness. They weren't settling down any time soon.
In all this hectic action Hazel had definitely changed in one thing. I saw her with white men, South Asians, Arabs, East Asians and even a nice guy from Guatemala, but I never saw her with a Black guy. If one showed interest, and that fucking tattoo didn't help, she'd just smile and move on. They soon got over it - Dee had four gorgeous young friends who had no such reservations.
I'd always fancied myself a bit of an amateur psychologist and it was clear to me what had happened. Levy, or her reaction to Levy, had scared her and she was putting up a barrier against that memory by avoiding Black guys as sexual partners.
All very simple.
All very wrong.
It was maybe a year after our trip to 'The Pit' when Hazel asked me for something from her bag. That was very rare because her bag was a sacrosanct private space for her. I remember she was in the shower and very late for work - she didn't really think about what she had asked me to do.
I found her bag, opened it and got her car-keys. I didn't mean to snoop, I didn't hunt through her private stuff, I didn't need to.
It was right under her keys - one of those leather wallets with a clear plastic window that you kept the old-style driving licence in. But this one hadn't got a driving licence in it. It had a piece of paper, very neatly mended where it had been roughly torn into pieces. A piece of paper placed in the wallet to keep it clean and safe. Kept in her bag, so it was always by her. At the top of her bag, not in a corner at the bottom, so she'd looked at it recently, probably last night. A piece of paper with Levy's name and number on it.
My blood froze. We weren't safe, that bastard was still in her mind. I thought about confronting Hazel, about destroying the note, about walking out of the house and never looking back. What I actually did, of course, was put the wallet back into the bag and cover it with a pack of disposable tissues so that she wouldn't know that I had seen it. I loved her and when we were together, and I'm not even talking about sex here, she made my life mean something. I'd known what I was getting into.
An Unusual Proposal
It was the next Valentine's day that Hazel made her proposal.
It's a grand tradition - woman tired of waiting get to 'pop the question' on that particular day. It's just as well that I said yes because Hazel had clearly been thinking about it and had planned well in advance.
It was going to be a little private occasion - just the two of us somewhere hot and far away. She told me it should be in three months time and to book three weekends off from work. Who was I to argue?
On the Monday after the first of those weekends Hazel told me we were going to fly out the next Friday evening. Her eyes were a little wild and she had that wonderful naughty little grin. God I'd missed that, I'd only seen it maybe a couple of times since...well, you know when.
My credit card had apparently already bought the flight so I also arranged the accommodation. Hazel had researched the local laws and apparently it took a leaf out of Vegas' and Gretna's play-book. Quickie marriages were very good for business.
We slept on the plane and then got a taxi to the hotel I had booked. I'd kept the details secret but it was five-star and it was the honeymoon suite.
As we walked in her jaw dropped. "Oh my God, it's gorgeous."
It was pretty spectacular. A HUGE bed, separate living space, a big balcony, heart-shaped tub in the bathroom and a walk-in wardrobe/dressing room for her. It'd cost a packet but her reaction was worth every penny. She ran round like a little kid exploring and investigating all those little touches that spell, 'luxury.'
She gave me a massive hug and kiss. "I love you so much."
"Almost as much as I love you," I answered. "Do you want to try the bed before dinner?"
She gasped in mock-horror, "What a suggestion. We aren't even married yet - besides I think you'll like what I have planned. Meanwhile, I have a couple of things to arrange - see you at dinner."
I'm Getting Married in the Morning
I was the luckiest man in the world.
To me Hazel will always be impossibly beautiful, cute and sexy. As she dressed to go out her trim naked body made we wish she'd revise her sudden views on sex before marriage. I grabbed her but she just twisted away, giggling, "I'm getting ready, get out and wait..."
Soon she joined me looking truly spectacular. She'd let her hair grow to shoulder length and currently had it auburn, which she knew was my favourite. She hadn't added to her minimal make-up and she didn't need to, her eyes sparkled and her pale pink skin seemed almost luminous with vitality, health and happiness.
Her little matt-black leather dress was sexy but just about respectable - high-necked, sleeveless with a flared mini-skirt that, when she twirled for me, lifted to tease a potential glimpse of bare bum. All finished off with the black patent Louboutin high-heels that she knew I loved.
"Wow!" I breathed.
"You like?" she smiled, striking a pose.
"God, yes!"
"Me too - I like wearing leather." She rubbed her hands over her body, stroking the material of her dress. "I could start wearing it all the time."
"I can't wait to see you go back to school dressed like that!"
She giggled, "Point taken!"
I took her in my arms and kissed her. I hoped she knew how much I loved her. "We could just stay in..."
"Naughty boy", she scolded, "time to show off your soon-to be-wife."
In the elevator I slid my hand under her dress and found her pussy bare and damp. I groaned as my dick got hard at record speed. Hazel giggled, "I knew you couldn't resist."
As we entered it seemed that every man we passed turned to ogle her, even in the fanciest restaurant of the resort. It was a great dinner and the waiters were EXTREMELY attentive. It was one of those moments when you realise that it just can't get any better. Which is great until you understand that means things can only go one way.
After dinner we took coffee - very strong and very dark. "I'm so lucky you're marrying me," she suddenly said.
I was amazed - the luck was all on my side and I tried to tell her so.
"But I know I sometimes...lose myself."
"When Wild Hazel takes over?"
She smiled in embarrassment, "Yeah". Damn, she looked so cute, unbearably cute. How could anyone have known her secret life.
She looked me in the eyes, "I'm sorry if I hurt you sometimes. If you don't want me to do anything like that again..."
I squeezed her hand, "It's OK. I don't mind you doing these things so long as you're safe and you don't do it behind my back."
She stared at me, "Even when I was ready to go and be a whore for him, to be a sex-slave for his gang. I've still got that note he gave me, the one you thought I threw away." She dropped her eyes.
I squeezed her hand. "I know. You're my beautiful, dirty, cute, filthy little slut and I love you more that I ever thought I could love anyone or anything. I'm going to be proud to be your husband." It was what I wanted to say and what I wanted to feel but it wasn't the whole truth. I loved the fact she had felt able to confess keeping his note to me. However, the fact 'he' was here, intruding in our most special moment, was like a kick in the balls.
She relaxed and wiped her eyes, "See how lucky I am to have found you!" Then she looked serious, "Sometimes I worry I might go too far. Something I can't put right. But when I get like that...it's like all I can think about is cumming. That's all that matters. Whoever can get me to that next orgasm, that next level, becomes the most important person in the world. I think I'd literally do anything for them."
"That scares me," I admitted, "Doesn't it scare you?"
"Yes...but I love it too." Hazel looked upset. "Sometimes the danger is part of it. I'd understand if you didn't want to go through with tomorrow...but I do know that I want to marry you because I want to be with you for the rest of my life"
It was enough, more than enough, more than I'd ever hoped for. Perhaps I was crazy but then love does do that to you.
The meal was great and the company better. Hazel was full of life and vitality, her eyes shining with happiness, and she seemed more beautiful than I had ever seen her.
Finally it was time to move on. "So, any thoughts about this evening. It's supposed to be bad luck for me to see the bride before the ceremony tomorrow. I've booked myself another room just for tonight. No reason you should be lonely tho..."
She grinned and her eyes widened a little. "Hmmn, are you suggesting I go out and find a stranger to fuck me on the night before my wedding? Like in 'My Fiancée the Whore?'
"How the fuck..."
She giggled, "If my pervert of a future husband doesn't want me to know what dirty stories he likes to read then he shouldn't leave them on screen when he puts his laptop in 'sleep mode.'
"I'm sorry," I said, " I shouldn't have suggested it."
Her eyes were wide now - she was enjoying teasing me. "Oh, don't be, it told me what you wanted for your wedding present. So, I'll see you tomorrow at one o'clock on the beach for the ceremony and I will have another man's cum in me and maybe even trickling down my leg. And what's that other little detail - oh yes, I'll see if he'll agree to give me away."
"Oh fuck." I had an erection that could shatter a diamond it was so hard. "I'm not sure that's a good idea - going off alone I mean."
"Don't worry," she giggled, "I told you I had some arrangements to make and I've made them. I've also got another little surprise for you. We had to wait three months to marry because I came off the pill and I wanted to be sure of my timings. This weekend is doubly special. Tomorrow it's my wedding day and then on Sunday it's my OV day."
"OV?"
"Ovulation, silly," she took something from her little bag and gave it to me, " so tonight and tomorrow are prime baby-making time and for the first time in months I won't be needing this."
I looked at it - it was a little box with a birth control diaphragm in it. "Shit," I murmured, pondering the consequences of what she was saying.
She pouted in mock concern and annoyance. "But only if you like the idea." She got up from the table, came round to beside me and I felt her hand find the bulge in my trousers. She giggled again, "So glad you do," kissed my cheek and headed out of the restaurant leaving me to join most of the other men there in admiring the swing of her cute little leather-clad bum.
Our Special Day

God knows how I slept I was so excited. Partly about the wedding, partly about what Hazel was up to. I thought about it and then decided a quick wank might help.
My phone chimed. A message - which could only be from...
It was a photo - Hazel seemed to be on stage at a bar. Her leather dress had been pulled up and a couple of guys were pawing at her. She'd got a cigarette in her mouth but she had never smoked so far as I know. Well except for that night with Levy. Hang on, that wasn't just any cigarette...
Another photo. Hazel and a cute girl with a tiny dress and big boobs. Both swapping saliva with their tongues entwined.
The third photo. Hazel's still on stage but now she's naked except for her heels and the girl has three fingers up Hazel's pussy. My girl's eyes look a bit spaced out. It's excitement, yes, but I'm pretty sure that it must have been pot she was smoking.
Which was something 'the girls' often indulged in but Hazel pretty much always refused, maybe because of all those 'just say no' messages she had to issue as a teacher. Hazel is many things but she generally isn't a hypocrite. Just as well they didn't have her teach 'sex-ed'! By the look of her it was good stuff...
...but not a good idea in a strange town where you didn't know anybody. I was going to have to go and get her.
Ping. A last photo - Hazel's back in her dress and standing by the huge bed in the honeymoon suite. She's beckoning me to join her, her eyes wide with excitement and a smile of welcome on that sweet face I love so much..
Except, of course, it isn't me she's beckoning - it's whoever is taking the picture. And I've had no clues who that might be.
Like I said, it was a long night.
By one PM I was on the beach, suited and booted and fucking roasting in the sun. Who thought that was a good idea? Anyway, the Registrar had turned up and so had a little crowd of tourists. That was handy - we needed a couple of witnesses.
She was just late enough for tradition and then the limo that I'd booked rolled up. I'm staring and the older ladies are loving the fact I'm so desperate to see my bride in her dress. Which I was - but I also had an unusual interest in seeing who gave her away. After all he could be the father of her first child.
Oh...
I didn't have any problem recognizing him. He'd been our taxi-driver the day before and I knew him straight away. After all we'd only seen about three Black guys since we'd arrived. Given that she hadn't slept with a Black guy since Levy and his friends, I'd just assumed...
It was never wise to assume you knew what Hazel would do.
Her selection was about 60 years-old, with a broad friendly face and a prominent beer gut. I wouldn't call him ugly but it's safe to say she could have done 'better.' Except she hadn't wanted 'better', she'd wanted him.
He looked very pleased - and so he bloody well should have.
She looked amazing. She was in an ivory strapless almost floor-length gown with silver detailing. No train - but then it was the beach. Minimal make-up, she relied on her natural beauty and it was not letting her down. Her flawless skin, her shoulder length auburn hair and her intelligent blue, almost blue-grey, eyes. Who needed make-up?
The old Black guy delivered her to my side, then solemnly stepped back. Hazel locked eyes with me, stood there in front of the Registrar, and we smiled. It all felt so good, so wonderful, so right.
That's all I can think of - even as the Registrar is saying his piece. I just about managed to say the right things in the right places, Hazel followed suit and I put my ring on her finger.
There you go. At that moment I was the happiest man in the world.
My witnesses did their bit, many a congratulation was offered and many a photo was taken. We ate something and then it was time to go back to the hotel.
My perfect bride turned to me with a slightly guilty look. "Err, sweetie, last night I think I got a bit high..."
Hmmmmnnn - you don't say.
"...and Tony wouldn't believe I'm fertile so I had to think of something he'd know was especially for him..."
Hmmmmmm - because fucking a gorgeous woman half his age wouldn't do. I couldn't really blame the lecherous old bastard tho.
"...and so I promised he could have me on my wedding night too."
Hmmmmmm - it's as well I'm not a jealous man. My dick certainly wasn't jealous.
She noticed and kissed my cheek. "Don't worry I've got some condoms so I can have you too."
Most people would think something about that was fucked up - I just thought it was another day in my wonderful life with Hazel.
It turned out Tony was a really nice guy. He'd been in the USAF and had married a local girl and decided to move to the resort. His wife had died five years earlier but he'd stayed on and did pretty well ferrying tourists about in his cab.
He did need to exercise more, watching him with Hazel was like seeing her mate with a walrus at times. She didn't seem to mind, grunting and cooing her appreciation for his efforts and hollering the house down each time he drove his seed deep inside her.




Finally, Tony called quits. "Gonna have a heart attack but, fuck it, couldn't think of a better way to go. If you weren't bull-shitting me then I reckon I've got enough in there to get the job done for you."
Hazel seemed almost in a trance for moment. Her finger played with a little of his cum as it seeped from her reddened pussy lips. "Yes,,," she said dreamily, "Yes...more than enough." Then she looked at me, that little guilty look as if she knew she'd gone too far.
I took her in my arms and kissed her, "I love you so much and I'm so proud that you are my wife."
While she showered, Tony thanked me for sharing his wife but warned me too. Seemed he knew other couples who were 'swingers' and it usually hadn't ended well.
"I know," I assured him, "but Hazel is Hazel. I didn't share her with you. Instead, she just gives me the biggest share of herself. You understand?"
"Not for one second," he chuckled while pulling on his jacket, "but good luck to you and I'll be happy to get you back to the airport next Friday free-of-charge."
He did too.
After the Wedding
Our two-day honeymoon was great, just like any honeymoon. We saw all the sights of the resort, relaxed on the beach, enjoyed each other's company.
And, of course, we fucked like rabbits as I did my best to get through a box of condoms.
All the while Tony's little black swimmers were seeking out Hazel's fertile white egg.
So maybe not just like any other honeymoon, after all.
Hazel, at one point after Tony left, told me, "Fucked by a man old enough to be my dad on my wedding night and probably knocked up with his Black baby. I'd like to hear someone say I don't push my limits." It was maybe two days later I remembered who had told her just that - Levy. I fought against a feeling of dread, convinced myself that it would be alright. That cunt was out of our lives and he could go fuck himself so far as I was concerned.
We got back home and once half-term was over Hazel went back to work. As the next week passed she became more pensive and it wasn't hard to guess why.
Finally, she produced a home pregnancy test and we went through the procedure of unwrapping it and her peeing for the sample. A few drops on the stick and then that long, LONG, couple of minutes to wait.
Negative. And the next day Hazel got her period.
This wasn't like the last time years ago - this time it had been fun but not a game. Hazel had carefully planned (nearly) every moment of it and I think she was genuinely shocked and disappointed not to have Tony's baby in her. I tried to comfort her but, I must admit, I couldn't forget that his baby would never ever have passed for mine.
After a week or two Hazel announced she was going back on the pill and the whole crazy routine of our life started up again.
Vicky and Hazel still enjoyed their weekly adventures and 'the girls' would terrorize the hunky young men of our nearby cities.
But I could tell it wasn't quite doing it for Hazel as it once had. One day I caught her crying and she told me Cathy, the last of the other original 'Girls' was going to get married and retire her slutty gear for good. As each original had dropped out there'd been no trouble finding younger replacements but now Hazel would be left 4 or 5 years older than all the others.
"You might be 27 but you still look maybe 22," I pointed out, "I haven't noticed any shortage of young male attention coming your way."
"Sometimes I feel 37," she groaned, "and sooner or later I'll have to stop or be a sad old slapper."
Her reaction was not to quit the slut lifestyle and become a normal working wife and then, hopefully, mother. No, that wasn't Hazel. She decided to step it up a notch.
Home from another work trip abroad I found a beat-up van parked in the drive. It apparently belonged to an aspiring band whose members were inside with my wife.
As soon as I arrived Hazel scampered off only to re-appear in a new outfit.
She looked sensational. She wore a white mesh and lace corset, with ruffles around her breasts and hips. Her perfectly formed 32Bs were pushed up into a delectable display. Peeping through the lace was the dark of her areolas, just hunting at the long stiff nipples currently hidden away
Attached to the bottom of the corset were suspenders which held up white stockings worn under white patent-leather thigh-highs with 4-inch heels, A miniscule white thong barely covered her pussy.
I could have admired her for hours. It was wasted on those four. They were pretty much what you'd expect. Cocky, arrogant, and firm in the belief that their shit didn't stink.
The keyboard-guy was a lanky twat with long hair. She called him over, opened his fly and pulled out a good-sized stiff cock. Then she yanked her thong aside to show her pierced and glistening pussy.
"No need for lubrication," she murmured, "you've got me so wet. But I'm going to suck it because I love it." She engulfed his cock in one movement, ramming her cute little nose into his greasy pubes. She held for maybe five seconds and then began eagerly bobbing her head.
"Oh fuck! You're the best cocksucker I've ever had, slut. Fucking great!"
She let his dick out of her mouth and teased him, "Oh yes? What else am I good at?" as she resumed her assault on his spit-covered pole.
"Ass-fucking," he immediately responded, "No-one's ever taken mine up their ass like you can."
"You even like my slutty little ass-hole then?" she breathed before sucking one of his balls into her mouth."
"You're fucking FINE. Errr...except your titties, they could be bigger."
She shot a glance at me. Well, out of the mouths of ungrateful twats... That was another of the little seeds Levy had planted in my wife's brain. He'd wanted her to get ridiculous top-heavy boob implants, HHs or something like that. I'd always loved Hazel's perfect little natural breasts and had argued against any unnecessary surgery. She, I knew, wanted them a little bigger and had done so ever since Levy had complained he couldn't tit-fuck her with his thick nine-incher. I'd caught her checking out her figure in the mirror and I'd known she was imagining what she'd look like if she followed Levy's orders.
I could have told her - a brain-dead bimbo.
Mr Keyboard Wizard was impatient so Hazel lay back on the bed, spread her legs wide and invited him in, "C'mon, give it to me, give me your big fat cock."
Three hard slams and he was in her balls-deep.
"Ooooh, yes, that's what I need!" she cooed. Then she threw back her head as Mr Keyboard gritted his teeth and began hammering into her with some force. "Yes! Fuck me! I love your cock!"
"Is it better than your husband's cock?"
Not a moment's hesitation, her eyes are wide with lust and Wild Hazel has taken over. "Fuck yes, much better. I'm a rock-chick and he's a boring old fart. I love your cock."
The drummer has his phone out now. "Tell the camera", grins Mr Keyboard.
"I love the Tubesteaks, I love their huge hard cocks and I'm their fuck-slut groupie."
The Tubesteaks? No wonder they didn't put their name on the side of their van.
Then, waving a sparking wedding ring, "I'm a married slut for the Tubesteaks."
Mr Keyboard lifted her legs, pinned her knees against her corset and really pounded into her. His grunts and her yelps formed a rhythm - and her yelps were getting higher in pitch...
"CUMMING!" she yelled - her back arched, her limbs quivered and her pussy squirted over the dick which continued fucking her at pace. Her eyes were half-closed and she smiled, little aftershocks rippling around her body.
The guitarist had his big cock out and was stroking it impatiently. His band-mate looked to be tiring and his pace slowed.
"You like me dressed as a slut," demanded Hazel, "you like these boots."
"Fuck, yeah," gasped Mr Keyboard.
"Then fuck me like it you bastard, fuck me harder!"
He tried but he was about done and groaned, "Gonna cum."
Hazel urgently slid off him and jumped off the bed and onto her knees. She just made it and he blew a heavy load straight into her open mouth. She carefully showed the camera the pool of spunk in her mouth before swallowing it down. "Yum, delicious. Thank you." She stood up, faced away from us and bent at the waist. She spread her legs to reveal a gaping swollen pussy and wiggled her sweet little bum in the air. "Next!" she demanded.
The drummer was your typical drummer, all tattoos and muscle. He stopped the guitarist with a stare and took possession of her little round ass. He got on his knees and kissed her pussy and butt all over before slipping a finger into her and tickling her cunt lips with his tongue.
"Nice," she cooed, "but I need your cock." She lay on her back and spread her legs for him.
This guy did know what he was doing. He pushed smoothly into her and set a slow but regular pace while deep-kissing her all the time. He whispered to her - and whatever he said went down VERY well. She whispered back and giggled. Whatever she said did the job because the drummer suddenly picked up his pace and began driving both of them rapidly to climax. Hazel rubbed her pierced clit with her hand but didn't seem able to get off until he shoved himself deep and groaned. Then she reacted to his orgasm and came herself.
The guitarist had got very tired of waiting. He hauled Hazel to her feet and pressed her against the wall. She was soon grasping it and trying to hang on as he lay pipe viciously, a little grunt resulting from each hard thrust. He wasn't waiting around and started playing with Hazel's asshole.
"You know I'm a bit sore there today," warned Hazel.
The guitarist grinned, rammed his finger into her butt and to her annoyed, "Owwwww!" he came deep in her cunt.
Hazel spun and looked at him. The moron just shrugged and smiled at her. Hey, he was the guitarist in a band and she should be honored apparently.
The fourth guy, the singer, was if anything even more of an arrogant prick. He'd been out somewhere but now he just strode in and ripped the top of her corset open. Her face showed shock as her pierced tits bounced free. His hands grabbed and kneaded them as he watched the light glint over her silver rings. "These tits are tiny," he commented, "but the rest is OK. Cute little ass," and he spun her before giving her butt-cheek a sharp slap. Then another and another, harder and harder.
He noticed her little tattoo, "Who's Levy?"
"Someone I knew, once."
"Need to put our band tattoo there - get it put over this one."
"You can mark me if you like," she agreed, "but not there."
He didn't like that and ripped her thong off before roughly mauling Hazel's ass. Another series of slaps and then he stuffed two fingers into her pussy. "This is good but those tits are fucking shit," he growled. "Ready to fuck?," he asked.
It was an under-statement - I'd have stepped in long before if I hadn't seen the unmistakable signs that Hazel was horny as fuck under his treatment. She made a grab for him and her eyes widened with lust, "Please, I NEED it."
He smirked, "I'll stretch that cunt so wide with my big monster that you won't even feel your husband's little prick if I ever let him fuck you again."
"No," she said, "you can say what you like to me but leave him out of it. The moment he tells me to kick you out then you are gone."
He reacted by grabbing her head and fucking her throat like it was a pussy. She gagged and tears streamed down her cheeks but she mastered herself and her hands moved down and clasped behind her back. She was willfully submitting to his brutality.
The other guys were sitting around - not even really watching. Mr Keyboard was playing on his phone.
The Singer was in his element now - displaying his dominance. He spat on Hazel and then pulled her off him and threw her to the ground. "What makes you think you deserve my dick?" he crowed.
"Please," she begged, "fuck my pretty pussy or my tight little ass. I'm desperate for your huge dick."
He cast a dominant gaze over his bored band-mates and then me. "How desperate?" he asked
"I'll do anything," she responded, and she meant it. I knew the signs - he had her. He could pretty much take her how he wanted and for as long as he wanted. I'd only ever seen anything similar when she'd been with Levy. But Levy had been the real deal while this guy was a prick and didn't even know how to take his prize when it was awarded.
He gestured at me, "I want to fuck your faggot cuck."
It was like watching gears change. Hazel suddenly lost her submissive attitude and stood up with a seriously pissed-off expression.
Shit-for-brains didn't see the signals and just strutted forward straight onto a right hook from a small female fist. He squealed in surprise and went down. Hazel was no heavyweight so she must have caught him off-balance.
"Hey, why did you do that?" he protested like a little brat. "You can't do that."
I saw his fists bunch as he considered his size compared to her petite frame. At that moment I stepped forward and kicked him squarely in the balls - it seemed the thing to do.
The other guys in the band were shit-heads but I think they enjoyed watching the Singer put in his place. I told them to get him out of there and they went, the drummer pausing to kiss Hazel good-bye.
"You OK," I asked her.
She took my hand and placed it between her legs. Her pussy was dripping wet.
"You feel it?" she asked looking me square in the eye. "That's what the idea of a powerful man using me for his pleasure does. He could have told me to do about anything and I would have done it for him." Her lip suddenly trembled, "What the fuck is wrong with me?"
I took head in my hands and tried to reassure her, "But you wouldn't do anything for him. You took a stand for me and that was a beautiful thing. He was a fake and your love for me showed him up."
"Yes, he was a fake and I don't want to see those guys again, except perhaps the Drummer. He was a good fuck."
"OK, baby," I said, "that's probably smart."
She hugged me, "I love my cuddly security blanket," and giggled to herself.
My blood went a little cold. I remembered very well who had called me her 'security blanket.'. For a man of few words she certainly quoted Levy a lot. Maybe seeing that miserable fake collapse in front of her had brought him to mind. If we'd tried that shit with Levy then the outcome would have been very different and I doubt I'd be here to tell the tale.
Sliding Towards The Edge
Hazel actually took the drummer, Scott, as a semi-permanent boyfriend for a while. He hung with a younger crowd and they and 'the Girls' were soon regularly partying together.
Hazel had once ditched her chav look for an expensive slut one. Now she moved onto 'rock chick'. Her beautiful shoulder-length red hair was cut short and dyed dark brown. When she wasn't at work or asleep she almost always wore skintight leather jeans or leggings with a black leather biker jacket over her small crop-top. Black leather knee-high boots with stiletto heels replaced her old favorites and she began wearing very heavy make-up and especially dark mascara.
She was still cute, but now with an edge to her cuteness. It also seemed, if only to me, that there was some desperation to her games that hadn't been there before.
Scott, the drummer, obviously found her scalding hot. I got used to getting home and finding him between her legs. He was young and enthusiastic and was, by now, fucking her far more than I was.
I saw very little of Hazel for a while. She was either at work, out at concerts or on her back under Scott. I wasn't jealous. I knew he was enamored of her but she was just using his hard young dick.
Scott may have sensed it too. They smoked pot together sometimes but she wasn't impressed when he suggested trying a line of coke. He started saying how much he wanted to have a baby with Hazel - but she shut that down, saying she'd decided that when the time came any children should be mine. Finally, he wanted her to stop seeing other guys.
So that was that for Scott.
Her hair became raven-black with a few streaks of bright red, always expensively arranged in a just-fucked style. A nose-ring appeared and she got a written warning regarding the dress-code at her school. That might well become a moot-point too. If I recognized her in the videos posted on the net by that band then it was only a matter of time until someone else did. She now had a tongue-stud marked 'SLUT' and had to remember to change it before going to work. If her consumption of WKD kept going up at the current rate then soon she might be forgetting to go to work at all, let alone change the stud. As for sex - single guys didn't seem to interest her anymore. She'd want two or three or more at a time pretty much all the time.
You know the strange thing. None of that would have bothered me if she was happy. Don't get me wrong she sometimes still got 'in the zone' with Vicky and with some of her studs but once that high was gone she couldn't settle for a while like in the old days. Now she had to be chasing that next hit of sexual experience almost immediately. She was like a crack addict who could only get aspirin. She NEEDED the real thing.
I actually finished the week's work early one Thursday and got home to my beautiful wife ready to discuss how we could make things better for her.
She'd been waiting for me to get home - she'd always said she never wanted to go behind my back. On the table in front of her was that repaired piece of paper in its leather wallet, Levy's name and number. "I'm sorry honey, I really do love you and I really do hope that I can always come back to you but..." She gave a hopeless little gesture with her hand towards Levy's message and then picked up her phone...
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Just a Quick Stop-Off
"Of course Mom - what's the problem!"
Dee couldn't help smiling - despite the situation. Young Davey was asserting his independence but he was doing it in a familiar whine, if a little more high-pitched than she was used to. With that small adjustment it could have been David protesting about something, anything. Davey was his father's son there was no doubt about that. She guessed that spending more time with his father - one cause of some of David's moaning to her - was having an effect. It wasn't the worst thing that could happen. Her husband was a decent enough man if a little lazy, a little privileged and a lot dull.
"You'll be OK - I can leave you for a few minutes?" She knew as she was saying it that she was being mischievous, teasing her son.
"Of course I will be - of course you can!" His lower lip stuck out in a pout - was it her imagination or was that just like his father too.
She couldn't resist it. "Are you sure?"
"Mom - I'm not a baby!" His little mouth was tight with frustration now. He was claiming the privileges of his growing age. Of course he could be trusted for a while on his own. He didn't need to be tied to his mom with metaphorical apron-strings any more.
Dee felt her heart beat a little faster. Young Davey wasn't the only one who was claiming his rights and privileges today. Her phone's beep had alerted her to his message.
"You by Douglas? Our usual place?"
She'd been about to pick up Davey - but Douglas was a very short detour.
"I have an errand to run on the way - OK Davey? I just need to collect something?"
Her son's fingers had already been flying on his own phone. A new game he and his friends had discovered - harmless enough and very good for keeping him occupied.
Fortunately they didn't have to go into Douglas itself - the power center was on their side of the city. She parked in the big lot outside of the now familiar store..
"Unless you'd like to come in with me?"
Davey flashed her a glance of half panic and half disgust. Trailing around the store as Mom picked clothes was not his idea of fun.
It wasn't exactly a high-fashion store but it was very good for picking up essentials at a very reasonable price. Retail might be struggling but there were plenty of people here. She didn't have too much time to waste and moved directly across the store towards the fitting rooms.
It didn't surprise her to see the usual security on duty. He smiled when he saw her. He took a step in her direction. "Like to try something on." It wasn't a question.
Oops! She'd been rather concentrating on her real reason to be here and had plum forgotten to pick out an item to try on! Frank on security was the husband of one or her friends from the club so he was very cool with this but it was only fair to give him plausible deniability just in case something did go wrong.
She smiled at him and raised her eyebrows. Then she picked out a top - nothing too amazing but nothing she wouldn't wear either. It didn't much matter anyway.
Frank nodded when he saw her return. "Number eight is free."
The fitting rooms were mainly small cubicles but number eight was different. Not only was it larger but it was separated from the others by a small storage space and it had a 'cleaning in progress' plastic sign positioned in front of it.
Dee walked round the sign without hesitation and opened the door of fitting room eight.
As soon as she closed the door behind her she felt his arms hold her and his mouth found hers for a long deep kiss. She looked into his deep brown eyes and knew that hers were twinkling with just as much mischief as his. She knew they had both been looking forward to this moment from the instant of waking that morning. Longer than that. Since she had checked the calendar and isolated these five days.
"Damn you looking good baby." Bill's compliment was almost purred out in his deliciously deep voice. "Wish we had more time today."
"I know," Dee responded almost apologetically, "but tomorrow I can get away properly."
She felt the tickle of his moustache as he kissed her again. She wanted the same as him. She didn't want to rush. She wanted to be able to take her time and luxuriate in being with this man. She ran her hand through his hair - greying and cut short.
"You here on your own?" His voice was deep and low. Almost breathed into her ear. These booths weren't sound-proofed.
She shook her head and replied. "No my boy Davey is out the front."
She felt his big hand slightly tighten its hold on her butt. He smiled and kissed her again. "You a naughty little soccer mom ain't ya."
She didn't reply but just nodded. He gave his own nod and then his hands gently but insistently turned her round. she couldn't help giving a slight swallow as she felt his hands move to undo her slacks and pull them down. Every time she thrilled to the way a man like this would claim her.
She stepped out of her pants and moved her feet apart to allow him access. She heard him give a little appreciative noise and then felt his fingers at her pussy. She knew that she was breathing a little faster now. That every part of her being was yearning to feel him enter her and take her as his prize.
There was another little hum of pleasure from behind her. She knew that his enquiring fingers had found her warm and wet, ready to take him. She didn't need to look back at him; she could watch him in the mirror as he stepped back and undid his pants. A few seconds later a hard Black cock was free and ready. Her eye met his in the mirror and she knew what he was seeing there. A woman who needed what he could give her, all that he could give her.
Bill smiled, stepped forward and she felt his Big Black Cock at the entrance of her pussy. A movement and he was already claiming her. Her pussy accepting him, welcoming him. Dee gasped and then a Black hand came onto her mouth to stifle the sound.
They had to be a little careful. Frank the security guard would make sure no-one got too close but they couldn't afford to have Dee screaming the whole store down! She wanted to do just that. Every time Bill, her Black Daddy, thrust his beautiful Big Black cock home into her she wanted to scream out to the world how good it felt. How she'd finally found what she needed. To warn every woman out there not to settle for white-bread loving when they could get the real thing.
She shuddered with the power of the thoughts rushing through her. She felt the strong Black fingers over her mouth and knew how much she wanted to tell him to cum in her, to give her his strong Black baby and make her his woman for ever. She wanted to tell him that but she also knew she didn't have to. He already knew and that was what this was all about. The outside world would have thought it was rushed and sordid. She and Bill knew better. All that mattered was making sure she got his potent Black seed every day that she was most primed to conceive, every day like today. Every day that she was 'in heat.' She tried to moan and only felt his hand clamped stronger over her mouth. She breathed fast ragged breaths through her nose, felt the warmth of him and smelled the faint smell of his skin and soap.
The world would say all of this was so wrong but she knew that the world was full of sanctimonious shit. This was all so right, so natural. She belonged to Bill and men like him because they could do this to her. Take her a million miles from her boring suburban existence and blast her into heights of passion and feeling. She felt his thrusts into her accelerate and knew that he was soon going to cum. She felt her body react, primed through generations by Mother Nature to encourage her man to give her what she needed. She felt the heavy rush of sexual excitement surge through her, opened her mouth to scream and felt it stifled again by his hand. She closed her mouth and felt her teeth close on his finger even as she knew her pussy was working on his cock.
"Uhhhgghhhh," grunted Bill and she knew that he was shooting his seed deep into her. He kept his thrusts going a few seconds until he was sure that he was done, that her skilled little white pussy had claimed all his cream.
His moustache ticked her ear. "You such a hot little bitch - you sure you can't come over tonight?"
She smiled at his image in the mirror. "I need my big Black Daddy to recharge. Remember you've got me all night tomorrow. My husband thinks I'm going to a training seminar."
His smile was immediate and genuine. He loved the reminder that while he was knocking up this fine white bitch there was some dumb white boy waiting at home.
They separated and quickly adjusted their clothing. she would be leaving first, then he would follow a couple of minutes later. She almost giggled when she suddenly thought how strange it felt to be wearing panties when she was with one of her Black men. She knew why they allowed it now. It was to keep her Black Daddy's seed where it needed to be. She reached for him and kissed him deeply and passionately. She wanted him to succeed this month, she craved the chance to show him her belly as his child grew inside her. She wanted to prove herself to these men and repay them for all they had given her.
They hadn't got time to talk about this, to discuss their feelings. They also had no need. They looked into each other's eyes and understood. Bill just gave another smile of satisfaction and his big Black hand cupped her butt as she turned to leave.
***
Davey was working hard on this level. It was very difficult and had to be judged just right. He almost missed his Mom coming out of the store. She walked across towards the car and Davey paused his game. He looked at her carefully. She looked different. He wasn't quite sure why but it was interesting. He certainly wasn't worried - his Mom looked ... happy. Or excited? He thought about it for a moment and then she was back at the vehicle.
"I wasn't too long was I," she smiled at him.
He shook his head. She must have been in a rush because she looked like she had been running. Then he noticed something else. "What did you collect?"
Dee looked at him a moment. Then she responded, "Oh..., it was crazy, they didn't have what I wanted after all. Just as well it wasn't too far out of our way." Dee's eyes glanced over towards the store.
Davey's eyes followed that direction and saw someone he recognised. It was Bill who worked at their church. He wondered if he should wave but just then Bill seemed to see them and gave a sort of half-salute in their direction. Davey smiled and waved back. He liked Bill - all the children at their church did.
Bill came over and Davey looked at his Mom. She paused for just too long a moment before opening her window.
"Hey," said Bill in his deep bluff voice, "hope you both having a good afternoon. Young Davey there helping his Mom with the shopping?"
"Um, yes, he's a good boy. We don't often see you over here in Douglas."
Davey looked at his Mom - she sounded a bit strange.
Bill didn't seem to notice, he just gave a little laugh. "Takes something real special to get me to come all the way out here. Been doing it regular recently tho. Got some very important deliveries to make. Just made one now - most definitely well worth the ride."
Davey looked at his Mom again. Her cheeks had gone a little pink. That was strange too.
"Best be getting along. I'll see you on Sunday Davey." Bill set off towards his own vehicle.
Davey couldn't quite put his finger on what was strange about it. However, there WAS something. He'd maybe think about it later on. Just now he needed to get back to his game and see if he could complete that level. He grasped his phone and began to play, engrossed in the screen and its flashing images. Something caused him to look up and he saw his Mom looking at him. He didn't quite understand the look on her face but meanwhile he was about to be beaten on that Level AGAIN if he didn't watch out.
Davey's attention went back to the screen and Dee turned on her engine. It was time to go home.
Celebration
It had been quite a while since Dee had gone down to the club but that last night had most definitely been a special occasion. They had gone to celebrate Anna's good news. She, Anna and Georgia. One had been with Anna when she had first met Izeye, one had been with her when she had first met Bill. The two most important moments in Anna's new life.
The club was busy - as it usually was on one of these 'members only' nights. Dee could look wherever she liked and see just what she had come for. The only type of men that held the slightest sexual attraction for her any more. Confident powerful dark-skinned men. They filled all shapes and sizes and ages and economic groups of adult humanity but they all that one thing in common. They were all Black.
The women, needless to say, were almost all white, with just a few Asians and Latinas. Even in the year since Dee had first come here the numbers had been growing, the message getting out. This wasn't even the only club like this. Antwan had opened a third in this city alone. More and more women were learning the potency of the experience that Dee and her friends were there to savour and enjoy. The thrill of being an object of desire for magnificent men like these. Of knowing that they wanted you, of knowing that only your own word was needed before they would move in and claim you for their prize.
The only problem was that with about three hundred men there how did you pick and choose? Well, there were worse dilemmas! First you took the floor to see their moves. You imagined that grace and power off the floor and in your bed. You knew that at any moment you could signal your assent and find out just how accurate your prediction had been. It might be a little shallow - but that sort of knowledge never got old!
"Well, well, I've been keeping my eyes open for you. That Shaka been hiding you away?"
She turned and recognised him. She'd met him here before. What had his name been? Had she ever even learned his name? She couldn't remember - but she did remember the more important things. That coal-black handsome face, his smooth confidence and his impressive ... technique.
His eyes ran over her body. His look was predatory but also appreciative. There were a lot of women here and Dee suspected that this fellow could take his pick. So attracting his attention was quite a compliment. Attracting his attention twice was even better. She felt a buzz of pleasure and felt only the tiniest bit guilty at being so proud of herself. She decided to play with him a little.
"Should I remember you?"
"Oh I think you remember me."
"I think you're flattering yourself Odell." She realised she'd suddenly remembered his name and at the same time realised her mistake. She laughed and he joined in the laugh.
"Those are my brothas over with Georgia and your other friend. You want we should find ourselves a room or you want to see if you can find a better alternative." His eyes twinkled as he made the suggestion.
Dee thought for a moment. She was sure Georgia had had enough dancing. Seven months worth of pregnancy didn't exactly help in that department. Anna was soul kissing what she had to assume was one of Odell's friends. She knew Odell himself had plenty to offer. She looked him up and down and saw his smile broaden. The cocky son of a bitch!
As if he had read her mind Odell clicked his fingers and then held out his hand. Dee did love a man who was confident in his own abilities - so long as they could live up to their own hype. She put her hand into his and felt his big Black fingers close on hers. He laughed a low laugh and then said, "You see you do remember me." Then he signalled to his friends and the six of them went to find a room.
***
Odell and his friends were enjoying themselves. Stood there with a white girl on her knees before them sucking their cocks. That sort of thing was guaranteed to keep a brotha coming back! Odell was looking down into Dee's eyes - savouring just how good she was and how much she was working to please him. He knew she was Shaka's bitch and apparently Shaka had taken her education well in hand. Now she had most everything a man needed to keep him satisfied and building his nut. He ran his hand, rough from construction work, through her blonde hair. He liked the feel of that hair, loved the contrast with his Black fingers. A man could take a lot of this sort of treatment but that wasn't what these fly white bitches had come for tonight. He and his friends would be more than happy to satisfy their desires.
"Marcus - how's yours?" he asked.
"Shit, she's good - real good. Fit to make a brotha nut." His friend laughed as Anna kept working his hard cock.
"Ain't better than this one," growled their friend, "this little bitch a bomb bopper. Guessin' she's had a lot of practice." He laughed, a laugh of pure satisfaction.
"Shit you only gotta look at her to see that," said Marcus. They all knew what he meant - Georgia's full pregnant belly would have been difficult to miss.
Her man asked the question all three wanted confirmation on. "You got a Black man's baby in you girl? You ain't been fooling with no crackas."
Georgia shook her head and eased up her sleeve to show the script tattooed on her inner arm.
"She got the Ten Rules - she's Black-only. That right Georgia - you living by them Rules."
Georgia reluctantly paused sucking the big Black cock just long enough to confirm, "Of course."
Her tone suggested that she couldn't believe anyone would ask her such a dumb question but the men didn't seem to mind. They laughed their pleasure.
"What about your friends?"
"Ask them," said Georgia shortly and then eagerly returned to licking the heavy pair of Black balls hanging enticingly just in front of her mouth.
Dee didn't pause in sucking Odell but just undid the front of her blouse and let it open to show her own Ten Rules tattoo. Odell's hand immediately cupped her newly exposed breast and his thumb began to work her already erect nipple. Oh shit but she loved that. She glanced up and saw him smile. He'd noted her reaction and filed it away, or perhaps he remembered it from months ago. He knew how to please his women - knew that was how to keep them hungry for him and always coming back. Dee knew that she needed him to fuck her.
"Where's your tattoo?" Marcus asked Anna. "You still wasting time with limp-dicked white boys?"
"Hey," she responded wit mock outrage, "Don't be rude - my husband's a limp-dicked white boy!"
The men loved that - laughing at the idea. Dee thought it was a shame Anna's husband wasn't there. He'd have loved it! She would never quite understand the whole willing cuckold thing but it seemed to work for Anna and her husband. There were moments when she wished David could be the same - but only moments. In truth she knew she could never be with a man like that.
She ran her tongue up the underside of Odell's shaft - relishing the hardness of the flesh, knowing that it was hard for her and her friends.
"Why ain't you got your Ten rules then? You scared of needles?" Marcus was still asking Anna.
"It's delayed for nine months," was all she said before popping the broad Black head of his cock back into her mouth.
"Ahhhh," he said with a satisfied smirk, "so we got more than one Black bred white girl here. That right - you got a Black baby in you too?"
Anna didn't hesitate in her pleasuring of his hard cock. "Hmmmmm-hmmmmnn," we confirmed with a nod.
Dee suddenly realised all three men were looking at her. She didn't quite know how she was supposed to respond to that.



"Hey Odell ain't your bitch a teacher or something?" Marcus sounded cocky.
"So they say," said Odell as he watched Dee still working on his hard cock.
"Well next to her friends here it looks like she's a slow learner. Seems like she ain't worked out her place in life."
"You wanna start showin' her bro'."
Odell eased back. Dee knew they were taking charge and allowed his hard cock out of her mouth. It stood hard against his belly as a testament to her skills. But now Marcus was with her and moving her up and onto the bed. One hand mauled her breast while the other found the entrance to her pussy.
"Just like I likes 'em, - warm and wet and white. Just needs to be fertile and it's be 'bout perfect." Marcus brought his mouth to hers and they kissed.
'Wait a couple of weeks and it will be fertile,' thought Dee and then she relished the thought of what these three men would do her if they knew she was primed for them. They would fuck her all night and fill her with their seed, they would make sure that this suburban soccer mom joined the ranks of their Black bred White hos. They would claim her and in claiming her would show how much they prized her. She almost savagely kissed Marcus back. She wished it was in a couple of weeks time. She wished she would be leaving here tonight pregnant, knocked up, bred. She wished she was like Georgia and Anna already. She almost moaned her desire but his mouth was still on hers.
He moved on top of her and she felt his big thick cock pushed up to the entrance of her pussy and then inside it.
"Yes Marcus- fuck me, teach me what I'm good for." The words came almost automatically, without thought or consideration.
She saw the skin crinkle next to his eyes as he smiled. "I'm thinking you got a pretty good idea." Then his mouth tightened a little and he began to lay down a serious fucking. He wasn't 'sleeping with her' or 'making love to her' - he was fucking her. Showing her what pleasure he could bring her - proving to her again how long she had wasted with David. There was no way back for her - this was what she lived for now. She grasped his strong shoulders and almost screamed at him. "Fuck me, Fuck me, Fuck me hard."
Marcus shifted his position and began to lay down a heavy rhythmn, a rhythmn that seemed to dominate and capture every part of her. She looked at his broad face and his strong chest and marvelled in how beautiful and powerful he was. A single bead of sweat on his coal-dark forehead was the only sign that he was exerting himself. A man like this, or Odell or Shaka, could take a woman to places she hadn't believed possible before she had met men like this. Strong confident Black men - the men who owned her now. Dee's mouth opened in a silent yell as the desire surged through her body, catching her breath in her throat. Then she suddenly gasped for breath as Marcus pulled out of her, on his face the confident smile of a man who had proved his point.
Dee's climax had hardly fully cleared before she saw and felt Marcus's unnamed friend push his cock into her. It seemed the men were having a little mix-and-match party. Passing round the three White women for their enjoyment. This man wasn't as big as Marcus or Odell but he knew what he was doing, adjusting his strokes and angle to explore every part of her. Dee held his strong muscular back and enjoyed his work.
***
Georgia looked down at the rough Black hand as it stroked her round belly. There was no doubt about it. These men did love to see a White woman with a Black man's baby inside her. Which was just as well because there was absolutely no chance of hiding that fact by now. In the first few months she'd found herself horny as fuck. Her Master and baby daddy had kept her exclusive until there'd been no doubt about her baby-bump. After that things had got a bit wild!
In this last couple of months she had slowed down a lot. She hadn't got the stamina and her new body-shape cut down on the positions that could be enjoyed in comfort. But that didn't mean she couldn't enjoy herself.
She grasped the base of the coal-black shaft gently but firmly between her fingers. It was a really impressive one. Good meaty thickness and a solid eight inches. She'd seen enough of him with Anna to know that he knew how to use it as well. Should she be embarrassed that she couldn't quite remember his name? What the hell, he certainly didn't seem embarrassed. She saw him glance down to her swollen belly and then across at Dee. She felt his beautiful cock thicken and grow in her hand.
Georgia felt mischievous. She decided not to suck the man's cock - well not for a moment anyway. Instead she put her mouth up to his ear while her hand continued to stroke his growing cock.
"See my friend there - she's got a white husband at home..."
He didn't react much to that. She guessed he probably knew from her ring and besides most of the white women at the club had some loser white boy waiting for them at home.
"...so we took a long time to persuade her to dump her pills..."
Oh - that got a reaction all right. His attention was focused real hard on Dee now. His cock was almost pulsing in Georgia's hand.
" ...and even longer to get her to come out when she's good and fertile. Now we just need a potent Black bull to take charge and give her what she needs."
He turned her head to look into her eyes - checking to see if she was serious. Georgia raised an eyebrow in a studied way. He smiled - he'd chosen to believe her. It was hotter that way.
There was a commotion across the room. His friend pulled out of Dee and moved quickly to cum heavily in strong spurts over her face and hair. Dee squealed in mock protest and moved to wipe a strong spurt of his cum from dangerously close to her right eye.
"Hey - watch out where you're shooting," she giggled. Then she went silent as she felt her legs grasped in strong fingers and the head of a hard Black cock nuzzling her cunt.
"Won't need to worry about that with me bitch." Odell moved his heavy dark body forward and then began a steady stroke in and out of Dee's body. "I'll be putting it where it counts."
Georgia watched on in satisfaction. A lot of the Black guys just liked fucking white women, especially hot wives. However, there were plenty more who had that ultimate desire - to knock up a white woman, preferably send her home to her white boy husband with her belly full of the proof of his inability to satisfy her needs. This man was most definitely one of them. She'd have to get his details. Her Master could point him in the direction of a lot of just that sort of action.
"You Black-owned bitch?"
"Yes," Dee's voice was breathy, she was feeling the weight and powerful intent of his strokes into her. "I'm a Black-owned white ho."
He chuckled, he liked that. Then he got that heavy rolling stroke going again - made the woman under him moan her satisfaction.
"You Black-only bitch?"
Dee didn't answer him - just wrapped her arms around his muscular back as if to pull him deeper into her. It didn't work - he wanted her full attention, wanted her to get the message. He paused in his stroke and drew a whimper of annoyance from her.
"Tell me bitch - you Black-only?"
"Except for my husband." Dee said it low, knowing it wouldn't be an acceptable answer for a man like this.
"Ain't you Shaka's bitch?" His finger touched the gaudy hoop-ring that hung from her ear. "Ain't he told you to cut your cracka boy off yet? So's we can get you Black-owned for real."
Of course Shaka had. Dee hadn't had sex with her husband for months now. When he had expressed any interest she had feigned a head-ache or given him a quick hand-job. Frankly it had been no sacrifice - for her at least. However, she knew what was expected of her.
"I'll do it if you'll fuck me - prove to me that no white boy can fuck me like a real Black Bull can."
She saw his smile and the glint in his eye. He liked that. "Not just gonna fuck you bitch - gonna breed you. Make you like your friend over there."
Dee's eyes went to Georgia, to the baby in Georgia's belly. The two women's eyes met. They were all in the zone now. Even the third of the Black friends, Marcus, the one who'd been fucking Anna doggy-style in the ass, had stopped with his hands still grasping the white woman's hips. Then he began a long low stroke as the two of them watched Dee and Odell.
The third man had slumped down alongside Georgia. She almost automatically used her mouth to clean his seed and Dee's pussy juices from his cock. She felt his fingers gently run through her blonde hair as she worked.
"You sure that's a little nigga you got in there?"
She looked up at him and nodded.
"Looks like Odell is gonna do the same for your friend there."
"If she's lucky," said Georgia as she returned to lovingly cleaning every part of his cock.
Odell was certainly doing his level best. He was kneeling on the bed and powering his hard Black cock in and out of Dee's defenceless white pussy. Beads of sweat stood out on his dark forehead and then ran down his face as he worked on, his face intent and determined. A magnificent ebony warrior determined to claim his prize.
"Tell me what you want bitch."
"Fuck me, fuck me harder."
"Yeah - gonna fuck this pussy, make it Black-only. Like all premium pussy should be."
"That's right - make it yours, make it yours..."
He slowed up and concentrated on pushing deep and rolling his hips with every stroke. Dee looked up into his intent face. Her eyes were shining with lust, her lips slightly parted, her mind processing the sensations from his Big Black Cock pushing deep inside her and his strong Black hands holding her.
"You want me to make that pussy sing bitch?"
She didn't reply, she just kept looking up into his hard, almost cruel, face. He knew he had her now and she knew he had her too.
"You know what you needs to be doing don't you. You needs to stop talking about being Black-owned until you can show the proof."
Again there was no reply but once more he saw Dee's eyes flicker across towards Georgia.
He laughed a deep rumble of a laugh. "Yeah - you acting all innocent little teacher-lady but you already learned that lesson ain't ya. What you need to be doing?"
Dee swallowed and opened her mouth but no words seemed to come.
"Georgia - tell her."
"You need to be bred Dee. You need to put that rich potent Black seed to work and make a baby."
"What about your other friend, Anna, what she say?"
Ann was on her hands and knees - maintaining the position where a minute earlier she'd taken a heavy load of African seed deep in her ass. She knew how her Black men loved to see the results of their hard work. Her pale butt showed two distinct pink hand marks where he had gripped her.
"Dee saw me take my pregnancy test - she knows what I think."
"Tell her - just so's we all know."
"If we want all that the Black man can give us then we need to be ready to be their baby-mommas. Just like me and Georgia are for our Black Masters."
The man behind Anna playfully swatted her already pink ass cheek. "You a bad bitch - trying to get yo' friend knocked up."
"She needs to be, she needs to know what it's all about. Needs to feel that rush when you know your Black man has bred you, put his baby in you."
"Damn," chuckled Odell. "Seems we got two well-trained bitches here and one who been flunking the class. So teacher-girl, what's the lesson for today?" He patted the skin just above Dee's pussy with his big Black paw of a hand. "Who this belong to?"
"Black men," Dee seemed to have got her voice back.
"What we do to it?"
"You fuck it, you fuck it hard." She obviously was desperate for him to resume doing just that.
"And why we doing that?"
Silence.
"Tell me - why we doing that?"
"To make me pregnant."
"Yeah, that's right. To knock you up, to put a Black baby in you, to breed you Black. To make sure there ain't no going back. That's what it's all about. Making that commitment - showing that commitment like Georgia is over there and like your other friend will be soon. You going to do it?"
They could all see the battle raging in Dee's soul. The knowledge of how dangerous it was for her. The temptation of how hot this masterful Black man made her feel. She'd appreciated that Shaka had let her come to a decision in her own time but a strong handsome man demanding it of her was doubly dangerous, doubly arousing, for a woman like her.
"Yes."
Odell moved the thick tip of his cock back up against the entrance of Dee's pussy. He tapped her with it gently as if demanding admission.
"Didn't quite hear that - gotta speak up in class teacher-lady."
"Yeeessss," it was almost a growl, between gritted teeth.
He tapped her once more with that dangerously addictive Black weapon. "Once this goes in I ain't taking it out till I've coated them eggs. You got that ain't you."
He knew he had her - he'd seen that look in a woman's eyes before. Now he was just having a little fun.
"Stop talking and fuck me, please..."
Well it was only polite to do what a classy lady like Dee requested. He pushed his Big Black Cock home into warm wet pussy and began to fuck her with real intent.
No more words.
No more questions.
No more BS.
His strong arms held him above her as he looked down into her face. He was fucking her hard but seemingly effortlessly. He was a beautiful athletic man making her his, proving his ability to satisfy ever part of her. She looked up into the calm confident set of his face and felt her body begin to melt. Felt the wave of desire rushing through her - felt her breathing change into fierce sharp pants of lust and desire. She gasped and held onto him, knew that it was out of her hands now. This man wanted her and was going to take what he wanted.
She shuddered and moaned, her hands gripping his body tightly. She saw his mouth tighten a little and knew what would happen. He gave another three powerful thrusts and then grunted. He kept going with slower deep thrusts. She knew what that meant too. He was milking every drop of his cum into her and then pushing it just as deep as he could. He was trying to make sure of her - to send her home with his baby in her.
She felt her breath coming in great shuddering gasps. Knew that he couldn't know if she was fertile and unprotected or not. He'd just made sure that if the opportunity had been there he had taken it. He had bred her.
She made to move but a big Black hand gently held her in place.
"You just stay there - make sure that seed gets where it needs to be. Gonna be keeping my eye on you teacher-lady. Georgia there will be telling Shaka what happened here tonight. Now you ready to be bred I'm guessing Shaka will get the job done real soon. If he don't then after a while I'm going to have to take charge. Take you back to my crib and keep you there till you showing you Black bred for real. No more free rides teacher-lady. Time we got you Black-owned for sure."
No struggle, no denial, no protest. The Black man had spoken and had demanded his prize. Her fate was decided - if Shaka or Bill didn't knock her up then this man certainly would. Dee would have to give herself fully to the Black man or return to her old dull white-bread life, to her husband.
There could be only one possible decision.
Its Show-Time
"That pretty white pussy hungry again," he asked
"Always Daddy. You got something for me?"
"Careful or it might make you fat." Bill pushed the plate with a cream doughnut over in front of her.
"Maybe sometimes its good to get fat - something's just too good to resist."
"No-one looking at you would dream you already got three kids - that body of yours is damn fine. Tonight we might we undoing a lot of hard work."
She knew what he was doing, though his motive was a little unclear. He was reminding her of her White family at home - all she was putting at risk. Was 'risk' even an issue any more? It had only been a matter of time for a while now - until her swelling belly put her permanently and irrevocably beyond the pale of her husband and her old life, including her family.
Was he warning her - reminding her that she could still turn back? Once she would have been sure that was what he was doing. Now it wasn't so clear to her. He must have known by now that she had made her choice, that she would keep chasing her destiny, her husband would have said her 'disgrace.' The destiny she saw confirmed every time she met with Georgia, every time she saw Georgia's once slender body in profile, the big bulge of her friend's pregnant belly. A warning? No - an affirmation of what she wanted and needed and desired.
So now she thought that Bill wasn't warning her, at least not any more. He was just making clear how much Dee was giving up to be with him. Her acceptance of the fact only showed how much of a Black man's woman she already was. Now it was just a cause of dotting the 'i's and crossing the 't's. That might have happened yesterday afternoon over in a Douglas fitting-room or it might happen tonight or it might be in a few months time. However, it WAS going to happen and Bill didn't see any need to hide his satisfaction about that.
Their server came over to ask if everything was OK. She was a cute little thing, perhaps 19 or 20 with long chestnut hair and brown eyes. For the second or third time Dee saw the girl's eyes flicker between the two of them.
The girl was probably at college. Perhaps learning as much about herself as about whatever her studies were. One thing she apparently hadn't learned was how to hide her curiosity about Dee and Bill.
You got used to that. You also learned to read what lay behind the curiosity, whether the fuel for it was negative or positive. There was plenty of the former out and about in the world but Dee's instincts told her that wasn't so in this case.
The girl came back with their check and this time Dee made sure that her hand was resting on Bill's. The girl's eyes were drawn to it as if by powerful magnets. Dee stifled an urge to smile. The girl had probably been wondering if they were colleagues or friends or something more. Now she had a good idea.
They paid the check and Bill added a good sized tip. Dee stood up next to the girl and spoke softly so that only the three of them could hear.
"I have another tip for you. If you know what you want then don't be afraid to chase it. Take it from me - I wasted way too many years on white boys. Your instincts are right - you know what you need."
The girls eyes started up from the check and went first to Dee and then to Bill. What was in that glance - a little shock, a little fear and what looked like a whole lot of guilt. Was she in the city for college from one of those small country towns, whiter than an avalanche. Bill gave the girl a wink and her cheeks glowed red - but she stayed almost frozen to the spot. Dee took a page from her note pad and wrote her number on it. "If you feel like talking about it and need someone to listen..."
She placed it onto the notes of Bill's tip ad the girl, after a moment's pause, collected them all up and almost ran away back to the kitchen.
Bill eased out of his chair and put his arm round Dee as they headed for the door. But not without giving her a little nod of approval first.
Class Reunion
Dee half expected Bill to take her back to the shop. That upstairs room was a regular venue for their meetings. However, he instead parked up outside a small motel on the outskirts of Solway. He led her straight to one of the rooms and unlocked it.
The room was exactly what you would expect. Absolutely nothing fancy. But it was clean and with cheap but serviceable furnishings.
"Can't quite stretch to no fancy hotels ..." Bill was almost apologetic and she knew Shaka must have told him about their last meeting.



She threw her arms around his shoulder and kissed him. "It's got all I need so long as I'm here with my Black Daddy."
He gave his low bass rumble of a laugh and she saw him relax. "Beds are real good here - better than my old couch."
Oh - so he knew about the beds here did he? Well of course he did. She knew that Bill had had a few girlfriends over the years. Dee immediately knew that she wasn't the first he'd brought here.
She didn't care about that - in fact it only seemed right. Bill knew how to please a woman and you didn't learn that from books.
Just like Dee hadn't learned to please a man that way. She knew what Bill liked and she ran her hands down his clothed body until her fingers found the bulge in the front of his pants. He might be pretty much twenty years her senior but there was nothing about Bill that wasn't in perfect working order.
Dee eased down until she was on her knees in front of him. He stood like an ebony god above her as he watched her white fingers undo his belt and then his pants. She carefully helped his pants down and then eased down his shorts. Her hand immediately found the firm thick column of his cock. "Oh yes - that's all I need," she purred as Bill stepped out of his pants and shorts.
Dee ran her tongue along the underside of his cock, seemed to feel the blood pulsing through the vein there. She cupped his heavy balls in her hand and made sure to make eye contact.
Bill was almost purring himself - with pleasure. It never got old having a pretty little white wife sucking his cock, making sure he was hard for her. That wasn't a problem tonight. Never would be with Dee. She was just the cutest little white slut he'd ever had the pleasure to be with. Damn he loved those eyes of hers - that twinkle of mischief, that desire to please him.
"I see my Black Daddy is all ready," Dee breathed the words onto his cock. "Perhaps you liked our little server girl from earlier on - I'm sorry I couldn't bring her back here for you Daddy."
He laughed again, his big bass rumble of a laugh. "She'd have to watch TV - only one little white pussy getting Daddy's attention tonight."
"Hmmmnnn," she was back bobbing her head up and down the length of his cock. He saw her full concentration on her task at hand - relished the obvious pleasure she was taking in it. He thought of the server girl. She had been a little honey - fit to get the blood pumping through any man's veins. But she'd have to learn a lot before she could compete with his naughty little soccer mom.
"You brung that pussy how I like it?"
She worked her hand slowly up and down his shaft as she answered him. "Oh yes Daddy - just how you like it. Fertile white pussy, all warm and wet and just needing your strong seed to make her purr."
"Maybe - but I know I gave you my nut yesterday. So might not be fertile pussy - might be - what might it be?"
"Might be knocked up pussy Daddy, Black bred white pussy. But I need you to help make sure - I need ALL that beautiful strong nigga nut."
They both felt his cock twitch in her hand. This was a teacher lady who knew her lines. Hearing this little suburban housewife coming out with them was enough to make any man want to pop.
Dee saw Bill's mouth tighten a little and now his eyes were almost blazing with lust - lust for her. The time for fun and games had passed - now it was serious business and she couldn't wait.
He gestured with his hand and she stood up, already starting to remove her skirt. Once it was on the floor he moved her forward with a hand in the small of her back. Into the other little room and then onto the bed. He didn't say anything but just stripped off his shirt and socks. He was naked now - his big hard cock bobbing up against his belly.
Dee lay back and pulled her knees up and apart. She saw his eyes move to between her legs. Cuddly old Bill had become a man on a mission. He almost lunged forward and she felt his mouth on her pussy. Felt his tongue licking and probing and exploring.
It felt good but it wasn't what she needed just now. She might have said something but Bill seemed to know. He moved his head up and then eased his body forward to line up his cock with her hungry pussy.
"Yes..." she said softly.
Bill grasped her thighs and held her legs high and apart. Then he eased her towards him, within range of his Big Black Cock. A touch of his hand, a thrust of his hips and she felt him enter her. It felt glorious and she moaned her assent.
"Yes Daddy, fuck me Daddy."
Bill didn't need any advice on the matter. He pulled her body a little closer to him, helping his cock to push just that little deeper into her. He relished every momentary resistance as his hard cock pushed it aside and claimed its mastery. He didn't say anything, didn't think of saying anything. He was here to fuck this cute little white slut, here to fuck her and seed her. Fill that fine little pussy with his nut and later send her home to that useless husband of hers with his Black baby in her. All of which would make him some kind of an asshole except for the fact that he knew for certain that was just what Dee wanted him to do.
His hands tightened on her thighs and he leant his body forward. Dee gasped and her face was flushed. Her beautiful eyes found his and he saw the message there. Pure desire, aching need for what he could give her. No more games. He panted for breath as he worked to fuck her harder, felt the building sensation of his own climax. He felt her legs quiver in his hands, heard her ragged moans and knew her pussy was tying to claim his seed.
Finally he spoke. "Fuck yeah." He gave two or three more thrusts and then held himself as deep in her as he could. Then after a few moments he dropped his body as gently as he could onto hers. His mouth found Dee's and their tongues parried and danced and inter-twined as the two lovers savoured the after-glow of their fuck.
Doubts
David paused and carefully listened. The girls had long gone to bed but young Davey had been playing on his computer until his Dad had told him to turn in. That had been forty minutes ago and David was now pretty sure that all of his three children were safely asleep.
He moved silently through the house until he carefully grasped a door handle. His wife was away - as she seemed to be more and more. He knew that behind that door he could find proof of all of his growing suspicions. He felt his mouth go dry and shuddered at the thought of being caught doing this. How could he explain it? Going through the laundry in search of his wife's panties. What would he do if he found the proof he was here to seek out? If he found - it - on his wife's panties. He had once been so sure but did he ever know that now?
He thought back to his last meeting with Linda. What a wonderful woman she was. How calm, how caring, how thoughtful, how ... beautiful. He remembered how she had looked in her business suit, three buttons of her blouse undone and revealing a deep, almost mesmerizing, cleavage. David felt his prick stir and start to come to attention. He felt guilt and then he didn't. It was his wife's fault wasn't it? When was the last time they had made love? When was the last time he had even seen her naked? And why?
His hand tightened on the door handle but still he hesitated. What was it that Linda had advised? That he not risk a confrontation unless he had proof that his suspicions were correct. He could remember her saying it in that sexy accent of hers - at least he thought it was sexy now.
'Of course once you have that proof then you will have to act. I understand that a strong proud man like you would have no choice. However unpleasant it would be. Whatever the cost...'
David 's hand came off the door handle as if it had suddenly been attached to an electric current. Dee would be home tomorrow - maybe everything would come right without all of that. Maybe it was just his imagination. If he accused her then things could never get back to normal again, things would never be the same. Maybe he was wrong - it had to be possible. Then everything would be safe and easy and OK.
David looked at the door handle. He knew that through that handle was the truth. Once he knew the truth then everything would be difficult and dangerous and different.
He stood looking at the door handle. Then he very carefully and quietly turned round and went to bed.
Resolutions
Dee lay on her back and let the warm feelings flow through her body. She closed her eyes and then giggled as she felt Bill kiss her belly. That message was clear enough. The bed shifted as Bill got to his feet and went over to the little bathroom. She vaguely heard the beep of his phone and then the splash of water as he washed up.
It felt so good to be here. She felt so - relaxed and comfortable. She smiled again. She would never have believed that not so long ago. How comfortable you could feel being in a hotel room with your Black lover knowing that his seed was in you, knowing that you could already be pregnant with his baby. She couldn't help how other people felt - she knew that this was right for her.
Bill emerged with a towel wrapped round his waist. She had hardly registered that fact before he had gone over to the door and unlocked it.
"Hey Daddy!" That was a familiar voice. Anna's arms were flung round Bill's neck and she was kissing him.
"I hear you've earned the name," came a clear female voice as a woman in a smart business suit with long red hair stepped round the couple and into the room. "Hi Dee - I see you started without us."
"He's earned it alright," said Anna putting Bill's big dark hand on her small baby-bump. "Daddy - this is my friend Jess, she was at school with Dee."
That was a nice way of putting it - after all Dee had been a newly qualified teacher when they met and Jessica was only about ten years her junior.
Jessica came over to the bed as Dee sat up. Without any self-consciousness Jessica kissed her, her mouth open. A moment's hesitation and then Dee reciprocated, opening her lips and allowing her tongue to meet Jessica's. It felt tender and loving and good.
Jessica broke the kiss and looked Dee full in the eyes. She moved her lips to Dee's ear. "I've been hearing about you and your ex-students - I thought it was time we got together again." Her voice purred into Dee's ear. "I've also heard how much you helped your Black Daddy knock up little Anna there. Seems you've learned a lot in the last few months."
Her words sent thoughts racing through Dee's mind. Hadn't this all started with that chance meeting with Jessica? Hadn't she first met Shaka via Jess and her friends? Now Jessica seemed to know if not all about her recent activities then an awful lot more than she might be expected to.
"It's good isn't it." Jessica's eyes were on hers - posing a question that they both already knew the answer to.
"It's the best," Dee replied and was rewarded with Jessica's smile.
Bill was watching them with a questioning expression on his face. "I'm sure I know you but I can't place it. We ever met?"
Anna laughed with delight. "Bet you've seen her on the TV Daddy. Jess's a lawyer."
Bill's eyes opened a little and everyone knew that he'd placed her now. Calling Jess 'a lawyer' was like calling New York 'a city'. She'd been on the News only this afternoon announcing that a new development in the Capital had received US Senate endorsement.
Bill's mouth opened a little and then closed again. That was new. Dee wasn't used to seeing him lost for words.
Jess shook hands with Bill and then ran one carefully manicured hand through his chest hair. "I'm sure I'd have remembered if we'd met before - am I allowed to call you Daddy too?" Bill's face broke into a smile - his evening was just getting better and better.
"Damn but you can call me whatever you like baby."
"Looking at Anna there it certainly seems that Daddy is appropriate but tonight we need to seal the deal don't we. That's why we are here to help you do the same for Dee. You don't mind?" Jessica arched a brow as she examined Bill's face with her intelligent blue eyes.
Bill wasn't no fool. "Fuck no - be a pleasure."
"For all of us," said Jess as her hand casually undid Bill's towel and allowed it to fall.
Bill was no longer a horny teenager. Nowadays he needed a little recovery time. However, recent events seemed to have helped out somewhat. His big Black cock was showing signs of reviving.
Jess's hand gently cupped his balls. "Hmmn - there's no rush Daddy. Take a seat because we've got all night."
Bill took the hint and moved over to the room's one armchair. He sank down into it and then watched intently as Jess dropped to her knees between his legs and began to suck his cock, her hand gently stroking his shaft.
Now Anna kissed Dee before she began to remove her top and slacks. As her body was revealed Dee knew she was seeing her own future. Bill was Anna's baby-daddy and soon the same would be true for her. The same breasts filling with milk, the same belly filling with his child. Even with all the resultant discomforts that was an amazing and a beautiful thing.
She could see the pride in Anna's eyes as she realised that Dee was watching her. Did she strip like this every day for her husband - allow him to see what a real man, a Black man, could achieve? She knew what Kent's reaction would be - his pink penis straining against its cage. Taunted and fascinated by this new form of his wife's beauty and by the knowledge that a Black man almost twice his age had been responsible for it.
"I told Mr Taylor how much I wanted this... " Anna hesitated and then continued. "How much I want us both to be, well, a kind of sisters. Both with babies by Bill - that would sort of make us sisters wouldn't it? Make us part of a new family?"
Dee tried to make light of it with a smile. "I'm not sure that as sisters we should be kissing like that."
Anna's lips met hers again, hungrily and passionately. They kissed deeply, their tongues meeting for fleeting moments of delicate perfect affection. When they broke Anna answered her. "We're a very special sort of sisterhood. There's nothing we can't do."
They traded smiles and then kissed again.
***
"You feeling spoiled Daddy?" Anna looked up at Bill as she and Jessica continued to lavish attention on him.
Jess ran her hand up and down his now hard cock. "You look ready for action - time you sung for your supper big boy. You have an important job to do."
Was she talking to Bill or just to his cock? Did it matter?
Anna got to her feet, a slightly tentative motion because of her just-developing baby-bump. Jess moved round to Dee and took her to the bed. Dee lay down and felt the firm grasp of Jess's hands on her legs as she moved them up and apart to leave Dee's pussy exposed and vulnerable. Anna gently led Bill forward by his cock and ran the big Black head of his shaft against the lips of Dee's pussy.
"It's time," said Jess.
"It's time," said Anna. "Please Daddy..."
Bill only really needed to lean slightly forward and the head of his cock moved into Dee's very eager pussy. It was their second time that night and she was ready for him, ready to take his big Black cock and ready to take his potent African seed. As he took steady strokes until he was fully inside her Dee had only one thought in her mind.
'It's time.'
Time to be a mother again, time to be a new kind of sister, time to finally break her old ties and bind her new ones. Time to be her, the real her, the woman hidden for so long - even from herself.
"Fuck me Daddy." Her eyes met his and were reassured. That was just what he was doing and just what he intended to keep doing until the job was done.
Anna moved down and her mouth closed over Dee's hard nipple, her talented young tongue teasing and caressing. God but that felt good. Sharp teeth gently nipped the tender and oh-so-sensitive flesh in delicious contrast to the sensations that Bill's big cock was engendering in her body.
Bill's hands grasped her thighs and pulled her to him so that her legs were pushed up and over his shoulders. He had her now and she knew he wouldn't be letting her go. She belonged to him and he was going to make sure of it. Jess's hold was released and moments later Dee felt a hand on her other breast and then the warmth of a mouth closing on her other nipple.
If they only knew what that did to her! Except that was silly of her wasn't it. Of course they knew what that did to her. That was why they were doing it. Teasing her and stimulating her and building the sensations of mounting passions within her. All punctuated and regulated by the powerful strokes of Bill, her Black Daddy, into her fertile white pussy.
"OOOohhhhhhh," she moaned seeking release. But there was no release. Only a mouth moved up onto hers as strong female fingers worked her still-wet nipple. The last breath of her moan was captured in Jess's mouth as the redhead kissed her hard.
"Breed her Daddy - give her your baby," instructed Anna in a moment of relief before her tongue was again teasing and taunting Dee's erect nipple. Bill responded - pushing home at a slightly faster pace, a determined expression set on his broad dark face.
Dee gasped for breath as Jessica broke their kiss. She found herself looking up unto her ex-student's face. It was radiant - glowing with a mixture of lust and satisfaction and ... triumph.
At that moment Dee was riding the building waves of her own pleasure. Only later did she remember that look on Jessica's face. Finally and undeniably realised the truth revealed in it. Understood the catalyst for all that had happened to her over the last months. Perhaps she had really known it before she had ever seen that look in Jessica's beautiful eyes. Perhaps she didn't care. Jessica might have been the catalyst but the fuel for all that had happened had been laying dormant inside Dee's own self since ... well, forever. It wasn't Jessica's fault or her fault or Bill's fault - or anyone's fault. It was just how things were MEANT to be. Once you saw the truth there was no escape - the alternative of routine white-bread tedium an impossible to accept punishment. One taste was all it took One taste and you were lost, unable to deny your men. Unable and unwilling to deny yourself.
"UUUUhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," moaned Dee. She didn't know if she was trying to articulate words. She didn't care. All that mattered were the building sensations within her body. The waves of passion and desire and need that kept building and cresting and almost peaking. She felt Bill's fingers tighten their grip on her and knew that her legs must be quivering as her orgasm built. But for the strength of those sensations tying her to the moment she could almost have been having an out-of-body experience. Knowing that the other three people there had but one purpose. To bring her to her destiny - to make her a Black man's woman for sure and for ever.
"YYYYEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS - FFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCKK MMEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE." It was no rational request this time but a howl from deep in the soul of the little white soccer mom. It was greeted with a deep bass laugh from Bill as he kept thrusting home into that sweet white pussy, feeling the waves of his lover's passion trying to milk him of his seed. At one time he'd had qualms about breeding her - knowing the impact it had to have on her life. However, the progress of their relationship had cast all that aside. Dee was a fine woman, a smart woman - she wasn't an actress. He knew that she was all in for this - mind and body and soul. He glanced across at Anna, saw the swell of her belly as she leaned down to suckle at Dee's titty. Same as his child soon would be. He hoped it'd be a daughter - pretty like her momma. With that thought he moaned and shot his load deep into Dee in three heavy spurts. A testament to his desire to breed Dee and also to the skills of her friends.



"Oh yes Daddy - that's right - make Dee your baby-momma." Anna giggled with delight.
Jess just smiled and watched as Bill completed a last few slow strokes, ensuring that Dee got all his potent seed. Then she moved round to take his place between her ex-teacher's thighs. She dropped until Dee could feel her warm breath on her pussy. Then Jess moved her lips forward and began to kiss and tease Dee's clit.
Dee gasped again, her body shuddering as her just peaked climax was revived and built again. This woman's touch was so different to Bill's but so skilled and so exquisite. She felt breath at her ear and knew it was Anna.
"Remember how you made me cum after Bill had seeded me - the night our Black Daddy knocked me up? Now its your turn. Jess's going to make you cum, going to make that hungry fertile pussy suck in all that good nigga nut and put it to work. Make you Black bred for sure - your titties full of milk and your belly full of our Black Daddy's baby. We just need you to cum - then you'll be knocked up for sure. Cum Dee, show how much you want it. Cum for us - make yourself Black-owned, prove you deserve to be Black-owned..."
The words in her ear, the mouth at her pussy, the Black seed already in her - the combination was too much. Dee howled and screamed and writhed in the hold of her two friends. Two woman who had already travelled the path she was destined to follow. Two of her new sisters.
"Oh God," she finally gasped as the sensations relented enough to allow for rational thought and speech. "Oh my!" She giggled at the ridiculousness of saying such a thing after such a cataclysm of emotion. Her friends joined in her laugh. She glanced across and saw Bill watching them. "Thanks Daddy," she said.
"My pleasure," said Bill simply as the sweat shone on his brow, "and you can believe that fo' sure and fo' ever." Then he turned and headed for the little bathroom.
***
"Damn girl - where you learn to move that that!"
Bill had sort of assumed that his job was done for the night after his second coming. He was a mature man and well the spirit might be willing but maybe round three might have to wait for the morning.
He wasn't so sure now.
The red-headed lawyer girl off the TV was grinding that big white booty of hers down onto his cock as he sat there. Moving and wiggling that sweet butt like there was no tomorrow! He'd been in his share of clubs and had a lap-dance or ten but this little sugar had some mad skills!
"Likin' that booty eh Daddy? Ask Antwan or Cassius or anyone - I've learned from the best. So this white booty your new favorite?"
Bill had seemed almost mesmerized by Jess's buttocks but that question saw him glance over at Dee.
"What'd he do Anna baby," giggled Jess.
"I think you can guess."
"Oh - so I guess you want me to stop Daddy. You don't want to spank my butt and get me to really work you good?"
Well, Jessica was taught the error of her ways with a firm slap on her booty from a big Black hand. She squealed in mock protest and then turned to straddle Bill. Her big breasts in his face and her arms around his neck.
"Got some good news Daddy. Dee's promised that soon as she's knocked up she'll make that tight little white butt available for her very favourite Black men. What you think about that?" Jessica's finger playfully touched his lips. "No need to answer I think I can feel what you think about it." Then she moved her body over his - again feeling the first tentative revival of his beautiful big Black cock, a true baby-maker if ever she'd seen one. "But first we need to make sure she's good and knocked up don't we..." Her mouth pushed forward onto his, kissing him and helping to make him ready once more.
Dee kneeled on the edge of her bed and wiggled her butt. Heard the low almost growl from Bill and knew his attention was still on her, for all the efforts and skills of her beautiful ex-student. It wasn't swell-headed to take pleasure from that was it? Anyway - it felt good!
Jessica gave one last deep rotation of her hips and then stood up - seemingly satisfied with the progress that Bill's recovery was making. She took the couple of steps across to Dee and then the latter felt Jess's skilled fingers on her body. Gently moving up the entrance to her pussy until they found her clit. Dee shivered, savoured the feelings that her friend could coax out of her tired body.
Then Jess turned back to Bill and offered her fingers outstretched. He stood and hungrily sucked the taste of Dee's pussy off Jess's fingers. The proof of his lover's arousal was savoured and Bill felt his cock thicken and grow.
Jessica spoke. "You know this morning I was talking to three US Senators. Even if you don't follow politics I'm sure you would know their names. They were all a little hesitant to support one of Mr Taylor's new projects and I had to be quite firm with them. Some men need the stick and some need some sugar. These three needed the stick - they needed to learn that whatever white privilege they might think they had that their future careers depended on one Black man's approval. Two phone calls and they understood."
The long pale fingers of her hand ran round his body as she moved around him. "Think of that - three white US Senators put in their place by little ol' me," her natural Deep South accent seemed to slightly strengthen. "By the end they were almost begging to be allowed to double the allocation for Mr Taylor's project. I confess that I enjoyed putting them in their place."
She moved behind Bill and almost on tip-toes she breathed into his ear. "I wouldn't try that with a real man - a man like you Daddy. Just remember that earlier today I had three cracka US Senators almost filling their shorts. Remember that when you see what I'll do for you..."
Bill felt her hands slowly move down his back until they stopped and gently eased his butt-cheeks apart.
"Oh fuck..." was all he could say, still hardly believing what was happening.
Then he felt her face pushed into the gap and the first touch of her questing tongue.
"Damn..." and then for a second time that evening he found himself lost for words. One of Jess's hands held onto his hip - though he hadn't been thinking about going anywhere - while the other reached round to take hold of his cock. The combination of sensations did their magic. Soon he stood proud and ready.
"Get on the bed Dee," he suddenly said, "I want to look into them pretty eyes when I'm breeding you."
She didn't need asking twice. She got onto the bed and laid down and almost immediately felt the bed shift as he joined her. A slight adjustment and his cock was in her and she felt the weight of his body on her and his mouth had found hers and they were fucking and making love and they were everything together - all in one delicious perfect moment.
Anna felt tired but she still smiled as her eyes met Jess's. Their job was done - they could go home now. The two women almost silently left the room, the only sound the click of the door locking behind them.
Neither Bill nor Dee noticed them leave. At that moment, for them, the world was just two people. Everything else was an irrelevance, forgotten in their need for each other. Two lovers alone but, as sure as the miracle of life, soon a third would join them.
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Actions and Consequences
What could I do? As I stood there watching Hazel, my wife and the woman I believed was the love of my life, press the keys of her phone. Watched her make contact with the man who I least wanted her to talk to. The brutal thug who I had been an unwitting accomplice in using to destroy her previous marriage.
What goes around comes around? Was it a certain fatalism on my part? A recognition that I had failed. Failed to make her happy, failed to satisfy her. Failed to keep her mind from the dangerous attraction of a man like him. Wasn't I getting what I deserved?
Looking back I can see that there had been enough hints that we were headed this way. Now I wonder if those hints had been planted deliberately by Hazel. An attempt to rouse me to defend myself, to fight for 'us'. To provide a realistic alternative. If that was the idea then it was truly a forlorn hope. I had already tried and I had obviously failed.
Should I have stormed across to her and smashed the phone against the wall? Should I have destroyed anything that linked her to him? Should I have just turned around and walked back out of the house? Or perhaps should I have kicked HER out? I suppose that would have been the natural reaction for most men.
Instead I just felt a great dark pit emerge in my stomach. Every fear and dread of more than two years suddenly crystallised into one moment. The memory of Levy's mocking face as I'd told him that she'd never be contacting him again.
He'd been right and I'd been wrong. If I was wrong about that then what could I be sure that I WAS right about?
Did she hope that I would stop her? Sometimes I think so. However, when I am more rational I realise that it almost certainly wasn't so. She could, of course, have contacted Levy in secret. Doing it so openly might have been a cry for help but, on the other hand, Hazel had always been clear that she would do nothing in secret. I wasn't her first husband, who she had been delighted to fool and deceive. She would make sure that I would know what she was doing and she would understand and take the consequences.
I remembered the comment of our friend the taxi driver. He'd known a lot of couples living our lifestyle and generally it didn't end well. I'd have laughed at him if I hadn't liked him so much. I wasn't laughing now.
There was one great defining fact that dominated everything for me. I loved Hazel and I knew Hazel. I knew the strong determination in that small frame. I knew that she had never been able to shake herself free of Levy - that she never would unless...
Levy was a bastard, a cunt of the highest and worst order. A brutal vicious man. Hazel thought that he could give her what she needed but I was sure that he would give her much more than she needed or wanted. Until she realised that fact she could never be content, never be happy. But if she did reach that point and I wasn't there to help then Levy would destroy her, maybe for profit or his amusement or without even noticing what he was doing. That seemed certain and I couldn't stand the thought of it.
So what did I do? I did nothing and just stood there like a fucking fool.
Second Contact
"Levy wants to know who the fuck it is," crackled the voice through the speaker-phone, a voice almost submerged by the background noise of a busy club.
"Tell him it's Hazel - we met a couple of years ago."
More shouting and then, "Levy sez he fucks a lot of you hos and he ain't paying no child support."
"No, NO," she rushed to explain, "tell him he helped me get a divorce."
More shouting and a longer pause - then a half-forgotten rumbling voice cuts through the ambient din, "Little Bitch...been a while. You certain you know what you want this time?"
"Yes."
"Gimme your address."
She looked at me, just for a half-second, then reeled off our address.
"Little bitch - you hesitated. I should disconnect right now. We not going to be playing like last time, it's gonna be for real and for keeps. Now, are you sure you know what you want?"
"YES", she asserted loudly.
A low chuckle. "Be at home tomorrow, 2 PM." The signal disconnected.
Hazel just looked across to me with a look of ... what was that look? Was it fear, anticipation or just maybe triumph. She rang the school and left a message there to say she'd need to leave early tomorrow - vital family business.
I'd always dreaded that this might happen. Through the last six months, maybe longer than that, she'd been like a junkie desperately seeking a fix and always coming up empty. Except her addiction was her sexuality, between her legs and in her brain. She'd decided that Levy was the answer and I think that in the back of my mind I dreaded that she might well be right. Except that if she was then what place was there in her life for me?
Maybe that's why I agreed when she asked me to be there with her when he arrived the next day. Was that her setting a test for me? I don't think so, I think she was just nervous. She certainly had every reason to be.
* * * * *
I decided to meet him on the nearest thing to neutral ground so at a few minutes to two the following afternoon I took up position outside of the house.
I wondered if he'd be late - maybe give me time to get Hazel out of there. Even as I had the fleeting thought I heard him coming. Had he selected 'Gangsta Ride' for our benefit? I suspect so. His DBX was a dark red - its windows heavily tinted. That ride would draw attention. It certainly drew mine. 'Business' for Levy was clearly very good. If I could see it so easily why hadn't the Police taken him off the streets? It was clear that he knew how to play the game, maybe he had an 'arrangement' with the authorities. Who could tell? Probably only Levy and I wasn't about to ask him.
He got out of his DBX and I noticed the slight differences. The street gear had gone - replaced by a suit. I noticed enough to realise that it was expensive but if it was meant to make him look like an every-day businessman then it was onto a loser. I had an Uncle once who worked on the rigs. I mainly saw him at weddings in his suit but it never quite looked right. He always looked like an extra from the Godfather. Levy was the same. It was like putting a bow-tie on a tiger.
He'd changed a little in other ways too. His face might have been a little more fleshy but that long knife scar on the left side of his face was still clear and obvious. Why hadn't they cut the fucker's throat when they'd had the chance? Well, whoever it was, I doubted they were still around to regret the missed opportunity. Levy was perhaps forty or a few years older. It was hard to tell. What was undeniable was the fact that one thing hadn't changed. The man radiated authority and power, both of which I knew could turn to menace or actual violence really quickly.
He saw me looking at his wheels and gave me a knowing look. At that instant I knew that he had reasoned exactly what I had been thinking. It would have been easy to discount Levy as a thug but he knew people and he was smart.
"Still around," was all he said, his eyes scanning the front of the house. I had a feeling every glance was calculating the worth of the house, its means of access and later its contents. All filed away in that sharp mind of his. Stored for future need or opportunity. Everything he saw as I took him through my house was instantly appraised and gauged as a potential means of profit. Everything. Including myself and my most precious 'possession', Hazel.
We had a big table in our kitchen and we'd agree to meet him there. As we reached it I noticed that she had stood up. Nerves? Did she want to run away at the last moment too? Or was it something else.
From the moment he saw her she had all of Levy's focus. I might as well have not been there. He stopped and very carefully looked her up and down. From her head to her toes. He moved around her to examine her from every angle. I'd seen something similar before. I once had a friend who'd dealt in racehorses. I'd seen him look at a potential purchase that way. Checking out the form and the confirmation.
Hazel's tongue ran across her lip as she tried to moisten it. I knew how nervous she was. She was almost trembling. I cursed the fact. I had a feeling Levy would love it.
I suddenly had a desperate need to get out of there. Levy looked to have forgotten that I existed anyway. I cleared my throat, found mine was dry too. "If you don't need me..."
"Sit down." Levy cut me off with a growl. You didn't argue with Levy. I sat down.
He reached into his pocket and produced a small camera. He placed it on the table in front of me. "Point and shoot - even a dumb cunt like you can't fuck that up."
What the fuck! I felt my cheeks burning and my jaw set. People didn't talk to me like that. I saw the corner of Levy's mouth twitch up. He was enjoying my reaction. After all, what was I going to do about it? If I took it I was established as his inferior. If I objected then he'd just beat the crap out of me. It didn't matter to him. Either way the message would have been sent and understood by everyone there. Levy was in charge and Levy did what he liked. In fact EVERYONE did what Levy liked.
I almost slumped back into my chair and Levy gave me a little nod. "You'll need to hear all this and then film for me. Be aware that a lot of my girls used to have white husbands - they nearly all gone. Couldn't face what their girls became once I turned them out. But you love this Little Bitch, am I right?" The question had a subtle mocking inflection.
I nodded.
"Nuff to put your ring on her I see. Well, from now on you gonna have to support her for real. Maybe you'll be her driver. Maybe you'll have to bail her out of jail. When she been ridden real hard you'll have to wash her and tend her and pamper her till she's ready to come back to us and do it all again." He was grimly serious. "You ready for all THAT."
"I'll try to be."
"Yeah, well we'll see. It doen't much matter. She's inviting me into her life and we don't use a safety net where I'm taking her. I don't force bitches to do a damn thing - I don't need to. When they with me they know what I like and they know how to please me. So if you here then sit down, keep quiet and do any job I give you. Otherwise I'll start breaking fingers - just for fun."
I looked at Hazel. She gave a sad little smile and nodded. The fiction that I had any say or control over her activities was over.
The big man clenched a fist and held it in front of me. "You understood what I said and agree, then bump my fist."
I nodded and bumped his fist. His broad face split into a loud mirthless laugh. "White boys always look stupid when they doing that." The smile vanished as soon as it had appeared. "But that's an agreement and I'll hold you to it."
Like I said Levy had changed a little in the years since we'd seen him. He'd put on a little weight and there was a hint of grey at his closely-cropped temples. But that voice hadn't changed and neither had those eyes. The bastard radiated control and authority. If he walked in a room everyone paid attention. If he spoke everyone shut up. If he wanted something he generally got it or someone paid. I knew that to him I was either less than nothing or an obstacle and I'd better pray to God that he never thought that I was an obstacle.
He clicked his fingers at me. "Before we proceed - you owe me fourteen hundred."
I took a moment to remember what he meant. At out last meeting, years ago, he'd said that we'd have to pay for him to 'educate' Hazel. One hundred an hour.
"I...I thought that was a joke. To be honest, I'd forgotten all about it. I don't keep that much in the house."
He sat down, leaned his chair back a little and pondered for a moment. "OK, I'll give you this one chance - and it'll be your only one. I'll take it next time - but it'd better be here. I know you ain't short of money but even if you was you'd better go sell your lily-white ass on the streets before you give me a light envelope, you understand." There was that grim smile again, not a trace of humour in it. "Other white boys owing me money pimp their wives out to raise it. But since I'm already gonna be owning Little Bitch anything she made would be mine anyway."
Then he turned to Hazel; I'd effectively been dismissed. I picked the camera up and started recording.
She'd got that look again. The little white rabbit caught in the hypnotic gaze of the mighty black cobra. So powerful, so purposeful, so dangerous - I knew she couldn't get enough.
"First thing - strip," his tone was quiet and matter-of-fact.
She hurried back onto her feet and started taking off her clothes - just her usual teaching clothes. He seemed to have noticed the fact. "You still teaching?" he asked. She nodded. "You like the job?"
"I love it, why?"
"They'll soon kick your ass out of there, you know that don't you. They won't want a ho like you anywhere near their kids. Amazed they haven't done it already - you must have been very smart or very lucky. Well, with me you won't be able to hide who you are any longer, you won't even want to. Hubby over there will have to support you and any other little expenses that come along, if he's still here. If not, I can always find you work..."
Yes and it didn't take a genius to know what that work would be. Spread white legs and hard thrusting Black cocks. I felt shame as I realised my prick had started to stir but tried to concentrate on my filming work. It was a reminder of the truth. Two years ago I'd been in that bedroom when Levy and his two enforcers had gang-fucked Hazel, spat on her, degraded her. Her first husband had been there too, crying and trying to cover his eyes. I hadn't covered mine - I'd watched every moment until Levy had finally kicked me out. I'd watched and my dick had got hard. I told myself that it was OK because, whatever it looked like, it was what Hazel wanted. I told myself that but I still felt ashamed.
She was naked now and he beckoned her to stand inches from him. As he sat there he stretched out a hand and stroked the soft pink skin of her belly. The first time that he had touched her since he had been invited back into our life.
He nodded, "Keeping in shape I see. Go to the gym?"
"Err...no...I just fuck a lot."
He flicked a card towards me. "Buy a membership in that gym for her." His attention immediately went back to Hazel, those powerful deep Brown eyes capturing her soul. "You need to keep this belly nice and flat and trim. Then you need to work on building up the muscles in your ass. You put on a little weight there already and it looks good on you. Niggas love a little white girl with a big round ass on her."
I remembered the one time I had been in his bar. The gang insignia. Did he mean Black men generally or did he mean his gang, the Niggaz. I suddenly realised that it hardly mattered.
He carefully examined her pussy. "Kept it shaved since I did it for you?"
"Yes."
He smiled, "Good girl." He looked at her triangular clit piercing. "I see you met someone who knows their way around a cunt. I approve - the brothas will love playing a tune on that thing."
His gaze move up and he frowned a little. "Still no titties to speak of. I remember we had plans for them."
Hazel just nodded, "I don't like the idea of surgery..."
He considered, "I understand that...but I like to titty-fuck my bitches and there ain't much here for me to work with." He idly swatted a small white breast. "They a good shape tho and I love these big old nipples." He leaned forward and his tongue flicked out and teased her nipple into full hardness. He gently slapped the other breast and watched Hazel's nipple ring glint while he considered. "Little bit of jiggle - any less and I'd have you under the knife tomorrow. Don't need bitches that look like little boys. Anyway, we'll let it ride for a bit while I consider what'll be best."
"You be my bitch then you follow my rules. You'll find out about them in time. But since you're a prospect here's a few to be going along with. First and biggest rule - what I says goes. No arguments or bitching, no wasting my time. I say jump, you say how high. You not sure whether it's a good thing for you to do, you relax and know that I'm taking you where a slut like you needs to be. You gonna do things you never imagined yourself doing. You gonna do things that'd disgust ordinary folks. That won't matter - all that matters is that it pleases me and soon knowing you're pleasing me will be the main thing gets that sweet shaved pussy all wet and ready."
Another card was produced and flicked towards me. "Make her an appointment and get her there to be tested. That'll be a monthly thing. I insist on it for all my brothas and bitches. Catch any problems before they spread."
He switched his attention back to Hazel, "Doc will sort your medication out good. Get you on PrEP once you've had a full check-up. Get you off hormonal birth control too. Those two things will keep you as safe as you can be when you're as big a slut as you're gonna be."
"Rule two - you only fuck white guys if I say its OK in advance and you NEVER fuck them bare."
"I pretty much always use condoms," Hazel said. I suppose that was true - with White guys.
"With him too?" demanded Levy, jerking a thumb in my direction.
"Er, no."
"Condoms with ALL white guys. Since he's your husband I'll make a concession. He can be an exception if he gets cut. Sort that out at the clinic too. Otherwise he only gets in you with a heavy-duty rubber. OK?"
"Yes," she said quietly.
"Good. Rule three - You NEVER wrap up a black dick. If it's going in you then it goes in bare. Brotha gets to cum where he wants - which will usually mean as deep in you as he can shoot it. Since you'll be coming off the pill we'll be working in line with your cycle. If I need you when you're primed to breed then you'll be using a diaphragm..."
He paused, watching her carefully.
"....unless I'm planning on breeding you of course. Maybe a Nigga's done me a solid or he's got a good deal for me, well I offer him a nice little bonus. Let him take a try at knocking up my cute little white slut. Most of the brothas love that!"
She was looking at him with eyes wide, with fear or lust I could no longer guess.
Levy smiled wryly and cupped her cheek in his big rough hand. "Don't you worry about that. You gonna be taking a LOT of prime Black cock and a LOT of potent Black seed. Only natural if you end up raising the Black man's babies. Might be by accident, might be by design - but you just leave thinking about that to me. OK?"
Hazel's eyes dropped to the floor. "Yes," she whispered. I think she'd realised, just as I had, that we were never going to have a child while she was with Levy. It was pretty clear that her fertility was an asset for him and one far too precious to be wasted on her husband.
"Been a heavy talk, Little Bitch. But its heavy things you're getting into. You need to know that. I don't need you getting scared and flaking on me. Going to see a friend of mine in the States about some business next week. And we need to get those tests sorted. So once you got that done, middle of next month say, you give me a call and we'll start work on getting you where you really want to be."



He stood, took his camera from me and then kissed Hazel once. "Hmmn," he rumbled, "see you soon Little Bitch."
And he was gone.
* * * * *
Hazel set to organising her clinic appointments and gym membership as soon as she could. We didn't discuss whether she should or not. There didn't seem much point. I had taken her from her first husband. Now Levy looked to be taking her from me.
'Some Good Ideas.'
Three weeks later we were seated at the same table in my kitchen waiting for the return of Levy. Hazel had been walking on hot coals for the last week at least. She was excited and she was nervous. It was obvious to me just how important this was to her. She had also gone to a lot of effort to impress. I'd seldom seen her looking better - wearing just enough make-up to accentuate her natural beauty. Her red hair was slightly curled and shoulder length.
She wore a seriously expensive designer outfit that I had bought her to mark the last anniversary of our meeting. It didn't seem accidental that she had made that selection. She wore her silk blouse with perhaps two more buttons undone than would normally be the case. Also she wore no bra. Other than that she might have been a powerful business executive or a film starlet on a prestigious talk-show.
At five to the hour I glanced at her and saw her also watching the clock. She noticed me watching her and gave a nervous little smile. Her jacket shifted and revealed a hard pierced nipple clearly outlined through her silk blouse. I thought I sensed the heady scent of wet pussy but that was probably just my imagination.
Just looking at her I felt such desire and love for her. How had we come to where we now were? Could I take her away and build us a new life? Would she go with me and let me try to make her happy in my own way?
The door bell rang.
We looked at each other.
"Please," asked Hazel.
I got up and went to the front door. I opened it and there was Levy. After the slightest hesitation I stood to one side to allow him unopposed admittance to my house - and my wife. He looked me in the eye and nodded almost imperceptibly. I followed as he strolled into my kitchen and was greeted by Hazel as she stood there looking a million dollars.
"Little Bitch - you made an effort, that's cute," he gave that dry mirthless chuckle of his. "Last week I was in America visiting a man in some of the same lines of business. Quality pussy from wall-to-wall. Saw this one girl - Jessica - damn she was fine. Got the looks and got the attitude, well on the way to being Black-owned like she was always meant to be. So, I've been a little spoiled."
This was not the response that Hazel had hoped for. Levy noticed and I saw the glint in his eye. The bastard was playing her and really wasn't worried about hiding it. He knew that with some women that just heightened the attraction.
"Don't pout at me girl. You're pretty enough but until you show who you really are you just won't be able to compete. I took one of my girls over there who'd been hesitating about a certain step. My man Taylor was a genius - within six hours of landing in America she was knocked up with her first Black baby and no idea who the daddy was. Never seen her more beautiful than she is now - now she knows who she is and how things are gonna be."
"I picked up some good ideas over there and a few little adjustments to some I've been working on." Levy moved over to Hazel and ran a long dark finger down her cheek. "Looking forward to putting some of them to work on my new hos. Pretty little vanilla girls who need to be helped to show the world just how hot they can be. Take a seat, Little Bitch, time we got to business." His accented voice switched from purring seduction to clear instruction.
Hazel sat perched on her chair and stared at him as if she was mesmerized.
"Paper work," grunted Levy as he examined Hazel's clean bill of sexual health. "You dumped the pills?" Hazel nodded.
"Film her," he said to me as he unfolded a piece of paper and placed it in front of my wife. "Your new rules - read them out loud," he added to her.
"Rule One - I accept that I am the..." she hesitated and looked up at Levy. He was leaning casually on the table with one elbow, his fingers in his short-cut hair. He was watching her but not with his usual intense, almost mesmerizing, gaze. Instead he had more an appearance of cynical amusement.
"No-one's forcing you to do anything Little Bitch. I'll take my fourteen hundred plus, say, another five hundred in expenses and be on my way. But if you want to be coming along then you needs to read that all out, nice and clear and plain. Just so's we's all got it on the record and we all know how things is from henceforward."
Hazel swallowed and gave a little glance in my direction, which meant straight into the camera, then she started again.
"Rule One - I accept that I am the property of my Black owner and any future Black owners, both Masters and Mistresses."
"Rule Two - No white or other inferior dick is allowed in me unless with a condom and even then only when specifically authorised by my Black owner. If my spouse is not my Black owner then I will divorce my spouse or he must formally acknowledge that I will be following these rules and must end all or any supposed claims to rights or influence over me."
Levy's eyes flicked across to me. Just for a moment. Then back onto my wife. He was taking everything in. Any momentary hesitations, any times she glanced towards me. It was all being stored away - it was all useful to him. How many times had he done this or something like this?
"Rule Three - I will not wear panties when with my Black owner. I will ensure that my cunt is always kept shaved, fresh and available for my Black owner or any other Black man or woman he offers me to.
"Rule Four - I will dress and act to impress and please Black men at all times. I will dress as ordered by my Black owner. If I suggest alternatives they will be for my Black owner to approve or deny"
"Rule Five - I will maintain gym membership and exercise regularly in order to keep myself fit and ready to be used for my Black owner's pleasure."
"Rule Six - I will be available for my Black owner and any other Black men he offers me to whenever, wherever and however they wish to make use of me. All Black cocks will be taken bareback and allowed to cum in me or on me as they wish."
"Rule Seven - I will use no birth control unless use of a diaphragm is specifically ordered by my Black owner. I take responsibility for all resultant pregnancies and waive all rights to legal measures or paternity tests."
"Rule Eight - I understand that I will not be forced into any illegal or physically damaging activities. Any illegal activities or permanently physically altering procedures, e.g. cosmetic surgery, tattooing or piercing, will be undertaken only with the prior consent of myself and my Black owner. Any legal or other issues caused by my activities will be solely my responsibility."
"Rule Nine - I will do what my Black owner says, when he says it. I will accept and follow without question any and all future rules imposed by my Black owner."
Her eyes glanced up and met mine. She had seen it too. She had to give her consent for certain activities but she would be expected to give her consent for any and all activities, even ones that Levy's vicious mind hadn't come up with yet.
Levy's deep low laugh sounded through the room. This time it wasn't mirthless - it carried pure enjoyment. He wasn't interested in fooling anyone or trapping them. He wanted it all out in the open. There was to be no doubt from moment one. He was in charge and when he said he would be Hazel's Black owner that was just what he would be.
"Go on - that last Rule. Out loud." His words seemed to bring Hazel back from her thoughts, her realisation of what this meant.
"Rule Ten - This contract is open-ended and can be terminated only by my Black owner. The Punishment for any breach of these rules and the nature of that punishment will be at the discretion of the Black owner. There will be no right to appeal. I accept my Black owner's right to discipline me for all, any or no infringements of these rules.
That was too much. I got up to say my piece. "I..."
The words caught in my throat. What the fuck was I supposed to say. Levy just looked at me, clicked his fingers and pointed at my chair. I sat down - feeling even more stupid and powerless than I had before. There was nothing I could do to stop this. If I kicked Levy out I'd come home one day and find Hazel gone. At least this way I might be able to turn things round when he went too far.
His attention went back to my wife. "Like those rules? My friends in the States are thinking of adopting them. Once we polish them up a little - maybe get that ex-lawyer ho to make them all formal." Suddenly he was all business, serious as the grave. "Now, you ready to obey those rules and be one of my girls."
"Yes," said Hazel.
"You sure?"
"YES," said Hazel emphatically.
"You understand how it'll be. Break one of the rules or fail to perform to potential and I may kick you to the curb - or I may decide to keep you after imposing some discipline. That decision will be mine alone and will be final. You will not have a say in the matter. Once you join my stable then you will remain my property until I say otherwise. Full stop and no exceptions. Still want to be one of my girls?"
"YES," said Hazel
"Yes, what."
"YES, SIR," Hazel shouted.
He looked remorselessly into her eyes, gauging her and judging her. Then he shrugged. "'Yes master' will do. Now a little something special to seal the deal." He took a small packet from his shirt pocket and expertly laid three lines of white powder on the polished brown surface of my dining table.
"Hey..." I started.
He didn't even look up. "You're a slow learner boy. Anyone who interferes with me and my bitches gets in a world of pain. Put your dick near her or try to get in my way and my men will make sure you don't try it again. Don't think it will be a secret. That's the really fucked up thing. Your wife, who loves you, will be the one who tells me about it. Now, my money." Again he clicked his fingers at me.
I handed over an envelope containing £1,400 in crisp fifties to the man who'd just threatened me. A down-payment on him turning my wife into his whore. The power dynamic was so obvious, so blatant. I was being humiliated in front of my wife. My face metaphorically ground into the shit by his boot. Now he could take his prize, by right of conquest. I felt sick but, most of all, I felt utterly powerless.
He took one £50 note and rolled it into a tube. He gestured and Hazel scrambled up and round the table to stand in front of him. Another signal and she dropped to her knees and scrambled to open Levy's trousers before pulling then down in one swift motion with his boxers. His hardening cock bounced in front of her, enticing her. It looked big and thick and very Black.
"It's beautiful," gasped Hazel before spitting on his cock and then attempting to deep-throat him. Levy helped by grabbing her head and pressing her cute little nose into his wiry pubic hair. He held her there while he tried to force that brutal Black cock down her throat.
Hazel made no attempt to pull away but just stared up into his dark cruel eyes. Her own were watering and her mascara began to run over her cheekbones as her face turned red. She was slowly suffocating but she would pass out or worse before she would disappoint him. I wanted to leap in and help her but I knew that those days were over. I was no longer the one setting her limits, if she even had limits any more.
Levy pulled out and Hazel coughed and gasped in great lungfuls of air. A moment to recover and then she took him back into her mouth and bobbed her head wildly, her eyes wide with lust.
I hadn't seen her this frantic, this desperate, since she'd first met Levy and his two enforcers. Levy still wanted more and grabbed her head with both hands so he could fuck her face brutally. Hazel just linked her hands behind her back and tilted her head to allow him maximum depth of access. His big balls slapped against her chin as he took her mouth very hard.
Her eyes never left his.
Levy pulled her back to her feet and ripped the buttons off her blouse before mauling at her tits with his big rough hands. He groped them and tried to push them together as Hazel moaned.
"Definitely too small," he noted, "but maybe once they're full of milk..." He pinched and twisted at her hard nipples until she gasped and shuddered with desire.
Then he let her go and she fell to her knees again. He slapped her face three times with his hard cock. The loud thwacking noise made her giggle. He shut her up by ramming his hard cock into her mouth again, using a free hand to pinch her nostrils and leave her coughing and spluttering for air once he pulled back again. A long thread of spittle stretched out between the head of his cock and her mouth. As she gasped for breath her eyes were now fixed on that big cock of his, it seemed to mesmerize her, to entice her.
Levy hauled her up again and turned her round to face the three lines of powder on the table.
"Is that...cocaine?" asked Hazel. She'd always hated all 'hard' drugs. She'd never allowed anyone round her to use.
"Yeah, it's coke," said Levy
"Can I have some?" asked Hazel.
"Do you deserve some?" he asked and swiftly snorted one line in a fluid practised motion.
"But I've never had it before," pouted Hazel. She looked so wide-eyed and innocent, impossibly adorable. "You can be the first guy to fuck me on it. I'll do anything you want."
"I know you don't do drugs - that's why I brought some. From the moment you snort these lines you WILL be doing EXACTLY what I want because from that moment you will belong to me. You'll be one of my stable - one of my hos. Understand?" She nodded and he handed her the rolled-up fifty. "You gotta do them quick, one after the other."
Hazel smiled nervously and leaned over the table her skirt stretching over her pert butt and highlighting her perfect curves. "It's a bit scary," she seemed to be speaking to herself, "no going back from this." At that moment a rough hand hitched up the back of her skirt and a hard black cock pushed its way inside her. Levy soon began punching that thick Black cock in and out of her hot wet cunt.
If there'd been any doubt left then that about settled it. We were lost - and I didn't know what disgusted me most. The fact that I was still filming it or the fact that my cock was getting hard.
Hazel grunted and then moaned long and low. "Yes," she whispered, "Yes, this is what I've missed, this is what I need, what I've always needed." She grabbed the rolled-up fifty and Levy paused as she snorted both lines of coke and then tumbled forward on the desk with a muttered, "Oh my God." The drug hit her and she tried to stand back up, her eyes wide and her mouth open as if still gasping for air.
Levy's strong Black fingers caught in her long red hair and pulled her back towards him. His mouth closed on the tender white flesh of her ear and his teeth met. Hazel wailed and her body began to shudder in a way I'd seen her do only a few times before. Levy released his bite, nodded and then began to power-fuck her. She howled out her peaking orgasm and her cum began to trickle down her leg as she shook and slumped against the table. All the while he continued his relentless assault on her cunt.
Hazel panted and moaned but then recovered enough to blurt out, "Fucking on coke is awesome." Her new master slapped her ass once and then again, this time harder, living a livid mark on her pale flesh.
She lifted her head and looked back at him, "Tell me what to do to be a better slut for you. I want to be your best slut."
Levy didn't usually grin, it wasn't really his style. But he was smiling now. He looked at me and I felt I could read his thoughts at that moment. He had a new plaything and he was going to enjoy breaking her in. First you broke them down and then you built them back up the way you wanted them. He'd done it or seen it done hundreds of times but this one was going to be particularly sweet.
Suddenly he pulled our of her and Hazel gave a little moan of protest.
"Want some more?"
"Yes please," she begged and wriggled her little white ass at him invitingly.
"More of my fucking or more of my coke."
"More of everything and anything you want to give me."
"Right answer. Time we was gone." He slapped her ass again, pushing her over the table and then pulled her skirt down before grabbing her arm and marching her towards the door.
I stood in the open doorway and watched Levy bundle my wife into his SUV. Then he jumped into the driver seat and they sped away, gravel flying up from my drive. Only as I saw the DBX turn out onto the road did I suddenly realise that there was a chance I might never see her again. When she came back, if she came back, was no longer something that I or Hazel would decide.
A New Career (or Careers)
I had to ring the school where Hazel worked to say she'd gone down with something and wouldn't be able to come in to work. They were alright about it - on the first and second days. By day three they wanted to know when she might be back. There wasn't much I could tell them - I really had no idea. Never mind when she'd be back, all I was desperate to know was IF she'd be back.
* * * * *
That evening I arrived home to find her alone and at her dressing table, obviously getting ready to go out again. She was brushing her shoulder-length hair. It had been red when I last saw her but it was now a blatantly fake platinum blonde.
I felt a wave of love for her that matched anything I'd ever felt before. To see her back, to see her safe. I tried to keep that feeling, to keep it as strong and safe as I wanted us to be. Even then, though I tried not to admit it, I must have known it was pathetic, hopelessly out of step with the reality of the situation. I kissed her shoulder.
"When did he let... when did you get back?"
"It must have been soon after you left for work. I've been in bed most of the day."
"What about school?"
"Can you tell them I'll probably be back next week. This is all too intense for me to be able to work at the moment and Levy is calling for me in about 15 minutes."
Just like that. The sound of castles in the air dropping to the ground and shattering into a million jagged pieces.
"No, he can't do that! I don't even know where you've been or what you've been doing." Even I knew how petulant that sounded, how weak.
"No time for details today babe, but I think you can guess what we were doing most of the time," she giggled.
That giggle hit me hard. I'd always thought we had a deep connection but it hadn't taken Levy a week to destroy it. When I was worried for her safety Hazel just thought I wanted the pornographic details. To know just how much of a little white whore she had been.
I thought about my wife 'performing' at that club of Levy's and I felt my cock stir in my trousers, begin to harden at the images I couldn't keep from rushing into my brain. I felt despair and contempt for myself and then I looked at Hazel again.
I'd feared for her - imagining her being beaten or abused. Miserable and trapped. She didn't look miserable or trapped. In fact whatever she'd been doing she looked pretty good on it. She'd got back that vitality that she'd had when I first met her. It was pretty clear that she was excited and scared and loving it. It was good to see but I wished it had been me who had found the way to bring back that sparkle to her eyes. Shit - I wished it had been ANYONE except the man who had.



She giggled again and her fingers reached out to rest gently on the bulge in the front of my trousers.
"I see you enjoy my new look - maybe you like the new me."
I had betrayed myself. A hard cock didn't lie. My mind was already rationalising my desire by noting how damned hot and alive she looked. I tried to keep things neutral.
"I like your hair, I see you're back as a blonde." She had just tied it in a loose ponytail but it looked great. I'd always liked her as a blonde.
"Yeah, Levy likes his hos to be blonde. The guys at the Pit liked it too."
Shit, she HAD been back there. Well it only made sense. That was Levy's club and something told me he'd enjoy showing off his new possession there.
She saw my face and giggled again. "I was dancing there the last couple of nights. It was fun to do some dancing again."
I remembered the tiny little stage I'd seen on my one and only visit there. The blonde girl covered in tattoos who had been dancing nude before the audience. A crowd of men, every one of them Black and many of them associated with that gang based there, the Niggaz. Men from their twenties to their sixties, wreathed in smoke from tobacco and weed. No women except the dancer and the two bar staff. Not a high-class establishment - in fact the lowest dive on one of the roughest sink estates I'd ever seen. I suspected the audience there was both tough and demanding. It didn't need much brains to figure out just what they'd be demanding.
She was watching me and it was pretty clear she could read my mind. "I'm only dancing there ... at the moment."
"But it won't stay that way will it."
"No, but it's something that I want to do. Scary things turn me on. That's why I came so hard the other night - well, I expect you'll get to see that. Then I get scared how horny I am and that just turns me on even more. Its a self-propelled circle and the further I go the further I need to go." She stated it so matter-of-factly and I remembered once before when she'd said something similar. Then she'd been happy that I'd been there to keep things in bounds, to keep things safe. That second part wasn't mentioned anymore - it was no longer part of the equation.
Everything was changing - everything had changed. Was there a place for me in this new world of hers and did I want there to be? Then she smiled into the mirror at me and I knew she still had me. No, that's me being a coward. I knew that I still wanted her to have me, to need me.
She stood up and I noticed her back. Her tramp stamp had now been filled in. Levy in scarlet letters across a black ace of spades. What he had promised to have done once she had given herself to him permanently.
"What was it with the drugs?"
"Levy says I can only use what he supplies and when he supplies it. He says some coke or E can help me through difficult times but too much would ruin me. It just seemed right to show how much had changed that day and how much more is going to change. He just seems to know what I need before even I do."
She was already quoting him like he was the Bible. That realisation hit me hard. "I dunno Hazel, this is..."
The door bell rang and she grabbed her bag. She rushed to the front door and I followed. Levy was there and spotted me.
"We need more cash in Little Bitch's account. Needs a whole new wardrobe. Everything from a high-class trophy wife to the cheapest whore working a street corner for her rent money. Usually it'll be a combination of the two - a high-class white girl who's let herself become low-hanging fruit for any nigga ready to reach out and take her." He stretched out his big Black hand and gently took Hazel's chin between his strong fingers. She giggled, her eyes sparkling as they renewed their connection with his. "Then there's various other expenses. Get it sorted for tomorrow - £5,000 will do for now. I'll tell you when she needs more."
He passed me an envelope. "You can have that in return." Hazel gave me a kiss on the cheek and then they were gone again.
I opened the envelope and it just said 'gporn' and 'search 'teach-ho''.
Again I felt my body betray me. My cock getting hard at what those few words might take me to. I wanted to know what had been going on. A part of me needed to know. But I knew that it might tell me things about myself that I didn't want to admit.
It was the same for me as for Hazel. Hazel had that slip of paper with Levy's number. All she had to do was destroy it and that link would have been broken forever. But she couldn't do it. In the end she had to take that route - to crumble before the temptation - even when she knew how bad it could be for her. This slip of paper was the same for me. I could just destroy it - forget what it had said. I didn't HAVE to look.
I often thought that Hazel was much stronger than me. She resisted her temptation for more than two years. I don't think I lasted three minutes.
The well-know search engine turned up gporn and soon I was looking at a thumbnail for the account named 'teach-ho.' I clicked it and saw a larger version.
A young woman looked out at me from the screen, her blue eyes wide and gazing out at the camera's lens. The image showed her head and her naked shoulders, her blonde hair flowing down over the latter. She wore a big silver hoop in each ear and a black leather collar around her neck with a silver hoop on its front. Across her mouth, pulled tight, was what looked like a black ribbon, its presence stark against her pale flawless skin. Behind her could be seen a figure, the naked muscular torso of a Black man. In his hands the ends of a smooth Black cord pulled taut under the woman's chin. The cord kept her looking straight at the camera, the collar and gag showed her status. But her eyes looked out, free of any fear and accepting her position.
She looked incredibly beautiful. But then I would say that - she was my wife.
Posted under the account were three videos, two short and one longer. I checked the dates and clicked on the first.
A wave of noise came out of my speakers. Fast music with an almost chanted vocal line so quick than I could barely recognise its patois. It seemed a combination of London and one of the West African languages, perhaps Yoruba. The camera moved through the room showing hands and bodies and feet but never any faces. Until it reached the stage, more just a small raised area. There two girls were dancing, in their early to mid-twenties. They were naked except for tiny thongs. The sweat glistened on their bodies, shining in the lights of the club which illuminated the tattoos dark on their pale skin.
The camera moved up close and I saw the dancers both look into the lens or at the man holding it. Their eyes seemed big, their pupils huge. They looked out into the camera for a moment but they seemed to be somewhere else, locked into their dance. The music was upbeat and the pace of their dance reflected that. I wondered how long they had been dancing - how much longer they would be expected to. They were athletes and no doubt that stamina and flexibility were prized beyond their dancing. A voice shouted and the girls reacted. One stuck out her rear and wiggled her booty in time to the music. The other held up one of her obviously fake breasts and began to lick her nipple.
The voice sounded out again, speaking so quickly and in an accent so thick that I wasn't even sure if it was English or another language? I thought I recognised the voice for all that.
"How far Iyawa."
A woman in a colourful low-neck halter-top turned to him. She had her hair cut very short and a pair of round sun-glasses hid her eyes. She was very dark-skinned and her silver hoops and the bangles of coloured beads around her wrists showed up by contrast. She was stunning.
"Hey bobo - you hammering like always."
"Nuff to sabi my fine fine lepa."
"Chaiking like always. You thinking me bushmeat?"
"Nah, I dey miss you while you back home. You no vex me - take a dash. Show we close."
They'd lost me. I hadn't got a clue what they were going on about. However, I did know that woman was the most stunning Black girl that I had ever seen. She was tall, perhaps 5'11" and her body had a superb femininity, as if sculpted by a great artist. Her curves were perfectly proportionate and her body athletic - a fitness earned no doubt by hours of training.
Now she paused - even with those sun-glasses hiding her eyes you could tell she was considering something. "Nuff broken - I can tell you ain't no akata yet." She emphasized that last word. I didn't totally understand but I was impressed. Using that tone to the man behind the camera, assuming it was Levy, was not something I would have tried. Maybe you got a little more lee-way if you looked like Iyawa. Maybe you got a lot.
"The big man comes offering me a dash - what's that they say about Greeks and gifts?" It took a second for me to realise she had switched to English.
"I look Greek?" The man laughed, fully and joyously. Again something new if that was Levy behind the camera. "Nah - I can't give my babe something?"
"Not unless you starting doing that now. And remember I belong to me, no-one else. You want gimme a dash, that's fine, but I'm not your babe, I'm my babe."
The man laughed again. I had the idea they'd been over this only about a million times before. "So?"
"Honey in the cage?" She finally said.
"Nah - dash is so you work with her later. But just now..." His arm indicated the two dancers.
Iyawa's mouth tightened a little but then it relaxed. "Fix me one of yo' night-fighters, eh?" She shrugged. "OK, notin spoil. That one fresh to me. But you gi mi the cage-bird kia, OK. Don't make me wait too long."
"No wahala. Kia," agreed the male voice. "I only just got her - you'll get your time with her."
The woman was magnificent - facing him down, confident in herself and her own authority. "Levy boy you won't know trouble till you had wahala with me. Then you know what wahala means." Suddenly her face broke into the most wonderful smile. "So it's good you keeping me sweet. Now I'll take my oyibo ashewo." She gestured at the younger white dancer.
The male voice shouted again and the girl stopped, coming out of the trance-like state in which she'd been dancing. Her eyes seemed to focus and then she came off the stage. A strong Black hand gripped her arm, taking possession. Iyawa moved close to her and her mouth found that of the white girl. They kissed deeply and then Iyawa took her off with a last comment, "Don' forget - I got rights on cage bird. She too sweet to waste on you abunas." Her gesture at her genitals gave me an idea what an abuna was.
Who the fuck was she? I wish I had half her courage, or perhaps her influence.
Levy said something else and the second dancer came off stage. He gestured to two of the men nearby and they moved in. Hands groped her almost naked body and she giggled as they led her towards a door. Back rooms - a club like Levy's had to have back rooms. The camera swung away as loud shouts and whistles came from the packed crowd. Another two white girls were coming onto the stage. One was maybe 30 with bleach-blonde hair and big fake tits. The other a few years younger but curvy too, a rampant Black bull tattooed on the jiggling white flesh of her butt. The girls began to dance. Not to strip - they'd only had the tiny thongs on in the first place. They were there as a display, perhaps an advertisement.
The camera moved on and through clusters of men, drinking and talking and smoking. The smoke seemed everywhere. What was a decade or so of smoking bans to Levy and his crew? Shit - I suspected the joints outnumbered the cigarettes anyway. Just watching the clip threatened to be enough to get you a contact high.
Two men gave way and I saw the cage and its contents. It was perhaps six feet by ten feet, its bars spaced and thin enough to allow a clear view inside. A leather leash was tied to one of the bars and then stretched across to a collar around the neck of the almost naked white girl dancing in the cage. It was Hazel of course. As we came closer I read the letters 'L - E - V - Y' in metal on the leather collar. Marking his property - just as he was showing her off to the drinkers at his club. At the moment she was in the cage, off limits while Levy enjoyed her. But they could be patient - they could enjoy watching her dance and knowing that soon he would make her available to them. Just like all the other little white hos that worked at, or had worked at, his club.
The camera reached the cage and a Black hand pushed through the bars. Hazel came to them and nuzzled her cheek against his fingers. Smooth white cheek against that rough Black hand. Her eyes were like those of the other dancers - she seemed almost in another world as a Black thumb stroked her cheek. Perhaps Levy thought so too. He pulled his hand away and then brought it back, slapping her cheek. A red mark showed on her face and her eyes focused on him. Then he put his four fingers in front of her and she began licking and sucking them, demonstrating what potential she had for later. The crowd around Levy were laughing and shouting. I didn't understand a lot of it but I understood enough.
The clip cut off.
* * * * *
The second video was simple enough. An area of white skin and a black-gloved hand. The noise of the machine as the tattoo-needle was applied. A couple of minutes watching the ink applied, the surface wiped, the needle applied again. The second gloved hand holding the subject in place as the 'queen of spades' logo was permanently inked into her flesh, the scarlet Levy cutting across to mark his ownership. I wondered if it was that same rat-hole he had taken her to before. It was impossible to tell. You couldn't even tell who was being tattooed until the camera moved round to her face. Her mouth tight, her eyes flashing with fear and pain.
"You hate it?" That was Levy - without the background noise of the club it was much easier to tell.
She nodded, her mouth still clenched against the pain.
"But you do it for me?"
She nodded again.
"And you do it again - when I want?"
She nodded a third time and then the clip cut off.
* * * * *
That left one more clip and I knew what it would show because I'd seen the titles. 'New career for Teach-Ho' and 'First ink for Teach-Ho' were followed by 'Teach-ho gets Fucked.'
Why the fuck did I play it? Because I'd seen so far and needed to see it all? Or because my dick was hard and almost throbbing in my pants. Maybe I already could guess how often I'd be watching them over the next couple of days. Then how often I'd check for new postings, new details of my defeat and Hazel's... Well, let's just say Levy's victory.
A bed, the sheets ruffled. Suddenly a white girl, my wife, is bodily thrown onto the bed. She laughs.
"Here!" The camera is placed at an angle showing his body standing there as Hazel scrambles to return to him and start to undo his trousers.
"Fuck yeah," she says as his big Black cock is revealed, already hard and ready for her. "I love this cock."
"Prove it." His voice is deep, commanding, the voice of her Master.
She starts sucking him, her pale hand grasping the thick solid meat of his shaft.
"No hands," he said.
She dropped her hands and began just using her mouth and tongue. I knew that Hazel was a maestro in the art of exploring a man's most sensitive and most pleasurable areas. I knew it had to feel real good to be where Levy was.
"That the best you can do - you think that good 'nuff for an ashewo carrying my name?"
She re-doubled her efforts and brought one hand back up to his cock.
"No fucking hands," he snarled. "You slow in the head? Get it good and sloppy - show me what you can do."
She went back to it but after a couple of minutes her hand moved back up to his cock.
"Fuckin' hell," he shouted, "you white bitches all dumb. I teach you." He hooked a finger in her collar and hauled her up and then over onto the bed. She landed on her front and he was quick for a big man. He straddled her and grasped her wrist. Then he seized the other and held them together with one Black hand. His other delved in a pocket and produced a white plastic zip-tie. With practised ease he applied it and she was bound, her arms behind her back.
"Now you can learn," he said simply. He moved her to the edge of the bed and then pushed his hard dick into her mouth. He grabbed her hair and held her in position as he used her. She coughed and spat and tried to take him - her face reddening and her eyes wide at the recognition of her own helplessness.
Levy pulled his cock all the way out. It was coated in her saliva. She gasped for breath and then he pushed back into her mouth. "Yeah, you getting it, you startin' to learn. Right now you're just a hole for the Black man's pleasure. When I'm done you'll have the skills you need. Be all you'll care about. Making the Black man happy and making the Black man cum. That's all you is here for, that's all you was made for. If you can't do that what use are you?"
There was a cut in the clip. Now the camera was facing Hazel, her face on the bed-clothes and her eyes looking into the lens. Her cheeks were red, her eyes wide, her mouth open and gasping for breath. The rhythmic motion of the bed and Hazel's regular little grunts and moans left no doubt what was happening. She still seemed to be tied.
"Noisy little cunt," he grumbled and then a black ribbon, like the one in the profile picture, was pushed into her mouth and pulled taut, gagging her. She gave a high-pitched sound, perhaps of protest, but Levy didn't care. He picked up the pace and the microphone picked up the hard slap of his body on hers every time he powered that big Black cock home.
Hazel's eyes clenched shut and I heard a high-pitched stifled wail, building and building. For a moment I was stupid enough to think she was showing distress. Then her eyes opened again, her nostrils flared as she desperately sought air and she screamed again into the gag. She was cumming and she was cumming very, very, hard.
He just continued his pounding. "Working that pussy eh - after my nut? Best be careful 'cos I don't shoot no blanks. Play like that and I make yo' belly nice and round. You wanting that."
"HHNNNHHHHHHGGGHHHHHHHHHHNNNNNGGGGGHHHHHHHHH." She was yelling but the gag just made the noise a jumbled inarticulate sound. I guessed what she was screaming in her climax - it had long been a thing for her. The idea of being taken and bred by a powerful dominant man. Her belly coming to prove her attraction for and her submission to her alpha male, especially if it was an alpha Black male.
The camera was whipped up and pulled back. I saw his nine inches of Back cock slickly pulled out of her pussy and then pushed up against her butt. It shot a thick stream of cum, then another and another and another. His target the tattoo on her back. The camera focused in on her back covered in his thick cum.
"Yeah," he growled. "Now you fucked Little Bitch, now you fucked for real and for keeps."
The clip ended.
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Shaping Up
"C'mon - work it, work it, build them squats. Get deep - deeper - we got another fifty to do today and I'm gonna be checkin' they'se all fo' real."
Dee felt the sweat on her brow. It wasn't much consolation to know that the others in the class were feeling as tired as she was, feeling their muscles scream from the work-out proscribed for them.
LaTreya was being merciless today. "That one was half-assed Dee - now we all gets to do another five real deep squats just for that. You work half-assed and half-assed is what you'll keep. Skinny white butts only fit for your husbands." She laughed and her long braids tossed on her head. She half-turned and slapped the big rounded surface of her firm booty as if to taunt the pink-faced sweating women in front of her.
"Now don't you dare slack. Five deep, DEEP, ones to finish. Get down like you mean it - like I am." To be fair LaTreya did perform every class they did. It's just that after the session she looked ready to go again while they just wanted to lean against the wall or collapse on the floor and gasp for breath.
"Two minutes and then the next session's starting." LaTreya laughed at the half-stifled moan of protest. "You all thinks you needs a rest? You all thinks you deserves a rest? No, no, no. You gets to rest when you prove you deserve a rest. Like Anna and Charli over there."
Those two were seated in comfortable chairs after their thirty minutes of gentle pilates and yoga. Charli, her blonde hair braided into two long pigtails, lifted her glass of cool liquid in mock salute. Her work-out gear did nothing to hide her pregnant belly. Anna's baby-bump remained cutely modest by comparison.
Yes - they had earned their rest. Their bellies gave them status - they had proved their dedication to the cause. Proved their belonging and worth in this project that they had all stumbled into in their various ways. Mr Taylor's project.
"Right - back on yo' feet and in position." LaTreya's voice was smooth - strangely contrasting with her formidably sculpted physique. "Alison, Becky, Brooke - up straight now. C'mon Dee - be plenty of time to rest once you've earned it."
Ah - that was the thing wasn't it.
Dee had a feeling that she HAD earned it.
Could a woman tell, I mean really and genuinely know, when they were pregnant. Before science or old wives' tales could make a ruling. Dee had suspected before and then maybe had it confirmed or denied by a test.
This time she KNEW. She'd known it from that moment. When Jessica, her old pupil and now friend, had brought her to orgasm while full of her Black daddy's seed. She had known what they were doing and welcomed it. She had shook and howled her approval and desire - all fuelled by the knowledge that then, at that precise moment, she was making new life. Her fourth child, the first of her own new existence which would begin when the news of her pregnancy shattered her old life forever.
"Dee - whatcha dreamin' about. We starting girl!" LaTreya broke through her thoughts and Dee swung herself into the new exercise alongside her class-mates. She loved these sessions every day after school. She determined to make the most of this one. She'd soon be having to take it easier for nine months or so.
Plans and Preparations
The arrangement had been made. When she was sure then Dee was to text Jessica an invitation for a meal. That would set everything into progress.
It had been the first thing she had done - except for safely disposing of the pregnancy test of course. The two lines were crisp and clear, stark against their white background. They spelled out the necessity for action. A part of her had wanted to be able to keep it for ever but she had settled for a photograph. The risk of premature discovery was too high. The text to Jess was the name of a place. The answer, received seconds later, was a time and a smiley face emoji.
A smiley face! It didn't really do it justice. The mix of excitement and exhilaration and sheer blind terror that was coursing through every part of her. The knowledge that the day she had known would come, had hoped and longed for, was finally here.
The place was close enough to home to be quickly accessible but far enough away to be discrete. That had made it perfect for her previous meetings with Bill too.
On arrival she took a seat and was greeted by the server. She'd half-expected it to be the same young girl as last time but realised that was silly. It was probably a different shift for the staff entirely. This woman was also fair-skinned and blonde haired but probably in her early twenties. She was very professional, easily catering for the needs of all her tables. Not that the place was very busy at this time of day.
Dee sipped a cold drink and watched the parking lot. It was only a few minutes before Jessica arrived and then swept her way in. She was obviously fresh from work dressed in a perfectly-cut dark Pallas Paris suit. She looked every inch the successful lawyer that she was.
Jess spotted her, moved swiftly over to the table and took hold of both Dee's hands. The younger woman's eyes were shining and her warm smile said all that needed to be. Congratulation and acceptance into the 'sisterhood'. "You're sure," was all Jess said.
"As sure as a woman can be - I was even before I, um, confirmed it."
Jessica's smile widened and she gave a significant nod. "That's wonderful - have you told anyone else?"
"Only Bill and Shaka."
"Keep it that way for the moment. Have you decided on joining us - you and the girls?"
It was as simple as that. Ending her old life and moving forward with her new. The acceptance and the sacrifice. It would not be a new life that would be good for a young white boy - Davey couldn't have a permanent place in it. All that raced through her mind - as it had a thousand times in the last few days - during the time it took her to say,
"Yes."
Jess's eyes sparkled with pleasure and anticipation. "You won't regret it. Give me a time when the coast is clear for James and Tyrone to come down and collect your stuff. Which has to be mainly clothing and the girls' possessions. Anything else is better left."
"I know that. But David - I know that he'll..."
Jessica's hand moved forward to cover Dee's. "Don't worry about that. I've drawn up the papers as I suggested and you agreed."
"But you don't understand my husband. He would never..."
Jessica tapped Dee's hand with her long perfectly-proportioned fingers. "Haven't I told you not to worry. That is all in VERY capable hands. Now I just need you to sign these."
Dee knew that she had to trust Jessica and Jessica's formidable reputation. She didn't have any choice - not with her Black lover's baby already growing in her belly. David was not like Anna's Kent - happy to pamper her through a pregnancy with another man's baby. Kent would soon be changing the diapers of an infant that was obviously not his. David was a very different sort of man. He would want either to lash out or to protect the status quo. He'd probably settle for everything staying as it was so long as she abandoned her Black lovers, never spoke of it again and, of course, made sure the baby 'went away.'
Well that wasn't happening. Even if the other two had been possible the last would never be. Her free hand went to her belly. It was still flat but she knew that he or she was in there. Her beautiful baby.
She brought her hand up and picked up the pen from the table. She quickly scanned the papers and then added her signature.
Taking It Up The Ass (Scenario 1)
Well - a deal was a deal and a promise was a promise.
It had seemed daring and sexy at the time but you know what they say about biting off more than you can chew.
Shaka had been almost restrained. It'd been a whole day after she'd told him before he'd casually asked her whether she'd messaged Elvin yet.
Well - no. Excuse her if he hadn't been top of her list. But, of course, Shaka was right. A promise was a promise.
Besides she would have been inclined to do most anything Shaka wanted just at that moment.
He'd met her with the inevitable question.
"You're sure?"
She'd nodded and his smile had been warm and genuine. His hands had moved up to the first button of her blouse and undone it before moving on to the next and the next. He didn't rush, he just carefully and methodically removed every stitch of her clothing. Then he gently placed one of his big hands on the pale skin of her belly while his other touched his hoop in her ear. His wonderful deep brown eyes were on hers through most of this - beautiful and powerful, mesmerizing if there had been any need to mesmerize her. As if she would ever have wanted to be anywhere else at that moment.
His mouth met hers - his kiss tender. There was no need for overwhelming passion. They were lovers - re-establishing their bond after a time apart. She loved it - loved every delicate tender movement.
Finally he pulled back and took her hands in his. He saw her glance down and knew she was savouring the image. The contrast in their size and their skin-tone, the differences that looked so right when put together.
"Never looked so fine girl - proud that you're my beautiful little bitch."
Oh she loved to hear him say that. She didn't care if it was bad of her. To have a magnificent handsome man like Shaka call her his 'beautiful little bitch'. It would never get old. Only much later did she realise that for the first time she hadn't compared Shaka with David. She hadn't wondered if she'd ever have been there if David had just taken the time and energy to show her that he loved her, that she was a desirable woman. She wouldn't be thinking such thoughts again. David was in the past and the Dee who had lived those last tedious passionless years with him was gone too. She had been born anew.
Dee's mind worked it out much later but her body already knew. She pushed herself close to Shaka, sought his mouth with hers.
This time when their kiss ended Shaka nodded. "Get in bed girl - it's been too long."
She hadn't needed telling twice and soon he had joined her and she had found herself wrapped in those wonderful strong arms of his. She felt her body almost wrapped into his - her back pressed against the warmth and power of his body. His lips kissed her neck and then his tongue found her ear. She giggled and tried to ease herself free but he was holding her and she really, really, didn't want to escape.
She felt the warmth of his lips and the slight prickle from his chin. She looked down and saw his hands gently holding her belly. The image one of possession but also one of protection.
There had been a doubt in her mind. She knew how these men liked making a white woman their baby-momma. Well her baby was Bill's not Shaka's. It might have all been agreed but would it affect how Shaka felt about her?
The long hard column of flesh pressed up against her back proved that it hadn't. He still found her desirable - he still wanted her. She felt a ripple of warmth through her body. The pleasure and joy of a man like Shaka finding her sexy.
His mouth was at her ear again, breathing words.
"You gonna look tight as fuck with that belly all big with Bill's baby. You know that don't you. All the brothas gonna want some. Maybe I'll have to keep them off with a stick!"
Dee giggled at the mental image. Maybe there was some truth to it though. Hadn't she seen Georgia get a lot of attention when there'd been no doubt that she was pregnant.
"Nothing hotter than a woman who'se found herself, who'se took her own path. Nothing sexier than that. Nothing sexier than you right now. That's why once you had this one and got yourself settled I'm taking you exclusive for a while. Just till we've made sure your next one is mine. Anything to say?"
"Fuck me, Shaka, please fuck me."
She felt as much as she heard his little chuckle of pleasure. "That's a deal then." She felt his weight shift on the bed and then his cock was at the entrance to her pussy. He lined himself up and then moved into her with a single fluid motion. She was ready for him and accepted him, each of his thrusts moving a little further into her. His hands moved up her body until they found her nipple rings. It wasn't frantic it was measured and deliberate and exquisitely skilled. A man who knew how to please a woman and who knew just how to please her.
She heard a noise to her left and suddenly realised that someone else had entered the room.
"Hi honey." The clipped accented tones were unmistakable. It was Linda, Shaka's wife. Dee felt a moment of panic but Shaka's stroke did not falter. A moment later the familiar dimpled smile of Linda appeared in front of her and then dipped down to kiss her cheek.
"Hi Dee - I hear congratulations are in order. I've a meeting with your husband tomorrow but I doubt it'll be nearly as much fun as yours with mine!" Her laugh was musical and natural as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Perhaps, for Shaka's wife, it was. Dee had always been a little wary about her relationship with Linda, unsure of quite where she stood. It was perhaps still the residue of her upbringing.
"I see you started without me." That remark of Linda sort of changed things didn't it!
"Damn you seen this girl..." was all Shaka said in response. He eased himself up and off Dee. His big cock bounced in front of him as he kissed his wife.
Well your lover's wife turning up mid-coitus was apt to break the mood a little, even if she seemed cool with all that was happening. More than cool in fact.
"We only have a couple of hours," said Linda s she began to strip, "no time to waste." Then she picked up her bag and took Dee into the shower.
***
Preparation is everything and experience is invaluable. Dee was hardly an innocent abroad but life with the unimaginative David hadn't entirely equipped her. Linda took charge and that was how the teacher now found herself a pupil.
It was also how she found herself naked and with another woman tonguing her butt-hole for the first time.
"Look at that," scolded Linda playfully, "you've got to relax. That's the key to this game. You need to relax and give it up. That fertile pussy of yours has been distracting our men from this lovely little peach of a butt. Well no more and," she slapped Dee's butt-cheek with her hand, "this is going to get a lot of attention now. That right honey?"
"Preach it," came Shaka's deep voice, "booty like that deserves it. Wasn't for Elvin I'd be taking it tonight."
That was a daunting prospect. Elvin wasn't small but Shaka was seriously equipped.
She heard Linda's musical laugh. "You've tightened up again - you NEED to relax. You think Shaka's too big for you? Well my man is amazing but nothing that you can't handle and enjoy handling too. I'm sure he'll be happy to give you plenty of practise."
Again the low chuckle of assent from Shaka.
"Lesson one," Linda's clipped South African accent seemed more noticeable, more imperative. Had she adopted the consciously didactic tone purely for Dee's benefit? "If you are a Black man's woman equipped like this," her hand gently slapped Dee's butt-cheek again, "then it WILL be being fucked. So make sure you are ready. Nice and clean and with plenty of lube." She undid a small container and went to work.
Dee glanced across at Shaka. He was seated with his big hand on his cock. Clearly enjoying the spectacle very much. Then she felt a pressure at her butthole.
"Relax baby - just relax." Linda's tone was business-like. "Yes! You see - is that so bad?"
Well no - but it wasn't an entirely pleasant feeling. Dee knew she had Linda's finger in her ass and almost immediately started to feel it move in and out. She did her best to keep relaxed but that was tricky when just about all her attention was on the sensations coming from her rear-end.
"Yeah thass right Baby - you doing good." Was Shaka talking to her or to his wife? Or to both of them?
After a few repetitions it did seem to feel a little less strange. Dee was just getting used to it when the finger was withdrawn and then she felt pressure again.
"Relax cutie, relax..." Linda almost cooed the instruction as she inserted two fingers and then, after a while, three. Every time she felt Dee tighten up she would stop and pause until the other woman had relaxed again.
"Damn but Elvin's gonna love fucking that tight little ass. Lucky mothafucka." Shaka's phone was out - recording. His big hard cock standing up against his belly. He was loving it.
Wasn't that what a lot of this was about? Pleasing their men. To please men like these a woman was expected to have certain skills. She knew her men well enough to know that this was one of them. You sort of got used to it - the unpleasant strangeness of it was fading away. She just felt a little full.
Then the fingers were removed and she felt something else at her butt. It was bigger. Without thinking about it she tensed up.
"Relax," the tone was almost hypnotic. "Relax. This is easy. I've had two kids and you've had three ... so far. This is so easy compared to that. So just relax and you'll come to enjoy. Relax..."
She tried and almost immediately felt the intrusion ease into her, begin a slow gentle stroke.
"There - you see? It's so easy. All you have to do is relax. I think we can show Dee our little present for her."
Shaka produced another item from the bag. Dee had heard of them of course but she'd never actually seen one. She consciously knew that it had to be a 'novice' item but to her it looked plenty big enough.
"Now this little butt plug is going to help you get used to keeping nice and relaxed and ready. You see it even has a nice Queen of Spades logo on the end so that you can show off who that little booty is reserved for. Like to do the honours honey?"
Dee watched Shaka carefully lube up the butt-plug and then he moved round behind her. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply to maintain her relaxation. She felt the toy removed and then a momentary pressure before the plug slid inside her butt. Then it just stayed there and she felt that unfamiliar fullness. Not pleasant necessarily or unpleasant either just ... unfamiliar. She immediately realised that feeling wouldn't stay so unfamiliar to her for long.
"Beautiful honey, got your pics for Elvin? Right then - time I showed Dee here how to please a Black man. You ready to help?"
"Fuck yeah," Shaka had hardly needed to speak.. His big Black cock was rock hard. Linda moved to him and carefully applied lube to the length of his thick shaft. She then lay back and put her legs in the air, holding her ankles.
Shaka lubed his fingers and then eased them into his wife's butt. Making sure she'd be ready for him. Then he put that big cock of his against her rosebud and gently pushed. Dee watched as his cock slid inside maybe a half an inch. Then he began a slow methodical few strokes that soon had almost all his cock in her.
"Oh yes honey - that's right." Linda panted out the words as Shaka began to build his strokes. "Fuck my ass."
Dee watched - almost amazed at how easily Linda seemed to be taking him. The South African's eyes were locked on those of her husband, her hands still at her ankles making herself fully available for him. Her face was flushed, her eyes sparkling.
Shaka's pushed his hands up to replace his wife's on her ankles.
"Yeah - fuck me Shaka - take me - it's yours - I'm yours."
The words were almost chanted between Shaka's heavy thrusts into her. Dee knew that feeling. When he had taken control and was taking you to places you'd never dreamed possible until you'd met a man like him. She found her fingers were at her own pussy, noted the subtle difference in feeing when combined with the sensation of her butt-plug.



She'd watched on - her fingers teasing herself. Watched on as the couple had fucked, their two bodies made one by the energy and the moment She had watched on as Shaka had cum deep into his wife and then had pushed his body down onto hers - their mouth's meeting in a deep lovers' kiss.
"Check your phone." Until Shaka spoke she had almost thought the couple had forgotten that she was there. It had got pretty intense! On her phone she found a video clip and three rather select pics sent over by Shaka along with Elvin's details.
Shaka didn't say any more, he didn't need to. Dee knew what she needed to do and what, somewhat to her surprise, she found herself very much wanting to do.
***
So she had sent him a message and he'd responded.
"Sweet! Congratulations! You really gonna bring that fine booty over here?"
Did it make her shallow? Her satisfaction at his obvious enthusiasm. Well - the lucky man SHOULD be happy about it. She'd been putting the work in.
Taking It Up The Ass (Scenario 2)
"But I ... you can't know what's happening here. I can't just let..."
David's voice was resonant with his desperation, his panic. He could see his whole life collapsing before him. All the certainties and comforts built up over forty years were proving as transient and unreliable as the sea-spray.
One of the three men behind the desk cut him short in a firm but weary tone. "We do understand, I only wish you could grasp how much we sympathise. How much we wish that we could come to some other conclusion. However, there is an issue of commitment here, an issue of loyalty..."
David just stared at them. Three men - almost identikit in their corporate suits. Put on his case from HR. Why? What the fuck had he done? Why was he being punished?
"I also need you to understand that this is no comment on your case. We are not in a position to do that. But do you think you are the first executive here to have a marriage break up? Do you think this is our first time dealing with this situation?"
"No, no, I understand that but...."
The man held up an imperious hand and David's comment spluttered to a halt.
"You must see it from Dominion's viewpoint. You were recommended for promotion and we value your past contribution. However, how can we retain someone in so responsible a position when their attention and concentration cannot help but be elsewhere. It is obvious that this, er, process will be messy and long. We..."
"Could I not be granted leave? Then come back." David was trying to determine the financial implications of that in his head as he spoke.
"We can't carry passengers David. Your post is a prized one - do you really think we can just leave it open? Do you think there aren't hundreds of applicants desperate for the chance to prove what they can do here?"
That hit David right where it hurt. In his office, behind his desk, he felt in control. Here he felt powerless, defenceless. His promotion had come as a surprise to him but he had accepted it. However, what if someone else came in and out-performed him? What if he had to start again somewhere else - assuming he could find somewhere else. That asshole in the suit was right that there would be hundreds out there chasing every such position. 'Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit, oh shit,' he thought as he tried to hold himself together.
The man peered at David over his spectacles. He looked at him for a long moment and then sighed and shook his head. "It's a shame David. I'd like to stress that we don't think any the less of you. However, ultimately, someone in your position has to be FULLY committed to Dominion and we can't allow distractions."
He tapped the pile of papers by his right hand with his biro. "You must understand how bad this will be. Your wife, err, your soon-to-be ex-wife, has some very powerful representation. I assume some of the names here are not unknown to you? Have you seen the team assembled to fight this case for her? Also it appears that the case will be heard in the Capital rather than down here and that can only play into their hands. The judge might be in their pocket before the case even starts. I've heard talk about that lead lawyer of hers - she doesn't lose many over there. At the worst they will take you for every penny you have. At the best you'll be in the courts for years and maybe, just maybe, get a partial ruling."
"But that can't be right. Its not just, its not fair, I did nothing wrong..." David's voice petered out at the look of pity sent his way by the man. It told him - 'what does justice and fairness have to do with it. How can you have lived so long and not at least learned that.'
The man's expression hardened. "I'm sorry you have to make this so difficult for us. However, you must acknowledge that we have no choice in this matter. We have to let you go." He momentarily paused as he heard a whimpered moan of despair from David. "I realise that you haven't been in your current position for the required term and so, in accordance with the revised contract you signed on your transfer here, your severance will be at your previous lower non-executive rate. The equivalent of six weeks pay at that lower rate. I wish we could be more generous but you'll understand that in the current climate..."
David was just staring at him, his mind empty of rational thought. His life destroyed in a few casual words. He'd only have his savings and how long would they last, especially with lawyers' fees to pay. He was fucked, right royally fucked...
"Ahem."
The man in the suit paused and turned to the man seated in the corner who had just cleared his throat. David had almost forgotten him after the barrage of questioning from the three HR guys.
The man raised his eyebrows and then spoke. "The Board asked me to come down and observe this afternoon." His voice was rich and mellow. He gave a sad smile, the wrinkles around his eyes and mouth betraying his age. He had to be in his sixties. A gold cuff-link in his made-to-measure suit glinted as he made a gesture to the papers on the table. "First of all I have to say that Mr Crosby's view of this situation is quite correct and what I have to say in no way reflects on him or the HR Department. With this case in the mix there's no way Dominion can keep you on son."
The moment of hope in David's heart was snuffed out in an instant. It had seemed unlikely. Some old Black dude showing up to save the day. He'd never had much time for Blacks and now what with Dee and all...
He realised the Black man was watching him, a strange expression in his eyes. It was like he'd read his thoughts. David's soul cringed within him.
A flicker of a fresh smile twitched the corner of the African-American's mouth. "It is clear to me that we are losing a valuable member of staff and I want to do all I can to avoid that. For you," he nodded to David, "and for the company."
Crosby, the man from HR, cautiously interjected, "I know sir, that you have business in the Capital. Could you perhaps...?"
Again the roller-coaster of David's emotions began to slowly inch upwards. He'd always known the golden truth of that simple comment. 'It's not what you know it's WHO you know?' With the right connections you really could achieve almost anything. He looked again at the African-American in the beautifully-tailored suit. "Sir, If you can do anything I would be..."
The Black man held up his hand as if to save David from further embarrassment. "Of course I'll be glad to do what I can. I know some of those involved. Perhaps a," and he savoured the next word, "compromise can be reached."
"A compromise...?" said David in a small voice.
"I'm an old-fashioned man David. I believe a man's pride lies in his sons, the young men that will carry on his name. Daughters take a different place in our hearts - we understand that much as we love them they will always be part of the world of women."
He looked at David and his brown eyes seemed to see deep into his mind and soul. His voice was deep and caring. "I know you have a son."
"Yes, yes, I have Davey." David's voice cracked a little as he remembered the time he'd spent with his son over the past few months. He'd sometimes resented it at the time but now - when he faced losing everything. His eyes prickled with tears, "He's ... he's ... everything to me." The statement, like the realisation, came more easily than he would ever have imagined.
The African-American nodded and smiled. "Now we can make progress. In any negotiation you must understand what can be won and you must realise what MUST be won. Then we can go into the fight ready to prevail. First, custody of Davey is non-negotiable. Second, your wife doesn't get a penny of your hard-earned money and you get the house. Third, you obtain generous access rights to your daughters up to the age when they can make their own decisions. Sound acceptable?"
The man's generous avuncular tone had suddenly hardened and become brutally efficient. David thought he could understand how he had risen high in business. Mostly, however, he just rejoiced that someone was taking charge. He'd been lost, floundering in despair. Now he perhaps saw a way forward. However, he wasn't completely sold. "Perhaps I should get a lawyer..."
The Black man was dismissive. "Lawyers! They'll drag this thing into court for years and suck you dry of all you possess and all you'll ever possess. Besides, winning a case against a Capital resident in a Capital court with a judge probably picked by the opposition. There's only one lawyer I know who could do that for you."
"Who's that?"
"Jessica Lyons - and she's working for your wife." The African-American stood. He wasn't a big man but he seemed to control the room. "Son, you'd best face the facts. I will go out there and get what I can for you or you can throw up your job and try and find a lawyer of any quality to take up those odds without a guarantee of getting paid. I don't fancy your chances there by the way."
He took a few steps toward David. "I'm offering my help to get you the deal I mentioned. It's up to you of course." He held out his hand. David looked him squarely in the eye and then seemed to make up his mind. He took it and the Black man's second hand closed over his.
"Do you really think you can get that deal?" asked David.
"Don't worry son," the Black man gave him a friendly wink, "I tend to get what I want." It was said with a tone of solid assurance. "I'll have some documents made up for your signature and you can sign them before I leave. I'll have them sent over to your office." He nodded and David understood that he was dismissed. He left the room and headed for his office, his head still in a whirl.
The African-American shook hands with each of the three HR reps. "My thanks to you all - of course if I can ever assist any of you in any way..."
"No problem Mr Taylor," answered the man named Crosby, "it's always a pleasure. But that guy's record. I mean it's OK but..."
"...you think he's not worth my bother," Taylor completed his sentance. "Well, I recommended him so I feel a certain responsibility. Besides he may be a little weak but he doesn't deserve to be destroyed. Anyway - I have my reasons."
Crosby and his two colleagues paused and then realised Mr Taylor wasn't going to tell them any more. "Of course sir, as you wish." Then they too left the office.
Taylor reached into his brief-case and produced the papers Jessica had prepared for him. They secured for David exactly what Taylor had promised him. They'd be signed and presented to court, with the equivalent papers for the delicious Dee, and it would be a fait accompli. All signed and sealed within ten minutes.
Taylor pulled out his phone and hit a button. "Ah - the beautiful Linda. The papers are ready for delivery. I doubt your formidable powers of persuasion will be needed to get them signed but ... as you know this is important to me and to your husband. Talking of Shaka give him my regards and tell him we're long overdue a drink. Maybe I'll drop into one of those bars of his, eh. Anyway - I'll see you in a few minutes."
Taylor put his phone back into his pocket. He smiled the smile of a satisfied man.
Taking It Up The Ass (Scenario 3)
Elvin still looked like the cat who had got the canary. He had done so ever since he had opened the door to her. Not that she was complaining. A girl liked to know she was being appreciated.
It was fun. Elvin was different to Shaka or even Bill. That last time they met had, she suspected, been the first time anything of the kind had happened to him. He'd still seemed genuinely surprised that she had turned up at all. Things like that didn't happen to him on a regular basis - that was clear.
Normally she enjoyed the way her men took control, their swagger and confidence. The way they expressed their desire for her and her friends. But, it couldn't be denied, it was a pleasant change of pace to be with Elvin. She knew that once he relaxed he could give her just the sort of evening that she loved.
She also knew just how to 'relax' him. After a greeting kiss and a few words she moved him over to a chair and then began to give him a little show.
The only other time they had been together they had been at the hotel with Shaka and Shaka did tend to dominate any proceedings he was a part of. Now it was just the two of them and she was going to make sure that Elvin knew that tonight she was just for him.
Dee moved over to the TV and turned it on. A swift channel selection and a moment's pause before she nodded and made her way back to Elvin. She was pleased to see that when she turned the African-Americans eyes were fixed on her, and particularly on her butt. All those exercise sessions were paying off! She glanced down and smiled. She could stop right here - the bulge in the front of his pants told her Elvin was ready. But where was the fun in that? Elvin wasn't just going to get a fuck tonight he was going to get a fuck that he'd remember for the rest of his life. She wanted him boasting to his friends about the hot piece of white tail he'd had.
She restored eye-contact as she went, her movements in time to the heavy beat coming from the TV. She knew the images flickering on the screen. The sexy barely-clad dancers gyrating as the rapper told his story. She also knew Elvin wasn't watching the TV. He didn't need to. He'd got his own hot little chassy right here and in person.
She knew she had him. He wanted her and he wanted her bad. It felt good She reached out her fingers and touched his lips. Then she moved her hands back to undo her top. Felt the air on her skin and knew that her nipples would surely be growing and thickening.
She saw the tip of his tongue just protrude from his mouth. She straddled him and pushed her breasts into his face. Felt the warm air of his breath and the wetness of his lips and tongue.
Then she skipped back and off him, knowing that his eyes were following her every move. She turned and very carefully bent over to undo her heels, wiggling her butt at him as she did so. She half expected to feel the heavy slap of a Black hand on her butt. Shaka wouldn't have hesitated - he would have wanted to see the pink mark of his hand on her pale flesh, marking her as his.
She was pretty sure he remembered their last meeting - when she'd made her promise to him. She stepped out of her heels and backed up close. Looking over her shoulder she said, "Remember how I said you can claim what's yours?"
He smiled and leaned forward. Dee felt his hand land on her still-clothed butt, heard the satisfying 'slap' of the contact. That was good - he'd remembered alright! Now it was time to show him his little surprise.
Dee's hands went to her skirt and swiftly undid it. She allowed the material to flow around her body a few times and then let it drop.
"Fuck yeah," she heard the pure pleasure in his voice. Felt his hands grasp her hips and pull her back towards him. Well it seemed Elvin was coming out of his shell just fine.
Linda had helped her out with that part. Writing in black sharpie the words 'PROPERTY OF ELVIN' on the pale skin of her butt-cheek.
She'd lost her balance a little when he grabbed her but she didn't fall. She felt the strength in his hands as he held her and then eased her down and onto his lap. She felt the hardness there, the beautiful Black cock ready to be set free. Hard and pulsing with blood, strong with his desire for her.
Elvin had never known the old her. He had only known the new Dee. To him she wasn't an almost middle-aged soccer mom, steeped in the dullness of suburban living, worn down by the years with her husband. To him she was a sexual being, a woman full of life, a beautiful desirable woman. For sure not a teenager but then neither was he. They'd both lived enough and loved enough to know just how to ensure the other enjoyed their time together.
She worked her hips a little on his lap, rubbing her butt over that promising bulge in his pants. She heard him chuckle again and felt his fingers relax a little.
She quickly skipped up and off his lap again. Ever since she'd met Shaka and his friends they'd been wanting her to dance for them - more than once they'd tried to get her on stage at one of the clubs Shaka had taken her too. She'd not been ready then - had lacked the skills or the confidence. Now she danced for Elvin - his own private dancer. Teasing him a little, flirting with him a lot, letting him know that he would come to enjoy all that she could offer a man.
She kept eye contact with him as much as she could, saw the glittering hardness of the desire in his dark eyes. Finally it was time and she seemed to know it without anyone having to speak. She straddled him again, this time her naked body against his clothed one, her mouth finding his in a long deep kiss.
When they came up for air she dropped down to kneel between his legs and to unbuckle his belt. There were no surprises. Under his pants were a pair of shorts seriously tented by his erection. That last barrier gone she could gently take his cock in her hands and worship it as it deserved. Nuzzling the fresh warmth of his skin, licking his shaft and balls and only then, then, beginning to suck him. He didn't have a really big cock - she'd seen several bigger. But he had enough, just the right amount for what she needed tonight. She felt his cock twitch in her mouth and pulled off him. She really didn't want him to cum yet.
"Not yet, Elvin. I've got plans for this beautiful cock. I left my bag in the bathroom. Can you get it for me please?"
Fetch and carry. Fetch and carry. Elvin spent his life fetching and carrying for the guests at that hotel. But any annoyance he'd felt at being reduced back to that status disappeared the moment he saw her again.
She was on all fours at the edge of the bed. Her head down on a pillow, her toned white ass thrust up towards him. He saw the writing there and he saw something else. At her butt-hole was a Queen of Spades symbol.
"It's in the bag," was all Dee said to him.
In the bag. He knew the double meaning there. Even as he reached into the bag and pulled out the lube. She was giving herself to him, happily and unreservedly.
"This really your first time?"
"Yes." The first time ever? The first time in her new life? The first time with a real man, a Black man? Those questions might all have the same answer or they might not. It didn't matter.
"I'll be careful." She knew that he meant it and that he had the experience to know what he was doing. She realised that he was the perfect choice for this. He was strong but would use that strength with discretion. His cock was a good size but not too big. Had she chosen him or had Shaka? She couldn't remember and that didn't matter either. He was perfect.



"Fuck me now. Please...." She heard herself say it. First there was the slight pressure as he gently removed her butt-plug and then a more insistent pressure at the entrance to her butt. She did her best to relax and was rewarded by the feeling of his well-lubricated cock slipping past her defences and into her butt. His hands were back on her hips, holding her in position and making sure that she stayed there ready for him. He needn't have worried because she wasn't going anywhere.
Elvin was as good as his word. He was careful. However, that care didn't alter what was happening. His movements were first slow and carefully measured but each claimed a little more of her as his. She found herself trying hard to relax - something that was a little self-defeating. She would tense up and then immediately feel the discomfort. Elvin would stop and wait for the pressure to ease. Then he would remorselessly start to claim her again. He was careful and he was cautious but he was definitely taking that booty!
Dee tried to get into the zone, that mental place where she wasn't having to fight herself. Where she could relax without having to consciously do so. Where she could truly give herself to him. It was another rite of passage for her. Shaka had secured her pussy for the Black man. Bill had secured her womb for the Black man. Now Elvin was claiming her butt for the Black man. Then in about a year's time she would go back to Shaka and he would make her a Black man's woman, for real and for ever. With a Black man's child in her arms and another growing in her belly. Just as she had always been meant to be but had only recently realised. It all led to that.
"Yes Elvin, yes. Fuck me - take what's yours." They were the first words she had spoken in minutes and the act of uttering them brought her back to herself. Let her feel directly and strongly the regular thrusts of Elvin into her, let her feel and hear the slap of his skin against hers. She had taken him and he had taken her. She breathed out long shuddering gasps, tried to speak again but couldn't. She felt so full, almost overwhelmed by this new different way to please her men.
She knew Shaka would want her booty ... and Bill ... and Lavon and ... well she knew enough to know that an awful lot of the guys treasured some prime white booty. They would enjoy her and she would enjoy and savour their pleasure.
"Yes," she finally almost snarled out through gritted teeth.
"Fuck yeah," responded Elvin as he came long and hard into her butt. Now she heard him breathing hard too, knew that she had given him a good work-out. She felt him withdraw and then she rolled over. He joined her almost immediately Their lips met, tenderly. It felt so good.
"Thanks," she said. She meant it too.
Elvin had a cheeky smile, almost boyish despite his short-cut greying hair. "Alright if maybe I can fuck that fine white pussy too - I mean before we have to go."
She returned his smile. Oh that sounded a lot better than alright! "Well you BETTER had mister," she said as she leaned back in to renew her kiss.
Epilogue
"Hi everyone." Charli waved at the small camera being held by a beefy Black doorman.
"All my followers and the followers of my lovely MILF-tastic friend Dee. We're so glad of your support tonight because Dee is a little nervous. Isn't that right baby?"
Dee summoned up a smile and a little wave for the camera.
"It's her first time!" Charli giggled and winked. "But all Dee's followers who saw the pics posted last month know that she's looking just way too beautiful not to get an invite." She gave Dee a little hug. "Relax baby as soon as we get going it'll be fine!"
Dee remembered those pics. Naked - the camera capturing her body and its curves. The main pic of herself looking out at the camera as Bill stood behind her with his big Black hands resting on the prominent bulge of her belly. That gesture of protection and possession.
She wasn't a vain woman but she'd looked at that picture every day since she'd first seen it. It looked so beautiful, so perfect, so right. Her smile as she faced the camera, her eyes clear and bright. Facing the future with assurance and confidence. It was the new her.
Just at the moment she didn't feel much like 'the new her.' She felt nervous as a kitten. They told you that once you got going then it came natural. But what if it didn't! What if she just kind of froze up. What if they hated her? What if they were disappointed?
She turned towards Charli - trying to feed on some of the young woman's exuberant confidence. This was very small beer for her. Anna had shown her a video of one of Charli's performances once. Apparently Anna's cuck Kent was a big fan. Dee had just shook her head in wonder at it. Charli in only a black leather thong and matching thigh-high boots. Her two white male slaves tied to a post, their little pink penises safely caged. Charli flicking a long whip with exquisite skill and control. Honestly Dee had only been able to watch between her fingers!
That wasn't her scene. They weren't entirely wrong when they called her a little soccer mom. She loved her little apartment in one of Mr Taylor's new developments. So convenient for work and just the right size for her and the two girls. They'd made lots of new friends and she had absolutely no shortage of help with them when she had 'something on'.
The only real wrench had of course been young Davey but she was so proud of him. She had taken him by the hands and told him that she loved him but that she was relying on him to look after his Dad. That she couldn't trust that job to anyone but her smart handsome boy. He had got that serious look of his onto his face and thought about it for a good twenty seconds before nodding.
Now she counted off the days each time before she saw him again Just as David probably did for the girls. There was one difference though. First thing on arrival Davey would solemnly report on how his Dad was doing. She knew from him and the girls that David preferred not to hear anything about her. Well she couldn't blame him and she hoped his dating plans worked out for him.
"Dee - come ON." Charli's voice cut into her thoughts. She got up and hustled across to join the curvy Blonde. She felt her big hoop ear-rings swing as she walked. It had been very important to have them on tonight.
Charli peeked through the curtains and seemed to get a signal. She turned back, "Ten seconds", she said.
The music peaked and then dipped. A familiar voice boomed out, amplified through the club. "Now we got something real special for you tonight. You all know the legend that is Charli but she done brung along with her the sweetest of sweet treats. Welcome them both up here. C'mon girls."
Brawny Black arms reached out to help them both up the few steps. Dee was grateful to Jess for the advice that she wear flats. Other than that she had a modest wraparound skirt and a loose blouse. As Charli stepped up she heard the patrons cheer and heard a second wave of cheers when she took her position beside Shaka.
He smiled at her and nodded. Charli was already heading out onto the stage - peeling off her own top to show her heavily pregnant belly. Those near enough could read the message permanently inked into her pale skin just above her pussy.
'THIS PUSSY FOR
NIGGAS ONLY'
With the Black 'QOS' symbol inked in on either side. Charli wasn't shy and wasn't afraid to get her freak on. Her dancing skills were perhaps hampered by her condition but the crowd didn't give a shit, whooping and hollering. Her movements were graceful if slow as she shook her booty for them, drinking in their acclaim. Finally she turned and pointed both fingers at Dee.
It was show time. A deep breath and she stepped forward onto the stage.
"Plenty of you seen her aound - now fo' the first time anywhere dancing on stage - my fine fine bitch - DEEEEEEEEE!!"
If she was worried about following Charli she needn't have been. The crowd cheered and stamped their feet. But that was nothing compared to when she undid that last button and peeled off her blouse. She was a couple of months behind Charli but her belly left no doubt that Dee was just as pregnant and the crowd liked the way this was going.
Dee knew what was expected of her, this place had certain traditions, and she was ready when Charli returned with a radio mike. "Anything to say babe?"
"My name's Dee and I'm Black-Bred and loving it!" She almost shouted into the mike.
Her young blonde friend's face broke into a broad grin at the roar of approval from the crowd.
At a signal from Shaka the music was turned back up. They both began to move to the rhythmn as Charli ran her hands over Dee's body. The two women's mouths and tongues met.
That concludes this story featuring Dee - we can't have an Episode 13. However, she will return...
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The New Normal
That's an expression you can get fed up of hearing. However, just because you don't want to hear it doesn't mean it might not be true. That you might suddenly find yourself accepting circumstances that only a few weeks or months ago you would have found inconceivable.
My wife would disappear for a few days at a time, initially based around the weekends. She would be with me most weekdays and also for a week each month when Levy didn't call for her. I knew why. He'd had her dump her birth control and he didn't want her getting knocked up ... at least not yet. So he sent her home to her husband.
It made your head spin to think about it. He had such confidence in his authority over her and over me. She wasn't going anywhere and I wasn't going to be allowed near her in that way. That had been made clear.
We had always had an 'open' relationship extending long before we had married. In fact extending into Hazel's previous marriage. I loved her freedom of spirit. But what could I do when her free choice was to submit, to give all power over her life to another man. To the man I would least have trusted with so precious a gift. To Levy.
Before Hazel had 'played away' but then come back to me. To our times as a couple, behaving generally as couples did. Then I shared her only with Vicky, her girlfriend.
On her first extended return to me from Levy I had found out that now things would be different. We had snuggled in front of the TV just as in the old days but when I suggested we go to bed she had been matter of fact.
"On my rules, on my owner's rules. Otherwise you'll have to be in the spare room."
I wanted to rage at her - to shake some sense into her, to break her out of this. However, I knew that would be a disaster. I would lose her for sure and immediately. There was that other matter too, the little voice in the back of my head that wouldn't go away and kept getting louder.
If I broke up with Hazel maybe I would stop getting the videos. Just thinking about them made my cock stir in my pants. That was my guilty secret or so I told myself. As if Levy didn't know exactly what was going on. As if he didn't know, or at least have a very good notion, what a hold that gave him over me. How it kept me following his rules almost as surely as Hazel followed them.
Training
The clip opened with an empty room. Then my wife entered with a bag. A bed dominated the picture and she put the bag down before sitting beside it. She unzipped the bag and began to remove the contents and lay them on the bed.
I recognised them. They were Hazel's toys. Various dildos and vibrators, some of which I had purchased for her. Various sizes and colours - some going back to her old days of giving naughty webcam shows when her husband was away.
Hazel carefully sorted them. White, pink, red, green and blue toys went in one pile. Her two black toys were left separate.
She stood up and then returned with a black rubbish bag.
"Now as you all know my owner has ordered me to be Black only. That really only applies to real cock but I've been thinking. When I can have this," she held up a six-inch black dildo that I had bought her, "why would I ever settle for this." She held up a rather smaller pink vibrator. There was a little blow for me there - I knew that vibe had been a particular favourite of hers. It had a function that allowed me to control it remotely. It was hard not to see a message in every word.
"So - what do we do with these?" Hazel was speaking as if to a class-room of her students. She looked beautiful, radiant with life and vitality. Enjoying the thought of an audience watching her.
She carefully threw all of the non-black toys into the rubbish bag. Then she stood up and picked up the camera. It shook as she walked out of her room and then out of the building. She reached a trash-skip and threw the bag inside. Then she walked back inside, collecting another bag on the way.
"Now I've put the rubbish out I can take a look at the beautiful new presents that my owner has got for me."
Which was true but only up to a point. Levy had given them to Hazel but, of course, he had obtained them with my money. I'd had to get used to that. If Levy turned up to collect Hazel he'd always want his 'fees'. A high hourly rate that meant I was paying him to 'train' my wife. The rate might have been high but apparently it wasn't enough. He'd set up an account in my wife's name but under his control. More often than not he'd tell me to transfer a few hundred or even a few thousand into that account. Some went on clothes or toys or all the various needs of a white whore in training but I knew most had to be going straight into Levy's pocket. He desired my wife, don't be in any doubt about that, but primarily she was a money-making concern. The fact that, initially at least, he was taking his cash from her white husband only made it that little bit sweeter.
Hazel laid out four toys on the bed. "These are the start of my new collection. Also the start of a valuable new lesson for any of you girls out there who want to please your own Black owners. If you fail to prepare then you have prepared to fail. My owner has been training me but these have been set for my homework."
There was something particularly perverse about it. Hazel had slipped into her teaching mode but she was taking about training herself to sexually satisfy and excite first her Black owner and then, as I was well aware, anyone else that Levy might lend or hire her out to.
The first toy was slim but long. As Hazel held it up its flexibility allowed it to move slightly. Hazel put it to her mouth and then began to push. As more and more of the plastic slid into her mouth she held her head back. Her mouth filled and her throat seemed to bulge but finally, almost incredibly, she had taken it all. She held a finger to the end in her mouth for a few seconds and then withdrew the toy. As it withdrew it seemed impossible that she had taken it all but anyone watching had seen her do just that.
She gasped a couple of times once it was withdrawn. That thing had to have been closing off her throat. She held up the toy, now glistening with her saliva, and her eyes sparkled with pleasure and, perverse as it might seem, with pride.
"I might have been practising," she admitted, "and my owner has been helping me."
I had no doubt that he had.
Hazel was still looking straight into the camera, probably I surmised her phone. "I've thought of something else - that I will try for the first time for you."
She ran her tongue around her lips and seemed to exercise her mouth and neck a little until she was ready. Then she began feeding that long toy back into her mouth and down her throat. However, this time when she had taken it al the way she closed her mouth to keep it in place. She reached for a Black ribbon and tied it around her mouth to keep the toy in place and then dropped her hands. I could see she had linked them behind her back.
Anyone viewing had seen the length of that toy, knew that it was cutting off her airways. I wondered if Levy was there with her, if anyone was there with her. This wasn't the sort of thing to do solo.
Hazel had closed her eyes and held her position for almost a minute. Then she began to shake. Her cheeks were pink, her eyes came open and stared into the camera. She swayed a little and gave a high-pitched little noise. A stifled moan or scream? She raised a hand and then dropped it back behind her back again. Her eyes were wide now, fierce and proud. A new noise - lower like a moan. This couldn't go on.
It didn't of course. In reality Hazel had only been doing a rather dramatic version of holding her breath. Her hands came up and pushed off the ribbon. Then she eased the toy back out of her mouth as she coughed and spluttered and sent long streams of thick saliva down its black shaft.
Hazel was panting, gulping in great lungfuls of air, leaning forward. Finally, her face came up to the camera. A face with an expression of pure triumph.
"That felt intense. But it's part of the training. A Blackman's whore needs it to improve her flexibility and stamina." She nodded into the camera and I knew that she was repeating words Levy had been teaching her. Then she smiled a smile that I knew very well. The smile that told me she found what she was about to say very exciting. "Of course we could make it really naughty." She stepped across the room to a cupboard and opened the door. She produced a pink pair of fluffy hand-cuffs. They looked cute but I'd seen them before, in fact been attached to my own bed with them before. Despite the frills and cuteness they were well capable of doing their job.
There had been a pretence of danger before. The idea of using those cuffs in these 'games' injected a real element of risk. I felt my heart quicken and a sense of dread. My dick started to soften in my hand. I'd been wanking - that had become a matter of course when I got one of these clips.
Hazel threw the cuffs back into the cupboard and shrugged her shoulders. "Sorry boys - my owner says I'm not allowed to use them on my own. So no cuffs for me - at least not today. Maybe you can post a comment if you want to see me use them." She came back to the bed.
I let out a long exhale of breath. Realised suddenly that I had been holding my own breath too. I felt reassured - I knew by now that my wife would obey Levy's instructions. That was no guarantee for the future but I knew that Levy valued her, if only as a possession. He wouldn't foolishly endanger her - I could rely on him for that at least. So I told myself, so I kept telling myself as I watched the rest of the video with my cock once again growing hard in my hand
Now Hazel picked up another of her new toys - this one was a brute. A good nine inches of solid Black shaft with a thick girth. She moved to its base and licked it lovingly before pushing it's base suction cup onto a mirror on the wall. She had positioned it perfectly. As she dropped to her knees it was directly at her eye level, that big black shaft dominating the picture.
"My other toy is good for some things but this is more like the new men in my life. Big and Black and hard and ready for me. Do you think I can take it?"
She spoke to the audience but her eyes were fixed on that fake cock sticking out from the mirror. She spoke again. "I wish this was you here in front of me. Your big beautiful Black cock hard and ready for me to please you, to beg you to you shoot your hot cum for me." She paused as if her spell was broken for a moment. "Unless of course you have a little white prick then you'd better just keep wanking it yourself because it's no good to me."
I looked down at my own cock hard in my hand. She could have meant that comment for me. Perhaps she did. How had it come to this? I should have been spending all my time agonising over that question but it just went in and out of my consciousness in a split-second. I had other things to concentrate on. The clip was still playing and my cock was still hard.
"Any Black-owned white whore needs to be able to take big cocks. That's why we need to practise. I used to struggle after a lifetime of weak white sauce. Now my owner has been training me and I'm doing much better. Like to see?" Hazel gave a little smile to the camera. She knew the answer to that.
She collected her long blonde hair and tied it back. Then she took two deep breaths and then moved her mouth forward and onto he fake cock. as she went her tongue played on the underside of the shaft. I knew how good it felt when she did that. She kept going until most of the Black cock was in her mouth then she pulled back a little before pushing forward again. This time she took the toy almost to its base and her tongue pushed out to lick the pair of plastic Black balls at its base. She pulled back off the cock.
Her eyes wee sparkling and her cheeks pink. "I'm getting better," she said, "but I'm still not quite there. I want to be able to deep-throat my men. To take them all the way, every time." She blew out a breath of air and then returned to her task. Pushing her mouth down onto the big shaft, exploring the physical challenge of it. If she'd been with Levy he'd have been 'helping' her. Pushing his cock down her throat, holding her head as he fucked her mouth. I'd seen that. This, somehow, seemed more telling. There was no question of my wife being forced into this. Taking all that black plastic cock into her mouth was at the centre of her being for these few minutes. Demonstrating her ability and her willingness to serve.
Hazel kept pushing down onto the shaft, trails of saliva began appearing off the base of it. A couple of times she coughed and spluttered and had to withdraw. Then finally, triumphantly, she took it all. Her mouth met the base of the cock. She held herself there for a good twenty seconds, her cheeks ever more pink, and then with a guttural grunt she pulled herself off. The plastic shaft was wet with her saliva.
She looked back direct into the camera as she breathed deeply, getting oxygen back into her lungs. Finally, she wiped her mouth and spoke. "I'm going to do that every day, with this one and then with a bigger toy. I'm going to make sure that I can serve any Black man. That's what I am for - that's what I want and need to do."
She moved forward and cut off the video.
***
In the end it was apparently just a young woman and a piece of plastic. However, I knew that it meant a lot more than that. I saw how Hazel was loving playing to the camera. I saw the comments, page upon page of them sometimes, left under her videos. I gave up on reading them pretty soon. I knew that she didn't. Most of the messages were encouraging or demanding that she go further, ever further. Into what? There they were split. Was it her new life and freedom or was it her corruption and debasement? Did it matter if it was what she wanted? The other messages were abusive but I knew that they wouldn't phase Hazel one bit. She wasn't interested in pleasing people like that - she wanted to shock them, to outrage them, perhaps to fill their nightmares with images of their own wives, sisters and daughters following her down that path.
I knew how I felt. I felt shame. But only AFTER I had cum watching each video I received.
Cage Match
I kissed her cheek as she watched the television. She turned and smiled at me and her hand found mine. She was so beautiful. Her depression and lassitude were distant memories. She once again had that spark, that beautiful vitality that I had always loved more than anything in the world. I saw it and loved it but it all felt like ashes in my mouth. I knew that it wasn't me who had restored her. It was Levy and I knew that he hadn't done it for my benefit or for hers.
Levy had surprised me. I had hoped that he would take it too far too fast, scare her, drive her back to me. I shouldn't have been surprised that it didn't turn out that way. This was Levy's game and he knew how to play it. Manipulating her and, I had to admit, manipulating me.
"Have you checked today?" Hazel's voice broke into my thoughts.
"Checked what?"
"You know..."
I knew alright. We had never really addressed the videos. If she was away then I would check and almost always find a new one. Sometimes a few seconds long, sometimes much longer.
"You should check them now." It was delivered as a suggestion rather than an instruction. However, I knew it opened a new door for us. I had never watched a video of Hazel with her there. It would hardly be the first time I had seen her 'playing' - just the first time in this context, since Levy had taken charge.
I looked at my wife - saw her confident smile, saw her little nod as she recognised my indecision.
"Please watch one - for me."
I felt my mouth go a little dry. We hadn't had a sexual relationship since that second visit of Levy's - when Hazel had signed herself over to his ownership. We still shared a bed - sometimes. Hazel had moved a lot of her stuff over into the other large bedroom. She said she found it easier to sleep there, and she needed her sleep after her times with Levy. I accepted that - what else could I do?
I suddenly realised that I hadn't seen my wife naked in over a week. Hadn't been able to admire the wondrous form of her, the perfect vitality of her skin, the gentle curves of her femininity.
I reached out for her. My fingers found the button of her shirt. Before I could undo it her hand closed round mine.
"You know the rules." Her voice was clear and with only the slightest hint of humour. "That's not allowed." She took my hand off her top and put it back at my side. "If you want to see me then you know what you have to do."
I got the tablet and went to the site. There was a new video. I felt my heart beat a little faster and swallowed. Then I glanced up and saw Hazel watching me, her eyes shining with enjoyment.
"Not the new one - watch that one first." She pointed at the screen.
It was one of the first clips they had sent me. The one of Levy taking her mouth, dominating her. Finally tying her hands behind her back and gagging her as he fucked her hard and then shot his cum all over his name and mark of ownership tattooed on her back. How many times had I seen it before - how many times had I... I was ashamed even to think about it.
While I hesitated my wife acted. She touched the screen and set the video in motion. The images played on the screen and even at low volume the sounds seemed to fill the room. It felt very different not to be watching alone and I glanced at Hazel but her eyes were fixed on the screen, on the sight of herself struggling to take Levy's cock all the way into her mouth.
I looked back at the screen, almost against my own will found myself getting into the images there, the story being so graphically portrayed. I felt the pressure as my cock grew in my pants.
Levy's voice came out of the speakers. "Yeah, you getting it, you startin' to learn. Right now you're just a hole for the Black man's pleasure. When I'm done you'll have the skills you need. Be all you'll care about. Making the Black man happy and making the Black man cum. That's all you is here for, that's all you was made for. If you can't do that what use are you?"
I knew what was coming next - the harsh cut to Hazel's flushed face as he fucked her hard. I darted a glance at her and saw she was no longer looking at the screen. How long had she been watching me like that, how long had she been scrutinising my reactions so closely.
She reached out and paused the screen. "Is this how you normally watch my videos? It isn't is it" Her voice was playful now and I knew it was because she knew she had me, she understood me.
Her slender pale hand reached out and gently caressed the front of my trousers. I gasped and almost came right then and then. It had been a while. I heard the wonderful sound of her giggle, her delight at my reaction.
"Watch the rest the way you usually do." Again a request rather than an instruction. She was asking me to betray myself, to betray my desire to see her 'training'. God she was beautiful. I couldn't help myself and unzipped my trousers.
Hazel reached down to the floor below the sofa and produced a box of tissues. How long had they been there? How long had she been planning this?
"Show me - please."
I looked into those eyes, saw the words formed on her beautiful lips. I wanted to please her and... I needed to see the rest of the video and then to see the new one. I nodded and pulled off my trousers and underpants. Hazel smiled her satisfaction and set the clip going again.
On screen she was gaped and tied, she gave muffled groans and squeals as Levy fucked her hard. My hand began to stroke my penis, the latter already standing up fully hard. I felt my wife's hand on mine, careful not to touch my dick.



"Careful - slowly. We have another video yet."
I followed her advice, teasing and edging myself as I watched the screen. My flesh-and-blood Hazel sat beside me was almost forgotten as I got into the images on the screen once more. Savoured the sight of her final climax, her screaming through her gag as Levy took her to places I would never be able to take her. Normally I would have come then but instead Hazel leaned forward and set the new clip running
***
Hazel was completing a subtle make-up, almost naked save for the leather collar around her neck. The one with 'L - E - V - Y' marked out in silver letters. She wore only an almost see-through tiny bikini top and bottom. As the camera moved behind her it revealed her tattoo, Levy's mark of ownership, showing up clearly on her pale skin.
Next to Hazel was another girl, also with long blonde hair and an identical outfit and collar. The tattoo was the same too. I hadn't seen her before - clearly Levy had more than one project on hand. Why should that ever have surprised me - but it did. I wondered about Hazel and this girl, how did they react to having to share his attention?
"Ready?" That was the familiar deep voice of Levy, velvet at the moment but it could be harsh and fierce in a split-second.
Both women nodded.
"Best get them on bitches - don't wanna be arrested on the way over." He laughed at the idea as he watched them put on knee-length leather coats.
"They're faux but they are Saint Laurent. Aren't they amazing?" Hazel's words met me as I watched the images. They did look superb, both women - but especially Hazel. I knew those coats hadn't come cheap. I also knew that I had paid for Hazel's and quite possibly her new friend's too. At that moment, with my hard cock in my hand, it didn't seem too bad a deal.
On the screen Levy clicked his fingers and the two women obediently moved to his side. With practised ease he swiftly attached a separate leather leash to each of their collars and then led them out of the room.
The clip resumed with the camera focused on the end of one of those leashes. It was tied onto a thin metal rod, part of many such making up a cage. The gaps between the metal were maybe six inches wide and the camera panning around revealed a large empty warehouse-like space.
Returning to the leash the camera followed it from its tied end to the other that was clipped onto Hazel's collar. Then it panned back to show both women inside the metal cage, each with a leash tied to it. Their coats were gone and they were back in their tiny bikinis. Silver and almost transparent. I could see both women's nipples standing out hard against the thin material. Partly the temperature perhaps but I suspected excitement and anticipation were paying their part.
"Ready?"
He hardly waited for their assent before he strolled across the room to a big door, one that probably slid open to allow lorries to enter. Within it was a smaller normal-sized door that he opened. There was a noise of voices from outside.
Levy held out a hand and notes were placed into it. I saw twenties, at least three of them. Then a man moved past him. More notes and he stood aside to let a second man in. The process repeated, again and again and again. Noise from behind the camera gradually grew, voices raised in laughter. The camera swung once to reveal the cage largely hidden by a crowd of men, only its top remaining visible.
I was in no doubt that it was Levy collecting the money, though his face was never shown. He had at least one other man there with him. The second man was filming and, I suspected, supplying extra security. That didn't surprise me. What did surprise me was that the men coming in through the door were almost all white. Maybe a couple of South Asians, of Indian or Pakistani origin, but the thirty or forty men crowded round the cage were otherwise all white.
As the last man entered there was another raucous laugh from around the cage. Levy sat by the door, the women's coats hanging from the wall behind him. The cameraman moved forward towards the cage. On the way he passed men stripping off their trousers and underpants.
"Make some room here," the words were growled out.
The men shifted out of the way, glancing back at the camera. I noted no-one was hiding their identities. Levy clearly didn't care about that any more than he tried to hide the faces of Hazel and her new friend.
The camera was raised and then presumably hung onto the wire of the cage so that it was looking down on what was happening. The two girls just had enough room to stand back to back and lean forward. Hands groped for them through the cage and hands weren't the only things being pushed through the gaps.
Hazel was sucking on a fair-sized cock in front of her while her hands jerked off two more to either side. Seeking hands ran up and down her body, teased her nipples through the cloth of her top and soon pushed the flimsy material out of the way. Other hands reached for her pussy but were kept just out of reach. I was seeing the reason for the cage now. It wasn't purely symbolic. Levy was offering his girls up to this crowd but only so far.
Most of the men were middle-aged. Balding or greying heads predominated, beer-bellies were pretty common. Some were wanking to keep their hard-on while they waited to get to the front. Hazel and her friend were working hard - moving from cock to cock, giving out blow-jobs and hand-jobs, keeping them hard.
Outside the cage, all the way round, was a wall of half-naked men pressed against its walls and pushing their cocks through for attention. There was a cacophony of noise, yells and cheers and requests for the girls to suck this cock or move on to that cock. The men were definitively average, mostly around five inches or a little less. Some were a lot less and the girls had to push their hands against the cage to gain any sort of room to work. A few men were much better-equipped and then the girls could demonstrate their abilities a little better. But always there were the shouts and requests for them to move on. Forty men were just too much for two girls to handle at any one time.
Fortunately, of course, there was a remedy to that problem, a very natural one. Seconds after the camera was hung on the cage the first man shot his load, gasping and groaning as his seed ran down Hazel's arm. That seemed to set off a couple more. One shot his load over the other girl's tits while another, who hadn't even got to the girls, just wanked until his cum shot into the cage and mostly landed on the other girl's face. Had he got his money's worth? His, "Fuck Yeah," suggested he was pretty satisfied. Maybe just being there, experiencing the sights and the sounds and the smells, was enough for him.
As men shot their load it settled two problems. Room began to open up around the cage and most of those searching hands were withdrawn. Most men, it seemed, didn't appreciate the 'friendly fire'. Only a couple continued to grope at the girls, at tits increasingly covered with a mixture of sweat and semen.
I tore my gaze from the screen and looked at my wife She was looking intently at the images of her own debauchery, one hand pushed down the front of her panties and exploring. It was horny as fuck but I knew that she might not even remember that I was there. She was back in that warehouse, sucking strangers' cocks and being felt up by guys who'd just turned up off the street. I had to pace myself or I knew I'd cum too.
On the video a man suddenly pulled out of the other girl's mouth and shot four big ropes of his jizz over her pretty face. She gasped as she got some in the eye but it was drowned out by a roar of approval from the other men. His big cum-shot seemed to inspire a few others and for a few seconds cum was flying everywhere. Some missed but most landed on one of the girls' faces or bodies. Small rivulets of sperm slid down and slowly began to pool on the floor beneath them. The other girl's top, long discarded, lay in a little pool of cum,
"You fucking whores," shouted a man.
"Yeah, I'm your fucking whore. Now give me a big fucking load." Hazel almost snarled out the words, demanding it from him. Coming from her pretty face it was ridiculously, obscenely, horny.
He pushed through to the front, his fist working fast up and down his dick. Hazel took up position right at the edge of the cage, looking him in the eye, almost daring him to fail her.
"Fuck," he yelled and his cum shot out in four healthy spurts over Hazel's face. Almost immediately another man shot his load onto her and then another. A fourth landed short splattering onto the hard floor.
"Thanks," said Hazel still looking at he first man and then shifting her gaze around the rest of the men, "now who's next? Who's going to help show what a dirty little whore I am?"
The spent men moved back and others took their pace. Another three or four hard cocks, another three or four sets of balls that needed to be drained. I noticed men shifting toward Hazel from her quieter colleague, though the other girl still had her hands and mouth full. I know it was perverse but I took pride in that.
I looked the counter and the video had been going for twenty-five minutes. The crowd of men had thinned considerably. Instead of a wall of bodies and hard cocks and groping hands it was now easier to pick out individuals. Had that gut just come from his office job in the financial sector? Had that one just got through a messy divorce? Was that one married with a wife and kids at home? Was that one a flabby fifty-year-old virgin?
None of that seemed to matter to the two stars of the show. To them the men were just cocks, hopefully hard cocks, to be serviced and made to cum. The girls were both almost manic, moving from dick to dick, sucking and stroking and trying to make them cum. The other girl seemed to have picked up a trick from Hazel and now she began dirty-talking to the men as well. Making eye-contact and then pleading, or sometimes demanding, them to cum hard and hot and heavy for her.
Sometimes the girls got more than they bargained for. A man would shuffle forward and barely be touched before loosing big spurts of cum over Hazel or her friend. They got words of praise or perhaps a gasp of surprise from the target as the other men roared their approval, that roar gradually diminishing as men got dressed and left.
When there were only three or four men left the camera moved, obviously picked off its position on the cage wall. It moved behind the man having his dick sucked by Hazel. Call it the horny pervert's eye view. Through the thin bars of the cage you could see Hazel working hard for that nut, sucking and stroking the almost obese man in front of her. Rolls of fat jiggled as he pressed himself up against the cage. Hazel's eyes widened a little but she just kept sucking at him as the man moaned and groaned. Finally she pulled her mouth off him and then opened it to show the camera. Pooled on her tongue was the thick white liquid of his cum. Hazel turned and almost man-handled her friend down onto the floor of the cage. She put her hand on the other girl's cum-covered face and gently pressed. The girl understood and opened her mouth to allow Hazel to trickle the cum and saliva out of her own mouth and into the other girl's.
That almost did it for me. I grunted and barely managed to hold myself in check, not helped by Hazel giggling at my efforts. It seemed I wasn't the only one to find it arousing. On screen two or three of the last men present finally shot their loads. Sperm spattered onto Hazel's back and the other girl's face and onto the floor.
Suddenly there was only one man left. Hazel helped her friend up to the wire of the cage and held the other girl's head there. Mouth open the girl presented a target. The last guy had one of the bigger dicks on display and now he was wanking it hard, almost desperate to cum.
"Cum on stud", said Hazel, "it's Joanna's first time. Show her what a filthy little slut she is, make sure she keeps coming back. Make her a dirty cheap whore just like me. Paint that pretty face for her."
He grunted and did just that, the first rope of cum shooting high and getting Hazel as a bonus. The others were right on target, the cum joining that of many other men on the girl's face.
"Yeah," cooed Hazel, "now what do you say Joanna?"
"Thanks," said Joanna. It would have been ludicrous but for the image of the two girls there, their faces shiny with cum, the dark streaks of their eye make-up running down their cheeks and onto the girl Joanna's big firm young breasts.
I let out a long breath and tried to relax. It had suddenly become important to me not to cum in front of Hazel while I watched that record of her depravity with her. Ridiculously I didn't want it to look like I was aroused by what Levy was doing to her. How dumb could a man be? I'd just been wanking and edging for half an hour in front of her. If I was fooling anyone it certainly wasn't Hazel.
"Do you like her - she's cute isn't she? Just twenty-two and already a Black-only whore-in-training. Do you like that - do you like that your wife's a Black-owned whore-in-training too?"
All said with such a sweet innocent expression on her face. God but I wanted to fuck her, there and then. Or, even better, to take her out of that cage and fuck her, her body still covered in the cum of forty strangers. I felt the blood pulsing through my veins and struggled to keep control. I reached for logic as a help.
"Hardly Black-only. Those guys were all white."
"But they didn't get to fuck us. They only got what they got because our Owner allowed it."
"Allowed it. He sold it."
"So what - does it matter. We got them off because our Owner told us to. Now other white boys - like you for instance..."
I knew what she meant. I was the last person Levy would ever give permission to touch her or to be touched by her. That knowledge, perversely, just made me want her more.
Hazel gave me her little smile as her eyes twinkled with pleasure. She knew what I was thinking. "I think you enjoy my clips that we send you - I think that you enjoy watching me a LOT. But I need to see that you enjoy them. I need you to cum for me - to show me now much you want me to go on. Because I know that you do want me to go on. Just imagine this video if the men had been Black. Then there'd have been no cage, no barriers..."
"Oh .. oh fuck," I just grabbed a wad of tissue as I shot my load in fiercely strong spurts. It had all been too much to hold back. I felt the rush of my climax and then a dreadful sense of shame. I had hopelessly betrayed myself. Now Hazel knew the truth and now, truly, there would be no brake on her submission to her new owner.
I wanted to shout, to scream, to cry. I did nothing - I just sat there, sinking in a post-orgasmic pool of misery.
"Put your tissues in the rubbish bin honey," said Hazel. "I'll see you in the morning."
Marked
Hazel had been away for the half-term holidays. The next video was posted before she even got back. It opened to a hubbub of noise, mostly male conversation with an underlay of recorded music. It looked like some sort of night-club - less seedy than Levy's place. The camera panned around and you could see men, about twenty visible and perhaps more further back. This time the men were all dark-skinned, unambiguously of African ancestry, and nearly all had a drink in their hand. Otherwise they were a mixed bunch. Most were in their thirties or forties but some were much older. Their clothing suggested a social range, some dressed almost formally and others with more a look of the street.
There was a rumble of approval and a whistle or two as two figures appeared. The show was about to begin.
It was Hazel and Joanna. They entered and took up positions at the centre of the space. The men were round them and watching but keeping a respectful distance. Their eyes, however, were fixed on the girls and I didn't blame them one bit.
Hazel was wearing her long faux leather coat again but it was undone so that as she moved it revealed a flash of her nakedness beneath. Joanna was less subtle. She wore a lingerie-style outfit that left her firm young breasts exposed. Both women wore Levy's collar. Both had their long blonde hair pulled back into pony-tails. Both looked amazing.
The women each had a glass of wine and Joanna was giggling as Hazel spoke. I wondered how much she'd had to drink before stepping out like this. I'd seen her in the cage doing much more of course but that had been different, those had only been white boys. This time they were surrounded by Black men, You might not appreciate the magnitude of difference that made but I was in no doubt that Hazel and Joanna did.
Hazel wasn't giggling and her voice was firm and clear. I was in no doubt that she knew just what she was doing and her sense of confidence and daring told me that she was looking forward to it.
I'd promised myself that this time it would be different, this time I would be strong. However, I doubt I had even believed myself. As Hazel spoke I pulled out my prick and began stroking it.
"Gentlemen, on behalf of our Owner, both Joanna and I would like to welcome you tonight. We appreciate all of your past help for our cause and offer tonight's entertainment as initial reward. Any and all money donated today will be put towards those same aims and projects." She could have been making the opening remarks at any conference but next to her Joanna's half-naked body was enough to remind everyone that this was no stuffy conference.
Hazel now seemed ready to push home the point. She finished the rest of her wine and put down her glass. Then Hazel turned to the younger woman and cupped her big breasts with her hands, using her thumbs to tease Joanna's responsive nipples erect in moments. Joanna just giggled and looked into Hazel's eyes. I wondered just how close these two young women had become. As if to confirm my suspicions Hazel kissed Joanna on the mouth.
My wife then stepped back and used a hand to indicate Joanna's body. "As you can see our Owner can continue to source and supply a premium product. But perhaps you would like a little more proof?" There was a rumble from the crowd that became a louder noise of approval as Hazel allowed her coat to fall to the floor.
Joanna was a very attractive girl but I don't think I'm too biased when I say that Hazel looked fucking amazing. There was no fooling around with bikinis here. She was naked save for her heels, a garter belt and that leather collar of Levy's Her skin seemed almost to glow with life and health and vitality, I knew the signs. Hazel was excited and horny.
Confirming my thoughts Hazel turned to Joanna. "You ready babes?" The younger woman just nodded - my wife was definitely taking the lead here. Hazel flashed a dazzling amazing smile around all the men. "Gentlemen you all know the plans for this evening and so lets get started." She carefully took Joanna's drink and put it down before picking up two smaller objects and handing one to her friend.
"Who's going to be first?" Her question was confident and immediately I saw hands go up, notes in the fingers. My wife selected a man of about fifty, his head shaved. She gave him the object, which I now saw was a marker pen. In return he tucked cash into her garter belt and then gently positioned her in front of him. He moved the pen to her side and began to draw in quick strokes. Hazel tried to peep and giggled, "An artist!" The man finished his work and then turned my wife's body to the camera. It was a fairly crude representation of a cock and balls, carefully coloured black, with cum shooting out of the end.
"All that cum for me?" asked Hazel. The man just laughed, tapped her butt with his hand, and gave her back the pen. Hazel thanked him and moved on,



The next man was younger. The pen and money were exchanged again. "Anywhere?" he asked.
"Anywhere below my collar handsome, I'm all yours."
He turned her and wrote, 'Fuck my ass', on her butt-cheek.
"You'd like to do that," said Hazel, "you'd like to fuck my tight white ass."
"Fuck yeah," said the man as he handed the pen back.
Next up was a big man, about forty, with a soul-patch. He bent down and carefully wrote over Hazel's pussy. 'Black cocks only.'
"You making sure of that?" asked Hazel.
"I'm guessing you gave up whitey a while back. Just need to let the world know." His comment was matter-of-fact, delivered in a deep bass.
"Oh I like that." Hazel moved up to him and kissed him, their tongues meeting and connecting for a few seconds.
Next up was another big man, gold studs showing in his ears. He wrote in big letters across the top of Hazel's chest, 'Black-owned ho.'
"You think I'm a whore," said Hazel with mock indignation.
"I know you're a ho," he replied, "and I want every brotha out there knowing it." He moved forward and his fingers found her pussy.
"Hmmmn," she said and pushed her lips onto his. "You think I'm good whore?"
"I intend on finding out for myself as soon as your Owner lets you loose."
She gave him a delighted smile and then moved on. In the background I could see Joanna going through much the same process. Her body becoming covered with crude designs and obscene slogans. Her latest 'artist' was greedily sucking on one of her nipples.
Next up for Hazel was a younger man. "Yo friend got more to work with," he said as he handled Hazel's right breast.
"Complaining?"
"Just observing," he said quietly as he concentrated on his task. He wrote 'NIGGA' round one nipple and 'OWNED' round the other. Then he took her breasts in his big Black hands and fondled them.
"You seem to like them well enough," Hazel was teasing him.
"They nice and all but they could be better. You a Black man's ho then you should be the best you can be. These might be good enough for white boys but..." He reached in his pocket and pulled out a couple of extra fifties. "There's a contribution - you know what that's for."
"Thanks." Hazel's sang-froid seemed to have been punctured a little but as she turned to her next man she was soon herself again as he drew a large vigorous depiction of a black bull on her back and wrote 'Black bull rider' underneath.
Next up were two men stood together, their skin the deep almost blue-black of West Africa. They were talking together but not in English. The first took the pen and wrote 'sexy little whore' down Hazel's right thigh. His friend wrote 'lepa ashewo' down the left.
What does it mean?" she asked.
"About the same," was all the first man said as the pen was handed back.
The next man took Hazel by the arm and turned her round so her back was to him. He wrote quickly onto her back just below her neck in swift large letters.
"You know what this says don't you..."
"No," she couldn't see it.
"Same as your friend over there."
Hazel and the camera both looked across at Joanna - both saw the large letters 'B - C - S' drawn on her upper back, just as they had just been drawn on Hazel's.
"Know what that means too don't ya." His voice was matter-of-fact, enjoying the moment.
She knew aright and so did I. Levy or one of his enforcers had drawn those letters on her skin before. It stood for 'Black Cock Slut' and signalled to any of Levy's associates seeing it that the white girl wearing it was available for their sexual pleasure anywhere, anytime and anyhow.
"Gonna let the dice decide?" He framed it as a question but it was more a challenge. I knew what my wife would say before she said it. She'd seen Joanna wearing that mark with all it might imply for the future. Hazel had a competitive streak a mile wide. There was no way she would allow her new friend to out-slut her.
"Yes."
"Good girl," he tapped Hazel's butt with the pen and then handed it back to her.
Next came a drawn necklace culminating in a prominent 'Queen of Spades' symbol and finally a burly man in his fifties took a firm hold of Hazel as he drew onto her belly a Black cockerel with around it the words, 'Breed me Black,' in large stark letters.
"Are we about done?" The words came in a firm powerful female voice. I recognised it from the earlier video that I had been sent. It was the voice of the strikingly beautiful Black woman who had been admiring Hazel.
"Yeah Iyawa, they each got eleven."
Iyawa clicked her fingers and the two white women moved to her side. She examined first one and then the other, her eyes hidden behind dark glasses. "I see you men have been enjoying yourselves - making these two look like the dirty little white bitches they are." She chucked Joanna under the cheek with her strong dark fingers. "That what you are - a pretty little white bitch. Show me, ashewo, show me."
"Woof, woof," the young girl barked.
Iyawa's face broke into a wide brilliant smile. "That's good - what about you?" She asked Hazel.
Hazel raised her hands up and began to imitate the sound of a dog begging for a treat or to be taken for a walk
Iyawa laughed. Not so much a sound of joy as one of triumphant ownership. If I'd been in any doubts that Levy had honoured his promise to let her enjoy my wife then they disappeared on hearing that laugh. My wife clearly had two Black owners now and I was far from clear in my mind which of them might turn out to be the more demanding.
Iyawa had the stage now. Even through the screen I could tell that she shared that ability with Levy. The ability to command a room, to capture all attention. "Our friend is once again visiting the States as you know but I was glad to step in for him tonight. As reward for your assistance would you like to see my little pets here perform together?"
I felt my heart racing as I heard the sound of approval surge out from the speakers.
"How about you perform with them?" asked a man with a laugh
Iyawa stared him down for a couple of seconds and then smiled, a predatory smile. "Certainly we can play if you will play too and I can select the game."
The man waved in hands in mock alarm and shook his head. "No, no, leave that for your white boys!"
The other men laughed and again I knew that everyone there knew things that I did not. I have to confess I was a little disappointed. Iyawa clearly had an amazing body, both beautifully proportioned and strongly athletic.
Her attention was back on the two white women. "Men are such pigs and they think we need them! Show them that we don't."
I was slightly surprised to see Hazel take the lead. She moved up to Joanna and took her in her arms before moving her part-open mouth close to the other's. Joanna's lips opened and their mouths met. Hazel's hand came up to fondle Joanna's breast, a thumb teasing an already fully-erect nipple. My wife's other hand took a firm hold on the younger woman's butt, making sure there'd be no escape for her even if she had shown the slightest desire to seek one.
I knew Hazel was attracted to other women, she'd never felt the need to hide that from me. She'd had a long relationship with Vicky but the latter had always taken the lead. This was Hazel exploring a new aspect of her femininity, a new part of her sexuality. Enjoying showing Joanna that other side or her own lusts and desires.
That process was clearly well under way before this video had begun. There was nothing tentative about the women's kisses and embraces. They were full and heavy, seeming to forget about the men watching them. Seeming to exist only for themselves, or perhaps only for themselves and their Black Mistress.
Iyawa gestured and two men pulled over a slightly-cushioned mat. She herself turned to a man and returned with some equipment. A harness which she gave to Hazel who swiftly put it on. Clearly it wasn't the first time. The straps fitted round my wife's waist and buttocks providing a platform for the seven inches of plastic black cock that now swayed in front of her.
I thought they would lay on the mat but it seemed Hazel had other ideas. She moved behind Joanna and pushed a foot between the younger girl's. Joanna knew what was required of her and eased her feet apart. A murmur of anticipation came from the men. Hazel moved her hands round to grasp the big tits of her younger friend and Joanna's mouth opened in a gasp of pleasure.
Iyawa had moved in close, standing before Joanna. She moved a hand up and eased three Black fingers into her open mouth. Joanna immediately started sucking and licking at the fingers. I was, as I am sure every man was there, imagining the curvy young woman doing that for me - and not on my fingers.
Hazel's hand moved down to Joanna's cunt and began rhythmically moving, pushing a finger and then fingers deep inside. The events leading up to that moment had made Joanna very ready to receive her. The place at her breast left empty was now filled by Iyawa's free hand, its fingers exploring and kneading the firm pale young flesh. The contrast of their skin colours was intoxicating. Iyawa moved her head down and I knew she was looking over her dark glasses, establishing direct eye contact with the girl.
Joanna stared into those eyes, seemed mesmerized by them, her being captured by the dark woman in front of her. That gaze didn't break even when Hazel shifted her position and Joanna gasped as the rigid Black shaft began to enter her. Her chest rose and fell,, her excitement obvious and profound.
"OooooooooooooooooooooooooOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHH."
It had begun as a low moan but the it had crested and peaked. A young woman discovering herself, expressing her sexuality openly without reservation and without restraint.
Iyawa smiled again. I knew why. She knew that she had Joanna body and soul - just as I had no doubt that she had Hazel body and soul. I wasn't sure how her relationship with Levy worked but clearly the two of them explored and exploited, at least in Levy's case, the full nature of their property's sexual potential.
I realised that the men had become quiet - the sounds from my speaker were the noises of sex. The men were there and watching, enjoying. Just as I was. Except that these men could be assured that, if they so desired, at a point in the near future they would get to enjoy either or both of the beautiful young white women in front of them. Tonight was by way of an advertisement, a little taster of what would soon be on offer to them. For me, this was all there would ever be. Separated by distance and time from the events I was watching. Ever more distanced from my wife. Watching her taken from me by Levy and Iyawa. Watching my own defeat - and unable to keep myself from jacking off.
"Now my pets." Iyawa said no more and it was clear that 'her pets' had been trained, they knew their roles and their parts in this dance and display of erotic desire. Hazel eased out of Joanna and then out of her harness. Iyawa returned from her bag of tricks with a new toy for them. A curved double-headed black dildo. Iyawa gestured and Hazel lay on the mat. Then Joanna got on top of her and their bodies met, belly to belly, breast to breast and mouth to mouth.
Iyawa planted a strong hand on Levy's tattoo at the base of Joanna's spine. Then she skilfully worked a head of the dildo into each of the bare pink pussies exposed to her. I heard Hazel gasp as Iyawa pushed the toy further into her and then began to set a rhythmn.
"Fuck the little whores Iyawa!" came a voice in a strong Caribbean accent. That broke the spell and the men watching began laughing and cheering the Black woman on. The camera found my wife's face, flushed pink and with staring eyes. I knew she had always had an exhibitionist streak a mile wide. I knew how this would be making her feel. The pleasure and the desire. But what would be the cost?
There was ALWAYS a cost. Iyawa was giving pleasure but also drawing Hazel and Joanna further into their new world. Drawing them in and closing off the possibilities of return.
Finally Iyawa gave a hard slap to Joanna's upturned ass. "It's time to play - you ready Darcus?"
"Sure as sin," came back in the same strongly Island accent. The camera moved and picked him out. A dark-skinned man, running a little to fat, his hair and beard both grey and cut very short. He had a trolley with equipment and I suddenly knew what was to come next.
"You list them?" said Iyawa.
"I got 'em - eleven scripts or images on each of the girls. Two dice with eleven possible returns of one throw. One to be made permanent by my little friend here," he tapped the machine on the trolley next to him, "the dice to decide which. Sound right?"
Again there came the wave of approval from the watching men.
Iyawa slapped Joanna's butt again. "This lovely ripe little whore. Who will roll the dice for her - you Karim..."
A man stepped forward and took the dice offered him. The camera focused in on an area of floor as he knelt down.
"The number to watch for that little cutie is seven," said the Caribbean man. I knew instinctively what he meant. Seven was the number for the 'B - C - S' tattoo and all that meant.
Karim rolled the dice. A one and a two. "Three," he announced.
"That's the black bull on your right shoulder. In the chair girl." His order was peremptory and Joanna immediately got up and went over to him. From the moment she sat down he was all business. Wiping the area to work and then readying his machine. Soon the sound of the tattoo-gun was heard and he was applying the ink, marking another of Levy and Iyawa's bitches for them. He'd done plenty and expected to be working on plenty more. There didn't seen any shortage of white girls ready and eager to take that road. Not that he was complaining.
I saw another man by the chair filming with a phone. I realised that just as I was seeing a video centred on Hazel there was another concentrating on Joanna. Probably another account on a tube site made up of such videos. Who were they for? Had Joanna a husband at home too?
There was a hum of conversation from the men as they watched and I saw Iyawa reach out her fingers to touch under Hazel's chin. I knew they were talking but had no opportunity to find out what might have been being said. I wondered how Hazel was feeling.
"Right - the little one ready for her ink?"
They'd heard his voice but Hazel was still looking at Iyawa. The Black woman nodded and Hazel immediately went to join Darcus by his machine.
"So then - you on a eight to get turned out." Darcus's big hand came to rest on my wife's bare belly. Hoping for a twelve myself - get this sweet little belly marked and claimed for breeding. Then it'll look really good when..." He leaned in and talked quietly to Hazel. I saw her reaction and knew he had excited her.
The camera was moved onto a hand as it shook the dice and then sent them across the floor. The first landed a six and the second a five. Eleven. My rational mind knew the clip wasn't live - that roll of he dice had been up to three days ago - but I still breathed a long sigh of relief. Not that even rolling an eleven didn't have consequences.
"Close, real close..." Darcus was moving into his professional mode again. "This is good though - I like the idea. You can take that collar off but this will be staying with you. In the chair."
Hazel didn't hesitate. Had she conquered her fear or had the need to please her new Black owners just taken precedence? She still looked nervous as Darcus was cleaning off the area round the base of her neck and the top of her chest.
As he worked Darcus spoke, "My friend - I'm happy to do your design. But you've drawn a string for the necklace, maybe we could do links instead. How you think about that?"
"Sounds real good. A lot of work tho."
Darcus's gloved hand tenderly caressed the pale skin of my wife's neck. "Shit - working on a canvas like this. It's all a pure pleasure." Seconds later I heard his machine kick back into life and he began work, delicately applying the ink. Building each skilful stroke into a link and then another and then another. Building a chain that extended around the top of the back of Hazel's neck and then down to meet below her throat. A delicate chain but one that would be with her for the rest of her life.
I watched every moment of it. Had time to wonder whether that dice-roll had been fixed. It just seemed so perfect in its symbolism. The chain representing commitment, commitment shown and proved under the sting of the needle. It was relatively tame until that last motif was added. The Black Spade symbol, inked large enough for the pale 'Q' within to be clearly visible. Anything but a high neckline would expose her true self to anyone who recognised that sign and what it meant.
Darcus knew his job. For a big man he moved quickly and with precision. His attention totally focused, wiping clean each progression of his design. Hazel held up to it really well, strengthened by the grip of her hand on Joanna's. Only when he was inking in her 'QOS' did I see her lips tremble and knew she was near her limit. Finally the machine fell silent and Darcus glanced up at Iyawa.
The Black woman's eyes were still invisible behind her dark glasses but her face broke into a smile. "You were brave my sweet little white whore. I am proud of you - and also of you Joanna."
I'll never forget the look on Hazel's face as she heard those words. Pleasure, satisfaction, raw desire. Only then did I really know how much she and Joanna desired to please this woman. That was the real meaning of their 'ownership', those were the real chains that bound them so tightly and so exquisitely. I could see it in a way I couldn't with Levy. Perhaps because Levy was merely an intimidating presence for me while Iyawa was undeniably and strikingly desirable. I could understand how easy it would be to fall under her spell in a way I couldn't see with Levy. I couldn't see it but I knew Hazel had. With Levy as much as Iyawa. Was there anything she wouldn't do for them?
"What do they owe you Darcus?"
The man smiled a wicked little smile. "A photo for my gallery. Apart from that it's on the house." Hazel took up position on one side of him and Joanna on the other. Darcus put an arm round each, a big Black hand moving round to between their legs. I heard Hazel gasp, saw Joanna slightly bend her knees, easing herself down. He was finger-fucking them both. Now he looked like a horny old satyr, his clothes not disguising his big gut. "Next time," he continued, "I'll be taking my fee in sweet white pussy. That agreeable girls?"
Neither answered verbally. Hazel just turned to him and nodded. Joanna was slightly bending her knees, allowing his fingers to push deeper into her. Sometimes words aren't needed.
Darcus chuckled, his eyes shining with pleasure. "That's a deal then. Look forward to it."
***
My wife was gently smoothing moisturiser onto her skin, the rawness fading and leaving the crisp black ink stark against her pale skin. "We're lucky to have Darcus - do you remember that creep Levy took us to the first time with him? Darcus supplies all the after-care products and advice and only uses the best inks. So fading and smudging can be kept to a minimum. He says we can always go back for a touch-up if needed."
'Yeah', I thought, 'I know just the sort of touching up he's got in mind.' That wouldn't be politic to say out loud. Instead I said, "I still can't believe you got another tattoo, let alone one that'll show whenever you aren't buttoned up like a Victorian spinster."
In the past she would have looked at me - enjoying my surprise at her daring. Her eyes would have sparkled with mischief. Now she just kept looking in the mirror, carefully applying her moisturiser.



"Well honey, that was a strange thing. Levy got back a couple of days later and he'd had an idea while he was over there. The Americans LOVED his ten rules idea so much that he sort of thought that just having his women sign a paper didn't really do it justice. Since I and Jo were there, well..."
She undid the remaining buttons of her blouse and gently eased off her right sleeve. I saw the lettering inked into the inside of her arm. I moved a little closer and read the words, stark and precise.
'I pledge to obey the ten rules of a Black Man's Woman.'
I felt my mouth go a little dry. "Did he... I mean - where did you go to get that one?"
Now she turned to me, as she began to apply the moisturiser to her arm. "You know who I went to - and you know what the price was." Her voice was clear, its tone carefully neutral. She wasn't flirting with me she was just telling me how things were. I felt the foundations of our relationship shifting again even as I felt my dick start to thicken in my pants
"You went to ... Darcus."
Hazel applied the last of her moisturiser and then got up to stand right in front of me, her eyes on mine. Her hand reached out and gently touched the front of my trousers. A little smile flitted across her lips. "I see you like the idea. I know what else you want to ask. Come on honey - ask me."
My voice came out almost in a croak. "Is there - is there a video?"
"Of my tattoo do you mean? Or did you want to see that big old Black bull fucking your little white wife? You can tell me - is that what you really want to see."
I felt the shame but I also felt my erection hard against the material of my underpants. Later I would regret all this, I knew that, but in the moment the desire was raw and intense. I nodded, my cheeks reddening.
"You'd like to see him fucking me hard, you'd like to see him shooting his big load of cum deep into my little pussy." Her eyes wouldn't let me go. "You need to tell me that's what you want."
"Yes," my throat felt like sandpaper, "yes - I want to see that."
She touched my chin with one finger. "You see honey, that wasn't so hard. What if I told you there's more than one video? Darcus is a good fuck, I can confirm that, but he needs some time to recharge his batteries. So we took Joanna back the next day and filmed them too. Had you noticed my friend Joanna? Would you like to see her with Darcus?"
"Yes, yes I would." I felt defeated even as my dick was trying to break out of my trousers.
"You want to see Darcus sucking those big white tits of hers? She has beautiful tits doesn't she. Would you like to see Darcus fuck her big tits?"
"Yes, yes, I want to see him fuck her perfect tits."
Hazel tilted her head a little. "You always told me that MY breasts were perfect." She let that comment hang in the air a moment. "Darcus thinks mine need a little help. Do you think that too?"
How the fuck had we got round to that? "No, no - your body is wonderful. I've always meant what I said..."
I trailed off as Hazel put her finger on my lips.
"That's sweet honey. But you'd still like to see Darcus fucking Joanna and me with that beautiful big Black cock of his?"
I didn't trust myself to speak and so I just nodded.
My wife smiled as she watched me with those wonderful eyes of hers. "How much would you like to see those videos?"
I wasn't sure what she meant. "A lot - I'd love to see them."
Hazel's hand moved from the front of my trousers and instead pushed its way down inside, stroking the bulge in my underpants. "No honey, how MUCH?"
Now I understood. Until now Levy had asked for money. For the first time Hazel was doing that job for him.
"You see Jo's husband wanted her to be a hotwife, wanted her to get into the lifestyle. But when he got what he wanted he found it was all a little too strong for his taste. So he told her to quit and when she told him no he threw her out. That's why we need to set her up in a new little place of her own. It'll be good because then I'll be able to stay over with her sometimes."
"Couldn't she come here?"
Hazel laughed. Her finger gently touched my bulge. "I know you'd love that but I like my idea better. We were thinking..."
She named a sum. It wasn't a huge amount. The bare minimum for their requirements with maybe a thousand or two on top. I'd been twenty years in the City of London and even my current consulting fees would make that money back inside the month. I wouldn't feel the financial hit but it wasn't just about the money. It was what it said about how Hazel was changing, how 'we' were changing.
"Tell me what I get again?"
"You get those two videos and I'll make sure you get every video from now on, whatever happens."
I knew it would be another concession, another shift in the sands. However my dick was hard and I knew how much I wanted to see those videos.
I nodded.
Hazel smiled and kissed me chastely on the cheek. She went to her bedroom table and opened a drawer. She pulled out a glove and carefully pulled it onto her hand. Then she returned to me and began to unbutton my trousers.
"Since you're being such a good little white hubby I'm allowed to give you a little treat".
She pulled down my underpants and I felt her latex-covered hand gently take my dick and start stroking it. I opened my mouth and let out a long shuddering breath. Hazel was watching me, enjoying my reaction. I put my head back and closed my eyes, savouring every sensation of that gloved hand on my dick. This had been a fucking expensive hand-job and I wanted to make it last.
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It had been one of those days. A day when being at work was a chore and the windows of their building only served as a punishment, reminding them of just how glorious a day it was.
If it wasn't for the frustration of being stuck at work Katrina might have been even more bored than she already was. Her job was not inspiring or invigorating. It really only occupied a very small part of her consciousness. She could perform it on auto-pilot while her imagination took her to other places.
Katrina glanced at the clock. She knew some people would STRONGLY disapprove of what she had been doing. It was fortunate that there was little or no risk because HR certainly would take a dim view. She could remember the first time she had thought of it. It had got into her mind and then had refused to go away. She'd agonised about it the first time but with each repetition it had become easier and easier.
Also with each repetition there had been more and more response. In a rather boring white-bread world such a response could be very welcome and very intoxicating. It could also become very tempting, addictive some would say.
She glanced at the clock again. At last - it was time. Katrina happily discarded all thoughts of her current assignment as she headed for the bathroom. At first this had been a rather spur-of-the-moment thing but now she liked to make appropriate preparations.
She glanced in the mirror. She wondered sometimes if any of her co-workers noticed that little gleam in her eye, that sense of suppressed excitement. It should have stuck out in their work-place like a lighthouse beam on a dark night! She could see it and it reminded her of just why she did this, why she had come to look forward to doing this so much.
Katrina carefully locked the door and then began to move fast. It was so much easier at home but so much more fun to do it here. She undid her white pin-striped blouse and wigged herself half the way out of her tight skirt. Then she checked that her phone was on silent mode before taking four pics of herself. Practise meant that she automatically knew the angle to hold the phone at. Just the right angle to catch as much of herself as she could without revealing any hint as to her real identity.
She checked the images and rapidly discarded three. The fourth was just exactly what her followers would love to see. Her peaches-and-cream skin seemed to blaze out against the dull grey of the work rest-room. Not that her followers would be looking at the decor. She had selected her bra carefully, a little white lacy number that kept things under control without hiding much. It certainly did absolutely nothing to hide her cleavage and she knew how her followers would love that.
She smiled to herself. She really had caught the angle just right. If any of her followers could tear their eyes away from that tempting cleavage then there were more treats for the observant. She had chosen to wear a black lacy thong for just this reason. It meant that he camera could catch, between her thong and her pushed-down black and white skirt, the twin mounds of her butt. She knew that lots of her followers would particularly enjoy that! Finally, just in view was one of her feet, its toe-nails visible and painted scarlet.
She didn't have much time but Katrina just had to glance at the picture once more before sending it off to her account. It was easy as a woman to lose confidence. Marriage and domestic life, the passing years, a job that provided a pay-check but little or nothing by way of flair or fulfilment. It would be easy to become just a house-wife, just an office-worker and to forget that first of all things you were a woman, a lively desirable sexy woman. Now she knew that she would never forget that. By the time she left work there would have been plenty of comments on that pic - comments from men who were in no doubt just what a hot property she was.
Katrina smiled again before carefully adjusting her blouse and skirt. She checked herself in the mirror. All was well - she could go back out there and no-one would be the wiser.
It had once seemed crazy that her co-workers didn't notice immediately that there was something different about her. That she suddenly felt alive, that she seemed to feel the blood pumping through her body, that she was - lets be honest here - 'excited.' However, then as now, she strode past them and no-one noticed a thing.
It was her little secret - well if you didn't include her thousands of followers. She had begun posting her pics almost as a dare to herself. A little naughty excitement. She had pondered over what to call herself and had finally settled on 'Katrina the Hotwife.' Because she had been married and she was hot and, at least so far as this part of her life was concerned, she chose to be called Katrina. Whether that was on her birth certificate or not was for her to know and no-one else to find out for sure. While she was playing and being 'naughty' - which seemed to be an ever increasing amount of her time - she was Katrina.
She wasn't sure where she had heard that term 'hotwife' but it had been a good pick. It must have featured on some searches because suddenly she started to acquire followers. Just a few at first but then as they had excitedly retweeted her posts the number had grown into the thousands and then even into the tens of thousands.
The last part of the day dragged by but this time not because Katrina was bored. She was buzzing with anticipation and curiosity to see if that pic had got any responses. But that only made the minute-hand on the clock seem to drag its way round even slower. Finally - finally - it reached the end of her working day and Katrina emerged into the hot afternoon sun. The heat was coming back off the sidewalks and she was excited to follow her usual routine after posting. She got into her vehicle and turned on the engine.
* * * * *
Katrina took her seat outside the cafe and sipped her iced drink. It tasted good, refreshing. Here she could sit and watch the city go by. Thousands of people rushing hither and thither, each engrossed in their own doings and their own lives. In the city you could be surrounded by people and yet be anonymous. Well, almost. If you looked like Katrina - even buttoned-up in her office outfit - you were bound to draw a few appreciative glances. Unfortunately not usually from the sort of men that attracted Katrina - but there were exceptions.
Mostly it was almost furtive glances from middle-aged office-workers. No thank-you. Sometimes it wasn't so furtive. Men who thought they were God's gift staring at her curves or even trying to hit on her. Again - no thanks. She'd had a husband to take care of that.
Except there were certain itches that her husband just hadn't been able to scratch. Not because of how he was but because of who he was. Men weren't the only ones who had their fantasies, their illicit desires.
Katrina thought back to that morning. She'd noticed HIM checking her out alright. He had been very easy on the eye. Of course there'd been nothing she could do about it except put a little extra wiggle into her walk. She hadn't had to glance back to know that his eyes were fixed on her butt just so long as he could still see her. She liked the idea of that - maybe he'd tell his friends about the fly white piece of tail he'd seen that morning. She hoped so - she liked the idea of that even more
It did raise the question of what Katrina would have done if he hadn't been so busy unloading that truck. What if he'd been taking a break and had been able to approach her. Would she have kept walking or would she have stopped and...
Well that was the thing wasn't it. Not so long ago Katrina would have known the answer to that. Now she wasn't so sure. Or was she just telling herself that? Trying to avoid the fact that her answer to the question had changed over the last few months as Katrina the Hotwife had become more and more of her life.
Katrina shook that thought into the back of her mind. Now she finally had the opportunity to check her phone. She did so, found her notifications and smiled. Yes indeed, her followers did seem to have appreciated that picture. Lots of compliments and a few naughty suggestions.
Two particularly caught her attention. 'Snow Bunny Alert' had re-tweeted her picture with a simple addition. 'Tell me this hot piece ain't made for the BBC.' His account had lots of followers and her finger flicked again and again on the screen, seeing response after response. They seemed to like that idea almost as much as Katrina did!
The other response caused her breath to catch in her throat. He was a follower who seemed to live in Europe, but he was certainly American, certainly African-American to judge by his pictures and postings.
'All ready for collection.'
That was all it said but it had Katrina's pulse racing. She checked the time and knew she could make it there before they closed. That was good because she didn't want to wait.
* * * * *
She hadn't even known the system existed until her follower had suggested it. He had made some purchases for her and a certain global marketing site had delivered them to the address marked on the special account she had set up at his suggestion.
She had selected a post office that was in the city and was certainly not her local one. Another marvel of modern life. She really didn't have to go far out of her suburb to become almost totally anonymous.
Now she opened the parcel. An item of clothing and a piece of jewellery. Nothing amazing but their symbolism was powerful and intoxicatingly attractive to Katrina. She knew what she wanted to do and in that moment she never even considered not following her desires.
It fortunately fitted in with her schedule, she needed to fetch some groceries and the nearby big store was as good as any other. She carefully put her new possessions into a bag and found her list of requirements. Then she walked into the store and found a sign for the ladies' rooms.
For the second time that day Katrina found herself adjusting her clothing. Her office blouse was soon in the bag and, after a moment's hesitation, her bra was too. She knew instinctively that her new shirt would look best with nothing worn underneath.
She tied her long blonde hair back into a pony-tail and then pulled on the t-shirt. It fitted well but it also fitted tight. There was no hiding her curves in this shirt and, for those in the know, no hiding her desires. The shirt was basically black and white but with a pattern made up of hundreds of small repetitions of an identical design. The black symbol from a suit of paying cards with a white 'Q' marked out inside it. The 'QOS' logo that symbolised a 'Queen of Spades', a woman who preferred Black men.
The shirt wasn't TOO blatant. You had to look carefully and you had to know what the symbol meant. She knew most male attention would be distracted by the plunging neck-line and the generous cleavage generously displayed s a result. Katrina had to stifle a little giggle. The shirt didn't hide much. She quickly took off her beaded necklace and replaced it with the new one. A simple fine gold chain with that same 'QOS' symbol in enamel resting just above her cleavage.
Katrina hesitated. She didn't have any false modesty about this. She was proud of her figure, enjoyed the effect her curves could have on a man. She knew how hot she was looking as she studied herself in the mirror. On the other hand to go out in public wearing these - that would send a message for sure. She felt her heart beating and knew even without looking that her hard nipples would be visible through the material of the shirt.
She took one last deep breath and then walked out into the store. She collected a trolley and put her phone on the front of it, set to record video. Well, after all - why not. At first she was thrilled with excitement but it seemed that the anonymity of the city was still cloaking her. No-one seemed to notice and soon she was going about her daily business collecting the items on her list.
It certainly added a certain something to the daily routine. The first time she saw an African-American man she almost turned round and ran away but that would have defeated the object wouldn't it. She saw him glance at her and his eyes run up and down her body. There was no doubt he liked what he saw but did he notice the 'QOS'? It was hard to tell and since he had his wife and two young ones with him he could hardly have told her if her had!
She completed her shopping and went through the automatic check-out. It had been fun, daring and exciting. A real antidote to the boredom of her working day and she knew her followers would love the clip that she would post. She was still thinking about that as she unpacked her trolley into her vehicle.
"I'm liking that shirt."
The voice was rich and dark and deep and it came from behind her. Katrina felt herself jump what seemed to be a mile.
She turned a saw a man of about 35, tall and well-built. Very dark-skinned and dressed like what he was, a hard working man on his way home.
She must have looked as startled as she felt because the man took a half step back and help up both hands to show his palms. "No offense baby - but you might not know what that shirt means..."
It was the moment of truth, the moment of destiny. Katrina swallowed and moistened her lip with her tongue. "I know what it means. It's just the first time I'm wearing it."
He put his hands down and smiled. "Maybe you're wearing it for a dare?"
"No," she said locking her eyes onto his beautiful deep brown ones, "I'm not wearing it for a dare. I'm wearing it because it's who I am or who I want to be." She 'd thought about it so much that now the words seemed to form and be spoken before she had even realised it.
His smile broadened a little more. "Care to prove it - because that fine fucking body of yours was made for the Black man's pleasure." The way his words echoed the comment earlier. It all seemed to Katrina to be coming together, to be irresistable.
There was a challenge in his eyes now. He'd seen her talk the talk and it was time to see if she was just talk or if she was the real deal. Katrina knew how long she'd been anticipating this moment, how long she had been hoping that it would happen. She moved forward and let her white fingers cup the bulge in the front of the man's pants. She felt it, firm and reassuringly large. "I needed to check that you have what it takes," she smiled.
"...and now you know." He pressed a button to unlock his vehicle and opened a door. "Take a seat and you can show if you've earned the right to wear that shirt."
Things were moving fast and Katrina felt the excitement surging through every inch of her body. She moved forward and felt his hand move onto her butt and guide her onwards. That felt like a claim of ownership and it felt good.
Once she was beyond him he moved behind her and soon she was in a small triangle, its sides made up of his vehicle, the open door and his body. She sensed the reason. Parking lots like this one mostly had cameras nowadays. In this position the door and his body would block out what was happening That was smooth and she wondered if he had done this before.
"Wait on," he said as she reached for his belt. "I need to see those titties." He pushed up her shirt and bared her breasts, his hands then moving to fondle her while his thumbs teased her nipples.
"Yeah - even better than advertised," Katrina half-heard as she completed undoing his belt and opening the front of his pants. She hadn't waited despite what the man had said. She'd been waiting long enough for this moment. She wanted to see him and feel him and taste him. She wanted him to prove how hot he found her in the most blatant way - she wanted his cum.
His bulge was even more obvious in his shorts but Katrina quickly eased them out of the way. "No false advertising here either," she murmured as she gave his cock one gentle stroke of her hand. He had a nice thick seven inches and he'd already been ready for her. The touch of her hand completed the job and he was fully hard for her. "It's beautiful," she said and then dropped her mouth down onto the broad dark head of his cock.
"Oh yeah," she heard his words almost like a moan. She knew already that he hadn't been fronting. His desire for her was very obvious - given the chance he'd lay her down on these seats and fuck her, send her home with a pussy full of his potent seed. She felt the heat flowing through her body at the thought, her arousal at the possibility. She felt more alive, more 'switched on' than she had done in a long time and she wanted to reward this man for it.
"Oh yeah white girl you got some skills." Oh she hadn't even started yet! She cupped his heavy Black balls in her hand and licked up and down his hard shaft, making sure to tease every sensitive part of him. Then she was back to sucking, taking as much of him as she could, still teasing him with her tongue. "Damn," he said, "you look all white-bread but you can bop like a hoodrat on heat."
She paused and smiled at him, running her hand up and down his shaft slick with her saliva. "That good?"
"Oh that's very good - now seal the deal."
They couldn't be here much longer. Being so public their encounter had to be quick. She used her hands and mouth on that hard Black cock wishing she had more time to savour its taste and warmth and power. She worked him with her tongue as she sucked and felt his cock twitch. Then his hands were on her head holding her in position as she worked and she knew that it wouldn't be long.
"Fuck yeah." He gave a low growl of triumph as he came, shooting three healthy spurts of his warm cum into her mouth. She tasted him and savoured him - felt another wave of excitement pass through her body. She knew what she had to do next.
He leaned back as his cock began to lost its hardness. She reached a hand forward to signal him to wait. Then she opened her mouth to show him his cum pooled in her mouth. Satisfied that he had seen it Katrina closed her mouth and swallowed before opening up again to show him her mouth was now empty.
"Fuck but you're a hot little bitch." Katrina supposed that society dictated that she feel offended by that but she knew to take it for what it was - a compliment. Almost as big a compliment as his hard cock and his heavy load of cum had been. There was no doubt that this man found her as sexy as fuck and it felt real good.
She leaned forward again and carefully cleaned his cock with her tongue before he finally put himself away. She stood up out of her vehicle.
"I guess I can't give you a kiss good-bye," she teased.
He smiled. "Maybe not but there's something else I want. Show me what's under that skirt."
Katrina half-turned her body for him. "In front or behind?"
"Everything - I wanna see it all."
She wiggled as she eased her tight skirt up, revealing her firm pale butt-cheeks as she displayed herself for him.
He nodded with his eyes gleaming. His hand gently slapped her butt once, then again and again. "Oh fuck yeah," he said, "just the right amount of jiggle. Got whooty, got big titties and got skills. Just one more thing to check. Lemme see that pussy."
Katrina didn't hesitate, never for one second did she even contemplate hesitating. She eased her skirt up the last part to reveal her pussy to him.
"Nicely trimmed - but I prefer my white pussy shaved. Understand?"
She nodded.
He looked at her like a teacher with a slightly slow student. He reached forward and his hand found her, his fingers exploring her opening. One slipped inside her and expertly found her clit. Katrina gasped. She'd known she was excited but hadn't realised just how ready she had been for him.



"So what you gonna do?" His eyes were locked on hers again, demanding his tribute.
"I'm going to shave my white pussy for you."
"Yeah - make sure you do. 'Cos next time I'm gonna be tapping that sweet white pussy for sure. You know that don't ya?"
"Yes.." Now it was her turn to gasp. Everything that had happened and his skilled fingers were having their effect. She was in real danger of cumming right there and then, in a parking lot with a Black stranger's fingers in her pussy.
Just as she felt her passion about to peak he withdrew his fingers. He held them up, glistening in the afternoon sun and then carefully licked her juices off them, all the time his eyes locked on hers.
"That's today's instalment. Next time we'll find somewhere a little more private so I can take my time. I'm gonna work that pussy, I'm gonna eat that pussy and I'm gonna fuck that pussy like it deserves. Sound good?"
Fuck yeah - it sounded real good. She didn't need to say so - he knew that he had her. He moved behind her and brought his lips down to he exposed pale flesh of her neck. He kissed and hen sucked hard on the flesh. Katrina knew that he was marking her, leaving his mark on her body just as he had already left his mark on her mind.
"But first you walk back over to your vehicle." His hand gently caught her wrist as she tried to pull her skirt back down. "Nah - you walk just like you is. Show the world what a hot little white slut looks like when she's cruising for nigga cock."
His words were brutal but weren't they true, truer than even she had imagined before this moment. She looked at him, feeling her excitement building again. It wasn't so far to walk but it was far enough with her shirt and skirt pulled up to reveal her, well, pretty much everything.
"Oh ... and give me that thong." He'd taken charge and Katrina realised just how much she loved that. It was enough to make up her mind and to truly seal the deal.
She stepped out of her thong and handed it to him. He sniffed it appreciatively and then tucked it into his shirt pocket.
"Will you film it for me?" She asked him.
He gave a low laugh. "Liking you more and more. Gimme your number and I'll send you the clip."
The walk back wasn't TOO far but it was intense. The feel of the air on her breasts, on her butt, on her pussy. The knowledge that anyone could look up and see her. Finally she reached her vehicle and got inside. As soon as the door was closed she couldn't help it - one of her hands found her pussy while the other teased her nipple. She gasped as she quickly got herself off. Just a little one but enough to tide her over until she got home. Then, with hours to think about what had just happened, she knew that she would be keeping herself very busy.
Her phone buzzed and then she saw him drive past, music blaring from his open window and his hand raised to her. She returned the acknowledgement and then picked up her phone.
She saw he had sent her the clip as promised. She also knew that she had his number now. She saved it to her contacts and then giggled to herself. She hadn't a name to save him under - in all the excitement she hadn't asked him and he hadn't asked her.
It had all felt so ... natural. As natural as mutual human desire. She might never have done anything like that before but she knew for sure that she would be doing it again.
Katrina the Hotwife was who she was now and Katrina the Hotwife would not be denied.
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A Losing Hand
Her footsteps sounded on the tiled floor.
"Well it's Friday afternoon again. Another hard week of school finished but soon I'll be picked up and then I can have some fun."
She pushed open a door and the sound began to echo in a way that let you know immediately she had gone into the bathrooms.
"No-one here - that's lucky."
It was then I really focused on what the camera was showing me. Basins and stalls yes, but also urinals. It was the boy's toilets at her school.
"They do a lovely job here - keeping these clean. Seems almost a shame..." Her fingers appeared in front of the camera wiggling a permanent marker pen.
I heard a stall door close. The white wall filled the screen, a few faded and washed-out marks the only visible blemishes.
My wife's voice came, hushed but clear. "They'll soon wash these off or paint them over but I hope not before the message gets out." The pen swiftly moved across the white wall spelling out its message.
'Ms Reeve sucks Black cock.'
Just as she finished there was a noise outside and her hand froze on screen. A few seconds later there was the sound of pissing. The camera moved to show my wife stifling her giggles. Soon we heard someone washing their hands and then the outside door thumped shut again.
"Seems not everyone has gone yet," Hazel whispered into her phone, "so I'd best get on."
She moved to the next stall and the pen once again did its work.
'Bad luck white boys - Ms Reeve is Black-only.'
Then onto the next.
'Ms Reeve is a nigger-loving ho.'
So it continued until each stall had a message. The last one read,
'Any Black boys need free white pussy - give Ms Reeve a call.' I recognised the number she wrote underneath - the very phone that she was now recording with. She paused and then added another line. 'Must be 18 to ride.'
"It's the sixth-form loos," she whispered, "so who knows I might get lucky." She giggled to herself.
I thanked our lucky stars that this video had been sent direct to me. If it was posted onto the internet then it would be the end of my wife's career. Every minute seemed more damning. The fucking tabloids would have had a field-day. The likes of the Mail loved giving their crusty old readers a cheap thrill by showing an 'English rose' corrupted and debased.
Hazel wasn't quite done. She stepped out of the stall and admired herself in the mirror. She carefully undid the top three buttons of her blouse, revealing cleavage and her tattooed 'Queen of Spades' necklace. She kicked off her shoes and swapped them for a pair of four-inch heels with scarlet soles.
"Anything else? Why I almost forgot..." She hitched up her knee-length skirt and removed her panties "Then, of course, the final touch as my Black Master requested."
She delved into her bag and removed a silver item.
Its shape left no doubt as to what it was but she turned its end to the camera so any viewers could see the enamelled 'Queen of Spades' symbol mirroring the one seen earlier on her tattoo.
"Just the perfect little butt plug for the girl whose Black owner is going to be pounding her sweet little ass all night." She paused. "Well if I'm lucky." She wiggled her rear end in the mirror. "You think I'll be lucky? I think I'll be lucky." Her musical giggle echoed against the tiling. She flipped her skirt up and then eased some lube onto the butt plug. The camera caught the image in the mirror as she slid the plug home into her ass.
She collected her gear and looked into the mirror. She smiled. "NOW I'm ready to go meet my Black owner," The clip cut off.
***
The picture returned in a vehicle with the English countryside flashing past. I could guess which vehicle it was - I'd seen it outside our house more than once.
"What you got for me little bitch?" That was Levy, the purr of the engine did nothing to hide that fact.
"Your favourite," she responded.
Her joy at being with him was obvious. It made my heart sink but my treacherous white dick stayed hard as a rock.
Levy was driving but he held his free hand up to her and she took two, three and then all four fingers into her mouth, sucking and licking them. Her eyes weren't on the camera, they were on him. Her only wish was seemingly to please him, to earn the approval of her Black owner.
He withdrew his fingers and Hazel scooted her little butt across the plush seat, turning towards him and flicking up the front of her skirt. Her bare pussy was exposed for him, beautiful and hungry. His fingers found her and explored. Hazel gasped but kept her legs wide and open for him. He explored a moment more and then put his fingers back to her mouth. She sucked them in greedily, tasting herself on him.
"Little bitch makes it hard for a man to concentrate on the road. Fore we get onto the main road you best show that little white girl butt of yours."
She obeyed - turning and wiggling her backside at him and the camera.
"You keeping it good and ready for me. That's good - I'm planning on fucking it hard tonight. That sound good?"
"Real good master."
He playfully swatted her butt with his big Black hand. "Sit down and put your seat-belt on. We've got a way to go."
Levy kept talking as she followed his instructions. "Gonna tell your hubby and everyone else why I'm concentrating on that booty today."
"You need a reason?"
"Nah, but tell them anyway"
"It's because this weekend's a little risky."
"Aha, why's that little bitch?"
"You made me come off the pill and I've been staying at home at my most fertile times. But..." She hesitated and looked at him
"Tou need to tell them little bitch and you need to show them how you feel."
"Is that allowed?"
"So long as I can still see to drive. Do your thing girl."
Hazel eased off her heels and scooted her butt forward so that she could brace her bare feet against the dashboard of the vehicle. She tucked her skirt out of the way and left her legs and her bare pussy exposed. As she spoke she began to masturbate, using her fingers to tease her pussy lips and clit.
Lvey's voice was insistent. "Now, while you playing, tell me again - why am I hitting that little white ass of yours tonight."
"Because I'm off the pill and this weekend is a little bit too close a call. But I didn't want to stay home like the other times."
"Yeah - why not?"
"Its boring there - just me and my white husband. I can't get what I need there."
"Yeah - what's that you need?".
"Big Black cock - your big Black cock."
Her fingers were moving faster now. Her face was a little flushed, her eyes fixed on him and the camera.
"So you playing with fire again girl - bringing that sweet little white pussy up here all fertile and unprotected. You thought about that?"
She didn't answer but her fingers kept moving, teasing and pleasuring her sex.
"That cunt looks sweet and that cunt looks hungry. Maybe I should fill it - fuck it good and fill it with African seed.."
Again no answer except the fingers moving that little bit faster and a little groan from Hazel.
"Speak up little bitch - who owns you?"
"You do master." Her voice was low, her breath now coming in deep shuddering gasps.
"Who owns that pretty little cunt of yours?"
"YOU do master."
"Yeah - that's right. So I'll decide - maybe that little pussy needs my seed. Maybe you doing good enough to deserve a real man's baby in your belly. That OK with you?"
"Uuhhhhh." My wife gave a little grunt, her legs quivering. She was climaxing at her vulnerability, at the chance that she might be going home already pregnant with a black baby.
Levy gave one of his little laughs. "I'll take that as a 'yes'." He turned up the music.
Outside the car window the initial green fields had become suburbia and then more densely populated scenes. Hazel was just gently fingering her pussy as they went.
"How far to go," she asked. She unbuttoned her blouse and began to play with her pierced nipple.
"Not far," said Levy. Then he swung his vehicle left and off the main road. "Too long to wait tho." He drove down a shabby looking street and then past a bunch of half-derelict shops. "Advantage of local knowledge - the street girls bring their work round behind here."
At the rear of the shuttered shops was a shabby little open space, strewn with rubbish and weeds. Levy parked up. "You know what to do but lose that top first."
Hazel undid her last couple of buttons and then dropped her top to the floor of the vehicle. She undid her seat belt and moved across to him, her hands quickly undoing his trousers.
A couple of strokes with her hand and Levy was fully hard, his ebony-black cock looking stark and powerful in her soft white hand. Hazel's head came down and she began to suck him. Pushing herself down onto his shaft and then teasing him with her tongue. She knew what her owner liked and she was skilled at providing it. Levy eased back in his seat, relaxing as he enjoyed her work, one hand resting on her head with its fingers entwined in her long blonde hair, setting the pace as and when he desired.
After a couple of minutes I heard the gentle hum of a motor. The window...
"Hey Juke - how's it going?
Another voice from outside the vehicle. "Levy man - I see YOUR day is going well." There was a harsh smoker's cackle.
"Just road-testing a fresh little white whore. Hard work but it has to be done." Hazel didn't hesitate or pause, she just kept her head moving up and down that big Black cock.
"She any good?" I saw a couple of dark shapes outside the vehicle.
Levy tightened his hold on my wife's hair and then pulled her up and off him. "What you think?" he asked as he showed her off to them.
"Nice," said Juke, "not much by way of titties but nice all the same. Where you always finding these fine white bitches Levy?"
"Ha! Like I'd be telling you! But I'm a generous man. Want to try this one out?"
"We got some time."
Levy leaned across and opened the passenger door. "Go on little bitch - show them your skills." As Hazel got out of the 4x4 he added, "Not the pussy - just the mouth for now. Call it a free sample. When you get that pussy it won't be for free."
Juke laughed. "Don't blame you - but lets see what the whore can do. Get that old box from over there Tony."
Juke was in his fifties, smoking a cigarette. His clothes pretty much nondescript, just a man on the street. Tony was perhaps twenty years younger and almost a foot taller, muscled where Juke was rather flabby. Both were Black, their dark skin suggesting they shared Levy's West African roots.
Tony dumped the contents of an old cardboard box and then punched it flat with his fist. He dropped the cardboard down in front of them.
Hazel knew her place and dropped to her knees in front of the two men. She had already released Juke's cock, six inches that she was stroking to full hardness. Now, on her knees, she undid Tony's trousers and soon had him free too, a sturdy seven or eight inches of hard meat. She stroked a cock in each hand and looked from one to the other as if unsure which to suck first.
Juke blew out some smoke. "You going to admire them all day or you going to blow us? Time is money for a whore." Hazel immediately began to suck the older man's cock, gently working his heavy balls with one hand. The other kept Tony hard and ready.
I heard Levy's chuckle from behind the camera. I knew he liked my wife's reaction. No outrage, no complaint, just submission. He also liked her obvious eagerness to worship and pleasure these two Black men, strangers to her if not to Levy.
Hazel was on her knees, her eyes looking up into those of Juke. He was watching her like a connoisseur, savouring her work. "Not bad - she just vanilla?"
"She won't break," was all Levy answered.
Juke moved his big hands to grip Hazel's hair. I knew what was coming. Juke began to fuck her mouth, pushing his hard cock home as far as it would go again and again. Hazel didn't protest or struggle.. Instead she just dropped her hands behind her back and held one wrist with her other hand.
"Nice," said Tony, "you got her trained good."
"Shit - Levy always trains his whores right. Here - you try her." Juke pulled Hazel's mouth off his cock, leaving her panting and coughing out long strings of drool.
Tony didn't hesitate. He stepped up and pushed his cock as far home it her mouth as it would go. It stopped short the first time but then Hazel allowed all that training with Levy and her toys to kick in. The second time that big cock went all the way, her nose left pressed against his shirt.
"Yeah - that's good. Tongue my balls too bitch, show me how you love that Black cock."
Juke's rough hand pawed at Hazel's left breast, his fingers finding her piercing and pulling on it. "She give up that tight little ass yet."
"Only to me," said Levy, " but same as the pussy it'll soon be available - at a price."
"Best be saving my pennies then 'cos this one looks sweet and juicy."
Hazel and Tony seemed to be in another world. Her eyes were locked onto his again. He'd let her set the pace now. Watched her sucking and licking every part of him. She stroked his cock with her hand, its skin slick with her saliva. "You going to show me what this beautiful big Black cock can do Tony. You going to shoot your big load for me - shoot it all over my face. Show me what a dirty little white whore deserves?"
Tony's mouth tensed a little. I knew the signs and Hazel did too. "C'mon Tony - I want it, I need it. All over me, on my face, in my hair. Show everyone what a dirty little slut I am."
Tony grunted out a harsh, "fuck," and then came in four or five heavy spurts of his cum. The seed painting her face in streaks. Hazel squealed in pleasure, barely closing her eyes in time. She waited until he had finished and then cautiously opened an eye. "You enjoyed that! Look at all this fucking cum! What a stud!"
"Yeah yeah - you still got this one. Don't leave a job half done." Juke's mock-grumble brought Hazel back to work on his own cock. It was clear he'd liked seeing my wife being cum on because he didn't take long.
"This whore swallow?" He asked Levy.
"Try her out," came the languid reply.
"You sure I can't buy that pussy today?"
"Not just yet - besides she's come down here fertile today."
"Jeeezzzz," grunted Juke and the his hand came up to Hazel's head and held her on him as he came hard.
"Fuck it," said Juke, "I was trying to keep it going but the idea of this little slut with a Black man's baby in her..." He eased his cock back out of Hazel's mouth.
She kept her eyes on his and then carefully opened her mouth. I knew she was showing him his seed, pooled in her mouth and on her tongue. Then she closed her mouth and swallowed, carefully and obviously. The second time she opened her mouth I knew that she was proving to Juke that she had swallowed his seed.
"Damn - she IS good. Pretty much perfect..."
"...except for them tiny titties." finished Tony.
"Yeah - shame about them - but still a damn fine little ho." Juke tucked his cock away.
I heard the click of Levy's fingers and Hazel went back to the vehicle.
"Done good girl - think my little bitch deserves a treat. What treat you want?"
Hazel hesitated a moment and then said in a clear voice. "You know what I want."
"You think you deserve that - you think you worth that?"
"I'm trying to be."
Levy paused a moment or two - watching my wife's face. Finally he decided. "Fuck it - get your treat if you ready."
Hazel moved back to him and swiftly had his cock out of his trousers again. This time she didn't drop her head down to suck him Instead she held his big cock in position so that she could straddle him and lower herself down onto him.
She didn't care that she was on a dirty old bit of waste ground. She didn't care that she was almost naked and fucking a Black man in public. She didn't care that Juke and Tony were both right there, watching through the open doors of the 4x4. She didn't care that she was off her birth control and taking him bare. Or perhaps she did care about that last part - perhaps that was why she needed it so much and so bad.
"UUUUggggghhhh," she moaned and her legs quivered as she pushed herself down onto him, felt his strong Black cock claiming every part her white pussy. Her sex was very ready to be claimed, wet and welcoming. His hands grasped her hips, regulating and determining her movements as she rode him.
There was the click and fizzle of a lighter and a cigarette being lit. That had to be Juke - enjoying the show.
"Little whore looks fucking hot, fucking banging!" That was Tony - suddenly sounding much more London than his previous mid-Atlantic tones.
"Yeah - watch yo'self with oyibo like that one. Unless you want child support chasing you. Seen the likes of her before..." Juke blew out a long stream of blue-tinged smoke. "Once they get it that bad they don't think about nothing but getting Black cock."
Hazel was working hard, her skin flushed and her breath coming in long ragged gasps. Lifting herself again and again, pushing herself down onto Levy's hard dick time after time.
Levy's hand almost casually found her breast, squeezing the pale flesh roughly before his fingers found her piercing and tugged. "That right little bitch - you got the fever, you need that nigga cock, that nigga nut, that nigga baby in your belly."
Hazel howled, her voice strong and strident. Her body shook and her legs and arms seemed to lose their power. Levy pushed his body up and out of the vehicle's door - his hands holding her before him. He turned and laid her on the front seat, a determined look on his face. Then standing next to his vehicle he hooked her legs up and onto his shoulders. Her pussy was left vulnerable and open to him. He didn't hesitate but rammed his big Black cock home into his property. It was hard and fast and very deliberate. No-one there or watching could ever have doubted what the conclusion would be. Levy was in no mood to pull out.
Finally he pushed home almost viciously, a motion then repeated another three times. Hazel squealed, trying to kick her legs out of Levy's strong grip. It didn't work. She wasn't going anywhere. She'd wanted his nut and now he was making sure that she was getting it all, just as deep as he could plant his potent African seed.
When he was satisfied Levy finally pulled out. He wasn't finished with her though. His hand cupped her pussy, his fingers working her clit.
"That how it is little bitch? You like fucking out here, you like getting bred in front of Black strangers? You like showing what a slut you are?" His hand moved quickly while his other almost casually held her in place. She bucked and shifted and squealed but he wasn't letting her go. Finally, she howled out her orgasm and liquid sprayed out of her pussy and onto the neglected asphalt.
"Damn - only seen that in porn before. She really is a dirty little whore." Tony's voice had a tinge of wonder about it. I wondered if he was already hard again. It'd all been too much for me a while back but I couldn't take my eyes off the screen.
Levy casually wiped his fingers on Hazel's top, plucked from where she had discarded it. "Plenty say that getting them off like that helps make sure they're knocked up. Might be true - can't hurt anyway."
Hazel was laid back, still breathing hard, her eyes wide and staring. Could she believe what had just happened? Had she thought she could simply excite Levy with her fertility? Was she only now understanding the possible implications?



"Damn." Tony still sounded as if he was in disbelief.
"Surprised at you giving her a belly before turning her out." I guessed Juke had known Levy a little longer - understood him a little better. He was all business.
Levy put his hand to Hazel's cheek. She tried to nuzzle it only for him to gently slap her and then take hold of her chin. "Plenty will pay good to fuck one that looks like this when her belly is showing with a Black man's baby. Believe me - that is real popular. So why the fuck not nut in her. Let Oshun decide if now is her time."
Juke held something out to Hazel.
"I don't... I mean thank you." She took the offered cigarette and again I heard the click of Juke's lighter.
***
It was time to take a stand. Things could not go on the way that they were. I tried to be reasonable about it - I didn't get angry or outraged or disgusted. I may be many things but I at least try to pretend that I'm not a hypocrite. My device was filling up with videos of my wife's 'training'. My sex-life had reverted to where it had been thirty years before. Wanking off to images on a screen. I felt shame thinking about it - but not when those images were flickering before me, then my hand was on my hard cock. Then I didn't feel shame - only a desire to prolong the experience, to edge and edge and edge. The problem was that I wasn't the only one doing that. There's were lots of others doing that, collecting her videos and jacking off to them.
"You have to see that this can't go on. Anyone could see those clips on the internet. There are enough clues there that you are a teacher and what part of the country you are from. What are you relying on - plausible deniability? Those tattoos identify you, can't you see that. I can't believe that you filmed on school property, shit you filmed yourself defacing school property! What happens if one of your students sees that?"
"Or a colleague?" Hazel was seated watching me. "I suppose they might watch me and wank off to my adventures - after all my husband does."
I tensed my lips, bit down the frustration. I couldn't very well argue that point. I couldn't deny the fact that it was Levy's involvement that really got to me. I could tell myself it was a desire to protect Hazel from his extreme actions but was that true?
"Levy told me that you would get jealous. It generally happens. In the end..." The sadness was apparent in her voice. I wondered if she'd told Levy that I was different. I wondered if she thought I was proving Levy right again.
She continued in a sad but passionless tone. "I can collect my things together. Go to live with Joanna..."
It had been obvious really. If it came to Hazel having to make a decision then I had no chance. At least at the moment I didn't. I still knew in my bones that the bastard would go too far, would push her beyond where she was willing to go. Then she would need me, then she would come back to me. At the moment she was enjoying herself, expressing herself. I didn't object to that - I only objected to HIM. To the self-destructive aspects of what was going on.
At the moment there was nothing I could do. Hazel could leave and go to live with Joanna at any time she liked. It stung worse because I'd helped set up Joanna up in her flat. I'd funded an easy way for my own wife to leave me. I could imagine Levy laughing at that. Laughing at what a fool I was. I wanted to scream and shout and rage but I couldn't. I had to keep control. I had to wait until my moment came.
"I don't want you to go, you know that. I want you to be happy and for us to be together. Just promise me one thing. You must know how the papers would love this story. A pretty blonde teacher whoring herself out to Black guys. Shit - you'd be click-bait for years. You have to be more careful about where you film and what you say when you are filming. Promise me you'll tell him that."
"I'll tell him. I'll tell him now." She reached for her phone as she left the room. There was a strange something in her voice that I didn't recognise. I didn't doubt she'd do what she said but I knew straight away that she didn't expect it would make any difference.
The result surprised me. She returned a couple of minutes later and handed me the phone.
"First turn on the speaker - we all three need to hear this." Unmistakably the voice of Levy.
I obeyed
"What did I tell you about people that get between me and my bitches." His voice was low, its calmness not hiding the menace resting in those words.
"I'm sorry Mr Levy but..."
His voice cut me off. "Just... Levy. Not Mister Levy. Just... Levy. You got that white boy." Still calm, still ice cold, still intimidating as hell.
"Yes, I, I, I'm sorry Levy..."
Hazel was watching me - taking it all in. Seeing me crumble before her Black owner, my failure to stand up to him even when he was miles away. I knew all that and cursed my idiocy in taking the phone.
Finally he spoke again. "Shit, you've been a good boy up to now and I see where you're coming from. It won't stop what's going to happen but I see you have to try. So I'll tell you this. I won't film her at that school of hers or even go near it. Shit, since we're being all vanilla, I guess you'll be wanted me to promise not to turn her out. Not to sell all her sweet little holes to any nigga with money in his hand. You wanting that?"
I knew Hazel was staring daggers at me. However, I studiously ignored her, summoning up what little will I had to resist him.
"Yes Levy, yes. I do want that. Hazel's my wife and I love her. I don't think I could stand to see that. Please don't make her a whore, a common prostitute. Please Levy, please..." My voice broke.
"Don't cry about it white boy. First, my little bitch wouldn't be no common prostitute, she'd be one of the hottest little whores out there. Second, don't tell me you'd hate to see it. I've known plenty of ass-wipe white boys like you and you all the same. You'd want to see every moment you could, you'd plead to see it so you could wank that tiny little white prick of yours. That's who you is - you know it and I know it. So don't be fronting to me white boy. Is what I'm telling you true?"
Only now did I glance at Hazel - see the expression on her face. I knew what she was thinking. She must have known what was happening but for me to admit it would end any claim I had to hold her back. Any ability to moderate Levy's control over her.
His voice sounded out again. "You're asking me for something white boy. Well first I need that question answered. So for the last time. All that true?"
"Yes," I admitted in a voice that didn't even sound like mine. "Yes, it's all true. But please..."
"I've no more time to waste with you. So - I'll agree not to film or go near the school. That what you wanted? Oh and I'll also agree not to turn her out. Not until you beg me to. Understood. Now fuck off." The connection was terminated.
I was in shock - I had made my stand and I had won. Levy had accepted my demands, well my pleas, and I knew that he was a man of his word. He wouldn't think it was worth lying to me. Easier to just ignore me or laugh at me. Incredibly I had won.
And what a waste of time it had been.
Perks of the Job
I always seemed to under-estimate Levy. Or maybe Levy had nothing to do with it. Maybe that was why Hazel had that look in her eye when I was warning her about losing her job.. Maybe she already knew that things were going way beyond me or anyone else stopping them.
I got the usual ping on my phone a couple of weeks later and knew that another video had been posted. They always posted them when Hazel was away. There were cuts for time and sometimes some editing but they were pretty raw. Capturing the action from earlier in the weekend.
This one opened with a wall of noise. Music playing and people laughing and shouting. A busy pub on a Friday night. Youngsters out enjoying themselves, having a beer and hoping to meet someone. The camera moved through the throng, I guessed it was attached to Hazel's jacket.
"Hey." I heard my wife's voice as the camera shifted. She was signalling to someone and that someone soon joined her. Young, dark-skinned and well-built. I couldn't see most of his face but saw his hands as they reached out to grasp my wife for a kiss.
"Can't believe you're here," he said.
"You didn't believe me? But you came out here." She had that little teasing note in her voice.
"Shit, it's only a few miles and we used to come out here when we were still..." he paused.
"...when you were under-aged because they didn't know you here." Hazel finished his sentance. "The thing is that you and your friends didn't LOOK under-aged from quite some time before. Its just as well that I know you're eighteen now. Just one little perk of having you in my classes for three years."
"Yeah Ms Reeves - we always looked forward to your class. Er," he hesitated, "what should I call you?"
"Whatever you like. Hazel or Ms Reeves or anything else you might think of." I knew the smile she was giving him at that moment. I'd always found that smile irresistible. "I guessed you enjoyed being in my class. You and those two friends of yours. What was it you were always whispering and laughing about at the back of my class?"
"Oh that, uh, well we sort of..."
"You think I didn't know. When you were a couple of years younger you used to sit at the front of the class and I had no doubts what captured your attention and ABSOLUTELY no doubts about when you liked what you saw. Those school uniform trousers didn't help hide your, er, excitement."
He gave a low chuckle. "Sorry about that..."
"No need to apologise - except about hiding away at the back once you'd grown into such a hunky young man." Her hand was on his chest, her face close to his. "It's not like you were shy."
"Nah - but what do you..."
"Oh, let me see. Abbie, Ella, Amanda, Hayley, Paige, Nicola, Emma, Julie, Sophie, both Janes... Have I forgotten anyone? Was there a single pretty white girl in the class you didn't try it on with?"
"Only one."
"Who was that? Ooohhhh. I see. How much luck did you have?"
"Luck didn't come into it, except that Abbie told her friends how good I was. Then I wasn't the one doing the chasing most of the time."
"Hmmnn, such a forward and decisive young man. Who knows what he wants and isn't afraid to reach out and take it. That's why I wasn't surprised that it was you. Any of the other boys would have just watched the videos and wanked off. You were always the one who would see an opportunity..."
"Was I wrong? Am I gonna get to complete the set?"
"We both know that. It's time we were going."
***
I instinctively knew where they were going. Just as I'd known who she was getting at when she talked about people just watching her videos and jacking off. It hadn't helped that I'd just then unzipped and 'taken myself in hand'. If the cap fits I guess.
The clip resumed with a card being swiped. I knew that was the alarm system, an over-ride provided for teachers needing to work late or arrive early. All such swipes were of course registered. If there was ever any enquiry then that swipe would pretty much seal the deal. I knew that and I knew she knew that. That was meant for me too. The realisation that the chance of being caught, or the willingness to be caught, was a big part of this for her.
The camera jumped a little. "Behave yourself young man - this has to be done properly."
He laughed behind her. He didn't care - he knew he'd be getting what he wanted.
They moved through the building, dark save for moonlight through the windows and a few low emergency lights.
"Here we are. Remember this room?" She didn't wait for a reply but opened the door and moved inside. She pulled the big drapes, black-out curtains used for showing films and programmes. Then she turned on the light and unclipped the camera - setting it up on a table with a view of the front of the class.
"Before we start..." She moved up close, reached her face up towards him and was rewarded by his lips meeting hers. His strong arms held her as they kissed. He was maybe a foot taller than her, his body powerful and muscled. Plenty of hours in the gym. A good-lucking young man who I guessed could get most girls he felt inclined to chase. But he'd sought out Hazel and I knew why she was enjoying this so much. Maybe it wasn't only HIS fantasy of fucking his old teacher that was being fulfilled here.
"Oh, I like that. You're a good kisser. Now take your seat - not at the back."
He pulled a front seat out from its desk and then sat down on it.
"That's not how you used to sit, " she said.
He moved his feet apart and sat with his legs wide open.
"That's more like it - just how you handsome young Black men used to sit when you were in my class. Can you imagine how it was for me?" Hazel said. "I'd always be professional but sometimes I'd forget and lean over a little too far and then.... Well I'd find out that some of the young men in the class were watching me VERY closely. You were terrible - I'd be trying to teach and suddenly I'd see you pitching a tent in your trousers. Or I'd be writing on the board and turn round and..."
"Always loved that sweet little ass of yours Ms Reeves."
"I HAD noticed. How was a woman meant to concentrate?" Her tone of mock severity was as sexy as hell and it seemed I wasn't the only one who thought so. Hazel moved up and laid a hand on the front of his trousers. "I see some things don't change."
"Nah," he drawled, "you still as sexy as fuck."
"But you did learn one lesson I see." She dipped her fingers into his pocket and pulled out two small wrapped objects.
"Yeah," he said, "Hayley was real late one month. Gave me time to think about actions and consequences."
"Well I'm not Hayley. In MY classroom you follow MY rules" She showed him her ring finger. "You won't need to put a ring on this, I've already got one courtesy of my white husband. You also don't need to worry about child support - I'm taking care of that. So you get to decide about these," she put the wrapped condoms into his hand.
He casually flicked first one and then the other into the metal rubbish bin by the front of her desk.
"My star pupil," she smiled and kissed him again before stepping away from him and up to her desk. She put her hands firmly down onto it and leaned forward, sticking her rear end out towards him.
She purred her satisfaction as she heard the legs of his chair scrape against the floor. He took his time, examining her butt as he took a couple of paces forward. Then his hand was pushing her short tight skirt up, revealing her shaved pussy.
"On yeah," he said, "that's what I been dreaming about all these years. Sweet and tight white teacher-pussy." His hand rocked forward and back a few times. I knew that he was fingering her. "Wet too - that right Ms Reeves? That tight white pussy of yours all wet and ready for me."
"Wet and hungry for you Karl," she said, "don't make we wait."
Karl undid the front of his trousers and soon had his cock in his hard. Hard and long and Black. He stretched out an arm and took hold of Hazel's shoulder as if to make sure she stayed where she was. He needn't have worried. My wife wasn't going anywhere. He adjusted his position to line his hard cock up and then pushed home.
"Oh fuck yeah," said Hazel, "I want to feel all of that beautiful big Black cock."
Karl didn't hesitate to oblige. His powerful thighs thrusting his cock home deeper with each stroke and then setting a pace. He moved his hand from Hazel's shoulder to grasp her blonde pony-tail. He pulled it back making Hazel gasp as he continued to thrust hard into her from behind.
The talk was over for a while. Now it was about two people using their bodies for mutual pleasure and satisfaction. Hazel's little grunts and groans as he plunged that big cock home into her again and again. Karl's look of satisfaction as he fucked the cute little white teacher whose looks had teased him from behind that same desk for years. Maybe Karl had sometimes wondered if Ms Reeves wasn't the reason he'd always had a thing for white girls. Whatever - he was fucking her now and he was enjoying every second of it.
The desk creaked, its legs squeaked against the floor, flesh slapped against flesh. It was visceral and basic and primitive. Sexuality and raw desire expressing itself as a hard Black cock claiming an exposed white pussy. Karl had been dreaming about this for years - now he just needed to get his nut - to plant his African seed as deep as he could into the little white slut bent over her desk for him. Into his teacher Ms Reeves, into my wife Hazel.
Perhaps she sensed it, did his stroke falter a little or his breathing get a little intense? Perhaps she feared that he might try to hold back - try to show off his stamina and his prowess. She didn't need that, she needed him to prove how hot he found her, she needed him to cum in her.
"Gimme that nut Karl, gimme your strong African nut. Give me what your nigga-loving little ho needs and deserves."
Karl's fingers tightened on her hair and body as he almost frantically pounded a couple more strokes into her and then released heavy spurts of cum deep into her cunt. "Fuck yeah," he finally said as he breathed deeply, holding position until his cock began to soften inside her. "Fuck yeah - that was fucking good."
Hazel eased herself off her desk. It couldn't have been particularly comfortable but she had obviously relished him taking her there. She dropped onto her knees before him and took his softening cock in her hand. She dropped her mouth onto him, eliciting a groan of pleasure as she sucked and licked his cock clean, tasting their mixed juices on his warm skin.
"It's a beautiful cock - I can see why you're so popular." She flashed a mischievous smile at him. "You got somewhere we can go. I think I need a lot more of this - but maybe not over a desk."
"Fuck yeah, we can go to mine. Take our time, maybe you can demonstrate some of them skills I been seeing on the videos."
"Anything you want baby - you only have to ask. But I knew you wanted to fuck me here first."
"Yeah - I spose you know nearly all of us wanted to fuck you."
She giggled. "Yeah well maybe, but I knew YOU did in particular. Since Year Ten when I found a certain notebook. Mr Jones always said you were good at English Composition - but I think its as well he didn't see that particular piece of work."
"Oh shit," said Karl, "that's where it went! I thought my Mom had burned it or it had gone in the wash and got destroyed. You had it!" He seemed amazed, only realising the consequences of that knowledge. "Then you knew..."
"Oh yes Karl I've known for years just what a naughty and, er, ambitious young man you are. I watched you with all those young girls but I knew who it was that you really wanted and what you really wanted to do to her. Do you remember? You'd written two little stories..."
"I remember." Karl was watching her, a little smile playing on his lips.
"So we just fulfilled one. But a good little white ho needs to fulfil ALL her man's fantasies doesn't she. The second one really is naughty. Where did you get such ideas - the internet or video games I suppose. Well we'll see about fulfilling that one too but first lets go back to your place so you can fuck me again like the big Black stud you are. Sound like a plan?"
Apparently it did. Hazel barely had time to snatch up the camera before he was guiding her out to his car, to his place, to his bed.
Marked
"Got your friend with you - thass nice. I just lock the door so we can keep this nice and private yeah."
The camera had just switched on and was following my wife's back.



"Brightened my day when you called. Now how you going to pay - cash, card, or..." He left the question hanging.
"Pussy" said Hazel.
Darcus laughed a low bass rumble. "Day's just getting better and better. I'll take my payment in advance - got a cot in the back." He led them through to a back-room with a table and a couple of chairs along with a low bed. "Liked what I saw the other night - care to remind me."
He gave a little gesture with his hand and Hazel began to remove her clothing. No discussion or argument. She began to strip for a man almost old enough to be her grand-father. Darcus was no adonis, just a man with a belly on him, his dark-skin contrasting with his short-cut grey hair and beard. No wonder he was looking self-satisfied. His eyes were drinking in my wife's every movement, every area of her skin exposed to his gaze. Some part of that interest was no doubt professional but not much.
"Oh yeah - thass real nice, just like I remembered it. Bring your fine little self here."
She crossed the couple of steps to him and immediately a big black hand was cupping her ass-cheek. "I remember this tight little backside," he said, "real sweet." Then he slapped it and laughed as Hazel jumped a little. "Hold steady - like to see this pretty pink ass blush a little." He smacked her butt another three times, not particularly hard but just enough to make the skin show a darker shade of pink. After the first I saw Hazel bend a little, pushing her backside out, presenting herself as a target for him. He noticed too and he nodded.
Then Darcus turned her a little and dropped his head down to suck on Hazel's left breast. His mouth left another red mark on her pale skin. Then he playfully flicked at her nipple piercing. "I can guess where you got that. Come to me and I'd have something more appropriate. We maybe talk about that later. These not the biggest titties but they is nice and perky - just like I like 'em. Wanna see how much old Darcus likes what he sees?"
She didn't reply. Instead she just put a hand to the front of his trousers. She gave a little giggle and looked into his face. "Oh, it seems you like it a lot..."
"Levy been talking you up. Time to see if he been talking right. You know what I'm wanting."
She immediately began undoing his belt and then his trousers, pulling them and his shorts down to reveal his cock. Maybe eight inches, already hard. I'd have been coming in my pants by then but clearly this wasn't Darcus's first time taking a girl into that back room.
Hazel stroked his cock with her hand, feeling the solid flesh and its warmth. She looked at it and smiled. "It's beautiful. I can't wait to have you fuck me."
"Best get to sucking it then honey, make sure old Darcus is good and hard. Then I'll give that tight white pussy just what it's needing."
She set to work with a will. Sucking and liking and teasing the Black shaft. From the base to the tip, nuzzling her face into his hairy heavy balls, working him with her tongue, lips and hands. Paying attention to every inch of him before pushing her mouth down onto him, taking all of him deep into her throat. Pulling off and stroking him hard, using her own saliva as lube.
"Levy wasn't lying. You got some skills. On the table there. No - on your back, head to me."
Hazel obeyed and Darcus eased her towards him so her head hung over the end of the table. I knew what was coming. Darcus stepped forward and pushed his hard cock into her open mouth, lined up to allow him maximum access. He pushed half his cock home, filling her mouth. Her hands came up and each wrist was grasped by one of his own hands. Darcus was taking charge and I knew how much Hazel would have been loving that. He pushed her hands back and down only releasing them to take a firm grasp on each of her exposed breasts. His thumbs were moving and teasing her nipples. I could imagine how he was feeling them growing against the skin of his thumbs. I gave up and unzipped as I watched.
"Not quite a hand-full," mused Darcus, "but I'm loving them long nips. They crying out for attention. That right you little ho?"
"Hmmmnnnnn," said Hazel, her mouth full of Black cock. It sounded like an affirmative.
His hips were moving back and forward at a steady pace, nothing frantic but just claiming her mouth as his. His big hands groped and squeezed the flesh of her tits and then he eased back. He tapped the head of his cock on her mouth until her tongue emerged to play with him. His head turned towards the camera.
"You just filming? Lose those clothes and help your friend out."
The camera was carefully put down where it had a view of the table and the cot. Then, after a minute or two, Joanna was there, naked. She moved to the other side of the table and her head dropped between Hazel's legs. They moved a little before they were caught in Joanna's strong grip.
Darcus moved back to man-handling Hazel's tits and fucking her mouth, pushing in a little deeper now. My wife was getting pink in the face, struggling to balance her excitement with her need to relax, not to gag as he pushed inexorably deeper and deeper.
"UUUUuuuuuuuRRRRGgghhhhhh." Darcus paused as Hazel's whole body seemed to shudder.
"Yeh - you doing good here girl. Work that pussy, get it nice and wet for me." He paused and roughly squeezed Hazel's breasts. "Get this one a fine big pair of titties like yours and she''ll be about perfect."
"I've been telling her that." Joanna's first words, spoken in her clear private school accent. A contrast to Darcus's Jamaican tones, almost as big a contrast as that between his rough dark hands and my wife's smooth pale skin.
"See she got rings - still with her husband?"
"Yes, he'll soon probably be wanking off to this."
Darcus laughed. "Thass how it should be. Little white prick gets a tissue while I get that sweet tight pussy. Thass what they call natural selection." He laughed again and then stopped with a delighted gasp. "Shit! I'm all the way in there and the little slut got her tongue working my balls. Levy WAS right about her."
He pulled all the way out, his big Black cock hard and shining with her saliva. "She's damn good but I'm not gonna be cumming in her mouth. Oh no. Get that pussy round here."
Joanna helped Hazel scoot round the table and then lie down onto her front. Then she moved out of shot and the camera moved. It focused in on a delicious sight. Poised above the edge of the table was Hazel's pussy. Bare and wet and as vulnerable as it was inviting. The camera moved up ss Darcus moved in. His cock entered the shot and moved forward to tap on the lips of Hazel's pussy, as if demanding admission. He then pushed his thick cock head along her pussy's entrance, stimulating her. Up and down twice and then he eased forward.
The movement was smooth and deliberate. His cock pushed forward into my wife's pussy. All with the precision of fine engineering - as if she had been made for him, made for his pleasure. Her hungry pussy took him into her and I knew how good that felt.
"Oh yeah. Thass what I'm talking about. Thass how you please a man." Darcus eased his hips back and then forward again, rewarded by a little mewl of contentment from Hazel. Then he started his rhythmn, using that big Black cock of his to enjoy another tight white pussy.
He had a firm grasp on her hips and the top of her buttocks letting her know that she was his, that she wasn't going anywhere until he's enjoyed her to the fullest. She was raising herself off the table, pushing her butt back at him, making herself available for every inch of that thrusting cock. Her hands were stretched forward gasping the other edge of the table and now she was gasping into the surface of the wood.
"Fuck me.... fuck me.... fuck me."
His big hand smacked her butt, hard this time. The pale flesh jiggled at the impact and she let out a little squeal, His hands tightened on her body and he began to fuck her hard, pounding all the way into her. His skin slapping against hers and sweat beads forming on his brow. No sound but that of their bodies meeting. Their world was concentrated on that point of contact. The big Black cock taking and claiming and fucking fresh tight white pussy. There was only one possible ending.
"On the pill slut?" Darcus gasped as he fucked her.
"Noooo," she almost wailed.
"Good," he said and gave a couple more almost vicious thrusts before he panted for breath and slowed his stroke.
I knew he had cum in her. However, he didn't want any doubt about the matter. He almost gently kept his stroke moving, making sure she was milking him of all his seed. Then he signalled to Joanna and the camera moved in close.
His cock, messy with their mingled juices, slowly emerged and left her well-fucked pussy front and centre. Then a pair of slim white fingers emerged to ease open Hazel's pussy lips and after a couple of seconds the camera picked up the cum deep inside.
"Thass how I like a pussy - white, wet and full of my nigga cum." His voice was deep and satisfied. "Now Joanna here can clean me up before we get that fresh ink on ya."
The fingers moved from Hazel's pussy to take a gentle hold on Darcus's still semi-hard cock. The camera went off.
***
He wasn't the only one that needed to clean off. Every time I watched that clip I tried to time myself to cum when he did. Every time it felt so good. So good. But not nearly so good as it had felt to Darcus and Hazel.
Working Girl
Did Levy ever lie to me? He may have done but I don't really remember it. However, that doesn't mean that he ever felt the need to be completely honest with me. Why, from his point of view, would he bother? At most I was a sort of walking ATM to be exploited while I stuck around. It stung, at times it stung bad, but I fooled myself that it gave me some sort of a stake in what was going on, some sort of agency. After all hadn't he said he wouldn't turn her out?
I was losing my wife. I knew that in my rational moments, the moments when I wasn't jacking off while watching her videos.
Especially those last two videos. The videos of Hazel and her friend Joanna with Darcus. Seeing the two lovely young white women competing to pleasure a fat old Black man as his reward for permanently marking them as sluts for the use of the Black race. God, what sort of a husband would see THAT and get hard?
Didn't I deserve to be losing her? To be watching her move ever more away from me and into her new life with her Black owner Levy and her beautiful dominant Black mistress Iyawa. I saw her on school days now and only on school days. She would arrive home on Monday evening and be with me until Friday morning. But for the requirements of her job would she still be with me at all?
The way things were going I might soon find out.
***
The reaction had become pavlovian. I would see the notification on my phone and I would begin to get hard, anticipating what I was about to see. I'd even found myself looking forward to Hazel going away. Knowing that then I might receive a new video, that she could at any moment be filming new material that I would get to enjoy.
Not that it came without a down side. The videos were intense but not necessarily what you wanted to see. Or worse - you could find yourself responding to what you thought you hadn't wanted to see.
This time I almost recoiled at just seeing the thumbnail and title. 'Teach-Ho earns Her Name' above a small image that looked horribly familiar. However, I couldn't resist clicking the image, setting the video in motion.
I hadn't made a mistake. Unfortunately. The first image was as clear as clear could be - a sign that I knew very, very, well. 'St. Dominic's (R.C.) Primary School.' The large sign that stood right outside the school where Hazel worked.
I noticed a rhythmic sound coming from the speakers. I knew what it was even before the cameraman strolled round the sign. Hazel had her hands braced on the back of the big free-standing sign while a Black guy hammered his thick cock into her from behind. The sign creaked and my wife moaned softly with each powerful thrust. The man was enjoying himself but he wasn't hanging around. Fucking in public like this had its risks and this guy knew it. He wore a scarf over his face so that he couldn't be recognised.
The camera moved in on Hazel's flushed face. "Whass your name?" asked the cameraman.
"Hazel...Reeve"
"What's your job?"
"Teacher."
"What school?"
"This one... St Dominic's."
"You got a ring on - this stud your husband."
"No."
"Who is he?"
"I... don't know... his name... I mean."
"Then why's he fucking you?"
"He wanted to... and so... he paid you to."
The cameraman gave a bass chuckle. The man kept fucking Hazel until a muffled expletive came from his improvised mask.
"Fuck... nutting in that pussy ho..."
"Yeah baby," cooed my wife, "fill me up with your cum. Give me all that potent Black seed."
She hadn't needed to prompt him. After a few moments he pulled out and Hazel spun to clean his cock with her mouth.
Satisfied he tucked it away and then produced a money-clip and handed five tenners to Hazel. "Fifty - as agreed." Then he walked out of the frame.
Fingers snapped and a gloved hand was held out from the camera. Hazel handed over the money. "Very good Ms Reeve", said the cameraman, "just like a good little ho should. Was he a good fuck? Did you get his name?"
Hazel giggled as she pulled down her tight short skirt. "No - I forgot. But he was a good fuck, it was exciting."
"You didn't need his name - you got what you needed didn't you?"
Her eyes were wide as she looked into the camera, they positively sparkled with intent and mischief. "I got his beautiful Black cock and his hot Black cum and... and his money."
"He'd have paid a lot more to take you back to his crib. He didn't like the idea of doing this in public but you did well there - persuading him."
"It was what you wanted - just like in the story. We had to do it right."
A laugh from behind the camera, the sound of a man who couldn't believe his luck. I'd realised a while back that it wasn't Levy. Now I knew who it was - Karl, her old student. His hand slapped her barely recovered butt. "This deserves nothing less. A fucking fine little white money-maker. Waste not to put it on the streets"
Now I knew what his second fantasy had been. Sitting in the back of the class and watching my wife, especially her ass. How many times had he imagined it. First fucking her and then selling her to a stranger. You could hear in his voice how excited he was. You could see in Hazel's face how she was loving exciting him.
He pulled her to him. I could imagine that she felt the hardness of his cock pressing against her. She wiggled out of his arms, giggling, and then turned her back to him and pushed her rear out towards him. She rolled her hips as she moved back, pushing her butt back into the bulge in the front of his pants.
"Oh fuck," he gasped. "We need to get back to my place."
She kept rolling her ass back against him until she felt his hands grasp her. She looked back at him with an impish smile on her beautiful face. "You sure. You don't want to take me down the Commercial Road. Put me on the street - see what I can make for you in a night? Aren't you my pimp?"
"Maybe another time but now I need to fuck you, you hot little slut."
"Slut?" teased Hazel. "Maybe you're just my sugar-pimp."
Now he grabbed her roughly. "You fucking hot little whore. He pulled out a tenner and stuffed it down the front of her top. There - now its official. You're a fucking prostitute, a cheap little street whore. He shoved her round and back, her hands again finding the sign. A gloved hand grasped her skirt and wrenched it viciously. Hazel staggered as the material gave and tore. Then the camera dropped to the ground, where it lay still recording.
The screen was black but the sound still played through the speakers. My wife's soft feminine grunt and then the sound, once again, of the squeaking sign.
Finally her voice. "Yeah, yeah, fuck your little white whore. Fuck me hard, fuck me hard..."
The picture cut off.
My dick was hard as a rock but this movie was a disaster. It blatantly identified Hazel and if anyone she knew or who cared enough to complain saw it then she would certainly be sacked and possibly be arrested. It was so fucking stupid of Karl and of Levy too if he was behind it. But then, of course, Karl and the client weren't really identifiable. It was only Hazel who was in the firing line and the risk of discovery would have been attractive to her in her current state.
Only a couple of thousand views so far but I knew that would soon change. I knew how the clip would be downloaded and copied, how a video like this would spread on the internet. It was already out there and there was no way of putting the genie back into the bottle.
Levy must have known. He'd made his promise to me knowing that it made no difference. He'd enjoyed fooling me. My wife was a whore, a prostitute and it was because SHE wanted it. Karl had turned her out first but Karl hadn't the calm dominant ruthlessness that Hazel craved. I'd seen that when she'd called him a 'sugar-pimp'. Hazel had been in control and had enjoyed it but she didn't really want that. Her submissiveness would send her to the man who wouldn't let her be in control. The man who would give her what she craved.
My intervention had only helped push her closer to Levy, tied the invisible bonds yet tighter. Pushed myself further out into the cold.
I was still pondering my defeat when my phone chirped again. This time, for the first time, a live message.
***
"You saw it." The voice purred out through the speakers and into my ears. I couldn't help it - my cock stiffened again, despite my misery of a moment earlier. Even on my phone screen she looked amazing - so striking and strong. Just as she had the first time I had seen her - on the clip filmed at Levy's club.
I swallowed, my mouth felt dry. "I saw her, Iyawa." I didn't know what else to say.
The Black woman scowled. "I don't let white boys use my name, none of you can even say it properly. I expect you oyibo to call me Mistress - you hear me?"
Even her scowl was magnificent. Her words sent shivers down my spine and seemed to send most of my blood from my brain to my dick. My hand found my engorged prick and I began to wank.
"Yes mistress," I almost panted.
Her scowl intensified. She was wearing her dark glasses but I yearned to see her eyes. I knew that they would be magnificent. "You oyibo are all the same. Unable to control yourselves. Put your hands where I can see them." Her mouth framed the words deliberately and deliciously. How I yearned to feel those beautiful lips on my hard cock.
Reluctantly I held my hands up - only then, having stopped, realising the shame of my prior lack of self-control.
"I want you to bring your little whore of a wife here after her work on Friday. Presuming that her job lasts that long given her whoring around. She will tell you the way."
"Hazel normally drives herself Mistress," I said stupidly - as if Iyawa didn't know that perfectly well.
The Black woman gave a sigh - the sigh of an adult trying to communicate with a particularly dense four-year-old. She leaned into her camera and lowered her sun-glasses to look directly into the lens.
Her eyes were everything had imagined. Almost amber in colour, intense and strong and powerful like the woman herself.
"I want YOU here - you understand effizy Brikito? Don't you want to come to meet your mistress?"
She was so beautiful, even if that beauty was a hard beauty, even if those eyes were clear and sharp and calculating.
It had to be a trap, how could it be anything else? Iyawa didn't hide how she felt about 'white boys.' But yes I did want to meet her, to experience her beauty and her personality without a screen between us.



So, with my eyes wide open, I walked into her trap.
"Yes mistress."
Iyawa smiled. Perfect white teeth. If I'd been in any doubt then I KNEW from that moment that whatever happened Iyawa, and not I, would be getting what she wanted from our meeting.
Of course I could still not go. That would be the smart thing, the only sensible thing.
That Friday I met Hazel out of school and drove her to meet Iyawa.
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Afternoon Tea
Dee parked her new Odyssey in the lot outside of the little diner. It was her third time back here but her first in eight months. She had already decided that it would probably be her last. Time had moved on and people had moved on with it. She knew that as much as anyone could. If she didn't see her this time then she would have to accept that the young woman had changed jobs. There would still be a chance that she might phone.
Except that she hadn't phoned and it had been almost a year and a half. A very eventful year and a half. Dee smiled to herself as she locked her vehicle and walked across to the diner, feeling the breeze on her arms and her calves. Short sleeves and a skirt had most definitely been the way to go. She was looking forward to her iced tea. If the diner hadn't been so out of her way she might have come here for them anyway. Well - perhaps not. This area was so, er, white. It seemed strange to be around so many white folks nowadays. Well, not so much white folks as white men.
Her phone buzzed and she smiled as she read the message.
"My calendar says we due to meet next week. What 's yo thinkin. S."
Shaka was very reliable. He also wasn't wasting any time. He was claiming what she had promised him - it would be her fifth and last child and it would be his. Her fingers flew on the screen.
"How about the Thursday? I'll line up a house-sitter. Fingers crossed."
"No rush babe. I'll be enjoying the process. S."
Dee giggled. She knew that she would enjoy it too. Somewhat masochistic of her some might say. Having just enjoyed two months feeling very much like a beached whale followed by six months as the personal body servant of a very demanding, but also utterly adorable, little tyrant.
That was why it felt so good to be out and about again. She had resumed work this week and it had felt so amazing to be back teaching - even if perhaps not for long. It was fortunate that Tubman High had such excellent child-care facilities and such a generous maternity leave policy. Fortunate but perhaps not surprising when you understood what that Taylor Foundation logo on the school signage really meant.
Through the last six months there had been three things that kept nagging at her mind. First, the desire to teach again. Second, her little arrangement with Shaka. Third, a desire to get back to this diner.
Of course she could just ask. Something like, "Excuse me but that attractive young server who worked here. The one who showed an interest in going Black. Could you pass me her details and forwarding address?" On second thoughts that was probably not an option.
It WAS nagging at her though. It had been an important moment. Her body-clock meant that this next child, Shaka's child, would certainly be her last. Then her role in the life-style would be a different one. An 'influencer', a 'facilitator', an 'enabler' or, to use the old term for all three, a teacher. The first person she had really had a chance to influence and enable was that shy young server. She could still remember how the girl had blushed when they'd caught her staring at them. How she'd taken Dee's number and her invitation to call if she wanted to act on the desires that all three of them knew she had.
Then - nothing. No phone call and on two later visits to the diner Dee hadn't seen the girl. It was a frustration and a real shame. A lovely girl like that shouldn't be wasting her time with white boys.
Dee entered the diner trying not to smirk to herself at that last thought. This lifestyle did give you thoughts that you'd never previously have imagined yourself having. What the heck - it also provided plenty of house-sitters and 'aunties' who helped look after the children.
The diner was reasonably busy. Dee saw a server operating but immediately felt disappointment. There were a couple of small tables free towards the rear. She took a seat at one and watched.
The server had noticed her and went to a door. She spoke through it and almost shrugged her shoulders. Then the door swung shut only to open thirty seconds later and reveal another server, her face just adopting the professional smile as she tied her apron. The servers were dressed alike - a white blouse over a knee-length black skirt with a white apron tied in front. Hooters or Twin Peeks this was not.
Dee smiled. She would know the girl anywhere. Everything about that evening and night were burned into her memory. The server reached into a pocket of her apron and pulled out a pad. Only then did she look up to take in Dee and suddenly her professional smile was gone if only for a moment. In that moment her face showed shock and surprise. It seemed she had recognised Dee too.
The girl took up position and gave a little clear of her throat. "Er, good afternoon, What can I get you?"
Was the girl choosing not to recognise her or didn't she trust her recognition? Dee hadn't come this far not to find out.
"It's good to see you again. You never gave me that phone-call."
The girl blushed and glanced across to make sure she wasn't being watched before saying, "I meant to but then it seemed kind of crazy you know and then when I thought maybe I should I thought it was too late..."
The words had rushed out of her and Dee suddenly realised, with a real sense of responsibility, that the girl had been desperately hoping to see her again too.
"Well," Dee glanced at the girl's name-card, "Helen. You go get me one of this place's delicious iced teas and a slider I can write out my number for you again. If you'd like it?"
Helen glanced across to make sure she wasn't being watched again and then she nodded.
The slider really was very good and that iced tea hit the spot like little else could on a hot day like that one. When Helen returned with the check Dee gave her the money plus a tip plus her number. She had also been thinking. She didn't want any more slips-ups or to have to rely on the girl having the courage to phone.
It had been over a year since Dee had enjoyed a night out. Emily had offered to look after the youngsters but up to now she hadn't quite felt like it. She had been in full-on mommy mood and she almost certainly soon would be again. Seeing the excitement and nervousness in young Helen's eyes had made her mind up for her.
"Are you working tomorrow Helen?"
"Only the lunch-time shift."
"That's good because I'm working the morning too. You'd be free for four o'clock?"
The girl's eyes were fixed on Dee. She wasn't checking to see if she was being watched anymore. All good signs.
"Where can we meet - I mean NOT here. Somewhere we can have a real talk. Without being spied on or overheard."
Now it was Helen's turn to write a note. She'd just completed it when she saw her boss waving an imperious hand at her. She gave a last smile before moving off back to the kitchens.
Cards on the Table
It wasn't the swankiest of joints but then Helen was probably not exactly rolling in spare cash. Its clientele was less family-orientated than the diner where she worked, rather more relaxed.
Dee had left the Odyssey at home and borrowed Emily's old clunker for the evening. She wasn't sure where the night might take her and this Nissan had several advantages for certain areas. It was a very reliable vehicle but definitely not the top of anyone's list to steal. The Taylor Foundation logo in the window made that pretty unlikely but why tempt fate with a new Odyssey!
In the back of her mind she'd been wondering whether Helen would show up but she was soon put straight on that score. Dee got there five minutes early but Helen was already waiting for her outside and waved when Dee walked up.
Helen wasn't alone. A young man was with her and apparently trying to talk her ear off. Dee understood that wave now - not so much a signal of location as a cry for help.
He was a good six feet tall and might have been quite handsome without the ginger neck-beard. Also without the breathtakingly arrogant tone of voice that reached Dee long before she reached them. He might as well have had 'asshole' tattooed on his fore-head.
It took him a while but suddenly he realised Helen's attention wasn't on him any more and he turned. His lip curled up when he saw Dee. "Oh shit it looks like this old bitch is looking for you. Well - don't worry. I'll be staying around. Once you've got rid of her you can come out with me and we'll have some fun."
Well what a charmer!
"Actually Chad - this is my Mom."
Oh it just got better and better! She couldn't have passed for an older sister? But there you were - she actually was just about old enough to be the girl's mother. Anyway she could forgive Helen if it worked in getting rid of the douche-bag.
You've just called a girl's mom an 'old bitch' by mistake. That should cause some embarrassment yes? Probably you should go and find a stone to hide under? Not this guy. A flicker of annoyance had crossed his face but nothing more. Now he'd moved away and was glaring at them. Frustrated white boy privilege in every aspect of him.
The expression on Helen's face was priceless as she greeted Dee. It was wicked but Dee couldn't resist - and besides Helen deserved it after that 'Mom' comment.
"That your boyfriend?"
Helen suddenly had a look like she was chewing a wasp. "He's been trying to be for six months now. Chad thinks he's God's gift you know. He uses his trust fund to slum around here and pretend he's a player. You'd think any man who wants to get to know me would have worked out that me and my Mom do NOT meet up any more."
"Sorry - I didn't mean to raise bad memories."
Helen rolled her eyes. "My folks are part of the Brethren - you've heard of them. Well - anyway you'll know a hundred congregations like them. They didn't approve of anyone asking questions and they DEFINITELY didn't like young women doing it. I'm not even talking about wanting to go to College..."
"But you still went."
"Yeah, I still went and I haven't really talked to them since. Only got shouted at if I ever tried. Not much of a loss for them - they still have seven children. They can afford to let one go to the Devil."
Dee had to reappraise her view of the girl. That had taken some courage and some guts. She couldn't have imagined doing the same thing herself at that age.
"Where were you from?"
"Stebson County over in the coal-fields. Which is why I knew real early that I wanted to get out of there."
Dee recognised the name though she had never been there - why would she have? One of those communities left behind by the decline of coal. A steadily rising average age of population and a steadily falling average income. Federal and State governments seemed to have given up on them long ago. Long slow decline until the opiate epidemic had proved that things really could get much worse really fast. Places like that held together, if they held together at all, by strong self-identification and in those areas that almost always meant religion.
It was always a shock to realise that places like that were geographically quite close but a world away. If you grew up there then you knew your future and accepted it or you left.
"That must have been tough..."
"I don't regret it for a moment but it IS tough. Even with my scholarship and my loan I'm working five evening shifts a week and sometimes some lunch-times too." Then I have to find the time to study! First year was hard, second year was tough, this year is a bitch. It doesn't help that others have it a lot easier and can't resist telling me about it ALL the time." She cast a venomous glance at Chad.
Dee examined the girl as she was speaking. She was twenty or twenty-one but she had courage. She was making her own way and taking her own decisions. If she made mistakes then they were HER mistakes. Yes, she had courage but some steps apparently were still too daunting. It was time to get down to why they were both there.
"I figured you'd found yourself a nice white-bread boyfriend..."
The girl's mouth tightened a little and Dee knew that she had guessed right.
"...so you'll know whether I was right about them all being a waste of time."
It hadn't taken Sherlock Holmes to work that out. The girl was really very attractive. Those deep brown eyes and that long chestnut hair set against her fair skin. A body that was trim but curved in all the right places. The vitality and freshness of youth. Dee could guess that Helen had received a LOT of attention from the likes of Chad.
Helen gave a little grunt of annoyance. "I tried - when I had a little more time. They just don't... you know... I even, um," she leaned forward and whispered, "I even, er, tried it with a girlfriend. It just... you know." She raised her palms and then let her hands fall back to the table.
Dee reached forward and put one of her hands onto one of the girl's. "That's because you weren't following what your body was telling you. You kept looking in the wrong places. You know that don't you?"
"I've always, yunno, found them hot, I mean attractive. In a way that other boys just aren't. But it was when I saw you and your husband that something sort of clicked.
'Them.' Even now, talking to Dee, she was apparently still scared to spell out her true desires. Well the first part of her education was learning to do just that. The first thing Dee needed to know was whether the girl was willing to do it.
"That wasn't my husband. Bill was one of my lovers and he is now my baby-daddy." Dee noticed that Helen's eyes were focused on her with laser precision. The girl had a blush on her cheeks and the tip of her tongue moved across her upper lip, as if her mouth was dry. But she didn't stand up or run away, she didn't show shock or outrage. Dee felt safe to go a little further, well a lot further.
She toyed with her wedding ring. "I only still wear this because a lot of Black men like to know they are fucking a white man's wife. My marriage effectively ended the first time that I made love to Shaka, the first time that I was fucked properly, which means the first time that I was fucked by a Black man. From that moment, no matter how much I might have wanted to fight it, there was never going to be any way back."
"Once you go Black - you can never go back." Helen spoke in a low tone, almost as if she was reciting a sacred text.
Dee shook her head. "For myself and my friends it was more like - 'Once you go Black you never want to go back.' Never, ever."
Helen's teeth gently bit the top of her lower lip. Dee knew the signs - hadn't she been there once herself. Wanting it so much but agonising over taking that first crucial step. It would be even harder for Helen. Up there in the coal-fields was as white an area as you got in the whole country. What did this girl know of African-Americans? Only what she was told by her parents, her pastor and the media, probably Fox News.
Some things were easier to shake than others. That was why when she'd escaped her stifling home the girl had come here and not to the city itself. It was more free and more diverse but not TOO free or diverse. Not TOO new and frightening. What to Dee had been dull and suffocating had to Helen seemed the sweet scent of liberty, even working most hours that God sent her. Or it had for a time.
"When I gave you my number last time you weren't ready yet. Are you ready now?" Dee was pretty certain she knew what the answer would be. Helen was here wasn't she?
"Yes - I'm ready."
Dee smiled. "So I just need to know what you prefer - vanilla or hot sauce?"
"I think I've had my fill of vanilla."
Dee nodded. "Well if it gets too hot for you tonight then let me know and we'll ease things back some."
The girl's mouth tightened a touch and her chin came up a little. Dee recognised that sign too. Helen had got used to making her decisions and then living by them. She would not be inclined to back down once she had started. That meant tonight promised to be a LOT of fun.
Suddenly Helen's face fell a little, the determination draining away in an instant. "What if, um, if they don't..."
Ah, youth had its strengths but also its weaknesses and insecurities. Did this beautiful young girl really doubt that the men she desired would also desire her? That was easily solved.
Dee pulled out her phone and took a picture of Helen then her fingers flew on the screen for a few seconds. The picture sent to six of her old friends with a request for comments.
It didn't take long. She had turned the screen so they could both watch the responses come in.
Odell: "Oh shit but that dime is fly. You gonna introduce us?"
Bill: "If I was thirty years younger that little honey wouldn't be getting out of bed for a week."
Pops: "Now that just about made my day. When you gonna bring that fine piece round?"
Tamika: "I'm working tonight. You know where. You two should come visit."
Antwan: "Hmmn hmmmmnnnnnnn. That girl got free membership at all my clubs you hear. She'll bring the brothas from miles around."
One hadn't responded but Dee knew that he wouldn't settle for a message. Meanwhile Dee had been watching Helen, seeing the blood come to her cheeks and the sparkle come into her eyes. Helen's mother would have called this the 'forbidden fruit.' Her daughter would be biting deep into it tonight and savouring the sweetness of its juice.
The phone rang. Well if it was the forbidden fruit then this caller had to be the devil. Helen's mother probably would have thought that he was. Dee knew better, a lot better. She stood up and signalled to Helen to follow suit.
As soon as they were out of the place Dee put her phone on speaker.
"Hey babe."
"Hey - what did you think of that little photo I sent you."
A low laugh came through the speaker. "Got a pulse and a big Black cock ain't I? How you think I feel about it. Shit - she just like you. Way too fine for any cracka, just built from the ground up for the Black man's pleasure."
Dee couldn't help almost laughing at the expression on Helen's face. Shaka could be a little full-on at first. But the girl wasn't running away and those beautiful brown eyes of hers were still sparkling, still hungry.
"Got a favor to ask."
"Sure - so long as you give me her number."
"Aren't you supposed to be concentrating on ME for the next little while?"
"Oh yeah - and you can KNOW that I'm looking forward to it too. But I know how inviting that little white pussy of yours is - how it just forces a Black man to fill it with his nigga nut. I don't think its going to take us long to get that belly of yours growing again."
Dee winked at Helen who now had her hand over her open mouth, a picture of shock. But she STILL wasn't running away.
"Well maybe, once you've given me my baby I'll THINK about putting you in touch with Helen here. But first - that favor?"
Shaka laughed again. "Sure..."
"My new friend here is just getting into the lifestyle. I'm thinking of taking her on a road-trip tonight. Can she wear your hoops - just in case?"
"Where you thinking of being at?"
Dee listed a few places.
Shaka named three of them back to her. "If she's serious about it then they'll show her all she needs to see. You were going by Leez's?"
"Of course."
"I'll ask her to supply your girl with my hoops. I'll talk to Tom - make sure he's ready for you. Not that word about you two wouldn't get out at warp speed." He laughed again. "Have fun baby."
"We will Shaka - thanks again."
"Shit you know I'll do anything for my girls."
The connection ended.
"Who was that?" Helen's voice was amazed but also excited.
"Oh that was Shaka - he's a sweetheart and an amazing fuck. With his hoops people will know not to mess with us and others will be making SURE no-one messes with us. Unless, of course, we want them to."



Helen just shook her head a little, but in wonder rather than denial. At that moment Dee knew that she had understood Helen correctly and that she had played the situation just right. Coming from Helen's background just being seen with a Black man was way beyond the pale. It made that first step a huge one but once that step was taken then the momentum could carry a girl a long way. Helen had been thinking about this for a long time and now the realisation that she was finally going to act on her desires was fuelling her determination to do just that.
"Ok," said Dee, "time for us to get started." She looked Helen up and down. "Of course you look good in that outfit but you aren't exactly dressed to impress and that's what we need to do. You aren't going to be playing around with white boys any more. Talking of which..."
Chad had come to the door and was looking at them - obviously expecting Dee to leave so that he could swoop in.
"Time to wave your old life goodbye."
Helen did just that. Her face broke into a broad warm smile and she waved to Chad before walking to the vehicle. Dee followed her a second later having just had time to see Chad raise a hand in response. Chad did not have a warm beautiful smile. Chad looked confused, frustrated and angry. Chad was not happy but then losers seldom are.
Leez and Izeye
Dee had got so used to the city that she took many things as a given nowadays. As the landscape grew more urban so you saw more graffiti, more neglect and more people. As you changed neighborhood first the faces were usually white, then there was a mix and then they were nearly all African-American. To Dee that was as expected and as usual as the sun rising and setting. One glance across told her that Helen did not feel quite the same way.
With her background and current circumstances it was quite possible that Helen was in the 'minority' for the first time. She looked a little nervous as well as excited. Well that showed sound common sense. Their situation carried dangers as well as opportunities. Which was why they needed to make their first call.
The little cluster of stores looked much as it did the first time Dee had come here. It was something of a rite of passage in their lifestyle. Being shown off for Leez's inspection. They were no sooner through the door before...
"Hey Dee - good to see you again. This the one that Shaka told me about?" Leez had a broad open face and a no nonsense attitude. "She got some potential but she ain't helping herself." She gave an almost theatrical shake of the head. "That sort of outfit might have been alright for the crackas but it won't cut it where my girl Dee's gonna be taking you. What you think Dee - we get her a travelling outfit and then one for later?"
"Sounds right."
Helen suddenly looked very worried. "I don't have much..."
Leez's business-like demeanour reasserted itself. "Don't be worrying about that. Had a call from Mr Taylor. I forget which program this is coming out of - probably something to do with urban regeneration." All the time her eyes were measuring up Helen and assessing her strengths and potential weaknesses. "Bringing beauty and amenities to the ghetto and by the time I'm done you gonna qualify on both counts."
Leez had a certain clientele. The girls going out clubbing and also the girls for whom attracting male attention was a more professional concern. The business sent her way from Mr Taylor was a very juicy cherry on top of the cake.
"You been a dancer?" Leez asked as she competed her visual assessment.
Helen smiled. "I used to love dancing but this year I don't have the time."
"Find it," said Leez in a matter of fact tone. "Builds up the muscle tone in your thighs and yo' butt. You pretty good for a cracka back there and with some work well you'll notice Phat-assed white girls are real popular round here. What you think Dee - this a job for LaTreya?"
Dee nodded. She had absolutely no doubt that her formidable personal trainer would love the task. She'd make the introduction if this evening went well.
Leez stepped up and pulled Helen's top tight to her bust. "Yeah, I thought so. Girl if you got it then you gotta learn to flaunt it. Can't be wearing this baggy shit and hiding your potential. How you with heels?"
"I don't really wear..."
"What the fuck's the education system coming to. Well I'll set you up for now but a little more tone in that butt and the wiggle from a pair of heels will get you a LOT of attention and JUST the sort of attention you're seeking. I'm telling you and you can listen to me cos old Leez has got eyes in her head and knows what she's talking about." The Black woman nodded and then turned to her racks of clothing.
Helen gave Dee a rather startled look as Leez began collecting items.
Dee just gave a reassuring smile and a nod back. Leez wasn't wrong - she had a real good eye.
The African-American woman was soon back and thrust an armful of clothing at Helen. "Room's back there - when you come out I only want to see you in these you understand."
"Yes Leez," said Helen and meekly went to the door suggested.
"I thought the customer was always right," teased Dee.
"Shit," said Leez in disgust. "Nowadays they're teaching them not to look good for a man. Like it's some kind of a insult if someone tells them they look hot as fuck. Fuck that! You cracka girls is going down to the ghetto then you best be going on the ghetto's terms. But then YOU know that." Leez gave Dee a sly smile
Yes, Dee knew that very well. It wasn't so long since she hadn't but you learned fast in this lifestyle.
The outside door opened.
"After you," came a deep voice.
Dee saw Izeye holding open the door with one big Black hand. Two white women in their early twenties walked in and each gave a little jump and giggle as they walked by him. Dee had a strong notion what his other hand had been up to. A suspicion confirmed when the second girl paused to stick her butt out at the big man. Izeye smiled and moved a little closer as the girl gave a wiggle at him before giggling and moving into the store.
Leez took no notice of her husband. At first you could think that the wives were beaten down into accepting their men's actions. Dee had come to learn the truth was rather different. Leez and most of the other Black wives had a zero tolerance of their men cheating. It was just that white girls didn't count as cheating. They were no threat, no challenge to Leez's status. They were amusements for Izeye while she was his life partner. Besides, Leez sometimes enjoyed joining in his fun and games.
Helen emerged holding her black leather jacket closed. "Err Leez, I think you forgot..."
"I didn't forget shit - drop them hands and lets see how you're looking."
Leez was wearing a pair of kitten-heeled thigh-high boots. There was then a flash of bare skin before a short tight denim skirt. Above that she wore her black leather jacket which now opened a little to show a sheer transparent dark sleeve-less top underneath. The girl turned at a signal from Leez and as she did so a hard young nipple was clearly visible through the transparent material of her top.
"You was a dancer - well touch your toes this way and away from us."
Helen obeyed, despite the fact that the tight skirt slightly restricted her movements. Dee saw the flash of white lace as she bent over away from them. For a moment she tried to remember the last time she'd worn panties under a skirt on a night out. Still - Helen was only a beginner.
"What do you think hon," Leez aked her husband.
Izeye nodded. "Real nice but it'd be better with heeled boots maybe."
Leez gave Helen a significant look. Dee didn't doubt that the girl had taken the lesson.
"That'll do you for travelling - now I'm gonna see to my other customers while you try on that other outfit."
***
When Leez returned she gave a little smile of triumph. "Yeah, I knew that would look good. Kinda goes with Dee here too. The respectable high-class MILF with her slutty little daughter. You two are going to be REAL popular."
"Preach it baby," said Izeye with a low chuckle
Was it really asking too much to be an older sister?! Ah well, Dee knew that they were right. The men would love that idea and to be honest, deep down, Dee rather liked it too.
Leez was soon back helping her other customers while Helen changed back into her 'travelling' outfit.
"Pretty isn't she," Dee asked Izeye.
"She is - but I know what you're doing."
She cast him an enquiring glance with a half-smile on her lips.
"She's real pretty but I'd go for her hot 'mom' EVERY time."
Was it shallow of Dee to feel so pleased? Well, she didn't care if it was! Izeye's words made her feel very good. So good that she almost forgot their last errand.
Only once she had helped Helen fit on her big gaudy hoop ear-rings with the 'S' in brilliants for Shaka were they really ready to leave.
Taking Up Dancing Again
Dee knew how self-aware Helen was feeling as they went further into the city. These neighborhoods were almost entirely African-American and Helen was well-aware how sexy her outfit was. White girls only came to these parts dressed like that for one thing. She knew that and yet she was going.
Dee smiled. Helen might think this was the ghetto but there were tougher parts of the Capital and this was Beverley Hills compared to certain parts of H-Town. She'd picked their itinerary carefully and the next stage would be a step up, but still on safe ground.
She had only been there once herself, as a prelude to a night with several fit young Black men. A little celebration for their completing their adult education course with her. That night had been quite an Adult Education for her too!
The place was nothing special, just a relatively small building with no advertising save for the large African-American man leaning supposedly nonchalantly by the entrance.
"You got a new job?" said Dee with delight.
The man laughed. "Just giving my man Kareem a chance to get a drink. Besides I wanted to make sure my girls got here OK."
Helen looked at Dee with a confused look on her face. Dee reached over and touched her new friend's hoop ear-ring.
"You're wearing his bling so you're one of his girls - at least for tonight. That right Shaka?"
"Shit she can be one of my girls ANY night she likes. Now Dee time you gave yo future baby-daddy some sugar."
Dee moved into his strong arms and felt her usual exhilaration as his mouth found hers, their lips parting and tongues meeting. It always felt so good to be with Shaka. He had been her first - he had been the one to teach her how things really were. Just as she was now going to teach Helen.
Poor Helen! She had gone so red in the face when Shaka had basically told her that he wanted to fuck her. Dee wondered if she had ever felt that embarrassed - probably she had. That was why she knew that Helen would soon learn to get over it. If all went to plan she'd have very little room for such nonsense after tonight. She'd have learned that to savour life's pleasures you needed to be ready to reach out and grasp them.
The door opened to a blast of noise, voices almost drowned out by the heavy beat of a powerful sound system.
"They here? Oh fuck! Where YOU been hiding baby?" It seemed Kareem liked the look of Helen. "You ain't losing your eye for talent Shaka."
"Just met her," said Shaka nonchalantly. "My little bitch Dee found this one."
Helen's cheeks were red again, her eyes fixed on Kareem's powerful frame and bulging muscles.
Kareem's eyes were on Dee now. "So this is Dee. I should have realised! I only know her by reputation but I'm hoping I can put that right real soon."
Dee wondered if she was blushing too now. Probably not but she felt that little extra charge of heat through her body. It was so good to be desired by a man like this, such an affirmation of her sexual being. That was the real lesson Helen would be learning tonight and it was a lesson that never ever got old.
Shaka ran several clubs but when you walked through the door you could tell this wasn't one of them. The smell of weed was too strong for that. The room wasn't that small but it was very crowded and noisy. Dee felt rather than saw the eyes turned onto her and Helen. She knew that the young girl was feeling it too. A quick glance showed that they were the only whites in the rough-and-ready club. As they moved forward Dee felt the men moving in behind her. They were drawing attention but not so much as the little makeshift stage.
A girl was dancing on a raised area in the middle of the space. She was a dark-skinned Latina - already naked save for a garter and a tiny g-string. The space around her platform was crowded with men, all of them African-American or Black Hispanic. Wads of notes were being waved at her from every direction and she danced from side to side to collect her tribute. Singles would be thrown on stage as she danced or twerked. The girl knew what her audience liked and was extremely well-equipped to provide it.
It was Tamika dancing up on stage there and Dee remembered her other time here and knew again that she had chosen rightly for Helen's education.
Fives and tens were permitted to be tucked into Tamika's garter - which meant some fine close-up action for the lucky benefactor. Hands stroking the smooth coffee skin - a fortunate or generous man was allowed a kiss or to put his head between her breasts. Then, with graceful ease, she swirled back out into the centre of her platform.
Tamika was a pro - beautiful and graceful and magnificently mercenary. A long floral tattoo ran all the way down one leg. She worked her crowd with skill. Her eyes ran over them looking for her next green. As they swept her audience she saw the new arrivals. She gave an ecstatic grin and pointed..
Dee and Shaka were each side of Helen as they moved slowly forward through the crowd and towards the stage. At that gesture from the dancer Dee felt Helen give a little shiver but there was no hesitation in her movement forward. Did the girl know or even suspect what would happen on that platform? Dee knew and for a moment wished that she was again where Helen was, about to experience the next few minutes for the first time.
Tamika's athletic body was above them when they reached the stage. She again reached out an arm. As Dee helped Shaka ease Helen forward the last couple of steps she felt that she was making an offering, a sacrifice to a vital goddess of beauty and sexuality, a goddess whose avatar was the athletically powerful form of Tamika. Happily Dee knew the 'victim' in this particular rite stood to lose nothing but potentially to gain much. Just as she herself had.
The 'victim' also had to be willing. Helen's hesitation was momentary and then she held her hand up to meet Tamika's. The strong brown fingers grasped her wrist and Tamika easily pulled Helen up onto the stage in one fluid motion. The two girls were of about the same height but Tamika had the power and grace of a professional dancer.
The roar from the crowd was huge, a roar of joy and anticipation. Some had seen Tamika 'initiate' a white girl before, others had only heard about it. All were excited to see tonight's performance. That wall of noise, even drowning out the music, seemed to shock Helen more than anything that had happened so far. She froze up there on stage.
Dee was very close, looking straight up at the two young women. She saw Tamika's wonderful amber eyes find the frightened brown ones of Helen and capture them. Tamika's mouth framed words.
'Give yourself to me.'
The white girl swallowed, her body seeming to shake as if caught in a breeze. All her anticipations and desires and fears surging through her body. Dee knew that in that instant Helen had forgotten her and Shaka and the club and the crowd and the whole world. At that moment there was only Tamika. Again she felt a pang that she herself would not feel that again but also joy at what was to come for her new friend and pupil.
Tamika's lips moved again, any sound lost in the bedlam of music and shouts and cheers.
'Give yourself and find yourself.'
Helen's eyes were wide and staring, her mouth opened a little as if to speak and then she gave an almost imperceptible nod. Tamika moved forward and claimed her, there was no other possible description of the way that her hungry mouth closed on Helen's. Even as her tongue explored and met the girl's so Tamika had begun pushing off Helen's jacket and then dropping it to the floor where Shaka collected it.
The noise only increased a notch as Helen's see-through top was revealed, her breasts barely concealed.
"Damn," Dee heard Shaka's voice. "She been hiding them. Gotta be 34D." Dee had no definite information on that but she took her man's word for it - he was something of an expert in such matters. Whatever the measurements - on the girl's slim frame her breasts looked amazing.
Tamika's strong hand closed firmly first on one breast and then on the other, her mouth still locked onto Helen's. Finally she broke and smiled. Again her lips moved, again the seemingly silent communication with her new partner.
'Now - we dance!'
As they arrived Tamika had been dancing for the men, displaying her agility and flexibility, stressing her beautiful rounded butt. Now she danced for Helen but in the full knowledge that her men would relish the spectacle.
Whoever was running the music had helped by transitioning to a powerful fast heavy beat with no vocals. Dee had heard it a time or two before in the clubs. She'd asked Odell once what it was called.
"Lost in the ghetto," said Odell with a smile that showed his gold tooth.
Dee had an idea that nearly everyone in that club knew that 'Lost in the Ghetto' was playing and understood the significance. Understood it and relished it. The only one not to know was Helen and what did she need to know it for? She was experiencing it.
Tamika was dancing now, her every move focused on Helen and slowly, slowly, the white girl responded, her movements hesitant and stiff at first but then becoming more fluid and natural.
Tamika was like a panther, the embodiment of sleek grace and power. Helen could not quite compete but you could see that she had learned dance too. Dee had to admit that Helen was probably doing better than she had on the night that she had first met Tamika. Not that it mattered to the crowd. The dancing was just the prelude, the first act of Tamika's performance. That was what they had come to see.
Tamika moved around Helen pressing her firm brown breasts against the girl. Then she paused in front of her once more and her lips moved.
'Now - my skin on your skin. Give yourself fully.'
Helen understood and her last fears seemed blasted away by her dancing with Tamika. Her hands dropped to her top and in one motion she pulled it up and over her head. The men in the club roared and whistled their approval again but Dee wasn't sure that Helen heard them. Maybe they were the cause of the excitement and desire radiating from Helen's face and her every move but Dee doubted it. She thought Tamika's little nod of approval was the more likely candidate.
Now Tamika moved close again and this time it was as it had to be, ancient and fundamental. Brown skin on white skin, brown breast against white breast, brown mouth and white mouth locked together in a deep passion. Tamika broke their kiss only to drop her head down as if to devour Helen's left tit. Her mouth sucked voraciously as her tongue worked. Then the right - leaving Helen's left breast gleaming with saliva, her nipple standing hard and proud.
Soon they were dancing again but both topless now, firm breasts exposed and moving to the rhythmn of their movements. Tamika prowled around her prey and then moved in behind her - pressing her breasts into Helen's back. Her hand moved round onto the white belly and then down, forcing its way into the tight denim skirt. Another roar from the crowd and suddenly Helen was looking at them as if realising their existence for the first time in many minutes. A glow had come onto her skin, both from the exertion of exercise and from her thrill at the crowd's reaction.



Dee felt Shaka's strong right arm holding her as they both watched the stage. She knew what Helen was feeling now. "She'll do," said Shaka his mouth against her ear, "you found a good one there." Dee felt pleasure at his words - a new sort of pleasure but a very real and strong one for all that.
Tamika's hand had explored and now it reappeared to expertly undo Helen's skirt before the Latina dancer slipped down to ease the garment with her. Helen stepped out of the skirt and was left wearing only her boots, her panties and, of course, Shaka's hoops. She was like putty in Tamika's hands now, pliable clay to be moulded as the Latina desired.
Tamika put a hand behind Helen's back and then moved. The white girl was swept down until her shoulders were on the floor. As Tamika stood again she held Helen's legs pulling them up and apart. Then her hands moved up to grasp the white material of the white panties and her face pushed forward. Helen's mouth was open now, a mixture of surprise and desire. Tamika's sharp strong teeth closed on the white material before her hands pulled the panties down. Tamika's head moved forward again and her face found the neatly-trimmed area between Helen's legs. The white girl's head went back and her mouth opened but the roaring of the crowd and the heavy music beat left her scream of pleasure only a ghost upon the air.
Strong brown fingers worked white breasts and nipples, an exquisitely skilled tongue explored and exploited young white pussy. Dee saw Helen's legs begin to shake and then her whole body. Had no-one done that for her before? Certainly no-one as skilled as Tamika.
"You want more - make it rain," shouted Tamika, her fingers making the symbol of falling rain-drops. They couldn't have heard her but they knew that signal. Dollar bills had been thrown onto the stage before, joining those already half-covering the stage - but now there was a wave of currency. Men were throwing handfuls onto the stage and the beautiful Latina nodded her approval.
Another swift movement of Tamika's and the women were now lying together, head to tail. Tamika was already at work while Helen hesitated - her vision filled with shaved Puerto Rican pussy. Another key moment and another test successfully passed. Helen pushed her mouth down and began trying to give pleasure for pleasure. She reached her hands up to hold the Latina's big butt in place, to hungrily taste and savour her sex.
After perhaps a minute Tamika easily broke the girl's grasp, her strong dancer's legs pushing her up. Then she put her hands on her thighs as she stood above Helen, wiggling and thrusting her big butt and drawing more waves of dollar bills thrown onto the stage.
Tamika kept dipping herself down and pushing her exposed pussy closer and closer to Helen. Finally Helen could stand it no more. She tried to push her head and then her tongue up to meet Tamika, tried to grasp her and pull her down. Tamika's strength was too much for her, taunting her with her own desires
Another swift movement of the dancer and Tamika stood up and away - signalling to the edge of the stage. Another roar went up from those in the crowd who had seen her perform before. A man's leather belt was handed to her and she moved back to where Helen was getting to her feet, each step punctuated by the heavy beat of the soundtrack.
Tamika grasped the girl from behind and held her, kissing her neck and throat as her hands moved round to cup Helen's tits. For a brief moment Helen's wide-open eyes met Dee's. Dee saw it all there - the realisation and the desire - just as she herself had felt it. She smiled and nodded but knew that Helen wouldn't see it. Helen was entirely bound up in what Tamika was doing for her, what Tamika was exposing within her.
The brown lips were at Helen's ear now, probably still having to shout in the cacophony but the message was received. Helen sank to her knees and bowed her head as Tamika put the belt around her neck and then tightened it to act as a make-shift collar. Tamika held up her hand and another object was tossed to her. She leaned down and, with Helen's assistance, pulled the garter up onto the girl's pale thigh.
It was so typical of Tamika. The symbolic and the practical. Helen had given herself by accepting the belt as a collar, everyone there knew it and not least Helen herself. The garter was for the next and last part of their performance. It was time to get paid.
"You remember that..."
Dee heard Shaka's words in her ear and she did remember. Seeing Helen brought it back with intense vividness. Being led on hands and knees around the stage to collect the men's tribute. Currency thrust into the garter belt, exploring hands reaching for her body. Rough hands fondling her breasts, seeking but never quite reaching her pussy. The feel of the currency notes against her bare skin.
That gave Dee a new thought and she spoke it into Shaka's ear.
Now Tamika was standing at the center of the stage holding out her hands, encouraging a last little blizzard of dollar bills while Helen sat at her feet. The Latina seemed to be drinking in the waves of noise coming from the crowd, acknowledging their acceptance that there really was no dancer quite like her. Two club security were collecting up the bills as the two women finally moved over to Shaka and Dee.
The music was cranked down a little. Dee felt a slight sympathy as she saw an African-American girl get on stage. It had to be rough to have to follow Tamika.
Helen still looked a little dazed, her cheeks flushed and her mouth open a little to suck in oxygen. Tamika reached down to take the huge bundle of currency from her garter.
"My girl Dee here didn't need the money but Helen there could use some of that green. Fifty-fifty." Shaka's voice was the model of reason.
"Bull-SHIT." It seemed Tamika didn't agree. "It's my experience and MY skill that makes it rain. Think this one could have made all this green on her own? She peeled off six bills. I'll pay her 300 dollars."
Shaka gently shook his head. "Sixty-forty in your favor. You telling me this fine piece didn't bulk out the take. When's the last time you done so well?"
Tamika paused and then smiled her predatory mercenary little smile. "Sixty-forty but I work three other clubs too. I want her to come perform with me at those too. Same terms. Sixty-forty." She turned her beautiful amber eyes back onto Helen. "A deal my new little white slut? Also after we dance we can..." She left the sentance unfinished but the way her eyes travelled over Helen's almost naked body left little doubt what Tamika was suggesting.
"Yes, yes please." blurted out Helen. It sounded ridiculous but no-one laughed. Instead they went back to the little room behind the club where the take was counted and a couple of thousand dollars were handed to Shaka.
Dee saw Helen's eyes following the money, she knew what it meant to her.
"It'll be safe?" asked the girl.
"It'll be safe," assured Dee.
"Gonna get time-off from that job of yours to work with Tamika?" Shaka was all business.
"Oh..." said Helen, it seemed she had forgotten all about the necessities of her old life.
Shaka took out his phone and selected a contact.
"Hey man - it's Shaka... Doing real fine, just been watching Bobo's piece down here... It don't get old I'll say that... Listen, you still needing servers down there... I dunno about that, maybe so. But I do know she's a good server and sometimes she ain't shy." He winked at Helen who suddenly seemed to realise she was near naked and began putting on her clothes. "She out with my girl tonight but how about tomorrow?... Cool my girl will bring her by."
Shaka found a piece of paper and handed it to Helen. "Put your address down and Dee will collect you tomorrow. Take you over to see my friend Theo. I think you'll enjoy working for him. Unless, of course, you too much in love with your current place?"
"Fuck no," said Helen.
Shaka smiled. "One thing I can promise is that plenty of brothas will tip real well if they got a sweet little white thing like you serving. Also, Theo is a good man. Serving is all you'll be expected to do - so long as you wants it that way."
Helen looked at him and then at the money. Dee knew what she was thinking. Was this a new door of opportunity opening for her or was it a net closing in around her to cut off her chances of retreat. Dee knew that it was both and willed the girl to take her chance.
Helen nodded.
"Cool," smiled Shaka, "now you two best be moving. I like the way my ice looks on you Helen - especially when it's about all you're wearing. Next time I see it we'll have to be more private so I can show you JUST how much I like it."
Shaka was an imposing, powerful handsome man. Again Dee knew just how Helen felt - the realisation that a man like that desired her. She saw the flush on Helen's cheeks and then her guilty glance at Dee. Well after all Dee WAS Shaka's girl.
Dee smiled. "I was fifteen years older than you are when Shaka showed me how things are. Fifteen years wasted on white boys and one white boy in particular. It took Shaka to teach me how a real man can make love to a woman, how a real man can fuck his woman. Believe me - none of Shaka's girls have any complaints."
Helen smiled, her teeth biting her lower lip. Shaka's hand cupped her butt as he bent down to kiss her, their tongues soon meeting in the eternal dance of intimacy.
Shaka knew he could fuck the sweet little piece there and then. That'd complete her education. She wouldn't be going back to her old life or to white boys after that. But Dee had her own plans and Shaka had come to relish that certain naughty streak that he had uncovered in her. Shit - he remembered what a timid white-bread soccer mom she'd been when he'd first met her. Now she was hot as fuck - a legend around certain parts of two cities. He was very satisfied to know that soon her belly would be bulging with his child - a strong handsome son or another beautiful coffee-skinned daughter. Helen would be a very welcome addition to his 'girls' but Dee - she was something special even for a man as versed and experienced in the lifestyle as Shaka.
He gave Helen a sharp slap on her back-side, enjoyed her little yelp of surprise. "Time's wasting girl - time you and Dee got back on the road."
Putting on A Show
Helen's attitude was different on the next step of their journey. Now curiosity and anticipation definitely out-weighed nervousness. Ironic since their destination now was distinctly more notorious - whether fairly or otherwise. They skirted the Capital and then the suburbs of the two cities that now linked up in many places. Finally they reached the low-rise largely industrial outskirts of H-Town.
Some things were changing here. There had been a 'clean-up' campaign and there was even gentrification now in some parts according to the press. However, in this district there remained acres of empty space used as parking lots. The interval between deindustrialisation and regeneration had still to run its course apparently.
The large one-story building had recently been somewhat extended. It wasn't the only change in only the last couple of years. The old garish neon signs advertising 'XXX DVDs and 'VIDEO BOOTHS' had all gone. Now there were just two signs. 'TOM'S SPORTS BAR.' and 'ADULTS ONLY.' So it was true - she just hoped the rest she had heard was true or this would have been a wasted journey.
She led the way into the building and found it much-changed. The old displays of DVDs, fetish outfits and sex toys had all gone. Instead there was a long bar and big -screen TVs showing basketball games. There were maybe forty patrons in and a few turned to watch Dee and Helen as they walked in.
"Hey Dee!" The white guy behind the bar threw up a hand in welcome. He was in his early forties, rather over-weight and with a chin-strap beard.
Dee returned his warm smile. At least some things seemed eternal. Mo and that awful beard were a real fixture of this place.
"Quite a change," she said.
Mo just rolled his eyes to the heavens. "Tell me about it. I was worried when the 'clean-up' drive began but Tom just said to watch and see. This must be Helen." His eyes flicked over to the younger woman. "Are you 21?"
"Twenty," admitted Helen.
"Just as well you didn't come for a drink then," said Mo, "the authorities are VERY strict at the moment. Makes my job hell. Half the kids from miles around just want to get one past poor old Mo. They have to get up pretty early tho."
Dee was pleased Mo was there. He was a good guy, very loyal to Tom and absolutely trust-worthy. His line of inconsequential banter was also helpful to put Helen at ease.
A few things had caught Helen's attention since walking into the bar. First, all of the customers were African-American and male. Second, the only white faces there were Mo and his assistant, a girl about the same age as Helen, who were looking after the bar. Third, most notably, above the bar was a sign.
'Your staff tonight'
'Mo and Britney'
That wasn't what had captured her attention - it was more the other, unmarked, board.
'Anna (plus one) and Eilidh.'
Then a chalked line and below that,
'Dee and Helen (new)
Mo saw the girl looking and chuckled. "That 'new' always draws some attention but Tom's been putting the word to a few regulars just in case."
Helen looked at Dee as if seeking some clarification. Dee couldn't really help.
"Mo - you might have to help me out. Last time I was here this was still the Porn store remember - with the booths out the back."
Mo lifted a hand again - this time in acknowledgement. "Of course - sorry. I forgot. The Council decided they weren't having any nasty perverted porn stores in this sector and certainly not our friends next door." Dee knew he meant the gay side of the business. "Not that it mattered so much because that business was dying - the glory-holes had been keeping us afloat for years."
"Glory-holes?" said Helen.
"Yeah," chuckled Mo, "I could tell you some stories! Anyway, now we are a respectable bar and nothing to do with such goings-on."
"Shame," said Dee.
"Yeah, a shame indeed. Nowadays such disgraceful activities could only take place in a private club, not an officially licensed premises like us. Jessica Lyons came over and advised us. Who'd have thought it. We were always liable to a raid and there were some strict rules back in the day even if they weren't always followed. These new clubs are just private concerns - no licensing and none of them special rules and regulations."
Jess - Dee's former pupil who was now a leading lawyer in the Capital. Now Dee understood. "So Mo - where does the bar end and the club start?"
Mo winked, his fat face crinkling as he smiled. "Absolutely no connection. Tom only owns ourselves and the gay bar on the other side of the building. The extension out back was built and is leased out by some big outfit in the Capital. Nothing to do with us..."
Dee had a sneaky suspicion who that land-lord might be, even if only via six or seven shell companies.
...despite the shared passage-way." Mo tilted his head towards a door at the back of the bar.
The main door opened and five or six more Black men walked in. They took seats in a booth but Dee and Helen were both very aware of their eyes checking them out. It seemed Tom had indeed been getting the word around.
"Can we get changed?" asked Dee.
'Sure." Mo's piggy-little eyes squinted at the clock on the wall. "Anna and her friend should be about finishing up. Knock out back and Marquis'll look after you."
Dee knew that out back had once been the line of video booths, most with a glory-hole cut through to connect it with a neighbour. Now she found only a tiled corridor with rest-rooms on one side of it. At the end was a door with a stern 'Private. Members Only' notice. Hanging below it was a sign 'Next admittance' and a blank space before a chalked 'P.M.'.
Dee glanced at Helen. The girl looked nervous again. Dee didn't blame her. This was new for her too. However, she liked not knowing what lay ahead.
Dee knocked on the door and after a moment it opened to reveal a young African-American who was built like the proverbial brick out-house. Whereas Mo was big and flabby this man was big and toned. His muscular arms were shown off to fine effect by his muscle-shirt and Dee noticed the full-sleeve tattoos down both arms.
The man smiled. "Well you ain't no disappointment. My friend Jess told me you were something special Teach."
Dee returned his smile. So this was THAT Marquis. Jessica had told her a thing or two about him too and that meant tonight promised to be VERY interesting.
"I know one thing - the brotha at that club was talking BS on the phone. Ain't no way you're really Mom and Daughter. Sisters maybe..."
Dee had a feeling that she was going to like Marquis!
"Members only here. You girls members?" Marquis asked Helen with a stern expression on his face.
"Errr.... no."
Marquis laughed. "Soon be settlin' that. " He stood aside and they entered a short continuation of the passage-way as the big man closed the door behind hem.
"Got three grades. Ordinary membership - accessed from that cracka place next door. Gold Membership for the brothas - accessed from Tom's through this door. Platinum membership for men meeting the requirements and of course for premium pussy of all shades."
"So do we qualify?" asked Dee with a knowing look.
Marquis just chuckled. "Guess we find out fo' sure tonight don't we but I ain't in much doubt."
"Helen needs to change," said Dee.
Marquis eyes looked the girl up and down, pausing to drink in her beauty. Helen seemed to give a little shiver. Dee knew how she felt. This wasn't like being eyed or chatted up by white boys. Drawing the interest of a man like Marquis was on another level. He didn't hide what he wanted from her or his confidence that he could give her what she was needing even as he took what he desired.
Marquis opened a door. "Change in there girl. I'll give Dee here a little tour - let her know what's on offer. We'll be back in ten."
***
"Oh fuck," said Marquis in an almost hushed tone. "Now that's what I'm talkin' about."
Helen's eyes were sparkling as she turned herself for his examination. It was obvious that she was enjoying his reaction. Her fingers toyed with her black neck-tie.
Leez had chosen to play off the fact that Dee was a teacher when she had selected Helen's outfit, one normally used by some of the girls when supplying certain fetish services.
Helen was wearing a short-sleeved white blouse though 'wearing' might only have been half accurate. The buttons of the blouse had been removed and it was held in place only by the lower portion being tied into a knot. Bar a wide black neck-tie loosely tied around her neck Helen's cleavage was left temptingly on display and her midriff was also bare under the knotted white material. Her sleeves were rolled up to the elbow leaving her forearms bare. Her skirt was plaid and reached barely halfway down her thighs leaving the tops of her black stockings exposed.
"Teacher and student eh," said Marquis, "seen it done before but never done better." He looked Helen up and down with an appraising and approving scrutiny. "Like to see a white girl in heels myself."
"It's her first time," explained Dee, "she'll be practising in heels so she'll have them next time. That's right isn't it Helen."
The girl nodded. She seemed transfixed by Marquis's scrutiny, the interest the big man was showing in her. He wasn't hired for security for nothing. He was a big powerful man, a presence capable of dominating any situation.
"First time, eh. You wearing a thong under there?" Marquis pointed at the short plaid skirt.



Helen nodded - seemingly tongue-tied.
"Wrong..." was all Marquis said before he clicked his fingers and held his hand out.
Dee watched as Helen grasped the meaning of that gesture. Marquis was a man of few words but he generally got his point across. He also wasn't playing games - he wanted to know if Helen was for real.
The hesitation was momentary and then Helen reached up under her skirt and eased down her thong before handing it over to Marquis. Dee thought he would smile but he only nodded his approval.
"Thass better."
There was a knock on the door. Now Marquis smiled. "Thass yo' crowd showing up. best you get next door." He nodded towards the other door and Dee knew to take charge.
"We'll be seeing you later?"
"Believe it," said Marquis and for a moment his attention was all on Dee. It wasn't a new sensation for her - being admired by a powerful Black man. But still it sent the shivers of desire through her body
***
Dee led Helen through and into a room, the door of which clicked shut behind them. It was a space about half the size of the stage Helen had shared with Tamika earlier on. The lighting was clear but not harsh. The long walls of the room were white and even knowing its secret Dee had to look carefully for the evidence of it.
"Are you ready?" she asked Helen.
"For what?"
"To perform of course. Let me take the lead." Dee walked to the far wall and pressed a button before turning a dial to introduce a low-level of music.
Dee paused a moment to catch the rhythmn and then let the music take her. She began to dance on the spot, still wearing her teaching outfit of jacket, blouse and knee-length skirt. Not exactly the regulation clubbing outfit but she knew that plenty of men liked to see a woman who could be their past teacher or their current boss. Helen stood to the side, still waiting to understand what would happen, watching.
Soon Helen wasn't the only one. With a sliding sound a slot opened in the far wall and then another and then another. Dee turned as she danced and saw slots opening behind them too. Behind those slots was darkness but as she accustomed to that fact Dee caught the glimpse of other eyes out there, hungry eyes watching her. All the time there was that sliding noise as more slots opened, more men came to check out Dee and the new girl.
Dee took a circuit of the room and got her bearings just as Marquis had suggested. Close up you could see the detail. On one side of the room the eyes staring through the slots were blue, grey or brown. On the other they were brown, deep brown or almost black.
That was the division of course. On one side were white men and on the other African-Americans. On one side ordinary members and on the other gold ones. On one side men enjoying the show and on the other men who might have a more direct input to make later on.
Dee moved across to Helen and grasped her waist lightly. "You told me you could dance - well its time to dance baby," she whispered into the younger woman's ear, "our men are on the right so show them how you want them. But leave the clothes on..."
Helen began to move, strutting up and down in front of the right side of peep-holes. She wiggled her tits and ass for the men, flicked her skirt to reveal flashes of pale thigh and brazenly licked her fingers in front of them. It seemed she had learned plenty from watching Tamika and it seemed that her viewers approved. Under the low music they heard a new sound. The sound of men's voices.
"You a fine, fine, little piece."
"Move that butt girl."
"Show us them titties."
"Get back over here bitch."
"Suck that finger ho."
All punctuated by shouts and whistles of approval. Dee was dancing herself but still had time to glance across and see Helen. The girl's cheeks were flushed and her eyes shining as she drank in the men's approval and their expressions of desire for her. Helen knew what those men wanted and she was rejoicing at the fact, rejoicing in her feminine power over them. Savouring the potential to surrender herself to them.
Dee smiled as she continued her own dance. It was OK for Helen to have her fun but the poor little white boys deserved a show too. The slots all needed money to open and then to stay open but the price tag was much much, higher on the ordinary members side. 'Cracka tax' as Marquis had subtly put it. Each clang of the peep-slots was a few more dollars in the take, paying the rent and paying the talent.
Helen looked like the 'talent' now. Flaunting herself before the gaze of the unseen men, rejoicing in the beauty of her fit young body. Taunting the viewers with just how good she could make them feel. She looked in her element but Dee was aware that the younger woman still had a lot to learn.
Dee moved slowly back to the side of the room and turned down the music.
"Young lady!" she barked out in her strictest didactic tones. Helen had still been swaying to the remembered beat but now stood still - her attention on Dee. "I've been hearing some very unsatisfactory things about you. Are they true?"
"Dunno Miss," replied Helen.
"Really," replied Dee as she reached Helen. She placed her finger onto Helen's lips. "Tell me who has been enjoying this sweet mouth. Black men or white boys?"
Helen dropped her eyes to the floor, joining in the performance. "I'm sorry miss, white boys miss."
Dee shook her head and clicked her tongue in disappointment. She moved up her hands and untied the knot that tied the girl's blouse in place.
"Fuck yeah," said a voice chorused by more shouts of approval.
"What about these perfect young titties," asked Dee as she cupped them in her hands, "who has been enjoying these? Real men or weak little white boys."
"Only white men miss," replied Helen, "but they weren't very good. They couldn't make me feel like you do miss."
Dee almost giggled - just about remembering that she was playing the strict teacher. Helen was getting into her part!
"Hmmmn," said Dee stepping back, "and what about that pussy. The same sad story?"
Helen hung her head in feigned shame. "Yes miss, sorry miss, she's only had white dick miss."
"Show me."
There was no hesitation - after all Helen had recently been naked on stage before a whole crowd of cheering men. She reached down for the hem of her short skirt and then pulled it up to reveal her neatly-trimmed pussy.
Again a growl of muffled voices from the men watching.
Dee twirled her finger and Helen carefully turned a few circle ensuring that all the men could see her sex.
"Did it feel good?" Dee moved back up close to Helen.
"Sometimes - well, I mean, sometimes it was OK."
Dee raised her fingers to Helen's mouth. The girl's lips parted and allowed one, two, three, fingers to enter. Dee pushed them in, feeling the girl's tongue working to make her fingers wet.
When she was satisfied Dee took her fingers out of Helen's mouth and dropped them down to her pussy. Wet fingers and a pleasingly wet pussy meant that first one, then two and finally three fingers found their way inside.
"This pussy has been neglected hasn't it. Such a pretty little pink pussy - just crying out for big hard Black cock. That's right isn't it."
"Yes miss," gasped Helen as she was bending her knees to grant Dee's fingers deeper access into her sex.
"So you'd best act like it. Get this pussy nice and clean and shaved. Your white boys wear condoms?"
"Yes miss - always miss."
"Hmmn, at least you did something right. But you'd best get yourself tested and on the pill because our men, real men, don't like to fuck latex, they like to fuck tight white pussy and they don't like to pull out."
"Ahhhhh," moaned Helen. Dee didn't know if it was her nimble fingers or her dirty talk that was getting the reaction. She hoped it was both since she took pride in being multi-skilled!
"They like to plant their potent Black seed nice and deep in pretty white girls like you, they like to see them with their belly filled up with a Black man's baby. Didn't your folks never warn you about that?"
"Yes miss," gasped Helen.
Dee nodded. She could imagine it - imagined that they'd told her a lot more over there in Stebson County too. Fear and hatred of the other, whether a real other or just another manufactured one. This girl had broken most of the way out of that mind-set, tonight would help her the rest of the way. Soon she would understand. Much that they had threatened as dire consequences had been the purest BS. The rest, the true results would soon be accepted as rich rewards. It was all a matter of perspective.
"OOOohhhhhhhh," moaned Helen as Dee's fingers continued to tease her clit and pussy.
"So then young lady are we ready to get you properly integrated?"
"Yes miss, please miss."
Dee eased her fingers away from Helen's pussy and raised them again to her mouth. The two women's eyes were locked together now, the watching male gaze forgotten in the moment. Helen opened her mouth and began to lick and suck Dee's fingers clean of her pussy juices.
"From now on - this beautiful mouth needs to be off limits to white boys."
Dee dropped her head and used her tongue to lick and tease two hard young nipples.
"From now on - these beautiful titties need to be off limits to white boys."
She dropped her hand down to cup Helen's sex, her thumb teasing at the younger woman's clit.
"But most important of all - this tight little white cunt needs to be off limits to white boys. From now on it needs to be Black-only you understand?"
Helen was bending her knees again - trying to force her sex down onto Dee's teasing hand. Her mouth was open, gasping quick breaths of the warm air.
"From now on," Dee insisted in a sharp almost growl, "this cunt is nigga-owned. You understand! You promise!"
"Yes, Yes, YEEESSSSSSSS, " howled Helen as her body shook in Dee's grasp and her fingers lost their grasp on her skirt.
They could hear the voices again now, hear the hands beating on the walls. The sounds of the men's approval.
It was time to move next door.
***
The adjoining room was similar but without the peep-slots. Two walls appeared plain and solid - but Dee knew from Marquis that they were two-way mirrors. For a sizable fee white members could gain the right to admittance - to view all that happened inside. On the other walls were slots for viewing and other larger slots, a few inches wide but a couple of feet tall.
It was time to further young Helen's education. Book-learning was one thing and so were lectures but ultimately there was nothing quite like hands-on vocational experience!
"You ready," whispered Dee.
"I think so," said Helen
Dee gave her a smile and then pressed the button on the wall. With a quiet hum the transparent coverings on the long slots in the walls slid down. Now they were left open and within a few seconds the first cock had pushed through, standing Black and proud against the stark white walls. Then there was another and another and another. The four long slots were all occupied now and Dee knew there were other men back there and waiting their turn.
"C'mon now," said Dee, "these beautiful Big Black Cocks won't suck themselves. Without waiting for a response she moved over to the wall and took a cock in her mouth while reaching out her arms to begin stroking two others.
"Oh fuck yeah - you must be Shaka's bitch for sure. They said you got skills and they weren't frontin'." The gruff deep voice came through the slot in the wall above her. Dee didn't pause - she just kept sucking and licking his hard dark meat. Well after all, a girl had a reputation to live up to.
She sensed that Helen had moved up beside her. Dee gave the cock on her right a last stroke and then held it out. A moment and then Helen was beside her and taking hold of one Black cock while starting to suck the other. Her pretty little mouth took in the broad thick Black cock-head and then she was sucking him hard and fast.
"Hey," said Dee, "ease up. This isn't a white boy that we just want to get off. This is a beautiful Back cock that we need to cherish and serve. If we please our man then he'll give us our reward. You know what that is don't you?"
Helen was still sucking her man - as if once she had started she didn't ever want to stop. But her pace was slower now, her glances across at Dee followed by attempts to copy her mentor's technique.
Dee paused and teased her man with her tongue. "You know what the reward is Helen?"
The gruff voice sounded again from the other side of the wall. "Get that hot little bitch over here and I'll show her."
Dee pulled off his hard shaft and giggled. She held up the cock as Helen moved in front of it. Helen's tongue ran round her lips before she opened them to take the cock in. Dee gently rested her hand on the back of Helen's head - keeping the younger woman there.
"Make it warm and wet Helen - show these men how much you want them, how much you need them." Helen was responding to the words and the feel of Dee's hand on her head. Her mouth moved up and down the glistening Black shaft, no longer frantic but controlled and allowing her tongue to please him.
"Fuck yeah - take it girl." The man grunted and Dee's hand tightened its hold on Helen's head, holding her in place. The girl's eyes widened as she felt his cum spurt into her mouth. This wasn't the little dribble of jizz that she was used to from her old boyfriends. Instead there were powerful spurts of cum, the proof of just how highly the man behind the wall had rated her efforts.
Dee's other hand moved round to gently stroke his cock, making sure that Helen got every drop in her mouth. Dee was pleased. Some women would have coughed or tried to spit out the cum. Helen had taken it all - it seemed she was just a natural-born Black cock-sucker, just like Dee herself!
"That's the reward," purred Dee, "that beautiful potent Black seed. In your mouth, on your face, over your body or, and this is best of all, deep in that sweet little pussy of yours. Swallow that first load down to show you know what you were born for - pleasing and serving Black men."
She took her hand off Helen's head and nodded in approval as Helen swallowed down the cum and then opened her mouth to show it was all gone.
"Hot little slut can bop!" was the reaction as the cock withdrew back out of reach.
Dee wasn't finished - this was a moment for imparting important messages. "Now his seed is in you and nothing can be the same again. To the white-bread world out there now you are and will always be a slut for Black men, a snow-bunny, a hood rat with jungle fever. To your family you're... well, you know what they would say. That's why we want you in your new family, in our lifestyle. Ready to please and serve Black men -- ready to be Black-only and when the time comes to be Black-bred. You ready for all that?"
She'd seen the look in Helen's eyes before she had asked that last question and so she knew what the answer would be. Dee knew the emotions and desires that were rushing through the younger woman's mind and body. She had been there herself and knew that once you had experienced that then the die was cast. There genuinely was no way back and no desire for one even if there was.
Helen nodded and said, "Yes."
At that moment a fresh six inches of coal-black cock pushed through the hole right in front of Helen.
Dee looked along the line of four hard Black cocks sticking through the wall. "Looks like we have our work cut out," she giggled. Dee began to gently stroke one cock while she moved her mouth around another - aware that beside her Helen had already done the same.
***
You can have too much of a good thing but there was nothing quite like a long line of hard cocks to allow a girl to sharpen up her technique. Dee was using all of her skills - making it good and wet and sloppy for her men. Coaxing her tribute in the form of those heavy spurts of cum. Glancing down she saw that her top was wrecked, sticking to her body with moisture. Glancing across she saw that Helen was topless - clever girl! - her beautiful young breasts covered in little streams of cum and drool, the lights of the room reflecting back off her body.
Dee heard the room's door and glanced across. "Last call," said Marquis. Get yo' nut cos these girls have done their hour." Had it really already been an hour? How many men had there been? Anyhow it had been quite an experience and Dee felt it likely that she'd be back before too long. Judging by the enthusiasm of her performance Helen also wouldn't be against a repeat visit.
There was a stifled grunt from the other side of the wall and Dee pulled off him so he could shoot his load onto her face. She knew how much guys loved to do that. A giggle to her right told her Helen's man had just unloaded over her too.
That left just one hard Black cock and the two women moved together towards it. It was time for some teamwork and Helen began licking his shaft even as Dee took the head of his cock into her mouth. It didn't take long. Soon three heavy spurts of cum were shooting into Dee's mouth and she was careful to hold it all. Then she gestured to Helen who dropped to her knees in front of Dee. Dee moved her head down until their lips met in a deep kiss - the cum being transferred from one woman's mouth to the other and then back again.
Dee's hands gently cupped Helen's head as their tongues met. She broke their kiss and smiled. Helen understood and swallowed down the cum. The first and last loads. Dee moved in close again and their mouths met once more. Again the thought crashed into Dee's brain that some of these men thought that Helen was her daughter. It was a wicked thought, a dangerous thought. When her daughters were Helen's age would she want them to come here - to learn the lessons that Helen had learned?
A dangerous train of thought indeed but it was suddenly dissipated by a familiar sound. The sound of a man's heavy belt-buckle being first undone and then dropping to the ground. Dee sensed and then felt a big body behind her. Then she felt fingers at the front of her skirt and had only just realised that they were Helen's before her skirt was falling to the ground. Dee glanced down at her now naked pussy and saw Marquis had moved up close behind her and was now pushing his cock between her legs so that it stood up against her belly.
She had heard talk about Marquis. In her experience Black cocks came in pretty much all sizes but that didn't mean that there weren't plenty of men who did indeed have a Big Black Cock. Marquis was a big man and he was clearly built to scale. A thick long cudgel of a cock that was now being lined up to enter Dee's hungry little pussy.
"Oh," said Dee. Being told about Marquis still didn't quite prepare you for seeing him in the flesh. It had to be twelve inches or more long and it was so thick. Weren't guys with dicks that big supposed to have trouble staying hard. That didn't seem to be a problem for Marquis - presumably he'd enjoyed their performance as much as Dee and Helen had.
Marquis was a man of few words. He knew he wanted to fuck Dee and he knew that Dee was ready to be fucked. What was there to discuss about it? He pushed the thick head of his cock up and down Dee's pussy, teasing her and preparing her. That pussy felt warm and wet and if Marquis's reputation had preceded him so had Dee's. Marquis had been looking forward to fucking her for a LONG time and he wasn't inclined to wait another second.
Marquis lined himself up one last time and then pushed the head of his cock into Dee's pussy. Dee grunted and expelled her breath as she processed the sensation. Marquis was big, very big, almost too big. His cock seemed to already be filling her up after just a couple of gentle thrusts. Dee gasped again and looked up straight into the eyes of Helen, eyes wide with wonder and excitement.



Dee pointed down and Helen smiled before bopping down between Dee's legs. The younger woman moved to the junction where hard Black cock met soft white pussy and she began to lick. Dee gasped again and staggered before her outstretched arms found the wall. Strong Black hands found her hips and held her. Desire and lust radiated through her whole body and she again moaned her pleasure. A moan which turned into a half-scream as Marquis took the brakes off and began to fuck her hard.
Helen's tongue flicked out to contact Marquis's cock, as it thrust in and out of Dee's pussy, tasting the juices on it and adding her own saliva as lubricant. Only when Marquis was all the way in did he change his fucking to a heavy rolling rhythmn of pleasure. Dee just gasped and struggled to stand on her quivering legs. Then Helen's tongue was at the top of her pussy where Marquis' Big Black Cock was pushing in and out. The wicked little tongue explored and teased and Dee's world seemed to explode. Apparently it was good for Marquis too because he grunted as he unloaded five heavy loads of premium Black seed into Dee's unprotected white pussy.
"Fuck yeah," gasped Marquis, "that's some damn fine white pussy." His big hand gently tapped Dee's backside and then he withdrew. Helen immediately dropped her head down to clean his big cock. "Yeah," growled Marquis in appreciation, "you're a natural too. Next time it'll be your turn. Now get your share of that nigga nut".
He pointed and Helen obeyed, moving her mouth to the entrance of Dee's pussy and beginning to lick and suck. The girl had shown a little nervousness at the prospect of taking Marquis' Big Black Cock but as she tasted his seed in Dee's pussy she was warming to the idea. One thing was for sure - white-bread white boy sex was never going to be on the agenda again.
Last Stop
"We been streaming - so its no trouble." Izeye always kept strange hours. "Besides I can always make time for what you are wanting. I'm hearing we'll have a limited window of opportunity." He seemed to roll the last word around in his mouth as if he was savouring it and its meaning.
"Hopefully," responded Dee. "Anyway I've been feeling for a while that it was time."
"Huh," said the big African-American, "no offense but I saw it the first time I met you with Shaka. It was only you took a while to recognise the fact. Talking of which - how's your friend feeling about the last few hours."
Dee glanced across at Helen. The young woman's eyes were fixed on Izeye's bare arms, the intricate swirling patterns of his full sleeve tattoos that seemed to shimmer and move as he used his powerful muscles. "It's been amazing," Helen said, "I never imagined..."
"You going Black for real or you just playing at it?" Izeye's question was blunt
Helen didn't seem to even understand how there could be any other possible answer to that. "After tonight I know I can never go back to... how it was."
"Like something to remember that fact?"
Helen's eyes grew wide as she again looked at the tattoos on Izeye's arms.
The big man shook his head. "Nah, no ink - not yet anyway. I just meant one of these. He reached into a draw and pulled out a packaged small charm, silver with an enamelled 'Queen of Spades' logo. "Look real good with an outfit like that one." He moved forward and his bare hand gently caressed Helen's exposed belly. "What you say?"
The young woman paused a moment before simply saying, "Yes."
Izeye smiled and patted the couch with his big hand. As Helen got onto it and laid down he was already preparing his equipment. Within a couple of minutes he had quickly and skilfully pierced Helen's navel and applied the 'QOS' charm. So simple and so easy but another important step in Helen's new life.
"It hardly hurt at all," Helen said with surprise as she was back on her feet and admiring her new jewellery in the mirror.
"Izeye knows his business," said Dee, "that's why I always come to him."
"Talking of which," said Izeye as his hand again slapped his couch.
Dee took her place on it and reached out her hand. Helen, her new young friend and protégé, came and took hold of it. Dee always liked that female support because she knew that this would hurt. That was sort of an important part of it in a way.
Izeye changed his gloves and eased his machinery up close to the couch. "Like we talked about earlier?"
Dee nodded and then winced a little as she heard the tattoo gun start up. Seconds later she felt the bite of the needle as Izeye began his work. Hardly a test of his skill. Just careful distinct lettering at the bottom of her belly.
This pussy
for
Black cock only
The needle marked her and Dee's grip tightened a little on Helen's hand. She'd never get used to that feeling. She pursed her lips and looked up straight into the brown eyes of her new friend. Helen had a look of concern - no doubt imagining herself in Dee's position. Dee winced a little but then smiled. "Just a little pain for a lot of gain," she said.
"Preach it girl," muttered Izeye - his concentration still solely on his job.
The ink wouldn't change anything - Dee had been Black only for over a year now. But it felt right to mark the fact. After all - didn't a good teacher always lead by example?
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Now that's out of the way we can get started...
Meeting Iyawa
"Looking forward to this?"
I took my eyes off the road to glance at my wife. We had shared many a sexual adventure over our few years together but it had been a while and it felt so good to be there.
"Tell me," she reiterated, "are you looking forward to this?" There was a slight undertone in her voice. I knew it well - she was excited. That could be very good or it could be very bad.
"Yes - I'm intrigued," I replied carefully.
"Is there anything you are particularly intrigued by - or anyone?" She was barely hiding her amusement now.
Why hide it? But I didn't want to say it. I just stared down the road - uncomfortably aware that even thinking about Iyawa had my penis growing in my pants.
"I think my husband is getting excited and I think I know why. She is amazing isn't she. Iyawa can take you to places that you can't even imagine She is very... skilled but she expects you to understand your place."
Iyawa was one of my wife's Black Owners. I had come to assume that there was a direct sexual component to that ownership, just as with her male owner Levy, but I had never had it confirmed by Hazel or on video before now.
"The two of you are... lovers." I could feel my penis straining against my underpants now. I knew the bulge had to be very visible as I sat there with my hands on the steering wheel.
"You like that idea I see. Well I don't know that we are lovers but I serve her and if I do well she sometimes rewards me. Enough for me to ALWAYS want to serve her well."
"What's going to happen tonight?"
"My mistress is going to enjoy herself. That's all I need to know and should be all you want to know. Isn't she amazing, isn't she beautiful, don't you want to please her?" My wife spoke quickly, breathlessly, as if imparting very important information.
I had never met Iyawa. I had only seen her image on a screen but I knew that she was beautiful, striking in a way that very few women are. Hazel was also beautiful, desirable in a soft feminine way. Iyawa was undeniably feminine but she was tall, statuesque and with a strength and power that seemed to radiate from her. A natural authority that she shared with Levy. I found it attractive, dangerously attractive. Otherwise why would I be driving my wife, her slave, to meet her.
"You're lucky. The others will have paid at least a grand to be there tonight. Iyawa's shows are always booked up far in advance."
"It's not just you, me and her then."
Hazel laughed. "Oh no, I don't know what my Mistress wants us for but I know it will be a lot more interesting than THAT."
I should have stopped the car and turned round then. Or dropped Hazel off there and headed for home as fast as possible. However, I had been 'hooked' far too efficiently to do that. Iyawa was literally fascinating me - I had felt that since my first glimpse of her. Especially since I had seen her, a woman, treat Levy with amusement. Only someone very special could do that. I NEEDED to meet her in person.
Initially I was to be disappointed. We arrived at a nondescript industrial estate and parked up by a group of other vehicles in front of a large warehouse.
We were admitted by a Black woman who took Hazel in her arms and kissed her deeply. Her hand moved up Hazel's skirt to find the bare white pussy beneath. I knew my wife would be wearing no underwear - that was one of the ten rules given to her by Levy. The ten rules she had promised to obey - a pledge now permanently inked into the pale skin of her arm.
I tried not to stare but I felt a slight disappointment. The woman was certainly striking but the images had lied to me. She was almost the Iyawa of my fantasies but not quite. There were subtle differences in her face, her form, her way of standing, in everything.
"This is my husband," said Hazel as their kiss momentarily broke.
The Black woman's eyes flicked towards me and then back to Hazel. "Yes - Iyawa told me about him. My sister is hoping he will join the performance."
Hazel giggled again, somewhat disconcertingly. "He only agreed to drive me up here. He's a bit... vanilla."
Now the woman turned her eyes fully onto mine. They were like her sister's, almost amber but perhaps with a little less of a feline quality to them. "You would please my sister very much if you agreed to join us. Wouldn't you like to please my sister, to please Iyawa?"
My sub-concious was screaming at me. I had sensed all the warning signals. Hadn't I seen the dangers with my own wife? Did I really want to join her in playing with fire? But I still wanted to meet Iyawa, I still wanted to experience that amazing personality in the flesh. I still hoped to...
I won't write that. It's too embarrassing that I ever hoped for that.
"Yes," I said, a little surprised that the word emerged almost as a croak from my dry lips.
"Nervous?" the woman smiled at me. I waited for the reassurance that I needn't be. It didn't come. Finally I just nodded.
"I will get you both a drink while you are waiting to be called for the show." She returned after a few moments with a large glass of liquid for each of us. I tasted it - some sort of a fruit punch. I had expected 'a drink', alcohol, but I was relieved that it wasn't. I knew I would need my wits about me and anyway the drink did wonders for my dry mouth and throat. I saw Hazel drink hers down in one motion and followed suit. When in Rome...
Iyawa's sister began leading us down a corridor, her body between myself and my wife. Her hand was firmly grasping Hazel's butt, my wife's body leaning into hers as they walked. I was left on the outside until the Black woman pointed at a door.
"In there - get ready." I opened the door and they had left me even before I stepped inside.
***
"Hi there" said another man, naked safe for his underpants, "are you new here?"
"Err - yes," I replied before taking his outstretched hand. Another man said a cheerful "Hi", as he peeled off his socks and dropped them into a plastic washing basket.
"You won't regret it - I suppose Jim and I have seen most of the Mistresses active over the last twenty years in the City. None of them come within a thousand miles of Mistress Iyawa. She is just amazing."
"Fucking right - and she knows it too. Fucking pricey," muttered another man who wandered in, buck-naked safe for a thong, his big pasty pink beer-belly hanging over the material.
"Ah but she's worth it - worth more than just money." The first man taped his neck with his fore-finger. I saw that there was a design tattooed there representing a ring-collar. I wondered if he'd gone to Darcus for that. I doubted it - Darcus seemed to like his clientele much younger and prettier.
"I'm not fucking denying that Ted. I'll be honest if it was less than two grand a session I'd probably be here every week. But business being as it is and the wife wanting that new holiday-home in the Cotswolds..."
"I hear you - but at least we get the downloads."
The first guy, a big brawny man about my own age, pointed at a spare plastic washing basket. "I'm Mike - put your clothes in there and hurry because we'll be called soon,"
"Is that necessary?"
Mike looked at me with a quizzical expression on his face. "We play by our Mistress's rules here. If you want to meet her then you had better understand that."
They were all naked now. Five white men ranging from mid- to late-middle age. Greying hair and pot bellies in the most part. They were all looking at me as if I was the crazy one.
"One minute." Hazel was at the door. She saw me and frowned. "Get ready quick - or you can go and wait in the car. We can't keep the Mistress waiting.
Now they were all looking at me. I gave in and began unbuttoning my shirt. After that first button I felt pot-committed and rushed like a fool to be ready to go out there in time.
It had a momentum of its own and before I knew it I was with the other men being hurried out into the main room, a huge space with a small stage surrounded by a couple of rows of comfortable seating. Cameras moved silently on gantries recording.
Just as we reached the stage Joanna, Hazel's friend, was there at a table with papers and a pen. The others paused to sign a paper each before moving on.
I was last and picked up my sheet of paper. A waiver - giving consent to be on camera and...
"Don't read it just sign it - you're making us late." My wife's voice was strident in my ear.
"But I didn't know I'd be filmed."
"Oh for fuck's sake. What a baby." Joanna leaned under the table and pulled out a leather hood. "Now sign it or fuck off."
I signed it and Hazel helped me put on the hood and then I was on stage beside the others. I was uncomfortably aware of the watching audience and of the cameras but at least now no-one would recognise me.
All I could smell was the leather of the hood but it allowed pretty good vision and holes at least gave me enough hearing to detect the sharp click of heels on the concrete flooring. I looked across and saw a woman rise from a sofa where she had been relaxing. I glimpsed the man who had been sat with her and recognised Levy but that fact hardly registered with me. All of my attention was on her.
Iyawa.
If anything the images I had seen had not done her justice. If a sculptor had sought to capture one of the ancient goddesses in the finest-finished basalt then he would have dreamed of matching her. But he would have failed. She was perfection. She moved towards us with an amazing blending of grace and purpose, her beautiful and very African face matched by her perfectly-proportioned physique. She was gym-toned, fit and athletic. Muscular without compromising her complete femininity. Curved where a woman should be curved without seeming to carry an ounce of excess weight elsewhere.
She was obviously blessed in her appearance but it was more than just that. She clearly worked hard to maintain it. To ensure that she looked just as amazing as she now did. She wore four inch all-black heels and dark fishnet thigh-highs. A small black triangle of material covered her pussy and another her ass - joined by thin black leather straps. Her toned midriff was bare, as were her arms and back. Two silver buckles gleamed as they held together the two pieces of black material, almost wide straps, that covered but did not entirely hide her nipples. Her cleavage was exposed, her long raven-black hair flowing free over her shoulders.
She was a vision and my body reacted to the sight of her. I knew it wasn't a good idea and I almost wished it was a little cooler in the room. I dropped my hands to hide my growing excitement.
"Hands behind your backs," said Iyawa, her voice rich with confidence and authority.
I glanced at my fellows and saw their arms were already clasped behind their backs. I still hesitated - unwilling to expose myself.
Iyawa strode across to a stand beside the stage and rolled down its cover in a fluid motion. I saw the items there and gasped. Iyawa selected one, took a place toward me and then languidly flicked her wrist. The whip flicked out and its tip just kissed the leather of my mask. The blow didn't hurt me but stunned me a little. None the less I got the message and hurried to clasp my hands behind my back
"Since you are new I am generous. If you fail to obey again then perhaps I will open your back with my bulala." She made the whip crack loud in the air as she gave me a smile of pure triumph and control.
"Now gentleman", she loaded the word with irony and contempt, "for the record you will confirm that you are here of your free will and in order to participate by MY rules?"
She pointed her whip at Jim where he stood at the end of the line.
"Yes Mistress, it is my honour Mistress."
Then to Ted and then to each along the line, always the pointed whip and the same response. They had been here before and knew the drill.
Finally the whip pointed at me. I hesitated and Iyawa raised one perfectly-sculpted eyebrow. I seemed able to read everything into that tiny movement. I read contempt at my cowardice and I read scorn of my claims of masculinity. Most of all I saw disappointment. I remembered what Hazel had said earlier, about how I was 'vanilla.' I didn't want to be vanilla and I didn't want to disappoint Hazel, most of all I didn't want to disappoint Iyawa.
"Yes Mistress, it is my honour Mistress." The words poured out of me in a flood, propelled by sudden desperation, a desperate desire to please Hazel and Iyawa,
Iyawa smiled showing a line of perfect teeth. She moved forward and placed her hand on my bare chest. Her amber eyes seemed huge, to take in all of my vision. Then I felt her fingers as they found my prick, standing up hard against my belly. One languid finger traced its length. She felt me gasp and tremble. Then, with a laugh, she turned and strode back to the centre of the stage.
"Where are my slaves? Slaves - make sure that they are ready for our performance."
My hands were grasped where I held them behind my back and there was a sudden click. I was then pulled back to a vertical pole on the stage and another click saw my handcuffs attached to a ring there. I was helpless almost before I realised it. Certainly before I realised that it was Joanna that had done it. Now she moved across to Ted and I saw Hazel locking Jim to his pole across the way.
"THAT," Iyawa gestured towards my penis with the handle of her whip, "is wuwu, er, ugly. You think I want to see a konji white boy - what you say - a horny little thing like that. Slaves - make sure there is no repetition. Slave two," she pointed her whip handle at my wife, "make sure you are the one to see to THAT." She almost spat out the last word without bothering to hide her contempt.
Hazel fetched something off stage and moved up to me.
"Sorry but you should behave," she said as she pushed an ice-pack onto my genitals. I gasped in surprise. I opened my mouth but found words wouldn't come. As I sucked in air I felt my shrinking penis taken in my wife's hand. She hadn't touched me there since Levy had reappeared but I had no time to enjoy it. She pushed something over my dick and then there was another click. I looked down and saw my penis was trapped in a little metal and plastic cage.
"What the fuck..." I finally got out.
"Gag him slave two." Iyawa ordered.
I tried to shake my head but Hazel still got a strap around it and then pushed a plastic ball into my mouth before tightening it in place. I could breath but when I tried to talk it became a muffled inaudible noise.
Iyawa snapped her fingers. Hazel and Joanna dashed back to stand behind her Then Iyawa again herself walked up to me. I couldn't resist the power of her presence. Her eyes captured mine and I watched helplessly as she came closer. Once more she reached out a hand and ran her vividly scarlet finger nails across my chest.
I gasped. She was so close that my whole senses seemed full of her presence. Despite it all my prick was trying to grow to readiness only, of course, to meet the unyielding steel of that cuckold's cage. The feeling was not a comfortable one.
"You like your new cage?" Her voice was deep, silkily seductive. Just the sound of it made my dick twitch and again painfully meet its constraints.
"NNHGGHHHHNNNN," I said through my gag.
"If you look you will see two of your new friends do not have to wear one. Would you like not to wear one?"
I glanced and saw Mike and Jim were both unfettered. Their small pink penises limp but unconstrained.
"IIYYUUUSSSS." I tried to enunciate.
"Well - it is simple. Any Doctor can refer you and once you have the operation," she brought her fingers together in a snipping motion like the blades of a pair of scissors, "our own doctor will check and make sure that you are harmless. No more nasty white boy sperm. Nice and clean like your friends over there. Who knows perhaps your wife would allow you back into her bed..." Iyawa looked me in the eyes and then her face broke into a wide smile. "...or perhaps not. She has found better now. Isn't that right slave two?"
"Yes Mistress," said Hazel. I felt the betrayal but its sting was deadened by my amazement that through all of this my cock still kept vainly trying to burst out of its metal cage.
Iyawa's hand travelled down my chest, her eyes locked on mine, until it reached the cage. She tapped it with her finger-nail. "We saved a special one for you. The key will be around Slave two's neck and when necessary she can just press a switch and..."
Iyawa gestured to Hazel and suddenly I felt an electric shock. Not a very big one but quite sufficient to make its point. I looked at Iyawa in alarm.
She smiled like a particularly amused cat with a captive mouse. ""Yes - you understand I see. At the moment it is at low level but it need not always be. I understand it causes no permanent damage but for the moment concerned..."
I looked again into the mocking but beautiful eyes of Iyawa. "Now we understand each other," was all she said to me.
A gentle roll of laughter moved around the audience. There was no help coming from there or from anywhere. I was scared but also horribly, illogically, turned on. I knew Iyawa was demonstrating her strength, her power, her control. She was using me but she would as happily have used any man, at least any white man. I found Iyawa's natural authority intoxicating, powerfully and undeniably erotically stimulating. I was humiliated and degraded but also - what had she called it - konji. Horny. I wanted her even though I knew that I could never have her, even though I knew that she would punish me for the insult of my desiring her.
Iyawa pulled a new piece of apparatus onto the stage with a large round piece of wood mounted onto it. The wood was divided into six sectors each marked with a number and Iyawa gave the wooden circle a firm spin.
"We call this, for those that are new, the wheel of destiny. First we will decide our first player. Only five white boys here today because Alan could not attend. Happily his fee is not returnable. So his sector, number six, is empty or perhaps it could represent Slave Two."
I saw Hazel stiffen a little at the words. I suspected she had seen this wheel spun before.
Iyawa's musical laugh sounded out as she moved her hand between my wife's legs. "Perhaps you like the idea but no - not tonight - tonight we have these little piggies to reward or to punish." I'd seen my wife bend her knees a little to give Iyawa's fingers better access. My head seemed in a whirl, only grasping the moment and Iyawa's presence and the dull nagging constriction of that steel cage on my dick.
I glanced across and saw the men all watching the wheel intently, a number on each of their poles. I quickly saw that my number was one and began to devoutly pray that the wheel didn't stop there.
It spun and spun, its motion gradually slowing, the numbers becoming distinct from the previous blur. It came to a stop safely in the quadrant marked three.
"Ah - we have a winner, so let's see your prize," said Iyawa. Hazel and Joanna were already moving across to Ted where he stood shackled to his pole.
Iyawa spun the apparatus round to reveal the reverse of the wheel divided into ten segments.



"There," her voice almost crooned, "some bring pleasure and some bring pain. I think we all know which sector Ted is hoping for, don't we?" She gave the wheel a gentle spin.
I'd had time to see some of the segments' identifications. 'Rimming', 'Milking', 'Sounding', 'Paddling', 'Double Milking', 'Pegging', 'Flogging' and two marked 'Mistress's Choice'. None of this was making me any more eager for my number to come up but my prick was still stubbornly, achingly, trying to force itself out of its steel restraint.
The wheel ticked almost to a halt inside the 'trampling' section but ticked over into 'Mistress Choice 2'. Ted's face slumped almost comically. Now even I had a pretty good idea what he was into.
Iyawa looked beyond the stage. "Sister, what do we choose?"
The other woman emerged into my line of sight. With a simple move she pushed the wheel back onto 'trampling' and then smiled.
Ted's face lit up. Hazel swiftly removed his cage and, hands still tied, Ted dropped to the floor. The cage wasn't off more than a few seconds before another thing became clear. Ted was konji as fuck, his cock now hard and up against his belly as he lay. Iyawa and her two slaves almost ritualistically removed their footwear - all the while watched by the hungry eyes of Ted.
"Come sister," signalled Iyawa as Hazel and Joanna brought on chairs. Then, with the women seated, eight bare feet began to explore the naked body of Ted. He moaned and squirmed under their teasing caress. Every part of him - except those four inches of hard pink flesh lying against his belly. Iyawa's feet found his face and he snuffled and sniffed and licked and worshipped her. It seemed to go on for twenty minutes but it was perhaps only five.
"What a lucky little pink pig," finally cooed Iyawa, "but we have other games to play. Slave one - we know what our lucky little piggie needs..."
Joanna's feet finally made contact with Ted's straining dick. She ran her foot along it twice and suddenly Ted moaned. His desire had betrayed him, ending his pleasure as his cum spurted out and onto his belly.
"Dirty little piggy," said Iyawa, "you can go and clean up. Then join the audience."
Hazel unfastened his hands and Ted got to his feet, thanked Iyawa and shuffled off stage.
The wheel was already turning again before he had gone. This time it was Don followed by 'Milking.'
Iyawa and her sister brought on something akin to a transparent table with a large hole in it. Don was released and his cage removed. Again it took only seconds for his prick to be semi-hard and he lay on the table so that his dick dropped through the hole.
Iyawa gestured to Hazel. "Slave Two." Hazel took a step towards the table but stopped at Iyawa's sharply spoken, "You forgot something?" My wife blushed and moved off-stage before immediately returning with a yellow object. She shook it and I saw it was a thick, extra-strength rubber glove. As Don watched, his face already flushed with excitement, she donned the glove and only then ducked down to him.
I had guessed that she was going to masturbate him. In fact it could only be described as a hand job, my wife grasping his cock in her gloved hand and almost viciously wanking it, hard and fast, only pausing momentarily to switch to her other hand, now also clad in a thick rubber glove.
It was harsh and brutal and impersonal but Don clearly loved it. Finally he moaned and Joanna quickly moved in with a metal rubbish bin. A few strokes later and Don grunted his release followed by the dull 'clang' of three spurts hitting the metal side of the trash can. Then he too was dismissed.
"Two lucky little piggies," said Iyawa. "I wonder if you three will be as lucky?" Her face was impassive as she passed the other two but she stopped in front of me and smiled. It was a beautiful smile but I somehow doubted that I was going to be lucky. My dick didn't care - just her near presence meant he was trying to burst out of that little metal cage. The feeling was intense but also at times agonising.
I couldn't help it. I let out a little whimper.
Iyawa smiled again. "You want to go? If Slave Two takes off your little cucky cage and your tiny little penis is soft then you can go. Isn't that fair? But if you are hard then we'll have to punish you. Shall we take off the cage?"
I shook my head frantically and Iyawa's musical laugh rang out, followed by that of her audience. Finally she stepped forward and stripped off my leather hood. She put her face close to mine - I felt her breath on my face, smelled its sweet scent. Her eyes were close to mine, seeming to devour me. "You lack control white boy - perhaps later I can help you with that." Her mouth opened and her tongue ran over her perfect set of teeth before she suddenly, amazingly, pushed her mouth onto mine. Her tongue forced its way into my mouth, exploring. Then, almost immediately she broke away, her smile broadened and she was gone.
Mike was a big man, well over six feet. About my age but in much better shape. It was almost comical watching Hazel and Janna manhandling him. He could have broken free any time he had liked, despite the cuffs. But he didn't want to - even when the wheel had spelled out 'flogging'.
Iyawa walked to Mike and ran her dark hand over his muscular physique. "Your first time my pet. I can tell by the smoothness of your skin. It will never be so smooth again after today - you know that."
"Yes mistress. I want you to mark me mistress." I'd met lots like Mike in my professional life. That same look, that same accent. I'd had him tabbed from the first moment I'd seen him. Certainly Oxford University and probably Eton or one of the other elite schools. A voice loaded with historic wealth and privilege - a voice now asking for his own punishment.
"And why is that my pet?"
"Because I want to earn the right to call you my goddess." Mike almost gabbled out the words, as if he was worried she would stop him or punish him.
Iyawa smiled and brought her finger to his lips. "My strong obedient pet. I think five strokes are enough for a good servant like you."
"Mistress, please," Mike was begging her now. "I need ten strokes - so that you know that you are my goddess, that I worship you."
Iyawa tapped his cheek gently with her fingers. "It will be as you desire my handsome pet."
She stepped back and Hazel and Joanna turned Mike to face his pole before locking him back into palace. When Iyawa returned she had a whip, long and thin and vicious looking.
She hardly seemed to flick her wrist and the end of the whip had landed on Mike's back. He gasped and stiffened for a moment, an angry red weal developing on his skin.
"Ready my pet?" Iyawa's voice was clear - the question genuine.
"Yes mistress," said Mike and a second later the end of the whip again made contact. He groaned and tried to shake off the livid pain. Anther angry red weal developed on his brawny back.
The scene repeated itself again and again until finally the tenth stroke had landed. Mike had taken the last three in silence, only tensing after the whip had marked his flesh. On this final stroke he groaned and once untied he turned to reveal a slowly shrinking penis. His cum was dribbling down the post where he had been tied. What had appeared torture had clearly to Mike been an ecstatic sexual moment.
Mike staggered a little. Post-orgasm he was feeling the pain and the shock of his treatment. Iyawa moved in close again. "My brave pet," she purred and then her mouth was on his, her tongue exploring the inside of his mouth. It was clear that Mike was not the only one to derive sexual excitement from his flogging. When she, almost reluctantly, broke their kiss Mike seemed staggered, overwhelmed by what was happening. What he had dreamed of and lusted after for so long.
"Now my sweet strong handsome pet you have earned the right. Now you may call me your Goddess and next time I will take you as you desire. But first you must rest and my sister will wash and tend your wounds."
Now there remained only the two of us tied men left. I somehow already knew that I was being left for last. It was obvious that the wheel was 'manipulated', at least sometimes. Why would I ever have expected otherwise. We played by Iyawa's rules here.
Jim drew 'paddling'. About a quarter of an hour of a tubby man in his late-fifties having his pink sweaty ass smacked by Hazel and Joanna. To be honest a bit of a change of pace after the previous intensity. It wasn't a comforting realisation. I knew Iyawa was a performer and she would have planned a big finish. Glancing across I saw all the other poles empty, their previous occupants either tending their wounds or savouring their memories or both. The 'big finale' was going to be me. Like I said that wasn't a comforting thought.
I knew the cameras were on me and my leather hood was on the floor at my feet where Iyawa had thrown it. Now my wife wouldn't be the only one with a potentially damaging video out there but I found I didn't care. The blood was pumping through my arteries and veins, my adrenaline levels had to be through the roof. I felt so alive and the slight pain from my prick pressing against my cuckold cage only seemed to intensify that.
Iyawa spun the wheel one last time. I guessed it wouldn't be something we'd already seen. It wouldn't be flogging thank God. 'Pegging' was alarming but I sensed that she had been referring to that with Mike. That was an honour in this world and I hadn't earned it - crazy as that sounded. I saw a harness among her other tools, nine inches of Black plastic phallus sticking out from it. I HOPED I hadn't earned it.
'Mistress's Choice 1'. Iyawa smiled at me - a smile that sent chills down my spine but the blood rushing to my dick. I could barely walk as they released me, my cock pressing against the restrictive metal cage.
Iyawa pointed to the milking table and went to her props. Iyawa's sister had returned and joined Joanna in shackling me to the table with my cock and balls hanging through the hole. Then Hazel came over and with a few movements took my cage off. I gasped in relief and my prick sprang up, hard and ready.
It felt so good to be free and suddenly my excitement hit new levels. Iyawa was coming back pulling a thin surgical glove onto her hand. My cock was rock hard now, imagining her touch, even through that thin latex. Would I sense the warmth of her hand?
Iyawa was smiling. "Slave two," she said, "show us the problem."
Hazel held my hard dick between two fingers of her left hand, taking care not to stroke it. It was perhaps the most unerotic gesture imaginable but the touch of her hand after so long sent excitement surging through me again. Just a couple of strokes and I knew I wouldn't be able to hold back. Just a couple of strokes - but they didn't come.
Iyawa looked at my prick where it stuck through the hole in the Perspex table. She shook her head. "Such an embarrassment for all of us. That useless little pink thing." I wasn't so little, above average in fact! She was demeaning me but I couldn't help it - the silky purr of her voice just made my dick harder and harder.
"My new pets often show this problem - but we have a solution I am glad to say. It matters more, of course, when a pet has not taken the appropriate measure. Has not ensured that he will not pollute a female with his DNA, his weak pasty white genes. Didn't my friend over there tell you what a responsible husband does?"
I knew she meant Levy and I remembered when he had come back into our lives. How he had said Hazel could only be with me if I got a vasectomy. I also remembered that Hazel had not been with me sexually since, or at least not since she had followed Levy's instructions and dumped her birth control.
Iyawa clicked her tongue. "Such a simple matter and your NHS makes it so easy. But you failed. Then you have planned to reclaim my friend's property - and not just my friend's property for Slave Two now belongs to me too." She gestured at Hazel and I looked across. My wife's eyes didn't meet mine. "Such behaviour," continued Iyawa, "and did my friend not ask a very reasonable tribute recently?"
Oh God. Hazel had come back and asked me for money again. Nothing unusual there - except for the amount. Fifteen thousand pounds. I've done well but that didn't mean Levy was taking me for that sort of money whenever he liked. I didn't want to think of how much he'd already had out of me and I was ready to take a stand. I'd felt strong making that decision. I didn't feel strong now.
"Ah - pets can be so troublesome", Iyawa purred. "The puppy that feels that he rules the house, the young colt who rampages and bucks because he feels he is a stallion. Each must be brought to understand where his status is in the world. My pets, sometimes, are no different."
I didn't like the way this was going. Despite knowing the futility of it I tried to get up, tested my strength against my bonds. The short chains at my hands and feet rattled and tightened but gave not one inch. I was helpless. I couldn't even beg for help, the ball-gag saw to that.
I heard laughter from the audience. I looked for Hazel but I couldn't see her any more. Behind Iyawa I caught a glimpse of Levy, leaning back in his comfortable chair. He blew a long stream of smoke up into the high ceiling of the warehouse and turned to speak to another man before rising and walking out. In my worst fears I had wondered if he had put Iyawa up to this. Now I knew it was much worse than that. Levy wasn't even bothering to watch. I was at Iyawa's mercy and Iyawa did not look or sound merciful.
I was helpless, powerless and I suddenly felt a very vital reaction to my predicament. My surging emotions suddenly concentrated in one area, the hot blood once again pumping, my pink prick stiffening. It couldn't have come at a more dangerous time.
Iyawa pursed her beautiful lips and spat, her warm spittle landing on my dick. I gasped as the sensation sent waves of longing and desperate lust through me.
Iyawa laughed. "You see - he has no control. Happily we can help him with that. We have the tools. You want me to touch those nasty white genitals of yours my new pet?"
Again I knew it was a trap but I couldn't help myself. I nodded frantically.
Iyawa smiled that smile she had of a cat who has a mouse cornered between her paws. She held out a hand and Joanna put a metal tool into it.
I hadn't seen a tool like that before. It looked like a pair of pliers but larger and with a green tip. Iyawa pressed the handles of the tool and the end opened, expanded producing a square hole bounded by the green elastic that had been at its tip. As if a very strong elastic band was being stretched out.
"This is an excellent tool for what we require, for what will make you so much happier. I stretch it open like this and then we push the ring over those ugly white balls of yours before we release the handles." As she said it she let a handle go and the green band contracted into what seemed an impossibly small ring of thick elastic.
I had a sick feeling in my stomach as I watched her, feeling mesmerized by the potential of that tool.
"The ring is tight enough to cut off the blood flow and soon, sometimes in only an hour, the balls will wither and die. Turning a troublesome colt into a useful obedient gelding. Not a painless process but one that only needs to be gone through once."
I tested my bonds but they were firm and immovable, as firm and immovable as Iyawa's will. I was at her mercy and yet my dick was still stubbornly hard, betraying feelings and desires that I had certainly never before experienced.
"You would thank me for it when you saw how simple this little tool can makes things. No more wish to resist or to deny your true role in life. No more foolish pride and arrogance, instead a nice obedient pet for your Black masters. Is it really fair of me not to let you experience its benefits?"
I strained against my bonds, this time fuelled by desperation as tears sprang into my eyes. It was hopeless, I wasn't going anywhere. I was at the mercy of this magnificent African woman. I could only watch as Iyawa moved forward. Her hand touched my balls gently, soothingly, almost coaxing them to nestle against her latex-covered skin. Her fingers closed and then in a swift movement the elastic ring was pushed over my balls. Now only her other hand on the tool's jaws was protecting me.
I looked at her, pleading with my eyes. She stared at me, contemplated and then gave me a compassionate almost sad smile.
"So you are not yet ready for this. What a shame - I would be pleased to add you to my worshippers, to see you wearing my mark. Just a period of discomfort, perhaps some pain, then all would be well." I saw Iyawa's face, her eyes locked on mine. She wasn't laughing or smiling or seeming to take pleasure in my panic. Her face again seemed sad - the face of an owner having to deal with a disobedient pet. She leaned forward and her lovely cruel mouth breathed words into my ear. "I know my pet, you are frightened. I see that you are weak and cannot give me my tribute today. Do not despair for my sister will help you."
She moved back, removed the device from my balls and then made a signal. Her sister produced a hypodermic and pushed its needle into my thigh. She depressed the plunger and shot the contents into my bloodstream. There was no sudden result. Instead Iyawa's sister moved forward and pushed her hand over my nose and gaped mouth. Suddenly I found myself fighting for breath. My whole body screaming for air. Just as it seemed I was done she released her hold and I snorted in precious oxygen, desperately trying to fill my lungs. After a few seconds her hand was back and my air supply was cut off again. My desperation to breathe consumed me - the previous events and panic forgotten by the immediate need for oxygen. After three repetitions the hand was finally removed and I recovered myself.
I found that now the drug had taken effect. I felt numb between my legs, was amazed to look down and see my prick was still erect
"You see how my sister can help you. Now you would feel no pain. Are you sure you won't reconsider? You would feel nothing as your blood veins were restricted and the living cells of your balls slowly went to sleep. What need do you have of them anyway? You will be so much a better pet without such messy things."
I felt half on another planet. It seemed the most natural thing in the world. Iyawa was helping me - solving so many issues and problems. I looked at her beautiful face, I seemed to drown in those feline amber eyes. I wanted to serve her, I wanted to please her. Then I remembered that viciously tight ring of green elastic and I shook my head to try to keep it clear. I tried to speak into my ball-gag and Iyawa leaned forward remove it.
"Please... please... please Mistress - I'll pay the money, I'll pay any money, please don't... please." I knew I was crying and begging.
"What money my pet? I haven't asked for any money. But perhaps you do need an incentive. Perhaps if you look over there."
I looked and saw my wife. Two men were strapping Hazel to the post still stained by Mike's semen.
"I have been told that Slave Two over there failed when asked to perform a simple task. She came home empty-handed and tried to say that her husband could no longer support her training, that he had run out of money. What should we do with a disobedient slave, to a slave that lied to protect a useless white boy? Well, of course, just what they did at Cape Coast Castle and all along the coast of our homes. They taught them the virtues of obedience with the kiss of the whip. They let their slaves' backs show their record. So why should not we?"
Iyawa's sister went and removed Hazel's top - left the bare pale skin of her back exposed, looking unbearably vulnerable. I knew she was there because she had tried to shield me from Levy. Now she was going to pay.



"You have seen the whip on my other pet - a shame to mark this pretty one. But I will make an exchange. Ten painful lashes on Slave Two's back or the kiss of my little tool here which you won't even feel. As soon as the band is applied I will let your wife go. Agreed?"
I felt frozen to the spot, the numbing effects of the drug still seeming to delay my reactions. Then I again imagined that ring of elastic stretching round my balls and Iyawa releasing the jaws of the tool, cutting off the blood-supply to my balls.
Something kicked in, something primeval and deep in any man. "No, no - don't do it... I can't..."
Iyawa glanced up. I knew she was looking at Hazel, making sure that my wife was taking in my betrayal, my sacrifice of her pain and disfigurement to save my white balls.
"You are sure? Ten strokes on that soft, soft, skin, the harsh bite on your wife's back. But you - you would feel nothing. Tell me so that I understand."
"Please mistress. Let me go. If you have to... if you have to whip her..." It all suddenly got to me and I broke down. I like to blame it all on the drugs - I try to convince myself that it was because of the drugs.
Iyawa stood straight and went to collect her whip. "You see Slave Two, it is as I said. They are weak and they cannot love or show loyalty. They are useful only as pets and servants - when their pleasure comes only after they have paid you your price. An oyibo girl can be a valued possession but the oyibo man." She shrugged theatrically. "Unless he is gelded or very strictly trained he is of no use and never to be trusted with your sympathy."
Iyawa threw down the whip and turned back. "No exchange eh. Well I offer you a last chance. This time with no pain. You can at least earn your position here by giving us pleasure, by serving my sister. She doesn't like you boys so Slave Two there will help you. You agree. Say now or I will have to reconsider our generosity."
"Yes, yes, YES." I saw my way out. Iyawa's sister had a beauty of her own, a strong beauty. It would hardly be a punishment to 'please' her.
"Slave Two - here." Iyawa pointed and Hazel came over and knelt down. Iyawa released me and I went to stand by Hazel. A glance down showed my prick remained hard, standing up against my body, despite the fact that I could still feel nothing there.
"You want to please me? Well listen to my sister." Iyawa's voice was sharp and firm - cutting through the fog that kept threatening to overwhelm my thoughts.
"On your knees oyibo - with your wife here." The sister's voice was a shade deeper than Iyawa's. The same accent but with a slight overlay that I couldn't identify.
I got onto my knees and waited.
"You think we are harsh oyibo. We are not harsh. Iyawa and I know harshness, we know persecution. Iyawa for her love of other women and I - well for who I am." She reached out a hand to Hazel and rested her finger on my wife's lips. Hazel opened her mouth and began to suck the finger. "White boy you were a lucky man. To have had a wife like this. You could never have hoped to keep her. A woman of such beauty and such skills. Hazel my sweet, show me the skills I have heard so much about."
I noticed that this woman called my wife by her name, did not just refer to her as 'Slave Two.' But in a moment or two all such thoughts were driven from my mind.
Hazel pushed aside the Black woman's long multi-colored skirt and revealed a pair of panties. Nothing spectacular but it didn't look quite 'right'. Hazel's attention to her finger had produced a reaction and I only now realised its nature and its significance.
My wife eased down the panties and I saw immediately what Iyawa's sister had meant. She had indeed been driven from her home by persecution for who she was, for refusing to accept who the world had declared her to be.
She was already semi-hard, having enjoyed my wife's attentions to her finger. Seven inches of Black cock. Hazel moved forward and her head bobbed as she began to suck.
"Don't be shy," said Iyawa's sister as she gestured to me to join my wife.
Hazel paused. "He's never done this before Alake." So that was her name, Alake. I felt hopelessly out of my depth - my mind addled by the effects of the drug and by all that had happened and was happening.
Alake looked at me and gave a dismissive gesture. "I don't force anyone to do anything and besides he isn't so very pretty."
I staggered to my feet, the shock starting to wear off. Strong brown arms encircled me and a finger again traced its way up and down my hard cock. I tried to match a feeling to my visual image but there was none. The drug was unforgiving. I could feel the touch of her arms and her breath in my ear but nothing from my dick. Yet it still stood remorselessly hard, betraying my desire and lust for the woman who held me. I could not resist her and I knew there would be a price to pay.
Her voice was in my ear again. "You surprise me - I had you down as a little sissy cuck. Lucky for you my sister only really likes women - women like that cute little wife of yours. Seems Slave Two likes my sister too."
Hazel was kneeling in front of Alake - her hands, mouth and tongue working to pleasure her. She held up Alake's Black shaft and nuzzled her nose into the heavy Black balls, her tongue flicking out to tease and to excite. Alake's hand moved to Hazel's head and took a firm handful of her blonde hair.
Iyawa's voice was there, in my ear, somehow making this all seem more dream-like.
"Alake has always known that she was truly a woman. Yet she loves other women - an irony is it not? A joke played on us by the orisha Eshu, heh. But Eshu he also rewards. My sister adores children and though she cannot bear them she can help to make them."
Hazel felt Alake's hands move to her shoulders. She looked up and then understood, rising from her knees. She stood now, breathing heavily, with her back against the perspex. Alake moved to her and their mouths met as the African bent her knees a little and then pushed upwards. My wife gasped, loud and sudden. I knew that Alake's cock was in her.
"My sister has been looking forward to this moment since I first told her about Slave Two. Your wife is so sweet and fine and made for breeding. It is why we cannot let this opportunity pass. Levy was unsure but I have given him Joanna as a plaything for tonight. Fair trade is a fair deal, hmmn." Her musical laugh was in my ear - her obvious delight at what was happening in front of me.
Hazel looked a little stunned, almost as out of it as I felt. Her eyes were wide and her mouth gasping in air as Alake held her and fucked her with a powerful driving rhythmn. My wife looked across and saw me. She smiled and then turned back to Alake forcing her mouth onto that of the Black woman as if to devour her. Desire, passion, lust, it was all in that kiss - that demand.
"You have told her what she needs to know. Look down." That voice was still so seductive and beguiling. I obeyed and saw my dick hard and standing proud against my belly. As I watched I saw Iyawa's now bare Black fingers came round to hold my shaft. It looked amazing but my injection meant I could feel nothing. No physical stimulus had maintained my erection - it had been the visual stimulus of watching Hazel and Alake. Knowing what their coupling could mean.
"You see - you like it and your wife knows that you like it. Or has it already gone further - do you NEED it now, can you live without it? Slave Two will be happy to play and happier still if you will watch and support her. Lose your pride and serve your only true purpose."
I suddenly felt something and glanced down again. Iyawa's hand was moving fast, brutally working my hard prick.
Hazel's small white breasts were pressed against larger still-clothed Black ones. Her legs were wrapped around Alake's back, her lips pressed to those of her new lover. She seemed to be trying to draw everything from Alake - energy, breath, strength and, of course, cum. Alake's Black seed to nurture and to have grow within her.
I didn't really FEEL it but Iyawa's whispered, "Yes," into my ear told me what had happened even before I looked down again. My cum was dribbling out of the end of my prick and dropping onto the floor. The ultimate in spoiled orgasms, the most remorseless of edgings. I had fantasised about Iyawa stroking my dick and here I had felt almost nothing.
I stood, my hands still tied behind me, feeling her firm Black breasts pressing into my naked back. Feeling her hand gently holding my throat as she whispered into my ear. "You understand? My sister has wanted to seed Slave Two since she first saw her. You were with her for how long? What you do not use you can afford to lose." I shuddered as her tongue explored my ear. "You like to play - we can play together again when you give me my tribute, when you wear my mark." She ran her finger around my throat, where I had seen the tattoos before on Mike and Jim. The tattoos denoting what they had surrendered to their Mistress.
I felt her move back from me and immediately was struck by the loss of her seductive presence. Only for seconds though. Then I heard Hazel scream as Alake sucked on her neck and gave three last rolling strokes of her cock deep into my wife. I knew what that meant.
"Normally your wife wouldn't play today but the symbolism was too perfect for even Levy to ignore. Alake's strong potent African seed claiming your wife's fertile womb even as your weak little white balls are in MY power." Iyawa was speaking loudly again, addressing an audience that I had almost forgotten about. "If the Goddess desires it then Slave Two's body will ripen and fill. Then this one will assist her - changing nappies at first and then baby-sitting while she serves her Black owners. What joy for him."
My cum was on the floor and any sexual excitement had passed. The fantasy was one thing but being taunted with the reality was something else entirely. I knew the humiliation and the despair of ultimate defeat.
"Ohhhhhh my poor little pet - you were so proud and now you are so sad." Iyawa's voice was back in my ear, its tone mocking. "It may not be too late - you can still perhaps prevent it. If you are as skilled with your tongue as Slave Two is with hers. You know what to do..."
Hazel was standing before me with her legs open, a smile on her face and a wicked twinkle in her eyes. I saw the slick of cum on her thighs. "Come on honey," she said, "I know you love to eat my pussy and I've kept you away for so long. Well - now you can please me and just maybe stop your little white wifey getting a big Black-bred belly. Come on honey, don't hesitate, you may still be just in time."
It seemed the natural thing to do. Maybe it was or maybe my brain was so addled by their drugs that I thought that it was. I moved over and gingerly dropped to my knees before her.
"Quick honey - there's no time to waste." Her slim pale fingers found the sides of my head and gently pulled me towards her, in towards her beautiful freshly-fucked little cunt. I couldn't resist it - I smelled her sex and then tasted her and knew that I needed her. I began to kiss and lick her with an almost frantic desire. It had been so long and now I could have her, could taste her again. Could taste her... and something else. I tried not to think about that but just lapped and sucked and kissed and worshipped at the shrine of my wife's beauty and yes of her fertility too. I could hear her encouraging me with words and those beautiful little giggles of hers. I was pleasing her and that, for the moment, was all that mattered. I tried to push my nose and tongue into Hazel's pussy as far as I could, seeking out that new element, that new taste. Hazel's hands held me and she pushed her sex onto me. It felt so good, so good.
Finally I began to tire, not having the use of my hands. I pulled back and gasped for breath. I heard something to my left and instinctively looked - straight into Iyawa's phone. She touched the screen and smiled. "There - my little cum-piggy posted up for the world to discover and share." I knew what that clip and those images would show. A man apparently in sexual ecstasy, his face covered in sexual fluids, both male and female. Staring at the camera and then rising, showing that his erection had returned. Not much of a chance to deny that it was me or to claim that I was forced, despite the fact my hands were tied.
"Blackmail," I gasped.
Iyawa just laughed and spoke something in Yoruba to her sister who laughed too. Then she spoke into my ear in an English full of triumph and pride. "Black-mail! I don't need black-mail. I could just ransom those little balls of yours, you pay up or I keep you here tonight and make sure they are useless from now on. Why would I need black-mail? Its Slave Two there that needs Black males and will keep getting them until her belly is nearly as full as Levy's bank account." She pointed at my again hard prick. "Alake?"
Her sister firmly shook her head. "No thanks - I want that no more than he wanted mine. Do your own dirty work."
Iyawa nodded. "My sister was forced to do that by many 'straight' men at home. It's a natural prejudice of hers. I prefer girls but I can improvise." She was close to me now, her eyes looking into mine. I once more felt physically struck by her presence, her beauty and her strength. It was impossible to look away.
"I know what you have dreamed of since you first saw me." She smiled and slowly, so slowly, dropped to her knees and took my hard prick between her sweet lips.
The visuals were incredible and she was right - I had dreamed of that moment. But again she was taunting me. I could see and hear but I could not feel those lips, that teasing tongue. It was a purely mechanical process that cheated me of what should have been exquisite pleasure. I saw my wife with her knees bent, her hand pushing in and out of her pussy, masturbating shamelessly despite, or perhaps because of, the cheers of the audience. I remembered she had also drunk when we had arrived. What had been in those drinks?
It was surreal. I seemed as much a bystander as any of that audience. Robbed of feeling and left only to watch as Iyawa's skilled mouth milked me of my cum. She stood, her mouth tightly closed and triumph in her eyes. I had dreamed of something else too - of kissing her. She pushed her face up to mine and held my head in place as her tongue forced my lips apart and then I was tasting myself as she fed me my own cum.
"Fuck yeah," said Hazel as Alake filmed it all.
"It is the last time I will touch you until you have given me your tribute," whispered Iyawa, "what a shame you couldn't feel our games. Next time I will let you enjoy - if you have paid your tribute. Not in money, I don't need your money, but by earning my mark. Go to your Doctor if you wish or I will finish the job for you if you prefer. You need only return."
Iyawa tossed her proud head and then walked over to my wife. Iyawa pushed her against the perspex with a hand at her throat and the other reaching between her legs. Hazel didn't resist, her cheeks were flushed and her eyes wide and staring. "You see Slave Two - you see what a little worm your husband is, what a little worm he has. Make sure he gives me my tribute. But now you must give me your tribute too."
Hazel suddenly shook her head. "No mistress, please don't make me do that. It's dirty."
"But you ARE a dirty little slave. I saw you fucking yourself while I had to put that white boy of yours in his place. Now YOU give me what I want..." Her fingers were suddenly moving like a blur, exploiting Hazel's clit piercing with exquisite skill.
"NNNNNOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO," screamed my wife as her body bucked and liquid seemed to explode from her sex. Iyawa just stood to one side, her fingers still working as the liquid arched out and splattered onto the floor of the hall in three great bursts. Then Iyawa released her and Hazel dropped to the floor.
Iyawa raised her arms and shouted to the ceiling as much as to the audience. "My OFFERING." Then turned a slow full circle with her arms held out.
I was just regaining my senses, enough to know that her select audience were rising from their seats, clapping and cheering and stamping their feet.
***
"Quite something isn't she? I was enjoying that big titty whore Joanna so I missed the end. So she leave you your balls or did she geld you?"
I was sat alone in the changing room trying to get a grasp back on reality when Levy found me. I looked at him in disgust.
"Well", he had that mocking mirthless smile of his, "if you want to play with Iyawa you'd best do what I told you. Otherwise she'll take the decision out of your hands. Meanwhile, business is business, you got my fifteen grand."
Maybe it was my recent experiences but I'd had enough of him. "Fuck off," I shouted.
His smile only widened, showing more strong white teeth and much less warmth. "I see you do still have your balls - maybe you've even grown a pair you didn't have before. Well I just been fucking that hot little whore Joanna and enjoying them beautiful big white titties of hers. Reminded me of your wife's deficiencies. I'll have to be considering her future."
I swallowed. "Where is Hazel - I'm taking her home."
Levy shook his head. "Change of plan. The new one is - you keep watching for new clips. You wouldn't want to be missing them. Now, YOU fuck off."
I drove home alone. I confess that I had to stop half-way. I hadn't been able to get that image of Iyawa sucking my cock out of my mind. My feeling down there had returned and I pulled over to wank myself off into a tissue. All the time I desperately tried to imagine how it should have felt with Iyawa's skilled mouth on my cock. How it would feel if I returned to her wearing her mark. She had deliberately tested her hold over me but the bonds were still firm. I didn't want to admit it but maybe they had even tightened.
And then there was Levy.
I knew I had fucked up and I knew there would be a very heavy price to pay.
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Asma froze where she sat. She had come into the cubicle in the quiet for a moment before she began her afternoon shift. All had been silence and calm for a minute and then that had been shattered by their arrival.
The outside door had crashed open and through her cubicle door she had heard them come in.
"You can't wait can you? You gorgeous big fucking bastard." The words broke off and were followed by a high-pitched giggle. It sounded like a white woman - the sort that unkind people called chavs. Her harsh 'estuary accent' seeming to bounce off the walls.
Asma heard another cubicle door open and the rustle of clothing. She felt frozen, riveted to the spot. Unsure of what to do.
"You know what I need don't ya? I need that fucking big Black cock. You going to give me it you horny bastard?"
There was more rustling and another noise or two followed by the creak of pressure against a cubicle wall. Then a pause and then the noise repeated again and again and again...
Asma was mortified, horrified by what was happening so near-by. She just wanted to get out of there. She finished up and adjusted her clothing but as she picked it up she heard her bag clink against the porcelain of the toilet bowl.
She froze as the noises from the other cubicle halted.
"I heard somefink - there's someone out there. Who is it?"
Asma tried to control her breathing, tried to keep as quiet as she possibly could. She was so embarrassed, so horrified. These two were behaving like animals. It was terrible. She could not bear to be caught by them.
"Oh fuck it," the female voice resumed, "I couldn't give a fuck anyway. You gonna wait all day or you gonna fuck me."
There was a low deep laugh and then the noises started again. The creak of the cubicle wall, the gasps of the woman, the noises of frantic vigorous sex.
Asma could not believe it. A few minutes ago everything had been so calm. Now she was trapped here having to listen to these two beasts, these two rutting animals. She felt humiliated and frightened that they would catch her. She should have just left as quickly as possible as soon as they had come in. Now it seemed too late - if they caught her they would think she had been spying on them or worse...
"Oh fucking hell you're good. You big fucking Black stud. Fuck me - c'mon, fuck me harder."
Asma tried to wipe away the images flashing into her brain. It wasn't hard to visualise them. She had lived in this city long enough since Afsar and brought her over from Hyderabad. She had not wanted to come but her husband had family over here, a place in their business concern waiting for him. Back home everything had been so familiar. Here there were so many different types of people and cultures.
She had heard enough to know that two of them were meeting in that cubicle over there. She could imagine what the woman liked that - what Afsar would call a 'Kuffar whore.' Fake blonde hair, provocative make-up, painted nails, clothing that showed off her body. She saw so many of them here.
"C'mon you big Black bastard - show me what I'm missing. Show me how much better you are than my husband." Her voice was strident, loud, you could hear the excitement in every word.
Asma felt another wave of almost panic go through her. She had hoped that they were just an over-excited couple but this was so much worse. The woman was committing adultery. That was unthinkable, unacceptable. It went against everything she had ever been taught. A wife had to be loyal to her husband, had to stand by him whatever his faults and failings. If that was not true then didn't everything start to collapse?
There was a deep voice across in the other cubicle. The walls between them deadened it so that she couldn't make out the individual words. That must have been the man. The response from his slut was louder and much more audible.
"I don't care what he thinks, he's fucking useless. It's because of him I'm here. You should fucking advertise you gorgeous big stud. Special services for neglected wives! Now stop talking and fuck me."
There was a muffled response and then the sex sounds came louder and faster.
"Yes, Yes, that's it, YES!!!" The woman sounded ecstatic, fuelled on adrenaline and excitement.
Asma struggled to control the thoughts in her head. Her shame and embarrassment at being there. Her outrage at what the man and the woman were doing in so public a place. Her resentment and... She didn't want to acknowledge it but she knew it was there. The realisation that she had never quite felt what that white slut over there was feeling right now. Her husband was a decent man, an honourable man, the proud and dutiful father of their children. However, he was not an exciting man.
She felt guilt at even thinking such things. It was disgraceful, outrageous, it should be literally unthinkable!!!
There was a grunt and another squeal of delight from the other cubicle. The noises of sex ceased and there was some rustling.
"Oh fuck yeah - that's just what I needed." There was a cheeky giggle. "Look what a mess you made you horny Black fucker. It's already dripping out of me. I'd better get cleaned up or even that thick-as-shit old twat might figure out what's going on!" The two laughed together and the other door opened
Asma suddenly realised her danger. She sat down again and picked her feet up off the floor while, oh so gently, easing the lock open while holding the door shut.
The voices were clearer now - only the thin wood of her own cubicle's door between her and them.
"See, I told you. All the doors are showing vacant. There was no-one here." The man's voice was a gorgeous rich baritone and for a moment she thought she recognised it.
"Shame - she missed out," the woman laughed stridently again. "Who knows she might have joined us. Found out what getting fucked is really all about. Cieron is at his meeting on Friday so we'll have a bit more time if you want."
Asma couldn't help it. In the moment before she had vigorously suppressed it her mind had an instant to dwell on what the white woman had said. She felt it - the momentary thrill that seemed to send the blood pumping through her veins. That little reminder that for all that she was a good Muslim and a good wife that was not all that she was. She was also a woman and yes that sometimes meant she could have sexual thoughts and desires and needs. She felt shame and guilt.
"...oh I know what you'd like. I've seen you lookin' at 'er. You'd like to make it a United Nations of fucking wouldn't you. Go for the full set. One Black, one White and one Asian. Sure you could handle us both?"
"Got any doubts?" The man's tones left Asma herself in no doubt that he was confident of his ability to meet any sexual challenge. But she wasn't really thinking about that. She was trying to understand what the woman had been saying.
"Nah, I know what you're like. Besides, she'd probably faint as soon as she saw that big fucking cock of yours. Have you seen what she wears? You can tell she's a frigid bitch. Probably never had a real fuck in her life."
The man laughed again. "Surprise you to know she's got three kids? So someone laid some fucking pipe at some point. Anyway, go easy on her. She wears that kit 'cos of her religion."
"So you wouldn't want to see her out of it? You haven't been thinking about fucking that tight little ass ever since she got the job here? C'mon now, Tony I know you."
Asma heard a slight slapping sound followed by a feminine giggle. She was in shock. Every sentance seemed to bring new revelations, startling and potentially life-changing.
"Don't see it happening but that sweet little Indian bitch ever gives me the nod then I'll happily fuck her like she ain't never been fucked before. Call it instinct but I'm knowing she got a sweet little body under them damned drapes. Now don't look at me like that - no need to be jealous. You know there's a whole lot of me to go around. Now go check the door - make sure no-one's watching.
The sound of the door rang through the room. There was a sudden silence. Asma let her feet back down to the floor and then very slowly opened the cubicle door. The staff toilets were empty. She breathed out and then went across to the wash hand basin. She splashed some water onto her face and looked into the mirror. She saw her light-brown complexion and the little lines at the corners of her eyes and mouth. She also saw something else. She saw the fear in her eyes and the way her mouth was held tightly shut. How she wished that she had never heard that conversation.
She was not the only Asian person working at the store of course. However, she knew the other Asian women working there and she was the only one with three children. That couple had been talking about her. She looked again at her reflection as it stared back. She was 42 years old and while the years had been kind to her she did not expect to suddenly be the object of such attention. She had three children almost all grown up. It was ridiculous. Worse, it was sinful.
She hadn't recognised the female voice. She thought it was probably a customer - but obviously one well used to coming back here to fornicate. How disgraceful.
Asma was in no doubt as to how the woman knew to come back here because she had no trouble recognising the male voice. That use of a 'Tony' had just confirmed it.
He had been on the panel interviewing her for the job and he was the manager of the fresh produce department. Not her direct superior but they often met in the cause of a day's work at the supermarket.
Tony Turner was of Jamaican descent, a tall well-built dark-skinned man in his late thirties. Perhaps five years younger than her and yet...
Asma felt that tingle rushing through her blood-stream again. Like a jolt of adrenaline. The idea that a man like him would look at her in such a way. It was ridiculous. She looked again into the mirror. No, that was not correct. Afsar had always said she was beautiful. She felt a stab of guilt even thinking about her husband while having such thoughts. However, she recognised that the person looking back at her from the mirror was an attractive if maturing South Asian woman. It was not ridiculous that a man, even a man like Tony, would find her attractive, would want to...
She again stubbornly crushed that thought. Such things were wrong even to think about. It was a betrayal of Afsar and of her family and of everything that she held sacred.
She tried to think back through the months she had been working at the supermarket, tried to remember how Tony had looked at her. She had never noticed anything. Had she been blind or, the thought struck her hard, perhaps she was being foolish. Perhaps they had not been talking about her, perhaps they had been talking about someone else after all.
She felt it like a blow in her stomach. The crushing weight of disappointment and almost despair. It was crazy. Even had it been so she could never have done anything about it. She could never have... So why did it suddenly seem to matter so much that he SHOULD have been talking about her.
She felt confused, bewildered by all the feelings and emotions running through her. Suddenly felt shame that she also seemed so ill-equipped to deal with something like this. She was a mature woman, a mother of two grown-up daughters, how could she suddenly be thrown into such confusion.
Concentration and work. They were the answer. She suddenly realised how long she had been here - she would be late for her shift. It was as well she was on re-provisioning rather than the check-out. She checked her dress and then hurried out onto the floor.
"Hi Asma." That was her direct boss, Ellie, a very nice person.
"I'm sorry I am late Ellie - I, um..."
Ellie was looking at her with a concerned expression. "Are you OK? You look like you've had a shock. Do you need to take five minutes?"
Asma mustered up a smile. "No, no, I'm well. I'm ready to work. Should I start with the milk as usual?"
Ellie nodded and then watched Asma go to work. Her colleague was normally so quiet and placid. It had been a shock to see her apparently so worked up. Well, if Asma needed to talk then she hoped that she knew that she could come to her.
***
Asma Hashmihad been born into a Hyderabadi family. Her family had been loving but strict. Her life as a young woman had been planned out and organised for her from an early age. Her father has been a school teacher and had very much believed in educating all of his children, not just the boys. She had not gone to college but very few of the girls in her class had. That was just not the way of things then. At the age of eighteen her family had organised a match for her from a family that they knew well.
She had met Afsar twice before her wedding. She knew that her family meant the best for her and that they would not have forced her to marry him. However, she also knew what was expected of her. In truth she had been lucky. Afsar was a kind and generous man and she had grown to love him. He had done his best to provide for her and, in time, for their son and two daughters. He had been a caring and thoughtful father. She really could have very few complaints. She knew others who had been much less fortunate - married to old men as part of a business deal for instance. Afsar was a good man and she was lucky to have him.
Soon after their marriage Afsar's family had sent him to London to help manage a branch of their family business there. It had been something of a shock leaving home and coming to so foreign a place but at least she had good English. Others sent over to marry were not so fortunate. It meant her life was not restricted to her family circle though for the first few years it had made little difference.
Afsar knew his duty. He had to work in the family business and he had to father a son. He had achieved the latter but only after the birth of two daughters. It meant Asma had been pregnant for most of their first five years of marriage and then had been busy raising three small children. It had come as a relief that once young Ashraf had been born her husband had seemed to lose interest in sex. Her husband was a good man, a religious man, he understood that copulation was to produce children. He was ten years her senior and slightly-built, his love-making had always been hesitant, restrained, almost dutiful. His duty done he did not trouble Asma with such things.
She had not been unhappy about that. Afsar had gone to work and had become manager of the whole British end of the family firm. Asma had raised her two beautiful daughters, Rubina and Samreen. Ashraf had grown into a handsome young man, slightly-built like his father but with the sensitive deep brown eyes of his mother. She loved them all very much and she missed them very much.
Ashraf had done very well at school and now was at a very fine University on a scholarship. Rubina was a good girl despite her tendencies towards independence. Perhaps she and her husband had not been strict enough with their eldest daughter. Anyway Rubina had done very well and now had started a job in the City. Samreen had been more dutiful and happy to accept the very good marriage that Afsar had been able to make for her.
They had been lucky there.
Their charmed existence as the family of a prosperous businessman had barely survived the children moving out by six months.
Asma still did not quite understand what had happened. Money had been lost, a LOT of money, and it had apparently been the responsibility of her husband. The Police had come to their house! Afsar had been taken away for two days and questioned!!
She had felt confused, bewildered, had not known what to tell any of her friends or her children. It had been very apparent from the Police's attitude that they had regarded her husband as either a fool or a thief. When they let him go it was clear that they had decided he was the former.
The huge loss had broken the firm or at least its British side. Afsar's family had been furious. He had not only lost his job; none of them had communicated with him since the truth had come out. It was as if he was dead to them.
Her husband had been proud of his job, his position in the Hyderabadi community in London. Making such a catastrophic mistake had brought him great shame. It was worse that their community was not large and soon everyone had seemed to know about it. She knew that many did not believe Afsar was entirely innocent. They had said that no-one could be so stupid as to make such mistakes.
Their children were so lucky. Rubina's husband had been loyal to her though he had broken off contact with Afsar. The other two were well along the path to making their own way in England. Had the collapse happened ten years earlier then...
She had to thank God for sparing them that. Now she and Afsar were left isolated and relying on what savings they had been left by the legal problems. Afsar had been so proud of his business acumen and skill. Now it was clear much of his success had been courtesy of his family's assistance. Now the only job he could get was at a corner shop run by a man he had used to laugh about!
It was not enough. Asma had soon realised that to avoid disaster she would have to work too. Her husband had not been happy about it and she had wanted to accord to his wishes. However, his wishes did not put food on the table or keep a roof over their heads. His wishes did not prevent them from shaming their son and daughters. Afsar had made investments but as part of his family's firm - something to do with taxes? Now the returns were being kept by the family as the first, small, part of paying off the losses he had caused.
Which is how Asma had found herself at the supermarket being interviewed by Tony Turner...
***
Asma had always been told that the West was decadent. What else would one expect of those who had not heard or did not heed the words of the Prophet? That was as obvious as the sky being blue!
It was something else to actually hear it and see it. She had known that such things happened in drinking dens and sordid night-clubs. Asma, of course, had never gone near to such places and she did not watch lewd Western films or television. So for years she had been able to isolate herself from such goings on.
Now, her eyes and ears had been opened by Tony Turner and his 'Kuffar whore.' Only a couple of days after that startling experience a woman come to the supermarket. She was a logistical organiser who Asma had seen several times before, who Asma had spoken to. She was very attractive for an English woman, had seemed very nice and well-spoken and had wore a wedding ring on her finger.
This time she had come in and soon she had been talking to Tony. Then he had led her into the back-rooms.
Asma found that she could not help it. When they had gone she could not get the image out of her mind. Of Tony and the woman going back there and... She dared not put her thoughts into words. The two of them back there like Tony and the other woman two days earlier.
How could a woman do such a thing? What about her husband, perhaps her children? How could she betray them like that? Even for a non-believer to behave so was disgraceful, alarming, enough to turn Asma's nice orderly world all topsy-turvy. It made her feel something deep in her soul.
"Asma... Asma... Asma - are you alright honey? You look like you've seen a ghost. Aren't you feeling well?"
It was Ellie - her supervisor. Ellie was a very good person, she had made Asma's transition into working here so much easier. Now she was looking at Asma with evident concern.
"I - I think I'm alright." Again the images of Tony and the woman surged into her head, unbidden and unwanted. Asma felt herself sway a little.



Ellie's hand caught Asma's arm, her grip strong and warm even through the fabric of the latter's kameez tunic.
"You really don't look well. Take your break early - I can cover for a while."
Asma gave Ellie a weak smile. Her supervisor was generous and kind, a very good friend as well as her boss. Then the smile faded. Taking a break meant going back there. She made an effort and reasserted her reason. It was all such nonsense, she had got herself upset over nothing at all. She would go back there and Tony would not be there or he would be discussing deliveries. She was getting herself all upset and worked up over nothing.
"No hesitating. Get yourself back there and I'll see you in half an hour." Ellie's pale-blue eyes were intent on her and she obeyed.
***
There was no-one in the little break-area. There was no-one in the office. There was no-one save the usual staff in the storage space or the delivery dock. That left...
Asma looked up and saw one of the warehouse men watching her. His glance was casual and probably meant nothing. It was not as if he had not seen her there before. She wore her head-scarf and shalwar kameez as usual, not too strange for Western eyes but perfectly respectable in her own tradition. It was still a little unnerving to attract male attention however innocent. She had been taught from a very early age that to attract the eyes of any man but your husband was a sin Not that Afsar, her husband, had paid her much attention in that way for years.
A thought suddenly burrowed its way into her brain. She loved Afsar, at least she was very fond of Afsar, but had her husband ever felt about her as she had overheard Tony saying that he felt about her? Had her husband ever desired her in that visceral, full-blooded, way?
Asma felt the blood pumping through her body, the tingle of feelings that she had not felt in many years. Perhaps not since she was a young woman watching the film stars on the big screens of the cinemas back home. Her eyes darted around, hoping that no-one had noticed her excitement, then she carefully adjusted her breathing. Breath in, breathe out, breathe in, breathe out...
Slowly she seemed to feel her racing heart slow down, felt her brain regain control of her emotions and senses. She knew that she should go back to the counter, she knew what she would likely find if she completed her search. She knew what she should do. What she SHOULD do.
Asma carefully pushed open the door leading to the staff facilities. Immediately she heard it - the rhythmical noise like last time. Her question had been answered. She now knew for sure what Tony and the woman were doing.
"That white-bread husband of yours give it to you like this, eh? Answer me you horny little slut."
"No... no.... never... He's nothing compared... to this."
The woman was panting out the words, gasping for breath between his thrusts. Even so Asma could detect the traces of her accent, Home Counties and private school. Definitely NOT the same woman Tony had been pleasuring here two days ago.
Pleasuring. Asma suddenly realised that was the word that had sprung into her head. She was in little doubt that both women were indeed taking pleasure from Tony's attentions. But did not Iblis always bait his traps with the sweetest of honeys?
"Oh God... that's good... so so good.. How can you... make it so good? Oh GOoddd." The last word began as a half-scream before it was muffled.
"Don't matter how - you just know I can. That's what keeps you coming back. You gonna be back ain't you girl. You gonna need more. Tell me."
"Yes, Yessss." It was more a growl than a scream now.
The noise was coming from the men's toilets. Asma had her ear against the door to catch every word spoken.
The noise paused. "Tell me proper - tell me in that rich-girl voice of yours. Tell me what you need to say and I want to hear."
"I'll be here tomorrow, meet you after work. Then we can have the whole night together. Just like you want."
The noise started again and she heard a short deep bass laugh. "Yeaaaahhhh. That's what I'm liking to hear. We'll go for a drink, then hit a club and then back to my place. What we gonna do there sweetness?"
"We're going to fuck. You're going to fuck me like I need. Like the white boys can't."
There was another low laugh of triumph and then the rhythmical noise resumed, louder and faster.
"Oooooooohhhhhhhhhhhh......"
A long building female moan again suddenly cut off. Asma leaned into the door and felt it give a little, the door ease open a crack.
The noise came a little louder through the gap. Now Asma heard the shallow excited breathing of the woman with clarity. She could only imagine how the woman felt - she knew that she had never experienced anything like that herself. The woman seemed to have lost her self-control, swept away by passion. Degrading herself here and offering herself to Tony for tomorrow. How many times had they done this, how many more times would they? The woman certainly didn't seem willing to stop any time soon.
The temptations of carnality had proved too much for her. Asma knew that she would never betray herself so. However, temptations come in many packages and at many stages. Asma herself was being tempted at that very moment. Its scale and magnitude was different but Asma could resist it no more that the woman with Tony could.
She eased the door open a little more. She was not sure what drove her but she knew that she could not resist. What would it hurt - if she was careful. The couple would be in a cubicle and would never know she was there.
Carefully and slowly she peeped her head around the door and then suddenly froze in place. Every logical part of her was screaming to retreat and carefully close the door after her. However, logic would never win out this time. The surprise was too great.
Tony and the woman were not in a cubicle.
She was standing and holding onto a wash-hand basin, her skirt hitched up over her hips to bare her bottom. Tony was behind her, making love to her from behind. No - not 'making love' - the couple were fucking. Asma had never felt comfortable using the word but it was the only possible one for what she was seeing in front of her. Tony had one hand clamped on a white buttock while the other fiercely grasped the woman's blonde pony-tail. He was fucking with long, deep strokes, powerful strokes that only ended when their hips met.
Asma's mouth opened a little and then she saw the woman's face in the mirror above the basin. Her eyes were closed, her cheeks were flushed and her mouth was open. Asma knew that there was an English word for what the woman was feeling, the word was 'ecstasy'. She also knew that she had never felt it.
"Don't stop... never stop... my pussy's yours. Fuck me, cum in me, claim me...."
The woman 's voice had risen until it was cut off again as Tony moved his hand up to cover her mouth. He looked up as he did it and Asma suddenly saw his eyes in the mirror. Deep, dark, intense and seeming to look straight into her soul!
Again she knew what she should do. Get out of there and report Tony for such lewd behaviour! Again she found that sometimes you didn't do what you were supposed to do. Her tongue flicked out and moistened lips that suddenly seemed very dry.
Tony kept up a steady deep rhythmn of thrusts into the blonde woman but now he spoke.
"Yeah, now you know what Tony can do. Now you know where to come when you need it. That's right ain't it."
The woman moaned her agreement but had Tony been speaking to her? Asma only knew that, via the mirror, his eyes had been locked onto her own.
Tony tightened his grip on the woman's pony-tail. "So Imogen, what you say to any other girls whose husbands been neglecting them? You recommend the Tony treatment eh?"
"Oh God yes," said Imogen "Every woman needs this... at least once."
"Never known one to settle for just once," said Tony. "Now see what I can do for you."
The words were no sooner out of his mouth than Tony suddenly accelerated his thrusts, transitioning to fucking Imogen hard. She grunted and struggled to keep herself upright on her heels, grasping desperately onto the basin with both hands. Each thrust drew a gasp from her until those gasps became a long shuddering moan.
"Where you want it?" Tony's voice barked out, urgent and strong.
"In me... In me...In me..." There was a desperation in that short repeated phrase, a need, a desperate desire.
Tony grunted and Asma suddenly knew that Tony was meeting Imogen's desire. Filling her with his seed, his baby-making seed. For a moment she was startled but then realised that Imogen must be on birth-control.
"Oh my God but you are magnificent," said Imogen with a bubbly laugh. She bent down and pulled up her underwear. "Got to pull these on or I'll be dripping all over the place for hours!"
Tony moved in and kissed her. "That's like it should be. Keep my seed nice and deep in you, in that sweet tight white-bread pussy. Just one thing'd make it better. When you gonna do that for me?"
Imogen giggled and returned his kiss. "I don't think Rufus would approve of that. Well perhaps he might - but not for HIS wife. Because I don't think you'd just settle for me coming off birth control would you?"
Tony chuckled and his hands found her belly. "Damn right. Soon as you dump them pills I'm gonna be fucking that fine pussy every chance I get until I've got this sweet flat little belly nice and full and round. Turn white-bread into Black bred."
Imogen gave him a smile of wicked naughtiness. "Bet you've used that line a few times. It ever work?"
Tony didn't smile. He just nodded. "Not just once or twice either. You be thinking about it - about being my focus of attention for a while..."
Imogen's teeth showed as she bit her lower lip. Then she playfully swatted at him with one hand. "I've got to be going. Back to work and away from naughty temptations like that. You could get a girl into trouble!"
"When they looking like you - every fucking chance I get," said Tony. The two shared another kiss before leaving.
***
Tony hadn't noticed at what point the pretty little Asian woman had started watching them. He also hadn't seen when she had sneaked away. However, he had seen her there for long enough and knew that she had got his message. He'd had his eye on her since the first time he'd seen her, at her interview. She had a cute face and was slim but that was about all you could tell under all those fucking clothes of hers. He knew her age but she looked damn good on it, had that attraction that some mature women displayed for a man with a connoisseur's taste in fine female flesh.
He'd imagined finding out just what she was hiding under all those drapes, showing her what a man could do for a fine woman like her. He hadn't thought about it long though. He knew her background - might as well have had 'unattainable' stamped on her file and her forehead!
Now though...
First, he'd been sure it was her the other day listening in while he was fucking Dannii. Now she's popping her head into the men's room to watch him and Imogen. It wasn't like she'd caught fright and run away. That cute little face had been watching them for at least a couple of minutes. Also, he'd seen the signs. Her eyes had been intent, fixed on them, her mouth a little open. Little Asma might be all prim and proper but she'd been excited by watching them.
Didn't necessarily mean she'd be down for some fun any time soon but it did raise her potential a whole heap of levels. He'd be keeping his eye on Asma.
***
"Feeling better?" Ellie prepared to relinquish her post at the counter.
Asma paused. She knew what was required of her. Even in the decadent West such behaviour could not be condoned. They did not call it immorality but rather 'sexual misconduct.' Anyway it was her duty to report what had happened.
"Er, Ellie, while I was back there I heard, er saw, er there was, er..."
Ellie's eyes focused sharply on her. "I can guess. Tony Turner? Tell me - did he act inappropriately towards you? Did he upset you? If he did I'll..."
"NO, no, he has not upset me. But it is perhaps not appropriate that such things happen. It might upset someone else." Asma wasn't sure what she was saying until she had said it. She only then realised that she did not want to get Tony into trouble. She only wanted to be seen to do the right thing. The realisation came as a shock to her.
"You are sure? We all know Tony. He is amazingly good at his job or he'd have been fired years ago. I can say one thing. He will NOT make a move on you. He understands that won't fly any more. But if a woman shows her interest in him then..." Ellie raised a plucked eyebrow. Her hand patted Asma's. "Anyway don't worry about Tony. He is no threat - in fact there have been times when customers cut up rough that we've been VERY pleased to have him around. I will back you up if you really want to report him but..."
Asma shook her head. "No, I will not report him. It is just very strange for me. I suppose I should just avoid him. At least when his, er, 'friends' are so loud that will be easy to do."
Ellie nodded and patted Asma's hand again. "You can always talk to me. You know that don't you?"
***
That night Asma lay in bed next to her husband. The events of the day, especially certain events, just kept replaying themselves over and over again in her mind. She felt guilty even thinking about such things next to Afsar. He had been a good husband to her, at least he had tried to be. She did not blame him for their recent troubles. It also was not his fault that he was not very exciting, especially not when it came to the bedroom.
She felt guilty again. Afsar was a good man and had he not done his duty as a husband in that way, had they not got three wonderful children? Were they not the pride of her life?
She knew that was the correct feeling to have but it was suddenly ringing very hollow. Was it wrong to feel that there was more to such things than merely the making of children? She had always believed that it was - but then she had not known...
Tony had shown her. Tony could show her a whole lot more.
Ellie had said that Tony Turner was no threat to her. Well, maybe that was true from Ellie's perspective.
Asma hesitated and then reached out to her husband. Her hand found the warmth of his upper thigh. Afsra grunted and then, still asleep, turned his back on her.
She knew that such things were not to be found here with Afsal. Such passion, such energy, such excitement. Apart from anything else she had seen Tony as he had pulled out of Imogen. She had seen his...
Afsal was slightly-built and he was not large down there. That did not mean that he was not a man, their three children proved that he was! But compared to Tony he seemed small and weak. He could never...
Asma struggled to get to sleep but finally did so. That night she dreamed and her dreams told her what she had already realised in her heart.
For everything that Asma had been for her 42 years Mr Tony Turner was very dangerous indeed...
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The second in a series featuring Katrina the Hotwife.
It had been a good decision to get her bike out. The city's streets were never clear of traffic on a working day but there was a good cycle route all the way down to her office. On a day like this she could get her exercise and do her short commute all in one.
Kat felt the delicious little burn of using her muscles. She enjoyed going to the gym but sometimes a change to routine kept things fresh. Using the cycle-ways, with their sometimes uneven surface, meant she couldn't go too fast but it was still excellent aerobic exercise. There was a breeze coming off the sea that she was working against. It made her journey more of a work-out while keeping her cool from the heat of the sun.
The wheels of her bike juddered as she approached the junction and she felt her top blown against her body by the breeze. She glanced down and realised that even given the heat maybe just wearing the top hadn't been so good an idea. The combination of the touch of the material and the coolness of the air were making her nipples VERY obvious through the top's thin material.
Not so long ago she would have been nervously watching everyone she passed and hoping that they hadn't noticed. The last couple of months had rather banished such notions. Especially the incident at the local store. Going out back with an African-American stranger and ending up swallowing his cum. That sort of thing kind of shook the self-consciousness out of you!
Kat stopped at a light and glanced down again. It wasn't a particularly daring top - none of the revealing styles and slogans that her Twitter fans loved to see her wear. However the thin white material was doing absolutely nothing to hide her hard nipples. She wondered just how many men had noticed them as she rode by. Well, she was proud of her body. That was why there was a tiny camera mounted on her handle-bars and pointing back at her. A little editing to ensure that she remained anonymous and her Twitter fans would love that close up view when the cool breeze blew her top tight against her breasts. Then Kat would get to enjoy their reactions - she would take her own pleasure and satisfaction from their desire for her.
Kat's bike eased its way down the slope and past the long line of vehicles backed up. In this city that could be another advantage of getting the bike out. The lines of traffic were longer than usual today and she only found out why as she took the next corner.
"Oh sh-", Kat caught herself as she noticed the barriers up across the road. Weren't the city supposed to put notices up to warn people about this sort of thing? She did a quick mental calculation. If this road was blocked then it wouldn't be just a case of having to go around the block. She'd have to follow the traffic system round, part of it uphill. If she pushed it that would be twenty minutes at least.
Kat slowed her machine and brought it to a halt just in front of the barriers. No way through - what a pain! Her ears were assailed by the roar of a jack-hammer as a workman was breaking up the surface. He was a big man, muscles rippling as he worked with sweat already shining on his dark skin. Other men were taking away the rubble and moving more equipment around the small site. The sun was only starting to show its power and it promised to be a long day for these working men.
The jack-hammer stopped its roar as Kat noticed the sign-board. She felt the relief of it - concentrating against that noise was near impossible. Now she could read the sign. The work would be going on Thursday through Sunday. Well - it seemed the bike would be going back in the cupboard for a few days!
"Sorry about the inconvenience - we putting in the new power cables."
Kat hoped she hadn't jumped too much with surprise. He was indeed a big man - over six-foot tall and powerfully-built. He wore a sleeveless shirt that left his muscular arms exposed. He had taken one ear-protector off.
"It's a bit of a pain - I can almost see my office from here but going the long way round will be twenty minutes at least. Still I guess you guys have to get the work done."
The big man didn't move a muscle but Kat had a strong feeling that in that half-second his eyes had taken her all in. Appraised her and considered her.
"Well ma'am the rules are strict. We can't let anyone through while we're working. Just a little through-way over there for when we done for the day. So you'll have to go round. Unless of course," he paused and then shouted in a loud deep voice, "OK GUYS - ITS A FIVE MINUTE BREAK."
Like magic the noise of machinery cut off. The man gave Kat a little smile. "Benefits of being a foreman!" He pointed at the through-way he had indicated earlier. "Darnell - give this lady a hand by opening that gate there."
Another African-American worker moved across and unlocked the latch to let the small gate swing free. Even before getting there Kat could see a problem. It was really only a narrow walk-way between a building and the site's barriers. The handle-bars of her machine were too wide to fit through.
She gave out a little sigh - seemed she'd be going the long way round anyway. The foreman chuckled.
"In my line of work you got to be able to problem-solve. Let me help..."
Kat got off her bike at his signal and the man leaned over and picked the machine up to heft it onto his shoulder. It was a good bike and the man did it with nonchalant ease. He carried it across the site as Kat walked alongside him outside of the barriers.
"This is very kind of you," she said.
"Its a pleasure and the guys were due five minutes anyway. You do this route every day?"
"I was planning to."
"Well you just ask for me, I'm Jalen or Jay or the Boss, or look out for Darnell over there." He pointed at his colleague. "We'll look after ya - that's right ain't it Darnell."
Darnell wasn't as big as Jalen but he was clearly another man who earned his keep with the sweat of his brow. "Damn sure," he said, his eyes remaining firmly anchored on the front of Kat's top.
Jalen set Kat's bike down safely on the other side of their work. "We'll keep an eye out for you later."
Kat hoped back onto her machine. "Thanks guys - I really appreciate it."
"Ain't nothing," said Jalen. He turned back to his men and gave a signal.
Kat had only gone a few yards before she heard Darnell's excited voice. "Damn you see her - she's as..." then his comment was drowned out as the jack-hammers resumed.
***
Kat didn't have to call out for the guys on her way home. They were already at the barrier talking to two young men on bicycles, almost certainly college students by their outfits and their distinctly grim facial hair.
"Well I'm sorry but that's how it is. If I could help you out..." Jalen gave the young men a dismissive shrug.
"Man this if fucking ridiculous. Of course you can let us through - you just have to move your lazy Black butts and shift that barrier."
It seemed this particular young man was lacking in judgement. His choice of words just underlined the initial impression made by that patchy ginger neck-beard of his.
Jalen didn't answer him - he just gave him a look. It was quite a look. Kat could almost see the bluster and self-assurance drain out of the young man's face. His friend tugged at his sleeve.
"Ah shit - fuck you! We'll go round AND we'll fucking report your lazy nigger asses!"
Darnell took a step forward and the two young men almost leapt onto their bikes and peddled quickly away in the other direction.
Jalen watched them go and finally just let out an expressive, 'Huh!"
"Will they report you?" Kat asked.
"Like I could give a shit," replied Jalen. "Ain't like we don't hear that all day every day." He ran one hand over the top of his close-cropped scalp. "Water off this ol' duck's back."
He seemed to ponder for a moment and then smiled. "Ready to go back?"
Kat returned his smile. "Yeah, but we'd best take some weight off first." She opened her cooler newly strapped on the back of the bike and handed over six bottles of ice-cold water. "I've been looking out of the office all day at that hot sun and just knew you men could use this."
"DRINK BREAK," shouted Darnell and his four co-workers came over. It had clearly been a long hot day and the men were showing it. They gratefully took the water and gulped it down.
Jalen took a huge swig of water from his bottle and savoured the feel in his mouth before swallowing it down. "That hits the spot - thank you err..." For the first time Jalen showed a little less confidence - realising he didn't know her name and wasn't sure she'd appreciate his asking for it. She was, after all, a white woman and a REAL classy high-end white girl at that.
"I'm Kat," she responded with a smile. "Is water OK or do you prefer..."
"Cold beer would be better, " broke in Darnell, "but the motha-fuckers D/D test us so..."
"Water's perfect," smoothly cut in Jalen, "just be Darnell's luck if his sorry-self got fired for a can of beer! Now..." He smoothly picked up Kat's bike and began helping her past the site and on her way home.
***
The vibration of the bike had moved the camera but not too much and Kat soon edited a few choice pieces of footage to be posted up. She thought about it and then added a caption. "I got some attention." The last few seconds of the posted clip featured Jalen and Darnell, though Kat was very careful to ensure nothing shown could ever identify them.
As she prepared the evening meal and then watched TV with her husband she kept wondering what her followers' reaction would be. Well, let's be honest, she wasn't wondering. She had a very good idea what the reaction would be and she was very much looking forward to seeing it.
***
Friday went much as Thursday had - with the exception that a big part of Kat spent her time just looking forward to seeing Jalen. He had a look and demeanour that Kat found intensely attractive. He wasn't arrogant but he was in charge. He was the Boss for sure!
Kat was an attractive woman and she wasn't a naive teenager. She had experienced her share of male appreciation and attention. She had experience enough to know what she liked and Jalen ticked ALL the right boxes.
She enjoyed their reactions to her. Darnell, who was hot too in his own way, didn't try to hide how attractive he found her. Jalen was more subtle. She had a strong feeling that he liked what he saw but nowadays a man had to be a little careful. She decided to see if her suspicions were correct.
Jalen had just put her bike ready for her to head for home when he asked. "You working tomorrow - it being Saturday I mean."
"No," she replied and thrilled a little to see the momentary disappointment show on his face, "but I thought I might come over here anyways. Would that be alright Boss?"
He slowly nodded and then smiled a confident smile. He'd been waiting for her signal and this was it. "I'll be EXPECTING you - you're the highlight of the day."
She felt the blood in her cheeks, wondered if her tan would hide that blush from him. Then she realised it really didn't matter - he had her tabbed now. He knew what she liked in a man just as she was getting very strong suspicions as to what he liked in a woman.
***
At home on Friday she finally had time to check the Twitter replies. That clip had gone down very well. Lots of pleasing comments and compliments. Only a couple of limp-dicks that had to be put on the ignore list. She kept scanning until she found the response she always looked forward to most. His profile picture now featured the Prada. She knew he was an African-American living and working over in Europe.
"How about this for tomorrow's bike ride? If your new friends like it then you can graduate to this."
He had attached two pictures of clothing items that he had previously sent to her. One she had worn before but the other had been kept for a special occasion. Her blood pumped hot and strong through her body as she formulated the thought that THIS might just be that perfect occasion. She had never met this particular follower, didn't even know his name, but he had a certain deliciously naughty streak that Kat found irresistible. His little suggestions were always made as such but Kat couldn't help taking them almost as challenges. They appealed to her competitive side.
***
His suggestion had been a thin black tie-back halter top with a v-neck which left her shoulders and most of her back bare. It was good for this kind of weather but down by the beach you had to be careful. A sneaky breeze from the wrong direction and you could find yourself giving the whole city an eyeful. The solution was some discreet tape to hold it in place.
Which was great but she'd never even imagined wearing it out on the bike. On a still day maybe but a cursory view on Saturday showed that the wind was getting up a little, moving the branches of the trees. Kat set the tiny camera up on the handle-bar of her bike and immediately felt the warm breeze explore. Her top rippled and gently tested its tape. The heat of the sun was moderated by air on her back, shoulders and her sides.
Kat strapped her cooler to the bike and then started on her way. She didn't need to glance down to know that, once again, her nipples were hard and prominent against her top. She also knew that it wasn't just because of the wind and the movement of her clothing. She was excited to be going to see Jalen.
Initially she was working against a head-wind. The top's thin material was pressed hard against her body and a couple of times she heard the sound of car horns from vehicles as they passed. Drivers signalling their appreciation? Maybe - but it was hard to be sure. Anyway, just the potential sent the blood pumping through Kat's body a little faster. It felt good to be appreciated!
***
Darnell took a pull of his cool drink with obvious appreciation. His eyes casually appraised Kat's choice of clothing and he nodded.
Kat caught a quick exchange of glances between the two men. Darnell gave a little shrug in the direction of his foreman. Was he being warned off?
Darnell had always been very obvious in his appreciation of Kat's body. Jalen had been much more circumspect. His actions and glances had told a story but not in a blatant way.
The work was nearly done - even Kat's untrained eye could see that. If anything was going to happen then it would have to happen now.
Jalen finished his own drink and then very carefully looked Kat in the eyes. His own were a deep dark brown and Kat suddenly knew that he was going to make his move.
"The rest of the men will be moving on home this evening." He indicated Darnell with one hand. "We generally stay on to supervise collection and clean-up. Best thing is that we can relax for the night before heading home. Find ourselves a beer, maybe have a smoke and make a night of it. Darnell over there will be looking to find himself a sweet piece of tail."
"And what about you Boss - are you going to be looking for a girl?" Kat felt a little dryness in her mouth as she spoke, anxious to hear his response.
"You thinking I need to keep looking? I'm thinking I've found EXACTLY what I'm looking for."
So he'd come out and said it, confirming all that she had hoped for. But now that meant she was going to have to make a decision. It wasn't playing any more. Jalen had shown his hand and it was time for her to reveal whether she'd been bluffing or not.
"So," he carried on, "you feel like coming to see us about seven?"
He hadn't asked, 'You down to bone,' but his eyes were asking just that.
"Guess I'd better not bring the bike..." was all she said.
"You ever been out with a brotha before?"
She wondered if she should lie, if they would think she was just playing games with them. However, she didn't want to lie to Jalen.
"No," she confessed.
"Didn't your momma or your pastor or your teacher never warn you about us Black men?" Jalen was smiling but there was also a glint in his eye.
"Oh yes - they warned me." She let her eyes meet his again, tried to seem as self-assured as she could.
Jalen paused for a couple of seconds and then nodded.
"You ain't working Sunday," it was a statement rather than a question and Kat shook her head in response. "That's good," he smiled a confident smile, "because I got plans for you for all night. Understand?"
Again Jalen was making sure everyone knew where they stood. If she was there at seven then she'd be down for all he was offering. She'd be 'his woman', with all that entailed, if only for one night.
Kat considered Jalen and then ran the tip of her tongue over her lower lip. "I'll see you later then..."
***
"Nice," said Darnell looking at Kat's ride, 'maybe we'll leave the van behind."
Jalen didn't say a thing as Kat got up out of the vehicle. He simply moved in close and after a moment when their eyes met his lips were on hers. A strong hand moved down her back to her butt. An insistent tongue found its way through to meet hers. Her hands moved up to grasp his well-muscled arms. She felt the strength and the power in him, relished the opportunity to surrender herself to him. Tonight offered to produce a lot of firsts in her life and she was satisfied that in Jalen she had made the right choice.
Finally they each came up for air. "Damn but I've been wanting to taste that sugar since the first time I saw you. I told Darnel here that you was a dime that deserved all a man could give her. That right Darnell?"
"That's right," agreed his friend, "not like I needed telling. You one fucking hot piece of tail girl."
"Preach it," Jalen said softly. His eyes were on her, examining her and appraising her, certainly liking everything that he saw.
There was a low hum of appreciation from her side. She glanced and saw Darnell checking out her behind. On the bike she had worn pants. Tonight she had chosen a tight and quite short black skirt.
"Now that is one real fine white girl booty. This one's looking good from ALL angles!"
She glanced back at Jalen. The big man just revolved one finger and she turned for him.
He didn't say anything but she felt his hands on her hips and felt his body pressed against hers. She felt the hard bulge against her back and then his lips at her ear.
"You built from the ground up for the Black man ain't you white girl. You really never been with a brotha - you really been wasting your fine self on white boys? Well tonight we gonna show you what you been missing. You know that dontcha?"
"Yes Boss," her voice was quiet, the effort of speaking intense given the emotions and desires flooding through her body.
***
There were tags on the walls and on the sidewalk. It wasn't exactly 'the ghetto' but it was one of the more diverse parts of the city. Kat knew the city very well but this wasn't somewhere her husband would ever bring her. She savoured every sensation. That was what this was all about.
Jalen indicated a bar. "We're going in there." As she turned he stopped her. "Once we in there I know you're gonna be drawing a lot of attention." He put his hand gently onto her back and slid it down to the top of her skirt. She looked again into his dark confident eyes. he continued, "We'd best let everyone know how things stand."
Kat felt his fingers push their way under her skirt, felt the warmth of his fingers on her butt. She instantly knew that a thong had been a good choice. She relished the touch of his skin on hers and also the symbolism of the gesture. Jalen was making sure everyone at the bar knew she was with him - and not just as a friend. She felt a surge of warmth run through her.
The bar was noisy but only maybe half-full. Big screens showed the games in progress that evening. The demographics struck Kat in two ways. First, the clientele were almost all male and second they were overwhelmingly African-American. It was obvious now why Darnell had left them - not much chance of picking up a girl here. This was way too male an environment. She saw the faces turned to her, the eyes admiring her. Saw one or two girls glare at their men for letting their eyes linger on the sexy white bitch just a little too long. At the same time she felt Jalen's strong fingers on her butt as they moved up to the bar.



"Hey Jalen," said the man behind the bar, "I thought we'd been seeing you. Had folks bitching about the works the last couple of days! Two?"
Jalen nodded and returned his smile.
As he poured their beers the barman spoke casually. "Was going to ask you how things are going but it seems they're going real good." He glanced up meaningfully at Kat and chuckled he filthiest laugh she thought she'd ever heard.
Kat felt the blood in her cheeks, hoped the bar's lighting wouldn't show up her blush too much. It was hard though - she knew the adrenaline and endorphins were already rushing through her body. The fact Jalen had brought her here to show her off, had made her a sort of trophy, that was obvious and its effect on her was obvious too. Women weren't supposed to go for that sort of thing these days. Well - fuck that! She was fucking loving it.
"Only gonna be getting better," was all Jalen said and the big man kissed Kat's ear.
The barman just laughed his bass chuckle again and moved over to a fresh customer.
***
They'd stayed for just one drink but it had been long enough.
"That jacket's fine but I'm remembering the curves under it."
Kat's heart almost leapt into her mouth as she heard him speak and recognised their meaning. She'd felt very daring wearing the top suggested by her Twitter fan - but not quite brave enough to go out on the streets without a jacket covering it.
Jalen's eyes were twinkling and he was waiting...
Kat's pulse raced as she moved her hand to the fastening of her jacket. Once it was gone there'd be no doubt left in anyone's mind once they saw her. They'd all know for certain why she was there and who she really was - or at least who she wanted to be.
One last hesitation but Kat knew the desires that had been building up in her over the last few months. She had decided that tonight was going to be the time for their first consummation. Well wasn't this part of it? Her fingers quickly undid the fastenings and she removed her jacket.
Jalen's sly smile became a broad one. "I'm liking that," was all he said. Kat was suddenly aware to a thousand-fold degree of the men in the bar checking her out. This top meant they had a chance of seeing quite a lot, especially from certain angles. The white material was stretched over her breasts, the sides of the tank-top open to show plenty of side-boob. The message printed on the front was blatant and unambiguous.
Kat was proud of her figure. Mother nature had been kind but she'd also looked after herself and done a lot of gym-work. She didn't have this look by accident. However, practice at home suggested that sudden movements could have her well-proportioned Double D breasts escaping this particular top. A 'wardrobe malfunction' they used to call it. Except out in public wearing a top like this it would only be semi-accidental at most. The rest would be that exhibitionist streak that had been making itself more and more prominent in her personality recently.
"Yeah," her date nodded, "thems the curves I'm talking about. I like it when you ain't hiding them. Understand?"
She nodded. Again she knew he was showing her off, treating her as a symbol and a trophy of his sexual prowess. Again she sensed her body's reaction to this hot man's desire to claim her. Every second just built her excitement.
"You know what you look like?"
Kat pondered his question. She knew what most white bread normies would say she looked like. A loose woman, a slut, a whore. She didn't care so long as he liked it.
He answered his own question. "You look like a woman that needs to be fucked. Am I right?"
"Yeah," she said breathily, her mouth seeming dry.
"Then let's get out of here." He took her hand and led her out of the bar.
***
"Turn right down here." Jalen indicated a short cut-through to what looked like a vacant lot. There was dim light illuminating it after she had turned off those of the vehicle. Jalen got out and checked around. "No bright lights or cameras - this'll do fine."
Kat got out and looked around her. "Here?" she asked.
"I been waiting all week and don't feel minded to wait no more. Besides, it strikes me you ain't the shy type - seems to me you like to show off what a hot sexy chassy you is. Am I right?" He moved up to her.
She hadn't time to answer before his mouth was on hers, his tongue again exploring and claiming her mouth. One hand held the small of her back while the other moved up to her barely-covered breast. Again he was claiming her and again she wanted nothing more in all the world at that moment. She didn't care who saw her - she didn't care if everyone saw her. She felt a fresh thrill run through every part of her and knew that she WANTED everyone to see her.
"Big firm white girl titties, they a favourite of mine and I ain't never seen better than these." He pushed the material aside and dropped his head to her right breast, sucking and licking her already hard nipple. Kat gasped - again feeling that heady rush of emotion and pleasure
His hand took hers and guided it to the front of his pants. She felt the hard bulge there, knew he was big and knew he was ready for her.
"You know what to do." He didn't need to say any more. She knew what was expected of her and knew just how much she wanted to live up to his expectations. She dropped gently to her knees, felt the cool of the dirt under her. Her hands found his belt and undid it, her fingers quick and direct. She'd waited long enough too - she needed to see him now, to feel him, to taste him.
Kat eased down his shorts and she let out a little gasp of pleasure. He was beautiful - big and hard and Black. Nine inches that could give her the sort of pleasure that her white-boy husband never could. That was obvious from her first glimpse of him but she also knew that first she needed to pay him tribute, to show him that she was deserving of him.
Her fingers gently closed around the coal-black skin of his shaft. She savoured the feel of him, the warmth and texture of him, seemed to feel the blood pumping hard through his veins and making him hard and ready for her. Mirroring the blood and emotions surging around her own body and making her warm and wet and receptive for him.
She glanced up and her eyes met his. She smiled and he nodded. It was time. She dropped her mouth down and over the broad head of his big cock. Her tongue began to explore - tasting him and relishing his masculine strength. She felt his hand gently on her shoulder, claiming her but letting her set her own pace, letting her pay that tribute in her own way.
She set all her efforts and concentration onto pleasing him, one hand grasping his thick thigh and the other gently holding the base of his cock. letting her run her tongue up and down his hard shaft. Letting her warm saliva lubricate the movements of her hand. Getting him good and sloppy for the next time she pushed her mouth over him and took his length as deep as she could.
She heard an almost growl above her but didn't pause from her dedication to pleasing him. "Fuck - but that's good." His voice didn't contain any indication that he might cum soon - he was simply stating a fact. She finally looked up and saw the desire in his deep brown eyes, the desire to have her, to fuck her. She hoped her own eyes were sending the same message, she was sure that they were - considering how she was feeling at that moment.
On her knees in a vacant-lot and sucking off a Black man whose second name she didn't even know. She knew Jalen was loving that, loving having an ostensibly classy white woman here and pleasuring him. She knew that she loved it too - loved how her apparent submission gave her such sexual power over him. How she could make a strong handsome man like him want her - how he would reward her for her skills later. When he fucked her as they both knew he was going to fuck her.
Even as she sucked him Kat sensed the big man stiffen. For a moment she thought he was going to cum in her mouth but then she head his low whisper.
"There's a guy over there."
She panicked a little and started to get up but his heavy hand rested on her shoulder. There was no force used but the message was clear.
"Stay down there. I'll handle it." Jalen's voice gave away no concern or fear. "Pretty sure he's watching us."
Kat knew the game was up. Trust him not to be able to keep out of sight! She looked up at Jalen. "I should have told you I told my hubby I was coming out and he's probably watching. I'm sorry..."
Jalen gave his low rumbling laugh. "Huh! Well I severely doubt that this one's yo' husband." He paused and then spoke loudly and clearly. "Wass on yo' mind man. Got a problem!!"
"Ain't got no problem." came back, "Just admiring the view. Thought I knew all the girls worked down here but I ain't seen that dime befo'."
Jalen took his hand off her shoulder and gave her a signal. Kat got to her feet and immediately saw the man.
She knew why Jalen had laughed now. This man certainly wasn't her husband. He was tall and lean - wearing a grey sweat-top and loose black jeans. His right hand glinted with heavy gold rings. His skin was dark, as dark as Jalen's, and his hair was formed into long thick dreads. It was hard to guess his age - perhaps late forties.
"Take a professional interest?" Jalen's question was sharp.
The man laughed. "Nah - I got to work for a living. Man round here for supplying girls is Shady."
Jalen nodded. "You tip him on a new girl and you get a finder's fee..."
The man shrugged. "It's Shady's turf. Keeps things peaceful like and a little green never hurts."
Jalen glanced at Kat and she saw the gleam in his eye.
"How'd you think this one would do?"
The man looked her up and down with a quick and appraising glance. He gave a broad leer of a smile. "Good from here but its hard to judge her skills from a distance."
"You see what her top says..." Jalen looked at Kat again.
'Made to Please BBC.' She'd felt brave wearing it tonight, braver still taking her jacket off at the bar. Now Jalen wanted to see her prove herself. Was she the real deal or was she just frontin'?
It took only a split second - instinct and desire taking over. She shot a glance back at Jalen and then signalled to the man. He nodded and walked swiftly over. She undid his belt and eased his pants and shorts down. His cock was big and thickened as she stroked her hand up and down his shaft. She knew the BBC thing was supposed to be a myth but all she knew was the three Black men she'd handled so far had been impressive. 'So far'. The thought had been automatic. She already knew that she wouldn't be giving up on this any time soon. She knew what she wanted and she knew that she'd be trying to get a whole lot more of it.
Thinking of which. Kat opened her mouth and took his now hard shaft between her lips. She began coaxing and teasing his cock-head with her tongue and then dropped her mouth onto him.
She felt his hands find the sides of her head, his fingers exploring her long blonde hair. She liked that - liked the feel of a man claiming possession, even if only for a short while. She licked up and down his strong warm cock and let her eyes meet his. She remembered how her husband had told her how he loved that and immediately felt another jolt of sexual excitement run through her. She loved the idea that her time with her husband had simply been a training for this. The time when she would come out of the minor leagues and into the majors, when she would be with real men, Black men.
"Yeah - that's good, real good. Move that top and show me them titties."
She'd didn't pause in her pleasuring of her cock. She just moved her hands up to push the stretch material of her top in from each side. She felt the air on her breasts, exposed now and separated by the bunched material of her top.
"Fuck yeah - that's what I'm talking about." One hand came down to grasp her right breast, his palm warm against her hard nipple. His fingers shifted and found her nipple, squeezed it. Se mewled against his cock in her mouth, thrilling to the sensations and the moment. Everything was intensifying for her - on her knees in a shabby vacant lot, now sucking off a Black man whose name she didn't even know. She was acting like a whore - most everyone would think it and she was in no mood to deny it. Again she felt the surge of excitement and desire through her body.
She wanted more. She took her mouth off his cock while she stroked him with her hand, savouring the warm slickness of his saliva-covered shaft. She again made sure their eyes connected. "What do you think - think I could earn good money?"
She'd seen Jalen's eyes as she had sucked him. Seen his excitement and pleasure to have her blowing him. This man was different. Taking pleasure for sure but he was cooler, more appraising. He smiled now but the smile wasn't in his eyes. "Maybe - shall we find out? Put your hands behind your back."
There it was again. A Black man challenging her and, right there with it, her desire above everything to please him. The knowledge that pleasing him would bring herself new levels of excitement and satisfaction. She followed his instruction and dropped her hands behind her back.
He didn't say another word - he just took charge, road-testing a new whore for skills and reliability. His hands held her head and he began to fuck her mouth with long deliberate movements, at first slow but steadily building in speed and intensity. Kat strove to keep her hands behind her back, to keep her eyes locked onto him, to show him just how good a whore she could be. Then she felt herself start to gag and involuntarily brought her hands up to regulate his thrusts.
The moment her hands moved from behind her he withdrew, his long cock shining with her drool. Kat fought down the urge to cough, to expel the saliva gathered in her mouth. She succeeded and took a long breath before looking up once more, back into those cold appraising eyes. The man raised an eyebrow slightly.
Kat knew what he meant by that subtle gesture. She very carefully put her hands back behind her back and this time carefully locked her fingers. "Use me," she said huskily.
He nodded, a slight smile playing at the corners of his mouth. He stepped back forward and pushed his cock home into her open mouth. Once more his hands were on her and he was doing as she had requested. Using her and testing her. A test that Kat was determined to pass with flying colours.
She controlled her breathing and worked her tongue on his cock as he pushed it in and out of her mouth. She didn't even stop when a vehicle's lights turned onto the lot.
"One of yours Shady?" That was Jalen - just back from wherever he'd disappeared to.
The man pulled his cock out of Kat's mouth and pulled up his pants. He looked side-eyed at Jalen.
The big man laughed. "You know we ain't five-oh by now."
His answer was a nod. "That'll be Felicia with a john. So sadly I've got to put business befo' pleasure."
"First - you got a review for my girl here?"
Shady gave a short bark of laughter. "Bout the finest Phat-Assed White Girl I've seen. Real tight dime and knows how to go hard on a man. If she rides likes she bops then its a motha-fuckin shame she's giving it away." He turned his gaze back onto Kat where she had got to her feet. "You ever want to make some money just come down to see old Shady. You'll be in high demand." He let his eyes connect one last time with Kat's for a long second and then he turned to go. "Later bro."
"Gone to look after his bitch and make sure he collects," said Jalen as he moved close to Kat. "Man there looked at you and was seeing big Dollar-signs. Meanwhile I found our other watcher." He clicked his fingers.
Kat saw her husband emerge from behind a wall. He was filming them on his new camera, small but providing an excellent quality video.
"We got interrupted..."
Kat heard Jalen and got the message. She dropped back down and quickly produced his big beautiful cock. A little tongue work and he was fully hard. Jalen's fingers found her hair and held her as he tapped the hard shaft of his cock against her cheek. Kat forgot about Shady and about her husband and about everything except that Big Black Cock. It was all that mattered now and it was all that she needed now. She worshipped him, using her hands and mouth and tongue to excite him in every way that she knew how.
Finally he took her shoulders and raised her up. He moved towards the car and undid the passenger door. She went to get in but his arm stopped her. Instead he held her and their lips met in a deep passionate kiss. In that moment Kat realised that Jalen wasn't going to wait any longer. It was time.
He moved her to the vehicle and eased her in so that she was lying over the big soft seat with her butt left outside. She knew what was coming and felt his strong hands pushing her tight skirt up and over her backside. Now she felt the cool air on her bare skin even as his fingers found her panties and pulled them down. Another second of excited waiting and she felt his fingers at her pussy, exploring her.
"This is prime fucking pussy, prime white girl pussy. Wet and warm and willing." He brought his hand down on her bared butt, not enough to hurt but enough to make a satisfying noise. Enough to leave a pink mark on her pale flesh, a mark of ownership. "Pussy this good needs to be fucked - that right girl?"
"Yes, yes," she panted as she felt his hand heavy on her back and then sensed him moving up behind her. She held her breath for a second and felt the hard column of flesh pushed up and down the entrance to her pussy.
"Your husband told me you never had Black cock - that right?"
"I - I've sucked one - er, two - others."
His hard cock was pushed against her pussy lips a little harder. "Where it matters?"
"No, no, you're first."
"Good," he grunted through gritted teeth. Then he pushed forward and his cock slid into her easily, her primed pussy seeming to draw him in. Tight but accessible - perfection to Jalen's mind. "This pussy's too good for white boys." His words were stark and clear - there to be heard and understood by her husband and also by her.
He dedicated himself to claiming that pussy and claiming it for good. Each measured thrust pushed that little bit deeper, introduced a little more of her to the sensation of being properly fucked, being Black fucked. She savoured every sensation, every moment of his conquest of her. Found that his big Black cock seemed to fit her perfectly, to satisfy her as no man ever had, to excite her as no man ever could before.
'That's because they were white.' The thought flashed into her mind and she knew that it was true. So many people would hate that she was doing this but she didn't care because she despised those people. She'd never have done this without her husband's agreement but that was then and this was now. Now she knew what this was like, now she knew what she had been missing. If he wanted her to stop now then would she? She told herself that she didn't know the answer but was aware with each thrust of his hard cock that she was lying to herself. The last few minutes had changed everything - everything.
"Ready to be fucked now?" Jalen's voice was clear.
"Fuck me Boss - make me Black owned."
She heard his short pleased laugh at her calling him 'Boss' and then he was fucking her, fucking her hard and with intent. Using every inch of that big rock-hard cock, delivering heavy rolling thrusts that left her gasping for breath. She looked forward and saw her husband filming her through the glass, recording every moment of this. The idea just sent another thrill through her.
She gripped the edge of the seat with her hands, held herself there and ready and available for him, felt the strength and power of his big body as he fucked her. His hands had a firm grip on her hips - making sure she wasn't going anywhere. Her fine white ass was his and he was going to enjoy it.



One of his hands moved up to her shoulder as the other pushed up and under her top. Her nipples had always been sensitive, After a while her husband had learned that playing with them got her off like very little else. Jalen hadn't taken 'a while' - he'd worked it out in a few seconds flat. She felt his fingers teasing her nipple even as his body bent over her, his thick hard cock pushing deeper and deeper into her pussy.
She felt her whole body shaking as every part of her reacted to him, endorphins rushing through every fibre of her being. She knew it was her body sensing what she had been made for - demanding what she needed from now on. It was like nothing had ever been before - it was something that she would not now be able to live without. She gasped and moaned at the realisation that nothing could ever be the same again but that only seemed to create a new peak of passion and emotion. Finally the dam broke and she screamed out,
"Fuck me, fuck me like a dirty whore!"
"You ain't A dirty whore - you're THE perfect dirty fucking whore. Now you ready for ma nut."
"Yes Yes - please Boss!"
His strong hands were holding her thighs, holding her close to him, making sure that she took all of him. Her whole body seemed to quiver with the pure animal lust of that moment and she again moaned out her pleasure.
As if at a signal Jalen delivered a strong deep thrust and then his rhythmn broke. She knew he was cumming in her, filling her with his strong baby-making seed. She gasped again, savouring every ecstatic moment of it.
She felt him slowly moving in and out of her, instinctively knew he was ensuring she got all of his nut.
"Give me it all," she articulated after a moment. Not that it mattered - he'd been making sure of that anyway. She knew he hadn't asked her about birth control, he'd just seeded her - filled her up with a big load of potent African DNA. Enough to breed her good, send her home to her husband with a Black man's baby in her belly. She felt another rush of feeling flow through her and peak as she lay on the seat with his big body still bent over her.
Finally he moved and pulled her with him out of the vehicle and back onto her feet. She felt her legs almost give way, felt herself caught in his strong arms as he held her up like a trophy for her husband to film. She didn't need the viewfinder to know what she looked like. A woman who had been well-fucked, a woman who had been Blacked. A woman who, just like they said, wouldn't be going back. Did her husband realise that as he filmed her? She thought he did and was sure he'd find it the hottest thing he'd ever seen. She hoped so because that was how it was going to be from now on.
"You book it?" Jayden was talking over her shoulder to her husband.
"Yes I..."
"Good." Jalen cut him off. "Me and your husband here made a deal. He got to film here so long as I got you to myself for the rest of the night. Can't use my regular room or Darnell would want a piece of the action."
"Darnell wants me too?" She knew it was bad but she couldn't resist asking, couldn't resist imagining being with both of them at the same time.
"Fuck girl! He's a nigga with a pulse ain't he - damn sure he wants a piece of this." Again his hand made a noisy contact with her firm round rear end. Then his lips were on her neck and she felt the pressure and knew he was putting his mark on her. "But tonight he's gonna be unlucky. Tonight this fucking whooty is all mine. Sound good?"
"Sounds great boss."
"We're due another job down here in a couple of months. Two or three days - so there'll be plenty of time for Darnell and me to both enjoy every fucking inch of you. Sound good?"
"Fuck yeah boss."
His hand was pushing down the front of her skirt and skilled fingers had found her clit. His words and his actions were having their effect - like a skilled musician conjuring sweet music from his instrument of choice.
"You belong to the Black man now." His words were whispered right into her ear and as they registered she howled out her fresh climax into the night air. The two hookers servicing their clients didn't miss a beat. Shady just paused and wondered if and/or when that hot bitch would come down and see him. Even if he never got her working for him he'd sure as fuck enjoy the job interview!
Jalen held her until she was focusing again, every second captured on her husband's camera. Then he put her in the vehicle and moved round to take the driver's seat. The white man was left behind - Jalen's plans for the night did not involve him.
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"I'm here to see Tony Turner."
The voice was mellifluous, the lilting accent of the more prosperous parts of Edinburgh.
Asma looked up from her counter. A few moments ago she had been thinking only of the journey home, what ingredients she needed for the preparation of her husband Afsar's evening meal. Now she suddenly felt her heart beating a little faster and a sudden dryness in her mouth. The morning was always her busiest time and now at the end of the afternoon, having readied her counter for the next day, she found herself free to observe what was happening.
Or, to be more accurate, to observe the woman who had made that seemingly innocent statement. The woman had long chestnut hair framing one of those faces so pale as to be almost translucent. Asma found such a look very foreign to her but could not deny that sometimes it was striking, almost beautiful. This woman had a ready smile and Asma suspected that Tony would find her very attractive. Her blue eyes seemed to sparkle as she talked to Asma's supervisor, Ellie.
Asma tried to relax, tried not to be obvious in her observation of the woman. Since overhearing those words she had been unable to resist asking herself two questions. 'Will Tony like her?' and 'Will she and Tony..."
The answer to the first question was not difficult to work out. Tony's women, how strange that now she found it natural to think such a thing as 'Tony's women', were not always easy to identify straight away. However, this one would certainly catch his attention. She was undeniably attractive, well-dressed, with that cut-glass upper-class accent and a gold band beside the large diamond ring on her finger. Asma had been here long enough to know that Tony would like her very much.
The woman moved off towards the rear of the store. Ellie's eyebrows flicked up as she turned to go in the opposite direction. Asma suddenly knew that Ellie had been appraising the woman just as she herself had. She also knew that they had had both come to the same conclusion.
Asma saw the clock beside her counter dragging its way through the last couple of minutes of her shift. She thought about Ellie and Tony. They were equals in the store's hierarchy - below only a Manager who kept his visits to the shop-floor as rare as possible. They were both reputedly very good at their jobs which helped the Manager do as little as possible. They also worked well together. Asma was sure that their relationship was purely professional.
Asma was not so sure that it had always been so. Ellie was an attractive woman of about her own age. She had talked to Asma about Tony, reassuring and warning her at the same time. However, some of her comments had suggested a knowledge of Tony acquired at first-hand. Ellie had laughed once when Asma had plucked up the courage to ask her why women would return to Tony again and again. It hadn't been a shocked laugh or a flippant one. It had been the laugh of a woman who knew just why Tony was so popular. A suggestion that if Asma knew what Ellie knew then she wouldn't have to ask such a silly question.
Asma could never ask Ellie outright of course. Ellie was a very good person, a very kind person, someone Asma was happy to think of as a friend. She would never want to upset her by reminding her of such a time. Such a disgrace. Besides if there had ever been anything between the two it was not so now. Had Tony tired of her? Did Tony prefer younger women like that Edinburgh one?
Asma dismissed the last thought without analysing her reason for doing so. She was a modest woman, a good married wife, she had no need of the admiration of any man except Afsar. That was obvious, she knew that. However, she also knew what a guilty pleasure and pride she took in knowing of Tony's interest in her. It was not something to be acknowledged, let alone encouraged, but once understood it could not be denied.
Finally, at long last, the clock moved onto the end of her shift. She completed closing her counter and then, without any concious decision, moved to the back of the store and through the staff door there.
All was quiet. The staff rest-rooms were empty and the last of the afternoon deliveries had been made. The men had gone home, happy to make up for other days when delays had kept them there. The night shift were yet to arrive.
That left Tony's office. Really just a thin partition enclosing a desk and a couple of chairs. She heard voices and carefully crept closer. The partition muffled their voices but she could just make out words and then steps coming towards the door.
Asma's heart leapt into her throat. She quickly moved round to the rear of the office and just made it as the door opened and suddenly she could hear them clearly.
"As I was saying - these would be the access and unloading areas used for your produce. My men are well-trained and we have all the facilities required for perishables. That's what we do here."
"Mr Turner - I was in no doubt about that. I've heard nothing but good about your abilities and attributes." The woman shot Tony a glance.
"We don't get many complaints. My men know the standards that I expect and they live up to them." Tony paused. "I'll confess it's not usual practice for a supplier to come down here in person, I generally deal with the logistics people." Now Tony glanced at her.
The woman smiled, a smile full of warmth and mischief. "A good friend of mine recommended me to come here in person. Imogen felt..." She hesitated and glanced at a camera mounted on the warehouse wall.
"Visual only Tash, no audio," said Tony reassuringly.
"OK," said Tash, "Imogen felt that we might both profit from establishing a personal aspect to our business arrangement."
"Imogen is a good friend of mine too - maybe I didn't realise just how good a friend until a couple of moments ago. So come back into the office and tell me just what you're interested in."
Tony led the way back into his office and pulled the door behind him leaving his fingers wrapped around it for a moment so that the door was left perhaps half an inch ajar. He seemed his usual cool unflappable self but Asma knew he must have been excited not to take care to close the door properly. She hesitated a moment but her curiosity was always going to be too strong for her to resist. She moved over to the doorway. She could hear them clearly and by dropping to one knee she could even put one eye to the door.
"So - after all Imogen told you - and after coming and seeing what's on offer here - what you thinking Tash?" Tony's deep voice was very audible. His comment was phrased as a question but his confident delivery suggested he already knew the answer.
Tash gave a silvery little giggle. "I'm thinking I'd like the same sort of arrangement as Imogen has."
"That right," Tony paused, "cause I'm seeing rings on that finger. Tell me about that."
"Alastair is a friend of Rufus, Imogen's husband. They share certain ..., er, interests. That's why when Imogen told us about you, well..."
Her voice tailed off. Asma was not surprised. How shameful to have to confess such a thing about your husband! What man would want his woman to be with another man, let alone a man like Tony!
"So this his idea or your idea? Who brung it up first?"
"He'd talked about it a couple of times - but just teasing me. Asking if I found Black men attractive, if I'd ever been with one..."
"Had 'ya?"
"No - and I didn't admit how attractive I find a certain type of Black man. I wasn't sure then whether it was a good idea to tell him that. I was worried he'd want me to act on my desires."
"But here you are." Asma could see Tony's smile as he framed the words.
"But here I am." Tash's face wasn't visible to Asma but she knew that Tony's smile had been returned. "Alastair's teasing just sort of kicked off that dormant desire, that fantasy that I'd always had. But there was no way I'd ever do anything about it - not until I met Imogen and she told me about you. Then it wasn't just a fantasy anymore, then I knew it could become real."
"So your husband knows you're here and why you're here?"
"He just thinks I'm at work..."
Tony observed her closely and then nodded. "You said you like a certain type of man - care to describe him."
"I like a confident man, a strong man, a man who knows what he wants. A man who isn't afraid to take charge but is able to give a woman what she wants and needs."
"Hubby like that?"
"Oh God no!" Tash laughed.
"Right then - so we know where we're at. I don't care what you tell that husband of yours. But he's got no part of this. What we have is gonna be between me and my woman. Understood?"
"Yes." Again Asma didn't have to see Tash's face, she could hear the suppressed excitement bound up in that one word. For a moment she imagined that it was her sat in Tony's office, her having this conversation with him. She stifled the thought immediately and tried to ignore it. But if that thought wasn't powerful and real then why had she been watching and listening at this door for five minutes?
"Here's how its going to be Tash. I finish work in two hours time. There's a good place I know a street down. We can meet up there, have something to eat and then I'll take you back to my place and we can get this thing started like I mean to carry it on. That sound good?"
"Tonight?"
"You think I'm planning on waiting?"
Tash laughed. "Flattering but I'd arranged to..."
"With your husband?"
"Yes but..."
"Decision time them." Asma heard a chair move back as Tony stood up. He made a gesture and Tash stood too. "I'll help you make your mind up," he said. Strong dark hands pushed Tash's skirt up and around her waist. She gasped, her eyes locked on his.
"So - you gonna be a good little wifey or you gonna be a Black man's woman? Because you'd best know that I expect my women to be naughty little sluts. The more high-class and white-bread they start out the more naughty and dirty I like to make them. So let's get started by you giving me those expensive-looking panties for a souvenir."
There was no hesitation. Tash pushed her panties down and held them up for him.
Tony took them and tucked them into his pocket. He nodded his satisfaction and then he moved forward. He picked up Tash as if she was weightless and then gently laid her onto his desk. His hands grasped her thighs firmly and his head moved purposefully down between her legs.
Tash gasped and giggled. Her hands ran through his short dark hair as he skilfully pleased her with his mouth and tongue. She had been exited to come here, more excited by their conversation - now she was primed for his attentions. Her senses and nerves attuned for every teasing stimulation. It didn't take long.
"Fuck me Tony, fuck me."
He moved a hand so that his thumb could skilfully work her clitoris as he spoke. "You know what I want." Then his tongue was back at her wet pussy.
Tash paused a moment and then reached into her pocket. She dialled and then after a few moments spoke. "Hey baby - I'm sorry but work is crazy today - No I don't think so - Oh, that's great honey. I'm not sure when I'll get back. - I love you too honey. - See you later." She cut the connection and Tony went into overdrive. Skilled lips, tongue and fingers all demanding their tribute and it soon came. Tash moaned and her legs quivered against his shoulders. Tony didn't pause but kept working that sweet white pussy until Tash had experienced a long rolling orgasm that left her pale face flushed and her eyes wide and sparkling.
"Oh God," she gasped. "Will you fuck me now?"
Tony gave a confident smile and shook his head. "Oh no, I got plans for you. We meeting up like I said and after our meal I'll be taking you home and showing you how a real man fucks a premium pussy like this. Sound good?"
He moved forward and their mouths met, tongues connecting and trading intimacies. Then he grasped her waist and gently listed her off his desk. Tash gave a long outtake of breath and smoothed her skirt back down her legs.
They swapped details and he told her where they would be meeting later. Asma wondered how often Tony had met women there - how often he had take them home and... She carefully stood up, her legs feeling weak, and moved back behind the office. They would be coming out soon. She felt warm, the adrenaline-laden blood pumping powerfully through her body. Some came from the fear of being discovered spying on them but she knew that it wasn't all that. It was also something else - something that she dared not acknowledge.
Tony came back and stood outside his office. Asma wished he would go inside so she could complete her escape. Instead he looked around, smiled and then took a seat on the step up to his office. There was the click of a lighter and then he blew smoke into the air.
"Damn but that girl had a real prime sweet-tasting pussy. Almost a shame to smoke after eating that! So what you reckon - think she'll be coming back for more later on?
Asma froze where she stood. She knew he couldn't see her so who was he talking to? Or was he talking to himself?
"I'm thinking she'll be back - hell, I'm knowing she'll be back. Had a taste of how things can be and she won't be going back to what she settled for before. That'll count for double after tonight." Tony gave a deep low laugh, the laugh of a man supremely confident in his abilities. "Yeah I'd bet a grand to a penny that she'll be back. You taking that bet Asma?" He chuckled again.
Panic ran through Asma's brain. How had he known she was there? Should she run away or should she face him down and pretend to have seen nothing. She rejected both ideas immediately. Instead she stayed where she was and hoped he would decide she hadn't been there after all.
"Hope you enjoyed the show girl. Getting to be something of a habit ain't it. Maybe I should tell you in advance so you can find a more comfortable place to watch. Just pass me the word." He chuckled and blew out another plume of smoke. "Of course if you want to cut to the chase and take our girl's place on my desk instead of just looking on then we can arrange that too. I can show you just how good a man can make a woman feel. I've been thinking about that since the first time I saw you. When you're ready just let me know." Tony crushed the butt of his cigarette under his shoe and went back into his office.
Asma remained frozen in her hiding place for a moment. The significance of his words rushing through her mind. Now there was no doubting her position. Tony wanted her and she had only to say one word and... She was horrified by her own thoughts They were, or should have been, literally unthinkable! She would need help and advice She could quit her job and never see Tony again but that would not stop the thoughts she now had, the dreams she now had.
Finally Asma got her thoughts together and left - watched all the way by Tony on his office monitor.
***
He looked almost impossibly old. His face a mass of wrinkles above a thick white beard His dark cap barely hid how sparse his long gray hair now was. His expression showed very little - certainly neither approval nor denunciation. His dark eyes, sunk improbably far into his face, just observed her as she told him all that had happened. The occasional slight nod the only signal that he understood her and wished her to continue.
Syed Abdul had seemed to be very old even when Asma had first come to this country. As a Hyderabadi he had welcomed them and helped them. When things had gone wrong he had stood by them and had not altered his attitude to them by one degree. That could not be said of everyone. In the good times they had left his little study centre to attend the main mosque. Now the converted semi-detached house was one again their main spiritual focus, somewhere Afsar was not scorned or laughed at.
Finally Syed spoke. "At work you dress as you do now - I mean with modesty?"
"Always."
"I did not doubt it. Ah, but sometimes the creator has given a person beauty that is not easily hidden. This man you speak of - is he a believer?"
"No."
"That is something - for a man of faith to behave so would be damning indeed. Not only for him but for all of us."
Syed again seemed sunk in thought - his deep dark eyes observing her closely.
"Forgive me sister but I must ask this - you have not encouraged this man?"
"I ... no," Asma felt a little flustered by the question.
"Ah," said Syed with a raised eyebrow, "I am not so sure of that. Not that you intended to do so but even in your telling you show that you have showed interest in him, in his women, in his ... behaviour. Could not a man perceive that and regard it as encouragement?"
Asma hung her head in shame.
"Let us approach this with realism and accuracy. Tell me sister are you interested in this man? Do you find him attractive?"
"He is ... very strong and confident and ... I do find him handsome. But I would never..."
Syed held up a thin hand. "The creator gave us our desires. They are no sin as others believe. The sin lies in acting upon them, in refusing submission to the laws that the creator has ordained for us. This you understand?"
Asma nodded.
"Our laws made order and peace out of chaos and violence. Our laws maintain that order and peace. Even in this country what violence and injustice is caused by lust - lust for money, for power, for illicit sex. You see this as well as I?"
Asma nodded again.
"So - since no sin has been committed I will not make any ruling but just offer my advice. First, you are a married woman and as such must not give in to any of the temptations you are offered or may feel. Second, you must speak to your husband, it is his right to know what has happened. With some couples I would not advise this but Afsar is a good and gentle man. It is his love and care for you that must be repaid with your honesty. Third, you must pray. The All-Merciful does not aim to tempt or to trap us. He gives us the strength and the wherewithal to faithfully follow the true path. Now go with my blessing."
***
It was not easy to tell her husband but Asma knew in her heart that what Syed had advised was correct. She knew that some wives would have cause to fear their husband's reaction. That was not true with Afsar - he was, again as Syed had said, a gentle soul. Instead she was worried about how much it would hurt him.
His reaction seemed a mix of bewilderment and confusion.
"This man - this Tony - he is your boss?"
"No, well he is a supervisor but he is not my boss."
"He has not tried to force you to do anything...he has not used his position..."
"No, no, he has not done that. I am sure he would not do that. He wants me to come to him - to give myself to him. As... as all of his other women do."
"But you are a married faithful woman and he is a Black man, did you say a Jamaican?"
Afsar's voice broke off.
Asma could usually read her husband's reactions in his face but not today. He was surprised, no shocked, but what lay underneath that shock?
Afsar suddenly stood up. "I must go to consider this, to think about this. I must..." He broke off and strode out of the room. Asma heard the door to his study close and then the key turned in the lock.
It was a hard twenty minutes. Waiting for her husband and knowing what pain she had caused him. She didn't know what he would say but she felt that she knew what had to be done. She would have to leave her job. It would make life very hard and she would miss her friends but her husband would never allow her to remain there under the lusting eyes of a Black man.
Even as she thought it Asma felt a tingle go through her body. She visualised Tony watching her instead of the other way around. She struggled to control her thoughts and heard, almost with relief, her husband's door open.



Her words came out in a rush. "I know what must be done - I will give in my notice at the shop."
Her husband paused, seemed again to be surprised. "Do you wish to leave there?"
"I, well no but..."
"Then you must not. The responsibility for all this lies with me, with my failings. My only concern is about this man, can you be sure about him? Tell me again all that you know about him."
Asma again told her husband about Tony and about the three occasions on which she had encountered him and his women. As she spoke she knew that Afsar was watching her intently, his eyes bright and his attention focused sharply on her. She remembered that look - that intensity. It had been many years since she had seen it in her husband, certainly not since things had gone wrong with his business.
"Promise me that you will tell me anything that this man does." Afsar moved forward and took her in his arms, pulling her close to him. "If he is a danger to you then we will act. Otherwise I suppose I must pay the price for marrying so beautiful a woman." Asma tried to process his words even as his lips found hers, even as she felt the bulge in his trousers pushed against her, even as he led her to the bedroom.
***
Afsar grunted and panted, the sweat already beading on his brow. He was not as young and fit as he had once been. He was also very excited, excited by his wife as he had not been for many years. He knew that he wanted to hold off but he also knew that he could not. He groaned once more and came before collapsing winded onto his wife.
Asma groaned too, but silently. It had been so exciting to see her husband once more like that, as they had been when they were younger. Taking her to bed to claim her as his wife! That hadn't happened since their son was born! It had been exciting, invigorating. She had begun to feel the desire and passion flow through her and then...
Afsar stirred and eased his weight off her. It was just as well that he was a slight man - if he had been Tony he might have crushed her. Asma felt the sudden intoxicating rush of feelings through her as she imagined that it had been Tony with her. It was momentary but it could not be denied. She let out a long shuddering breath as she fought to bring her thoughts back under control.
She shot a guilty glance at her husband and saw that he was watching her intently.
"You are thinking about him?"
She didn't know what to answer, felt the guilt and the shame of it. Thinking of another man, a Black man, while lying beside her husband in their marital bed. Only a whore would do such a thing.
Afsar's hands found her and gently held her. She heard his voice whispered into her ear.
"Tell me about him Is he a bigger man than me?"
Afsar was only an inch or two taller than she was. She nodded and then whispered, "'Yes."
She felt the warmth of his body behind her as she lay on her side. Again his voice, intense with emotion, was in her ear.
"Is he stronger than me?"
Afsar was slightly-built and had worked in an office or behind a counter all his life. Tony was a big man and worked out, every movement displaying the power of his muscles. "Yes," she said, felling her mouth suddenly becoming dry.
"Is he younger than me?"
Tony was no teenager - but he was a man absolutely in his prime. That mix of power and experience. Asma again felt her body reacting to just the thought of the man. "Yes."
"Is he a handsome man - do you find him attractive, more attractive than me?" She hesitated and then felt his lips gently kissing her ear, felt his cock hard again at her back. For her husband to have recovered so soon after having sex. Even when he was a younger man...
"Tell me. Please..." His voice was insistent, but now also pleading. He wasn't accusing her. This was something else.
She didn't want to hurt him. "You are very different but..." one last hesitation and then she allowed it to come forth, "..but he is a very handsome man. Not as you are - in a different way." She tried to prevent it but knew her voice had tailed off. Afsar was a good man, a good husband - like a comfortable favourite garment. But some things Afsar was not and could not be - he was not handsome and exciting like... like Tony.
"So this young strong handsome Black man desires my beautiful wife." She felt his body move and then his cock was first against her and then pushing back into her. He began slow thrusts, all the time his hot breath in her ear, his words finding her.
"You think he has imagined what I am feeling now? The perfection of my beautiful wife." His hands found her breasts, holding then as he made love to her. She felt enfolded into him, his male presence. One again she felt her excitement starting to rise. It had been so long!
The tone of his voice shifted a little. "Imagine that it WAS him. Your big strong Black admirer here in your bed with you - his big Black cock claiming you. That he, Tony, was here and fucking you - fucking you as a beautiful woman should be fucked, fucking you as I never could."
Afsar was a very clean-minded man. He very rarely swore, only at the greatest provocation or, as Asma now realised, when he was very, very, excited. That excitement had made its way into his love-making. The gentle strokes had become fast lunging ones. Full of passion and desire for her but still lacking something. They took her so far but only so far. It was good but she knew that there could be more.
She needed it and so she followed her husband's whispered instruction. She closed her eyes and imagined that the hands on her breasts were Tony's hands, that the lips at her ear were Tony's lips, that the cock in her pussy was not Afsar's slim brown dick but rather Tony's Big Black Cock. That it was Tony claiming her - expressing his desire for her - fucking her. Fucking her as a man of his potency and experience could, fucking her as a man like her husband could never do.
She gave a little gasp and then a long shuddering cry. Felt the passion and desire flood through her, capturing every part of her and building towards another, greater, peak. As her husband continued to make love to her the dam finally broke and she cried out. "Fuck me Tony, FUCK ME!!!" A second or too later she heard her husband grunt again as he came.
They said no more, just lay there together with his arms enfolding her. What was there to be said? Each had revealed a part of themselves that had previously been hidden, each had enjoyed the consequences. The next morning Asma tried to raise the situation but her husband had raised his hand.
"Just tell me all that Tony does and says. Promise me."
As a husband he could have been demanding the information as his by right. Instead it was almost a plea.
"I promise," she replied.
***
"But when you are married..."
"Mum," replied Rubina, "first of all I am not planning on getting married quite yet..."
She left the rest unsaid but Asma really didn't need it spelling out again. It wasn't like they hadn't had the conversation many times before.
Asma had grown up in Hyderabad, her daughter had grown up in London. There was a big difference there. Their homes might have been similar but their schools and surroundings had been worlds apart.
Her daughter was a beautiful young woman, even allowing for the natural bias of being viewed through a mother's eyes. She was also a young woman who saw no reason to conceal her beauty. Her long dark hair was tied back, her trim figure shown off to the best advantage by her well-tailored business outfit.
"Do you have a boyfriend?" Asma asked.
"Do you want to know?" her daughter replied, a slight smile at the edges of her mouth.
It was always like that when they first met. A friendly little fencing match between two women who were so close in many ways and so different in some others. Asma had always felt a stronger connection to Rubina than to her other daughter Samreen. It was strange because Samreen had come much closer to following her mother's path, the path of tradition. Rubina was very much her own woman - a woman of the world in which she had always lived, the Western world. Now she was starting her career in the City - something of which any mother could be proud but...
It was not Asma's tradition for a woman to operate independently, to make her own money and her own career. She worried that Rubina might struggle to find a good Muslim husband who could look after her and her children.
"How are things with you and Dad?" The question cut through Asma's thoughts. She knew her daughter was asking about money and not... other things. She felt some heat in her cheeks. Thank goodness for that at least.
"We are alright I think. I have my job and Afsal is working hard for Mr Suraj. It isn't easy but..." She gestured with her hand.
"Well you know..." Rubina also let her sentance fade out unfinished and simply nodded her head. It was gently done but Asma still felt the sting. Her daughter was just starting out but already offering them financial help if they needed it. What irony! Hadn't she just been thinking about how Rubina needed a man to look after her. Yet Afsal had left them perhaps needing such help. It hadn't been his fault but still...
"Shall I introduce you to some of my friends. They'd love to meet you." Rubina was being tactful. Hurrying them on from so necessary but embarrassing a subject.
They went to a very expensive-looking establishment and Asma was introduced to a number of Rubina's colleagues. They were uniformly young, uniformly confident and uniformly well turned-out. Other than that they spanned genders, ethnicities and creeds. It was a world much more cosmopolitan than that of Rubina's parents and Asma took the subtle message. She understood that her daughter existed and thrived in this world. It was a good thing but sometimes it worried her.
"I brought your usual - can I get you anything Mrs Hashmihad?"
Asma looked up - startled out of her thoughts. A tall young man in a smart business suit was smiling at her, his warm dark eyes twinkling as he observed her. Asma was looking at the glasses that he had placed on the table.
Rubina pushed her own glass in front of her mother. "Try it - they have a good line of these here for those of us who don't drink alcohol. It's not just us who have to adapt sometimes." The younger woman allowed her eyebrow to rise a little and Asma knew that her daughter had been reading her thoughts.
Asma cautiously picked up the glass and sipped. It tasted very pleasant, very refreshing. She raised the glass to her lips again.
"I guess I'll get another then," laughed the young man as he handed his own untasted glass to Rubina.
As Asma thanked him she noticed the glance between the young man and her daughter. They were clearly good friends but were they only friends? She realised with a sudden intensity how such a prospect would have alarmed and shocked her only a few weeks ago.
Her daughter was watching her closely and Asma chose her words carefully.
"He seems ... a very nice young man. Are you good friends?"
Rubina didn't answer immediately, she paused and then very definitely said, "Yes, we are. Moussa is a really good guy." Her eyes were still fixed on her mother.
Asma didn't know what she would have said a month ago. Now, however, she simply nodded and smiled at Rubina. No more words needed to be spoken. The two women understood each other. Rubina might have been surprised to have avoided a potential crisis but she was self-possessed enough to hide it very well.
"Here we are..." He was back and placing his glass on the table.
"So your name is Moussa - that is unusual..." Asma could sense her daughter's eyebrows arching and mouth tensing. However, a mother needed to know such things!
Moussa didn't take it amiss. He simply gave a good-natured little laugh and smiled a brilliant smile. "Not so unusual in Gambia where my parents grew up. Not common here but change the spelling a little..."
Asma shared his smile. Moussa or Musa - they were a little different but still basically the same. A name she knew very well, a good Islamic name. Again she didn't have to be watching her daughter to know what she was doing. The smile and the shared glance with Moussa.
A month ago she would have been horrified that her daughter might have a Black boyfriend, a boyfriend from outside of their tradition. Now...
***
"OH FUCK - you are so fucking good at that!"
She would have known the voice even if she couldn't see what was happening. The mellifluous lilting Edinburgh tones of Tash. Her legs up on Tony's shoulders, the Black man's mouth at her pussy, teasing her and then driving her emotions to an ever higher pitch.
Asma again found herself pressed against the flimsy partition of the office, her eyes fixed to the small slot that she had discovered cut there. She again felt the blood pumping through her body, her reaction to what was happening in the office, to the obvious intensity of Tash's pleasure from Tony's skilled lovemaking.
"Don't make we wait Tony - pleeeeaasseeeee give it to meeeeeee."
Tony rose up from his position between Tash's legs. He smiled and slowly undid his belt, then let his trousers fall to the floor.
"Yes." Asma heard herself say the word as Tony's cock was exposed to her gaze. She had seen it before and it was as she remembered. Big and Black and hard.
Tony stepped forward and gently tapped his big cock on the pale skin of Tash's belly. He eased forward letting his hard shaft slide forward. Tash's eyes were fixed on his cock, wide at the realisation of how deep he would be in her. Asma couldn't tear her eyes way either.
"Now Tony - now - please fuck me."
Tony just nodded and eased back before aligning himself and pushing the first couple of inches of his Big Black Cock home into Tash's wet inviting pussy.
"Yes ... Yes..." Tash's arms rose up to hold his sides. Tony smiled again and began a rolling rhythmn as his own hands pushed under Tash's top. Skilled fingers found her nipples and teased them to hardness.
Asma could stand it no longer. All that she was seeing - and all that she was feeling as a result of it. She knew she should feel shame but she could not help it. Her hand found its way into her clothing and finally she touched herself. She found herself wet, knew that she was ready. Her fingers played and teased, in time with the strokes of the big Black cock into Tash. She fought to stifle her own sounds - to let them be drowned out under the moans coming from Tash.
KNOCK - KNOCK - KNOCK.
Asma almost jumped up - despite the fact that she knew no-one could see her. Tony hardly reacted at all - he certainly didn't break the rhythmn of his fucking.
"Come in," he said loudly.
The door opened and a younger Black man came in. Asma seemed to recognise him. Behind him, hand in hand, was a woman in a smart suit. Asma realised that she could not distinguish the new woman's face as it seemed blurred.
Tony moved his hand and swept some files off the other end of his desk. The girl in the suit moved up and sat on the newly-cleared space as her man moved to undo her clothing.
Tony chuckled. "Yeah - that's right Moussa. Your girl's like Tash - once they get a taste they can never get enough. That's right ain't it Tash?"
The response was another long shuddering moan from Tash.
Asma didn't hear it. She had just processed what Tony had said, the name he had used. Suddenly she saw who the girl was who was now pulling down the younger man's trousers, her brown hand finding his already hard Black cock.
Asma gasped and stood up sharply, losing her balance in the tangle of her clothing. She lurched against the wall and - impossibly - the wall seemed to dissolve and propel her into the office.
"At last," said Tony, "about time you joined us." He reached out a hand towards Asma and she...
-
Asma lurched up in bed, beads of sweat on her forehead.
"Tony!"
The word seemed to echo in the quiet of her bedroom. She still wasn't sure she had really said it out loud until she felt a body move in close behind her.
"You are dreaming of him," softly whispered the voice of her husband. His hand reached around her body and touched her. "Dreaming of him has excited you..." There was no accusation in Afsar's tone, just a statement of fact. She felt him now hard against her back, felt his body shift its position and then felt him enter her. She needed it - she needed a man at that moment, she needed her husband.
She tried to allow herself to be enfolded into the moment, tried to allow her emotions and passions to build and crest as Afsar made love to her. Yet even as he did - and however much she tried - she only found herself wondering how it would be with Tony.
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Commercial Road
PC Staniforth shifted his bulk in his chair and contemplated the list of paper-work to be completed. What a fucking waste of time. If you left it to him they'd not even bother patrolling the Commercial Road. Everyone knew where it was and everyone knew what went on there.
It wasn't like there were local residents to be harassed. It was all old units and warehousing and yards. Had been for ever - that name went back getting on for two hundred years. Its reputation went back about as long.
What were they meant to do? Run a clean-up campaign and round-up all the whores? The ACC had done that a couple of Boroughs across and - guess what - the girls and their 'handlers' had just turned up in a different street - this one with families living there. Women walking home or putting the bins out were being propositioned by the pervs. Fucking hell - didn't that dumb cunt of an ACC know anything?
At least their boss wasn't on some feminist crusade. He just made sure they made an appearance on the Commercial every now and then to keep things within limits. The girls over there knew the drill. Their car would arrive and the girls would 'disappear' for five minutes. They didn't mind - it let the bad johns know that they couldn't do just what they liked. At least that was the theory. It was still not a safe place to work.
The only time they ever had to pick someone up was when a john was off his head or a girl was a newbie, wet behind the ears. That was a sort of rite of passage for them - getting picked up and learning the ropes. They gave their names and paid their fine and got a criminal record that made them their pimp's for ever. If they hadn't been anyway. Pretty much all the pimps had a side-line in pharmacy.
Just his luck to pick up the dumb fucking slut he had. He should have known. Commercial Road wore down its work-force pretty quickly even if they had much to lose. Most didn't. They'd been working indoors until they were too strung-out or they pissed off their 'manager'. Then it was out onto the Commercial to take their chances and the longer they were there the worse those chances got.
This one didn't look worn down. Pretty in fact. Well that wouldn't last long. Those looks would just draw her a LOT of business and pretty soon they wouldn't be there any more. Then she'd be scrabbling for anything she could get just like all the rest of the Commercial girls.
Not that he cared - he'd been a Policeman long enough to know that was how the world worked. You accepted that sad fact or it ground YOU down.
No - what he cared about was the fact that this stupid little whore was refusing to give her name and address. What the fuck did she think she was going to achieve? Her colleagues paid their fines and were soon back out on the street, almost certainly out earning the money back. She was sat in the cells and he was facing ten times the paper-work. Fucking cunt! Well tomorrow morning if she kept up that game in front of the Stipendiary it'd be Contempt of Court and no-one to blame but herself. Up to two years and a potentially unlimited fine - she fucking deserved it making him fill in all these forms and reports. It wasn't like they wouldn't find out who she was soon enough. But that'd mean even more fucking forms and reports!
His phone rang and he picked it up. "Yes sir..."
Two Days Before
I had been on edge all day remembering what Levy had told me. Something of a testament to Levy that I was thinking about him rather than about the fact a woman had almost castrated me the night before. The thought drew a vision of Iyawa into my mind. In spite of everything I felt my cock start to thicken in my pants. She was so beautiful, so desirable, so dangerous. I thought about seeing her again and then thought about the price. My mind recoiled from it but my prick stayed hard. I tried to concentrate on my work.
'Buzzzzzzz.'
A notification. It seemed I was destined not to get much done that afternoon.
I picked up my phone and saw the message.
'This is what good girls get.'
A picture of a woman lying on her back on a bed in what looked like a cheap hotel room. A heavy-set and very dark-skinned man was on top of her, her big breasts pushed up against his chest. Their mouths were locked together, his dread-locks falling down to half-obscure her face as he fucked her. In the background were three more men, all Black, sat naked with beers and watching. Waiting their turn. A fifth man was just pulling on his trousers - it seemed he had gone first.
Another message - 'Getting this big-titty white bitch some more ink later to celebrate her joining my girls and starting to pay her way.'
For a moment I had thought it was Joanna, my wife's friend. Now I realised that it was not - it was another of Levy's recruits. Her reward for obedience was being turned out by Levy - being 'elevated' to the status of one of his many white whores. It made sense because Iyawa had a claim on Joanna and Iyawa was one of only two people I'd ever known Levy to show respect for. The other was the man he sometimes went to visit in the US. All this let me relax for a moment. Iyawa had an interest in my wife too. That might stay Levy's hand - at least for a while. I might still have time to get us out of this.
Then I remembered Iyawa's beautiful face and those mocking amber eyes. Hazel and Joanna were her 'pets' and while they amused her she might protect them. However, if they displeased her or, even worse, she grew tired of them then that protection would cease in an instant. She'd let Levy turn them out and she'd have no problem taking a healthy cut of the proceeds.
'Buzzzzzz.'
'This is what bad girls get.'
Another picture. This time it looked like a back-room, one like thousands of others across Levy's city. Blinds closed over the window and shadows behind those blinds. What were they? No furniture just a moth-eaten dirty carpet and on top of it a thin blanket. Fixed into the wall above it a thick metal ring.
'Guess who's on the naughty step?'
I knew what I'd see before I opened the picture but I dreaded it none the less. Even if Levy was playing games I hated to see it. I opened the picture with a mounting sense of defeat and dread.
It was as I expected. Hazel was naked, asleep on that thin blanket. A chain ran through the ring on the wall and down to where it was attached to the metal collar around her neck.
'You know why.'
I knew why alright. Levy wanted money again but this time I'd refused to give in. Had told him to fuck off in fact. This was my punishment. Hazel had apparently tried to cover for me - a stupid lie - so the punishment was via her.
'Video tonight and be real sure to watch it - remember I expect ALL my girls to pay their way - one way or the other.'
I waited but nothing else came. I tried again to concentrate on my work - it would be a long wait.
***
I half expected the video to open with that same dirty room. Instead it began outside a bathroom.
"My little bitch is getting herself ready. Need her looking her best tonight"
A dark hand rapped on the door. "Time you was ready - come through into the other room. Got someone you need to meet."
Levy went through into the next room where a man was waiting. He was as dark as Levy but there the resemblance ended. Levy was athletic, hard and muscular. The first thing that struck you about this new guy was his size. Almost six foot tall and almost six feet around. Maybe not the fattest man I'd ever seen but definitely in the Top Five. His head was shaved bald but I guessed he was at least ten years older than Levy.
Piggy little eyes gleamed in his fat face. He said something in a language I didn't understand but Levy readily responded. It had to be one of the Nigerian languages but I was not up to saying which. The fat man laughed - a deep belly laugh that set his whole body shaking.
Somehow that laugh scared me more than anything. I had an idea already who this man might be and the idea set my heart racing, not with lust but with terror.
The door opened and Hazel emerged - she was naked and she looked impossibly beautiful. Perfection - at least if you could ignore Levy's ink. Levy's mark of ownership on her back and the QOS necklace - what I now understood was Iyawa's mark - around her neck. It wasn't just my natural bias that set the breath catching in my throat. Her skin glowed and her eyes sparkled. Her eyes widened as she saw the fat man. I sensed her mind trying to calculate what his presence meant. This was not an attractive man.
Levy snapped his fingers and pointed towards his feet.
Hazel immediately moved in front of him and gracefully dropped to her knees.
Levy deftly fitted a leather collar around her neck - half obscuring Iyawa's mark. I tried to extract every hint of meaning from every second as I watched. Levy's practised ease applying that collar. The fact his collar half obscured Iyawa's mark. Anything could be symbolic, anything could have meaning. My ability to interpret might provide a way out of this, my failure might be disastrous.
"Well trained." I suddenly realised the deep voice had spoken in English. Heavily accented but easily intelligible.
Levy didn't answer. He just produced a leather leash from his pocket and clipped it onto my wife's collar. He paused and then snapped his fingers again.
"Thank you Master." My wife spoke as she got back to her feet and stood before him.
Their eyes met. Her eyes on his - not as a challenge but rather in adoration. I felt the anger growing in me and realised just how much I hated that bastard Levy.
"My friend needs to see you." Hazel's eyes followed his hand as he passed the end of the leather leash to the fat man. "He is your Master for tonight. You understand?"
Just the briefest momentary hesitation and then, "Yes Master." She thought she understood. Or perhaps she didn't and merely wished to please Levy, to serve him. Either way I had no doubt that the fat man would be fucking my wife before the night was out. It was ironic. I thought Hazel misunderstood but really it was me all along.
The fat man stepped forward and took a firm hold of Hazel's arm. He appraised her naked body carefully, checking her from all sides. Finally fat dark fingers gently took her chin as he looked unblinkingly into her eyes.
"She's quality yes, Kayode my brother. A little different to the skanks and addicts you usually get." Levy was speaking in English. So that Hazel would understand, so that I would understand.
The fat man just grunted in response.
Levy laughed. "You trying to tell me this one wouldn't make you a lot of money, draw you a lot of business. I know she'll do that here - let alone in Lagos."
The fat man gave Levy a side-eyed glance. "IF she has the attitude, the strength to last. She is good but..." His hand cupped Hazel's left breast momentarily and then left it. "That other girl you showed me had the titties my customers like. Now offer me that one..."
Levy shook his head. "That one, Joanna, is under Iyawa's protection. This one might have been too if her husband hadn't let her down. That's how I can offer her to you. I know they like big tits at your whore-houses but it isn't like you'd be putting her to work like that - at least at first. I know the way you operate. First you'd pass her onto a high-class client, an oil executive maybe or a Government Minister." It was his turn to laugh contemptuously. "A little white plaything like this, all ready for breeding, you telling me there's no market for that?"
I was watching the screen - the image of my wife's face as they discussed her. The blood coming to her cheeks, her eyes glittering even as she cast them down to the floor. Her small breasts rising and falling as she breathed fast. There'd been one glance up at Levy but only one. No protest, no denial, just submission. The most dangerous kind of submission. Was she relying on Levy bluffing? Did she not believe that he would let her go so easily? That was a dangerous assumption - but the alternative was worse. That she was going along with what was happening - that she was willing and excited to follow her Master's wishes even in this. To follow the wishes of Levy and then a new Master in this, a Nigerian pimp called Kayode.
That suddenly struck me too. There'd been no attempt to hide this man's identity. His face, his voice, even his name. I didn't know what that meant but I knew that it probably wasn't good. This man and Levy weren't worried about people knowing what they were doing. That smacked of power and a willingness to flaunt that power.
"I might go ten grand - dollars of course," said the fat man as he turned his attention from Hazel back to Levy.
Levy almost spat. "In the end I'll get fifteen from that useless husband of hers - and I mean pounds. I'm only offering her to you to save myself some time and bother. Besides this little whore'll enjoy being set up in an apartment in Lagos for one of your client's amusement."
"But will she? Oyibo girls lack strength and discipline. Could this one perform to the required standard? Has she the stamina to supply the services my clients expect of their ashewo?"
Levy shrugged. "She comes with my and Iyawa's approval. She also comes with a price-tag. In dollars if you insist - twenty-five grand."
The fat man made to express his outrage but found his eyes caught by Levy's solid stare. He chuckled and shrugged. I knew in that moment what he was thinking. Even with her supposedly tiny titties he knew he could double that as a long-term rental to any one of a dozen men. They'd love having this little white whore on their arm and in their bed. They'd also pay handsomely to breed her - having one like this with a belly showing. It was a lot of money for a girl but my wife was not just any girl. All of that raced through my mind and I hated myself as I realised my cock was hard. Hated the fact that I could be aroused by such thoughts and dreaded the fact that I knew my wife could be too.
"When I pay and she flakes do I get a refund or do I have to kill you?" His tone was half-mocking, but only half-mocking.
Levy stiffened a little - his eyes took on their hard look. I'd been on the receiving end of that and it was not a pleasant experience. The fat man just returned it - stare for stare.
Levy nodded. "We are professionals, not amateurs. I will put a one-year guarantee on her. If you can't make at least ten times her price in that time then you aren't the man I've heard about. Tonight is your test-drive. You can then be sure that she has what it takes. Believe me this one is an obedient whore as well as a beautiful one."
I saw Hazel's eyes sparkle as she looked at him. Levy didn't hand out praise readily and this was the highest praise he could give to any white woman. Even if he was talking as a salesman I knew how she was loving this - how she would aim to please Levy by pleasing the fat man.
Kayode thought for a moment, his face showing a slight sheen of sweat. He brought his hand up to fondle my wife's breast. "Huhhh," he said, "I will make a deal. I like nice big titties on a white girl for myself so give me Joanna for my own bed tonight while this one is being put through her paces, on the usual understanding of course. No permanent marks or damage to the merchandise. If my men approve then we have a deal. Perhaps, in the future, a lot more deals too." He raised an eyebrow and smiled before holding out his hand. "We understand each other?"
"We understand," said Levy as he took the other's hand and the fat man's deep bass laughter rolled out again.
***
"Ah yeah - that looks real nice."
The camera was in a vehicle pointing out into a yard. My wife was walking towards the vehicle, clothed now and presumably to Kayode's taste. Nothing outrageous - just jeans and a really low-cut light blue tank-top. She could still pass as a student - especially in that kind of outfit. Nothing outrageous but just like the man said she looked damn fine.
The camera followed Hazel as she sauntered over to the vehicle window and with a low hum the glass descended.
She gave him a beautiful smile. "Hi - your boss said you were out here and I thought you might be bored waiting for him. Maybe you might like a little fun?" She gave him a look that went straight through the camera and had my prick rock hard. I never knew a woman that could do that like Hazel. It seemed I wasn't the only one impressed.
"Babe you real fine to be browsing. So you a free girl?" He chuckled as Hazel didn't answer. "Baby - maybe you too fine to be free. So what's the ticket?"
Her smile was at its full sexy intensity now and her eyes were locked on his. She was enjoying the scenario - perhaps enjoying it more because it might not be for play anymore. "Your boss settled all that. You just have to decide if you want some fun?" Oh but her little laugh sent shivers of excitement down my spine. It did just as much for him as for me.
"Lets not be wasting no more time." He unlocked the doors and moved round into the back. He had his camera covering the other side of the back seat as Hazel opened her door and leaned in. She was sending him all the signals but he'd already made his mind up.
"So you want some fun?"
"What sort of fun you wanting?"
"The sort only a man like you can give me."
"Get in then."
She obliged and swung that sweet rear of hers in onto the seat as she kept facing me. She shut the door and I immediately heard the doors lock. If she noticed she gave no sign - her attention was entirely on the man.
"I like the top but lose it. Time is money in our business"
I saw the tip of her tongue show between her lips, saw her eyes widen a little and sparkle. I knew she was loving this - loving having his eyes follow every movement of hers as she reached down and pulled her top up and over her head. Her perfect small breasts were revealed, her long nipples already hard and erect.
Coal-black hands reached out and fondled her tits, skilled thumbs finding and teasing her prominent nipples. Hazel gasped and began to breath deeply
"Yeah," he chuckled, "you tiny-titty girls always real sensitive there. Now get out of them jeans - let me see that puna, that pussy"
"You like white girl puna?" She giggled again.
"I don't discriminate. A fly little chickala with a warm and wet puna is fine for me - don't matter what colour. But at home," he stroked his singers on the pale skin of her arm, "this puts the price up real high."
"You think I'd be in demand?"
He laughed. "Oh yeah and get those titties filled out and you'd be a legend down there. They be talking about that Brikito ashewo for fucking generations to come. Now - them jeans."
They were tight but Hazel eased them down her legs and off, revealing delicate lace panties. That surprised me but then I remembered that she wasn't playing to Levy's rules tonight. Kayode knew what his men liked.
Talking of which. The light flashed on Hazel's rings and the man noticed. "You a married bitch? He know what you're doing tonight?"
"Who cares? He's only a white boy. He can't give me what I need - that's why I have to find myself a real man." My God that look she was sending his way would have had the Pope tenting his shorts. I registered the insult to myself even as I stroked my hard dick watching her. She was only playing a part after all - wasn't she? But was she? - and was any of this still a game by any definition? My prick didn't care and I shut such thoughts out of my mind, feasted on the images, got off on my wife as some Black man's whore.



"I know what you like." She giggled again and turned round on the seat, sticking her round butt out towards him.
"Oh yeah," he chuckled, "that a real fine bakassi, A1 for an Oyibo. You work out?"
"A little - but its mainly lots of sex. The ashewo work-out."
He laughed freely and out loud this time, enjoying that she called herself his people's name for a whore. "Ah - you are a fly one. Born to be an ashewo - that's rare but also real good."
His hand reached out and dark fingers squeezed the firm pale flesh of her butt. Then he grunted, "stay still," and his other hand brought a wicked little blade up to cut through the material of her panties. His fingers grasped them and pulled them clear. My wife was left naked for him. His fingers again grasped her butt cheeks, left the pink mark of his fingers momentarily on her pale flesh as he withdrew. "Titties tiny but OK, bakassi real fine, now show me that puna, sell me that white-girl pussy."
Hazel lay back against the other end of the back seat and spread her legs wide, exposed herself fully for him. Her shaved pussy was wet and ready for him. That was obvious even via a camera. Her fingers dropped to her pussy and began to work herself, stroking her lips and teasing her clitoris.
"That pussy for the Black man."
She brought a hand up to touch the QOS necklace tattooed on her skin. "I'd like to be Black-only but at least I'm Black owned. Only a Black man can do anything for me now. White boys are a waste of time. A woman needs the real thing."
"We can make sure you get a lot of that Brikito. Now show me some skills."
Hazel moved forward and her hands swiftly undid his belt and trousers. Her fingers gently ran over his skin before she pulled down his clothing. I knew how good that felt and was not surprised to see his cock hard. It wasn't hugely long, maybe average, but it was thick, really thick. Her fingers found him and wrapped around him, savouring that girth.
"Fuck - that's nice. I can't wait to have you in me."
"First you suck it - then I'll decide if you deserve my cock."
Hazel giggled. She liked that and it wasn't like she was going to fail that particular test. Levy hadn't lied when he said my wife had skills. Her fingers gently ran along his length once or twice and then her mouth was there, her tongue out to lick all the way up and down his coal-black shaft. Her eyes were locked on his as she took him all the way into her mouth. She began to move her lips up and down on him as her hands still gently held the base of him and cupped his balls. Again I knew how good that felt - though it had been a long time. My wife had skills and lots of practise. She knew how to please a man.
"Fuck yeah," she gasped as she dropped her head to lick his Black balls and then moved back up to his glistening cock.
The man had gone quiet. I could guess he'd had a lot of head in his day but like I say my wife was an expert. Her lips, fingers and tongue working together to stimulate him, to make her man feel good.
"You with Levy right - up to now?"
"Yeah."
"Good." He moved up and turned her so her face was down towards the seat and her fine butt waving at him. Hazel giggled again. She knew she'd got to him and knew he needed to fuck her and to fuck her now.
I understood his question. Levy had his whores tested and on PREP. This man didn't want to fuck latex, he wanted to fuck white pussy. Wanted to fuck it and fuck it hard. Hazel tended to have that effect on most men.
Her finger again teased her opening. "C'mon - give me what a little white whore deserves, fuck me and seed me - err, what's your name?"
He just responded by presenting that thick Black cock to her and pushing himself home. His name didn't matter - all that mattered was that he had a Big Black Cock and he was going to claim that pussy.
"Shit that's good," she gasped as he pushed himself all the way home in a few strokes. That pussy had been ready for him, ready to take him and welcome him. He rolled his body back a little and she was left over him, riding him.
"You're the whore - work for your money, work for my nut."
Now I could only hear the deep breaths and slight grunts as she worked herself up and down on that Black cock, feeing his thickness in every part of her pussy, savouring the sensations even as she worked his cock. At first her rhythmn was regular but then she began to vary her movements and even peeped behind her at the camera and at him. I knew she was re-establishing eye contact, re-establishing that intimacy. The momentary intimacy that the best whores could have with their clients. At least until they burned out.
"Yeah - you born for this." His words were almost growled, as if through gritted teeth. This man had seen a lot of whores - that was obvious. But Hazel had got to him. He was getting ready to cum. I'll never forget the look on Hazel's face as she looked back at him. There was triumph there and lust but also the purest joy. It was enough for me and I came.
Enough for him too.
"Where do I nut bitch?"
"Where you want Playa?"
""You on the pill?"
"No." A single word gasped out between sharp breaths
"Ugh," he grunted and jammed that big cock of his into my wife a few more times, making sure she got all of his seed.
A long shuddering moan from my wife as he held himself in her, her legs quivering against him. She was cumming and cumming hard. The fuck had been good but knowing that he wanted to knock her up had taken her over the edge. I'd seen that before in her. The idea of a Black man claiming her for good and all, having his baby growing in her. That hit something deep and primal in Hazel.
"Clean me off, " he ordered. Her flushed face reappeared and she lovingly cleaned his cock of his and her juices.
"Must of it went where I need it," she smiled as she tucked him back into his trousers. "You like the idea of knocking me up."
"Oyibo chickala getting the belly from the Black man. Fuck yeah - and Naija bred Oyibo ashewo goes at a premium once your primed again."
Her eyes were wide and glittering, fixed on his. She understood what he was telling her. Yes he wanted to put his baby in her and a Nigerian-bred white whore drew a higher price once she was fertile again. The men would outbid each other to put the next baby in her and the next ones after that. It was obscene, decadent to the extreme. Having just come myself I could see that. Hazel had just come too but I knew that look in her face, that look in those beautiful eyes of hers. It all excited her, it all turned her on and she didn't care about the consequences or what anyone else thought. She wanted it. I saw that and recognised it and feared it. I desperately wished that I had her there with me then. But she wasn't with me - she was with Levy or maybe with these men. I had no influence, let alone power, over her at this moment. At that instant a image flashed into my mind. The image of Iyawa, the dangerously beautiful Black woman. Against all logic or sense I felt my cock stir. These passions were dangerous.
Which is why I shut the video off. Correct? Of course not. I watched on.
The man got out of the back seat with Hazel's clothes clutched in one big hand. He raised the other to his mouth and whistled. Then as he took his seat back behind the wheel another Black man got into the back seat with my naked wife. She only smiled at the new arrival as he slowly nodded his approval.
"Where to?" asked the driver.
"Just where Kayode said - the two stops - then we pay the bills."
He eased himself back into the comfortable leather of the back seat. Then he clicked his fingers and pointed down at his crotch.
Hazel didn't hesitate. She moved across and soon was again demonstrating her oral skills on a Black man who she'd only just met and whose name she did not know. I could see this one better. Dark-skinned with a black beard and a baseball cap. Maybe thirty and wearing a thin form-hugging jersey that didn't hide his muscular torso. He'd also been wearing a baggy pair of dark shorts but they were round his ankles now as my wife sucked his cock.
The engine purred into life and the camera vibrated slightly as the vehicle moved off.
The new man had clearly liked what he'd seen. His cock was eight inches of hard flesh before Hazel had even reached it. Nowhere near the thickness of his friend but Hazel went to work with a will. She pushed her head down onto his cock, kept him deep as she worked him.
"Yeah that's it - nice and wet and sloppy." That was all he said but my wife responded. Forcing herself further and further down onto him, gasping and coughing as his long cock threatened to make her gag. I half expected him to force her head down onto him but he was just sitting back and enjoying, judging her skills.
His Black cock shone with her saliva now as she raised herself up and off him. That had been the warm-up. She wanted to show him how good a white pussy could feel around that big Black cock of his.
"Fine ain't she Emmy!" That was the driver.
"Fix the titties and she fly as fly. Premium sweet."
Hazel wanted him in her and moved up to ride him but she had a lesson to learn. His hands held her just above him and then let his hard cock glide up and down the entrance to her pussy. Teasing her - reminding her who was boss here, who was here to give pleasure to whom. He released one hand to find her pussy and rub her clit, teasing her, taunting her.
"Yeah you a little slut for the Black man ain't you eh white girl. We put you to work in Naija you be getting all the Black cock you can handle. Maybe you pay your own fare to get there, eh, you konji little ashewo."
Hazel just mewled her impatience at being denied his cock.
"How many Naija cocks you want when we get you there your first night? One? Five? Ten? Twenty?"
"Bring them on," she gasped, "I want them all, everyone you can get."
He laughed and pushed her up a little. "Hold that seat you little whore." She gripped the seat in front of her with her pale hands showing up starker than ever in the fading light. "Then you learn to serve your man before you go for your own pleasure. Our men know what they want and what they like. You give then that, you give them it all, then you take your pleasure from that. From satisfying that Black Naija cock. You got that - that's what we need from an oyibo ashewo. You want to be that?" His big Black hand came down hard on her backside.
"Yes," Hazel almost squealed.
He slapped her butt hard again. Tell me again - so I understand and so you understand. Who you want to be?"
"Your ashewo, your oyibo ashewo. Your whore, your white whore. I want to be your whore!" She was almost screaming it, risking blowing out the camera's mic.
He grabbed her hip and pulled her back down as his other hand held his Big Black Cock up to meet her. It slid home into Hazel's pussy, lubricated by her excitement and his friend's previous heavy load of Black seed.
Yee-ee-eee-sssssss," a long ragged moan of female satisfaction. Then she gathered herself and began riding him.
"Yeah - thass pleasing a man - thass opening the wallets and making the green. You gonna do fine baby. You gonna make yo' Boss proud. Shit but thass some fine puna."
The driver chuckled. "She hot and fly cos she primed. She took my seed like a white girl needing her belly filled. Once she get Belly we put her in a sho belly shirt and lead her round Lagos on a leash. Have the men lining round the block for a chance at her."
The men just laughed as my wife kept riding him, her breath expelled in long ragged gasps, his hands holding her as she worked. They knew what they were doing. They had pushed all the right buttons and played all the right cards. She was theirs now. If they demanded it - or even only asked it - she'd be on her back in a Lagos whore-house as soon as air-flights allowed. They were experts - they had done this before. Probably more times than they could remember. Breaking in a new whore - making her WANT to be their possession.
Still my hand moved up and down my stubbornly hard dick. If she was lost then I was just as lost. Just as addicted. Just as vulnerable to the heat of the fire that we had played with for too long. I suddenly knew that I couldn't resist either. My own craving would claim me - would deliver me into female hands that were so perfect and yet so cruel. It was my hard dick speaking, overriding my brain. Later I would feel different or at least I would pretend to myself that I did.
Hazel's butt was pink now, pink from the hard slaps he was giving her as he encouraged her to keep working on his Big Black Cock. Her face was pink too, flushed from the exertion and the excitement and the desire. I wasn't sure I'd ever seen her so horny - so claimed by her desires - except maybe for when she's first met Levy and when he'd later told her what being with him entailed.
"Like I say she primed so don't waste it." The driver's voice came back to them and his friend reacted. He grabbed Hazel's hips and almost viciously thrust in and out of her wet pussy. It couldn't last long and it didn't. He grunted deep and low as he shot another heavy load of African seed deep into my wife.
One last loud slap on her rear and he pushed her off. She was straight down and sucking his cock, making him nice and clean. Her way of expressing her gratitude and proving her willing submission.
"We about here." The vehicle pulled to the kerb. Hazel looked up and I saw her surprise.
"Yeah you little ashewo - it's yo Principal's house. We going to have some fun..." His words faded into his low deep laugh of genuine amusement.
The house was in a village, separated from its neighbours by gardens and hedges. Energy saving meant the street lightning was non-existent and this was a dark night by now. I didn't notice a car outside and the house was dark.
They parked and the men swiftly hustled my wife, still naked, round to the door at the rear of the house.
"It's a symbol - say goodbye to your old life by pissing on that door." He whispered the words, only audible in the still quiet night. The camera caught my wife's face. I could read everything there. How much she hated that idea but how much a part of her thrilled to it too. Hazel didn't have too many red lines but the bodily functions had always been one. Yet what could define a submissive more than doing what she herself would never have chosen to do
"I don't need to..." Her voice was hesitant, quiet and thoroughly unconvincing.
"Then wank for us - show us how much you want to be a Black man's whore. We want to see you squirt on that fucking door." His voice was just as quiet but loaded with intent and authority.
Again there was no logic to the situation - no logic but the sexual excitement in every part of Hazel's body and brain. I saw it in her face and knew she would do it even before she dropped to her haunches with her legs spread wide and moved her hand to her pussy. Fingers explored and teased, gently at first but then fast and almost frantic.
One man was filming while the other was on look-out but this was still a very risky thing to be doing. That meant she had to be quick but it also, fortunately, meant that she was very turned on, very excited. A short sexual fuse. She sometimes paused for a brief second but only to bring her hand to her mouth and lick it. Tasting herself and making her fingers wet. It was fast and it was frantic. Her mouth was open, sucking in oxygen, while her breasts quivered as she worked.
"That's right you little whore - be a good ashewo. Show us how you want that Naija cock."
"Yes - Yes," she groaned and then - after perhaps three minutes of frantic wanking - she gasped and it happened. A little liquid sprayed out of her pussy and onto the concrete. She half stood up, her hand still at her pussy, but one of the men grasped her arms and turned her.
"Keep going."
She obeyed - her fingers almost a blur as she stimulated herself. More liquid and then a lot of liquid. I'm no human biologist and couldn't tell you the definitive truth about squirting but by now there was no doubt in my mind that my wife was pissing on her Principal's back door.
The liquid ran down the door and pooled on the floor as it just kept coming. It seemed like minutes but was perhaps only twenty seconds. She looked at the man behind the camera, a face full of excitement, mischief and pride. Then they were hustling her away. The night wasn't over yet.
***
She'd cleaned up and put her clothes back on. I knew there were services near there - just a short diversion on the night's journey.
Their next stop was a run-down single-story building. Even as they parked you could hear the heavy beat of music from within. If there were any neighbours then they knew better not to complain. It might have been a family home once but now it was covered in graffiti and the interior had been converted into three open spaces. Each was full of humanity and smoke. Shouts above the thumping base of the music - none of them in any language I could understand.
The two men kept Hazel between them as she moved. I could still feel a perverse pride at the attention she was drawing. Mocking smiles and greedy eyes followed her as she went. I'd been with her, years ago, when we'd first met Levy at his club. So I knew how Hazel was feeling about this. Nervous for sure but at base really, really, excited.
Finally they found who they were looking for. Two young men who greeted them. They were in their early twenties and looked Nigerian too. One wore a T-shirt and jeans. The other, perhaps the boss, wore a black leather jacket over a shirt and black jeans. The two men led them upstairs to a room where the noise was slightly more bearable. As they went they passed other doors, with laughter and noises from within. The camera shifted and then was left still. It had to be in a bag and had been left in position to take in almost all of the room.
The talk was fast and as incomprehensible to me as it was to Hazel. By the tone I could tell it was something between an argument and a discussion. Pure business. After a couple of minutes some arrangement seemed to be close. The man in the jacket had done all the talking- his friend had spent most of his time eyeing up my wife.
Hazel's driver held out his hand. "Abi?"
"No so," Jacket shook his head.
"Na so?" The driver had an almost unbelieving smile on his face
"I no gree."
"No be so." The driver's tone became coaxing. "We sort you - give a little dash, a gift."
The other man waited.
The driver reached into his pocket and then held out his hand again. The younger man smiled and took it this time. Something passed between those two hands. Cash or maybe drugs. They probably amounted to the same thing here.
Now T-shirt spoke. "She your oloomi or she in the deal."
The driver laughed. "Nah - but she bushmeat for Levy and she real good. We go have a beer while you try her out. Seal the deal eh?" This time his laugh was joined by the others.
The driver and his friend left to go downstairs. The room was bare of furniture save a cheap bed against one wall. I had an idea what went on here. House parties downstairs while the working girls took their men up to these rooms.
Jacket smiled, showing perfect white teeth. "Levy eh? You a runz girl eh, a high-class girl for him!" He pulled a small packet from his pocket and laid out a line of powder. He rolled a bank-note and gave it to Hazel. "Help you fly," he grinned.
My wife looked at him and then snorted perhaps half the line. She reacted immediately, her eyes wide as she gasped from the instant rush. I'd seen her use Levy's coke before. This reaction was sharper and much, much, harsher.
A dark hand pushed her to sit on the bed and then the men were on either side of her and beginning to strip off her clothes, her jacket and top first.



The men reverted to their own language. Hazel just watched them, moving when necessary to help them undress her. Dark hands fondled her small breasts even as others pulled down her jeans. Then the men undressed, revealing hard young bodies as Hazel watched, her face flushed and her eyes wide and sparkling.
The men talked again and then one, laughing, reached for his discarded shirt and found a coin. He tossed it and caught it, obscuring its face.
"Heads."
The man took his second hand off the coin and gave a rueful smile.
"Ha!" said his friend. "Brikito yash!"
They stood almost in unison and undid their belts, allowed their jeans to fall. My wife's eyes went straight to their cocks, already half-hard. Six or seven inches of hardening dark flesh each. She smiled.
The first man lay on the bed and stroked his cock twice with his hand. It was all he needed and he gave a sharp gesture to Hazel. She moved over and straddled him - gasping a little as she took him inside her.
"Fuck yeah," the first words she had spoken since meeting them.
His hands held her hard as he pushed his cock deep into her in just a few strokes. Then he pulled her down onto him and his arms wrapped around her body. He kept thrusting up into her and she kept moaning her approval.
Did she know what was coming next? She was hardly inexperienced in such things. I doubted she cared. Either way she soon found out as the second man moved up behind her. His cock was hard too and he pushed it home into my wife's ass while his friend held her in place. Maybe the drug helped or she was just ready for it or he had applied lube but that Black cock disappeared into her in a couple of thrusts as she gasped her surprise.
"Yes you fuckers - fucking use me like a little white whore." That frantic note in her voice was new and unfeigned.
The men laughed and did just as she had asked. Thrusting hard and in rhythmn, using both of her holes in a fast and frantic fuck. Talking to each other at first in their own language but then continuing in purposeful silent concentration. Hard dark flesh claiming vulnerable white holes. The only sounds were their deep breathing and my wife's moans and gasps. This was about the men sealing their deal, about these two men getting off. My wife was just a means to an end, being used by them for their profit and pleasure.
It was clear that they were partners, apparently sharing their women as they shared their business. The one in Hazel's pussy came first - keeping his hold on her as he grunted and shot his seed inside her. His friend straightened up and power-fucked my wife's ass until a few seconds later he came too, deep inside her.
The two men climbed off Hazel and then dressed, talking and laughing together all the while. Hazel seemed in a daze until she started dressing too. There was a knock on the door and the driver reappeared.
The camera moved as he picked up his bag.
"Good," he said as he pointed one finger at Hazel. It wasn't spoken like a question - more as a statement of fact.
The man in the jacket grinned. "No titties but popori chickala." He and his friend exchanged fist bumps with Kayode's men. It seemed Hazel had served her purpose.
As they left the room Hazel's driver asked one last question. I understood none of it except for the one word 'Commercial.'
***
It just looked grey and bleak, most of all bleak. A succession of run-down buildings. Mostly redundant factories turned over to warehousing. Empty lots perhaps used for car-parking in the daytime. A few retail units that had probably last opened in the eighties. Rubbish was scattered around the streets and every wall showed generations of tags from the local would-be artists. Wherever you looked was neglect and decay. This was where the city dumped what it didn't want to see. This was the Commercial Road.
"Levy ain't no charity - even a test-drive come at a price." The driver was explaining how things stood to my wife. "But it's easy - woman like you never need go short. Just turn a couple of tricks and then we can go back, yes?"
My wife was looking at him. I could see by the car's clock that it was two o'clock in the morning. She had to be tired but her eyes were still bright, almost feverish. I thought back to whatever the men at the house-party had given her. Perhaps fatigue or the drugs or a combination meant that she wasn't thinking straight. I wanted to tell myself that when I saw what happened.
She ran her tongue across her lower lip and then seemed to come to a decision. "Do I have to fuck them? I mean they might be white."
The driver grinned. "Nah. " He gave an eloquent gesture with one hand. "Hand jobs for white boys. If they Black then you decide - four blow-jobs or a couple of quick fucks. Out here you use these." He pushed a handful of condoms into the pocket of her jacket. "Now go make your man his money."
The camera followed her as she made her way across the road and took up a position on that bleak street.
It was quiet out. It took me a little while to realise just how quiet. 'The Commercial' was notorious for street-girls but on this night it was still and empty. No girls and seemingly no punters. It was a couple of minutes before a car even drove by. Hazel began to walk up and down.
She turned as another car came and this time the vehicle slowed to a stop. She hesitated for a moment and then went over to it. The window rolled down and she moved up to it.
It happened fast. Hazel tried to pull away but was held. A second car suddenly appeared and a man ran up and grabbed her from behind. Her arms were put behind her back and stayed there. She was pushed into the back-seat of the second car and then both cars moved off.
It took me a moment more of shocked silence to realise what I wasn't hearing. Kayode's men didn't curse or express surprise or react at all. They just watched as I was watching. What was this?
The car finally started up and they carefully followed the first two cars at a distance. Followed them the half-mile to the nearest Police station and then just kept on going past after the two cars had turned in.
The screen cut to black. On it was a number, a telephone number.
I was in shock but also relieved. At first I'd thought they were kidnapping her - cutting Levy out of the deal. You wouldn't put it past a man like Kayode. Or maybe it was a rival gang altogether. Or some psychopathic john. Any of those scenarios were as possible as they were grim. The Police were better than that but they were still really bad. A prosecution for prostitution would fuck things up severely. I could see the way back to how things had been being closed off as I watched. There would be no way back from this.
I did what I - and they - knew I had to do. I rang the number.
"Ahhh - there you are. Did you enjoy the movie?" I hadn't expected to hear HER on the other end of the line. The seductive mocking tones of Iyawa. I wasn't in any mood for them right now.
"What do I have to do? Can I stop this?"
"So you still love that little slut wife of yours? Isn't that sweet - I thought you were tired of her..."
"What?" I was genuinely shocked.
"Well when our friend asked for a little something - when I asked for ... even less."
Now I understood. Levy had asked for 'a little something' - except to me £15,000 wasn't so little. So Levy would get that money elsewhere and Iyawa wouldn't help because I had refused her terms. I remembered her wielding that damn device before me and winced inwardly.
"I'll pay the £15,000."
"I think he's had a better offer now sweetheart. It would be £25,000 then you can have her back as soon as she is out of court. You want that yes." The same light sing-song tone as she played with me. As I heard it I could see those beautiful amber eyes mocking my helplessness. Remembered being held at her mercy in that sex-show. Fuck it - I felt my prick stir in my pants. I hauled my mind back onto the matter at hand
"She can't have that on her record."
"Sweetie - your pretty little wife is a whore. You know that even better than my friend or I. Doesn't this just make it official? But - if you like - I'm sure someone we know could, er, arrange things. Would you like that little man?"
"Yes. Yes I want that. We need that. Very much. Thank you Iyawa."
"Remember your manners white boy."
I remembered. "Thank you mistress."
"That's better. Our friend can sort this out. JOn top of what e already agreed it will just be another five thousand..."
***
"Just the one real collar sir. Otherwise there were a couple of regulars too strung out to realise what day it was. If we really need the numbers then we need to vary the patrol times sir."
"..."
"Yes sir, yes sir, I understand. I've worked here long enough." PC Staniforth shifted his ample weight in his chair again. He certainly HAD been here long enough.
"...."
"No sir. She's no regular. I've not seen her before and she's not playing ball sir."
"..."
"I don't think there's much doubt about that sir. I'm pretty sure that she was on something and tests show semen from at least three males in her vagina and from a fourth male in her anus. Also a pocket full of johnnies sir - all the signs. Besides when she came up to the car..."
"..."
"Sir - I've been working this beat long enough..."
"...."
As his superior talked into his ear PC Staniforth glanced at the barely-started form on his computer screen. Even when he had finished that there's be a whole sheaf more to complete - especially if she kept refusing to give her details. He shrugged his shoulders and closed the window on his computer. He'd worked this beat long enough for sure...
"Yes sir. Perhaps that would be best sir. Perhaps the young woman had been to a wild party and become intoxicated. Had taken the wrong way home and then approached the car for directions. Yes sir, that seems very possible. I'll ring down and get her released."
PC Staniforth put down his phone. He'd known from the first second that she hadn't been a regular Commercial girl. It seemed she had some family or maybe friends in high places. Well - who the fuck cared? He'd let her go this time. If she was the whore he knew she was then he was pretty sure she'd soon be back.
Meanwhile he'd be home in time for the football. PC Staniforth smiled and picked up his phone again to ring down to the cells.
***
"She's fine. She'll be back with you in two weeks."
"Two weeks - what the fuck! I paid the money to have her back now!!"
His laughter came down the line. "You know what you paid for. Meanwhile my little bitch is coming on a fine trip with me to visit some good friends in the US." I heard sounds over the phone. "Tell your loving husband that you OK."
"Hi babe - I'm fine and I'll see you soon when I get back."
I tried to speak but before I could get any words out the connection had been cut.
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The young woman shifted uneasily. She felt the cool of the flooring under her naked feet. The feeling more intense for the blind-fold efficiently cutting out her sense of sight. Hands gently took her by her arms and led her forward to a pre-ordained spot.
"Sit." The softly-spoken word was joined by gentle pressure pushing her backwards. She sat back and felt padding beneath her. Her legs were swung onto a similarly padded surface and then she was once more gently eased back so that she lay down. The hands took her arms and moved them to lie on more padded backing.
This was the moment at which she first heard the clink of metal. A sound that sent a rush of feelings through her, that made the breath catch in her throat. As she lay there a hand had held her arm in place while another had pulled a leather cuff around her wrist. That was the moment at which she had heard the clink of metal on metal. The sound of a padlock being fitted and secured.
The woman gently tried to move her arm away. She was not surprised when it proved impossible. She was no more surprised when a fleeting moment later the same procedure happened to her other arm. Then she felt material on her arms and heard other sounds. She knew what was happening even though she could not see it. She knew the gentle swish and creak of leather straps and the clink of metal buckles. Now she realised that she could not move her arms at all. The sequins on her skimpy bikini top sparkled in the lights as her chest rose and fell rapidly. She knew that she was in their power now - she knew it and thrilled to her helplessness. She could kick out at them but how could she do that when she could not see them?
A few moments later she understood the pointlessness of such thoughts. She felt the hands move to her ankles, the same process of application of cuff and padlock. At the second clink she knew that she was theirs to use as they willed. She knew it and released a long shuddering breath. It was settled now and she could not resist - not that she had ever had any intention to but the knowledge was thrilling.
She felt the material and heard the buckles on her legs from the ankle to the upper thigh. Now she could hardly move and now they left her. She waited there with her ears straining to hear any indication of their return. Would they return? She didn't know who had secured her and she didn't know who would come next. The wait seemed endless but was perhaps only a few minutes.
Then, suddenly, she sensed them. Not by sound as she had expected but rather by smell. She smelled the scent of burning tobacco and even as she recognised it the silence was shattered by a crescendo of noise. The noise of drums, not a drum kit but the drums that were played by hand in Africa or the Caribbean. The percussive rhythmic patterns produced by masters of that instrument. She felt the air move and smelt the tobacco stronger. She knew there were others there with her now.
The first touch was gentle but her senses were worked up to such a pitch that her body wanted to react by leaping away. It could not of course, she was strapped so firmly that she could hardly move at all. She could only shift her head from side to side and that was futile. The blindfold had been applied expertly so that no light penetrated and she could not work it loose.
The touch was joined by fellows, groups of five running gently across her exposed and vulnerable skin. She knew what they were. The tips of fingers exploring her body. She gasped and shuddered, her senses once more on edge for each unheralded series of touches and gentle caresses.
Following on came a new experience - warm and wet. Running along the sides of her arms and legs, then along her exposed belly. She shivered and shuddered under the sensation, her helplessness and her inability to determine where the next contact would come from.
She felt pressure on her bikini top and a feeling of cold metal before the pressure was immediately released, the material lifted away from her breasts. She knew the garment had been cut, with scissors or perhaps a knife. The cool air contacted on new areas of her flesh and set her hard nipples tingling. The wet warmth descended there, exploiting her sensitivity. Strong tongues toyed with her, sharp teeth gently nipped her. She could not help but moan, to express some of the onrushing feelings taking possession of her.
Her breathing was coming fast now as her brain rushed to assimilate every new sensation. She knew they were observing her, knew they were learning how to play her exposed and vulnerable body like a fine musical instrument. They had learned and now they would reward her or exploit her or both. She could only move enough to register the impact their attentions were having on her, not nearly enough to escape them. She knew that and they knew that. She was theirs to enjoy as they wished.
Again she moaned, this time long and resonant. Another release of the ever growing pressure, the desire for more. Hot breath was in her ear now and she expected to hear words. Instead there was again the warm wetness of a tongue and now she tried to move, to escape the teasing tickling sensations. There was no escape, the questing tongue pursued her accompanied by a light feminine giggle.
At the same moment the warm mouth left her right breast and instead teasing fingers began to gently tug and to squeeze both of her nipples. She gasped and writhed finding that once she had moved her body only demanded that she continue. A second giggle came from in front of her and now fingers were teasing and tickling her ribs.
"No please - please stop," she gasped out the words as she began to struggle for air. Her eyes were watering behind the blindfold. Her whole body felt tense, at a peak, unable to relax so that her lungs could suck in air. Suddenly a mouth was pushed against hers, a strong tongue exploring as she still sought for breath.
"Are you ready?" At last she heard one of her exploiters speak. A gentle honeyed mocking tone, a tone of pure femininity. She had guessed that much. Only a woman knew how to please and push another woman as these two had.
Again the mocking little laugh. Then she felt fingers at her hips and moving to her bikini bottom, the tiny strip of material which was now her only clothing. Once more she felt the material taut on her body and then the cold of a metal blade. She gasped but now tried to hold still. There was no escape from this even if she desired it. She was theirs to enjoy and she already knew that they were experienced and skilled in such matters.
She heard a slight tear as the last of the material gave way. The bikini bottom was pulled off and she was left exposed to them. She knew what would come next or she thought that she did.
Instead she felt hands move by her head and her blindfold was torn way. After so long in darkness the light was positively blinding. She could see someone between her legs, a mouth lowering onto her pussy and she felt her heart almost stop because all she could see was a skull. She gave out a half-stifled scream and then another skull-face was looking straight down at her as her second tormentor leaned over to place her face before the captive's.
The skull's mouth opened in a joyous laugh and she saw the pink living tongue beneath even as her eyes adjusted to the light. She saw the thick dark and white greasepaint that covered the other woman's face, its positioning matching the patterns of bone and shadow shown by a skull. She also saw the long blonde hair spilling out from under the woman's hat and over the shoulders of her black jacket.
The respite was momentary but enough for the woman to take it in. The other woman, still poised at her pussy, was also blonde and wore the same startling make-up and the same outlandish outfit. A black skirt, black jacket and a laced black ruff over a white blouse with the ensemble topped off, literally, by a black top-hat.
Around her as she lay were four stands, each bearing a burning cigar, the slight plume of smoke rising up towards a high ceiling. Beyond that she saw tiny red glimmering lights and her instinct told her that they marked the position of cameras. Recording or even streaming her.
"Welcome Hazel," said the woman at her head, "we are the hand-maidens of Kali ordained to destroy the old and bring forth the new." Then her mouth descended once more onto Hazel's and the tongue this time unhesitatingly took possession of her. Hazel could smell the theatrical make-up as she, almost against her will, responded and returned the girl's kisses. At the same time she felt breath at her pussy, felt another mouth claim her there. Another questing tongue and skilled fingers finding and teasing her clit. The events of the evening had primed the fuse and now her body yearned to respond, to give these teasing women what they desired. She wanted to scream out but her head was held hard and another mouth was held tight onto hers. She felt her whole body quivering against its bonds, felt the pressure increasing more and more.
The girl was leaning over to kiss her, long blonde hair now falling around Hazel's face, forming a screen between her and the rest of the world. What did she care? She didn't need the rest of the world. Everything for her was at that moment encapsulated in those insistent tongues and teasing fingers, the stern immovability of the leather bonds on her arms and legs.
"I'm yours - I'm yours - I'm yours." The words burst forth from her mouth in ecstatic staccato as soon as her mouth was free.
The girl's skull-face was in a broad smile showing perfect white teeth as she shook her head. "No - not ours - we are all the servants of Kali." Then she pointed as a third figure approached.
This third woman was magnificent, athletic and dark-skinned with the tone, poise and power of a great cat. "Thank you Charli," she purred as the white girl moved aside and dropped down to again engulf Hazel's right breast with a hungry warm mouth. The Black woman wore no make-up and she brought her eyes to within an inch or two of Hazel's. Then she simply stared into Hazel's eyes for perhaps thirty seconds The woman's eyes were a wonderful shade of brown, almost amber, and they seemed immeasurably deep. Hazel wanted to dive into those eyes, to become lost in them and to explore all that they could tell her, all that they could teach her. She wanted to do that even though she somehow knew that to do so would mean never coming back to the surface, never being found again.
The woman's eyes crinkled a little at the edges and then, very deliberately, she blinked. Suddenly Hazel again felt the mouths at her breast and her pussy. Her eyes widened in surprise and her mouth opened to speak but without any words coming out.
Kali smiled, her tongue exploring the edges of sharp white teeth. "Your Levy owed us a little something. You see my girl there pleasing your pussy as only a woman can. Well that is Lex and your Levy is her baby-daddy courtesy of another of my little shows on this very stage here." Long brown fingers ran over her exposed white belly causing Hazel to shiver involuntarily. "Has he bred you yet?"
Hazel could only shake her head. She had again found herself captured by those incredible eyes, eyes like none she had ever seen except...
Kali's smile broadened. "In time, in time... Levy can be a bore but he understands what a white girl needs doesn't he Lex."
"Oh yes goddess," said the girl momentarily pausing from her expert attentions to Hazel's pussy.
Hazel could still only stare into the deep amber eyes of Kali. Only able to break the bond when the other chose to allow it by moving or blinking. All the time the sensations continued through her body, sending building waves of emotion and sensation rushing through her.
"Bring her to the gates my hand-maidens - let her know the joys of surrender." Kali stepped back and Charli was once more busy teasing and exploiting every sensitive part of Hazel. Lex reached down for a device, large and white. Hazel tried to jump at its first contact with her pussy, the powerful vibration hitting home deep into her soul and being. She knew that it was a Hitachi. She had used one before but never like this. Never bound down and totally at the mercy of its wielder. She was helpless as the sensations grew and pulsed throughout her body. Blood rusehd through her, super-charged with the hormones her brain now craved. Each pump of her heart sending more and more of the enriched blood to explode in her consciousness She knew the chemistry, the biology of it, but for the moment she was lost in the experience, the power of her body's pleasure.
"With pleasure you return pleasure." Kali was wearing a long flowing thin yellow dress. Now she stepped over to straddle Hazel's face. The dress was flipped up and Hazel knew the woman was naked beneath it. Kali's brown shaved pussy sank onto Hazel's mouth, her flat muscled belly pressed onto the bound girl's nose. Hazel strove to push her head up, to allow her mouth better access to the sweet-tasting Black pussy. She knew her place and she knew her role. It was her honour to bring pleasure to Kali, to pay tribute to her Black goddess.
Strong fingers held her head in place but her bound situation meant that she could not have moved if she had wanted to. Her sexual desire powered her as she strove to lick and please the pussy covering her mouth but she soon realised her plight. Kali's flesh covered her mouth and nose, Kali's hands meant she could not move her head. Hazel tried to breath but found no access to oxygen. Pleasure and a little pain were joined by panic - a rich and heady cocktail. Her pale body strained against unmoving bonds and she knew she should scream. However, she didn't. She kept riding the waves of sexual pleasure that mounted and mounted and mounted. She began to lose it and could no longer lick and tease the pussy above her. Her whole body shuddered, her legs shaking in their bonds.
Kali had been waiting for the moment and stood aside in one fluid motion. Hazel coughed and gasped, the raw oxygen surging into her starving lungs. She looked around her, her eyes staring wildly.
Kali signalled and Charli, her long blonde hair flowing, replaced Lex at Hazel's pussy. Her long white fingers pushed into Hazel's sex and then explored with obvious experience and skill. Now Hazel howled and screamed her release, felt the cresting surge of sexual pleasure. It peaked only for Charli to push on, denying her rest or respite. The peak grew again and again and again. Hazel screamed and cried, her eyes staring, tears coursing down her reddened cheeks. Still Charli pushed on, only increasing her teasing and play, her hand now disappearing into Hazel, long skilled fingers teasing and exploiting.
Hazel howled out her release again, her head whipping from side to side on the padded bench. Her teeth biting her lower lip Charli moved her hand clear and grinned as Hazel's cunt sprayed out great jets of liquid.
Hazel was gasping for breath. Struggling to regain her composure. She looked down in horror at the great pool of liquid under her.
"Quite a mess," observed Kali. "Iyawa told me you are prone to squirting. She said you didn't want to but like a little bitch on heat you just can't help yourself. It seems she was right - but you had to understand. To come to the gates and join us. To make your offering." Kali was close again now, her eyes huge in Hazel's restricted vision. "You understand - we give and we receive. The same spirit - the same ecstasy. Gifts from the same source."
Hazel didn't understand. She was tired, exhausted. Only able to climb off the bench when released from her bonds and follow the two white girls to their shower and then their bed.
***
Dee was on edge - she thought that she probably wouldn't have come here if Mr Taylor himself hadn't requested it. Shaka had wanted to come but Mr Taylor had decided that, given the company, that was undiplomatic.
She observed the man with Mr Taylor closely. She had heard a lot about him and suspected she might have known who he was even without that long knife scar on his cheek. All in all she wasn't overly impressed. He had a certain something, a swagger of confidence about him - that was undeniably attractive. She enjoyed a muscular dark-skinned man who knew what he wanted. She didn't doubt this Levy was another like Cassius. A really good fuck but with too much potential baggage. Shaka had told her, shit just about EVERYONE had told her. Shaka was really the reason she wasn't so impressed by Levy. As far as Dee was concerned Shaka had everything Levy had and a lot more.
So Dee wasn't impressed by Levy but these things aren't one-sided. There were three women in the room with them but Levy's attention had been all on her.
"The arrangements for your girls are satisfactory?" Mr Taylor spoke in his usual avuncular tone.
"Perfect as always. You know how I admire your deal over here." Levy's eyes subtly moved back from Taylor to Dee who was sat next to the leader of the Foundation.
"We have a lot to be thankful for. Given a few years you can be where we are. I keep telling you that. But that means some things..." Taylor gestured dismissively with his hand.
"It's different over there."
"In some ways harder no doubt - in others a lot easier. Like I say we've made the arrangements for Danni and Vicki. You sure about Hazel? Sure I can't arrange the same for her."
Levy laughed - a sound like twigs cracking. "Yeah - I know. Bitch needs breeding bad but not just now. I got other plans for her. You know I got offered $25,000 from Lagos for her."
For once Taylor's avuncular expression became stern. He shook his head slowly. "Selling people into slavery doesn't go down too well around here." He paused and took a deep breath. "How often have I told you that if money is the thing then there's better ways..."
Levy interrupted him, anxious to set the record straight. "Hazel's a crazy little bitch - she'd be real ready and willing to go. But I was just putting the squeeze on her white-boy husband. He came through and with a little extra for legal expenses too." He laughed clearly hoping that Taylor would join him. Taylor did not.
"You see Levy, that's the sort of thing can lead to complications and it's so unnecessary. Half the husbands pay up happily, the other half can be left to twist in the wind. It's not as if over there you have to factor in that a fair share of them have automatic rifles at home."
"That been a problem?"
"Once or twice we've had one fancy themselves. It was dealt with - we take precautions."
Levy nodded. "Like I say, I admire how you have things organised over here."
"Talking of which - my girl Dee will be looking after Hazel tomorrow. The stream went over real well last night - a girl like her can make you a lot of money. Enough to make Lagos seem like chicken feed." Taylor had made his point.
"If you're interested - I might trade." Levy nodded at Dee.
Taylor smiled. He brought a finger up to touch one of Dee's big hoop ear-rings. "I don't blame you - but Shaka saw her first. You remember Shaka?"
Levy's mouth tightened a little. It was clear that he did.
"Besides," added Taylor, "Dee here is a particular favourite of mine too. Never known a better recruiter of fine young women to the cause. Not that I would object to you breeding her except..."



Mr Taylor smiled at Dee and signalled to her to stand. She did so and Taylor's dark hand rested on her just visible bulge "...except that Shaka got there first too." Taylor gestured to Dee that she could sit again. He looked at Levy's face and then laughed, a genuine open laugh with no taunting in it. He nodded his head at the two young women Kali had provided. "Care to choose."
Levy eyed them again. "I'm here two more nights."
Taylor was still smiling as he nodded. "Both it is - and a cut of the streaming revenue as per usual."
The two men bumped fists.
***
"Gather you ain't in the market for ink." Izeye's tone was disappointed. He carefully examined the tattoo of a QOS collar on Hazel's neck. "This ain't bad work. I'm guessing it was Darcus."
Hazel nodded.
Izeye's dark finger caressed the line of her neck. "Yeah - he's pretty good. But a canvas like this deserves the best." His eyes gleamed as he admired the woman's pale skin.
Dee smiled to herself. Izeye had no false modesty about his abilities. She herself could testify to his skills with a needle, with that Big Black Cock of his too.
"Next time you here we need to work together, you hear." Izeye moved round to trace his finger on her back. "I know just the design for here. If I outline it then Darcus can fill the work in back in London. How 'bout a collared white girl riding a big Black bull. Or maybe you on a leash showing a full pregnant belly. You think about that."
Dee knew that Hazel was thinking about it already. She could tell by the way Hazel was looking at Izeye. She knew the woman had been with Levy quite a while but even that perhaps hadn't prepared her for the Taylor Foundation. Here, that sort of strong confident man was the rule rather than the exception. Izeye, Antwan, Tyrone, Marcus, DeShawn, she could keep listing them for quite some time. A heady brew for a woman like Hazel. If she ever met Shaka or Cassius then who knew what would happen. Dee smiled to herself again. She had a pretty good idea just what would happen!
"My wife got your outfit. Good excuse for her to go down-town - she don't quite stock this stuff at her place."
Dee remembered that shop - almost a rite of passage for a new white girl in the lifestyle. Learning how to dress good and slutty for her new men. She guessed Levy had already taught Hazel about that. Tonight they were doing something a little different.
The stream donors had been generous. A Dolce & Gabbana leopard skin crop top that fitted tight and left her arms bare. A Hugo Boss micro mini skirt in leather with a chain belt that only emphasized its shortness. Completing the ensemble were Casadei over-the-knee boots in black stretch suede with five-inch heels.
"How's it feel girl - as good as it looks?" Izeye's wife Lisa was critically appraising Hazel.
"I don't know about the top but these boots are amazing." Hazel was admiring the way her legs looked in the full-length mirror.
"Oh shit," chuckled Izeye, "that fucking accent gonna draw some attention."
"Huh," said the other woman in the room. Roni had been around the hoods long enough to know there were more important things than accents. She'd known plenty of times when attracting a man was how she put food on the table for her and her daughters. Those days were over now but she knew what was required. "A pretty voice don't pay no bills in the Heights. Girl don't fill out that top too good but she got compensations. Lean forward girl."
Hazel leaned forward, the tight leather skirt moving up a little and stretching around the perfect rounded contour of her butt. Roni ran her light-brown hand over the black of the skirt, caressed that curve and then let a finger trace beneath and over the almost-exposed lips of Hazel's pussy. Hazel turned and found herself looking into the older woman's experienced eyes. Roni very deliberately ran her finger back over the entrance to Hazel's sex. Then she smiled.
"Yeah - you ready girl. Let's go have us some fun."
***
Dee knew the drill by now. She knew what their men liked. She knew why Hazel had been supplied with that outfit. It fitted in with the cut-glass accent. It all made her out of place where they were going. She also knew the way the Foundation liked it, the way that she and Hazel loved it. The contrast sold, the contrast made the night special. So she had an idea where they were going even before Roni had let it slip.
The Heights weren't named after any hills or natural contours. They were a series of high-rise developments put up in the early sixties to house people whose homes had been lost to the freeways then driving their way through 'less favored' neighborhoods. The last sixty years hadn't improved them much. They only had one advantage over anywhere else - they were cheap, or the nearest that came to cheap in the Capital. One day they'd be bulldozed for gentrification and everyone knew it. Not yet however and meanwhile why mend or improve something that was gonna be gone soon anyway. Only worth it for the people that lived there and who gave a damn about them?
Nobody did anything for the Heights or the people who lived there - except maybe for a couple of days before voting time. Anything that came to the folk there was prized and savoured because it was so damn rare. Well tonight some of the men there would be getting a special delivery - in Casadei boots and a Hugo Boss skirt. That crop top was the weak link - Roni was right that Hazel hadn't got what was needed to fill that out properly. It didn't matter - the top wouldn't be staying on long once they got there.
***
Two men and a boy were waiting for them at the foot of the tall building, by walls marked and re-marked with the local tags. One said something and the boy disappeared inside. Telling them that the entertainment had arrived.
"Roni," the man nodded to the African-American woman but then his eyes were on Hazel, appraising her and appreciating her. He nodded again and showed a hungry wolfish smile. "I don't know this one - she from round here."
"I'm Hazel - I'm from England." Her voice betrayed no nerves or anxiety Her eyes were drinking in his masculinity, his raw power. This man was another alpha dog.
His smile was still there, "Long way from home. Here looking for what you can't get there?"
She nodded and paused before superfluously adding, "Yes."
He turned to his friend. "What you think Dre - can we supply all this little piece can handle?"
Dre laughed, a strangely harsh sound in the night. "Maybe more than she can handle - you gonna be able to take all we got for you bitch."
"Yes." She didn't hesitate this time. "I want it all."
"Elevator's out as usual. So we gotta use the stairs. Them boots is fine but not so practical so we'll give you a hand."
Dre and the alpha, who Dee knew was called Tyrik, moved each to one side of Hazel. Dark hands gently but firmly grasped her bare arms. Hazel gave a little gasp and looked up into the face of Tyrik. It was momentary and then they were moving. The men leading her in through the battered and graffiti-marked doors and up the first of the stairs.
Dee and Roni followed them, watching the white girl being taken up the stairs, dwarfed between the two big African-American men. No-one seeing them, seeing the way Hazel was dressed, could doubt what would happen when they got to the top of those stairs. The men had claimed their prize and now they wouldn't be denied. You didn't tease men like this, you didn't flaunt your sexuality in front of them and then snatch it away. You didn't say one thing and do another. Hazel was going to get fucked and fucked hard and fucked long. These men were going to enjoy her, to exploit her beauty and her femininity for their sexual satisfaction.
That was what would happen and everybody knew it. It had been certain since those dark fingers had taken hold of Hazel's pale arms. Since she had answered them. 'Yes - I want it all.' She would be getting just that - she was theirs for the night. Their plaything, their whore.
Dee knew all of that was going through Hazel's mind as they took the long succession of stairs. She knew the English girl well enough from their short time together that she was certain the scenario only excited Hazel. The fact that there was no way back now, the fact that having come this far she would have to go all the way. Not that she wanted to back out but the mere knowledge that she could not did something to women like Hazel. It super-charged their anticipation, their desire, their excitement. Which suited men like Tyrik and Dre just fine.
Did Hazel know? Did she suspect? Roni and Dee hadn't told her though they knew, had known since Jenny's call to say that everything was ready for them. They were near the top floor now - soon Hazel would know what awaited her.
They emerged from the stairway to a corridor of closed doors save for the one at the end. That one was open and the noises of loud music and male voices were already sounding out. At the first step through the stairwell door Dee's nose detected the smell of weed. Roni chuckled, "Yeah white girl we throwing you a party!"
Dee watched but Hazel's steps didn't falter. She hadn't imagined that they would but Mr Taylor was careful about such things. If Hazel had backed out then it would have been for her and Jenny to step in. As it was they could join Roni in fluffing and pleasing the men as they waited their turn. Given the jumble of voices from that room some of them could be waiting a while.
Men started to emerge before they reached the door. Hazel's arrival had been anticipated. Six men came out to frame the door, more remained inside. Dee felt her own heart start to beat a little faster. The men were ready and they liked what they were seeing.
Tyrik stopped and spoke to Hazel. "I know you tested clean bitch. You on the pill."
"Don't need to worry about that," drawled Roni before Hazel could answer. "She a good little cracka ho - she knows the rules."
"Figures," said Tyrik, his eyes locked on Hazel's, "the higher-class these ghost bitches look the more down and dirty they turn out to be. Just so's you know we don't use no fucking rubbers round here."
"That's how we white girls like it," said Dee..
Tyrik's eyes flashed across to her and then down to Dee's small baby-bulge. He chucked, "I can see that. Taylor's bitches is always well-trained."
He nodded to Dre and the two men released Hazel's arms. The young English woman knew what would be expected of her in that room. She saw the many eyes on her, waiting to see what she would do. She didn't hesitate and moved forward. The men were closing in on her even before she was properly into the room, yells and shouts of pleasure sounding out. Dee and Roni followed them in.
If the apartment was lived in then they had gone to work on preparing it. Dee doubted that. Much more likely that they kept these rooms for partying - or maybe just for events like this. Again she felt the slight pounding in her heart as she wondered how many women had taken that walk up the stairs. She sometimes thought that she knew all there was to know about the lifestyle around here but it kept surprising her. How many more paces like this were there, how many more men like Tyrik or Dre or the others gathered here.
It was really one large room with smaller ones to each side. To the right was a small bathroom, to the left a frankly wrecked kitchen. At each end of the larger room were battered old couches, cans of beer and bottles of liquor on the floor. The air in the room was thick with weed smoke, if the place had a smoke detector it sure as fuck wasn't working.
There were nine men there, eleven now that Tyrik and Dre had joined them. Crowded in and around Hazel. Moving her into the center of the room and onto the big old mattress thrown down on the floor. It was dirty and stained, this wasn't its first rodeo either. No-one was there for small talk or nibbles. Everyone was there to fuck.
She'd been right about that top. Almost as soon as she was on the mattress the men were holding Hazels arms over her head, lifting the leopard-skin material up and off, exposing her pale skin to their greedy mouths and grasping hands.
The men looked to all be from the Heights, maybe all from that building. All of them were African-American, almost all of them dark-skinned, ranging from their late twenties to their early fifties. The boy had disappeared, presumably to his mother's apartment somewhere around here. There was one older man, his grey moustache and beard prominent against his ebony-dark skin. He was relaxing, drinking a beer and watching the show with a few of the other men. The rest were on the mattress around Hazel, mostly already down to their shorts, forming a dark wall around her smaller pale shape. The English girl was already ready for them, her head thrown back and her mouth open as dark hands explored every inch of her exposed flesh. Her arms, her thighs, her breasts and under that tiny skirt her naked, exposed, pussy.
Hazel squealed as the men moved together to sweep her off her feet and lay her back onto the mattress. It was time for the party to start for real. Dre stepped out of his shorts, eight inches of hard Black cock standing out in front of him. The other men eased back. It was clear that everyone knew that Dre would take her first.
That surprised Dee. She'd assumed Tyrik would claim that right. Instead he was standing by with Jenny and now the latter made her move.
"C'mon now girls," she playfully scolded Dee and Roni in her strong Southern accent, "no time for standing by. We need to get these men ready so that little ho can get all the Big Black Cock she can take." Jenny was well into her fifties now, still with her long bleached-blonde hair and a metallic-blue skin-tight dress barely containing her blowsy curves. She'd been an original Taylor girl and had graduated to be one of his most valued lieutenants. When it came to the logistics of organising an event like this there were few better.
Jenny, Dee and Roni settled down into position as two or three men moved towards each. Dee soon found herself performing a familiar but welcome task. She eased down a pair of shorts to find a thickening Black cock, one that responded pleasingly to her touch, breath and mouth. She left a hand on it as she moved over to the next. A man stepping out of his last clothing and moving forward, his cock already hard against his rounded dark belly. That one hardly needed fluffing but Dee dropped her mouth to it nonetheless. She wanted to please these men. That was why she was there.
She felt a hand reach down to gently stroke her clothed belly. She already knew he would be hard too when she got to see his cock. She knew why too. Not just the sights and sounds and smells of this room. The fact that she, a woman like her, was carrying a Black mans baby, had been bred Black and had come back for more. That was a potent message, a potent symbol. It made Black cocks hard and it made white boys get out their credit cards. Frankly, she didn't care too much about the latter just so long as she was here to enjoy the former. A cock in each hand and now the third in her mouth. Three men ready and prepared, given that extra special Dee attention, ready to take their turn with Hazel on the mattress.
Tyrik was using his phone to film. He remembered when they'd had to heft big video cameras around. Distributing discs instead of supplying live and archived streaming to a select clientele. A generous clientele too. Back in the day he'd been chased for child support. That was no damn fun. Having white boys pay through the nose suited him a whole lot better - and they would pay and smile while they was doing it. Pay in dollars or pay in pussy.
He adjusted his angle. The room had fallen into its usual lay-out. Men on the sofas waiting their turn. A cluster of two or three round each of the fluffers. Then, at its centre, the mattress. He'd thought of changing it but this was all meant to be real and down and dirty. Made bringing a little tourist-turned-hoodrat like this English girl here have that touch of extra spice.
Tyrik knew his job. His lens had captured the moment Dre had welcomed Hazel to the Heights. The men had laid her down and Dre had stepped forward. Hazel had responded by moving her legs apart and bringing her knees up. Strong dark fingers had gripped her and held her there, hungry eyes had feasted on the exposed pink pussy, wet and ready. Dre had held his big cock to her entrance and then moved forward. Tyrik's friend wasn't small but Hazel took him easily. His cock pushing home further with each initial thrust until Dre had dropped his body down onto hers, onto her small breasts with their prominent hard nipples. Her legs and arms had come up round his back, holding him to her as he fucked her hard. This wasn't a romance. This was about a white girl getting what she'd crossed an ocean for. A lot of Black cock and a lot of Black seed. It was about Hazel there giving the Black man pleasure, giving the Black man everything. He'd seen plenty like her before. Women whose pleasure derived from the pleasure of himself and his friends. Which was real fine because none of the men here were leaving till they'd had a piece of that pretty little pink pussy.
Hazel was gasping as Dre pounded her, using her for his sexual gratification. He'd started hard and fast and that meant it couldn't last. But then Dre wasn't there to last, he was there to cum in a stuck-up white bitch's cunt. He did just that - heavy spurts of potent seed just as deep as he could plant them. Hazel moaned and tried to grip him harder but Dre moved free and left her. Tyrik captured the moment. Hazel lying back and already gasping for air. He knew Dre, like the others, would have been saving a few days worth for her but just now her pussy wasn't showing any seed. That would change. As if to prove it the next man moved from Roni to take his place between Hazel's legs. His Black cock moved easily into Hazel, lubricated by Dre's seed. He moved his weight forward and onto the white woman, her arms held him too. Just as tight as they had Dre. Well why not? She didn't know any of these men, didn't know their names, didn't know them from Adam. She just knew their desire for her, their potent sexual power over her. She just knew that they fucked hard and fast and just the way she was needing it tonight.
The second man swore viciously. "Motherfucka!" He gave a couple of last desperate thrusts as he came hard. "Fucking ho is too damn fine." He almost grumbled as he got off her. He'd wanted a little longer but he'd gone early. If he waited round he'd most probably get another turn. Levy said this one had stamina. You wouldn't think it to look at her - looked like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth - but didn't that just make everything all the better. Lots of skanky white bitches on offer nowadays but one like this, talking like she's out of some fucking BBC show, that was something special.
Again Tyrik knew what to film. He caught Hazel's little smile as a third man lined up and pushed his Black cock home into her. Little bitch was made for this, fucking wasted on Levy and his Brits that was for sure. Jerome would be a while. He'd been a Playa when Tyrik was just coming up, a big bull of a man. A regular at these occasions too - a flash of white pussy didn't have HIM creaming his shorts. He'd take Hazel through her paces for sure. Tyrik relaxed and set the phone on its stand for a minute or too. He went into the kitchen and found old Zeb leaning on the door-post.
He and Zeb were the only men there still fully-dressed. Zeb's eyes gleamed as he watched the main room. Tyrik knew there was an extra meaning to all this for a man like Zeb. They'd all took shit off the white man but Zeb had grown up in the forties, been a man before civil rights had even begun chipping away at the old ways in South Carolina. He'd been a man when just looking at a white girl was a real bad idea. Shit - walking on the same street, living in the same town, having the same zip code as a white woman was out of line so long as them old crackas had reasoned. His brother had been put in a coma over just such bullshit. That had sent Zeb up to the Capital and a life of hard factory work in return for a rat-hole in the Heights.



Tyrik caught Zeb's eye and gave a little nod. They both knew what the other was thinking. This was right, this as payback, this was reparations. Not on the white girls - fuck no! Those that came here were down for all they could get. It was payback on the white boys. Whether they was squealing about it or paying through the nose to jack off over it. Either way this was payback and it was real sweet for Tyrik so he could only imagine how good it was for a man like Zeb.
"What'cha reckon to her?" Tyrik asked.
"Good little show-pony ain't she. Light in the titties department but a nice round ass. You see that when she come in?"
"I see'd it," chucked Tyrik.
"Talks like a Duchess and fucks like a five-dollar whore. Glad I could make it tonight."
Tyrik collected some fresh bottles of water. He put a bottle within reach of Hazel and each of the fluffers. Servicing this many men was thirsty business.
Zeb spoke again. "I know Roni and Jenny, who's the other one. One with the ice and the..." He gestured to his belly.
"That's Dee - Shaka's main bitch."
They watched Dee as she pulled her mouth off a man's cock. She looked up at him and playfully wagged a finger. It was clear he'd been about to cum. The cum was meant for Hazel tonight - no matter how good the fluffer could bop.
"She got skills," mused Zeb. "Shame Shaka got there first - I ain't got so much I can waste it nowadays."
Tyrik gave a little laugh and then went out with the water. Zeb wasn't a pushy man - he'd wait his turn. By the time he got to her Hazel would be full of Black seed. So he wasn't likely to be responsible if she did turn up good and Black bred, just like nature intended. However, he'd claim his share of making sure another white girl went Black for good. Why not? Who knew? Either way the job would have got done. They'd all seen the rings on Hazel's finger. There was a white boy hubby out there and he'd be bitching for sure when a Black man's baby was sucking on his wife's little titties. Whining and bitching and knowing that he was never gonna measure up to a real man.
Tyrik had timed it like the pro he considered himself. The phone was back in his hand and perfectly positioned to capture the moment when Jerome growled and spat out the word, "Cummin!" His hips worked hard and deep, everyone at the moment knowing that load three was being planted deep, the seed eager to go to work find an egg, to knock up a high-maintenance white-bread English bitch.
The men were moving smoothly through the process now. Watching from the sofa, getting a BJ from one of the pre-eminent boppers in the Tri-State area, then onto the mattress, into the welcoming arms and pussy of Hazel. A few minutes savouring the glide and slide of wet, well-lubricated, white girl pussy and then climax. Adding another few spurts, another few billion potent African sperm. Then back to the sofa to get dressed or to just crack a beer and watch on.
Some men had gone after taking their turn but a few others had arrived, fresh from work or the bar or wherever. All locals, all men from the Heights. This was their thing, not for outsiders. They'd had white boy hubbies want to come along before. Like fuck! All they needed out of them was their wife. Stump up the bank-roll and they could jack off to the video at home - otherwise they could leave their girl at the door and fuck off.
The latest man had been out of shape, too many beers for too many years. He slumped onto Hazel's much smaller form, wheezing like he was winded. "Shit man you gonna crush her!" Two of his friends grabbed his arms and eased him off her. The room was laughing and the fat man was too. Shit - why not. He'd just dumped his potent nigga nut deep in some fine-ass white pussy. Any man should smile after that.
Tyrik had his phone ready. There was a reason that big fat man got at least his fair share of pussy. He had a big fat Black cock to match. That pretty tight little pussy was a mess now - well and truely Black fucked. The residue of many loads of cum was obvious, in it and around it.
Jace and AJ had just come in. Two big young men, gym-fit, they spent their time on the phone and on the move. Wheeling and dealing, hustling wherever a hustle was to be found. Things had just been easing down but those two took one look at Hazel and it was clear they weren't missing out on English pussy. It was just that it currently looked extra used.
Jace snapped, "Clean her up," sending the words in Dee's general direction. The woman paused - unsure what he meant.
There was the little brittle smoker's laugh of Roni. "Let me show you honey." She got Dee to lie down on the mattress. Then she had Hazel ease her tired body over and on top of Dee, her pussy on a level with the other woman's mouth.
"Now it'll come naturally babe," said Jenny. The older woman had AJ's hard Black cock between her big breasts. A generous Mother Nature and four children meant Jenny was handsomely, famously around these parts, provided for in the tit-fucking department.
"Fucking love them titties," said AJ, his eyes fixed on the sight of his hard Black cock surrounded by soft warm milky-white flesh
"You fucking better had," laughed Jenny. "All natural and plenty to go around."
Dee had her vision filled by the English girl's pussy, her nose filled with the smell of cum and pussy juice. Just as Jenny had said - what came next came real naturally. She flicked her tongue out to taste and clean the pink pussy lips. More cum emerged, dripping down onto Dee's face but she didn't care. She licked and licked and licked, aware of the sounds of approval from the watching men. Dee couldn't resist. She raised her fingers to open Hazel's pussy lips, to allow her tongue to push as deep as it could. She was rewarded again with the strong taste of their cum, the subtler tones of Hazel's own juices. She feasted and was almost forgetting why they were there when...
Strong fingers took a calm, but insistent, hold on her shoulder and then eased her head away from Hazel. As she looked up a strong coal-Black cock pushed up to and into the English girl's newly cleaned cunt. Two thrusts and he was all the way in. Dee felt Hazel's hands close tight on her legs. Meanwhile she moved up to lick and nuzzle the impressive ebony shaft as it moved powerfully in and out of Hazel. A heavy full pair of Black balls hung above Dee and now she flicked out her tongue to tease them, to taste him. He tasted good.
Hazel was gasping and panting now, her eyes wide and glassy. Dee didn't see it but she sensed it. Now she moved her hand to tease at Hazel, where Jace's big cock was pushing in and out of her. The combination was enough, on top of the excitement and long activity of the night. Hazel keened a high sound of desperate wanting and seeking. Her body shook, Dee having to tighten her grasp on the English girl's legs. Jace didn't hesitate - instead he stepped up his pressure, heavy rolling thrusts of his hips into Hazel. It was enough. The girl screamed out long and hard. Once, twice, three times. Jace gritted his teeth and hammered home a series of brutal remorseless thrusts before he grunted and shot heavy ropes of cum deep into her.
Jace pulled out and was almost immediately replaced by AJ. Dee knew her place - helping to tease and excite this second man just as she had Jace. Haze seemed almost in shock, taking the heavy thrusts, awaiting the next load of cum.
Jenny gestured to Jace. "Get on over here, let Momma clean you off." People didn't order Jace around but Jenny wasn't 'people.' They all knew her round here. Roni cackled again, then took a long serious hit on the joint a kind admirer had offered her.
It was immediately after AJ had cum that it happened. As AJ pulled out there was a little surge of cum out of Hazel's pussy and amongst it something else. It dropped down and gently landed on Dee's face before sliding off her cheek. For a moment she was shocked and didn't realise what it was. Then she did. She remembered the rules she had been taught and she realised that Hazel must have had Levy's say-so for that. He'd probably been planning on keeping her for himself but what do they say about 'the best laid plans.' Hazel was in the Heights now and the Heights had their own rules.
There had been a silence. Dee wasn't sure if it was inspired by that great rush of cum out of Hazel or whether everyone had seen what had followed.
"Move off there AJ. Turn the girl over."
The voice was quiet but clear. AJ looked back and saw old Zeb unbuttoning his shirt. AJ didn't take orders often either but he glanced behind Zeb and saw Tyrik, still filming. Tyrik nodded purposefully. AJ lay Hazel back down on the mattress and then stood aside.
Zeb was pulling down his pants now. He was fit for a man of his age but he was still just that, a man of his age. Hazel looked up at him and her eyes caught his, widened as they took in the old man's intense gaze. Zeb reached down and picked up the object - held it before Hazel's face. Now everyone could see it and knew it for what it was, a diaphragm. More than that, they knew what it meant. She'd been sent out with that for a reason. Jeb held up the birth-control for a second and then casually tossed it to one side. Another movement and he was stepping out of his shorts, his half-erect cock showing.
Hazel didn't move except to ease her knees apart, to once more open herself to a Black man. Zeb kneeled between her legs and put the end of his cock to her pussy. He paused and looked again into Hazel's eyes. No words were needed. Her pale hand came to meet him. Gently stroked his flesh until she was sure he was hard enough and then put him to her pussy.
"Fuck me," she said, her voice clear in the hushed room.
Zeb eased forward and his cock entered her. Not the biggest or the hardest of the night but this one was locked and loaded and with nothing between it and making the English girl Black-owned for sure. Zeb's intent gaze told her what would be happening. This old Black man was going to coat her eggs, to send her home with his little nigger baby in her. Her mouth opened and her lower lip quivered.
"Yes, Yes, fuck me - breed me, BREED ME!!"
The shouted last two words broke the silence into a thousand pieces. Roni whooped and Jenny laughed and then a wave of male voices flowed over everything. Cheering Zeb on, laughing at an old man trying to breed prime white pussy, taunting Hazel for getting herself knocked up in the ghetto. Dee wasn't even sure that Zeb and Hazel heard any of it. Their eyes were locked together, their souls joined in one quest, one aim.
Of course Hazel hadn't exactly removed her diaphragm correctly. There was a lot of African seed planted deep in her already that hadn't leaked out. Zeb's careful determined thrusts were pushing any available nut deeper but that didn't concern Zeb. He just knew that he was going to shoot his own seed just as deep as he could. If it didn't end up being Zeb's baby filling out that tight little white belly then it wouldn't be any of Zeb's doing.
His eyes had been placid brown pools before but now they were burning with intensity, with desire, with lust. He knew what he needed to do, he knew what he was put on earth to do. This was one white-bread bitch that wouldn't be hiding who she really was no more. If folks didn't like it then they'd best get used to it. Women like Hazel had worked out the truth and come to understand the price. It meant that they got to fulfil their purpose too.
Zeb was close now, real close, savouring the idea he was planting his baby in this little white slut, one just like the stuck-up bitches that had taunted him when he was young, just like the ones that had led his brother on and got him jumped all over. This one was earning her belly tonight, from now on this one would be the Black man's woman for sure and for keeps. He fucked on, close to his goal but still just short.
He looked into her face and saw her lips carefully framing words for him, words that he alone could hear through all the bedlam of noise.
"Knock me up - give me your baby - show everyone I'm - nigger-owned."
His teeth showed for a second as his lips parted. He gave one last thrust just as far into the little white bitch as he could and then he came. A solid spurt of seed deep into her, joining the thronging sperm inside her, joining in the mad search for her egg. Zeb carefully eased back and forward once more before he felt Hazel's hand back on his cock. Holding him there as she gently stroked. Making sure that she got all of his seed, every drop. Right where she wanted it, right where it needed to be.
Zeb's mouth opened, his chest rose and fell as he panted for air. Then he laughed, a laugh of pure joy and satisfaction. That frantic look in his eyes was gone now, they were back to their old placid selves. Zeb seemed almost embarrassed by the cheers and the fist bumps he was getting, he seemed not to believe where he was, what he had just done.
Tyrik handed his phone to Dre. Roni was rummaging with her bag and came up with a large Black dildo, modelled on one of the Big Black Cock porn stars that all these white sluts creamed themselves over. Jenny eased a cushion under Hazel's butt, lifting up her pussy and making sure all that seed stayed deep inside her. This wasn't just about fucking anymore. This was breeding and the Heights was gonna show London just how these things should be done.
The men were drinking and smoking and watching. Watching a white woman laid back on a mattress that was wet with cum and sweat. Hazel slowly pushed the big Black toy deep into her pussy, gently moving it. They all knew what was going on. That toy was sealing her, pushing all that potent seed where it needed to be. Making sure, as much as anyone could, that the little bitch got that nigger baby she was craving.
Everyone understood. She'd be playing with that toy for fifteen minutes. Long enough that no douche was going to save her, long enough for Zeb's nut to get the job done. If it didn't - well they could still help out. There were still nine men there that didn't have work or a wife forcing them to go home. They were all staying on for Round Two.
Dee didn't see Round Two.
As she'd watched Hazel she had felt a man behind her. Had felt his breath on her neck and then his big hands gently touch the slight swell of her belly. Had heard his words.
"Yo' friends can handle this. We got some private business to attend to. Shaka tells me you got a pussy not to be missed."
It was Tyrik of course and Dee immediately felt her body react to his presence. The events of the night had primed her. Fluffing was fine but fucking was so much better!
"You don't want some fertile pussy?" She remembered that Tyrik hadn't fucked Hazel. He'd been filming up to now.
Tyrik's voice was rich, deep, dark melted chocolate. "Damn girl, I've known what I wanted from minute one, since you stepped out of that ride."
Well that was alright by Dee. She let Tyrik lead her out of the apartment and over to his own. They had a busy night ahead of them.
***
Hazel's breeding party had gone on until the dawn was showing over the city. Dee had woken to a big warm masculine presence behind her, to a big hard Black cock pressed against her back. Tyrik seemed to have enjoyed himself - she darned sure knew that she had. Anytime this particular stud wanted a rematch then she would be pleased to agree.
She was grateful for the three hours of sleep. Poor Hazel hadn't got any. Even with Jenny and Roni lending a hand, or rather two pussies, satisfying the men of the Heights had taken a long time. Only when the last Black cock had hung limp, the last Black balls had been emptied of their seed, only then could they call it quits.
As they prepared to leave Jenny had come up to Dee.
"You know that was quite something. I'm glad - a real high-point to go out on."
Dee looked at her in surprise.
Jenny nodded. "I'm not becoming a nun but I think from now on I'll settle for one young Black stud at a time. Which is why Mr Taylor and I agreed I should have a word with you."
Dee was shocked, unable to react.
"Mr Taylor has been keeping an eye on you and he's very pleased. I've been looking for someone to take over for a few months and no-one else comes close to you. You have a talent for these things."
'These things'.
Those two words covered a lot of ground. Everyone in the lifestyle seemed to know Jenny, she was something of a legend. Her boots would not be easy ones to fill. The Foundaton and Mr Taylor relied on her, would rely on her successful replacement if their mission was to continue to thrive and to grow.
Dee smiled. She knew she would make Mr Taylor proud.
***
"Did you enjoy watching Izeye work?" Taylor lobbed the question across to his British guest.
Levy laughed, the sort of relaxed laugh he never felt comfortable to express back home. "Quite something, quite something..."
Levy had sat in on a stream featuring Izeye and the other two young women Levy had brought over with him this time. They were the usual sort he brought over here. Not ready to commit fully but wanting the excitement of a taste of the lifestyle. They'd certainly tasted it last night! He wondered if that taste would prove addictive, would bring them back wanting more. He'd seen it more than once. Meanwhile they'd played Izeye's game. The winner got to be the main star of the evening's entertainment and just maybe earn the bonus prize. Flying back home with the big tattoo artist's baby already growing in her belly.
The smile drifted from Levy's lips. While he'd enjoyed the show he realised that maybe he should have been looking after his more valuable asset. That deal hadn't gone down in nearly so satisfactory a way.
"I meant to talk about Hazel." He spoke cautiously but clearly.
"It wasn't intended - I know it was against your wishes. Your girl came to the crossroads and chose her way. It was always going to happen - if not last night then soon. You surely knew that the first time you saw her. Just as I did. Naturally I'll contribute half of the revenue..."
Levy waved his hand. He wasn't the sort of fool that said the money didn't matter. Money always mattered. But in this case it was a secondary concern. He hadn't planned the little bitch's first breeding to be this way. It might not fit with the main aim of the visit. He pursed his lips, thoughtful.
"Nothing's for sure," came the soothing tones of Taylor, "let old Mother Nature decide if it's her time. Just like she'll decide about Stacey this time and just like she decided before about Charli and Lex and Jess and how many others of my girls have you enjoyed on your visits?" His voice remained level and calm, his eyes looking down at the rum in his glass.
Levy nodded. He took the old man's point. Another idea flashed into his brain. "About that money - how much would it be?"
Taylor told him and Levy let loose a little involuntary whistle.
"Small change," said Taylor.
Levy laughed again, now in disbelief. Now he knew the old man was fronting him. He didn't take offense - he'd always liked Taylor. But that money wasn't no small change! That gave him an idea.
"I'll swap that money for the teacher bitch, Shaka's ho. Dee. I'll swap it for her."
Taylor didn't respond. He picked up his glass and took a pull on the strong dark spirit. There was a whine from below the table. Taylor dropped a hand and instantly a wet muzzle was pushed against it, finding the treat hidden there. His dog gave an excited little bark. Taylor still said nothing.
Levy's brow furrowed. He didn't like it but he wanted that bitch of Shaka's in his stable. "Alright - how about you keep Hazel plus the money plus the money her husband gave me. She needs that for what I had planned anyway. That's a top price for any piece of white pussy, however fine."



Taylor's hand stroked the greying muzzle of his old dog. He looked down at him for a second and then back up at Levy. "I told you before my friend - I don't take to that notion and you shouldn't either. I don't buy or sell women any more than I'd buy or sell old Porter here. We each have our style but some of your methods, and especially those of your Nigerian friends, could bring you a lot of grief. You see what we have going here - you must know that you can have something similar over there. On your own or in partnership with us."
Levy listened. Taylor had hinted at it before - now he was being more clear.
Taylor continued. "My girls are my girls because they want to be. The door's always open for any that wants to leave, that decides this lifestyle isn't for them. If they are with me then it's because they want to be. No one gets bought and sold, no one is enslaved, a woman is owned only so long as she wants to be. It's their choice."
Levy shook his head. "That might be so over here - at home it's different. Try that with the Eastern Europeans that I need to make up the numbers."
Taylor nodded meaningfully. "You seeing it Levy? We don't need any of that BS. White women over here are figuring all we have to offer for themselves, finding us by themselves, joining us to fulfil themselves. You've seen our methods - you can do the same."
Levy pondered and then shook his head. "Nah you don't know these stuck-up English bitches. You need a firm hand with them. Keep them and their white boys in their place."
Mr Taylor gave a little shrug of his shoulders. He'd seen Hazel and some of the others Levy had brought over. They didn't seem any different to him. Hazel could have been a great asset if he had found her first. But she was with Levy and that was that. But he wanted to show that there were no hard feelings.
"I've had a word with our friend. Dr Nikola has agreed to handle your business himself and he really is the best. I've covered the bill for you - a little gesture to say how much we enjoy your visits." He stood and shook hands with Levy.
When Levy had gone the door re-opened and Antwan joined Mr Taylor.
"Tell you one thing - I don't fucking enjoy his visits," said Antwan,
"A lot of the girls do and that's what really matters."
"Yeah," growled Antwan, his usually smooth exterior distinctly ruffled, "but I still hate that son of a bitch and if Shaka ever hears what he was saying..."
"Best those two are kept apart. Heard from Izeye?"
"Yeah - one of them is coming back for sure, the other one is thinking on it. She's got family. Shame about the third one - Jenny and Dre said she's quite a performer. Wasted being with that piece of shit."
Taylor tickled his dog under the muzzle. "The world's not a safe or fair place and that's just how it is. She's picked her road and I doubt she'd break with Levy now even if we asked her. Can't save them all - especially when they don't want to be saved."
Antwan nodded. He knew Mr Taylor was speaking about Hazel and also about Levy. He'd been around the old man long enough to know that he was very rarely wrong.
***
I'd almost got used to being there on my own. Except that every time I went into a room I seemed to sense her there, to miss her. I'd heard nothing from her or that cunt Levy since he'd taken her away. I'd begun to doubt whether I'd ever hear anything again.
Yet here she was, back with me suddenly after four months. Four pretty meaningful months. Skipping the country hadn't gone down well with her employers and a written warning had been followed last week by a summary dismissal. You couldn't blame them. They'd had to pay supply teachers and they had no idea when or if Hazel would return and when or if she'd fuck off without any notice again.
They'd finally had enough and cut her loose. The same as I should. I wasn't a complete fucking idiot. I knew that much! But I also knew I'd give everything just to see her again, to hear her voice again.
And here she was. As beautiful as ever, but not the same as ever. When I got home and she was there to greet me I noticed immediately. It wasn't just the obvious - it was also something else about her. She wasn't the same person as the one I had known. Maybe she hadn't been for a while but I was sure I'd have noticed. Like something had happened on that trip to the States. Again - apart from the obvious.
"You did it," I said and my defeated tone seemed obvious even to me. "I never thought you would. I always loved you how you were."
She took hold of my wrists. I let myself be guided to a seat - it always was so easy for her. She stood in front of me and dropped her face to mine. She filled my vision, my senses. She kissed me, gently and tenderly. It had been a long time since she had kissed me like that.
She turned and eased her lovely peach of a butt back against me, gently rubbed herself on my crotch. Of course she'd acquired some professional skills but I wasn't thinking about that. I was only thinking about how sexy she was and how hard my prick was. Straining against my underpants.
"It's a shame you don't fancy me any more." She turned and then dropped a hand gently onto my bulge. "It's a shame you don't want to see. Or do you." She touched my lips with her finger. "You only have to say if you do."
I felt a pulse going in my head, felt the blood rushing through my veins and arteries. I'd always loved her for herself but I did want to see. "Please.." I said.
"Please what?" She was making me say it. Perhaps just to refuse me but I didn't care now. Not with her so close to me.
"Please let me see."
"You want to see what my man needed your money for?" Her eyes were wide and locked onto mine. Savouring my realisation that nothing was going back to how it was, not ever.
I couldn't help myself. I nodded.
She moved in front of me, taking off her jacket and unfastening her skirt. Her shirt was over-sized for her, but even it hadn't hidden the changes, well one of them at least. I could see her breasts, see just how much bigger they were.
"What..."
"Triple D - the biggest I could get just for now. Makes quite a difference, eh. Do you approve?" Her teasing hand found the bulge in my pants again. "Well it seems that you do after all!" She spun again and now her fingers were unbuttoning her shirt.
Whoever had done the work was a master of his craft. If you didn't know Hazel before then you might have passed them for natural. For me though they looked so fake and while she might be dancing for me now I knew she hadn't had them done for me. They were for men she'd already danced for, the many more men she'd dance for in the future, the men she wouldn't just dance with.
She held up a big breast to me, her nipple at my mouth. I couldn't resist. They weren't 'my Hazel' but damn did they look good. I sucked on her and rolled my tongue around her nipple.
"Have you noticed?" She asked.
I stopped and looked at her, surprised. Of course I'd fucking noticed!
Then she undid the last two buttons of her shirt and I knew what she had meant. Her perfect flat white belly was no longer perfectly flat. Now there was a curve, not yet big but absolutely unmistakeable.
"Is it his?" I croaked.
She shook her head. "I don't know who the baby-daddy is but I know three things. He isn't Levy, he's American and he's Black.
I suppose a husband should have exploded with rage - but I just felt relief that it wasn't that evil bastard Levy's. She let me enjoy that feeling for maybe five seconds.
"Levy's agreed to give me my next and likely the one after that. I sort of let him down, I got over-excited. Besides I think I need to have his baby growing inside me and then suckling on these." She held her newly enlarged breasts again. "But tonight if you want..."
Now her fingers were at my belt. I did want and she didn't need me to say it. My pink prick was already making that obvious.
She led me to the bedroom.
***
It had to have been Levy's idea. He showed her off to me, let me have one last taste of her sweetness, and then...
The following day Hazel had seemed on edge. She no longer had teaching work to go to, didn't seem to be dancing. But I knew something was going to happen.
At four that afternoon I heard the music. Heard it - shit the windows and almost the front wall of the house were vibrating to it! No guesses needed as to who it was. Hazel reacted like one of Pavlov's dogs. She'd gone to fetch her bag almost before I had realised.
At that moment I think something broke in me. Something told me that this was the last chance. I stood in front of the door and tried to frame the words. I remembered something I'd read somewhere and the words sort of seemed to pour out of me.
"Hazel - don't walk out that door, Please think about it. You must know that if you walk out of here then this will be the last moment of your life that someone genuinely loves you. I won't be here if you try to come back. You won't be the free-spirited wild slut that I used to love. You'll just be his property, someone who has lost herself piece by piece, a caricature of who you used to be. You'll be just a mindless bimbo with beach balls for tits, ugly tattoos all over your beautiful body and a pimp pushing you to do more and dangerous things to get that sexual rush. Look at yourself. Look how far you've already gone - think about the drugs, the needle and the scalpel. Then think about the future. Shooting up in some rat-hole, turning tricks in the ghetto, getting sold to that disgusting fat Nigerian pimp. That life uses women up fast and it'll use you up fast and I love you too much to want to see it. If you go now then that's it. I'll sell this fucking house and go fuck knows where. You won't see me again and he won't find me. I'll be gone and gone for ever." I reached out for her. "Please, please, think about it."
She didn't respond. She just looked at me. It was that look that killed something inside me. She had no idea what I was talking about. No comprehension of what I was trying to tell her. In truth it was my fault. If I'd been a man back in the day then this wouldn't have happened. Levy might have cut my heart out but even that would have been better than this. It was over and it was my fault.
I stood aside.
Hazel took one last look at me and then she was gone.
***
I don't know if she or Levy ever tried to get in touch with me again. I junked the phone and sold the house. Took a big bath on it but I didn't care. It was time to start afresh.
It wasn't the last contact I had with them. Just yesterday, three years after the last events I have described, I ran into them again.
I knew Levy's circumstances had changed. Just once I had taken a drive into his city and past the club where I and Hazel had first met him. I don't know why. I have no idea what I was thinking, what I hoped to achieve. In any case the place was a wreck, a burned-out shell of a building where his HQ had once been.
I wondered if his dealings had blown up in his face. If some enemy had finally caught up with him, maybe the Nigerians or any of the other scum he had done 'deals' with. I wondered if he was alive. I wondered more if Hazel was alive. I thought about trying to research her on the internet, maybe hire someone who did that stuff professionally. However, I didn't. What would be the point?
So - yesterday. I'd known Toby for thirty years, since we'd been at school together. We'd drifted apart until, after Hazel, I'd met him again during a bit of consultancy work. He hadn't changed. Still the same old Toby. A good guy.
Yesterday was a significant birthday for him. He invited me along with some of his colleagues. I knew what he was trying to do. To get me 'back in the game', 'out of my 'rut', etc, etc. About the last thing I wanted but Toby was a good guy like I said and only trying to help. So I went along.
I hope I didn't cause the choice of venue. I don't think I did. I think it was another of Toby's friends who had been there before. Hell, a bunch of guys out on the town. Why not?
I sat on my part of the plush velvet bench and listened to the guys calling to the dancers, watched one or two go up and tuck currency into their belts. Safe to say there were plenty of places I'd rather be.
Then, suddenly, I knew I'd rather be anywhere else. I tried to bury myself behind Toby and Jake's backs as he passed. He didn't see me but I had seen him. Levy, immaculately turned out in a fine Italian suit, made to measure. I reckoned I could even name the tailor. I couldn't hear what he was saying to the man beside him. I didn't want to. I just wanted to get out of there.
"Fucking hell guys - you don't get many of them to the pound!" Jake pointed and a bunch of the guys laughed and hooted and hollered.
"Fuck I'd love to get my cock between those," said Olly, "maybe we should buy her for the birthday boy!"
"No chance," said someone else, "I've seen her here before. She's Black-only, just like her ink says."
"Fucking racist," grumbled Olly, "least she could do is give me a tit-fuck. After all my taxes will end up raising her kids." A lot of the guys laughed at that.
I didn't hear any more. I was too busy looking at the dancer.
She was bleached platinum-blonde, her hair coming half way down her back. There was dark under her eyes, she looked tired. Maybe that was just the lighting or her condition. Her small body was made of curves now. Some small - like her artificially filled-out lips. Some big - like the huge false tits that now bounced as she moved. There was no mistaking them for what they were now - as Fake as Fuck. It registered that Levy had once wanted her with 34K tits. Clearly Hazel had made a return trip to that Doctor in the States. He had finished the job, making sure that she fully met the wishes of her Black master. In more ways than one. She was at least seven months gone, her belly big and round and tight with a baby, her third or her fourth? Levy's? A customer's? Did even she know?
As I watched a man waved a couple of fifties at her. She looked at him and shook her head. Another man waved a tenner and she was straight over by him. Letting him tuck that note in her garter, letting his hands roam over her butt and titties, listening to him speak into her ear and then pointing back to the booths.
Do I need to tell you that the first guy was white and the second one was Black, almost as dark-skinned as her owner?
I couldn't help myself - even knowing that Levy could be watching a security camera somewhere. I had to talk to her. I moved forward. The guys thought I was headed for the john but I looped round to catch her as she carefully got off her stage, replaced by another white girl. Hardly a dancer, maybe a twerker, hardly a stripper since she started out as naked as the day she was born.
"Haze1!" I yelled, trying to be heard above the booming music.
I think she looked at me for a moment, but there was no recognition. Was it the lighting or was she on something. I'll never know. Either way she seemed to look straight through me and then took the few steps to the booths, to the Black man waiting for her.
"Cool your jets," drawled a voice. "Besides she ain't who you looking for. She Crystal and she only interested in the dark meat if you know what I'm saying. Good times for us as has got it." The man gave me a good-natured leer. Maybe he saw I wasn't impressed and misinterpreted my mood. He pointed at the new dancer. "That one, she pretty good, pretty new too. She'll take pity on a white boy. No offence meant!"
I should definitely have taken offence but he was full of booze and I suddenly knew I had to go. Fuck the party, fuck my coat even. I had my car-keys and I couldn't stay another second. I was out of there.
Except it wasn't that easy. A Black guy the size of a barn put his hand on my shoulder at the door. "Owner would like to see you."
That was fucking it! I didn't care any more. I was broken, wrecked and I just couldn't give a fuck.
"Well fuck him - I don't want to see HIM."
The guy was big enough to snap me like a twig but he seemed surprised by my words. Surprised enough for me to bring my arm up and shake his hand off my shoulder. I pulled back a fist to give the fucker one right between the eyes.
Strong arms wrapped around my shoulders from behind and held back my punch. Just as well because that guy would have killed me. But I wouldn't have cared except for that voice in my ear. A voice that turned my heated blood into ice-water.
"Why did you never come back to play? I see you've learned to fight back a little. That's good. I like that."
I turned my head and froze as I looked into those wonderful feline amber eyes. Iyawa! She looked just as she had the last time I had seen her. Strong, proud, indescribably beautiful.
"There's nothing for you here," she mock-seriously shook her head and a hand adorned with long scarlet finger-nails dropped something into my shirt pocket, "but I still have my little parties."
She let me go and I staggered out of the door. I had thought I was on the mend but the night's events had just broken me again, or reminded me of just how broken I was.
***
So I am sat here. It's a different house and a different table and a different phone - but its the same scenario. Is that deliberate and do I care any more?
I look around me and I think of the last few years. I've been alone - I can't make any new relationship, can't even try. That part of me has been shattered beyond repair. I can't be the person I was. I can't remain the person I am.
I know what has to be done. I really did love Hazel. We were so different but at the core we were so similar.
How many times in the last three years have I thought of those amber eyes, have I remembered that mocking voice in my ear. How many times? I know the price, a price no sane man would think of paying.
The card she gave me is in front of me. No name just a number written in her own hand. I know the price and I know what I need. I pick up my phone and I ring the number.
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Asma was pleased to be wearing her head-scarf. It was a filthy day as she walked to the bus stop. Then she saw the three young men gathered up ahead of her and ducked her head, hoping to avoid their attention.
"Fuck off home Paki. We don't need you fuckin' Muslim terrorists here." The three youths laughed raucously as Asma turned away.
Such big strong young men to intimidate one woman like that. But Asma's ears burned and she felt anger as she tried to hurry away from them. Not just anger at the youths - they were fools who knew no better - but also at the people of her own background who had deliberately stoked the fear and resentment between faiths.
"You old cunt - get that fucking shit-rag off your head. We should cut that fucking beard off you fucking shit-face."
Asma realised in that instant that the words weren't being aimed at her after all. She hurried on a few more steps and then risked a glance back.
The three men were there, tall white youths surrounding a much smaller stooped figure. With a shock Asma recognised Mr Hassan. He had to be nearly eighty and about half their size. They jostled him and laughed as he tried to get by them.
Finally they tired of it. "Fuck off you Paki cunt," one said and gave Mr Hassan a hard shove on his back. Their laughter followed him as he staggered and struggled to keep his balance.
Asma saw Mr Hassan's face. She saw the tears rolling down his cheeks, his shame at what had happened. He had always been a proud man, he was a leading member of the mosque, very well respected in the community. It had been an honour to be invited to his house - back before... Back when she and her husband had been welcome at such events.
Now Asma felt such compassion for the old man, felt the need to assuage his frustration and despair. His shame that three stupid thugs could treat him like that. She moved forward.
"Mr Hassan - I am so sorry..."
His eyes were little pools of fury. He looked up and saw her, those fierce dark eyes focusing on her.
"Go away, go away - haven't I been shamed enough. You think we don't know about you? About your thief of a husband - that apostate whore of a daughter - you think my grandson hasn't told me about that filthy son of yours. He should be stoned, you should all be driven out. You bring disgrace to our faith."
His virulence shocked Asma. She recoiled from his white-hot rage, barely registering all of his words. They had left the mosque because of the contempt of the congregation but she had never imagined that it was so bad. Mr Hassan's words were fuelled by his humiliation, she knew that, but they were not random.
She turned away and headed for her work, her mind churning over the events of those few minutes. She had thought that one day her husband's business affairs would be settled and that they could then return to the mosque. Now she knew that there was much more to this. It was not only her husband, or perhaps it was that those who felt cheated by Afsar now assigned the guilt down to his children as well. Her daughter Rubina left her hair uncovered and lived a western lifestyle, refusing an arranged marriage. That was enough to draw Mr Hassan's opprobrium but not enough to deserve it. Then - what about Ashraf? Her son was such a gentle soul. What could he ever have done...
She reached her work and tried to concentrate on it. It was hard. Dealing with the customers, answering questions and making suggestions. She could do such tasks easily.
"You alright girl - you ain't yourself today."
Deep velvet tones. She knew who it was before she turned. He hadn't spoken to her in the weeks since their last incident. She had seen him around but he had not spoken one word. It was as he had said - he would wait for her to make the first move.
Tony's face was sombre, concerned. He hadn't got his usual look of wry amusement on his handsome dark-skinned face. Her eyes met his for a second before she remembered herself and instead looked down at her counter. "I am alright Ton... er, Mr Turner."
He shook his head. "Oh no - it certainly ain't alright. But I understand..." He held up a hand and gestured to catch Ellie, her supervisor's attention. Only when the blonde woman was there did Tony speak again. "Now Ellie's here you can tell us what's wrong."
Asma's surprise was genuine. She thought that she had understood Tony Turner. The big Jamaican was a crude, rough, boisterous man - a womaniser who took other men's wives for his pleasure. She knew that those women were very willing partners but that did not alter the fact that such things were wrong. She knew that he wanted her, had made his interest in her clear. She knew that he wanted to take her as he took so many women. She knew that he was a threat, or perhaps a temptation..
This was a different Tony. His concern was genuine. He had understood that she felt uncomfortable talking to him alone, without Ellie there too. There was none of his flirtatiousness, none of the raw sexual power underneath the superficial charm. He wanted to help rather than to... do other things.
"Now," he repeated, "tell us what happened."
Asma looked at each of them and then the words came. "It was on the street - the things that were said - they were terrible, horrible."
Tony's eyes narrowed. "Let me guess - there were three of them? One taller than the others, the third one with a stud here." He touched just above his right eye-brow and then turned to Ellie. "Everton told me about them. Said they were targeting people by the bus-stop there. We were going to have a meeting tomorrow to decide how to deal with it. They hadn't come after one of ours then so I was minded to let the Police deal with it. Now I think it's going to have to be rather more personal."
Asma saw the set of his mouth and the glint in his eyes. She suspected Tony had been dealing with such things 'personally' since he'd been old enough to ball his fists. She also suspected that he would take great satisfaction in doing so again. However, she did not want that - those three were bad youths who cared about no law or decency. They would certainly have knives, perhaps worse nowadays.
She spoke her thoughts. "No - they were bad but they were not the reason for... They were not the problem for me and you cannot help with that, no-one can. I wouldn't want you to be hurt - or arrested."
Tony shook his head. "I know their sort. They target women, old men and half-grown children. They see Everton and me coming and they will run a mile. Or maybe they'll be stupid and think three against two are good odds." The familiar half-smile returned.
Asma realised with a shock that she had no doubt what would happen if the three youths were 'stupid.' They would pay for their over-confidence and they would pay dearly. She momentarily thrilled to the idea but then shook her head.
"Please - let the Police deal with them. They did not target me."
Tony's voice was clear. "Look at me Asma - tell me that what you are saying is true."
She raised her eyes, tried not to flinch before his penetrating gaze. "It is true - they were not the ones."
He seemed momentarily frustrated but finally nodded. "Shame - I could settle that problem for you real easy. But maybe I'll leave it to PC Staniforth. Couldn't find his own ass but he can handle this sort of crap. Meanwhile you got problems you should talk to Ellie here, remember that you got friends."
"That's right," said Ellie, "do you need some time to sort something out. We can cover for you."
"No," Asma said, "I will be alright. I want to work."
She did indeed work but she sometimes seemed to be on auto-pilot. She had so much swirling around in her brain. Mr Hassan, the youths... and Tony. She had seen another side of him, one that didn't fit with her perception of Black men. She had been taught all about them. They were big and tough, many of them were criminals and drug-dealers. They were dangerous for decent women. They wanted sex and, so the whispers went, they were very good at it. She had heard such stories since she had been at school in Hyderabad, when the only Blacks she knew were in books or movies or on the news. Black men, African men, were sexually voracious and very well-equipped.
She felt the warmth of blood pulsing through her veins and struggled to contain or ignore it. Such stories were nonsense. Black men were like any other. The people telling such tales knew nothing anyway. None of them had been with a Back man. No decent woman would...
Asma felt shame. She had met her daughter's new boyfriend. He was Black indeed, the son of West African parents. He had been polite and pleasant and her daughter cared enough for him to have risked introducing him to her. Tony was very different and certainly met some of the stereotypes she had been taught. He was big and tough, he was a womaniser, he had... She remembered what she had seen. The excitement of the women with Tony, Tony himself and his... The blood was surging through her body again. She felt warm. She took a few deep breaths and controlled herself. Tony had been different today. He had been ready to 'deal with' those thugs for her. What had he called her, 'one of ours.' It had felt good to hear that - especially after what Mr Hassan had said. Asma bit her bottom lip gently. It was dangerous for a woman to be possessed by Tony, she was glad that he had said 'ours' and not 'mine.' Being one of Tony's women would mean...
"Excuse me - my husband bought this for me and it is the wrong shade. Men never have any sense about such things do they? It's still sealed so can I exchange it for the one that I use?"
Asma realised with a momentary shock that the lady customer was talking to her and quickly snapped back into her professional mode. Dealing with the issue as she dealt with thousands of others. However, she still felt the heat of her previous thoughts, still knew the effect that they had on her. She still knew just what a threat Tony was to a good married wife. No - that was unfair. He did not threaten he tempted and that, she knew, could be even more dangerous.
***
It had taken a couple of weeks to get their schedules together but after the incident with Mr Hassan Asma had been very worried about Ashraf. She had phoned her son and he had seemed his usual cheerful self. His bright voice had reassured her, made her feel so much better. However, it was not the same as seeing him.
Her husband was working again and so she went alone to the concrete campus of the university. She looked around her at the young men and women going to and fro. It made her feel good. They were all making their lives as her Ashraf was. He had made her and Afsar proud with how well he was doing. He was top of his class and would surely get an excellent placement. Then he would be a success like his elder sister. Asma's heart swelled a little inside her. It was what every mother wanted, what every parent wanted. She could bear everything else if that was the price she had to pay.
"Ammi," he said with an open smile that did her heart good. She felt his arms come round her in a gentle hug. He was almost six-feet tall but Ashraf was lightly-built like his father and a gentle soul. His face had, all praise to the All-Merciful, taken the best features of his parents and combined them to fine effect. He had his mother's eyes - deep and brown, soulful and sensitive. He had his father's regular handsome features. To Asma her son looked more like a poet or musician than an engineer but her son had probably made the best financial choice and he was doing splendidly well at University.
She was so very pleased to find him looking so happy. She half suspected that he would break the news to her about his finally having found a girlfriend but she waited in vain for that one. For him, unlike his sister, arranged marriage might be a blessing! It was difficult to understand for Asma. He was a handsome young man with a good soul and a winning charm so why did he not have young women crowding around him. She knew that, as his mother, she was a little biased but not that much!
After they had spent a very lovely hour and a half having lunch and walking round the campus she decided to speak about Mr Hassan. Not directly, she did not wish to alarm Ashraf, but she needed to put her mind at rest before she returned home. Mr Hassan had mentioned his grandson.
"Do you see anything of Faheem?" She tried to sound as casual as possible.
It was momentary but she was his mother and she noticed it. The slight flicker of strain and upset across her son's face.
"No, no, I don't see anything of Faheem. We run with different crowds and I don't think his family want much to do with us anyway. Even if they did I don't forgive them for the way they have treated you."
"His grandfather is a proud stern man - Faheem isn't like him though." She was still fishing for scraps of information but her son's face took on a strong expression.
"He's just like him and in with the Imam here too. Just like at the mosque. We are supposed to be a community but they just look for ways to think themselves better than others. I don't need that and I won't have that."
Hs normally gentle eyes blazed with anger but not anger directed at her. She wondered what this was all about. She feared that she knew.
"Is it about us, your father and myself. Have we brought shame upon you." She felt like hanging her head.
Ashraf's hands came and folded around hers. "No - never. I'm proud and grateful of you both - never ever doubt that. Faheem and his sort don't need that - they have other axes to grind and if they hadn't they would just make some. With me..."
His words stopped sharp. She glanced up and saw his mouth was carefully shut. Whatever he had been going to say he did not want to now.
"But you are OK?" She felt bad for having raised the subject. She knew her son would tell her anything she needed to know, when he was ready. Had he perhaps got a non-Muslim girlfriend. That would explain a lot but then why would necessarily there be a problem. Could she not convert - would that not be the greatest of blessings? She felt that she should ask him but then thought better of it In time he would tell her.
"Of course - why would I care about Faheem and his lot. They are just there for the perks. We have our own Maulana - he teaches the real way of the All-Merciful."
Then her son changed the subject and she was happy to let him do so. For those minutes she had seen the frustration and annoyance in his face. Not against her for asking, rather against Faheem for... Well she didn't really know what. She had to be content that her son would tell her when he was ready. He seemed to be doing well enough without the approval of such as Faheem. To her the latter had always seemed an arrogant, self-opinionated, foolish young man who traded off his grand-father's status and his father's wealth.
***
"Did you see them again - did they harass you again." Her husband's voice rose in pitch as it always seemed to when he was excited or annoyed.
"No - Tony has dealt with them."
She answered instinctively, wanting him to know that all was now well. She remembered how happy and relieved she had been when Tony had told her. He had not made a big deal of it or boasted about it. Instead he had merely walked by her desk and said, "Those three shouldn't be a problem no more." Then he had winked and strolled back in the direction of his office.
She didn't ask what he meant or how he had done it. Part of her hoped that he had dished out some summary justice to the young thugs. Perhaps he and his policeman friend had sorted it out. She didn't need to know the details any more than she doubted for a moment that what he had said was true. Any more than she immediately relised that she had made a mistake in telling Afsar.
His face had seemed to crumple into a mask of abject misery. He sat in silence for a few moments and then spoke. "I am your husband. It should be I that acts as your protector. It should be I that puts food on the table and a roof over your head. I know that I have failed you. I know that you could do so much better. I just wish that I could be enough of a man to have dealt with this for you and not that... Tony."
She heard his misery in every word, his contempt for himself. She tried to make it better. "You do not understand. Ton... Mr Turner knows so many people and he is so unlike you, so big and..." she stopped too late and almost wished she could cut her own tongue out.
"I know," he said completing her sentance, "so big and strong and powerful. I had an early day last week and went to sit outside your store. I saw him. I could not know his name but I know that it could only have been him I know that he is everything that I am not, I know that he only proves how I have failed you."
She took her husband in her arms and kissed him She tried to persuade him that he was all that she could ever want or need, that he was her husband.
"But he desires you?"
"Yes."
"Also you find him attractive - do not lie."
She didn't want to lie - she wanted him to understand. "Yes - yes, he is very attractive. But he is not my husband and all I want is my husband." She kissed his forehead and tried to make all well for him. She cooked him his favourite meal and later when they went to bed she reached for him and asked him to make love to her.
It had never happened before. He was hardly a machine in such things but her husband had always been a perfectly adequate lover. At least she assumed that he was. But on this night, despite all of her coaxing, he refused to rise, remaining limp and useless in her hand.
"You deserve so much better. You deserve a strong man and not a weak failure like me," was all he would say and as she kissed him, trying to let him know that all would be well, she tasted the salt on his cheeks.
***
At work Tony continued to see his women. It was hard to keep count but it seemed that at any one time Tony had at least five women at his beck-and-call. They would visit him in his office or he would leave with them when his day's work was done. All were white and all wore wedding rings. She had heard his men joking about it - how Tony preferred married women because he didn't want to be 'tied down.' Such things disturbed Asma. It could not be right to behave so but she also knew that apparently each of the women's husbands were well aware of their activities. Once she had found that to be true to a startling degree. Purely through chance - as she had walked past the break area,
It had been the Scottish woman, Tash. She had come to the store one day and Asma had immediately seen the difference in her. Her own memories and instincts meant that she equally instantly knew the reason. It was still very early but she was undoubtedly expecting a child.
Tony had come out to meet her. "Damn but you look amazing - I'm thinking that it suits you."
Tash had made a disgusted face. "Not most mornings it doesn't. I'm hoping that wears off soon. At least I always feel OK by midday. But..." her face took on its naughty little smile, "you think I look good despite this."
"You look good always but you look especially good BECAUSE of this." His big hand gently cradled her belly. How does your husband feel about it - he think it's his?"
Tash giggled. "He knows better than that. Didn't he try for long enough when we first married? When I told him I was coming off the pill he understood. It just surprised him that it happened so soon. It didn't surprise me."
Tony's face broke into a delighted grin. "Oh yeah. Why's that?"
"Because you're a real man. You fuck so much better than him that it only stands to reason."
"You tell him that?"
"He knows that and if he forgets then this reminds him." She tapped her small pale hand onto the large Black one still gently holding her small baby-bump.



"How he feel about it. He gonna be trouble." Tony's voice seemed unconcerned - his Jamaican accent just a little more prominent in contrast to Tash's upper-class Edinburgh lilt.
"He knew I wanted a family. He couldn't provide it and he positively encouraged me when my friend talked about me going to see you. He should have understood that with a man like you then sooner or later... It just happened to be sooner. Anyway he understands his place in these things. He is excited to be the provider for me and our new family. Once I might have stopped all of this if he had told me, even if he had just asked me. Not now - we've gone far beyond that point and he knows it and accepts it."
Tony gave a pleased little laugh. "I know he said it but you can't never quite be sure till that test comes up positive. You giving him some pity-pussy?"
Tash solemnly shook her head. "Oh no - not in my condition." Then that impish little grin was back and her eyes sparkled with mischief. "I've got a couple of hours. Are you about done here?"
"Gimme five minutes - Everton can handle things round here no problem. You can have a seat in my office till we go."
The pair left and Asma shook her head. What sort of a man was this woman's husband. To so readily accept his position. To stand back and allow Tony, a Black man, to have sex with his wife and to make a baby with her? How could a man so accept, almost celebrate, his inferiority to another man. How could he almost hand her over to another man like that.
Then she remembered Afsar and his misery. Perhaps it was better that a man accepted such things than that he destroyed himself bemoaning it. She shook her head a little - trying to force such thoughts far from her consciousness.
***
"Say your required prayers and also beseech the All-Merciful for his mercy and wisdom. We are fortunate indeed to have his words from on high." Syed Abdul laid his gnarled old hand reverently on his leather-bound copy of the Quran. "His message of peace and justice. For every believer to read and for every believer to heed."
The old man's voice had held a hint of its vibrancy in his youth. The rejuvenating effects of his faith. It was invigorating but also very temporary since Syed was a very old man indeed. He gave a long exhalation of breath. "The All-Merciful cares for us and guides us. Does he not say, 'Do not go near adultery, It is truly a shameful deed and an evil way.' An evil that leads to other evils - deceit, betrayal, violence. A man tempts a married woman. A woman betrays her husband's trust. Adultery of the flesh but also adultery of the eye and adultery of the mind." His old lined face was stern for a moment as he looked at Asma.
She said nothing. She knew that she did not have to. Syed had known her since the first week that she had come to this country. He knew her better than anyone, certainly now he knew her better than her relations back in Hyderabad. Only her children were closer to her - and Afsar of course. Her guilt compounded on itself as she realised how late she had thought of her husband.
His gnarled hand reached out and touched hers with improbable gentleness, a paternal gesture. "My child is it not a mystery? These temptations and the make-up of our own souls. Did the All-Merciful make us like this so he could test us? Perhaps, perhaps, but I have never been able to believe that. The Quran is clear. There are the seven great unforgivable sins - but only seven. In His wisdom he knows that we make mistakes, that we can be weak. It is men that have tried to make it ten great sins or twenty or thirty or forty or one hundred! Are they not putting themselves on an equal with the Almighty and is that not, most certainly, one of the great sins?" He stooped and shook his head again.
"The All-Merciful gave us rules to keep us happy and safe. Adultery, in all forms, destroys the family. Creates bitterness and violence between husband and wife. The Quran, as ever, is just and wise in prohibiting it."
"But what if a husband..." She couldn't finish the sentance - it was shaming for any wife or husband.
"If he does not care?" Syed pursed his lips thoughtfully. "Some fools believe that a wife is the slave of her husband. Where there are children in the house that is one thing. If there are none, or no longer, then I would ask if that marriage still really exists. If a husband would betray his wife or give his wife away then they should first cancel the contract between them. You understand?"
She understood - but she also recoiled from such an idea. She loved Afsar after all. What would people think? It was impossible. She would have to be strong and retain her self-control.
***
"We can't fucking shift it Tony."
Everton's voice was annoyed, his frustration evident. He thought about aiming a vicious kick at the package but relented. A few broken toes wouldn't help the situation.
It was heavy but it was small and the fork-lift was O/C courtesy of Istvan running it into the wall. It hadn't been the Hungarian's fault - the gears had malfunctioned - but it was a right royal pain in the ass.
Four of them stood round the package and tried to lift it again. However, there really wasn't enough room. They couldn't get their strength under it.
"It's useless," said Everton.
"Something is," smiled Tony as he took off his jacket
"You haven't felt the fucking thing."
"Don't need to. It's been loaded and brought here on a truck. I need it over there and so its going over there."
Everton just shrugged. Istvan and Craig looked sceptical to the max. Jerzy, the biggest guy there, almost sniggered.
Tony sauntered to the back of the yard and brought out an old hand barrow. He wheeled it up to the package.
Everton had that look on his face. You know the one. 'Now why didn't I think of that?'
Tony wasn't done. He signalled the others to step back. Then he reached down and grasped the package and lifted it. He picked it up - the strain visible on his face. He stood for a few seconds, ensuring his balance and grip, then carefully placed it on the barrow. The old wood creaked ominously but it held. Tony gasped for air and then stood straight again. "Wheel it into place Istvan and take it careful OK."
"If something needs to happen then you get it done. You don't accept defeat - you can always find a way." He was speaking to Everton.
"And if it was a few pounds heavier so you couldn't lift it?"
"Then I'd have got you to help." Tony's smile was broad. "After that I'd have took off the packaging. After that I'd have seem what weight could be took off. But I wanted that fucker moved and so it was gonna get moved. Just a question of how. That's how I roll when I really want something."
Only for the second half of the sentance did Tony's gaze move off Everton. The others hadn't noticed that beautiful curvy Asian piece watching them but he had. He was looking straight at Asma as he finished his pronouncement. He saw her eyes widen a little, her tongue dart out to moisten her lips and then saw her look down just before she dashed away.
That was why he'd lifted that damned thing himself. Just occassionally you sent a message to the crew that you were the best man there. This time it hadn't just been a message to the crew. Tony allowed himself a little smile of satisfaction as he put his jacket back on. Just as well he hadn't pulled something because he had a hot new date after work. Belinda was a redhead, nice little body on her too. He found himself again thinking about Asma, about how her clothes just suggested at how fine she was. There was something to be said for that - but only up to a point. He was really going to enjoy it when he got to unwrap that particular little treat for himself. But that was for another day. Tonight he'd be giving all his attention to Belinda. Give them what they needed and make sure they couldn't wait to come back. That was Tony's philosophy and it had always served him and his ladies well.
***
Asma held her hand over her mouth. She didn't want to betray herself. Her fingers moved fast. The time for teasing herself had passed. She knew that her feeling, her desires, had been building in her for so long. She could not deny that or deny herself any longer. It had been a long time since she had explored her own sexual being. With marriage such things had seemed taboo, the known sin magnified. Why would you need to do such things when your husband was there? Why would you ever have sexual feelings about anyone but your husband?
'Do not approach unlawful sexual intercourse. Indeed, it is an immoral and evil way.'
She knew the words of the Holy writings but she also instinctively tried to shut them out of her consciousness. It was sinful but then what she was doing now was also sinful. Imagining Tony was there, imagining that he was taking her, his big Black cock pushing home into her. Each image in her mind accompanied and accentuated by the movements of her fingers. She knew how wrong it was. She knew this was adultery by the mind and adultery by the hand. She knew she was doing wrong and yet she could not resist.
She could not resist and she did not want to resist. It felt so good. She could almost feel the heat of his body, his presence as he made her another of his women. As good as it had ever been with Afsar - back when Afsar had been fitter and more interested in pleasing her. Perhaps even better than that? Perhaps - but how would she know how that would feel? The demand surged through her every fibre - she had to know and she knew how she could find out. One word, one gesture. Tony would not hesitate. It made her feel good and proud and beautiful that she KNEW that Tony would not hesitate. He would take her back into his office and he would FUCK her. Tomorrow, tomorrow, she would do it.
Asma's hand clamped harder over her mouth, stifling her moan of passion and desire. She felt the surging warmth of her sexual excitement peak and then begin to subside. Slowly she took her hand away and gasped in the cool air. It seemed to cool her over-heated self but perhaps that was just her imagination. She still savoured the feelings of her orgasm. She hadn't felt like that for... how long?
She instantly felt foolish. She was behaving like a teenager - like someone who knew nothing of the world. She was a mother of three children, a long-married wife. She was disgracing herself and for what? The image of Tony flashed into her brain, his confident smile on his face. She was recovering herself - she didn't want to think what she was thinking now.
'For him. For what he can show me and teach me about myself.'
Asma stood up quickly, felt a little dizziness at the sudden movement. Her equilibrium was gone, her safe predictable old life had gone. She had hoped to ease the pressure of her temptation but it had not worked. It had felt good and she knew that she wanted more. She knew that she would want more until she did what her body demanded of her.
One word, one gesture - that was all it would take. He was watching for it - confident that it would come.
Bt it was wrong - so wrong - and she knew it was wrong. She knew the holy words well enough.
'And women of purity are for men of purity and men of purity are for women of purity.'
How could she even imagine doing such a thing - betraying the 'ummah' in so blatant a way? Why could such betrayal feel so good, promise such fulfilment?
She wanted to drive all of these thoughts out of her mind. However, she knew that she was not strong enough. Such things were supposed to be the temptations of the deceiver but she knew, in her soul, that these were nothing external. They came from inside her, deep inside her, at the very core of her being. That was the thing that really frightened her the most.
***
Afsar looked at her. His eyes seemed hooded, trying to hide his feelings from her. However, she had seen the sadness there when he hadn't known that she was watching him. He went to work, he ate, he slept. His life had devolved into that and she felt so sorry for him. Whether it had been due to his own fault or not he seemed broken. How could she think of betraying him? It was a terrible thing and yet she knew that she would think of it again and that the guilt would only follow on behind, perhaps far behind.
But he was her husband! She moved across to him and gently stroked his hair. He looked at her and his expression just seemed piteous. She kissed him but he did not respond, did not return her affection.
"Please..." he said, "please..." Then he broke away and went into his study.
***
The blow fell a few days later. Ironically Asma had been shaken out of her erotic fantasies by her concern for her husband. He might not be an exciting man but, whatever mistakes he might have made, he was a fundamentally good man and she cared for him. She knew that he was suffering and she wanted to help him. However, he would not communicate with her. When she tried to raise the issue he would just retreat into that study of his. She had waited by the door and listened but she could hear nothing. No movement, no activity, not even any snoring. What did he do in there? Whatever it was it did not seem to help. When he finally emerged he seemed as miserable and as distant as when he had gone in.
So her mind had been on her husband as she went to work and he still dominated her thoughts as she returned. She had to visit the supermarket on the way back and it was there that it happened.
There was still a small kiosk near the entrance that sold the day's newspapers. Each had a large picture on the front page to draw potential readers' attention. Asma never bought a newspaper and walked by them but somehow it had registered. She walked on a couple of steps and then realised what she had just seen.
She took two steps back and then looked at the papers. There was a selection of pictures. A glamorous awards evening, a politician pointing his finger and giving a speech, the image of refugees on a boat under a stern headline warning about 'invasion.' None of them interested her. There was the same picture on two of the newspapers, the 'I' and the 'Guardian'. She had never read them but she knew that they were often denounced for their decadence and immorality at the mosque. These editions certainly would be. The headlines were different but complementary. 'Out and proud' and 'Pride in the sun.' Both above a picture of two young men kissing by one of the fountains of Trafalgar Square.
She had never approved of such things but that was not what shocked her. One of the young men held a small rainbow flag and both wore glitter making patterns on the brown skin of their faces. Those faces didn't only display the glitter but also shone with happiness, vitality and belonging. She could see instantly why the newspapers had used that picture - used that image to present their view of the world. Two handsome young men kissing in an accepting and joyous crowd.
She would have pursed her lips and walked on until now. She didn't like to think of such things. However, she stood and stared at the pictures. Even then, under the maelstrom of feelings and thoughts crashing round in her brain, she unconsciously noted that one of the young men was just that little bit more handsome than the other.
But then she would have said that. She was, after all, his mother.
***
The phone rang and rang and rang. She counted the number of rings until there came the inevitable click and then her son-in-law's voice announcing that she could leave a voicemail. She had done so the first few times - before she had understood.
Samreen, her daughter, had married into a very religious family. They had looked very askance at Asma and her family since the problems with her husband and the company finances. Now, after this, they had certainly demanded that Samreen cut herself off from her family. Perhaps they didn't have to demand it. Samreen, after all, did not have their views imposed on her. She shared them, perhaps held them more even more strongly. On marriage she had joined her new family and that would now be her only one. A family that did not wish to be associated with Asma's own, with its rumours of financial impropriety and now its proof of immorality.
Her whole upbringing and tradition told her that they were right. She certainly could understand their desire to protect their reputations and standing. However, it was hard. A mother could not have favourites and yet what mother did not? Ashraf had been her delight, her joy, her son. How could she cast him aside - how could she lose another of her children.
Perhaps not only one, perhaps also the third. She had rung her other daughter Rubina first. The response had been, in a way, typical of her - a very strong-willed and modern young woman
"I saw it and I couldn't believe he'd let that happen. Having himself photographed like that. What an idiot!"
Rubina's voice didn't sound shocked or outraged. It merely sounded frustrated and slightly annoyed. The tone she had always adopted when her beloved younger brother had done something slightly foolish.
"But... but... aren't you shocked. Your brother is a... is a...!" She couldn't bring herself to finish that sentance.
"He's an idiot and he's also gay. To be honest mum - no. I've kind of known about this for a year or two. You know Ashraf - he could never keep a secret from everybody. He was hardly going to tell Samreen was he."
'Or me,' thought Asma miserably. She vocalised her pain at the realisation. "Why did he not tell me - why did he not tell his mother! We can help him."
Rubina's voice was now calm and level. "He doesn't need help mum. He's happy being who he is. That's why he had to tell someone. Not out of misery but because he was full of joy about it. Why didn't he tell you first? Think about what your reaction would have been. He was going to tell you himself but he was waiting for the right moment. Now the little fool has got himself all over the front pages and the internet. Oh Ashraf..."
There was a noise on the end of the phone. It took Asma a moment to process the fact that her daughter was laughing. Not delighted laughter but rather the laughter of an elder sibling that her younger brother could have done something SO stupid.
"How can you laugh." Asma's voice was stern. "Think of how sinful this is - it breaks God's law."
"You think I don't know my Quran. You think I wasn't brought up well." Rubina's voice was also purged of all humour now. "You think I haven't thought about all this. I know another passage that certain people don't like to quote. 'People should not judge each other, that is for Allah.' How many people ignore or downright break that one? You think I don't get plenty of 'good Muslims' creaming themselves at the prospect of condemning me for anything or everything or just for breathing. Ashraf needs your support and not your condemnation. If he's seen that newspaper can you guess how he's feeling? Have you rung him?."
She had not. Asma was relieved that she had not. She still did not feel ready. "But what about Mr Hassan..."
Her daughter cut her off. "That old fraud! What about HIS precious sons. You know the one that is a banker - that spends his days arranging loans at rates of interest. Does the Koran say anything about that? Or what about the married one who is currently cheating on his wife with his PA. How about that? Or do sins only deserve condemnation when we aren't ourselves tempted to commit them?"
Asma had not expected this. She felt sand-bagged. She quickly ended the call and though they had spoken again since then there was now what had once seemed impossible, an unspoken wall between herself and Rubina.
***
It was hard. Hard indeed. She felt that she had lost one daughter and she felt unable to communicate with her son, unable even to trust herself to try. She was left only with Afsar and Rubina. The latter wanted her to rebuild a relationship with her son but Asma did not feel ready for that. The former, her husband, had taken this as just another of the seemingly unending series of blows that life had delivered to him. His response had been typical.



'I have let you down - I could not even produce a son who was a real man.'
Asma had hidden her anger at that as best as she could. Why did everything ALWAYS have to be about him? How could he think of his son like that? As she had been thinking about him...
She felt shame at herself. Had she failed as a mother? Was she failing as a mother now? Was not her husband supposed to be the rock around which the family was built? She desperately needed to talk to someone - but who? Her parents were dead, her brother distant in more than just geographical terms. Her husband's business failure had cut them off from his family. She loved and trusted her teacher, Syed Abdul, but how could she go to him with something like this?
Finally, of course, it became too much. She broke down and wept bitter hopeless tears at her counter in the store. Found that once she had begun she could not stop, sobbing out an expression of her misery in a stream of salt-laden tears. Her supervisor, Ellie, had always been a good friend and had come and taken her away. Back into the rest room where Asma had finally felt defeated enough to tell it all and not to care who heard.
Ellie was a good woman and she had listened and she had tried to help. But Ellie was not a Believer, she was not of the Ummah. How could she know how Asma felt?
"You trust this Syed?"
His deep voice shocked her. She had been so wrapped up in her own words that she hadn't noticed him come into the rest room. That was saying something - Tony Turner was a hard man to ignore, even harder to fail to notice.
Now she turned her red-rimmed eyes to him - looked at him fully as she had not dared to do for months now. "Yes, he is a good man."
Tony moved forward until his face was just a few inches from hers, his wonderfully deep brown eyes meeting her own.
"Then you go talk to him - you trust him with this. You can't carry it alone and your friends aren't going to let you. You understand that?"
***
As long as she had known him, which was many years, Syed Abdul had always had his little smile. He would listen to you as you spoke, nodding sometimes but always with that little smile on his lips. He had it now as she spoke and as she felt the tears threaten to come again. However, before they could, her spiritual adviser held up one old leathery hand.
"'Allah is infallible and has made us all different'. Who am I to say that he was wrong? Who am I to place myself on a par with the All-Merciful? Am I, heaven forbid, to judge him? That truely would be the worst of sins. You are a Hyderabadi like me - you know my tradition, our tradition. Perhaps you think that I gave up much for it?" Syed raised a bushy white eyebrow as he looked at her, that ever-present little smile still there.
She knew that Syed was a Sufi, like many Hyderabadis. He had been among the earliest of their faith here, established as an Imam over his small flock. Then their numbers had increased and the offer had come of funding, funding for full-time clergy and new buildings. However, the offer came with conditions - of course it did. The donors had their own orthodoxy, believed it to be the only orthodoxy. Any Imam would have to toe the line or be replaced.
Which was why there was a splendid mosque but Syed held his study groups and prayers out of this slightly-shabby house. His little flock a gathering of those who were either wary of the mosque's leaders or rejected by them.
"Are we not expressions of the All-Merciful, of His love and Being? Does he create us to damn ourselves? For we all sin - there are just gradations of our guilt, of our need for the mercy of divine providence. We must follow the Pillars of our Faith and we must avoid the Great Sins. This is Islam, submission to Him. He took warring tribes and chaos, blood feuds over women and robbery, the foolishness and violence bred of intoxication, he took all of these and with his blessed Prophet, peace be upon him, made a great people and a great empire."
Syed seemed to sit up a little straighter, his normally gentle eyes flashed fiercely for a second with pride. Then he smiled, seemingly mocking his own response to his words. "But we are just people, all requiring of His mercy. For centuries we added to His laws and refined them and broke them. Even the greatest among us. We interpreted His words and then denounced anyone for interpreting them. As many would certainly denounce me."
He shrugged. "The All-Merciful knows what is in our hearts, for He is also there. If we listen to His voice and understand His teachings then we try to keep our sins small and easily forgiven, sins that harm no-one, that cause no discord. It is why the betrayal of a spouse is so much worse than mere fornication." He looked at Asma meaningfully and then held out his hands in a gesture of helplessness. "You cannot keep all your family together. Perhaps you should help and support those that most are in need of help and support. The All-Merciful brings us back into His fold when we are ready and in His own way. That is my belief. I do not expect you to share it but it is what the years have taught me."
Syed let out a long breath and then seemed almost to shrink into himself. Asma could not help herself and she took his old gnarled hand in hers. She moved forward and pressed her forehead to his hand. He had shown her the way forward.
***
It was hardly the work of Providence but it was certainly remarkable. Why was it that Afsar chose that course of action? Why was it that her husband chose that very day? She had prepared their meal and they had eaten. He had been quiet, withdrawn, deep in consideration. Only after she had cleaned up had he coughed and cleared his throat and nervously come to his point. When she tried to interrupt him he had just forged on, forcing out his words, insisting on finishing his point.
"My wife I know that I have failed you - failed you in every way that a husband can. I know that I am an iron ball on a chain attached to you, dragging you and our family down. I know that I have forfeited any right to your love or respect. I know that our marriage is a prison and I know that my love for you means that I must release you. I must repudiate you. You may leave or I can go - it is for you to choose. I cannot again be a husband to you - enjoying what I have not earned."
He looked up at her and for the first time in many months she saw something other than defeat in his eyes. How long had he been considering this? How long had he feared to say it? She realised with a shock how liberating he had found his ability to finally do so. It was foolishness of course. Happily he would certainly reconsider in the four months prescribed for such matters.
She took his hand. "There is no need for either of us to go. I would not wish you to. I respect you and love you too much. You should think of all these things before you make any decision."
She saw gratitude and relief in his face, he after all had nowhere to go, but she also saw disbelief. His confidence in himself had been shattered by blow after blow and it could not so easily be repaired. He finally stirred and went into their bedroom. He emerged with some bedding and took it into his little study. The meaning was clear.
***
What could a woman do? Asma was a mature mother of three, no flighty teenager, but she was still a woman. What was she to do when her husband studiously ignored her attempts at affection, when he gently but firmly declined to be involved in any form of intimacy. When he refused to share their marital bed. She had thought that Afsar was overwrought and that he would come round. However, as the weeks passed it became clear that he was determined. That, when the four months were up, he would want their divorce to become final.
The realisation came to her and its implications. She went to work each day - she sometimes caught Tony watching her. He had never seen any reason to hide his interest in her. She knew that, whatever the foolishness of her husband, Tony was in no doubt of her desirability. He was waiting for her signal - confident that one day it would come. She told no-one about Afsar and gave Tony no indication of interest. She was a wife and would be loyal to her husband. But now there was that caveat that had crept into her mind. 'So long as he is my husband.'
Four months can seem an age or to fly by. Exactly four months after their talk Asma once again found herself at the table with Afsar.
"I release you," said Afsar with determination, "I repudiate you but I want to know that there is no ill-will. I do so for you and hope that you will free me too from my guilt and my failure."
She knew what he meant. She paused and reached into her purse. She withdrew a single pound coin and pushed it across to him. He almost snatched it up, his expression full of joy and relief. As if a great weight of responsibility had been lifted from him.
It was agreed. They were parents to their children and they lived in the same house but they were no longer man and wife. They would be friends but his responsibilities to her and his claims over her were at an end.
***
It felt so strange. After so many years. Her rings had really not weighed so much and yet she could feel their absence. On the way into work that Monday she had wondered if people would notice, especially if one person would notice.
Tony never crowded her - there had been an unspoken understanding between them. He wanted her but she was not available. To act on his desires, without his approval, would have broken his code. Not to think about the store's HR policies - which Tony generally didn't seem to!
Asma smiled to herself thinking about that. Tony was a rogue but a charming and a handsome rogue. The morning had been busy - many customers and hardly a chance to catch her breath. She had hardly realised that she had a moment's pause before he was there. He casually sat on the edge of her counter and reached out a hand. She let that hand reach hers and let Tony casually run one of his darker fingers over hers. Over one of her fingers in particular.
She felt the breath catch in her throat as she heard that deep silky voice. "Something missing?" He paused a perfectly judged moment. "This what I've been waiting for?"
She kept her voice calm and careful. "My husband and I are divorced. Did you think it meant something else?" She felt very brave as she raised her eyes to meet his.
"Does it?" There was a gleam in his eyes - the sign of a man who knew that he had won. It was now just for her to acknowledge it - what they had both known for long time.
He had called her bluff and she felt such joy at knowing it. "Yes," she said in a clear and firm voice. "We both know what it means."
"Damn girl but you made me wait - made me wait way longer than I ever have before. If you didn't work here we could go out the back but.." He smiled as he saw her eyes widen a little. He knew that the idea scared her but he also knew that if he asked her then she would go with him. he saw Asma's eyes dart around her, taking in their surroundings. Ellie was watching and a couple of the other girls too. Well some had been down this same path and others wished they had. They knew what this little conversation was about and this pretty little Muslim woman knew too. It was time.
"I'll pick you up at seven. OK?"
She nodded and then smiled.
***
Asma owned some more Western clothes and had had thought about wearing them for her date. However, she chose not to. She had a very fine Hyderabadi outfit bought for weddings but they were seldom ever invited to such occassions any more. It was perfect and she knew that Tony would very much appreciate it. As she prepared herself she giggled at the idea. It was so exciting, so rejuvenating. She carefully applied her make-up and her jewellery ensuring that she looked at her best, at her finest. In the mirror she was pleased by the result. Not a blushing young virginal bride but a desirable woman. She thrilled at the idea - only Tony had made her think of herself in that way in a long time. She owed him for that. She giggled again as she realised that he would certainly be collecting on that debt tonight. She didn't bother to contemplate whether this would be a one-off thing or the start of something more. That didn't seem to matter. What mattered was tonight.
She was ready with five minutes to spare and waited nervously. Afsar came and stood behind her so she could see him in the mirror. He looked at her, a combination of pride and sadness in his eyes. She saw his face and for the first time felt a twinge of guilt.
Perhaps her ex-husband saw it. He moved close to her. "You look amazing Asma, so very beautiful. Enjoy yourself tonight." With that he kissed her hair and then left the room. At that moment the door-bell rang.
***
She had feared that he would take her to a pub. She knew that was his normal meeting-place with his women. However, he instead took her to a small Indian restaurant. She thought that was brave of him but soon realised that he had judged it perfectly. He declined the suggestion of Cobra beer which made her feel more comfortable. The food, even to her practised palate, was excellent South Indian cuisine.
Tony had allowed her to order for them both. He had been appreciative of her choice and, what joy, throughout their meal he had seemed to be unable to take his eyes off her. She knew his were not the only eyes on her. They were an unusual couple. Tony was dressed well but very much in the Western style. She wore her colourful kurti tunic and tight churidar showing the curve of her legs. Vibrant colours that made her feel alive. She had opted for a modern dupatta, a light colourful silk scarf that covered her shoulders and her hair. This was not for haya, the modesty expected of a Muslim woman and demanded of a Muslim wife, this was for herself. She felt comfortable dressed so and she delighted that her suspicion about Tony was right. He valued her 'difference' from his other women, a 'specialness' made blatant by her dress. This evening was not just another evening with just another woman. This evening was special for him as well as for her.
She knew that. His eyes told her. The way they seemed to devour her quite as enthusiastically as he polished off their meal.
"It's been real good," he finally said. "You want to be taken home or to my place."
She appreciated the gesture. However, it was quite ridiculous. They both knew what they wanted from this. "Don't you dare take me home," she purred, letting her dark eyes flash at him.
He smiled a broad smile, took her hand and led her out of the restaurant. It was decided now. The drive to his home seemed interminable but perhaps took only ten minutes. Tony casually chatted but she didn't feel able to join in. She was nervous. It had been a long time and she feared that she would disappoint him.
His home was a flat in a well-maintained terraced house. It was small but neat and comfortable. She drank it all in, tried to notice everything. The pictures, the ornaments, the vibe - it all told her more about this man that had courted her for so long.
Finally he took her in his arms and he kissed her. Not with fierce overwhelming passion but with careful measured gentleness. She felt very small in his arms, arm that were so much stronger that her poor ex-husband's, and she appreciated his care
Tony pulled back while holding both of her hands. Again those knowing worldly dark eyes seemed to scrutinise every part of her. "Damn but you look fine in that kit. Suits you, sets off that beautiful skin of yours. Vibrant and lively and beautiful just like the woman you've been hiding from me for so long. I've been real enjoying looking at you in that outfit all evening but now I need to see you out of it."
Asma knew her heart was beating impossibly fast. She hesitated - unsure of what to do.
"My people like to dance and I know your people do too. Show me..." He moved to a chair and took a seat before leaning over to press a switch.
Music filed the room - vibrant and ecstatic. Asma smiled, again appreciating the gesture. He had found some music for her and it was indeed from Hyderabad. Marfa might not have been her choice but she remembered how as a young girl she had danced to it with her friends. This dance would be very different and for an audience of one.
She began to move her body and to make motions with her arms and fingers. She allowed the rhythmn of the percussion to enter her and to dictate her movements as she moved faster and with more fluidity. The blood pumped through her veins and she felt the exhilaration of it. Tony was smiling and tapping his hand on the arm of his seat. She paused to carefully take her dupatta from her head and her shoulders. She leaned down to place it at Tony's feet. Then it was back to the dance but now with her long hair freed to swirl around her as she accelerated her movements. She felt so alive and so free. The music settled one more and this time she eased down her colourful churidar to again place them at Tony's feet.
He grinned and reached out for her brown naked legs but she skipped just a little out of reach and wagged a playful finger at him. Soon the dance would end and then she knew that he would take control - just as she wanted him to. First she danced once more, making complex patterns with her dancing fingers and swaying her hips. Finally her hands found the bottom of her kurti and in one easy movement pulled it up and over her head.
Her kurti joined her other clothing at his feet. She had already kicked off her shoes as she began her dance. Now she was naked save for her bra and panties. She paused again and he stood. He beckoned with his finger and finally, after so long, she went to him. Their lips met and she tasted his mouth, felt the warmth of his skin. His tongue pressed against her lips and she allowed him admittance. Her own met his and they made a new more intimate dance of greeting.
His hands had not been idle. With a practised movement her bra was unhooked and she felt it fall to the ground. No fumbling around by Tony but then, as she knew, he had enjoyed a lot of practise in such things. Fingers pushed under the waist-band of her panties and explored. She knew what he would find and his pleasure proved her right.
"I knew that under all them clothes you had just what a man wants. Just the right curves in just the right places and a tight little cunt all warm and wet and needing to be fucked."
She knew his obscenity was judged and deliberate. He wasn't playing games and he wanted to be sure she wasn't too.
"It's yours now." Her voice was quiet but determined, her eyes locked on his and then their mouths met again in an urgent kiss.
The decision had been made, the die cast and the Rubicon crossed long before. When she had gone with him to the meal she had already broken the haya, the modesty, that she had always felt the responsibility of a good Muslim woman. The people at the mosque would already have felt her a loose woman, a slut, a whore.
Her heat raced, she felt the hot blood surging through her body, her tongue danced the dance of desire with this Black man. She had thought about going with him for so long, she had wanted to do so for almost as long. Now here, in his arms she felt freed, liberated. Was it a sin? Most certainly. Did she regret it? Certainly not. The time for hesitation and doubt was long gone. She was here, a beautiful and desirable woman, with a man who knew what such a woman needed. Who could give her what she so desired.
His skin was dark - dark as they often represented Iblis, the tempter. But he was no devil, no apparition. She felt the warmth and strength of his body, the hard muscles of his arms. He dropped his head and his mouth found her exposed right breast. She felt the gentle suction of his mouth and then gasped as that questing teasing tongue found her already hard nipple. It had been so long - so long since a man had wanted her like this and had been man enough to prove it.



"I fucking love these," he said with his dark hands cupping her coffee-covered breasts. The rough skin of his palms teasing her sensitive nipples, insisting on their standing proud and proving her desire for him. She gave the tribute willingly and joyously.
His hands cupped her buttocks now and she squealed as he lifted her, squealed until his mouth found hers again. She felt the strength in his broad chest and powerful arms, felt herself carried with ease. She knew where they were going and giggled her satisfaction as he lay her down on the bed. Then her eyes opened wide as he knelt before her and his mouth found her pussy.
This was new for her, something that her husband had never done. She giggled again at first and then her body began to respond. His strong tongue traced patterns on and in her, found her most sensitive place, introduced her to how a real man could make her feel.
'This is how it should be.' The thought flashed into her mind, a thought endowed with regret for years lost but also triumph at the realisation achieved. Her ex-husband had been a good man but simply had been clueless in how to please a woman. Tony was perhaps not 'good', though she was sure he had a good heart, but he knew, he KNEW.
She felt a great wash of warmth and passion surge through every part of her, felt her legs quiver as she tried to lock them round Tony's head to make sure he stayed right there, kept doing just that. His fingers had joined the delicious invasion now, gently playing on her clit as his lips and tongue explored and teased and prepared.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh," she moaned.
His fingers kept gently teasing her even as he paused to answer her. "Damn girl I ain't even got started yet."
She knew that was true. She knew it and the knowledge sent another wave of longing and desire through her, began to build again the passion only so recently released. He did not hesitate but again moved his head down. Stoked and fed the fires of her previously undiscovered lust. Her hands met in the short hair of his head holding him there though he showed no desire to leave. No such inclination until she had moaned and shuddered out another little climax.
"That was amazing," she gasped.
Then and only then did he stand. Methodically unbuttoning and removing his shirt. His shoes were next and then his belt. She was watching him intently and drinking in every exposed part of him. The deep dark skin colour, the broad chest, the muscles of his arms and thighs. So different to the slim form of her ex-husband.
There was another difference too. She had seen it from a distance but now it would be close up and very much in person. Tony eased around the bed and stood beside her. She knew that he wanted her to unfasten his trousers
She reached for the button and undid it and then found the fly-zipper. Only then did she momentarily pause. He had given her great pleasure with his mouth. Would he expect the same from her? She had no experience of that - it had been considered the behaviour of a lewd woman, a slut. The hesitation was barely noticeable, then she pulled down his zip and began to ease the material down his thighs. She would do this for him - she would be his slut.
"Not tonight," came that voice like melted dark-chocolate, "tonight is all about you." She knew in that moment that he had noticed her hesitation, had read her mind and had understood her. She knew then that this was truely meant to be. She was his tonight and perhaps for the future if he would have her.
His underpants bulged and she was vain enough to enjoy that evidence of his lust for her. He was a man who knew women. She brought her hands to the waist-band of is shorts and carefully pulled them down. There was an initial slight drag, a pressure of material against something and then the pressure was released. The shorts slid down and his hard Black cock was suddenly there, in front of her.
She found herself staring at that beautiful, perfectly-proportioned, Big Black Cock. Her eyes widened, her mouth slightly open, her hand stretching to touch it and then hesitating. She knew how she looked even before his quiet deep rumble of a laugh showed his enjoyment of the sight.
She had always assumed that her ex-husband was about average. Perhaps he was. His penis had only been a little shorter than Tony's cock. However, Afsar had been slim, as slight as his whole frame was. Tony's cock was thick and hard and powerful. Potent. She thought again of the white woman and her bulging belly, big with Tony's child. Her and how many others. That appearance of potency was no delusion.
"What you thinking about baby?"
She didn't bother to try to deceive him, what would be the point? "I was wondering how many children you had."
Now he laughed for real. "Got two living with my ex-wife. Since we split, in the last five years, I've had another six." He spoke simply, a mere statement of facts.
She wouldn't have believed him otherwise. However, now her fingers touched him and found they just failed to reach around him. He gently held her arm and put his hard cock next to it. The width of each was almost the same. She registered the fact as he then moved back to between her legs.
This time he took his big cock in his hand and gently tapped it on the hair above her pussy. She sensed once again that he was watching her. Checking for her reaction or merely enjoying it? She couldn't know because she couldn't take her eyes off his cock. At the length of his thick Black shaft as it lay against her brown belly.
"It's beautiful." The words escaped her lips without her even knowing it. However, Tony Turner heard them and smiled again. He eased his hips back a little and then put the thick head of his cock to Asma's pussy. He carefully and gently moved it over her lips, put a little pressure onto her clit as he moved back and forth twice and then three times before finally lining his shaft up and beginning to push.
He immediately felt her arms grasp his. Not trying to fend him off but rather hanging onto him, his strength and his size. This beautiful little Muslim bitch was tight - you'd never believe she had three children. She held him like a glove, perfection, made to be fucked by him. He'd make this real good for her and she'd be coming back whenever he asked. That was how he wanted it. He loved that coffee complexion of hers, those beautiful tits, that sweet round ass. A woman made to please and be pleasured. Which was good because that was just how it was going to be.
Asma worked to control her breathing. She felt Tony pushing gently, claiming a little more of her with each insistent stroke. She knew her body was adjusting to him, opening for him, allowing him to claim her as his. She wanted to please him, she wanted to show him that she wanted him too. She wanted to take him all, all of that beautiful Big Black Cock. She looked down between them as Tony pushed forward again. It already seemed huge in her but she had only taken perhaps three-quarters of that hard thick shaft. He eased back and she saw the shine of moisture on his dark cock. Her body was working to take him. She dropped her head back and gasped. Her open mouth was immediately engulfed by Tony's as his tongue again claimed her. She kissed him back but with none of the restraint of earlier. Now their mouths met with passion and yearning, desperate for every touch and every sensation.
She didn't know how long he had been fucking her, five minutes or maybe twice as long. She could have believed either. He had been careful with her, allowing her to adjust to him and big as he was she felt no discomfort. She only felt fullness, no rather she felt fulfilment. As he was fucking her he was now over her, their eyes locked together as each savoured the slowly, oh so slowly, building momentum of their love-making.
"Look down," he said.
She did so and saw his cock was almost all inside her now. As she watched the next gentle push brought his body against hers. Again his mouth dropped onto hers and again they shared the intimacy of a special moment. Asma knew already that there would be many more such moments. She could not imagine feeling like this and not wanting more, not needing more. A woman could not return to her old life after this. She could never be the same, never go back to being so... dull.
"You ready to be fucked?"
It struck her as an odd thing to say. What did he think they had been doing? However, she knew what he meant. He had been holding back, making sure she was ready for him. Now he wanted to take the brakes off, to fuck her hard and make her his for ever. She knew with a delighted certainty that there was nothing that she wanted more. She nodded.
"No tell me it - tell me just how you know I want you to."
She paused a second and then carefully spoke. "Please Tony, please fuck me."
The last word was hardly out of his mouth because his hips began to move, still slowly but faster than before. As the seconds passed the speed and intensity of his thrusts inexorably built. As his fucking built so did her response. Surges of warmth and passion surged through her body, seeming to build and crest. Each time he seemed to sense it and to ease off a little - allowing her to recover. But then he would fuck her again, more intensely this time and she would feel her body react more strongly. Building to a yet greater peak and seemingly certain to crash into climax only for him to ease off once more.
She knew that none of this was by accident. He had such power and such control over both his own body and hers. His strong arms held his body just up and off her so that she could look down their bodies to where they met. She knew he was still holding himself back, still not committing himself fully. Now she knew what he wanted her to say. She summoned up her strength and almost screamed it. "Fuck me Tony - fuck me hard and make me one of your women. Make this little Muslim cunt yours."
She heard his deep laugh of satisfaction and then the weight of his body moved down onto her and his big hard cock began giving her just what she needed. Fucking her hard and fast, proving that she could take him, proving that she was as good as any of his white women, as Ellie or Tash or any of them. Even as worthy of his seed as the lucky ones who had borne his children.
Her arms grasped his strong back and desperately clung to him as he powerfully fucked her. She had asked for it and she was getting it and just at that moment it was exactly what she needed. The sensations that had been building throughout her body returned with extra strength and power. They surged and rose and peaked and exploded in her brain. She shouted and howled out her climax, unashamed to express her passion and to give her new man his prize.
Tony's Big Black Cock powered home three more strong deep strokes and then his rhythmn broke and she knew he was cumming in her, filling her with his potent African seed. She panted for breath and then smiled just before his lips again found hers and they kissed. A kiss they maintained as he remained in her, carefully planting the last of his load deep in her fine-ass Muslim pussy.
Finally Tony pushed himself off and out of her. "That was real good," he said before moving a hand up to his brow to wipe the sweat from his brow, "now its time for a shower."
Asma still lay back on the bed. She felt the fatigue of exertion, the feelings of a woman who had been fucked properly by a man who knew just how to do it. 'Many women must have felt like this', she thought to herself, 'but for me it is the first time.' She exhaled a long slow breath and then realised that Tony was still there and was reaching out for her hand. Presumably he had a shower big enough for two.
The shower had been good, refreshing her. It was as she stepped out to towel herself that she found that it was not only true for her. She felt Tony move up close behind her, his cock hard again and standing up against her back. His big hand moved round to cup her pussy. She was again relieved that she had thought to trim the hair there.
"I read once about the Caliphs. Is it true that they had many wives and concubines?" He seemed to enjoy pronouncing that last word.
"Yes," she said.
"But those women, wives and concubines alike, were exclusive for him. That right too?"
"Of course," she said. Did not everyone know that?
He nodded. "Some brothas like to share. Me not so much. I'm like them Caliphs so if you're my woman then you are my woman and no-one else's. When I find a woman I like then I want all of them, you understand, I don't share with husbands or lovers or anyone. That sweet trim little pussy is just for me if you're with me. That understood." She nodded and his hand gently slapped her deliciously rounded rear-end. "Get back into bed girl because we ain't finished tonight.
Asma jumped a little as his hand met her butt but she only otherwise responded with a giggle and by dashing with exaggerated eagerness back into the bedroom.
He followed her at a more even pace, his Big Black Cock bobbing a little with each step as it stood up hard against his belly. He was a man who knew his business, a man who appreciated the finest things in life. Some men knew fine wines, some knew fast cars and some knew luxury goods. Well that was all well and good but Tony didn't care too much about any of those things. Tony's thing was women, appreciating them and being appreciated by them. He'd been anticipating tonight for a long time and it had not disappointed, not by the tiniest bit. There would be many nights together, much to teach and maybe some things to learn. Some little surprises, some refinement to his techniques with this beautiful Hyderabadi woman. Asma and he were going to be real good together. Now that she was his.
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Man About The House
He heard them long before he saw them. They were having the sort of stand-up, knock-down, drag-'em-out fight that normally was the preserve of long unhappily married couples rather than college types. It didn't take him long to work out what the problem was - shit, he could have guessed it before he'd heard a word.
"What the fuck are you even doing here - you think you can go to that slut and then still come round here!"
Seems the young man with the neck-beard and the fedora had been playing around. Probably had a sizable trust fund - there seemed little other possible reason he'd attract any female. It certainly wasn't his sparkling conversation.
"C'mon Sarah - you expect me to be a fucking monk just because you had exams. That's not how life works. Anyway, now we can go back to normal. Let's go..."
The arrogant entitled little prick. If he knew Sarah she wasn't going to stand for that.
Sarah's pretty face was pink and her eyes were wide with fury. The watcher smiled and waited for the eruption but he was in for a surprise.
Before Sarah could say anything the little white shit just moved in and slapped her hard across the face. Then his hand was at her throat. "Don't you get it - it comes with the territory. You like me spending my money on you well then you'd better get with the program. Mouth shut and legs open - got it."
The girl's eyes were still wide - but now with fear not anger. The watcher was so surprised that he hesitated a second - almost expected to see Sarah nod, accept her ordained place in life according to this cracka wankster.
"Everything alright there girl..." His voice was deep - but calm. He saw the girl's eyes flick over to him - saw the plea for help. She needn't have worried - this would be a pure pleasure.
The twat in the hat looked round at him too. "Fuck off nigger." Well wasn't that just lovely. He was clearly used to having African-American folks around him and knew how to behave. Undoubtedly not the first time he'd seen a Black man carrying a mop and bucket. Shit, even the fact he was Black might not have much to do with it. Pretty much everyone else in the world only existed to serve ass-wipes like this one, or so they seemed to think. Time this one got a re-education.
Because he was a big man people often thought the man with the mop would be slow. That was a mistake. He maybe had a little gut on him that hadn't been there twenty years ago but he still kept himself in pretty good shape. Plenty of vigorous physical exercise.
The cracka had turned back to Sarah, had assumed that the man with the mop would just fuck off as instructed. Another mistake. Before they even heard the mop hit the floor there was a strong Black arm wrapped round his throat and hauling him off the girl.
"What the fuck..." Didn't seem he was used to being treated like that. A big Black hand spun him and then another bitch-slapped him hard. The cracka staggered and then found himself held up against the wall - blood trickling from his mouth. He looked into the face of the Black man - saw that he looked almost amused. The dark eyes, however, did not share the joke.
The fedora hit the floor just as the man desperately tried to swing his knee up between the Black man's legs. As he pushed up with all his force his knee was caught by the Black man's other hand and pushed back down.
"Had your go - now its my turn." He just registered that the joke had finally reached the Black man's eyes before his world exploded in pain. The Black man had driven his knee brutally into the wankster's groin. The latter crumpled to the floor and vomited.
The Black man wrinkled his nose in disgust. One big hand grabbed the man's collar and heaved him upright before kicking him out of the building. A few seconds later a fedora, helpfully wiped in the pool of vomit, was thrown after him.
The Black man returned to his mop and began cleaning up the new mess. He hardly seemed to notice Sarah or the other girl that had been watching - the new one, Rachel.
"Thanks Mr Crawston - I don't know what I'd have..."
His deep voice cut Sarah short. "Shit, no need to worry about it girl. All in a day's work putting out the trash - in cases like this you might even call it one of the perks of the job. Besides you call me Lavon, you know that by now." He finally looked back up at her.
"Thanks Lavon."
He nodded to her and then finished up mopping clear the entrance flooring.
"Might reconsider your choice of men mind..."
Sarah smiled in an embarrassed way and then went to the stairs.
Rachel
Rachel had only been living in her new digs for a couple of weeks. She was well aware that she'd been amazingly lucky.
The break-up with Trent had been volcanic and disastrous just as she entered her final year of studies. She'd thought he was the love of her life but he'd just turned out to be a needy, selfish, asshole. Not a million miles from the wankstain that she'd just seen her landlord Mr Crawston - or should she say Lavon - demolish without breaking sweat. She didn't know if it was the demographic of her College or just a sort of entitled trust fund young White man thing but there did seem to be a lot of them around. Seemed Lavon shared her opinion on them though.
She'd been living with Trent in a house with Trent's room-mates and their girlfriends. That had been OK until the bust-up but then it had been made absolutely clear that her future was not there. She'd been at a loss what to do, not needing any of this drama and shit with her finals only a few months away. Diagnostic neuropathology was not simple at the best of times. So Britney's help had been like gold dust, a real life-saver.
Britney, despite her name, was an Austrian girl who had come over to train at the College, one recognised world-wide for its medical facilities and expertise. She and Rachel had been friends for a year or so but had only really got close after the bust-up. As Britney had explained, "No offence but I hated that boyfriend of yours." So Britney was clearly a good judge of character too.
The two young women were very different, at least in appearance. Rachel was pretty much an American blue-blood, though she hated to think of herself that way. Episcopalian New England stock and a very expensive education culminating in her berth at this college. It was a little embarrassing sometimes, around friends who she knew had worked much harder to get where they were, but she wasn't hypocritical enough not to be grateful for all her parents had done for her. Not least the fact that they had let her choose her own start in life and genuinely seemed only to want her to be happy.
She was 5'8", fair-skinned, with bright blue eyes and natural blonde hair down to her shoulders. She had a helpful metabolism that meant she ate what she liked and basically kept the same figure. That figure had enough curves to attract without being overblown. Which pretty much summed her up. Not a raving beauty but an attractive young woman with a ready smile, at least once that bastard Trent had been put in the rear-view mirror.
Britney was also pretty but in a very different way. Dark brown eyes and hair framed a face that radiated mischief. Only 5'3" with deep brown eyes and a ready smile. People sometimes underestimated her but she had a full scholarship and they didn't give them to dummies. Britney might have looked a little 'chunky' next to Rachel but her 34D breasts probably made up for that from most men's viewpoints. She was born in Austria but could generally pass for American after a few years in the US. Only occassionally would her accent sneak through - which she was a little self-concious about. She had long ago learned that most Americans knowledge of Austria extended to a male film star with bigger tits than hers. Or worse, they remembered Hitler too. Not a conversation she needed to have every second day.
But Britney had really come up trumps when the Trent fiasco had finally come to a head. She'd found an uncharacteristically depressed Rachel one morning and took her for a coffee, sat her down and offered a solution. "Come and live with us. Teresa is going on secondment for the rest of the year so it's easy."
"You think I could get the vacancy."
Britney had giggled in her charming way. "No problem, like I say it will be easy."
So it had been - once, of course, Rachel had met Mr Crawston.
Lavon Crawston
The College's location was really a throw-back to the days when the city had been one of the nation's major ports. Imports and exports, though the city hadn't been keen to talk about some of the former for many years. A lot of the finer old buildings that still graced downtown had been built on the profits of the triangular trade. Built on the import of what some nowadays called 'non-voluntary immigrants'. The College's earliest benefactors weren't all so squeaky clean either. Now, however, the College was a shining beacon of economic stability in a city whose legitimate industries had been in retreat for decades.
That was one reason the College had built its new facilities. Spreading the opportunities of construction and auxiliary service provision out from the institution's original base. Not that they had gone into the ghetto of course, the real 'bandit country' that had given H-Town its not-so stellar reputation across the country. Want to make a TV show about drugs and violent crime that wasn't in LA or New York - well H-Town was Number One on the list. Nowhere gave that authentic gritty reality like H-Town. Need to fill a double-page spread or a TV News slot with a story to freeze the blood of decent Mid-Western families and show them just how lucky they were - send your cameras and reporters to H-Town. Might not be a story when they got there but if they just hung around a few minutes one was sure to happen along.
No, the College hadn't been quite that brave - but it had located near-by, in an area that had housed a largely African-American community for years and had been slowly showing the signs of local government neglect and industrial decline. The College's new facility had pretty much reversed that. Not that most of the old residents had seen too much of the benefit. Many had been relocated before the College even started construction. However, if you had been very smart or very lucky or very well-informed, or a combination of all three, you could find yourself in a very good position.
Lavon Crawston was very lucky and well-informed and he was a deal smarter than almost everyone took him for. Just because he liked working with a spanner in his hand didn't mean he had nothing upstairs. Fresh out of the Army with a trade in plumbing he'd worked hard to build a nest-egg and to take an electricians course at the local community college.
You needed that bit of luck though. He'd looked at the streets around him and had bought up two big old empty row-houses for almost nothing. The sellers had thought they had got the better of him - been delighted to escape with some money in their pockets. It had been a gamble - a big one - but he had got real lucky. He had met up with a good friend of his from his old Army days and that guy had told him to double-down - to buy another row-house or two not so far from the first two. His friend had already got four in the same street. Most of the rest there were owned by the source of the investment advice. Once he heard the name of that source Lavon had took out a loan and bought those houses toot sweet. In this city the name 'Taylor' meant something.
Needless to say, a few months later, the College's new plans were revealed and right at their heart, absolutely essential to the development and its communication links was a certain area of land currently occupied by a rather dilapidated few streets of town housing. A street which, surprise, had owners who didn't fall for the land-swap deal or the original cash offer. No, they held out until a Federal redevelopment fund provided what seemed astronomical sums to buy them out.
Lavon Crawston had only ever met Mr Taylor once - introduced by that same old Army buddy, who now incidentally lived in a condo down in the Caribbean. He'd been surprised. Mr Taylor had just nodded when he'd tried to thank him and had waved a disparaging hand. "CeeJay told me about you - figured a veteran like you could put the tip to good use. Any time I can help - you know where to find me." Of course - the Taylor Foundation was all over this city and several others. Good man to know and, what was much harder to find nowadays, a good man all round it seemed.
Lavon had put his profit into paying off his loan and then renovating his remaining properties. It came a lot easier when you could do most of the work yourself. It was satisfying too - putting in a good day's work and watching the new College buildings rise just down the road.
By the time that new campus opened Lavon was ready and waiting. His big town-houses effectively divided into twelve self-contained little communal student dwellings. Room for sixty or more students, sixty or more rent-paying students. Room also for a little pad for himself.
He lived on the ground floor of one of his buildings. Live-in landlord and handyman. Keeping an eye on his investments. If any of his tenants feared he'd cramp their style they soon learned that he pretty much left them to their own devices so long as they didn't cross one of his few rules or trash the place.
Two of his houses were in the neighbouring street. He didn't bother too much about them from day-to-day. There he stuck to being a landlord. He rented at market rates to the first to come with the necessary. He only went over for emergency maintenance and at the end of the school year to repair the damage. For smart young men his tenants there had a talent for breaking toilets and blocking drains but absolutely none for cleaning stoves or, sometimes it seemed, basic hygiene. However, those properties still turned a very tidy profit each and every month. Which let him subsidise his other two properties.
These had been adjoining and he had swiftly moved to judicially redesign them to effectively form one large sub-divided property with a communal entrance. Six little student houses over two floors of the building and himself on the ground floor.
Since this was his home he was a little more selective about his tenants. He tended to get those he wanted - the prime location of his houses and the fact he charged about half the usual rent made sure of that. He knew he had 'a type' and he wasn't ashamed of it. Might be pushing forty-five but he wasn't blind and he wasn't dead. Having pretty girls around made the time pass much more pleasantly.
It reminded him of his Army days with CeeJay. Not the days in Iraq - he forgot that shithole as much as he could. The days over in Estonia. Not a big base just a few hundred guys and only three of them Brothas. Damn those Estonian girls were fine. Even better most of them seemed real curious to be with a Black guy and plenty of them followed through on the temptation. Lou was chicken-shit - said he wasn't getting his balls cut off by no enraged Russian relative. Dipshit. The only Russians around were too busy pretending to be Estonians and the Estonians themselves were generally cool so long as you didn't take TOO many liberties. CeeJay and him had cut quite a swathe through the gorgeous young womanhood of that district. Some old farts reminisced about their Army days due to the comradeship and the sense of purpose. Lavon had something much better to thank the Army for - going on eighteen months of non-stop premium tail!
Still made him laugh how those girls over there had all assumed he'd either be a great ball player or some kind of a rapper. Harmless enough. Still all that intensive activity had made him very proficient in one area, he liked to think, and it wasn't free-throws!
So at the start of each year Lavon started out with tenants in his home that tended to fit a certain type. However, he wasn't dogmatic about it. If there'd been more minority applicants he'd have had more Black and Hispanic tenants but the College in general, and the courses at the new sub-Campus in particular, tended to be so White you could get snow-blind just checking the admissions rota.
He also didn't have any problem with male tenants. Only natural that boyfriends, new or old, would be on the scene. He had no problems with that so long as they kept the peace and didn't go against the ways of his house. Any White boy meddled with that and he got a Lavon-sized boot on his scrawny cracka backside. Lavon lived his life and his tenants lived theirs. They intersected only as much as any landlord's and tenant's did - unless of course...
Making the Grade
Britney looked at the cream left on her spoon and then grimaced a little at the realisation of how much gym work would be needed to work off the enormous ice-cream sundae she had just devoured. She glanced up at her friend and then gave a little giggle - "Too late now!" - before licking the cream off with some relish. That done she settled down and fixed Rachel with her deep brown eyes. "Come on then, what do you think of our landlord?"
Rachel had just been to see Mr Crawston about the vacancy. She had found him sawing a piece of wood and then shaping it to replace a section of sill outside a ground-floor window. It hadn't taken many seconds to recognise his casual ease in using his tools and in fitting the wood to precisely his requirements. Even while he spoke to Britney he had kept working. A man of practical skills and abilities.
He was also a pretty impressive figure. Six feet tall, maybe an inch or two more, with a powerful but understated physique. He was obviously a strong man but a man whose muscles were shaped by practical labor rather than gym work. Not jacked, just broad-chested - a big Black bear of a man. She'd guessed he might be about 40 though she was aware that she could easily have been ten years wrong either way. Only later, after looking very closely, did she guess that he was probably a little older.
The man had been friendly enough. When Rachel arrived he had just looked up from his work and given her a short scrutiny with a pair of dark eyes. It was only a moment but Rachel realised that she had been carefully examined and evaluated. Mr Lavon Crawston obviously trusted his instincts about people and didn't feel any great need to go into details.
"Britney says you need a place until the finals." He said it lightly as if it wasn't the single biggest thing dominating the mind of the young woman in front of him at the moment.
She nodded, was just clearing her throat to speak...
"Move in when you like girl. Britney probably told you how we run things, rent, etc." He looked up again with his dark face impassive.
Rachel nodded then repeated what Britney had told her.
"That's good. Means everyone knows where they stands." He held out a big Black hand which Rachel shook. "Welcome to the house girl, hope you enjoy your time here. Any problems you come see old Lavon, OK?"
OK? It was close to a fucking miracle! Not only had she got new digs with friends but they were a half hour closer to the campus and for less than half the rent she had been paying. Her new landlord hadn't even asked for references. He'd just taken her on Britney's recommendation. When she said that to her friend Britney had just laughed her cheeky little laugh.
"Not JUST on my suggestion. Lavon obviously liked what he saw..."
Rachel felt the blood rush to her cheeks and saw Britney grin again. "But that's crazy - he's old enough..." She trailed off embarrassed even more by her friend's obvious delight at her confusion.
"Relax, Rachel. Some people like to hang pretty landscapes on their walls or to fill their homes with antique furniture. They all like their surroundings to be attractive and to make them happy. Our landlord likes the same. That's why most of his tenants here are attractive young white women and the rest are the boyfriends of attractive young white women. He says they make the best tenants but you can believe that or not. Either way he won't cause you any issues that way." Britney paused and ran her tongue over her lower lip while her eyes sparkled with mischief. "Well not unless you ask him very, VERY nicely."



Rachel rolled her eyes. She should have spotted it. What sort of man went around calling young educated women 'girl' nowadays? Her new landlord was obviously a Neanderthal. Probably had no sex life and had to live on his fantasies. Well, fuck, there were enough of them over in the IT Department so one more wouldn't make much difference. Besides the place looked great and the rent was VERY cheap.
"Well I guess I can live with that - it's not like I don't know plenty of other men just like him."
Britney just smiled knowingly and clinked glasses with her friend to seal the deal.
Moving In
Rachel didn't regret her decision. The place was great - not like some of the real dumps she had shared before. Pretty much everything was good and in the event of any problems they had a live-in handyman just downstairs. When she'd moved in her only concern had been Mr Crawston. But she soon learned that the house had its own well-defined ways of operating.
Lavon lived on the ground floor and he never went upstairs unless invited. Generally to help mend something or move something. He'd stop for a while if offered a coffee, settle himself in a chair and talk. It was clear Lavon liked an audience but he was also a natural story-teller with that talent of making you believe you were the main intended audience of every word he spoke. Stories of growing up in his home town, which he claimed made H-Town look like Beverley Hills, tales of his days in the Army, horror stories of past customers when he was a day plumber and handyman. When she was feeling generous Rachel guessed maybe fifty per-cent of the stories were true but that didn't really matter because they were always very well told and generally some funny shit. You couldn't help laughing.
Not that Lavon was a blowhard, monopolising any conversation. He was happy enough to have others speak but Rachel soon realised something about these little impromptu gatherings. It was only after he'd gone that she realised just how much Lavon had dominated things. Just how empty the room seemed for a few minutes after he had gone back downstairs to his apartment. Then you realised just how much he had captured everyone's attention. It wasn't just his story-telling or his big physical presence it was also a sort of aura that he gave off, a sort of personal magnetism. When he was there you paid attention to him and so, Rachel soon realised, did everyone else. Just as everyone seemed to be looking at Lavon so everything said seemed to relate to him or his stories. There might be twenty or a hundred or a thousand people there and there would have been absolutely no doubt who was the center of attention, who was the 'alpha-dog' as Lavon himself might have put it.
She'd been worried Lavon would try to hit on her after Britney's suggestion. That would have been creepy and horrible. He didn't - but Lavon was Lavon. 'PC' was something his tenants played computer games and typed dissertations on. He was always going to call Rachel 'girl' but then he called ALL his female tenants 'girl'. Was it just that he couldn't remember all their names? Was it to avoid calling someone by the wrong name? Was it just Lavon being Lavon? Perhaps he just thought all White girls looked alike!
The latter didn't seem likely however. Lavon tended to be very observant in that department.
***
"Looking good girl."
"Oh um, thanks..." She hadn't seen him until she'd stepped out of the front door and onto the five-step stoop. She braced for him to hit on her but soon noticed he had turned away, deep in conversation with another African-American man in his forties.
That moment Bethany came down the stoop. Bethany was an athletic 5'11" with long red hair tied back in a pony tail. Even when she dressed 'casual' Bethany genuinely looked a million dollars and this morning was no exception.
"Looking fine today girl."
Lavon had heard her heels on the concrete of the stoop, given a quick glance and then delivered his message of approval. In response Bethany flashed a dazzling smile at him. "Thanks Lavon, see you later. C'mon Rachel or we'll be late."
As the days passed it became as regular as an old-fashioned ticking grandfather clock. Lavon said, 'Looking good' or 'looking fine' or, sometimes, 'Damn fine today girl.' That was just Lavon being Lavon.
Of course, in a perfect world, young women would dress for their own comfort and pleasure. In a perfect world a lot of these things wouldn't matter one way or the other. But it wasn't a perfect world and there were a lot worse things than getting a compliment from Lavon. In time you even understood it wasn't just routine.
One morning Rachel's alarm didn't work, damn flat batteries, and she woke up only fifteen minutes before she was due to an important tutorial. She desperately rushed to find some clothes to haul on and to brush her teeth and then was out of the door. As luck would have it Lavon and his friend were there. She was concentrating on getting across to class as soon as possible but it still registered. Lavon had glanced up and then his eye-brows had furrowed. "Everything OK Rachel?"
She'd only had time to give him a despairing, "I'm SO late for class," as she rushed by. But his comment had registered. Even after she'd gone through the embarrassment of turning up fifteen minutes late and looking like she'd been pulled through a thicket backwards it still registered. The first time he'd called her 'Rachel' - which suggested he did know their names after all. The first time she hadn't got a Lavon compliment. It shouldn't have mattered but it did. You got used to it. It sort of helped set you up for the day - gave you confidence.
The next morning Rachel made sure, courtesy of fresh batteries in her alarm, to be up with plenty of time in hand. She never wore much make-up but she just took a little more care this time with what she did. She picked out a clingy top that was a favourite of hers. She wore a skirt instead of her usual pants. She checked herself twice in the mirror before she went out. She didn't ask herself why she was doing these things - she didn't even consciously decide to do them. It just felt right - it felt necessary.
She couldn't have told you why she felt nervous as she passed his door that morning. She just knew she did and even more so when she went out onto the stoop and saw him with another of his friends. Lavon heard her and turned his head. There was no cursory glance this morning. He looked her up and down, smiled and nodded his head slowly in approval.
"Hmmn hmmnn - thass more like it. Damn you are looking fine as fuck today girl. That's a real lucky little white boy out there."
"Sorry," she said, "what boy?"
"A girl generally only looks that good when she's dressing for a man. So whoever he is I hope he appreciates it."
Rachel was flustered. "Oh, um, yes, right. I hope he does. I'm late - I've got to go." Then, her cheeks pink, she hurried off. She dared not turn back but she knew he was stood there by the stoop watching her go, watching her behind. She became very aware of her walk trying to keep it natural but knowing she was probably swinging her hips just that little bit more because she was thinking about it and thinking about him watching her.
Because they both knew the truth and they both had a strong suspicion the other did too. Both knew just who Rachel had 'dressed to impress' that morning and both knew that he had seriously appreciated it.
Lavon being Lavon
"Ugly old bastard like me needs his beauty sleep so I'll leave you all to it. You girls enjoy yourselves and you boys behave yourselves!" His deep chuckle sounded as he headed back downstairs
Lavon had been invited upstairs for a drink to mark Shonna's birthday. He'd had a beer and cracked wise in typical Lavon style for ten minutes. Then he had gone - always careful not to intrude on his tenants' space. Rachel marvelled again that when he left a room there always seemed to be a huge Lavon-sized hole left for a few minutes. Until equilibrium could be re-established. It was as if he was a force of nature, a man with experience and confidence that made the young men she was usually surrounded by look like little boys. A man who made even her male lecturers seem light-weight and insubstantial. It might have helped if he'd been as ugly as he always joked he was.
However, he certainly wasn't an ugly man Well, not to Rachel anyway. If you didn't like Black guys then you wouldn't be a fan of Lavon's looks. He was very dark-skinned and his face didn't hide his African ancestry. However, Rachel didn't fall into that camp. She knew you got real handsome Black guys and others who were pig-ugly, just the same as with white men. Lavon was most definitely in the former camp. He had high cheek-bones and regular features. His eyes were big and dark - able to be deeply expressive or to let you know he was having fun with you, teasing you. A fringe of facial hair surrounded his mouth - dark save for a grey hair or two. That was something that told you he was a little older than you sometimes thought. It also told you he was comfortable with the fact - you took him as you found him or he could live without you. No hair dye or wrinkle cream for Lavon. When he smiled he showed a set of regular strong white teeth. He was a big man and still in his prime. It was just a shame that he was at least ten years too old for her. Otherwise...
***
Rachel sometimes chuckled when she thought of her assumption after first meeting Lavon. 'Probably had no sex life and had to live on his fantasies.' It hadn't taken long to work out that wasn't the case.
Rachel had a room on the first floor of the row-house, directly above Lavon's apartment. One day she had been reading when she noticed a vehicle pull up and Lavon go out to meet it. The text-book wasn't the most fascinating and so Rachel had welcomed the distraction and had paid a little more attention to the new arrival than she might otherwise have.
It was a woman of a similar age to Lavon - but Rachel had to admit she looked good on it. An attractive face framed by shoulder-length blonde hair, a tight top under a sleeveless jacket which looked classy but still contrived to display an impressive cleavage. Tight pants that showed off her well-formed legs. A pair of heels, reasonably practical but obviously expensive. The woman gave Lavon a dazzling smile. The sun flashed off a wedding ring as the woman moved forward and met Rachel's landlord in a deep kiss. A large Black hand smoothed back her hair and let Rachel see the big hooped ear-ring that the woman was wearing.
When their kiss broke the woman looked at Lavon with her blue eyes sparkling. Through her open window Rachel just heard her excited comment. "We've got all afternoon."
Lavon's delighted chuckle almost rattled the window-frames. "And how is that white boy husband of yours?"
The woman looked up at him with a mischievous seductive look. "Oh, he's blissfully ignorant as always."
"So this afternoon..."
"I'm... all... yours." She kissed him to punctuate each word. "Talking of which..."
"My girl in need of her usual?"
"Oh yes, you don't know how much after a couple of weeks with HIM." The last word was uttered with almost contempt.
Lavon's hand worked round to the woman's very shapely ass. He guided her up the stoop and into the building. Rachel heard the front door close and a few seconds later the more muffled sound of the ground floor apartment door closing.
Rachel tried to concentrate on her text-book but it was VERY difficult. She knew what was going on down there. Lavon with his girlfriend, a married white woman. They hadn't exactly been hiding out front. For a moment she imagined Lavon and the woman together but quickly shook that out of her brain.
Then, a few minutes later, the noises started. The walls of the building weren't that thin but she did soon realise that her room seemed to be directly above Lavon's bedroom. Normally she heard nothing from down there but with the rest of the house quiet she began to hear a regular noise. Regular like the ticking of a clock but occassionally punctuated by a muffled human voice.
Rachel had lived in shared housing enough to knew what was going on down there - even if she wouldn't have been able to guess from what she had previously heard. She patiently waited for the noises to stop - and waited - and waited... It just kept going and with more and more muffled sounds of a female voice. Lavon obviously did not have stamina issues and his lady-friend was clearly highly appreciative of his efforts.
Finally it ended. Rachel gave a little sigh of relief and tried to concentrate on her book. It wasn't easy but after thirty minutes or so she had just about managed to get back into the zone when the noises started again.
It isn't only old ladies that like to gossip.
When Britney asked how her day had been Rachel pointed out that Lavon and his girlfriend had made studying difficult. She didn't expect Britney's response.
"Which one?"
"What do you mean which one? How many does he have?"
"You mean that come to visit him? Three or four usually. Not counting the ones he brings back from the club." Britney giggled, delighted by her friend's reaction.
"Damn," was all Rachel could think of to say.
"You don't know the half of it...."
***
A few days later Rachel had just had lunch after a morning of study and was heading out for an afternoon tutorial when she saw another unfamiliar vehicle pull up. A woman in her early thirties got out, her long blonde hair swept back in a tight pony-tail. She turned and spoke into the vehicle's open door.
"Thanks honey, I should be ready to be picked up at four."
"Have fun Louise." The driver's muffled voice came from the inside the Lexus.
The woman chuckled. "Oh you know Lavon always makes sure of that! I'll tell you all about it tonight honey." Then she closed the door and marched up to the stoop, her high heels clicking on the sidewalk, where she found Lavon waiting to greet her. A strong muscular arm drew her to him and their lips met momentarily at first and then in a long deep soul kiss.
Rachel looked back to the Lexus where she saw the man with his eyes fixed on the kissing couple. She had never seen such a look of desire on a man's face. She saw his intent blue eyes, his flushed cheeks and his mousy thinning hair. Then she heard the door of the row house close and the spell seemed to be broken. The man gazed one last time up at the entrance to the house and then looked down, seeming to gather himself, before driving off.
It didn't make concentrating for the tutorial any easier. Wondering about what she had just witnessed. The woman had been wearing a wedding ring - had the man been her husband? He couldn't have been, could he?
After time you almost got used to it. Knowing what was going on down there. The women coming to see Lavon - the muffled noises of their love-making, no of their fucking. She got to know the vehicles that regularly parked outside the house. Saw the sandy-haired man come to drop off and then pick up his wife from her afternoons with her Black lover.
She ALMOST got used to it. She bought a pair of ear-plugs for when she really needed to work. However, at other times, she deliberately left the plugs out and hoped the house would be quiet. Then she could imagine Lavon and his girlfriend down there. Imagine their bodies together, Black and White, male and female, entwined in the age-old dance of lust and desire. She had no plans at that moment to find another relationship - the break-up with Trent had been so terrible, still felt so raw. However, she was painfully aware of the weeks passing with no physical contact.
The noises and the knowledge of Lavon's powerful male presence so close to her, just a few steps away, grew in her mind. She'd never take that leap of course. However, she couldn't keep the desires and the fantasies out of her mind. Which wasn't necessarily a bad thing. If she didn't have a man she did have her fingers and, soon, a Black toy bought from a lingerie shop in the city. She found herself using that toy in time with the noises from the flat below, imagining that she was down there. In Lavon's apartment. One of his women. The first time she let her mind go there while she was playing she was surprised by her body's response. Had found herself crying out as she climaxed. Had pushed her free hand over her mouth to try to stifle the noise.
A few times, coming back late from College, Rachel would meet her landlord heading out. That, as she'd learned from Britney, was when Lavon went to 'his club.' Lavon generally dressed pretty casually. He was a working man - no pretensions about him. Lavon was Lavon and if you had a problem with that then he wouldn't be losing any sleep over it. On his nights out the casualness of his dress was carefully tempered. He wore a plain white T-shirt with a black leather jacket over it, less worn and more expensive than the jacket he generally wore. His hair and beard were freshly trimmed, His left hand bore thick gold rings, half way between jewellery and a weapon. More gold, a chain, showed at his neck. His dark trousers weren't over-tight but still showed the shape of his powerful leg muscles, the curve of his toned buttocks.
Lavon wouldn't have claimed to be a fashion-plate. In truth the clothing just showed he was willing to play the game, to make the effort. Lavon wasn't a newbie at all this. He knew his main selling-point wasn't as a clothes horse. He was a man confident of his own abilities, able to attract the women he desired and then to provide them with just what they were looking for. All the clothes had to do was not cloud the issue. He kept it simple on principle and the principle worked.
The first couple of times she saw him headed out Rachel had felt nervous and only later realised why. You pretty soon understood that Lavon at home was no threat. He liked to look at a pretty girl and he wasn't shy about that but he'd go no further. He didn't put the moves on a tenant, didn't proposition them. However, she knew that Lavon at the club would be a different matter. He'd be like a great jungle cat hunting his prey. Identifying his preferred woman for the night and then going out to make her his. It was an awesome thought. Those deep dark eyes fixing you and holding you, claiming you as his prize. His strong arms holding you against him, his lips exploring your body, his...
Her toy got a serious work-out that night.
She saw a glimpse of his power herself once. Perhaps the third time that she saw him headed to his club. She'd been embarrassed by her reaction to him the other times. The frantic masturbation sessions imagining herself being seduced by a man twice her own age. She had felt it had to be a rebound, a twisted reaction to the bitterness of her break-up. She had decided she had to defuse the potent power her landlord was acquiring in her mind.
So the next time she saw him headed out in his best she decided to act in a way that seemed appropriate. "Er, looking fine Lavon." She was surprised to hear the quaver in her voice and then the almost shout of his name as she over-compensated.
Lavon looked at her. Normally he had a look of calm appraisal, the look of a connoisseur assessing the painting of an Old Master. This time was different. This time his eyes were hungry, predatory. They seemed to strip her bare - not of her clothes but of her bullshit. They said, 'You know what you desire and you know what you need. It's all here and you just need to have the courage to reach out for it.'
She felt her cheeks redden. She opened her mouth to speak again but gave up, scared that she'd only be a stammering idiot in front of Lavon. This wasn't a preening boy like Trent or the man she'd seen Lavon throw out of their building. This was a real man and more than that, as she now had to admit to herself, this was a Black man. She craved his natural power and confidence. His readiness, when appropriate, to take what he wanted. She wondered why he didn't just take her arm and lead her back to that ground-floor apartment and fuck her, show her what she'd been missing by wasting her time with white boys.



She gasped - found herself desperately hoping that he would do just that. Make her one of his women. She tried to fight the inclination and then realised that the moment, for it had all happened in a fleeting moment, had passed.
Lavon had smiled. "Preach it girl - looking real fine yourself. Got yourself a new boyfriend yet? Maybe you need to come down the club with me - see what happens?" He let his comment drift into a deep bass chuckle at her reaction. One thing was for sure and that was that Rachel should never ever play poker. He watched the emotions cross her face until she finally got control of herself.
"I, um, I can't - um, I mean I shouldn't - no, I have to, um, er...."
His eyes were smiling now. He'd found out what he wanted to know and was inclined to let her off his hook. But he did it in a way that told her that he knew her innermost thoughts, knew what she had thought to keep so well hidden.
"When you're ready girl, when you're ready."
Then he gave her a confident smile and nodded once before turning and continuing his walk to his vehicle. She saw his little swagger as he walked, remembered the calm confidence of his last comment to her, knew that he hadn't just been talking about taking her to a club. She felt her body react to the implicit invitation. Implicit but, as she knew, also very real.
It didn't make it easier that Rachel knew that the noises of fucking from the apartment below often came when there were no visiting vehicles parked out on the street. That was usually in the evening. She'd spent a few days trying to figure that out and had been mightily embarrassed when she realised how blind she had been. On those nights Lavon's lovers didn't need to come to the old Row House because they were already living there.
Making Arrangements
Lavon checked his calendar as he rubbed his naked torso with a towel. It'd been a real good afternoon with Julie. That MILF knew how to fuck and knew what she liked. Which was just how HE liked it. He wrote a 'J' on the space for three weeks forward. Shame it couldn't be sooner but Julie only came out when her husband went on his regular golfing outings.
He looked at the days marked ahead. Nothing for a few days until he and Sophie were doing that double date with Shaka and his piece. Been hearing good things about that one - he was looking forward to seeing whether she lived up to the hype. Meanwhile, he had a few clear days. He flexed the muscles of his back and felt the pleasurable level of fatigue there. No exercise quite like it. A quiet evening and then he'd go down the club tomorrow night. He liked to keep himself in practice - a man could get lazy with all the white pussy just coming to him on a plate.
Almost on cue Lavon heard his apartment bell. He stood up and glanced at his chair where his shirt lay. Fuck it - he was decent, had his shorts on and all. Probably just one of the tenants needed a plug changing or lost a key. For intellectual types some of them were a little, shall we say, impractical. He glanced at his monitor in the corner of the room and saw the feed from his lobby-cam. Saw her standing there and saw the expression on her face. Saw her and smiled. This might be a little more interesting than just changing a light-bulb.
It was Bethany.
Now Bethany was a young woman to attract the attention of any hot-blooded male. She had that natural red hair - a favourite of his - and real model good looks. She was tall and athletic. Not over-blessed with curves but the whole package was real enticing. Even more because he hadn't had her tabbed as one of the more likely of his tenants to come see him. She and Kyle had moved in as a couple and most folks would think they made a good match. Kyle had a lot of money behind him but wasn't an asshole like so many of that sort. He was a pleasant enough young man, handsome enough too.
Lavon thought Bethany was wasted on him. Nothing personal. Bethany would have been wasted on any white boy.
He opened the door. "There a problem upstairs girl?"
"Um, can I speak to you in private Mr Crawston?"
Lavon smiled. That little question had a lot to like in it. Nice and polite, that tinge of nervousness, the need for privacy. It almost certainly meant she was after something from him and he had a very good idea what that would be.
Of course it might also have been the fact that Lavon was naked from the waist up. Kyle was as tall as Lavon but there the comparison ended. Kyle still looked like a slim teenager. He had none of the raw physical presence displayed by the broad dark-skinned chest of his landlord. Lavon casually raised an arm to the frame of his doorway. His bicep flexed. He stood in the doorway and then shifted the weight on his feet. He moved lightly despite his size. His belly slightly protruded out towards the young white woman. However, it was hard dark flesh, not soft flab. It just contributed to his impressive presence rather than making him appear fat or over-weight.
It could only have been perhaps three seconds but finally Lavon nodded and then moved aside to let her enter his apartment. He'd been amused by watching Bethany. The girl's eyes had opened wider when she had seen him shirtless. They'd stayed fixed on his body for those few seconds before she had finally looked up into his face. Only then had Lavon moved to allow her admittance.
"Take a seat. Tell me what's on your mind." Lavon moved casually across to reach for a T-shirt with the insignia of his old unit on it. He hardly needed to listen to the girl - he'd heard it all before. However, he DID listen because he understood that every time it was important. The moment when a young woman realised who she really was and decided to take that path. So he took a seat opposite where Bethany perched uneasily on the edge of his couch.
"It's about...," Bethany seemed to have a problem and coughed before trying again. "It's about the rent Mr Crawston."
"Paid into my bank account every month by standing order. The next due date being..."
"Next Wednesday, Mr Crawston, but we are having a bit of a cash-flow problem..."
Her voice trailed off. Lavon just looked at her, kept his broad dark face impassive. Waited for what he knew would come next.
"We, um, that is to say I was wondering if we could come to some arrangement. If, um, that would be alright."
It was all for show of course. Lavon knew fine well that young Kyle only had to phone his parents to get out of all and any money issues. They could write a check and buy the whole damn house without really feeling the loss. Bethany's own parents weren't quite so well-heeled but they were both doctors so they weren't hurting either. Money wasn't at the root of this. What was happening here went back way longer than even the idea of money.
"What does young Kyle feel about this. You talked it over with him?"
"Kyle?"
"I was sure you'd remember him - the boy that put that big ring on your finger there."
Bethany's pretty head dropped a little as if she was contemplating the big diamond on her engagement ring. The symbol of their proposed future together. Then she raised her face up to meet his gaze again. "He doesn't know - he's at his student government executive committee."
"So this wasn't his idea. He didn't send you down here?"
Bethany shook her head emphatically. "No, he mustn't know."
Lavon smiled. That was his major concern out of the way. She hadn't been 'persuaded' into this. He had enough white women knocking on his door that he didn't need to waste time on reluctant ones. Bethany could be a real pleasing addition to his stable but he wanted to be sure of her first.
"You don't think a smart boy like Kyle is going to work out why you coming down here every few weeks?"
"No, no," Bethany seemed frustrated by his failure to understand, "I only want this once. I've heard so much about it, so much about YOU, my friends say you are so... But it's never been like that for me, not before and definitely not with Kyle. I don't know - maybe it's me. I need to know - I love Kyle, I think, but if this is all there is then I need to know that it is all there could be. He's so unimaginative, so routine, so unchallenging. So... boring... so..."
Lavon broke in - brutally completing her thoughts. "Milktoast, vanilla, whitebread - or just plain White sums it up." He nodded his head at the young woman. "Just one thing - maybe once won't be enough. Maybe you'll find all those stories are true. Maybe you'll need to keep coming back. Maybe after a taste of chocolate you'll find you want a steady diet. Not going to lie - I've heard girls say they just wanted to try it once before. Usually doesn't end up that way and any white-boy husband or boyfriend soon gets left in the dust. You ready to risk that? To risk finding who you really are. If so - stand up."
She paused for a heart-beat and then got to her feet and stood in front of him. She registered the small smile that played on his lips - the only concession to mark his new conquest. He knew now that the beautiful redhead would be his that evening and, if he played it right, for a long time after that too.
"Well now - I'm not going to lie. I've always been real partial to a classy redhead. Always thought you knew how to dress well but always wondered just how you'd look without any of them cute little outfits. Guess it's time I found out." He pointed one broad Black finger at her.
Bethany hesitated momentarily and then brought her hands up to begin undoing the buttons of her top. Her mouth had set in a determined expression. Lavon appreciated that. It wasn't natural for a high-class White girl like her to strip for the pleasure of a man like him, a working man, a Black man. It went against her whole upbringing and all the social rules that had been drummed into her growing up. However, she was still doing it. Still unveiling all her natural charms for his pleasure. Oh yes, he appreciated that a whole damn lot.
"You ever been with a Black man Bethany?"
He knew the answer to that of course but he still wanted to hear her say it.
"No, I've never.. done that."
"How would your folks feel - if they knew you was fucking a nigger?"
"They'd hate it - they've always hated... I don't like using that word."
He nodded, "That's right." He'd mentioned both her boyfriend and her family now but it hadn't phased her. Her top had hit the floor and she was just wiggling out of those tight jeans that always looked so damned fine on her. Soon she was left in just her bra and panties. He wanted to bend her over his couch and fuck her hard but he wouldn't, not yet anyway. He'd play fair - same as always.
Lavon pushed himself up and out of his armchair and walked across to the semi-naked girl. He walked around her making it real obvious that he was examining and savouring ever inch of her body.
"You ain't no disappointment girl - not even close to being. You just the sort of peach a man wants to pluck from the tree." He reached out and stroked the soft skin of her arm with his work-roughened fingers. He saw her glance go down and remain riveted on that stark contrast between his skin color and hers. "So, you been talking to some of my girls up there?"
"Um, yes - to Sally and Mandy. Britney too. I know how good you are supposed to be..."
She broke off as he gave a genuine laugh. 'Supposed to be' - he was going to take real pleasure in schooling this one in what fucking was 'supposed to be'. He'd heard enough to know she'd been missing out up to now. Shit, he wouldn't get half the premium white tail if most of those white boys weren't so damn clueless in bed.
"Yeah girl - you pass muster." He paused in front of her. "I think you know what to do."
Lavon looked down with satisfaction as Bethany began to undo his pants. He always liked to let his girls unwrap their big Black present themselves on their first visit. He watched her long graceful fingers as they grasped his pants and pulled them down. He gave a little step back to free himself from the material and was pleased to see her move forward to close the space. Her eyes were riveted on the bulge in his shorts. This pretty redhead was about to find the truth and he was real pleased to be the one 'educating' her.
Damn she was cute. She finally eased down his shorts and his hard Black cock sprung forth. Hadn't been much doubt he'd be ready for her and so he was. His shaft was already heading for the vertical and as she watched it moved upwards again.
"Wow!" She was giggling and looking at him with a real sparkle in her beautiful eyes.
"You sure you don't want to go back to paying your rent by standing order?"
The two of them shared a laugh. One look had been enough. Young Bethany wouldn't be going back any time soon.
"Seems my Black cock is pleased to see you - time you showed how pleased you are to see him. Hmmmnnnnnnn..."
Lavon gave a low hum of appreciation as young Bethany got to work. Her hand gently held his cock and she just managed to get her fingers around the hard shaft. There was that giggle again. Seemed the girl was enjoying discovering what a REAL man looked like. She licked her lips and then moved her beautiful mouth over the blunt dark head of his cock.
"Yeah - you been wasted on that little white boy girl. Premium piece of ass like you deserves much better."
She took her mouth off his cock. "You sure you're better?"
He raised an eyebrow. "Got any doubts?"
She giggled again and got back to sucking his cock like a good little white girl. Lavon gently put his fingers onto her head as she worked to please him. He began to guide the speed and depth of her blow job. Nothing serious but just enough to let her know who was in charge.
"Today's a little 'taster.' Just so's we can both see what's on offer. Then you can cancel that order and bring me your rent in person every two weeks. Sound good."
Her eyes smiled at him and she nodded a little without for one moment halting the work of her mouth and tongue on his cock. Seemed now she had it she didn't want to let it go for a second.
"All my girls who pay in person get a 25% discount. Let you buy yourself something pretty. You know why?"
She shook her head - while all the time that teasing tongue kept working on the sensitive head of his cock.
"Cos a little white ho is worthy of her hire. Now get to sucking that Big Black Cock like you ready to be one of my bitches."
No giggle this time and no hesitation. She began sucking his cock like a ho should. Plenty of variety, plenty of spit, working his shaft like it was all that mattered in the world to her. He hooked his fingers into her hair a little harder. Pushed her down onto his cock just that little bit further than she had been doing. Bethany gave a little growl that felt real good on his dick. Then he let her go and she resumed her work but now pushing herself further and further down his shaft. Boded well for the future - he liked a pretty little white chassy that responded to training.
Lavon knew what the girls that chose to pay their rent in person wanted and it wasn't that 25% discount. That was really just symbolic - letting everyone know where they stood. No, they wanted a man who'd take charge and give them what they were really coming for - what they really craved. Big Black Cock. There was just that proportion of white women who once they got the opportunity they just couldn't resist tasting the forbidden fruit and once they tried it they couldn't resist coming back time and time again. His girls were real lucky. Some women only found that out after twenty or thirty years of having to make do with some limp-dicked white boy. His girls got to know the score good and early. Set them up for a lifetime of bringing pleasure to the Black man - just like it should be.
He tapped her shoulder. She was reluctant to stop now she'd get her hands on that Black meat after so long thinking about it. Lavon had liked pretty much everything so far and he was damn sure he was going to enjoy what he had planned next.
"I'm not a selfish man - my bitches show some skills then I like to reciprocate. Get yourself on that couch"
Bethany scooted over and lay on the couch. He followed but noted something strange. Most girls were real eager at this point but Bethany looked... worried.
"Anything wrong girl?"
"Um I haven't really ever had a man do that before."
"Shit don't these white boys know nothing? Well Lavon ain't no fool - I'm gonna be feasting on that prime piece of pussy. You mean none of them ever got you off like that?"
Bethany's face was red again, her momentary sexual confidence seemed to have evaporated. "No they haven't... I mean I've never... I'm not sure."
"Well what is it you like baby - how do you usually cum when you with Kyle?"
"No, I..." She was blushing furiously, embarrassed. "He... It's never happened... Um, not ever with a man... Not even when they were... I think it might be something wrong with me..." She stopped in a mess of despairing embarrassment and confusion
Lavon couldn't believe what he was hearing. A girl this fine and she'd been neglected so bad. Well he would make sure he put that right. It just showed that sometimes you could do good by doing good.
His voice took on a soothing quality. "Well you with a man now girl. A man who knows how to bring a woman pleasure. Close your eyes and keep them shut."
Bethany obeyed and lay there in her bra and panties. Her body looked stiff, tight with fear or guilt. Time for old Doctor Lavon to bring his own special blend of healing.
"Relax baby - we got plenty of time and I am going to enjoy every perfect inch of this banging little body of yours." He moved up and began to kiss her neck. Gentle little kisses of connection and intimacy. His hands gently held her as he moved up to kiss her forehead and then her lips. Her eyes darted open as he kissed her mouth...
"Close those eyes baby - you need to trust old Lavon. He knows how to make you feel REAL good."
Her eyelids dropped again but she wasn't scrunching her eyes shut now like before. She was much more relaxed - she had decided to trust him. Like he thought - she must have had reviews from some of the other girls who liked to pay their rent in person.
Lavon's dick was real hard and there was nothing he wanted more than to lay this fine white piece down and fuck her like she deserved to be fucked. But Lavon was no novice in these arts. He knew the true joy and satisfaction to be had from a young woman like Bethany. She was still like a wild mare on the plains, untrained and unbroken. Winning them and their trust was so much more satisfying than any frantic one-off fucking. You took it relaxed and made it mutual and these honeys didn't just give it up they'd keep on giving it up and feel real privileged to be allowed to do it. Not true of all white girls, not hardly - but it was true of enough and they were the ones Lavon had decades of experience in spotting.
So having Bethany here, who he hadn't expected, was a real treat. Now he knew why she was here - she was looking for something the white boys hadn't been able to give her. Well, it was going to be a true joy to provide it. It would be a lesson Bethany would never forget - ultimate satisfaction for her from now on would only come with a Black man.
His tongue probed between those beautiful lips of hers and he felt her tongue respond. Nothing rushed, nothing harsh. Their tongues fenced with each other - delicate thrusts and ripostes. Intimacy and respect. What a fine piece like this craved and deserved until she was ready to make a commitment.
He broke the contact.
"Regretting coming down here?"
"No - it feels good."
"Gonna feel a lot better before you and me is done - I promise that baby."
He reached behind her and undid her bra. She was an athletically-built girl, not top-heavy for sure. Little 'B'-cups, if that, but lovely long nipples. Experience told Lavon they would be real sensitive, real responsive. He dropped his head and took a nipple between his lips, instantly felt it grow erect in his mouth. Shit - she had these beauties and no white boy had been able to get her off. What The Fuck! What was the education system coming too! Didn't they learn anything that mattered in them expensive religious schools and colleges? Not that he should complain - it made girls like Bethany all the more appreciative when they found someone who did know the score.



He began gently tracing patterns on her body with his finger-tips as he continued to tease first one nipple and then the other. He felt her body react, heard her little gasps at each contact.
"Keeping them eyes shut?"
"I'm doing my best Mr Crawston."
He let out a little rumbling belly-laugh as he rose to reach for something from his desk drawer. "No need to be formal. You can call me what you like. 'Lavon' or 'Sir' or 'Boss' or 'Daddy' - whatever you's happiest with".
He moved behind her and gently tied a strip of black material in place to act as a blind-fold.
"There you go - that'll help out."
"Thank you Master."
Oh Jesus! Lavon's already hard cock gave a little twitch. This one was full of little surprises and all of them real pleasant.
He moved back down to her and began kissing her stomach while his big strong hands gently held the upper part of her thighs.
"Oh...."
He hadn't really needed that little verbal communication. He knew that her lithe body was reacting to pretty much every move that he was putting down. It was so easy for him - no challenge at all to make Kyle and her other previous boyfriends seem like pathetic bumbling inadequates, not least because that was apparently exactly what they had been. He had no sympathy for them. Kyle was a nice enough young boy but as a man he had seriously failed in his responsibilities. White boy privilege - well that was what had put his girl on old Lavon's couch in only a pair of real skimpy panties. That was what meant she'd soon be in old Lavon's bed riding his big Black cock for all she was worth. That was what would soon make this girl Black-owned, at least in her mind and probably in stern reality.
He moved back up to lay a hand on her throat while he again teased her already erect nipples with his tongue. He didn't put any pressure on his hand - just let the message reach the girl's brain that she was here for his pleasure. He heard her give a little moan, could almost feel the sexual electricity flowing through her body. The brain was sometimes called the most important female erogenous zone. Well he didn't know about that but he knew that getting a girl all revved up never hurt. You found what they liked and then you gave them a steady diet leavened with some spice now and then.
"Got yourself some real pretty titties here girl - you won't need to be wearing no bra when you come down here from now on understood?"
"Yes master." He heard the pleasure in her voice. Was she sensitive about the size of her breasts? Didn't matter to Lavon - he liked them in all sizes and colors. Get yourself a nice heavy handful like Britney's or cute sensitive ones like these. Variety was the spice of life.
Lavon reached for his desk again and withdrew a pair of scissors. One careful snip and Bethany's panties were cut though.
"OOhhh...." She had felt the pressure and then heard the snip. She knew that the main moment had arrived.
"You won't be needing panties down here from now on either - and I like my girls to wear skirts when they visit. Understand?"
Her response was throaty. "Yes master." She was waiting - getting tense again.
Lavon peeled off her panties - sensed the moisture there. A good sign. He casually traced his finger tips up her thigh and across the neatly-trimmed hair until he brushed along her pussy lips. The girl's tension was still there - but now it was more like the quivering of a tuning fork. She was ready for him.
"Like my bitches to keep their pussies shaved - nice and bare. Shows the contrast of pretty pink pussy and my hard Black cock off real well. You want to see that when I fuck you don't you."
"God yes," she almost panted the confession.
She squealed as he moved forward and grasped her legs. He lifted her onto the couch so she lay with her legs over the end. Then he moved in and put her legs over his shoulders. He paused for a moment admiring the naked young white girl laid out before him. Her chest was rising and falling rapidly, her cheeks were flushed, her nipples hard and erect. That sweet beautiful mouth was just slightly parted. It was time.
Lavon leaned forward and breathed warm air onto Bethany's clit.
"Oooohhhhh..." He felt a quiver in her legs as she let out her little moan. She was ready now - an instrument prepared for Lavon to play a tune on. He let his tongue out and expertly found her most sensitive place. He teased her and played with her before switching his tongue to her pussy. A big Black hand moved up to start working her clit. Another reached for her already very sensitive nipple. Who said men couldn't multi-task!
The little appreciative moans had stopped now but Lavon just kept on doing what he was doing. He knew the score. He knew the feelings that were surging through the girl's body. As he intensified the work of his fingers and mouth he knew the response blasting through the girl's brain and libido. She was his now. Nothing else was mattering for her at this moment. Her unconscious brain was working at building her response to his stimulation. Mother Nature was a cunning old bird. All those endorphins and oxytocin and prolactin and fuck knows what else coursing through her system. Making her feel so damned good. Making her ready and eager to fuck, to do her bit in keeping the old human species going for another generation.
He moved his face forward to drive his tongue into the girl's pussy. She was the fucking bomb. So sweet and fresh and ready to please an old nigga like him. Only fair she got her treat in return. He edged up and began again using his tongue on her clit.
The girl almost bucked her way out of his hands but his grip was strong. Her body strained for a few moments against him and then she screamed. He felt her pussy contract a little against the four fingers he had working away there. Nothing dramatic but he knew what he was dealing with. He doubled his efforts with his tongue and fingers.
"OOOOHHHHHHHH GOOOOOOOODDDDDDDDD!!!!!!!!!!!!!"
He felt warm liquid on his tongue and he didn't give a fuck. This was what it was all about. Little bitch had been storing this one up for all her twenty years and it was hitting her hard. Be plenty of time in the future for him to get his nut - tonight had to be for Bethany. First, because no dime as fine as her should be wasted on those cracka fools and second because it'd make sure she'd keep coming back, first to him and then to some other lucky brotha.
All the time that he was thinking he had been continuing his relentless stimulation of her body. He had been feasting on her young sexual energy, driving his tongue and fingers home. Not for a moment was she allowed respite or recovery time. He wasn't going to stop until she knew what he could do for her. His fingers could feel the waves of lust coursing through her body. Suddenly he felt her own fingers grasping at his head, urging him on. He responded - merciless in his assault on his very willing victim.
"AAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH...."
It was a long throaty inarticulate howl. Lavon felt the warm liquid again but this time all over his face and shooting past him too. Bethany was a prime piece of ass - real cool and classy. The sort that was supposed to be unobtainable for hard-working niggas like him. Well she wasn't so fucking unobtainable now. She was panting and sweating and squirting and cumming and he hadn't even got his dick wet yet.
"Who you belong to bitch?" he growled.
"AAAAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHH..."
"Tell me, ho, who you belong to? White Boys?"
"NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO."
"Who then - say the word bitch."
She wasn't one of those Southern crackas - she'd been brought up real well. Knew not to use a certain word. Well Lavon was teaching her when she COULD use it and she seemed to catch on real quick like the smart girl she was.
"NNNNIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIGGGGGGGGGGGGGGAAAAAAAAAASSSSSSSS!!!!"
Lavon was satisfied. He moved up her body and stripped off her blindfold as he pushed his mouth onto hers. Her eyes blinked against the light and she momentarily seemed to pause as she tasted herself on him. Then she opened her mouth and her tongue met his. Yes indeed. That was the joy of working with smart girls like Bethany - they caught on real fast.
He kissed her deeply, hungrily, relishing the connection there now was between them. A connection that could never be broken. He finally broke off and looked deep into her beautiful eyes.
"You is as fine as fuck..."
She didn't really react - just looked at him like she never wanted to look away.
"...hot as fuck too, just look at my couch."
She finally did look down and saw the huge wet mark. "Oh shit Mr Crawston, I'm sorry I didn't mean to do that!" She made to get up.
A big Black hand pushed her back down and then held her in position. "You see me complaining - these covers clean real easy." He moved up between her legs. "Now watch careful - you don't want to miss your first time."
She giggled, releasing a lot of the tension still in her body. "Mr Cr... er, Master, it's not my first time!"
He looked back into her eyes, his expression hard and demanding. "White boys don't count - didn't the last twenty minutes prove that? Now, you gonna watch your first time?"
She gave a little nod of understanding. "Yes Master, I want to watch my first time."
Lavon lined up his big Black cock and moved forward to ease its broad head up and down her pussy lips. He felt that little shiver of lust pass through her again. That's how he wanted her. Ready to cream at just the prospect of getting some of his dark loving. Like only the luckiest of white girls could be. She was ready for him.
He pushed home into his new little white bitch. She gave a little mewl and he moved his hands up to get a firm hold on her slim white hips. She was tight but she was also lovely and warm and wet. Premium white pussy. Now his job was to give her a lesson in what fucking was really all about. She was a real smart girl. She'd understand. From now on when she needed that itch scratched them she would know where to go. First to him and then to some other lucky brothas as she went through her life.
Her eyes were like saucers - staring down at his hard Black shaft as it moved in and out of her sweet little pink pussy.
He eased his body forward so that he could lay on her. He kept up a steady easy fluid motion from his hips as he spoke into her ear.
"Next time I see it I went it to be shaved smooth you hear. Let you and me both know who owns it from now on. You understand?"
"Yes..." she gasped, "... shave it smooth..."
He settled to his very pleasurable task. No pyrotechnics, no flashy positions needed this time. That shit could wait for the future. Tonight, the girl under him didn't need all that. She just needed to know what a man with a big hard cock and the ability to use it could do for her. She needed to know just how that super-fine little body made a man like Lavon feel.
Her ragged breathing and the tight hold her fine white arms had round his strong Black back - they both told him he was hitting the right notes. Her eyes were wide - staring up into his with something like wonder. Young Bethany was being taken places she had never been before, places she had never imagined existed before. Well, that was old Lavon's pleasure...
He was fucking her hard now. Bethany had needed subtlety before but now she needed to experience the other side of the coin - some raw power. His hips pistoned up and down as he drove himself as deep into her willing young body as he could on each stroke. Finally he dropped his head down to her beautiful little ear and growled one word.
"Cummin."
She squealed her delight and seemed to hold him even tighter. Shit, if he'd wanted to pull out then he'd have had real trouble doing it. But old Lavon was nobody's fool - he'd never had any intention of pulling out of white pussy this fine.
He continued a few more thrusts into her - making sure she got all his seed. Knew it was an important moment in any white girl's life - the first time she got Blacked, the first time she learned what fucking was really all about.
He gently nipped her ear with his strong teeth. She squirmed in his arms and giggled. He dropped his mouth to her neck, tasted the salt from the sweat there. He sucked hard - made sure he marked her pale flesh. Then he moved down and began to suck on her little titties, to work those long sensitive nipples. Man didn't leave his woman hanging just because he'd got his nut. Not if he wanted to make sure she kept coming back...
"You came in me." It was a statement of fact - not an accusation. The tone was more one of surprise.
"Of course. I like cummin in my pretty little white bitches."
She giggled again. There was nothing that quite proved a man's desire for a woman like the fact that he had just filled her up with his seed. Bethany didn't need telling that - that was instinctive knowledge. It told her how hot Lavon found her better than any number of poems or songs or pretty speeches. Bethany was feeling pretty damned high at the moment and it was all natural.
"Kyle always uses a condom." Again a pure statement of fact from the girl.
Lavon put a stern expression on his face. "Do I look like Kyle?"
She giggled again, "No."
"Do I fuck like Kyle?"
"Oh no - definitely not." She shook her head with emphasis.
"Yeah and that's why Kyle gets to fuck a bit of latex and I get to fuck perfect little white pussies like yours."
She bit her bottom lip. "Guess I'd better keep my birth control prescription up to date then." Her eyes were sparking - knowing they were teasing him.
"Best make them maximum strength - I'm not shooting any blanks." He ran his hand over her smooth flat belly. "Not that you wouldn't look real fine carrying my little nigga in there."
You had to judge these things. Some white girls would run a mile at that stuff. He'd just had a little suspicion about Bethany - that once that shell was broken there was a wild little slut eager to get free. A musical little giggle told him he'd suspected right.
"You like the idea of knocking me up Master? I don't think I'm quite ready for that!"
"Can't happen anyway."
"Why not?"
"Well it seems this was just a one-off. You're going to go back to getting all your loving from Kyle and rich white boys like him. That IS what you told me?"
"There might have been a slight reconsideration on that point. When can I come pay my rent again?"
"Every two weeks - on the dot and without exception. You'll need to work out something to tell Kyle."
Bethany reached for his still semi-hard Black cock, all slick with their juices. "Kyle - well he'll have to get used to it." She dropped her head and began to lovingly lick him clean
***
Lavon looked up from the plug socket that he had been replacing.
"No problem girl, you sure there ain't anything else I can do for you?"
There it was - that confident smile, the question that demanded nothing but offered everything. He wasn't hiding it. Rachel knew that she only had to go down those stairs and knock on his door. As easy as that. As tempting as that. She'd heard Bethany down there last night. Bethany was usually pretty quiet but she hadn't been quiet last night.
It WAS a temptation. Trent had been a world championship class douche-bag but the physical side of their relationship had actually been pretty good. Not to put too fine a point on it the prick could fuck. She was a young woman and she missed that. She didn't want another relationship per se, that was all still a bit raw, but she did sometimes feel the need of a good fuck. And right downstairs was...
"Perhaps not just now Lavon." She realised her answer was something of an 'open' one but found she didn't regret the fact.
He wiped his big hands with a cloth. "Well you always know where to find me..."
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Life Is Good
Lavon Crawston closed down his tablet and placed it onto his table. Then he moved across to his sofa and let himself almost fall into its padded comfort. It felt real good.
He was in an exceptionally good mood. His system was putting out some fine old-school funk. Just the sort he'd grown up on and definitely the groove that he really went for. This new urban stuff was fine but it just wasn't his preference. He heard enough of it down the club, heavy bass rhythm and rap vocals. He had no problem with it but some variety would be good. One day he'd asked the guy who owned the place about it. Man by the name of Antwan - down there on one of his regular visits to see his high standards were being maintained.
Lavon figured he was a good judge of people. He had a strong feeling that Antwan was on his side of this particular musical divide. He was a few years younger than Lavon but the man was smooth. Had to be to have the premium lawyer pussy he had back home. Let alone to be right-hand man to Mr Taylor. Because if Lavon reckoned he was a good judge of folks then he was for damned sure that Mr Taylor was.
So he'd asked Antwan and the man had just smiled at him.
"You can work it out my man."
Lavon guessed it had been obvious. "The young guys all wanting it?"
Antwan just shook his head and Lavon realised his mistake.
"The ladies wanting it?" The club's female clientele tilted real white and not a bit suburban. Not really the gangsta demographic but in that split-second he understood.
The woman and girls didn't come down there for what they could get at home. Back in the neatly-manicured suburbs or the small towns they'd left to come to the big city. They came for what they needed real bad but couldn't get at home. They loved that contrast. The music was part of it. Told them they were in another world - a world where they could express themselves to the full. Where they could be who they really were. In many cases, at least at first, that meant they wanted it as 'street' as street could be. They wanted the music, the fashion, the ghetto phrases and attitudes. Because if you were a white woman at one of Antwan's clubs then you weren't no tourist. You were there to be desired, to be pursued, to be claimed by a Black man.
Those were the women that came to a club like Antwan's. Most of them had white boys back home, husbands or boyfriends. But those white boys weren't up to the job of satisfying their women. They put a ring on it and then thought their job was done. They lapsed into routine, into boring normality, into seeing their lover as some kind of personal servant for the cooking and cleaning.
That was no way to treat a fine piece. A man needed to make sure she knew how sexy she was, how much he wanted her. She had to know that her man wanted her for who she was - a unique, beautiful, desirable woman. She knew that and she wasn't going to be straying but them white boys just couldn't seem to catch on to that. Which suited him and Antwan just fine. Because some of them fine pieces who weren't getting their due at home would find their way to the perfect place for getting just the attention they was wanting.
So if the girls wanted their music as 'urban' and as 'ghetto' as possible then that was just fine. All part of the process. Give the girls what they wanted and soon enough they'd be reciprocating. Everyone was a winner.
Tonight he wasn't at the club so he could let his preferred sound fill his apartment. He didn't need to be setting no mood tonight. Tonight's visitor knew just exactly what she was coming for. It was every two weeks but it wasn't routine. There was always a clock on his girls - soon they'd be leaving the college to make their way in the world. Meant a man didn't take them for granted, it meant he made sure to give them all his attention every minute that he had them.
It was moving on towards the end of the school year now. Another turn-round of tenants. How many more times would he see tonight's visitor? After tonight maybe two. He felt a familiar twinge of regret but just that little stronger than he had in previous years. This year had been a fine crop. The only pity was that sweet blonde dime Rachel had only come with a few weeks to go. Had she been with him from the start of the year he knew that she'd have been coming down and knocking on his door. He 'd seen it in her eyes sometimes when he talked with her, heard it in her voice, known what was in her soul.
You couldn't get a more blue-blood looking girl than Rachel but old Lavon was a man of discernment and experience. He knew how Rachel looked at him sometimes when she didn't think he was watching. He also knew she'd been asking some of his other girls about him. He knew the signs.
Lavon felt the stir in his pants. Damn but that girl was fine. If he'd had another couple of months, maybe just one, she'd have been down here for sure. Knocking on his door and then finding out just what was tenting his shorts. Turn that girl's world upside down because once she'd tasted the forbidden fruit then there was no way she'd ever go back to white-bread. Lavon knew that without question. That sweet blonde piece could be the poster girl for, 'Once they go Black they never go back.'
Still there it was. Man couldn't have everything. If he caught every fish there'd be no fun in the sport. He could not complain about this year. This year had been one to remember.
Lavon again had a thought that had come into his mind a few times recently. It was in the nature of things that his tenants were anywhere from twenty to twenty-three years old. He wasn't anywhere near seeing forty again. There'd come a time when he should hand over the reins - pass on the responsibility.
It happened that he knew just how he could do that. His old service buddy had kept telling him to come down to the Caribbean where he'd been developing a resort catering to adventurous young professionals. Spend the winters down there and from what CeeJay said the white tail came a-flocking and all a man had to do was pick and choose. Fresh prime pussy every week. Completing that Caribbean holiday experience for CeeJay's visitors.
It was mighty enticing. Especially round about November when the wind began blowing cold and when the first snows were falling. However, it wouldn't mesh with his landlord duties here. Every year he let loose into the world maybe five or ten fine white girls who'd come to understand that true sexual satisfaction came in only one color, just like that old bastard Henry Ford's Model T. He liked to think of all the young brothas out there who got to enjoy the graduates of his little finishing school. It was a responsibility, an important job that needed to be done.
So that'd been a problem without a solution until his sister Marcy had come to him about the boy. Well, hardly a boy anymore. Hard to think of his nephew's friend as a big strong twenty-five year old man. He still remembered DeShawn in short pants!
He'd always been a good kid until he got himself in with the wrong crowd. Nothing too serious but he'd still been lucky not to earn himself a worse record and a longer spell away. First offense and a plea deal got it down to a misdemeanour but it could easily have been worse. While he was away his mom, Marcy and Lavon had got together to discuss him. The Taylor Foundation had found him a place at technical school, learning building maintenance. The course had been Lavon's suggestion - just like the fact he'd found him a job at a bar run by another friend of his, Theo. A bit of bar work, a bit of security, a bit of helping out the caretaker there on maintenance.
Credit to the boy he'd seen sense and got his head down. Learned his lessons, formal and informal. His daddy had been in the wind before he could talk so he'd needed a good role-model and Theo had been the perfect choice. He was a man like Antwan. Smooth exterior hiding steel underneath. It'd rubbed some of the rough edges off the boy - some of the posing he'd learned on the corners. Given the nature of the bar it'd also opened DeShawn's eyes to the world that his uncle, Theo and Antwan operated in. According to Theo he'd took to it like a duck to water - made himself real popular with the girls there. Lavon smiled just thinking about it. Those girls would have taught DeShawn plenty about what a woman needs and how to provide it. Same as he and CeeJay had learned from them sweet pieces in Estonia. In the end pleasing a woman just came natural, you could instinctively know real soon just what they were needing. The benefits of experience they called it.
There was a little of his mom in DeShawn but mostly he looked like his maternal grand-father. He also bore a certain resemblance to a younger Lavon. Other folks saw it more than Lavon himself did but he had to admit there was something there. Anyway every time he met DeShawn he was more and more convinced that one day, when the time came, he'd be the man to take over. There was just one doubt in his mind. Something a little difficult to settle but which had to be known for sure before any change was made. He had responsibilities after all.
KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.
Lavon's mind was brought back to the here and now by the knocking on his door. He glanced up at his clock and saw that she was right on time. Damn but he'd been day-dreaming for twenty minutes!
He opened the door and there she was, that mischievous little grin on her face. As soon as he was there she adopted a more serious expression but her eyes were still full of joy and excitement.
"I've come to pay the rent Lavon."
Oh fuck. Try as he might old Lavon could never quite decide who he liked best. The redhead Bethany was amazing, Sarah had really come into her own once she'd dumped that white wankster of hers, Lisa had a fucking amazing body and Corinne, well she'd been just like his private dancer. A naked lap dance from her was something else! Then there was Rachel, ah Rachel...
But could he say that he preferred any of them to Britney? Fuck - all he knew was that just stood there she could set his blood pumping. She was only 5'3 but a little fucking dynamo. Brunettes weren't usually his preference but damn it just looked so right on her and her eyes were an amazing deep brown. Expressive and joyous and made a man feel real good to look into them. She wasn't no slim piece like Bethany or Rachel. The girl was kinda chunky but man those curves were something else. It all made for a body to catch the attention of any man with a pulse and discernment. Something around 34DD up top, all natural and all fucking perfection. But the real prize was that whooty. He'd seen a lot of girls who claimed one but none fitted the bill like young Britney. When she turned she fair took a man's breath away. Any brotha see that and not get hard then he should just put his cue in the rack and retire. Talking of which...
Britney
He took the envelope from Britney and made certain not to smile. She always pronounced her 'the' like it was a 'ze'. Needed something like that to remind you that she wasn't an American, that she'd presumably be heading back to Austria once her course was done. The thought reminded him to savour every moment with her, to extract ever ounce of mutual pleasure from their meetings. Lavon didn't take honeys like this for granted, he NEVER took any of his girls for granted. They all deserved his best, every time and any time. He wasn't no fool like them white-boys whose wives and girl-friends were down at Antwan's or working for Theo.
Lavon opened the envelope and counted the bills. He frowned. Then he carefully counted each bill out as a pile of currency on his table.
He almost growled and fixed his eyes on Britney who was looking adorably penitent and guilty.
"Envelope's light again - ten bucks short."
"I know Lavon I'm sorry Lavon but..."
Her voice died as he held his hand up. "Don't be calling me Lavon and bringing me a light envelope again. Now you be calling me 'Mr Crawston' or 'Sir' you hear."
She dropped those big wonderfully expressive brown eyes down to the floor, seemingly unable to hold his relentless stern gaze.
"I'm sorry Lav... er, sir. But since it was OK two weeks ago."
"What did I say two weeks ago? I said it could slide but you turn up short again and I'd expect you to come ready to pay your debts. That right?"
"Yes sir - it was very good of you sir. But I haven't ever..."
"That don't matter to me none. You ten bucks short and that means I gets to take it out in trade. And I said what I'd be asking didn't I - so you come prepared?" His look and tone were intense, formidable. Lavon was a big powerfully-built man and he towered above her as he moved to close the door behind her.
She nodded.
"Show me."
Britney obediently bent forward and flipped up her knee-length skirt.
Lavon gave a little growl, but a growl of pleasure rather than of anger. It wasn't just that amazing booty or the fact that, like a good girl, she wasn't wearing anything under that skirt. No - it was the fact she'd followed her instructions. Between her cheeks a metal object glinted in the light. He knew what it was. A metal butt-plug with an enamelled end that displayed the 'Queen of Spades' symbol. He'd seen a girl wearing one once and damn but it sent a message.
So he'd got a store to take a few in stock. It was run by a friend of his and only a few blocks away but that was enough to put it in H-Town proper, outside the little circle of gentrification surrounding the college. Nothing too heavy but just enough to add a little spice. On occassions like this he'd send his girl down there to buy one of the QOS plugs. Which was as good as her telling the world that she was giving it up to the Black man. He'd wondered if it would be a deterrent but truth be told the little bitches loved it. Besides Marcia and her girls would pass on some good advice and sell them some lube and such. If he knew Britney she'd have been preparing for tonight - making sure she wouldn't disappoint.
Lavon ran his tongue over his lips. There wasn't no danger of this fine little piece disappointing him. He eased forward and took a hold of her with one hand while the other caressed her firm magnificent white butt-cheek. He circled her cheek twice with his hand, knew she was feeling the slightly rough texture of his palm. A working man's hand - a hand that was claiming its due. He lifted that hand a little and brought it back down with a satisfying smack. Britney wriggled a little in his hold and let out a sharp gasp.
Experience - it was ALL about experience. He brought back his hand again and delivered another smack to her rear-end. He didn't have to think about it he just instinctively knew the weight to put behind those smacks. Not nearly enough to hurt bad but just enough to let Britney know who was in charge here, who was calling the shots. Just hard enough to let her know he was going to be just the way she loved him to be.
He saw the first pink tinge on her butt, his attention bringing the blood close to the skin. Putting the mark of his hand on her, the mark of his ownership. He gave three more quick-fire slaps and relished how the pink darkened, the hand-print became more obvious. Britney wriggled some more and let out a little moan. Not like she was trying to get away - just like she was playing at trying to get away. He paused a moment. Ah fuck it - if a job was worth doing then it was worth doing for real. That was his philosophy and so he brought his hand down one last time this one a little harder.
"Oooowwww," she squealed and finally turned back towards him, not entirely feigned outrage on her face. Lavon gave her a little chuckle in response and she gave him that look of hers. Fuck but the sweet little bitch was sexy, that particular look of hers could raise the fucking dead!
He let go of her and growled, "Get in there." Then he followed her into his bedroom. He'd been looking forward to this ever since he'd first caught a glimpse of that fine Austrian rear end. She got herself on the bed on hands and knees, her big ol' butt sticking out over the edge.
"Damn but you fine," he said softly and was rewarded with her little giggle of pleasure. She was indeed fine and she knew it and she was giving it up with no hesitation or regret whatsoever. Times like this old Lavon Crawston knew how truly blessed he really was. He paused and took in the sight of her - booty up and marked with the QOS. He knew he'd be remembering that sight so long as he had breath in his body.
Britney gave a little wiggle of her rear end. She wasn't just ready - she was impatient. He fucking loved this little bitch! He moved in and got down to business. His fingers quickly found the edges of the plug but this was where a man had to be gentle. He very carefully eased the plug back and heard Britney gasp a little, felt her body tense up. The butt plug was hard against the ring of muscle and she was feeling it. The discomfort clashing with her desires.
"Relax now baby, just relax, we got all night and you with old Lavon here. Time we're done you gonna be feeling real good." He kissed her back, ran his hands over her fair-skinned body, breathed words into her ear. He told her how beautiful she was, how desirable, how that fine whooty of hers was made to give the Black man pleasure. With each movement and word he felt her body responding to him. She was such a fine-tuned instrument, if ever a girl was made for the Brothas then she was the one. Just right for the attentions of a master of his craft and Lavon wasn't modest about his abilities.
He judged the time right and finally returned to the butt-plug. He was still careful and kept an eye on her. Her own eyes were closed and she was carefully measuring her breathing. Smart girl - she'd listened to some who'd gone before. Lavon just slowly increased his pressure on the plug and it gently moved and stretched her muscle until suddenly it had eased free. Britney gasped - but with relief rather than distress. Lavon nodded his satisfaction - she'd used plenty of lube. He put two fingers into his mouth and made sure they were well coated with saliva. He'd moved them in to replace the plug just before her ring had totally closed again. Perfect timing again - what could old Lavon say, he knew his job.
He gently moved his two fingers in and out of her, gently easing her tight muscle. Coaxing her into readiness for what was to come. She was breathing deep now - anticipating it. A young buck would already be trying it but Lavon knew better. They had all night and he wanted to savour it.
"This your first time?" He knew it was but he wanted her to say it.
"Yes."
"You done well - this booty way too fine for any limp-dick white boy. This gotta be Black-only you hear me."
"Yes sir - Black-only. For sure."
He believed her - and not just about her booty. This one wouldn't be settling for second-best in any regard. "Glad you came tonight. You know the Brothas gonna see this fine rear end and want a piece of it so you gots to be ready for them. You got a skilled mouth and a premium pussy but once you ready for them here you gonna be the dream ticket you hear. They gonna be some motha-fucking lucky men and they best not forget it."
She gave a little giggle at that. Her attention was off his fingers as they continued to explore and prepare her. It was getting less strange for her, less daunting, more just the way it was. Fine-assed white bitches needed all the skills if they were to please the Black man and that was what this one was made for. She might not articulate that or even think it but deep down in her most primal being she KNEW it.
It was time. Lavon eased his fingers out of her ass and turned her over so she was lying on her back on the bed looking up at him. Carefully, deliberately, he removed his clothing. When his shorts came down he was hard and ready. His Big Black Cock bobbed menacingly as he took the two steps toward her. All the time those wonderfully expressive brown eyes were on him, fixed intently on first his face and then on his big hard cock. Her white teeth showed and gently gripped her lower lip. He read the signs. She was anxious about this but she was ready.



Lavon took a pillow and doubled it up before pushing it under Britney's butt. The girl seemed about to say something but instead just stopped and gave a nervous smile. She knew she was fully exposed now, her ass up and ready for him. Once again Lavon applied a finger and then two. Still tight but easier this time. When he was satisfied he shifted forward and presented the big broad head of his cock to her ass.
She was a little fucking trouper, trying to keep relaxed like a good little slut. But her eyes were up and on him, fixed on his Big Black Cock that was posed to put an end to her anal cherry. He didn't blame her. It was a big moment in a girl's life and it didn't look likely something so big was gonna fit.
Lavon held his position but reached forward with one hand to Britney's pussy. His skilled fingers found her most sensitive areas with practised ease. Britney reacted immediately. Biting her lip and gasping, a shiver spreading through her body. Her breathing was raged as Lavon's fingers stepped up their efforts. Her hands reached for him and then came the moment as she peaked.
Lavon paused a moment and then pushed forward with his cock. Her ring gave just a little resistance and then he was through, in her.
"Oh my GOD!" Her eyes were open again now and looking down at his cock. He eased back a little and then forward again. His cock claimed another quarter-inch of virgin ass.
"Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God!" She was softly chanting the words with each gentle insistent thrust of his cock into her. Each small area of territory claimed by the Black invader.
Lavon guessed Britney was a Catholic, coming from Austria and all, but she'd never seemed particularly religious. If he was guessing then the nearest thing she had to a god was currently taking her ass. Black Cock and the worship of it - that seemed to be Britney's mission in life and he was surely glad to help her along her path.
Just thinking about it got his thrusts speeding up a little. He was careful to watch her but she was taking it real good. He knew what she wanted and he knew that she would achieve her goal. It took a while but they got there. His balls slapping against her with each thrust, his dark shaft taken to the hilt.
He pushed so he was all the way up inside her and then held himself there. Their eyes met and he could see the triumph there. He hoped she could see the pleasure and pride in his own. Fine little dime had passed another test. A lot of Brothas were gonna be enjoying this feeling courtesy of his care and attention, made a Black man real proud to do it for his people.
"Want me to take the brakes off?"
She swallowed and then nodded.
Lavon began fucking her for real, nothing too hard or fast but just... enough. So she felt real full. If she came through happy then they could go to town later on. After that she wouldn't be scared of no Black dicks. She'd know with the right preparation she could take them all and take them hard.
His eyes met hers again. The nervousness and anxiety had gone. They were back to their sparkling mischievous norm. He felt his dick respond to that look of hers - had a momentary doubt whether to fight it - then relaxed and gave a last thrust that sent his cum into her body.
"You came in my butt sir." Not an accusation but more a statement of fact in that sexy little accent of hers.
"Yeah - and you know why."
"Because you own it sir."
They both laughed, sharing the moment, luxuriating in the aftermath of their efforts. He brought his big dark body down over her soft pale one. His mouth found hers and their tongues met to dance together and signal their mutual satisfaction.
At least at this moment Britney was definitely his favourite. As for that other thing. Retiring to the islands. One day, one day - but maybe not just yet. There was some life left in this particular old dog!
***
Later he was taken her doggy-style for her second round. Clamping his big Black hands on those luscious white buttocks. Tightening his fingers to see the pink marks they left, Slapping her gentle-like to punctuate his fucking her. Taking that newly Blacked badonk for all he was worth. Damn it felt good and besides her fingers tightening on the sheets sometimes she was taking it like a pro. Ragged little grunts and shivers just encouraging him to take her harder.
Suddenly the girl started howling like a banshee.
"FUCK ME LAVON. FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME. YOU ARE SO GOOD, SO MUCH BETTER THAN WHITE BOYS. FUCK ME, FUCK ME HARD, FUCK MY ASS, MAKE ME YOUR SLUT. I WAS A FOOL TO WAIT. YOU ARE MY BULL, MY STUD and YOU ARE MY MASTER. FUCK ME, FUCK, ME, FUCK ME HHHHHHHHAAAARRRDDDDDD."
Lavon paused his stroke. Was she having some kind of a seizure? Because he was real good, no doubt about it, but he wasn't THAT good!
Britney looked back and gestured with her hand. The 'hurry up' gesture, or Lacon supposed in this case the 'Get back to fucking my perfect ass' gesture. Then Britney grinned and pointed at the ceiling.
Then Lavon understood and grinned back. He knew who had the room above his. The sweat was trickling off his brow as he went to town on premium white booty and Britney was howling the fucking house down for the next few minutes till he had the great pleasure of nutting in her ass again.
Upstairs
"FUCK ME LAVON. FUCK ME, FUCK ME, FUCK ME. YOU ARE SO GOOD, SO MUCH BETTER THAN WHITE BOYS. FUCK ME, FUCK ME HARD, FUCK MY ASS, MAKE ME YOUR SLUT. I WAS A FOOL TO WAIT. YOU ARE MY BULL, MY STUD and YOU ARE MY MASTER. FUCK ME, FUCK, ME, FUCK ME HHHHHHHHAAAARRRDDDDDD."
Sometimes Rachel had to put her ear almost to the floor-boards to hear what was going on downstairs. Which pretty much always meant when her landlord was 'entertaining' one of his women.
Not tonight.
Tonight it was coming through loud and clear - Lavon's partner had to be screaming down there. That was how Rachel could hear that slight trace of an accent in her voice. That was how Rachel was certain that it was her friend Britney who was being fucked down there. Britney had dropped enough hints but until now it had never been so blatant, so uncontrolled, so passionate.
Passionate was the word for it. How was Britney feeling now? Could she ever feel like that? Rachel was flushed in the face now, breathing hard as she fucked herself with her toy.
That had really been the only solution to hearing those bed-springs creaking and women moaning downstairs. She's asked Corinne who had suggested a store and swore to keep her secret.
The store hadn't been far away in blocks but had been almost in another world. One thing about this city was that you could turn a corner and find yourself in an entirely different demographic. This wasn't some kind of ghetto. It was a street of small to medium-sized businesses and the sidewalks were full of families. It was just that everyone, or as near as didn't matter, were African-American, were Black. She felt so conspicuous, so out of place, such a minority. She saw some young men's eyes on her, following her. Saw some young women look at her suspiciously, especially if they were with one of the young men with greedy eyes. Or was all that just in her imagination - because she was white and they were Black.
She found the store easily enough. It sold clothes and lingerie and 'erotic accessories'. The clothes weren't anything she'd be too happy about wearing, especially around here. She paused as she felt the blood flowing through her body, her heart beating fast and strong. She knew why. Just the idea of wearing an outfit like the one she was looking at and walking down most of the streets of H-Town. The Black men had been watching her but respecting her distance today. If they saw her dressed like that then they would know what she had come for. They would know and they wouldn't hesitate to take her and give her just what she deserved. They would...
"Can I help ya girl?"
The speaker was an attractive African-American woman in her late forties. Rachel was about to shake her head when the woman continued.
"Always pleased to see a fresh face," she glanced at the outfits in front of Rachel, "you going into business round here?"
"Errr... no," said a rather confused Rachel "I'm errr..."
The woman gave a little laugh and smile. "Sorry about that girl but those lines are real popular with some of my clientele, local working girls you know. They need to catch attention real fast, to hook that male gaze."
The meaning of her words finally registered with Rachel who knew without having a mirror that she was blushing hard. "No,,, I mean... I was... someone suggested..."
The saleswoman held up a well-manicured hand. "Sorry honey I didn't mean nothing by it. Now you can say what you like to me cos I've heard it all before." A laugh shook her frame this time. "No - on second thoughts you just hush there honey. Let Marcia take a guess. OK, I'm guessing that you are in the market for a synthetic friend. I see I'm right and you came to the right place honey. We got all varieties just over here."
Marcia led Rachel to a short wall of shelves which was packed from floor to ceiling with vibrators, dildos, harnesses, strap-ons and several other things Rachel had no clue about. Her eyes roamed over the selection. All sizes and all colors,
"I'm thinking your preference would be over here," suggested Marcia.
Rachel followed her glance and saw another more uniform section. There was the same variety of toys but here they were all a deep dark black. She didn't have to think about it she instinctively knew that Marcia was right. This was just what she wanted. She picked up a packaged dildo, slim and perhaps five inches.
"That's a nice starter and with a vibrating function," observed Marcia, "good for building up to..." she gestured at two toys on the end of the rack.
"Oh..." said Rachel. What more could she say? Those toys were big, very big. They had to be close to a foot long if not even a little bigger.
"Moulded from life," observed Marcia in her best saleswoman tone, that one is Jack Hammer. You see him on that cop show on TV nowadays. Crazy ain't it. This one is Max Power. You ever seen any of his videos?"
"Err... no," said Rachel.
"Google will most def be yo friend sweetheart. You know how white boys always saying anyone with a dick this big can't keep it hard. Well just search for his name, that's Max Power remember, you'll see they talking BS just like always. You can guess why too." Marcia crooked her little finger in an expressive gesture.
Rachel giggled and then joined her in a conspiratorial smile. Marcia was quite a character and Rachel couldn't help instinctively liking her. "I think that might be a little much," she admitted pointing to the Max Power dildo.
Marcia pursed her lips and shook her head. "Girl when you consider I've had three kids I'd say that thing ain't too big. Maybe its just big enough!" She laughed again. "I know one thing my husband's highly satisfactory but if that fine man Max Power showed up round here he might just get lucky! But since he ain't been seen in this place to my knowledge I guess we has to settle for this to give us an idea of what he's like. I'll say this - buy the starter and Max there and I'll throw in some lube, cos you will need some lube, and I'll even take twenty off the combined price. Now that is some kind of deal I'm offering you there girl."
Rachel looked at the big toy and carefully took it off the shelf. It even felt heavy - or was that just all the packaging. It seemed way too big to be practical.
"Girl what hesitates is a girl what's lost. Gotta take these opportunities sweetheart." Marcia's tone was persuasive, professionally so, but Rachel was still uncertain.
"OK," conceded Marcia, "how about this one - let's call him 'Max Junior' - no discount mind. It was similar to 'Max Power' but slimmer and about nine inches long.
Rachel considered and nodded. Marcia smiled and took her card payment before bagging up the two packages and some lube. Printed on the side of the bag in big letters were the words, 'Black Owned.' Marcia paused and then gave Rachel a sly look. "Maybe you'll be better with an unmarked bag and you'd best keep these packages out of site. Some of the local corner boys might think you out here looking for the real thing." She re-bagged the purchases and smiled as Rachel thanked her before heading on out of the shop.
Marcia just looked after the young woman as she left. Then she sighed and shook her head. She was a pretty little thing but she'd gone beet-red again when Marcia had told her about the corner boys. Didn't take a mentalist to work out what was going on in that beautiful blonde head. 'Never seen a little white-bread more surely needing a Black cock. Still she's still young. She keep coming around these parts and sooner or later she'll work it out for herself.' Marcia nodded approval with her own forecast and then set to examining an invoice.
***
The starter had been enough for a while but finally one evening, encouraged as usual by the noises from the room below, Rachel had turned to 'Max'. It might be the 'Junior edition but even getting it out of the package was a little daunting. It was a sizable chunk of fake cock. That bigger one couldn't really have been from life could it? There was even a knack to handling this smaller version. What on earth would the big one be like?
If there was a knack then she'd picked it up quick enough. With a little lube she could soon take it half-way and that felt really good. It looked really good too with all that ebony shaft sticking out of her pussy. Just seeing that contrast sent shivers up and down her body, sent the adrenaline and endorphins pulsing through her. It wasn't sex but it was pretty good for all that and it would tide her over until she'd got over that douche-bag ex-boyfriend of hers.
So things had proceeded until this particular night.
"FUCK YES, FUCK YES, FUCK YES, FUCK ME LAVON, GIVE ME THAT BIG BLACK FUCKING COCK."
It was so intense, just imagining Lavon and her friend down there. She's thought she'd had a good sex life with her ex but no-one had ever made her feel like Britney was feeling now. She knew that instinctively, at the core of her being. She was only glad she'd got the lube and 'Max Junior' to help her through this. She timed her thrusts with the toy to match the creaking of the bed down there. Imagined that it was her in that hard-worked bed, her screaming the house down, her taking that Big Black Cock.
"TAKE ME LAVON - MAKE ME YOUR LITTLE WHITE SLAVE-BITCH. FUCK MY ASS, FUCK MY ASS, FUCK MY ASS. HARDER, PLEASE, BREAK ME IN."
Rachel paused, shocked, but then began pumping 'Max Junior' into her pussy harder and faster. Britney was getting fucked in the ass - she couldn't imagine letting a man do that. Why was Britney doing it? Her mind supplied the answer. 'Because Lavon is so good, because his cock is so good. She can't deny him. she wouldn't think of denying him. She is his and she wants to please him. Pleasing him is what gets her off. It's why she's so excited. Because she's giving him everything.' Her breathing was ragged now, tense to hear what would happen next, her hand moving that big toy in and out of her pussy. She was only grateful she'd bought 'Max Junior' because her starter wasn't up for this. 'Max' was edging deeper and deeper into her.
"DON'T STOP, DON'T STOP, KEEP USING ME. DON'T STOP, NEVER STOP, MAKE ME A LITTLE WHITE WHORE."
Tonight, listening to them, Rachel's pussy was wet and hungry. She seemed to be craving that hard Black toy, allowing nd then demanding 'Max' deeper and ever deeper. Giving herself fully just as Britney was giving herself downstairs.
"YOU OWN ME BLACK MASTER. USE ME, USE ME, USE ME. FUCK MY ASS, TURN ME OUT, BREED ME BLACK".
The words were shocking, depraved, even frightening. Rachel didn't care - Rachel just knew that she had never been so turned on. She frantically fucked herself with 'Max Junior' for all she was worth. Had she even needed the lube? She was so wet, so needing to be filled, so desperate for what she needed, what she knew deep down that she needed.
"GIVE ME YOUR CUM MASTER, YOUR NIGGER SEED. I'LL DUMP MY PILLS FOR YOU, LET YOU FUCK ME WHENEVER, WHEREVER. FUCK ME, BREED ME, OWN ME. MAKE ME A NIGGA-OWNED LITTLE WHITE WHORE."
She heard that vile word but knew that here it seemed right, something understood between the couple downstairs. Something you didn't understand until you were there, on your back, your Black lover fucking you hard and taking his pleasure. 'Oh my God', thought Rachel. She didn't know where Britney was getting all this filthy talk from but it was all just so fucking hot. Rachel had forgotten about matching the noises from downstairs now. Her fingers were moving with frantic haste, pushing 'Max Junior' home into her body, deeper and deeper.
"TURN ME OUT, ONLY FOR BLACK COCK, RUIN ME FOR WHITE BOYS. CUM IN ME. YYYYYYYYEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS"
Rachel's fingers hit the entrance to her pussy as she frantically fucked herself. 'Max Junior' was all inside her and 'Max Junior' wasn't nearly enough. She'd have to go back to that store and get the real thing.
That was the moment when the wicked thought didn't creep into her brain, it kicked the door down and set off a fucking fireworks display, She didn't need to go back to the store. All she had to do was go downstairs and then she would really get the 'real thing'. The realisation hit her like a speeding truck and Rachel came real hard, squirting fluid from her pussy and desperately putting her hand over her mouth to stifle her cry. She just did enough to muffle it but not enough to ever be able to deny to herself what she had said.
"YES, YES PLEASE, FUCK ME TOO, OWN ME TOO, RUIN ME FOR WHITE BOYS TOO!."
Then she came back to her senses and realised, with terror in the pit of her stomach, that the noises downstairs had ceased. Had they heard her? Had the rest of the house, the rest of her friends, heard her? Would they all know that she was desperate to be fucked by Lavon, to be... She stifled the thought and tried to recover herself. Then she looked down and saw 'Max Junior'. He still looked huge but she'd never again doubt that she could take him. She just had to be turned on enough.
The Club
Lavon had considered his options carefully. Generally he took Corinne along with him if he took anyone. That talented little piece could get a man off just by lap dancing him. Lavon had a pretty strong control in that regard but the girl's real sweet moves had almost got even him. Almost. It was that 'almost' that separated the men from the boys.
So Corinne was in for sure and he decided to take Britney too. Girl deserved a treat for that Oscar-worthy performance two weeks ago. Maybe it hadn't worked, might even have scared the girl off, but fuck if old Lavon wouldn't be remembering that for always.
It'd surely put one idea to bed. Sweet white-bread Rachel knew that she needed the Black cock. Had shouted the fact so everyone in the house had heard her. He smiled to himself. Of course her friends had all told her they hadn't heard nothing. Girl was embarrassed, she just wasn't quite ready yet. Britney had reckoned she'd come downstairs for sure. Lavon would have liked nothing better but experience told him it wasn't gonna happen. Just a couple more weeks and he reckoned she'd have given in to the truth. The truth she knew in her heart now, the truth of who she really was and of what she really wanted. It would happen for her, Lavon knew that, just it seemed he'd prepared the ground for some unknown and real lucky Brotha. That was life for you.
Not that he hadn't got something out of it. He had kinda surprised himself there, maybe got a little over-excited. A fine bitch had just let him give her the ass-fucking of the decade and he'd still been greedy for more. He'd be remembering what happened next for always too.



He'd played the little game before. You got the girl to bring her birth control down and you told them that one more light rent envelope and she'd have to dump it. With some girls that got them going like nothing else could. For them just the concept of Lavon seeding and breeding them was the ultimate. But the ultimate what? The ultimate pleasure, the ultimate achievement or the ultimate taboo, the ultimate disgrace? Fucked if he knew and fucked if he cared. It made his Big Black Cock hard and their tight white pussies wet and that was all that mattered.
It was a little game for everyone's pleasure. They loved the idea of him taking them fertile and planting a big potent load of African baby-seed just as deep in their unprotected white pussies as he could. It proved how much you wanted them, it told them just how easy you could make sure there was no way back for them.
Like any of them wanted a way back. What had Britney screamed? That he had 'ruined her for white boys'. Like that mattered. None of his girls were ever gonna be interested in weak-sauce white-boy sex again. They'd had the genuine article.
So anyway he kinda had a script to improvise around when playing the game but fuck if that hadn't gone out the window. Hearing the beautiful horny little Austrian slut yell about him breeding her had kind of got to him. After he'd cum he'd thought about it and then it'd sort of come instinctive like.
"Get them fucking birth control pills," he'd almost snarled at her.
"Yes sir." She hadn't hesitated for a second. Just found her jacket and fished a small container out of one pocket.
"In here," he'd taken a firm grip of her arm and led her into the bathroom. "Dump them, dump them now," he'd ordered.
She'd looked at him then, her eyes wide and intense. That wasn't hesitation either - she was savouring his words, drinking in every moment of a Black man ordering her to destroy her only birth control.
Because he wasn't asking her - he was telling her.
She was smiling kind of nervously as she began popping each of the little pills out of their pack and letting them drop into the toilet. Then the smile went and all you could hear was her excited shallow breathing. She didn't stop until the last of the pills was dropped down into the water. Only then did she look up at him her chest rising and falling real nice and real quick, them wonderful eyes of hers looking so big and hooked onto his.
"Time to end any chance of going back, of ever being the sweet white-bread respectable daughter that your family wanted, any chance of getting that good marriage and that house in the suburbs and them blue-eyed blonde-haired kids. You know how you do it don't ya. You just flush 'em away."
She was still looking at him as she reached out and flushed the toilet, sending her pills into oblivion.
Took all his self-control not to smile or at least show his approval. That wasn't what she wanted just now. The little bitch was really getting off on the scenario - almost as much as he was. So he sternly pointed a finger at her.
"Now you pay attention. By four weeks them pills will be outa your system and you'll be fertile as fuck. You come up with a short envelope again and fine as that booty is I ain't gonna be fucking it. I'm gonna be fucking that primed pussy and coating them lily-white eggs. Gonna be sending you home with my Black baby growing in ya." He paused a significant moment. "Maybe I'll be taking that plane ticket of yours and making sure you don't go back till I'm satisfied, till you showing good, till everyone knows you been a slut and in a few more months they'll know you a Black-bred slut. Now - you understand how its gonna be?" His eyes were fierce, locked onto hers.
She swallowed and then said one clear word. "Yes."
In that instant he knew she'd do it. She'd turn up ten bucks short and let him knock her up. She'd do it and she'd do it because she thought he wanted it, she'd do it to please him. She wouldn't care about the consequences, she'd just be focused on pleasing the Black man in her life.
He knew she was the wild one in the house but this was better than he'd imagined. A part of him wanted to keep it going, to give her just what she needed, to fulfil her destiny. He had no doubts that it was where the road led for her - she'd end up raising a Black man's babies, more likely Black men's babies. Why shouldn't the first one be his?
He opened his mouth in a broad smile and then blew out his cheeks. "You something else girl. Tell me straight - do you wish it was real?"
Now she did hesitate. Thought for maybe four seconds as he watched her face. Saw the realisation that it had been a role-play, saw her mixed reaction to that, saw her try to find the words and fail. "Yes. Yes I do but..."
He kissed her hard and deep. That said more than words. Lavon had his rules. He didn't take tenants here under twenty. Needed a few years on that before he'd think about making a woman one of his baby-mommas. A young woman needed to know what she was doing and to happily embrace it. Lavon had been around the block enough times to know that was where the true satisfaction lay.
***
There were worse things. Walking up to the club with a cute little white piece on each arm. Signalled he was a successful and a generous man. Generous - because you didn't bring your piece here unless you were willing to share her. Britney's rear-end was drawing the 'male gaze' before they'd even done the formalities.
He was a member of course and frankly no-one was gonna bar the door to his guests. Some there knew Corinne already - knew that a night with her was a real good result. As for Britney - well she was swinging them hips real nice. She knew they was watching and she was fucking loving it.
So there was just the paper-work. A test from the last thirty days. Hardly a guarantee but this club and the others like it were little communities. People looked after each other, people were responsible when they needed to be. He could only say he'd never had a problem - neither had any of his guests. What were you supposed to do - stay home every night in a full-body condom. Wasn't there a risk in crossing the street?
Anyway tests were easy thanks to the Nikola Clinics. Free of charge for students too. A federal initiative apparently. Not hard to see the hand of Mr Taylor in that one. Him and Nikola went back years so Lavon had heard from those that knew.
Lavon took them into a corner of the reception area. It made sense. These two honeys were gonna get a lot of attention in the main club and he needed to keep his eyes open. He himself was across the room and out of the eye-line of anyone entering the club.
It didn't take long. He was pleased to see the girls watching the door - they'd liked the idea of this from the first time he'd mentioned it. When a familiar figure came through the door he nodded in their direction and saw them move in for the kill. Lavon smiled - the young man was in for quite an experience.
-
Having done his duty for the night Lavon walked into the main club, looked around him and instantly focused on a delicious brunette. Maybe thirty, 5'5 with that dark brown hair and a porcelain complexion. She was slim save for where it counted up top. Couldn't be natural but looked pretty damn fine - if he had to guess he thought that was another thing to thank Dr Nikola for. Like a fine piece of furniture you could always tell the work of a true master. Piece was worth it too - just fine from top to toe. One thing was for damn sure he hadn't seen her before.
A young buck was making a first approach. No offence to the lad but this was man's work. He simply eased himself the few steps until he was in the fine piece's eye-line. The movement registered with her and she glanced up. He gave a little nod and she made a little show of looking him up and down with the tip of her tongue just showing between hr strong white teeth. Fuck - the little bitch knew what she was doing. Had him tenting his shorts already. She turned to 'junior' and gave him the most beautiful smile and a kiss on the check. Rain check for 'junior'. He'd get over it - there was plenty of pussy out there tonight and plenty of future nights. His time would come but tonight, by all appearances, belonged to experience over looks!
"Hey sweetness - I haven't seen you down here. Damn sure I'd have remembered."
"Really?" She was thrusting them fine titties at him as she spoke. "Why?" Her deep brown eyes twinkled. Bitch was the full package. Those were the sorts of eyes looked out on the Atlantic from the coasts of Argyll and Donegal. Her fore-fathers had come over to the land of the free and the home of the brave. Old Lavon was real appreciative of their decision and you could take that to the bank.
"Cos you the finest chassy here. I never did like settling for anything but the best. So I figured if I didn't come see you then I'd have to bail and I just got here so..."
"You've used that before." The twinkle was still in her eyes.
"Uh-huh." He smiled back.
"It ever work?"
"Normally gets me a name and I can take it from there." He knew she liked what she saw. Not all women went for Lavon's type but when they did they was generally real happy to go all in on it.
"I'm Louise," she said.
It suddenly clicked with him. "Theo's Louise."
She gently shook her head "Not Theo's Louise. I'm Louise's Louise. But I work for Theo and we do... work real well together."
He nodded. "Know Theo myself - we third cousins twice removed or something, I never could get that shit straight. Heard a lot about you - all of it good."
"Aren't I keeping you from something? I think I noticed you arrive with a young honey on each arm"
She'd noticed him - that was real good. He thought whether to finesse it but fuck this was Theo's Louise. From all he'd heard she'd like the straight approach.
"They tenants of mine - brought them along to meet our young friend DeShawn. Doing a solid you might say."
She was obviously amused. He'd read her right. She just asked, "For him or for them?"
"For everyone I'm thinking. Sure looked that way when I left them."
She'd had a similar moment of realisation to his earlier one and her smile had broadened. "So you must be Lavon. Heard a lot about you too. Theo keeps saying we should meet up."
"Theo is a good and generous man."
She giggled just a little, just the right amount. Tonight just kept getting better. Meant he could chill, this was only going one way. He smiled. "Not seen you here before. You want the tour?"
There was the tip of her tongue again as she eased her pale fingers through her beautiful dark brown hair. "I've heard there are places upstairs where a girl can take a handsome Black gentleman who she wants to take advantage of?"
"Heard them rumours too - want to go find them?" He eased towards her. Not all the way - he sensed this lady liked to set the pace and call the shots.
She closed the rest of the distance immediately and their mouths met. She tasted and felt real good. He took a nice claiming hold on her butt and her tongue pushed into his mouth. He held her close, enjoyed their first intimacy. Left her to ultimately signal the next move.
She looked at him and very gently exhaled a breath before giving him the most beautiful smile. "I think its time you showed me those rooms."
Lavon took her by the waist and started to lead her towards the stairs. He had a feeling he was going to be exploited tonight and he was feeling not the slightest pain at the prospect.
***
DeShawn hesitated a little, scoping out the situation. He wasn't in that life no more but learned habits can hang around a while. He saw a group of Black men arrive and soon after there were five white women. Then a vehicle pulled up and dropped off another white woman. There'd been a white boy at the wheel - delivering his wife?
DeShawn wasn't in any particular hurry. He was very partial to white girls but it wasn't like they was a rarity for him. He worked at Theo's and some of the girls over there were real friendly. They'd have a good night for tips and maybe they'd tip him for sending custom their way. Not in green tho. First time it'd happened he'd known it was by far the best blow-job he'd ever enjoyed. He'd had several more since and the quality hadn't dropped. Anyway that meant he wasn't no fool to rush in until he was happy that what he'd been told was true.
There was a brotha on the door, a real big motha-fucka but he was acting friendly like. There in case of trouble but not expecting any. DeShawn took a sniff of the cool night air and moved forward. He'd dressed carefully. Pretty much his outfit at work. Smart but informal.
"Hey," he said to the door-man.
The man's eyes took him in lightning fast, assessed him. The man nodded a little. "Got your paper."
DeShawn handed the test over. That was no sweat - a requirement for Theo's staff. The man led by example and that was one of the things made DeShawn like him so much.
The door-man eased himself an inch or so to one side to allow DeShawn entrance. "Enjoy yourself," was all he said.
DeShawn moved into the reception area and quickly saw the entrance to the main club. He'd only took a couple of steps in that direction when...
"Oh yeah - now THIS is what I'm talking about. Fresh meat and just my favourite sort!"
DeShawn felt her fingers on his bicep. Well fuck he liked to work out, liked to look good. She moved round into his vision and he saw a beautiful blonde girl, a few years younger than himself. That wasn't the first thing got your attention though. She had a deeply plunging neckline and a real fine pair of white-girl titties. He tried to stop his gaze dropping and staying there - tried and failed.
"All natural baby - like me to prove it?" Fuck she was pretty and that little sparkle in her eye told DeShawn all he needed to know. He jumped a little when another slim pale hand cupped his junk.
"Don't be shy," purred the second girl, "but you shouldn't be putting a sock down your pants. That's false advertising." Her voice had the slightest of accents. Now he could see her too. A brunette and chunkier than her friend but that didn't worry DeShawn none. He liked a girl with curves and damn was this girl curved in all the right places and real fine too.
"Ain't no sock there," he said trying to sound as confident and masterful as he could. It didn't come out so bad considering he was a little off-balance like.
The blonde had a firm hold on his arm now. "If I'm proving it," she said, "only fair you do too. Come on."
DeShawn liked the sound of that but he was aware he'd been asked to come down here for a reason. "Ain't we supposed to go in the club like." He nodded towards the main door.
"Oh no," said the brunette, "we saw you first. You're ours."
Resistance was futile and DeShawn wasn't much minded to resist in any case. He let the girls lead him upstairs and his eyes never left that brunette's awesome whooty all the way there.
***
Britney was undoing his shirt and letting the tips of her pale fingers brush his warm dark skin. Corinne was leaning over him and moving her naked breasts an inch or so off his face. Naked and perfect and, he could confirm, all natural. DeShawn was seated and pitching a tent to rip a hole in his fucking pants. He wasn't no first-timer but these two were fucking fine and fucking skilled!
Britney moved back behind his seat and put her hands on his arms. He was a powerful man and he could break free easily but the message was clear. He kept his arms down on the armrests no matter how much he wanted to reach out and touch, caress and claim. Now the blonde, Corinne, could really do her thing. Her eyes locked on his as she stepped out of her skirt.
"Fuck," said DeShawn. The girl had been naked underneath. Just the prettiest little pink pussy all out and on display. She moved forward and was over him again. Her breasts in his face and her naked body on his clothed one. She moved again - let her tits rest on his bared chest, let her mouth find his. Her tongue teasing first and then demanding his own tongue's tribute.
She stepped back and grinned at him. Then she spun into a handstand and her legs were skilfully caught by Britney behind him. Corinne arched her back and suddenly DeShawn's whole vision seemed to be filled with white girl pussy. Looked fucking delicious and DeShawn wasn't minded to deny himself no more. His hands finally moved and grasped Corinne's legs. He moved his face forward and got his tongue to work. She tasted as good as she looked and her fruity little giggle just urged him on.
He knew Britney had moved and soon she appeared in front of him. Her hands were skilfully undoing his belt even as her mouth met her friend's. DeShawn was a tall young man and Corinne wasn't so big. Her body lay on his but Britney could still find her way underneath to pull down his pants and then his shorts.
"Oh yeah," said the brunette enthusiastically.
"No socks?" enquired Corinne.
"Uh-uh," said Britney and then DeShawn felt the warmth and wetness of her mouth on his cock. A tongue run up and down his shaft before she took him into her. From second one he knew this was way up to the standards of Theo's girls. He was becoming a connoisseur in fly white-girl head and right away he knew Britney was a bopper of distinction. He might have told her so but just then his mouth was full of premium white pussy and he was working on making Corinne shiver and shake for all the teasing she'd been laying down.
Back in the day they'd said Black guys didn't eat pussy. Well fuck them dumb old-timers. DeShawn loved eating pussy and he was pretty damn good at it. A few exploratory movements and he had an idea what Corinne liked. Once he was there he knew his job. He gave her just what she needed just as fine as he could. Exploring and teasing and then exploiting her sensitivities. Didn't take long - soon she was quivering in his grip, her moans audible. Amateurs would stop there - switch their attention to the fine-ass blow-job he was getting. DeShawn knew better. He kept going, intensifying his efforts. Making sure everyone knew that this pussy was his tonight. Powered on through till Corinne had to give him what he was wanting. Shaking and sobbing out her climax.
Then, as Corinne moved aside for a moment's recovery, he could turn his attention to the PAWG sucking his cock. Turned out to be a mistake. His Big Black Cock in that sweet white mouth was a real beautiful image. He felt himself ready to nut, to fill that talented mouth with his seed.
DeShawn grasped a handful of Britney's hair and pulled her off his cock. He didn't try to be rough but the situation had been getting urgent. Britney just giggled and Corinne joined in. They knew why he'd moved so fast. They knew they had him just as he had them.
Corinne pulled Britney down to the carpet and then straddled her friend's face. DeShawn knew his part and dropped between the brunette's legs. Another beautiful white pussy just crying out for his attention. Girl had nearly got him off and he would go one better for her. His tongue explored and caressed and teased and tormented. He brought his fingers into play. Britney wasn't going nowhere and he was giving her an idea of just what he could do.
By the time they were finished with her Britney was red-faced and gasping for breath. The opening act was done and DeShawn knew it was time to take charge. He clicked his fingers and pointed at the bed. Seemed both those fine-assed bitches agreed with the idea because they scampered over and took up position real nice. On hands and knees side by side with their butts pointing out over the edge. Fuck but Britney had a fine donk, crying out for a Black cock. He ran a finger over each pussy's entrance, set both them fine white rears quivering and wiggling for his attention. It wasn't a time for delay. He moved up, presented his cock to Corinne and then pushed home. She squealed in delight. Warm and wet and perfectly prepared for him. He pushed a couple of fingers into Britney, matching his strokes into Corinne.. He set up a good rhythmn, claiming that pussy.



Then he switched. Pushing his cock, slick with Corinne's juices, home into Britney. He moved two fingers of his left hand into Corinne's warm wetness, keeping her primed for his return. That left a hand free to give Britney a good slap on that phat white ass of hers. A little yell but no complaints from the fine-assed bitch. He gave her another and saw the glow of pink on her pale skin. DeShawn was a pussy man but later he planned to make an exception for this one. Sometimes a white-girl booty just demanded to be fucked!
He switched again but this time Britney wasn't ready to stay still. She dropped down and moved beneath Corinne. The girls were in each other's arms and their kiss was long and deep. DeShawn had his choice of pussy now, alternating after a few hard thrusts into each. Finally he was ready to get his nut and Corinne's was just at that better height for a hard fucking. He switched gears and showed the girl some of his power, soon had her gasping and moaning. He couldn't last long - this had all just been too good. He grunted and came a heavy, heavy load deep into the blonde.
He caught his breath, ragged from his exertions, and moved up a hand to wipe the sweat off his brow. They'd given him a work-out. Both girls seemed to be needing to take a moment too.
The showers were nice and big, plenty of room for three. He felt the warm water refreshing his body, felt the four female hands soaping him. Life was real good just at the moment.
"I like your tattoos," said Britney.
DeShawn suddenly felt self-concious. He hated his ink. Home-made crude efforts on his arms that dated from his time inside. He'd been lucky not to catch hepatitis or some shit. He'd been thinking about having them covered up and told the girls so.
"No," said Corinne, her finger tracing the marks under her skin, "you shouldn't. Have a big design that incorporates them. Show they are part of you but you have moved on from when you had them."
DeShawn thought about at. He liked the idea. Someone had told him about a guy in the Capital - supposed to be real good. Maybe he'd go over there soon and see what he had to say.
Meanwhile there were more urgent calls on his attention. One of the women was behind him and running her hands over his muscled arms. The playful fingers had their effect and he felt his cock stiffening again. Corinne dropped down in front of him and he savoured the sensation. He had a feeling he'd be coming to this place again.
Partings and Realisations
So she had walked out of the townhouse that last time. Lavon had been on the steps in his usual pace with another of his friends. They were talking about something as she closed the door. For the last time her appearance immediately caught her landlord's attention.
"Damn Theo you just look at Rachel here. Ain't she just the finest little white chassy you seen in an age. This one is gonna make some lucky young fella real happy. Just hope he has the brains to appreciate it and treat her right. Judging by the white boys in my houses the current crop don't know fuck all about how to treat a real premium fox like this one."
"Thanks Lavon." She'd got way past the blushing stage when Lavon complimented her. It hit her surprisingly hard that this was probably the last time she 'd hear him compliment her. She wondered, again perhaps for the last time, why he always did it. She'd never gone to that flat of his to 'pay the rent' and it'd made no difference. So it wasn't clumsy seduction. It hadn't changed his attitude to her. He'd always just been him. That was it, she decided as she always decided, Lavon was just Lavon. You took him as you found him and that was all there was to it. If you liked him great - otherwise well he wouldn't be losing no sweat over it. She realised, this last time, that she liked him very much and that she'd miss him too.
Lavon considered, reached into his pocket and produced a small laminated card. "You ever got problems I can help you with..."
It was her own turn to consider. Life stretched ahead of her with limitless opportunity. Lavon had already helped her along her path when she had needed a place to stay. It seemed very unlikely she'd need his help again. However, for a rogue he was a very likable rogue, even a lovable one. It would be very disrespectful and unkind not to let him make this little meaningless gesture. She took the card and put it in her own pocket. She thanked him again but felt it wasn't enough. She fought down an impulse to kiss her old rascal of a landlord goodbye. Instead they shared a look of understanding, Lavon nodded and she turned to leave.
She barely noticed the other man. He was a few years younger than her landlord. Well-dressed and obviously a successful man. Clearly on very good terms with Lavon too. She didn't see Theo's silent question to her landlord. She had already taken a few steps away from them when Lavon gave a slight shake of the head.
The two men watched her go, admired her movements and the graceful lines of her figure.
Theo gave a low whistle. "You always had a good eye my man but she is real fine. She just wasn't interested?"
"My bad luck. Didn't have time here to make her mind up. In time she will and some lucky Brotha..."
The two men hadn't been shouting, they were speaking in low tones. However, Rachel had always had excellent hearing and she heard that much. Enough to send a glow to her cheeks and to have her swing her hips just a little more as she walked. She liked the idea that those two men would remember her.
They watched her go - up to her vehicle packed full with the last of her stuff. She had their attention right until the engine coughed into life and her junker made its way round the corner,
"Mmmnhh," mused Lavon and then seemed to force himself on to other matters. "Girls rated DeShawn real highly for natural talent. A few rough edges maybe - you think your girls could train him up?"
Theo laughed, a bass rumble. "They'd love to. Just let me know when you're needing him over here - he's done well and it won't be so easy for me to replace him."
Lavon waved a hand. "Ain't no rush. Next week I'm starting interviewing prospective tenants. Sarah's the only hold-over but she's got a couple of prospects from her course. This year I'm staying on and most probable next year too. After that it might be time for some younger blood. Sound reasonable?"
Theo smiled and the two men bumped fists in recognition of their arrangement. The good work would go on.
Nothing's Certain Except...
Who can tell the future? Rachel would never have expected to have found herself married within a year of leaving Lavon's - but then at that time she hadn't met Preston.
He was handsome, funny, a talented artist. Everyone said that he'd go to the Capital and make it big there. He'd also, from the first moment, made it clear that he wanted her. He moved in different circles to her, exciting and vibrant circles. He was blond-haired and blue-eyed and smart - it really was only a matter of time until his talents were recognised. Everyone agreed on that.
Looking back she could see that Preston had perfectly fitted the hole in her life then. She was ready for a new relationship and Preston was exactly who she knew she should be looking for. Not just because of who he was but also because of who he wasn't. He might have seemed a bohemian choice but for her he was the safe option. Marriage to Preston took her away from the feelings and temptations that had arisen while she had been a tenant of Lavon. A line had been drawn.
It had been a relief that Preston had insisted on moving to the Capital. It made sense - that was where an artist could make connections and prosper. He had also certainly been right that her commuting to her job had made no sense. There were jobs in her field in the Capital after all and a newly-married husband wanted to see his wife, not have her commuting most of the time she wasn't working.
Who can tell the future?
It wasn't his fault.
Who could have predicted that the whole world would go crazy just as they were completing their move? The galleries and parties would all be closed down. Her barely-started career would be placed in a deep-freeze.
It wasn't his fault. Her field was a rapidly-moving one. Two years out of the mix was the same as two hundred. It turned out that art, though different in every other way, had that in common with her own scientific profession. The searchlight had moved on to new bright young talents - a fresh crop of exciting new prospects fresh from college.
She had finally found an office job - covering a maternity leave. Not what she dreamed of but it put food on the table and it went toward paying the rent.
Paying the rent. Every month when she settled the payment she would think back to her days and nights at Lavon's. Life had been so much simpler then. Of course when she had accepted Preston's ring she had been careful to destroy Lavon's card.
It wasn't so easy to destroy memories or so easy to purge your dreams. It would have been so much easier if Preston had stepped up to the plate. However, she knew that things had hit him hard. She didn't begrudge him going out without her, the friends he had made at the local bar. She was sure that, given time, his video game design would be picked up. Preston had real talent - everyone had said so. None of this was his fault.
Who could tell the future? Who could police their dreams? Who could deny their true self and also be truly happy?
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He was a big man. In this area he was also very identifiable. He HAD to be the one they'd been told about.
Claire looked at her temporary partner. Skeet had something of a reputation but that didn't alter the fact that he would be totally reliable if things went wrong.
Skeet sensed her eyes on him and gave her a crooked little smile. He nodded at her and then bellowed at the top of his voice.
"PO-LICE. Stay right there boy and show your hands slow."
The last words were spoken with cold menace but they hadn't been needed. The man had reacted instinctively to that first word - almost to that first syllable. His arms had started up with his hands obvious and his fingers spread to make it clear he was unarmed. There hadn't been a moment's hesitation or even a partial attempt to turn to face them.
That told them a lot. It wasn't this suspect's first time to the dance. He knew how to behave and how to minimise the likelihood of getting a bullet in the back. Chances were that he was a professional - just as Claire had suspected.
She moved carefully forward and patted the man down thoroughly. He was indeed unarmed. He didn't move as she searched him. He didn't speak either. He seemed even bigger close up and there wasn't much flab on him. He was a man who was in shape.
"ID?" That was Skeet, his voice clear despite a slight tremor caused by the adrenalin coursing through his system. Claire bit down the frustration. She knew what she was doing and didn't need reminding. The man had his license on him and she quickly checked the photograph against the man in front of her.
His face was calm and impassive. Deep brown eyes observed her with no hint of emotion or concern. That got to her. Out here you were mainly dealing with drunks, petty thefts and traffic violations. Every now and then they'd find some locals cooking up meth or distributing any of the array of illicit pharmaceuticals out there. Always the collar saw resentment, noise, protest and rage or despair. Often there were tears or some pleading. Sometimes some futile resistance that let Skeet and the boys use their batons.
"Right boy you'd best tell us what you're doing round here."
Skeet had moved up covering him as she put the cuffs on. When he didn't get an answer he moved in close and shouted his repeated question, spittle spraying the man's face.
"WHAT YOU DOIN' ROUND HERE NIGGER?"
Claire hated that word - though it was nothing new to hear it from Skeet and the boys. She knew Skeet was pushing the man into speaking, into opening a dialogue they could exploit.
Nothing. No answer, no reaction at all.
"Fuck it," muttered Skeet and they pushed the man into the back of the patrol car.
***
She'd first heard about it a month or so before. The Chief had asked her to sit in on the interview with Mr Butler. It had not been pleasant. The man had been furious as he raged about the 'nigger' - that word again - who had stolen his wife away from him.
She didn't know Butler but in a way she did. He was just like thousands of men from around those parts. Careering into middle-age with a waistline expanding almost as fast as his hairline was receding. He might have been quite handsome once but the extra weight did him no favours and his face wasn't improved by being red with fury.
Claire had been married herself once but this job ate up marriages whole. Her husband had married her knowing what the future would be but knowing it and actually living it had turned out to be two very different propositions. So what had she done? She had devoted herself to her career first and then, well, the hours didn't exactly assist romance. She'd seen enough colleagues' marriages fall apart over the years. Unless, of course, you married a colleague. Claire had contemplated that once - for about half a second. Thanks but no thanks!
She'd sat through Mr Butler's impotent ranting about the Blacks stealing his wife away. The Chief had gone through their routine and established the nature of his complaint. Maybe he couldn't read between the lines but Claire could. Some of Butler's answers and some questions he couldn't answer had been very revealing to her. Butler no doubt knew his job and his automobile inside out. His wife was maybe a different matter. Claire could sense that he had probably taken his wife for granted for a long time. This moment was probably the most he'd even thought about her in years.
"Damn but I feel a fool letting that whore go out to work. Should've kept her home looking after me and raising kids - ain't that a woman's job, ain't that all they's good for." Butler's eyes had flashed with rage before he had noticed Claire's eyes on him. Then he had gone silent.
The Chief tapped his pen on his desk. "This man - the man you say your wife has left with... I understand your position but unless an offence has been committed."
Butler reacted furiously. "You ain't been listening Sheriff - the man's a fucking nigger. Ain't no way my wife would be running off with him. So its kidnapping or he's drugged her or something. Anyway he needs to be... he needs to be..." The sentance ran into the sand as Mr Butler cut himself short.
Claire knew what he was thinking and the Chief did too. The Chief, however, was nothing if he wasn't a politician.
"Assuming that to be the case Mr Butler, where would we find the man or men concerned?"
Claire wanted to smile but didn't do so. The Chief knew how to handle folk like this. He also knew that the men concerned were highly unlikely to be living in his jurisdiction. They were supposed to be African-American weren't they and this place was the poster-location for 'white-flight.'
"I don't have a fucking address Sheriff but can't the Metro Police get you that?"
She almost sensed the Chief relaxing. He knew where this guy was coming from, he might even sympathise with him more than Claire might like, but he was extremely ready to have an excuse not to waste time on him.
"Detail your allegations to the Officer here," the Chief tilted his head at Claire, "but we need precision to get anything out of the Capital. You must know that - you know how it is over there."
Butler nodded. He knew - he'd seen it on the TV enough to know. The Capital wasn't as bad as H-Town but it was bad enough. What could you expect with all the fags, niggers and worse running about there and even sometimes running things. He understood what the Chief was laying down. Unless they came onto his territory there was little he could do.
Brilliant - at least for the Chief. She'd spent three hours interviewing Mr Butler and getting a master-class in kvetching and whining. Fuck it - if she'd been married to the sack of shit she'd have dumped him a long time before nine years had passed! One thing ran true though. His wife didn't seem the sort to have run off to the big city to shack up with a Black man. She came from a similar background to Claire. There were some things you were brought up knowing never to do, things that didn't even figure on your radar. They had no children but Mrs Butler had dumped a job at the local medical clinic and plenty of friends too. Claire saw the outline of the picture but knew that she was missing something - but they weren't likely to find out what that something was unless one of the guys came back over here and how likely was that?
Which brought us to now and Mr Butler's call to report what he'd seen that morning. Or rather WHO he'd seen.
***
It was only after they'd brought the man in that Butler had admitted that it wasn't actually THE guy who had taken his wife but rather a man he'd seen with that guy. Fucking marvellous. In her old Department they'd have been written up for making an arrest on such flimsy pretexts. But this wasn't her old Department - out here things could be a little more 'relaxed', at least from their perspective.
Maybe from his too. They'd arrested him, read him his rights, brought him all the way in, questioned him and put him in the cells. Through it all he'd been like a block of wood. He'd said nothing, not one word. Shit - he hadn't even changed expression. That same neutral impassive message from face and eyes alike. You had to admit that it was impressive. Also very revealing. He was a professional for sure and now Claire's spidey-senses were seriously tingling. There was something going on and she itched to know what it was. That was how she was - that was why she'd wanted to join the Police since she'd been in pig-tails.
The man fascinated her. He didn't do so much for Skeet - her partner was seriously pissed off by the whole scenario. However, even when Skeet had shoved the guy backwoods of his chair the man had just got up and sat down again. Same non-expression, same sense that he knew he could just wait them out. The worst of it was that he was right.
Finally the Chief had given up and let them give him the phone. Lawyers were dog-shit but at least one might break the impasse. They were getting nowhere fast and really had nothing to lose...
***
"Oh shit - never thought that nigger-loving cunt would make it down here."
She hardly even noticed the language. Skeet was Skeet. Instead she looked out at the parking lot and instantly knew who he was talking about.
She had never met Jessica Lyons but she had seen her on the News often enough. The lawyer of choice for some of the more legally questionable elements over in the Capital. Claire knew Lyons had represented Cassius Green, who was supposedly a strip club owner but was really more a pimp than an entrepreneur. She was also supposed to be in a personal relationship with another club owner. Claire knew that guy had no record but old hands had hinted that fact might be down to luck and/or skill rather than to genuine innocence. What was that guy's name? Antwan something. Lyons herself was retained by one of the big Foundations. In the Capital courts you didn't want to be going up against her.
Now, however, they weren't in the Capital. Things operated differently out here. Claire was interested to see how the lawyer would play it but was immediately distracted by the arrival of another, much more familiar, vehicle.
"Oh fuck - that's all we need. Mother fucka."
Skeet did have a way with words.
***
"My client is a firm supporter of the principles of law and order. That is why we will not be dropping a very heavy law-suit on this Department from a very great height. That is why instead I asked the State Senator to join us and perhaps mediate a solution."
The large man with her laughed a low belly laugh. "Sure there ain't no need for such formalities. Mediation and the likes. Leave that to you lawyers. For me we just need to sit down and see what the situation is here. Maybe you can fill me in Todd?"
The Chief gave a glance at Jessica Lyons but the fat man just waved a hand at him. "Shit Todd, like I said I ain't a lawyer but if you ain't charged him even I know you gotta shit or get off the pot here."
"Well this client of hers has a pretty tasty little record for 'a firm supporter of law and order'. Care to deny that Ms Lyons?"
"Certainly not Sheriff. However, the last entry to that record was more than ten years ago. My client is a fine example of the Taylor Foundation's ex-con rehabilitation process in action. Now - putting such irrelevances aside - do you intend to charge my client or not?" The lawyer's smile was unchanging, her tone measured and calm.
Claire had been watching the suspect. He was still giving nothing away but had there been a momentary ghost of a smile at that last remark.
State Senator Lawson laughed again. "Now then - seems to me we don't want no such formalities. If I can suggest a way forward. First, you got nothing on this boy Todd. Miscegenation laws were repealed a long time ago and this boy ain't even the one involved in any case." He turned to the lawyer. "Now as to what your bo-, your client, was doing over here that's another matter. He got any reason to want to come back here?"
The suspect was unmoving as ever but Jessica shook her head.
The State Senator smiled. "So lets draw a line under this nonsense. Cut him loose under the understanding that if he ever comes back here it'll be the worse for him. Nothing formal or written down of course but with everyone knowing just where they stand." The genial mask slipped a little and the man's tone was clear and commanding.
"What about Mrs Butler? This boy can tell us something about that." The Chief wasn't quite ready to give up and he glared at Jessica Lyons.
"My client will co-operate with you in clearing up that matter. I don't believe there is any evidence that any crime has been committed. If one of your officers would like to speak with him then my client will make himself available - at my office or a mutually agreed venue." The lawyer 's response was relaxed and cool. She held all the cards and everyone there knew it.
In other words not here and not now. Those spidey-senses were tingling again. But Claire knew two things - the Chief would certainly go for it and when it came to picking someone to waste their time going over there to talk to a human block of wood then the choice would be...
***
Life in Milvern County PD could be a frustration. Attitudes weren't exactly up-to-date out here. The Chief was OK but always being the one who got the coffee for Skeet and the boys got old real fast.
Law enforcement had been something of a family business for at least three generations. The Chief sometimes reminded her of her Dad. They were alike in a lot of ways - but the Chief didn't have a 60-a-day habit. A major reason why he was still around. Her Dad had worked in H-Town before things had really gone totally to shit over there. It had been high pressure enough even then but it was his coping mechanism that had finally killed him.
Claire wondered if any of her Dad's colleagues still worked on the force there. She doubted it. There'd been at least two serious scandals and resultant clear-outs in that Department since his time. First over corruption and second over race. Her Dad had seen the first coming and watched it unfold from his sick-bed. He'd never have believed the second one. He was old-school. He knew who a lot of the criminals were and he knew who was most likely to end up in the cells. He called it a cop's instinct. Nowadays they called it racial profiling.
Anyway that tenuous link with a city probably did make Claire the best qualified of the Milvern County officers to undertake the interview. She thought about Skeet going over there and giggled to herself. That wouldn't have ended well. Besides, off his home turf, most of Skeet's interrogation techniques would be problematic to say the least
She wouldn't do the interview alone of course. The Capital Metro would be sending an officer to accompany her. It being their turf and all. They didn't need any arising problems to blind-side them and that was fair enough.
***
"And you would be Claire Doyle. I'm Joe Samson" He stepped forward with an open smile and an outstretched hand, which she shook. "Before I transferred I worked H-Town so I was real sorry to hear about your Pops. He was, er, old-school but he was fair you know. I always enjoyed working with him - which wasn't always the case for someone from my background back then. Things are a little different now - here and there."
Claire felt the little thrill she always felt at moments like this. Connections to her Pops were really precious and finding another one an unexpected pleasure. However, personal feelings weren't the reason for the trip. Her police mind went over every word Detective Samson said. First, he'd done his homework on her and her background. Second, he was telling her that this wasn't Milvern County. Third, he was showing he could make allowances. Claire was under no illusions about her father. His upbringing and his job had made him who he was, all that he was. She didn't doubt that he'd sometimes been less than sensitive in racial matters. She knew for a fact that was true. But she'd always believed he'd tried to be fair and it was good to hear an African-American colleague say he had been. Sansom was pointing out that it wouldn't fly now but for his day...
"You get anything out of Floyd over there?" Samson had let Claire drive them in her unmarked vehicle.
"Not so much," she admitted.
Samson laughed. "I bet you didn't. First time I pulled him his mouth was going like hell and all. Earned him six months in juvie. The only other time he didn't say one word. Quick learner was old Floyd. Smart enough to get out while he could to. Which is why I don't get what reason you might have to talk to him."
So she had to explain it - though she knew Samson would have heard it all before. Once from the Chief and quite probably, if all she suspected was true, another time from that lawyer Jessica Lyons. Samson might help her but there were no guarantees.
"Strikes me," said Samson, "we are wasting our time here. Your man over there didn't treat his wife right and she's found greener pastures. Happens the new fella is an African-American and your man doesn't like it one bit. No doubt his butt is aching hard but it ain't Police business. Besides, where does Floyd even come in He's a friend of this said African-American - well so what? No offence here Officer Doyle but this looks like some racist bullshit to me. Unless there's something else..."
Was he fishing for information? She doubted it. In fact she largely agreed with him - a fact not lessened by having heard Mr Butler rant to her about 'the niggers' taking his wife for over two hours a few days ago. To be honest she wasn't even sure they could count on Butler's identification with any certainty. She had a suspicion all dark-skinned men might look alike to Butler. Maybe he couldn't even tell Floyd and Sansom apart if they were both in a line-up. Maybe he couldn't tell his ass from his elbow at the best of times.
"You can call me Claire Detective." She hoped that would help lessen suspicions a little. "I know what you are saying but everything about this just hasn't quite sat right with me. There's something I think we are all missing. Call it instinct."
Sansom frowned. "Back in the day instinct used to be called out a lot to cover up for just that sort of bullshit."
Claire felt her face redden under his scrutiny. It had been a bad choice of words.
Sansom gave a little grunt and then nodded. "But I know what you are meaning - I've felt it often enough and it generally hasn't led me wrong. Oh and forget about the Detective bullshit - I'm Joe while we're working together here."
Claire tried not to let her relief be too obvious. She knew she'd get nowhere without Joe's help.
***
"You ain't brought that cracka friend of yours then."
She realised with a start that in all this time they were the first words she'd heard the man named Floyd speak. She didn't quite know how to respond.
Floyd settled back in his comfortable chair in the clean well-appointed office at one out-station of the Taylor Foundation. "Suits me anyway - I'm much happier looking at you Officer Doyle. Especially now you off your jurisdiction. Man could look at you all day and feel no pain."
She couldn't help it - she felt the blood coming to her cheeks. She knew he'd said it to set her off-balance and she knew he had succeeded.
"You know better than that Floyd." Joe's voice was low but weighted with gravitas.



Floyd grinned and held out his big hands in a wide disarming gesture. "Shit man - can't a man even look at a beautiful woman any more. Tell me things ain't got that bad."
"Looking and saying are very different things." Claire knew Joe had glanced at her before speaking. "Looking is natural but saying is real out of bounds. We all know them rules right?"
The two men were playing a game - a game both had played many times before. Claire knew Skeet would have broken a Black man's nose for talking to her like that. Despite the fact he'd tried his hand with her herself - with no success - or perhaps because of it. It took a second to realise Joe hadn't knocked back Floyd's assessment of her. In fact he'd virtually endorsed it. The two men weren't only playing games between themselves. They were testing her too.
It was time to take some control here. "So, er, Mr Abenethy..."
He jumped in on her pause as she checked her notes. "None of that - you got nothing on me or anyone else. It ain't like we don't all know that. So this is a friendly conversation between old and new friends. " He again held up his hands to symbolically take in all three of them. "You can call me Floyd and I'll call you..." His deep brown eyes were on hers.
"Officer Doyle. You can call me Officer Doyle." She said it as sternly as she could.
His eyes held hers for a couple of seconds and then he subtly tilted his hands up before dropping them to the desk. "Officer Doyle it is. Now what you want to talk about Officer Doyle."
It was a very different experience to back in Milvern County. There Floyd had been a block of wood, hard and uncommunicative. Here he was open, seemingly ready to answer any question. His eyes were twinkling. He felt on home ground and in control.
Claire thought about that. She thought about where they were, the comfortable chairs and the well-appointed office. She also thought about the lawyer and the State Senator coming over to help Floyd before. There was money and influence here. Floyd's newly relaxed attitude seemed to frank that form. It might just be innocence but Floyd had been around long enough not to necessarily rely on innocence to protect him. He was like a card player holding a royal flush. He knew he was safe and that knowledge wasn't down to his innocence. It was down to his friends.
"Is this your office Mr Abenethy?"
Floyd gave her a sly little smile. "Not calling me Floyd yet eh? Well maybe as we go along..." He made a hand gesture to take in the room. "Got the loan of this place so's we could speak on neutral ground. I used to work for the Foundation before I got my own thing going."
Neutral ground? Hardly.
"What is your current occupation Mr Abernethy?"
That little smile was back. "This and that. Officially a commission agent - that's what the IRS calls me anyways. Joe there will tell you I been clean for over ten years now. No convictions and no arrests before this BS. That right Joe?"
"That would be right." Joe's gruff voice echoed him. He said no more - apparently happy to let this be Claire's show.
"I've heard of the Taylor Foundation of course, but what exactly did you do for them?"
"Maintenance and occasional security. General duties." Again there was that little smile ghosting on Floyd's lips.
What did that smile mean? She wasn't sure but she did know Floyd felt himself to be bomb-proof, untouchable. If the Foundation was behind him then he might be just that. But what would such protection signify? What did the Foundation or Floyd really have to do with the Butler case?
"So what's your connection to the Butlers?" Joe's voice cut across her thoughts. It surprised her - she'd been sure he'd determined to take a back-seat for the meeting. He'd said just what she was thinking but she also strongly suspected he was acting to push the questioning away from the Foundation.
Why? Well the Foundation was a prominent Black-run organisation in a Black-run city and Joe wasn't here to have such things fooled with by some white girl outsider. Claire could understand that but also knew that such natural local defensiveness could hide a whole ton of shit. Her spidey-senses were tingling again.
Floyd checked his watch. "You sure you don't want to talk about the Foundation? I know Mr Taylor was meeting with the Tri-State Governors this morning and he's due to talk to the ex-President this afternoon but maybe he can fit in a few minutes to discuss your case. Should I ring him?"
"Not necessary." Joe's words were stern, final, and meant for her more than Floyd. Claire knew she was the visitor here, out of her jurisdiction. She had to let that go - for the moment. Floyd had flaunted the Foundation's power and influence from moment one. But why? What did it have to do with this - other than protecting Floyd?
"Do you know Mrs Butler?" As she asked the question Claire could sense Joe relaxing back into his seat. This was safe ground.
"Met her once, no it would be twice. Didn't know her as Mrs Butler till you showed me that picture over there."
"In what context did you meet her?"
"Purely social - just having a drink when her and her man came in."
"She was with Mr Butler." Claire's surprise sounded in her voice.
Floyd just laughed. "Shit no - she was with her real man. Never met her white boy husband and don't plan on it in the future. Same as she don't from all I saw and know."
Claire knew the way forward now. "We need to speak to Mrs Butler. Who is this man you are talking about?"
Floyd held his hands up again, palms showing. "Now, now, Officer Doyle. I'll tell you anything about myself but as for other people's business. Well, that's a little more delicate ain't it?"
"OK. So tell me what you were doing in Milvern County."
"Went to see Todd McDaid. You know him?"
Claire nodded. She knew two things about McDaid. He ran the biggest repair shop for counties around and there had been talk about his daughter. Skeet and the boys never mentioned McDaid without repeating stories about his girl catching 'jungle fever' and running off to the city. That couldn't be a coincidence could it?
"Go on," she said.
"Had business with Todd. Me and him been doing good business together since a friend of mine pointed me his way."
"That friend wouldn't be his daughter would it?" Claire took a flyer on that one.
Her reward was a delighted broad smile from Floyd. "Not just a pretty face Officer Doyle. Quite right. I was on my way there when you and your cracka friends jumped me." His smile faded off his face as he remembered it.
Joe cleared his throat and Floyd raised a hand in acknowledgement.
Claire continued. "I understand his daughter ran away. Why would Todd want to do business with people like you?" The words were out before she realised it.
That smile of Floyd's was a long way away now. His voice was stern as he answered. "First, his daughter didn't run nowhere. She left that shithole over there and came here to make a new life. Her father knows where she is and knows she's happy and that's good enough for him. He comes over to see his grandkids but they don't go over your way - because I understand people like them ain't so welcome over there. Maybe I got more than a little proof of that myself." His dark eyes were on hers, commanding and fierce.
Claire tried to retrieve the situation. "I'm sorry about that Floyd. Your visit had nothing to do with the Butlers?"
"Since I'm apparently Floyd now just what was I supposed to be calling you..." The challenge was obvious and unavoidable. If Floyd clammed up now then she'd get nowhere.
"Claire - I'm Officer Claire Doyle."
"So off your jurisdiction you are just Claire or Mrs Doyle." He looked at her hands on the table. My mistake - Claire or Miss Doyle. That right Claire. You happy for a nigger to call you that?"
She half expected Joe to cut in but he was leaning back in his chair and watching her closely. They were testing her again.
"You can call me Claire if it helps clean up the case."
"There ain't no fucking case Claire and I can tell you that. People are people. Each with their own needs and desires. Some folks act on that and some folks don't. Especially if there's barriers put up to stop them. You understanding this?"
Floyd very carefully and slowly put his hand palm-down on the table next to her own. Claire saw the deep contrast in skin tones between her own smaller pale hand and his big dark one.
She nodded and he went on.
"Takes courage to cross them boundaries. Some folk just live their life and never know what they could have had, what true fulfilment really is. They never get the opportunity or turn them chances down. Maybe they got tied into another situation - got a family or a background cuts off that way to them. Maybe then they can live that way, accept what they get rather than what they need. Maybe they can live like that."
It was as if his deep brown eyes were devouring her. He was speaking with obvious knowledge and intensity.
"The thing is Claire that can only apply so long as you don't get a taste of that forbidden fruit, so long as the chance to have what you really need is always way out of reach. If you once get that sweetness in your mouth, if you once feel that true fulfilment, then there ain't no way back for you. From that moment you know who you are and who you need to be. From then on you can't live any other way. Trying to live any other way is just a long slow way of dying. That's the gospel truth and I can tell you that."
Claire felt the heat in her face, felt the blood pulsing through her body. It had been an intense moment - certainly not a moment that she had expected today. She tried to move back onto more certain ground.
"So you are saying that Mrs Butler..."
Floyd nodded. "Jean found her forbidden fruit and took a big old bite. She wouldn't go back to that white boy husband if you gave her a million dollars. She wouldn't go back if you put a gun to her head. She's never going back - even if the whole world told her to. She's found herself now."
It certainly didn't sound like the Jean Butler that Claire had been hearing about. It was hard to reconcile with the pictures she had seen of her or the description of her given by her husband.
"I still need to speak to her - if only to close the file. Can you give me the identity of the man she is with?"
Floyd considered for a moment and then stood up. "Wait here while I make a call." He stepped out of the office.
Claire looked at Joe but the African-American Policeman just raised his eyebrows. It was clear Floyd had no intention of letting them see who he called or what phone he called from.
A couple of minutes later Floyd was back. He handed Joe a piece of paper. "They are agreeable so that's the address - I'm guessing you'll be navigating." The two men shook hands and then Floyd held his hand out to Claire.
She took it - a sign that their business was concluded. She seemed to have got what she was there for but she still wasn't sure if she'd been played. She wasn't quite buying what Floyd had been selling. There was something more to this - she was more certain of that than ever.
***
From the Foundation office to their next destination wasn't so far as the crow flew. However, the differences were clear. Over there the city was being regenerated, the buildings and their environs were well-kept and clean. Here they parked up in front of a cracked sidewalk and a retail unit long derelict and covered with tags.
"Guess you ain't in Milvern County no more, eh!" Joe's deep chuckle sounded out in the car. "There's worse areas than this one but it still has its moments. Want me to take the lead here?"
She nodded. That made sense since Joe knew the lie of the land. "Just so long as I get to speak to Mrs Butler."
The address was an ugly building of four stories lacking in any sort of architectural flair or embellishment. Just a box for people to live in.
Joe took the lead and pressed a buzzer. A woman answered and almost immediately there was a click as the main door opened. They went up the stairs to the top-floor passing strongly locked doors. No-one looked out at them so far as they could see but how many were watching from behind their doors?
At last they found the door indicated on the address. There was a strange rhythmic noise like a small piece of machinery.
Joe stepped up and knocked on the door with his night-stick. To his surprise the door seemed to slip a little as if it had only been latched. "Metro PD - can I have a word ma'am," he called through the crack.
"What the fuck!" The response was loud, male and definitely African-American. "Can't you tell we busy?"
"I need to know who's in the house sir."
"Come the fuck in then," growled the response. "Fucking five-oh got no idea of timing."
Joe turned to Claire and raised an eyebrow. Generally getting in the front door without a warrant was a major problem - most folk around here were well aware of their rights.
He pushed open the door cautiously and Claire saw the broken latch. Joe had spotted it too and drew his weapon. The noise was louder now and clearly just behind another door in front of them. It was slightly ajar and Joe put his boot to it.
The door flew open and revealed a tatty room. Grubby carpets with a battered sofa and a couple of chairs that looked about ready to collapse. Through a door across the room they saw a bedroom.
Joe grunted and put away his sidearm. They knew what was causing the noise now.
Seated on the sofa was a big bear of a man, dark skinned and with a shaven head. Gold glinted in his mouth and ears. A thick gold chain was round his neck and heavy gold rings on the fingers of his right hand. His shirt was undone and his pants were round his ankles.
Straddling him and vigorously fucking him was a woman. That was the noise - ancient springs protesting at the enthusiasm with which the woman was pushing herself up and down the man's cock.
"Fuck me daddy - give me it daddy. Give me what I need." The woman was almost chanting it as she worked. Her pale fingers on his strong broad chest, her hips driving up and down to take him as deep into her as she could.
Did she even know that they were there? Did she care? There would be time to settle such questions later. Meanwhile one question had been answered. The woman was about 5'5", 120lbs, with a fair complexion and dirty blonde hair. She was immediately recognisable from the pictures Claire had seen of her. She was Mrs Jean Butler.
"We need to talk to the lady." Joe almost laughed. "Need to make sure there's no problem here."
"No problem here," the man relied, "except you interrupting my little bitch here getting her regular share of dark meat." Frankly it didn't seem much was going to stop her. Jean Butler was still working herself up and down on his cock, her eyes fixed on his and her face flushed with exertion. The two police officers might as well not have been there at all.
"Come into the kitchen with me so my colleague can talk to the lady here." Joe's voice was calm but insistent.
"Ah fuck it." Dark muscular arms took Jean by the waist and lifted her off him. He was somewhere between forty and fifty but he clearly kept himself in shape. The woman gave a mewl of protest and then dropped into the sofa beside him, her face shining with sweat.
The man stood up and Claire had little option but to notice the nine inches of thick Black cock standing out in front of him. Police training taught you to take most things in your stride but there were exceptions. She took a second to realise she was staring at him.
"Put your pants on man," growled Joe.
"You sure your friend wants me to," said the man with a sly glance at Claire. "Besides hardly worth it 'cos my bitch there is gonna be back on board soon as you are out of here. That right little bitch?"
She didn't answer but she didn't need to. Her eyes were locked on him as if he was all that mattered to her in the whole world.
Joe gave Claire a glance as if to say, 'Well we're wasting our time here.' However, he still took the man into the little kitchen and closed the door.
Claire dropped to her haunches so that her face was on the same level as Jean Butler's. The woman was breathing deeply and her eyes didn't meet Claire's
"I'm here from home," Cliare tapped the Milvern County PD flashes on her jacket sleeves. "You're safe now. We can help you"
Now the woman's blue eyes were fully focused on her. "That isn't home any more and I don't need any help." Her voice was loaded with intent.
"I need to be convinced of that. I need you, Mrs Butler, to confirm that you are here of your own free will."
Now the woman showed some frustration. "Of course I am. You think I want to go back there? Why the fuck would I want to do that!"
Claire looked at the woman and wondered if perhaps she was on something. She had seemed frantic when she had been fucking earlier. She still seemed almost on another planet - having to force herself to engage with Claire and the world outside of those shabby rooms.
"Can I ask whether you have taken anything, any sort of drugs. Has he given you anything to take?"
Jean Butler just waved the idea away. "You don't get it. It's nothing to do with that. It's all about what he can give me and what I can give him. He can give me everything and I can give him what he wants. Fuck it - you aren't ever going to understand."
Claire tried to sound as empathetic as possible. "I want to understand. Explain it to me."
Jean suddenly had a look of triumph on he face. "Oh no - you don't explain something like this. You are either in and living it or you are on the outside. I was on the outside for way too long. Now I'm my true self - living my true life."
Claire figured that for BS. Probably a line fed her by the man. Some sort of a Stockholm syndrome. She tried one last time. "Your husband is worried about you. Do you want me to tell him where you are?"
"Fuck no!" Jean seemed genuinely horrified. "He's a useless boring piece of shit and I wasted too long with him but I wouldn't want him to get hurt. That moron would come round here with his rifle and how long do you think he'd last round here? They'd see him coming from a mile off." She paused. "Just tell him to get a divorce - it won't be contested. Serve the papers to a lawyer I know."
Claire suddenly knew what was coming next - was as sure as ever she had been about anything that the lawyer's name would be Jessica Lyons. When it was she felt her spidey senses tingling once more, the idea that there was something much bigger happening here than just a wife running off with her Black lover. She could see some pieces, was seeing more pieces as time passed, but as yet she did not have any real idea what the picture they showed was.
However, for now there was nothing more she could do. She went and tapped on the kitchen door and stood back to let the two men emerge.
The man moved straight to the sofa and sat down. Jean was immediately in front of him and easing his jogging pants down. That big Black cock of his was out and her hand stroked him a couple of times to make sure he was hard. Then she straddled him again and dropped back into position on him. She gave a long grunt of contentment as that big cock re-entered her, claimed her afresh. The rhythmn and the noise from before started once again.
"Pull the door to on your way out." The man said it and then his mouth dropped onto Jean's neck, sucking and marking the pale skin there. Letting the world know that she was his.
The two police officers left. All the way down the stairs Claire seemed able to hear the repetitive noise of those sofa springs being tested to destruction.
So far as Joe was concerned that was the end of the matter. It was just like he had expected. A white wife got bored of her whitebread life and had found herself a new man. Not the first time and it damn sure wouldn't be the last.



Claire knew that her Chief would feel the same. It was a done deal. The woman had made her choice. There was nothing left to investigate except...
She could not accept that. She had sensed something behind all of this and every step forward seemed to confirm that fact in her mind. This wasn't just a marriage break-up. There was something more to this. She knew that because she had come from a similar background to Jean Butler. Women like herself and Jean, women from that background, didn't just up sticks and run off with a Black man. That was burning your bridges and cutting your ties with a vengeance. If your marriage didn't work out then that was one thing. This was another entirely.
Then there was the man involved. Claire knew most people's reaction to the Police turning up on their doorstep. This hadn't gone along those lines at all. That gave her the same instinctive reaction that she had when they had arrested Floyd. This man had played the game before. Police knocking on his door was nothing new to him. So on the way back to the precinct she asked Joe the obvious question.
"Did you know him?"
"I know of him - this is the first time I've met him in person."
"Who is he?"
"Oh he showed me ID like a good little citizen. Julius Moore. Except they don't call him that too much. Generally he gets called 'the Closer'."
"'The Closer'?"
"Hmmn - he's a man who makes and seals deals. Deals of all sorts and types. Grew up around there and he's stayed there. He knows the ground, knows the game and knows the hustle. He got his hands on money somehow - we can probably assume it wasn't legal but we never got a line on him back then. Drugs, fencing goods or running girls I expect. Anyway he was good enough at it or careful enough that he never got on the Metro radar. Used his money to buy a few buildings and rent them out. Probably that one back there was one of them. So now he's got a legitimate source of income and maybe that's all his income or maybe it just covers for other sources? Anyway he carries some weight in certain circles and like I say he's either legit now or he's very careful. You know what I'm saying?"
He hadn't looked that careful earlier on - when he'd been striding around with his big Black cock bouncing around in front of him. He'd looked like Floyd had earlier - totally confident and basically bomb-proof.
"Is he part of this Foundation?"
Joe looked at her sharply. "He may be but I never heard it. More likely he just knows people like Floyd. All from the same background and the same hood, all..." His voice trailed off as he turned into the precinct.
'All worked together,' completed Claire to herself. She knew the type of work he meant too. Some got caught and others didn't but it seemed they all kept in contact.
She made the decision almost immediately after she had left Joe behind. She wasn't going to just let this lie. Something about this whole case had grabbed hold of her. She needed to know what lay behind it.
She didn't rush anything. She found herself a diner and ate lunch. She ran over all she had heard and seen in her mind. In the end though she ended up back where she had started. The answer to all of this lay in that ramshackle top floor room. If she wanted to know what was going on then she would have to go back there.
Experience had taught her to keep a change of clothes in the trunk. She contemplated changing but decided not to. Joe had been relaxed in that neighborhood but without him, as a lone white woman, it could be much more difficult. The uniform, even an out-of-town one, might keep trouble at arm's length.
She remembered the address from earlier and entered it into her GPS. Soon she was back in familiar streets and noticed the same derelict store that they had parked in front of earlier.
A cold wind was starting to blow and the streets remained almost empty save for an occasional passing vehicle. Claire was only pleased that it was still early afternoon. In areas like this you wanted to be where the people were.
She hunkered down in her vehicle and waited - her attention on the ugly building opposite. Of course it was possible that there was no-one there. and that she was wasting her time. Two hours passed by and still there was nothing. She was starting to think about cutting her losses when finally the front door opened and the man, Julius Moore, emerged.
He was on his own and Claire sent up a grateful prayer. That was perfect. She wanted to speak to Jean Butler alone, without that man any place near. Even in the few moments in that upstairs room Claire had realised his presence. He was one of those people who stood out. She almost giggled to herself at the thought - he had certainly been standing out very prominently earlier on! Claire shook her head and restored her concentration. That might not be the only weapon Moore was carrying on him. His nickname, 'the Closer', could have more than one meaning.
She locked up her vehicle and then strode purposefully across to the ugly building. Once there she pressed a random buzzer.
"Who that?" crackled out a woman's voice.
"A delivery for the top floor." Claire lied.
"I ain't the top floor. You think I sound like a cracka bitch! Well what the hell."
The main door clicked open.
She started up the stairs. Only too late did she spy the open door on the third floor. As she turned the corner she found herself looking straight at an African-American woman of about sixty in a house-coat.
"Delivery my ass! Just another cracka bitch coming up these stairs. You think you special bitch. You know how many there been like you sneaking up these stairs?"
Claire felt the heat in her face. "I'm here on duty ma'am."
The woman laughed derisively. "Just like all crackas - you full o'shit. Where's yo partner and that ain't no Metro uniform. You some fucking stripper or something. Looking for a job maybe cos the Closer be putting lily-white asses like yours to work for real!" She laughed again, a malicious cackle of glee, and pushed the door shut before Claire could respond.
Claire made a mental note not to rely on the uniform again. It might draw more heat than it averted around here.
The last few steps completed she found herself again at the top floor doorway. This time it was closed and no sound came from within. Claire wondered if the woman had preceded Julius Moore out of the flat. She gave a tap on the door.
"What is it?" The voice from within was female. Claire breathed out a sigh of relief.
"Mrs Butler - I'm the Officer who was here earlier. I'd like to speak to you again."
"What - oh well why the hell not. Just it'll be on one condition right..."
"What's that?"
She heard a noise and then Jean opened the door. "Don't call me Mrs Butler. I stopped being her the moment I broke free. I don't want to be associated with that old life and I especially don't want to be connected to that wet-fart of a husband. I wasted long enough on him and I won't waste a second longer you hear."
Claire nodded. "May I come in?"
Jean shrugged. "Sure - I have nothing to hide."
Materially that seemed to be true. The rooms were ever bit as sparse and thread-bare as Claire had noted on her first visit.
"I understand that your marriage broke down. But why did you come to live here?"
Jean laughed. "I don't live here - this is just a convenient place at the moment. When I need to be close to my man." There was a glint in the woman's eye as she framed the words 'my man'. For a moment Claire assumed it was bravado - Jean was flaunting her new life before a representative of the old one. Then a smile came onto Jean's face and Claire recognised her attitude for what it really was. Pure triumph.
"The man who was here earlier, Julius Moore, that's your man now?"
"If you're going to ask stupid questions then I'd better sit down." Jean led the way into the main room and took a seat on the sofa. The message was clear. Given what they'd been doing on that sofa during Claire's previous visit it was pretty damn obvious that she was the Closer's woman now. "In case your detective senses are a little off today - Julius is my man and I'm his woman. That shock you - that upset you?" Her chin was raised a little now as she proudly stated the obvious facts.
Claire again felt a little heat in her face. This hadn't started as she had expected. She had assumed she could use their shared background to gain an insight into Jean's actions. In fact it seemed to be happening the other way around.
Marriages broke up and ex-spouses found new partners. Claire knew that well enough. There was nothing startling about what had happened here. Nothing to have made her so intent on getting to the truth of what had happened. Hadn't she been through a divorce herself? Hadn't her parents? There was only one factor that set this out of the ordinary. The man Jean had chosen to go away with was an African-American, a Black man. That was at the core of this and that was what had sparked Claire's interest.
Jean didn't come from here - she came from Milvern County. Just as Claire had herself grown up in Milvern after her father's ill-health had forced his retirement. You didn't see too many African-American faces over in Milvern. Strange African-American faces were most definitely regarded with suspicion if not hostility. The whole County's attitudes were pretty much summed up by Skeet and his friends at the bar. They knew a few Blacks who were OK because they knew their place but they didn't want any more of them in Milvern and they didn't want Milvern tax-dollars going to subsidise their lazy nigger butts in the city. The Chief was like her father. They had nothing against African-Americans, both had worked with them quite happily, but their main intersection with the Black community had been questioning them, arresting them and getting them convicted. Generally speaking if a Black wasn't in Blue then he was a suspect or trying to cover up for one.
Not that what Jean had done was totally unknown. Claire had known the McDaid girl of course. There were a few others who were talked about as well. Women that caught 'jungle fever' and became 'mudsharks', 'snowbunnies', 'nigger lovers'. The tales kept being told sometimes twenty years after the women had left. Their relatives had to suck it up, leave or - as usually happened - become the fiercest accusers of the runaway 'slut.' Eventually they were only talked about in the past tense - as if they were dead. Women who had found their own special way to damnation.
You didn't chose that - you didn't choose to disgrace yourself and your family that way. You got tricked or had a drink spiked or there was something wrong deep inside you that set you off on that path. That was what Milvern County thought, that was what Milvern County KNEW. White women didn't degrade themselves by going with 'those people'. Or if they did they were youngsters who got their heads turned or who got in with a Black dealer. Bad types who soon showed their true colors. They weren't women like Jean. Women with white husbands and a Milvern County lifestyle didn't suddenly up sticks to shack up with a Black man in the ghetto. So the question was obvious.
"Why?"
Jean just laughed. "You've met that sad sack of shit who used to be my husband? I see you don't have a ring. Maybe you don't know what it is to be taken for granted for years. To never have your needs and desires even considered. To be expected to just tag along with his pathetic ambitions and his constant whining failures. To be expected to accept third- or fourth- or even fifth-best. In life and in bed."
Claire now knew that she had been right to come. Jean wasn't hiding anything and in fact she seemed almost desperate to let out all of the short-comings and frustrations of her old life. If she kept talking then Claire was confident that she would understand.
"Do you know what it is to understand that you have wasted YEARS of your life. On a man who hasn't got what it takes. On a man that just couldn't cut it. On a man that just didn't understand how that was a problem! While the shades are in place you can live that way but once you just let a crack of light in, once you understand, then there is no way you can settle for that. No way that I could settle for that."
Again Jean had that light of fervour in her eyes, the eyes of a convert. She was preaching the good word because she wanted and needed to do it. She wasn't scared or nervous or ashamed. She was relishing her new being, celebrating both it and her freedom to state how she truely felt.
"You know I was offered a job here ten years ago. Can you imagine where I might have been now if I had taken it? Ten years! But I couldn't. My husband needed to stay over there." She waved a dismissive hand that took in all of Milvain County and any other county like it. "So I stayed there too. Because that's what you do in return for having a man. A man!" She almost spat out the word. "As if he was ever any sort of a real man. Only when I found the real thing did I really understand."
"Julius Moore." Claire needed to get the talk back onto the current situation. Estrangement and divorce were hardly notable. What mattered for the case was why Jean had ended up here and now.
A smile again played on Jean's lips. "Yes - Julius Moore. You've seen him and my husband and so you know there was never any real comparison. You know that as soon as I met him I realised how much time I had wasted, how I had been played for a fool."
The two men were very different and it wasn't only a racial thing. Butler had virtually smelled of defeat and resentment. The whining edge to his voice, his pathetic attempts to appear tough and determined. He was a man who had been given every advantage and yet had no idea what use to make of them. Men like that weren't in short supply. They reminded Claire of her ex-husband. A man who had married her knowing who she was and yet who had wanted her to change almost everything about herself to fit in with his own ambitions and needs. Her job, her vocation, her personality - she had been expected to sacrifice them all. That had caused her to do what had to be done. She hadn't realised until now how lucky she had been. When she saw the effect of years of disappointment and frustration on Jean. Not that her own life hadn't had a share of that - not that she had wanted to be alone for years, fending off the clueless advances of the likes of Skeet.
"Why am I telling you any of this," Jean blurted out, "what do you know about it?" She gestured a hand so that her rings caught the light. The point was clear - Claire didn't wear any such jewellery.
"I've been married," Claire said. Again she understood that she needed to keep Jean talking now that the women was opening up.
"He ditch you?" Jean's voice was harsh.
Claire paused before shaking her head. "He couldn't live with the job..."
Now Jean's smile was cynical. "Let me guess - another little white momma's boy that wanted to pretend he was large and in charge." She gave a short bark of a laugh, the bitterness obvious.
Claire didn't respond. She knew that Jean would continue given the space to do so.
"You know how I can be so sure?" Jean nodded at the Police woman. "You got any idea? It's because a real man either wants you for who you are or he's worth giving everything up for. You know what I mean?"
Claire didn't, she really didn't. "Is any man worth that?"
Jean's eyes seemed huge in her face, locked onto Claire's own. A disciple preaching a discovered truth. "I didn't know either until I met a man like that. When I did meet him I knew - even before he held me, even before he made me his."
"An African-American man."
"Yes, a Black man. I guess there might be white men like him but I've never met any. Since I've been with him I've met lots of other Black men who have something near to his... presence. Close - but not quite. Maybe that's because he was first. But even if a white boy had something about him he wouldn't have it where it really counts. He wouldn't have what a woman needs. Once she's had that she won't be settling for that whitebread garbage."
"You've always, er, had a thing for Black men?"
Jean shook her head in annoyance. "Of course not! You think I was even allowed to look at a Black man! You think the thought of going with one even entered my head! Sure I knew they could be fine-looking but its not just about the looks. It's that something, that power, that magnetism. It's all the white boys' fault."
"I don't understand."
"You understand how it was - Masters and Slaves. Then Bosses and share-croppers. Then Managers and factory hands. The white man in charge and the Black man sweating in the sun. The white man lying back enjoying his mint julep while the Black man worked hard. Over the years that did something you know. The Black man had to be something, to hard-scrabble to even survive. The white man, even if he worked hard, could always relax a little knowing that at least he wasn't a 'nigger'. At least he didn't get shit on from as high up as they did. So what happened. To survive the Black man had to be smarter, be stronger, be fitter than the white man. That's why we are where we are now. Most white boys are just whining cry-babies. Black men are the real thing. They run faster, jump higher, fuck better, oh they fuck so much better. Until you experience it you just don't know, you just can't realise how it's meant to be."
Half way through that little speech Claire had felt a change in the room and had seen Jean's eye-line momentarily move from hers to just behind her. Claire guessed that they were no longer alone just as she knew that Jean's speech was second-hand, repeated just as she had heard it from 'her man.'
Claire had heard enough. "That's a load of crap. You're too smart to fall for all of that bullshit. You forget - I'm a cop. I know what Black men are good for - the cuffs and the cells, because most of them can't make it in the outside world. As for that other stuff. Don't give me all that crap about the Black man having a magic dick. That's all a myth. They are no bigger and no better than anyone else. Everyone knows that."
She heard a deep bass chuckle behind her. She'd intended to spark a reaction but hadn't figured it would be that one. She couldn't help turning round and saw him leaning against the door-post with laughter in his eyes. She turned back to Jean and saw the same smile there.
"You see Police girl - now I KNOW you've never been fucked by a real man. Never been fucked by a Black man. Until you have then what the fuck do you know about anything." Jean's voice was strident and almost triumphant now.
"Talking of which..." Julius moved up past Claire and took Jean in his arms. His mouth met hers, their kiss hard and passionate. "You ready little bitch?"
"Always ready for you Daddy." Jean's attention was wholly on him now. Claire wondered if she even remembered that there was still a third person in the room.
She soon found out. Jean dropped to her knees in front of Julius and her nimble fingers swiftly undid his belt and lowered his pants. She knew what she wanted and swiftly found it, her pale hand caressing and holding his rapidly hardening Black cock. Now Jean turned to Claire and nodded. "You see police girl - you still want to tell me about myths. Any white boy you know able to measure up to this." She breathed the words onto the ebony cock, now hard in her hand. "Just watch - I don't need a ruler." She placed a hand at the base of her cock and then the other on top of the first. The message was clear - two full hand widths and the broad powerful head of his cock was still clearly visible. Jean dipped her head down and ran her tongue up the underside of his shaft.
Claire glanced up and saw Julius' eyes on her. She wanted to say something but didn't know what. Instead her eyes were irresistibly drawn back to the hard glistening length of Big Black Cock.



Jean's voice was clear and decisive. "Did white boys tell you Black men couldn't get their big cocks hard?" She tapped his length against her cheek meaningfully. "Another lie. Just like the idea any white boy knows how to fuck like my man. It ain't what you've got its how you can use it. That's what they say - but what if you have both, eh? Ask your next white boy about that."
Again the low bass chuckle from Julius Moore as he stood above Jean. "You finished showing off - we got a job to do."
Jean looked up at him. "I know Daddy but she came here to find out and so I'm telling her. Besides she needs to know - just like all white girls need to know."
Now Julius laughed freely. "Shit little bitch you trying to get me a little Police-bitch for my collection." His eyes moved back onto Claire and again she wanted to speak but found her mouth dry, her mind unable to find the words.
He paused and again the smile flickered at the edge of his mouth. Then his eyes moved down and his concentration was back on his woman, back on Jean. "What you here for little bitch?"
"I'm here to be bred Daddy - I'm here for your strong Black seed."
Julius snapped his fingers and Jean quickly got to her feet and stood holding the edge of the sofa. She moved her legs apart and Julius took a hold of the bottom of her medium-length skirt and flicked it up onto her back. Jean was naked underneath.
"Yeah," crooned Julius, "there we got it. What type of pussy this little bitch?"
Jean wiggled her rear end at him invitingly. "White girl pussy - primed white girl pussy - your pussy Daddy."
Julius just grunted his approval and stepped up. He moved the big broad head of his Black cock against the inviting lips of his woman's pussy. The dark flesh gleamed, lubricated by Jean's saliva and her wet pussy. Jean gave out a long shuddering sigh as he pushed his cock home.
Claire couldn't help watching, seeing the contrast in skin-tones, the dark flesh moving deeper and deeper into the pink pussy, claiming it.
"Yes Daddy," moaned Jean, "close the deal. Make me yours - give me what I need."
A dark hand descended onto the pale swell of her buttock - the smack leaving a pale mark as he moved his hands to grasp her hips. Then he was fucking her with heavy rolling strokes.
"YYyyyeeeeeeeeeeeesssssssss," growled Jean. She dropped her head and closed her eyes, savouring every moment, every distinct sensation of it.
"You still here Police-bitch - time you was gone." Julius hadn't bothered looking at her this time.
"I... I still have questions." She found the words, her eyes still fixed on what was happening in front of her, the Big Black Cock easily moving in and out of Jean's small pale body, easily claiming its prize.
It was Jean that answered through gritted teeth. "White girls in this house follow Daddy's rules. Daddy says get gone so you get gone. Understood." Then her head was down again as she focused on what was happening, as her excitement grew with every movement.
"What rules - your rules?" She spoke to Julius now. "What are they?" Jean was gone into her own world of pleasure, eyes closed and cheeks flushed as her body shifted to the thrusts of the big Black cock.
"Only my bitches get to know - for now you just get to go. Close the door on yo' way out of here."
There was no more to be learned. Claire left and pulled the door to behind her. As she moved quickly down the stairs the noise of their lovemaking slowly faded behind her.
***
The Chief had been pleased. The case had been settled with no additional drain on the County's resources. Of course she hadn't quite told him everything. She hadn't told him about going back that second time. She hadn't told him that she didn't intend to let this lie.
There was still something happening here that she hadn't grasped. If Jean had run off with a Black guy then why wasn't she living with him. Why was she in that neglected and barely-furnished top-floor place? She also suspected there had been a sub-text between the two that she hadn't picked up on. She needed to talk to Jean again but first she needed to know about this Foundation.
She knew one thing - this would have to be her own enquiry. The Chief wouldn't approve Dollar one - shit, the Chief wouldn't approve full stop. As far as he was concerned Jean had chosen her own way and that was it. Claire didn't agree. There was something behind all of this and she was determined to find out what it was, even if it took up all of her free time for months.
***
Jean sat in her vehicle and glanced in the mirrors and round the car. It was quiet and all clear. In front of her stood three tall buildings with a scattering of low-rise around them. A subtle sign identified them as 'Taylor Foundation properties'. Google had been her friend - but not to the extent that she had expected. There were a few news items, a few standard Corporation records and a few pictures of a well-dressed and avuncular, if aging, African-American with various notables at various opening and awards ceremonies. She had looked long and hard at those photos. This Taylor was clearly a man of influence but she'd found no profiles of him on any press site. The Foundation got some passing mentions but the man himself had an enviably low profile.
There was sound and movement up ahead. A convoy of three yellow school buses pulled to a halt and a tidal wave of small humanity rushed off them and headed towards the buildings. There was the excited noise of youthful chatter, laughter and argument. A large African-American man had taken position on the road with a 'school crossing' sign in his hand. He laughed and joked with some of the children as they crossed in front of him. Claire kept observing, watching closely for any clues but there really wasn't much to be seen. It was just like at home - almost. At home of course nearly all the children and most certainly the crossing guard would have been white. That guy would never have got the job in Milvain County. He looked more suited to be a bouncer. However, it was the city and maybe it was different here. Just like the youngsters were. Claire had only seen three or four that might have passed for white.
The road cleared and the crossing guard retreated to the sidewalk where he lit up a cigarette. Five minutes later three more school buses arrived and the procedure was repeated. Claire was still watching intently when there was a sudden knock on her window.
She cursed herself for not paying more attention to her surroundings. She looked out and saw a Metro PD officer, his other hand on his firearm. She opened the window.
"Excuse me ma'am. This road is open for access but it is private property. Can you give me a reason for your stopping here?"
"I'm sorry Officer - I had no idea. I was just taking a rest after a long drive. I'm actually law enforcement myself." She reached for her badge and showed it.
His blue eyes narrowed and he held out his hand to scrutinise her ID more carefully. "This ain't somewhere you'd reach when you are on your way somewhere. Care to try again?"
Two more men approached them, both African-Americans. One was slim and athletic and wearing a well-cut suit. The other was built like a brick outhouse.
The man in the suit approached the Officer and held out his hand. "Thanks for the call Todd. There a problem here?"
The Officer sniffed and offered him Claire' badge. "Not sure Antwan. The lady says she's legit and has this."
Antwan studied the badge, a half-smile formed on his lips. "A long way off the reservation Ms Doyle. Not sure a Milvain badge cuts much ice here. That right Todd?"
The Officer shrugged. "You're the one married to a lawyer Antwan. Suggests she isn't a problem though."
Antwan gave a slight nod. "My apologies Ms Doyle but nowadays we have to be careful. Too many crazies with guns who think its a 'political act' to shoot at elementary school kids who don't look the way they like. You catch what I'm saying. We take precautions round here - with the help of our city's finest of course." He gestured at the Officer.
"I'm still not clear what she's doing here," the policeman persisted.
"Suspicion comes as part of you folks' jobs," smiled Antwan at Claire, "perhaps you can put our minds at rest - before you leave." His smile was warm but his words were not to be ignored.
"I'm, er, investigating a possible abduction. You can check my bona fides with Detective Sansom."
"Already talked to him," said the Officer drily, "after my partner called your plates in. He said that case was settled."
"It probably is," admitted Claire, "I'm just trying to tie up one or two loose ends. For the paper-work you know." She smiled a winning smile - if there was one thing that united all law enforcement it was their attitude to paper-work.
It didn't work. The Officer only grunted. "If you need any information then Detective Samson says to contact him. He says if you get caught hanging around Foundation premises again then I should take you in to see him. That count as a fair warning to a sister Officer?"
Claire nodded ruefully. She'd made a total mess of things.
Antwan had been watching them carefully. "If Ms Doyle needs to know anything about us then I'm sure we can arrange a conversation with myself." He leaned forward and took another look at Claire and then seemed to make up his mind. "Perhaps with myself and Mr Taylor. I'm sure he'd be happy to meet you Ms Doyle. We really have nothing to hide." He held his hands out with their palms open. Then he reached into a suit pocket and handed Claire his card.
Claire was surprised but chose to ride her luck. "What can you tell me about Julius Moore?"
Antwan looked slightly confused. He turned to the huge man behind him. "Tyrone - you know this Julius Moore?"
"Huh," said the colossus, "only his Momma and his bitches call him Julius. Thass the Closer - you know him Antwan."
Now Antwan's face broke into a ready smile of comprehension. "Ah, the Closer. Yes we know him or at least of him. I believe Mr Taylor offered him a job once but the Closer prefers to go his own way. There's not much we can tell you about his current activities unless..." He glanced over his shoulder but Tyrone simply shook his head with a stern non-committal look on his face. Claire recognised it from when they'd arrested Floyd Abenethy over in Milvain.
"Well," said Antwan pleasantly, "if we can help you on anything else you have my card. Do call us before you visit again won't you. Meanwhile you'd best be on your way if you want to miss the rush getting back home." His smile was warm and genuine but Claire got the message. Antwan was in charge and it was time for her to go.
***
She did indeed leave but not to go home. She soon found herself again parked outside of the shuttered up store. She had no idea who was in the ugly building over the road at the moment. She also didn't feel inclined to wait to see who came or went. She was in her civvies today and this didn't seem the best area for a white woman to be in alone as dusk was falling.
She pressed the buzzer for admittance without thinking too much about it. "Delivery for the top floor," she said.
There was a cackle of laughter through the grill. "Dumb five-oh cracka - you think I don't know its you. You sure you just for the cracka up top."
Claire said yes and felt the blood in her cheeks. She'd made a mistake pressing the same button but the click of the door opening made her feel a little better. Until she heard the laughter from up the stairs of course. She knew the old woman was waiting for her.
"Here she be," came the delighted cackle as she took a turn in the stairs. "Not in the uniform today eh, you don't scrub up too bad for a whitebread. Guessin' you'll soon be taking a few deliveries upstairs yourself." Her laugh echoed off the walls again.
Claire adopted her sternest manner. "Thanks for letting me in ma'am but I'm really only here to speak to Jean."
"Oh yeah," the old woman gave her a filthy leer, "listen whitebread there's only one reason cracka bitches come up these stairs. Always been the same." Then she turned back into her room and closed the door.
Claire continued up the stairs and knocked on the door at the top. There was no answer and she turned the handle. The door opened. She examined it and saw the lock hadn't been fixed in the two days since she had been there.
"JEAN - MR MOORE," she called each name once but something told her there was no-one there. She looked around and her earlier observations about the place were confirmed. No-one lived here. It was purely a place with a function, a place for people to meet. Presumably a place for Julius and his women to meet. The old woman's comments had taught her that Julius had more than one, or perhaps had a long succession of ones. Did Jean know that? Claire instantly corrected herself. She had see Jean with Julius, the expression on Jean's face, the - what should she call it - the ecstasy on the white woman's face as Julius had taken her. Jean had to know that Julius had a lot of women, a lot of 'bitches' as he called them. Why did Jean know that and why didn't she care?
Claire went into the kitchen. No stove but the makings for quick snacks. A coffee machine and a small fridge containing milk and beer.
The problem with doing these things on your own was that you had no partner watching your back. Claire was still in the kitchen when she heard the front door shut. She swore under her breath and decided to make the best of it. "PATROL OFFICER INSIDE. I'M COMING OUT," she called out in a nice clear voice. Meanwhile she pulled her personal protection sidearm - just in case.
"Come on out then," said a male voice. It showed neither surprise or concern.
She held her gun as she stepped back out of the kitchen. She expected to see him but he wasn't there. Suddenly she heard his voice behind her.
"No need for the weaponry. Besides, if I wanted to shoot you then you wouldn't have heard me come in. Point the gun at the floor and turn round slowly."
She obeyed. There was a calm authority to his voice that made it damn clear that she had no option. She expected to turn round into the muzzle of a gun but he was simply sat in a chair and looking at her. He pointed a finger up into the corner of the room's ceiling. She saw a muted red light and realised that there was a camera there.
His voice broke into her racing thoughts. "Just for your information I've told the local corner-boys to keep an eye on your ride - make sure nothing happens to it. That ain't the best place to park unless you're in right with them."
"Thanks," she said and put her gun back into her coat pocket. It seemed ridiculous to be waving it about. He'd proved that he was in charge of this situation and he wasn't in the least worried about her gun.
"Is Jean here?"
Julius laughed to himself. "I'll take that as a compliment but even I need to recharge sometimes. My little bitch is coming over for her regular in a few minutes." His eyes were challenging her to comment, but that challenge was amused rather than proud.
She chose to take the bait. "Why do you call her that - why not call her by her name?"
"Call her my little bitch 'cos she's a cute little piece and she's my bitch. Too confusing for you?" That smile was there again. "You see her complaining? She's loving being my little bitch, my beck and call girl. She's following the rules and reaping the rewards."
"Jean mentioned the rules last time. What are they?"
Julius paused and raised his eyebrows. "Rules like breaking and entering or searching without a warrant. Those sorts of rules?" He smiled again. "Don't worry about none of that. I've got nothing I'm inclined to hide."
"So those rules?"
"Rule One is that I'm a busy man and ain't got time to be fooled with by my bitches. When I say 'get gone' you bitches get gone."
"I'm not one of your bitches."
"Nah," again Julius raised an eyebrow and chuckled, "then you don't need to know my bitches' rules." He smiled and put his hands down on the table in front of him. "However, this is my place and so that rule still applies don't it? Especially for uninvited guests." Now his eyes were on hers. Deep brown pools that seemed to draw her into them. She recognised the charisma there, the presence. The way she knew he was near her even before she saw him. The way he could dominate a room without saying anything. The way she felt out of her league even in as gentle a contest of words as this had been.
She didn't respond. Instead she waited to be ordered out. That was absolutely his prerogative - she had absolutely no right or authority to be there.
Instead he just sat there and watched her - like a cat with a mouse. She had her gun in her pocket but it didn't give her any sense of security. What was it that man Antwan had said. That she was 'a long way off the reservation.' He had been another one like Julius Moore. That same presence, that same authority, that same assured status as... as what? What was it that made them like very few people she had ever met. The confidence, the knowledge, the security of, of... Her mind flashed to those nature documentaries they were always showing on TV. They called their kind the alpha males. Yes, that was what they called them. The males who were in charge and possessed all they had because of their ability, their skill and their power.
The other males would moan and kvetch and hang about the outskirts hoping for scraps. Just like Mr Butler or Skeet or her ex-husband. Always griping about what they couldn't have or couldn't hold onto. Alphas didn't need to complain. Alphas possessed what they had by right.
Which left the females. Had they no say in the matter? Well those with the alpha got the best - the best protection, the best food, the best and strongest offspring. So the female sought the attention of the alpha. That was just nature and nature was red in tooth and claw.
She suddenly realised where her thoughts had taken her - wondered how long she had been processing those thoughts. Probably only seconds but it could have been much longer. She felt the heat of blood come into her cheeks. "I'm sorry," she said.
He smiled at her. "No problem. I was enjoying the view. I like a cute redhead but I'd like to see your hair flame-red you know. You'd look even finer than you do now."
Now she felt the heat in her cheeks reinforced. She'd assumed his attention on her was caution or curiosity. He'd just told her that it was something more. She felt herself react to his interest, react in a way that hadn't been familiar to her. Getting hit on was nothing so unusual but getting a signal of interest from a man like this that was something else entirely. She felt the blood pumping through her veins, the rush of adrenaline, the power of the thoughts and images suddenly rushing through her brain.
He was still watching her, his deep brown eyes locked onto hers. She didn't quite know how to respond, her mouth felt dry as dust. "The rules?" Her voice reduced to a near croak.
"I told you that my rules are only for my bitches. I'll let you know Rule Two if you understand that once you know it then it applies to you too. Want to know it?"
"Yes." She still felt the blood in her cheeks and hoped it wasn't too obvious.
"Only my bitches get to come here. Understand?"
"Yes," she said.
There was a fresh rattle at the door. "What the fuck Julius - Desiree says you've got a fresh bitch up here. Who... OH!" Jean stopped and put her hand to her mouth as she noticed Claire.
Julius chucked. "You know you got all my attention at the moment little bitch. No need to be getting jealous." He stood and put his strong arms around her, his mouth meeting hers in a tender kiss.
"Who gave you your first Black fucking little bitch - who showed you what you'd been missing all that time."



"You did Black daddy," she looked small and pale in his dark powerful arms. Her eyes were locked on his and Claire now knew just how powerful this man's charisma, his sexual charge, could be.
"Yeah - so mine's the only big Black cock you've had right?"
She swallowed. "No Black Daddy - you know it isn't."
"Thass right - 'cos I don't do that jealousy bullshit. You ain't my wife - you're my little bitch and a fine as fuck little bitch like you gets a lot of attention from the brothas. Only right they should get to enjoy you just like you is getting to enjoy them. I'm right?"
"Yes Daddy. I'm sorry Daddy."
"Just now though you got all my attention and I got you exclusive. So even a fly little hood-rat like her," he gestured at Claire, "ain't getting too far in my thoughts. I know this little bitch," he held her gently by the chin, "needs all my loving and all my seed right now. You getting this."
Jean nodded as Claire watched on.
"Soon this time will be up. Then you and me will be moving on. Lot of brothas out there for you and lots of white girls needing me to educate them just like I educated you. You getting that? Not like you don't know Rule Six. You remember it don't you.
His hands were unbuttoning her top now. Her breasts were bare between the thin material and once exposed his big dark hands were on them. Jean gasped and his mouth took possession of hers, their tongues duelling in the dance of passion.
Finally the kiss broke and Jean was left breathing hard with her eyes wide and her cheeks flushed, her attention totally on the man in front of her. Claire knew in that instant that Jean was lost, had given herself totally to her new life. She wouldn't be gong back. She saw it in that moment, in Jean's face. She also knew that Jean was feeling something that she, Claire, herself had never felt. She had felt something of it just before Jean had got here. It had been intoxicating, thrilling and powerful. Somehow she knew that Jean was now feeling something of magnitudes greater strength. For a moment she tried to imagine how that would feel but her logical mind immediately suppressed the very idea. She knew that such pleasure, such ecstasy, could only be wrong, could only be dangerous. A woman had to have herself tightly under control around men like Julius - she had to know what she was doing. Otherwise she would be lost. Just as lost as Jean was.
Julius turned his woman so that her bared left arm was visible to Claire. On the inside of that arm there was script, the tattoo's ink dark and plainly visible on the pale skin. Julius ran his dark finger over that skin and Jean seemed to shiver, but again Claire instinctively knew that the cause was desire, not fear.
"What this say little bitch?" His voice was smooth as silk now, dark chocolate running between them, matching the finger gently tracing the skin under that script.
"I pledge to obey the ten rules of a Black man's woman." Jean's voice was breathy, excited. Claire knew there was no coercion there. The other woman was savouring every moment, every aspect, of what was happening.
"Police girl don't need to know - but you know the rules. You know Rule Six in particular. You gonna be a good little bitch and make yo' Daddy proud? You gonna be obeying Rule Six from now on?" He moved behind her and his fingers moved to her nipples, teasing and gently squeezing the erect flesh.
"Yes Daddy," she gasped. That gasp became a moan as Julius's mouth dropped to the exposed pale flesh of her neck.
His kiss was hard and sharp, deliberately marking her. A mark as meaningful if not as permanent as the one on her arm. "You your Black Daddy's little beck and call bitch?"
"Yes," Jean was breathing hard now, "I'm your beck-and-call bitch Daddy. Please fuck me, please fuck me now."
Julius was smiling and for one moment, one long moment, his eyes again met Claire's. She felt her stomach seem to give a little leap, the breath catch in her throat. Then his eyes had left her and he was leading Jean into the little bedroom and laying her down.
Claire followed and only just remembered to glance up into the corner of the room, to see the small red light that indicated another camera. Julius had joined Jean on the bed, pushing up her skirt and his hand was now at her pussy. His long dark fingers exploring and testing her. He withdrew them, gleaming in the light with moisture, and then sucked them clean, savouring his little bitch's juices.
"Thass good," he crooned, "but I need that sweetness from the source." He moved forward and pushed his head to her pussy, his tongue exploring and savouring her readiness for him. Jean's hands came to his head, holding him there as she gasped and writhed. She was looking forward in Claire's direction but the latter knew that Jean wasn't seeing her. Jean was caught up in the dance of passion, for her there was only her needy pussy and Julius' skilled tongue. Nothing else mattered, for the moment nothing else would ever matter. She was truely lost - lost to her pleasure and desire. Lost to her ability to please her man and his ability to satisfy her, to take her to places undreamt of over all those years before.
Julius finally moved back and began to undo his clothes. His eyes were intent now - fixed on Jean. As he removed his shirt he gave one glance over to Claire. "So Police - you either take a seat and keep quiet or you get gone. Your choice."
Claire moved to the single chair in the room and sat down, her eyes never leaving what was happening on the bed. Julius undid his belt and stepped out of his pants and shorts. His big cock was hard, standing up against the tight muscles of his flat dark belly. Claire again felt the rush of energy through her body as she considered Jean's position. Claire had seen the look in Julius' eyes. That hard cock confirmed it - he was going to fuck Jean, to make her his, to possess her and to claim her. He was going to show just what an alpha male could do for his little bitch. Claire knew all that, knew it instinctively. Knew it from that one look that Julius had given her - knew that given the chance he would do it for her too. She felt her body react to the realisation - felt a desire to undo her own pants, to allow her own fingers to relieve the tension that was growing so rapidly within her. However, she knew that she couldn't. She was here to investigate and to observe - nothing more, it couldn't be anything more.
"That's how I like my pussy - tell me again whose pussy this is little bitch."
"It's yours Daddy, always yours. Whenever you want it."
Julius thumb was at her clit now, teasing her. Enjoying the warm wetness that just confirmed that she was his. "Thass good - 'cos this is what a Black man likes. Warm wet white pussy - and what else?"
"Primed pussy Daddy, primed just for you. Ready for you and needing you."
Julius moved forward, his movements smooth. Jean's hand reached for and found his cock.
"Yes," she whispered, "I need this. It's perfect."
"Show me."
Jean pushed her knees up and back as her hands grasped her ankles. Her sex was exposed now, looking achingly vulnerable. Once again Claire saw the broad head of his dark penis presented to Jean's pussy lips. This time there was no need for further teasing. Jean was ready for him and Julius knew it. His big thick cock seemed to be drawn into her body, to move smoothly into her and claim her. On the first withdrawal his shaft gleamed with her wetness, with the juices that had prepared her body to receive him.
There was no more talk, no more diversions. Now there were only two bodies, two bodies meeting and fulfilling each other as they had done since the first man and the first woman. Two bodies meeting the most primal and the most perfect desire engrained in all of life. Jean's legs were released and came up to clamp around his thrusting Black form, seeking to hold him deep inside her. His thrusts continued, powerful and unflagging. Their desire was the same, their desire was mutual and their desire was achieved. The building cries of the woman punctuated and fulfilled by the grunt of her man as he emptied his seed deep within her.
It was visceral and it was undeniable. Claire could not tear her eyes away. She watched as Julius finally withdrew, his Big Black Cock still semi-hard, Jean lay back on the bed. She was flushed and panting, her eyes wide with excitement.
"You gonna be ready for another round?" Julius asked.
"Fuck yeah - more than ready," came Jean's reply.
Once more Julius allowed his eyes to move across and meet those of Claire. He half-raised an eyebrow. He didn't have to say anything. There was no doubt that Jean was a totally willing participant.
"I..." Claire finally blurted out.
"You remember Rule One - from now on tonight's a special time for me and my little bitch only." Julius pointed a finger to the door.
Claire's mouth opened to say something and then she stood up and headed for the door.
"You working Thursday?" His voice sounded behind her.
Her mind raced. "A double-shift" she replied.
"Call in sick," was his only response.
This time she heard Jean's laughter as she started down the stairs.
***
They were a quiet few days for the Department, even quieter than usual Just the routine minor neighborhood disputes and setting speed-traps. It was just as well.
"Claire - what the fuck!" Skeet was waving his fingers in front of her face. "What's wrong with you - didn't you hear me? Are you falling asleep?"
It was a serious matter. If you were on patrol you needed your partner to have your back. If you couldn't rely on him or her then that was a serious issue. Life-and-death situations were real uncommon in Milvain County but you never did know. You had to be ready, you had to be prepared. That was what her father had always taught her.
Skeet was watching her - she knew he was trying to judge if she would be a problem. That shamed her - she had always prided herself on her professionalism. Nothing had ever broken her concentration as it was broken now. She just couldn't keep her mind on the job, on the here and now, she just couldn't stop it going back there, the images that ran through her mind, the feelings that surged through her every time that she thought about it.
"Claire!" Skeet's hand was on her shoulder now - gently shaking it. "This ain't like you. Is something wrong?"
It came so naturally, it seemed inevitably. She gave her temporary partner a tired smile and the words came real easy. "I think I'm going down with something Skeet. Can you warn the Chief I'll probably have to call in sick tomorrow."
She saw the surprise on Skeet's face - that was so unlike the Claire Doyle that he knew, that everyone in the Department knew.
She didn't care. She knew where she had to be tomorrow.
***
Julius Moore was out by the derelict store when she arrived. He was standing with two other men. All three carefully watched her park and get out of her vehicle. One of the men blew a plume of smoke from his cigarette into the early-evening air. Claire felt all of their eyes on her but once out of her vehicle kept her eyes on Julius. He was the man she had come to see, the man who had the answers she was seeking.
Julius pointed. "Jean is waiting upstairs - I'll be back there later." He turned back to his two friends. Claire wasn't sure what to do. She had expected him to greet her, perhaps even to express surprise that she had come. Instead he took it as a matter of course, as if he had never doubted that she would be there. She suddenly realised the truth. He had read her correctly - he HAD known that she would be there. She turned and headed for he door of the now familiarly ugly building.
Behind her, unseen, Julius held up one hand. Even as Claire reached the building's door she heard the buzz of its door being released. She stepped inside - aware of the men's eyes on her - and started up the stairs.
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We have moved on three years (about as long as it takes me to write a new chapter some would say). Rachel has married but the lab she initially went to work for has gone broke. New jobs in her field are hard to find in a time of cut-backs.
A Well Oiled Evening
It might have been called serendipity. It certainly had never been an ambition of hers to go to such an event. However, she had gone to work in an office while she was waiting for the economy to come out from one of its periodic hibernations. Her colleagues were a good group and one of the things she enjoyed about working with them was that sometimes they'd shift her out of her comfort zone, introduce her to new experiences.
Rachel still hadn't been sure about this one.
"We're going where?" she had asked.
Josie laughed in triumph. "Come on - it'll be fun! We went last year and you wouldn't believe what fun we had." She lowered her voice with a very self-aware smile, "Besides, we'll need a driver."
"Oh well in that case," Rachel replied with a mock tone of offense.
"Don't you need an excuse for that husband of yours?" asked her older work-mate. "I guess he'll want a permission slip."
Rachel knew she was being played. Preston really wasn't like that - recently he'd been so self-obsessed that she could almost have wished he WAS rather more like that. But Josie knew what buttons to press.
"OK, OK, if you need a driver."
Which is how she had found herself here - nursing her one drink of the night and watching her workmates steadily get more and more bombed. She had a nagging feeling that she should be feeling hypocritical. How would she have felt if Preston had secretly gone to something like his? But how did she know that he didn't? He was certainly out often enough with those friends of his. She knew he needed to get out of the same four walls and see some fresh faces but did it always have to be through a haze of Jack Daniels. Jack Daniels bought with her hard-earned money.
So she filed the 'feeling a hypocrite' notion in her mental recycle bin and settled down to 'enjoy' the evening. It was certainly an experience. About 120 women crammed into the one-story hall and enjoying themselves fit to bust. They ranged from girls who almost looked too young to be drinking right up to women in their sixties, perhaps more. Just now they were all singing along to 'Sweet Caroline' between the performers. Hey, it was a good song but did they have to play it everywhere!
Nicki had her arm around her and was swaying to the music. She had to almost shout in Rachel's ear to be heard. "What did you think of him? I know I'd rather have him at home than Mitch!" She'd laughed uproariously. Nicki then leaned across her and shouted the same thing to Josie on Rachel's other side. Josie almost collapsed with laughter as well. Rachel assumed you needed the several glasses of wine to truly appreciate the joke.
Nicki did have a point though. The lead act had been quite something. Over six-feet tall, blond (it might even have been natural), with a dazzling smile and boyish good looks. Quite a body on him too - muscled but not too muscled. Very easy on the eye. He'd come out dressed as a Marine but the uniform hadn't lasted long. It had been steadily discarded to the increasing approval of the crowd. If he was the warm-up then he'd certainly done his job well.
The dancing and stripping part of the act had lasted about five minutes but the dancer, now wearing only a very small thong, had spent the next fifteen or twenty going round the tables. Allowing some of the audience to get a closer look and sometimes to rub baby oil on those glistening pectorals of his. Sometimes he'd kiss a fan or, and this WAS funny, act trying to escape from another. It was really a good laugh.
Finally he'd got to their table and Mandy - a good thirty years older and possibly sixty pounds heavier - had grabbed him and started apparently trying to suck his face off. He'd flailed his arms around as if he was suffocating but then when she'd let go he'd flicked his eye-brows, given a broad smile and dived back into another long deep kiss. The crowd had loved it - cheering and whistling.
Nicki had rubbed oil onto his chest and then let her hand drift downwards. He'd caught hold of her hand as it approached dangerous territory and made a great show of being shocked. Then he'd pushed her hand down onto his thong. Nicki had almost laughed her head off but apparently had also taken the opportunity to 'check his credentials'.
She needn't have bothered because once back on stage he had whipped off his thong about two seconds before the lights had gone down and he'd disappeared back-stage to a standing ovation.
Apparently there were three more acts to come. Well - Rachel admitted there were worst ways of spending an evening. Having her husband bitch and whine about how he couldn't get a job would be about top of that list. Times were tough and maybe you couldn't yet find something in the line you were qualified for. Her office post wasn't exactly Rachel's dream job. But you needed to get your foot in the door, on the first rung of the ladder, etc, etc. She knew for a fact that one of Preston's friends had told him about a job driving and making deliveries. Preston had apparently told him that he didn't want to waste his time like that. She'd heard about that from a third party. Preston still told her that no-one would offer him a job no matter how hard he looked for one. Meanwhile he sat on the couch watching TV or playing games, then went to the bar most evenings - so at least he wasn't 'wasting his time.'
Rachel took another sip of her beer. It was no good. She loved Preston and knew he just needed the world to give him a proper chance but sometimes he could be so frustrating! Most of the time she kept that fact filed way back in the deepest darkest recesses of her mind but now it was loose. She needed something to help cage it up again - a distraction.
"Hey," she shouted at Josie over the music, "Is it OK if we get a cab back after all?"
Josie had beamed a smile and cheered. "Alright! Time for another drink, you'd best have two to help catch up."
Fuck it - she was going to let her hair down. A few drinks and a naughty evening out with the girls would just do the trick of helping her ignore the shit-show at home, at least for a while.
Almost on cue as she downed what was left of her drink and reached for her next the music cranked up to almost deafening levels. That old song - what was it called? "Holding out for a Hero' - or something like that. Onto the stage strode a fire-fighter, a distinctly middle-aged and rather portly fire-fighter to Rachel's eyes. However, the rest of the crowd seemed to love him. Rachel immediately guessed that this guy probably ran the show and that he didn't go on first so that the crowd could all be wearing 'beer goggles' when he did!
Whatever - it seemed to work for him. He dispensed with his big boots and his high-visibility jacket to reveal a hairless-chest and a pair of suspenders holding up his work pants. You could see the guy worked out but he also clearly liked a burger or ten. He wasn't exactly fat but he was what they used to call 'chunky.' His skin was tanned all over so far as she could see, or perhaps more likely spray tanned. He was maybe forty or forty-five, had a lecherous grin and frankly to Rachel looked a bit of a pig.
The rest of the crowd didn't seem to care. They yelled and whistled and screamed as he took a suspender off one shoulder. The guy knew his job - Rachel was willing to give him that. He worked the crowd with practised moves and 'sold' his performance well. The crowd whistled and yelled its approval as he also stripped to his thong. Rachel started her third drink.
The fire-fighter worked the tables and finally came to theirs. Mandy, almost inevitably, was waiting for him. She rubbed oil over his chest and made a great show of feeling up his biceps. The dancer was tossed a can of whipped cream and squirted long trails over his chest. Mandy and Josie dived for him licking the cream off. The crowd loved it but Rachel could only think of how sweaty and oily he looked. She, with sudden shock, realised that the fire-fighter had looked at her and smiled. Had she given away what she was thinking? It was a huge relief when he moved on from their table.
That relief was very short-lived. She realised with some disquiet that everyone was looking at her or, to be more precise, behind her. Just as she registered the fact she felt something on the back of her head and she heard the others at her table roar with laughter. A couple of cameras flashed. She had a horrible idea of what had just landed on her head. She sat there mortified as Mandy got up behind him rubbing her big tits into his back.
It couldn't have been more than a few seconds but to Rachel it seemed far longer. She knew how red her face had to be. She could only breath a big sigh of relief when he finally moved on and Josie gave her a big hug. She barely paid attention as the fire-fighter chose a woman out of the crowd and took her up on stage. Much oiling of muscles proceeded until the woman was invited to remove his thong. She giggled and then pulled them down to release a seriously big dick. The whipped cream reappeared but this time was applied along the length of his cock. The woman giggled again and shook her head. He produced a towel and held it up to hide her from the crowd. He looked down and after a few seconds he nodded and sent a look of triumph into the crowd. The crowd yelled at him and whistled. He raised his eyebrows and then let go off the towel with one hand.
The crowd screamed their approval. The woman had a firm hold on his cock and a mouth covered in fake cream. It didn't take Sherlock Holmes to solve that mystery. She looked at the crowd and her friends and then defiantly started sucking his cock. The fire-fighter posed, flexing his biceps, and then thrust his hips a little. Finally he laughed and pulled back his big hard cock from her mouth. He grabbed his towel and hung it on his hard cock to the laughter of the women watching. He then kissed the woman and sent her back to her table as he left the stage to a rapturous ovation.
Rachel was well into her fourth drink. She wanted to go home but she didn't want to be the party-pooper. All the other girls were loving it. She looked at Josie and gave her a wry smile.
"Oh you just wait," her friend said. "The fourth guy on is amazing."
The FOURTH guy! She had to sit through two more of these? She tried to consciously slow down on that fourth drink or she knew they'd end up carrying her home.
The music cranked up again - this time an 'urban' tune that Rachel didn't recognise. The music should have been a clue but she still felt a little surprise when an African-American came on stage dressed as a cop. Rachel wasn't in the mood to be impressed but she found she couldn't help it. He was tall and fit, his moves were fluid and powerful after the almost comic clowning of the fire-fighter. He spun in place on the stage and danced as the crowd shouted their approval. The previous performers had been almost stripped by now in their acts but this man knew he didn't need to rush. He finally, almost leisurely, removed his mirror shades and reached for his top button.
Her whole table were on their feet screaming for him to get his clothes off. Rachel was almost surprised to find herself, after a second or too, on her feet with the rest of them. Now this guy was worth shouting for! The dancer paused and held a hand to his ear. The response was deafening. He took a firmer grasp on his shirt and then pulled sending buttons flying and revealing his powerful chest. The crowd loved it and he smiled, perfect white teeth brilliant against his ebony dark skin.
Now this was more like it! Rachel forgot all about her drink - this required her fullest attention. His ruined shirt thrown to the crowd the dancer proceeded to strip - practised fluid moves dispensing of all his clothing, bar the inevitable thong, as part of his continuing dance. He was seriously good-looking and he was a great mover. Rachel's mind flicked to what else he was probably VERY good at. She tried to stifle that thought - she was married after all. Then she dropped that notion. There was nothing wrong with a little window-shopping was there?
The dancer gave a confident smile as his glance travelled round the room. He held up a hand and clicked his fingers. A bottle of baby oil was tossed onto the stage and he casually plucked it out of the air. Soon he was at the first table with women reaching out to rub oil onto his dark skin. He selected one of his audience and soon she was running her hands over his chest and stomach, feeling the firm muscles under that gleaming dark skin. She laughed and her eyes sparkled as she felt the power and strength in his body. She reached for his thong but he laughed as he jinked away and to another woman.
He was good at his job. He'd probably done it hundreds of times before. He laughed with the overweight sixty year olds as naturally as he did with the younger women. He was there to entertain. It couldn't do his ego any harm having a hundred women yelling for him.
Soon he was at their table and Nicki had felt his bicep and nodded to the rest of them, cheered on by her friends. The dancer looked around the table and smiled again. Rachel felt his eyes rest on her and then he nodded. He spun away from them and strode over to the stage where he picked up a can. Then he was coming back to their table with the spray cream and they all yelled their approval.
The dancer squirted a long trail of cream up his belly and soon Josie and Nicki were competing to lick it off. The can squirted again but this time the dancer had turned towards Rachel.
"Wanna try?" His voice was deep.
Rachel looked up into his deep brown eyes and felt almost paralysed.
"She's shy," said Mandy and the dancer then turned to her and she licked off the cream.
Rachel watched her and found herself conflicted. This sort of thing wasn't really her scene. Weren't they objectifying these men just as badly as those pigs that went to strip clubs. She'd heard rumours about what went on in the back rooms of such places. On the other hand how often did a girl have the chance to get her hands on a magnificent specimen like this one? Especially when she was married. She caught herself before adding, 'to Preston.' In a reflex action she downed the last of her latest drink. She wondered if it was the alcohol making her feel the way she was. She had drunk a lot more than was usual for her.
She almost jumped when she realised he was talking to her again. How long had he been speaking to her?
"Pardon?" she asked. Again she found herself looking into those eyes.
"I said I got a cure for being shy."
Then his big Black hand caught her white wrist and gently but firmly pulled her hand down to the front of his thong. Under the material she felt the bulge. Her friends laughed and cheered.
"Wanna try it?" He went on - leaning down so he could speak into her ear above the noise.
She hesitated - and she who hesitates can be lost in more ways than one. Her friends almost hauled her out of her seat and quickly she was being led to the stage by the dancer. Once there he covered her hands in oil and had her rub it into his muscular arms and thighs.
Darnell knew his trade. He'd selected the girl almost the moment he had stepped out on stage. It might not be 'woke' to say it nowadays but the thrill was in the contrast. This one was blonde and blue-eyed, fair-skinned and slim. The contrast was all-round - in size, skin-tone and attitude. This one had been shouting with her friends till she'd caught his eyes on her. So he knew she liked what she saw even if she wasn't yet so sure about taking that first step. He liked that - he liked the challenge of it. It genuinely could go either way. Maybe half would shake their heads and refuse to really participate but that just made it all the sweeter if they did. It was the not knowing that kept the job interesting. He knew his boss always picked a girl he knew would suck his cock behind that towel of his. He said that was part of the act. Bullshit. He knew the fat asshole couldn't get his dick sucked any other way. Darnell enjoyed the challenge of a girl like this sweet little piece. That ring on her finger just made it a little more interesting.
It was time. He gently took her hands and dropped them to the sides of his thong. The crowd were loving it. Those big blue eyes of hers looked into his. Oh fuck - he loved it when they did that. He gave a nod.
Rachel almost felt as if she was in a daze, later she'd convince herself it was an alcoholic haze. Maybe it was. Maybe that was just what she had needed to shake herself free of twenty-five years of social indoctrination. She saw his handsome face, his deep brown eyes and his brilliant smile. He was amazing and he had picked her! She swallowed and looked down. With infinite gentleness his fingers found her chin and raised her face so that his eyes could again meet hers.
"It's time." That was all he said - accompanied by a small nod of his head. Then his hand moved from her chin to her shoulder and gave the slightest downwards pressure.
Was it the alcohol? Maybe - but maybe it was also true that it just let her be herself, the real Rachel who'd been hidden for so long. It just felt so natural to drop to her knees in front of this beautiful Black man, her hands still grasping the sides of his ominously bulging thong.
She pulled her hands down and felt a moment's resistance before the thong slipped downwards and she heard a roar from the other women. She saw something Black and big move across the top of her field of vision as she completed her task of dropping the thong to the floor. When she glanced up she stared at the hard column of dark flesh stood almost vertical against the dancer's chest.
The fire fighter had been big. Impressively big. However, this one looked to have him beat. Or was it just the ebony Black skin that made it look so much more strong and powerful? One thing was for sure. This man was equipped.
With a jolt Rachel came to her senses, blinking off the waves of alcohol. How long had she been kneeling there staring at his big...
He leaned down and took her hands. She felt the oil poured onto first one and then the other, Then he stood straight again - saying nothing with his mouth but only with those deep brown eyes of his.
She couldn't resist. She stretched out a hand and reached for his cock. She found her fingers couldn't stretch round it until she used both hands. His cock was big and hard and she could feel the blood pumping through it. The blood that was making it ready for action, ready to fuck. She glanced up and saw his eyes were still fixed on her, seeming to ignore the other screaming multitude of women in the hall. He was hard for her and she knew it. He wanted her - just like her old landlord had wanted her when she was in her last year at college. Her landlord had been Black too and her friends had told her that he had a big cock and knew how to use it. She didn't doubt that this dancer would be an amazing fuck and she had even fewer doubts that he wanted to fuck her bad.
Part of her wanted to get up and run back to her table. They'd laugh at her but so what! It was clearly what she should do.
Except...
She knew how many times, sometimes at the most unexpected moments, she had thought about her old landlord, Lavon Crawston. About that semi-spoken invitation to go down and knock on his door. Like her friends had. To experience what a man like Lavon could do for a young woman like her. She'd never done it but she'd thought about it so often since. Remembered, wondered and ... regretted.



Yes, she'd regretted not taking him up on his invitation. Not finding out if the stories about Lavon were true. Not finding out if he really was as good as they said.
This was sort of an invitation too. Did she want to spend months and years regretting turning chicken at this opportunity too?
She realised she was still holding onto that hard cock of his. It must only have been moments. She heard a 'pop' and then he was spraying cream up the length of his cock, even over her hands. The crowd were loving it and she sensed rather than saw him pull the towel into place, hiding them from the audience.
She looked up - not really knowing what she was looking for. A way out or ... permission. She saw his eyes locked on hers and the subtlest of nods.
"I ... I can't. I'm married. I can't suck a stranger's cock."
"Don't need to suck it - just lick him clean."
The dancer's voice was deep, almost vibrant. It also, after that many drinks, seemed to make perfect sense to her. She moved her head to him and licked the cream off his dark skin, tasted the cream and his skin. Felt the warmth and the power that lay beneath.
Then she shifted her position and dropped her mouth onto his cock. Began to bob her head up and down onto him. Tried to swirl her tongue around that big broad end of his shaft. Fuck he was big - way bigger than Preston and even bigger than that asshole she'd dated in college.
She kept sucking and working that cock though it couldn't have been too long. She heard the music of the show rise towards its ending and then felt his hands on her head, easing her off him. She came back to herself and noticed the towel lying on the floor. How long had they all been watching her giving head to an African-American! Then he was helping her to her feet and he kissed her, those wonderful eyes of his capturing all her attention again, making her fear and shame disappear in an instant.
He broke the kiss and his lips moved to her ear. "Come back-stage after the show. We got unfinished business."
She stumbled back to her table hearing the cacophony of the crowd's cheers once more and knowing that the act was over.
She barely noticed the fourth dancer, the one that she'd been warned to look out for. The one that was supposed to be amazing. Her friends had laughed and hugged her but she still couldn't quite believe what had happened. How she had shown herself up. How she had let Preston down. How she didn't regret doing it.
Was it the alcohol? She thought it must be. It could only be the alcohol that meant that she didn't want it to finish there, how she wanted and needed to go back-stage after the show. He was about the sexiest man she had ever seen and he had picked her out from all of them. She knew he did it every night but she didn't care. That big hard cock hadn't lied. He wanted her and she thrilled to the fact. He didn't sit on the couch and whine and bitch and ask for half her pay to go get drunk with his friends. No, this man wanted her for what she was - a young desirable woman. He wanted her and she wanted him. She wanted to go to him and ask him, no beg him, to fuck her. She downed another couple of drinks before the last dancer had left the stage.
"I wanna go back-shtage."
Josie turned to her smiling as the show wound up. "It's getting pretty late. Best we get a taxi now but it was fun eh!"
"Back-shtage." Rachel got to her feet and paused before moving slightly unsteadily towards the back-stage area.
"You girls go along," said Nikki to the rest of the table. "We'll look after her."
They found Darnell still signing posters and posing for pictures. His muscular chest was bare, a towel casually wrapped around his waist. It seemed he'd been pretty popular but when he looked up and saw Rachel his face broke into a wide smile. He was good at his job. His smile never even flickered when he noticed the two friends with her. He'd dealt with 'mother hens' before.
The fire-fighter had apparently run out of fans and was focusing his attention on deep-kissing a chunky bottle-blonde in her mid-thirties. His big paw reached inside her blouse making her roar with laughter. "Fuckin' 'ell , look at these for tits!" Which proved that a) he was apparently English and, b) he was indeed a pig. Not that the woman with him seemed to mind so why should they.
For Josie and Nicki the issue was Rachel, almost imperceptibly swaying in front of Darnell as he dismissed the last of his line of fans with a peck on the cheek.
"Hey baby - who your friends?" Darnell was still smiling, still happily in control.
"We work with Rachel," said Josie.
"I'm her boss," said Nicki. Which was basically true if you didn't split hairs about it.
"Damn, you her boss and you all coming to places like this." Darnell laughed and half shook his head.
"She got me to come," insisted Rachel, jabbing a finger to emphasize the fact. "She's why I'm here."
"Well I'm real grateful for that," said Darnell pleasantly. "But my girl here's a grown woman ain't she? She can look after herself and anyway I'll be sure to look after her."
The fire-fighter bellowed with laughter and led his woman into the next room. Her hand was already down the front of his towel.
Rachel was impatient of all the talk. She wanted to feel that big cock of Darnell's again. She reached out for the front of his towel and with that movement, in that instant, the room seemed to swing and pitch and turn upside down.
She had over-balanced and she hit the floor face-first with a crash on the wooden planking. She rolled over and groaned.
Darnell, to his credit, was quick to act. He knelt down and cradled her head. "Damn - you alright baby. That was quite something." He paused and then looked up. "You two girls be able to get her home safe?"
Josie shook her head a little in resignation and then nodded more purposefully. "Don't worry - we'll look after her."
"Good - maybe don't let her drink so much next time..."
From the other room a gruff cockney voice boomed out. "Yeah - suck that fuckin' dick."
Darnel watched them gingerly lead Rachel out. He shook his head. Well you couldn't win them all. He began tidying up the tables as a rhythmic sound started in the room next door. Fuck it - that was his fat fuck of a boss getting his dick wet. Still, there was always tomorrow.
Island Life
Lavon Crawston exhaled a long contented sigh. There was just the right amount of breeze blowing through the palm trees to keep things comfortable in the early evening of another beautiful day in the Islands. It sure as fuck beat freezing his ass off back home.
Ceejay, his old service buddy, had set this place up real nice. Twenty or so cabins with a central meeting area and an expanse of beach. No five-star luxury but it was just what CeeJay's clientele was looking for. They could stick to the resort or venture out over the small island.
There was just the slightest of ocean swells out there - perfect conditions for CeeJay's fishing trip. Every week his friend took the guests out one afternoon and night in a small flotilla crewed by some of the locals to try some ocean fishing. Lavon smiled to himself and gently shook his head. Never had quite understood CeeJay's love of fishing. He'd tried it himself a time or too and it was cool enough but not something to go crazy over. On a night like this he understood it a little better. The ocean was just enough to let you know it was there but it was being generous and friendly with its visitors. The guests would be raving about it tomorrow - swapping stories of triumphs and near-misses. Old CeeJay would be up front in his Commodore's cap like the Admiral of the motherfucking fleet. Not so bad for an old MOS Private First Class.
Lavon laughed to himself and glanced up at a slight noise. Young Jase had finished cleaning the glasses. The young man had a face on him for sure and Lavon was very careful not to show any amusement at the fact. Jase wanted to be down at the bar with his friends and couldn't understand why he had to be up here when all their potential customers were out at sea. He was getting paid but Lavon knew that so far as Jase was concerned that wasn't making up for missing out. Young twenty-year-old men didn't happily swap an evening drinking and chasing tail for a few dollars - especially when they didn't see the point of them being there at all.
Lavon and CeeJay understood that. It was why they ran the resort bar on the day Mama Cootch brought her girls over and opened up that little shebeen of hers. Island parents looked after their daughters. The young men working the resort had to get real serious or real lucky there. Mama Cootch's girls were much more available - under certain terms and conditions of course. That was another thing being in the Army had taught Lavon - a man who worked hard deserved his R & R.
He didn't glance at the old clock over the bar or at his phone because he knew the time. The sudden change in Jase's expression had told him that. Just as it told Lavon that his arrangements for the evening were going to plan - at least half of them were.
She was a real cute little thing - not so many inches over five feet tall. Petite but with real nice curves just where a girl should have them. Real good personality too - a young woman who enjoyed life and wasn't scared to show it. She was smiling now and her brown eyes were bright with excitement. It had taken a moment for even Lavon to realise what she was wearing. You got used to seeing plenty of skin round the resort. But this girl wasn't wearing no costume or bikini. She was wearing a black lingerie set and thigh highs - the material contrasting magnificently with her pale skin. Magnificently and alluringly.
Lavon felt his mouth go a little dry and felt his cock stir in his shorts. Some girls just fucking had it and this one was towards the top of the list. She'd shared his bed just a couple of nights before and she could still excite him real easy and real well. He could only imagine what effect that fine toned body had on fresh meat...
Except he didn't have to imagine. This time when he looked over at Jase his assistant wasn't looking grumpy and giving him the stink-eye. This time young Jase had his attention firmly, and I mean firmly, on one person and that person wasn't his boss!
Helen gave Lavon that smile of hers. That smile that said she was gonna drain his nuts and real enjoy doing it. Almost enough to make Lavon change his plans for the evening but the Army had also taught him self-discipline. Don't sacrifice the mission for attractive short-term objectives. Do things right and in the end you gained ALL the rewards.
Sweet little white bitch wasn't making it easy though. Helen ostentatiously but gently bit her lip and then turned, leaning forward to grasp the trunk of a palm tree with her pale hands. Then she began to move, swinging her hips before setting down to working that juicy whooty of hers.
"Hhhmmmmnnnnnn." Lavon heard the little growl of approval and only micro-seconds later realised that it was coming from himself. Definitely time to move. He pushed his chair back and stood up. He saw Jase reluctantly haul his eyes off that jiggling white booty and onto him. "Enjoy your evening young man," Lavon said, "and remember our guests always come first." Jase's eyes widened a little - suddenly understanding just why he was on duty tonight. It didn't seem to cause him no pain and the young man's eyes moved back to Helen. The sexy bitch just turned and unclasped her bra, then ran her finger slowly up and down the thin material covering her pussy. Lavon smiled and headed off through the trees. Jase, or more probably Helen, would take things from there.
Helen and her husband had been here before and it had been the same then. Pete loved him some deep-sea fishing and Helen loved her some Big Black Cock. Seemed to work out real well for both of them. It wasn't like anyone was being played for a fool. Pete was well aware that his wife had already spent a night with Lavon and another with CeeJay since they had arrived. All year she was a 'good respectable wife' and then out here she could be herself. The two roles could be kept separate and distinct until...
Lavon decided not to have his mind go down that track just for the moment. Just now, standing almost invisible in the darkness under a group of trees, he was thinking about the only other two guests who hadn't gone on the fishing trip. The husband had cried off with a bad headache and his wife had decided to stay behind to keep him company.
Yeah. Right. Lavon wasn't born yesterday. He guessed one part might be true but the other surely wasn't. The wife was a cute little piece too. About twenty-five, petite and looked like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth. Something on Wall Street apparently but just like her husband she'd always had a nice fat trust-fund backing her up.
Didn't look the sort to be interested in the special amenities offered at CeeJay's resort. But then she HAD heard about it and HAD applied to come here. CeeJay didn't advertise. He didn't need to. It was all word-of-mouth. Had been since the resort had opened. CeeJay had known a couple of men who had put the word out for him. Men with just the right connections. Lavon knew Antwan well and he'd heard enough about Cassius to know that CeeJay had been very wise or very fortunate in his selection.
Anyway each season the weeks rolled by and the cabins were always full. In fact for years CeeJay had run a waiting list. That was part of it. This place was exclusive and this place was discreet. No drunken orgies and selfies like some places they could mention. If a lady-visitor was so inclined she could make her interest known. There were Josh, Bill and Marcus - all good reliable islanders who knew how to make a woman feel special. All were also a good few years younger than CeeJay and Lavon so the resort could cater to those woman yet to learn to appreciate the benefits of male experience. You had to supply a variety of amenities. Bill was clean-cut and serious - handsome in a young Denzel way. Marcus was a total contrast - all dredds and patois. Josh was a funny little fucker - cheeky and charming in a way some guests just couldn't get enough of.
The guys weren't acting - that was the secret of this place. Each man was just being himself - the same way he was, the same way CeeJay was in that fucking Commodore's cap of his. Each of them lived on the resort in his own cabin while the other staff came in and out every day. That meant guests who desired could get an invite to one of those cabins. No photos, no video, nothing getting home to the snooping neighbours, nothing leaking back unexpectedly to cause problems in the workplace or the extended family.
Plenty of guests just came for the sun and the surroundings. Ceejay's prices weren't cheap but they were very competitive. They were always careful to select a balance of guests each week and that was getting easier now. Returning guests were well known - new guests were less predictable but all things being even you could guess what percentage were here for the vibe and what percentage wanted to take things a little further. Or a lot further. It wasn't an exact science though. Some weeks were quieter and that could be a good thing - recharging the batteries and whetting the appetite. Other weeks got real frantic. Which was why Bill had suggested young Jase should work the evening shift at the Bar tonight.
Hiring workers was easy. Hiring the resident staff was much more difficult. Man had to have a certain style, a certain personality. He had to be attracted to the guests and attractive to them. Then he had to have the wherewithal and the skills to maintain the resort's high standards. Jase looked real promising on most of those counts. As to the others well tonight would probably give them a good idea. If he passed muster CeeJay had just completed and furnished a new cabin.
All of the guests were couples. Each man then had his own rules. CeeJay and Marcus both loved to have the husband there and watching. Showing the white boys just why their women needed Black men to be truely satisfied. Lavon had never gone for that shit. This was between him and his woman - even if she was only his woman for that one night. In his experience women in white couples tended to be a whole lot smarter than their husbands. You showed them by experience and they learned real fast. They figured it out and when they went home they either followed it up or they didn't. Either way the rate of repeat bookings was flatteringly high.
Lavon heard what he had been waiting for. A very tentative foot-fall followed by the appearance of a shadowy but recognizable figure. Lavon smiled the smile of a man proved right. Not that it had been a difficult prediction. When a woman asked who was on duty the night of the fishing trip and then ended up not getting on the boat then it was a Benjamin to a Buck that she was making plans.
Elize had asked that question real cute and nervous. Making sure no one could over-hear and with a provoking little blush in her cheeks. Lavon had been careful to answer as if it didn't mean nothing and he wasn't picking up on anything. Yeah right! The day a girl like Elize came round and he didn't pick up on signals like that was the day you could put him in a box and bury him 'cos he'd be dead or might as well be.
Over in the light of the bar Jase was showing potential. He and Helen were locked into a deep lovers' kiss while Jase's hands were claiming strategic objectives. One holding Helen close while the other fondled her exposed pale butt. Lavon was in almost the perfect position to observe them but that wasn't why he was there. He was there because the perfect position was about five yards to his right and sure enough the shadowy figure doing her best to approach quietly was headed for exactly that spot.
The kiss broke and Jase's head moved down. There was a giggle of pleasure from Helen as Jase's tongue found her nipple and then as his lips closed over her breast the giggle turned into a little excited gasp of female pleasure.
Elize was close enough that Lavon could see her face clearly now. He was shielded by the trunk of a palm and taking care not to move but he doubted it made much difference. The young woman's attention was fixed absolutely on Jase and Helen. She had that look - the look Lavon had seen so many times before in the eyes of white wives. The desire and the longing for what they were just too nervous to reach out for.
Jase was a good-looking young man but Lavon was confident that he wasn't why Elize was here. As far as she had known Lavon himself was the only man due to be here tonight. Jase's dark hand now had made its way into Helen's panties, exploring as the couple resumed their deep kiss.
Elize's hand mirrored Jase's. She moved it down her body and then under the waist-band of her costume. Her fingers began to move while her eyes remained fixed on Jase and Helen.
The sun was nearly down now but they still saw Helen's hand explore the front of Jase's shorts, they still heard her little expression of pleasure at finding the long hard shaft of his cock, her fingers tracing its outline through the material.
Lavon watched as the blush grew on Elize's cheeks, heard her quick breathing. He could let off artillery now and the girl wouldn't hear him. Her whole being was entirely focused on the couple she was watching with laser intensity. Lavon carefully glanced around the trees behind them. He saw a movement and knew he'd been right about that too.
Maybe Jase had noticed something too or maybe he only sensed it. Anyway he'd decided to move things along. He kissed Helen once more and then led her into the nearby cabin. That young man had the right instincts.



The door had barely closed behind the couple before Lavon quietly spoke.
"Thinking of trading me in for the younger model?"
Elize seemed to jump about a foot in the air and turned to him with a startled and guilty look. Lavon had always hated the fact that some white girls were fooled into feeling guilty about their natural desires. It was one of his greatest pleasures to free them from all that crap and help them to be themselves and express their true needs and desires.
He closed the gap between them and gently took her arms in his. His deep brown eyes locked onto hers. Yeah - there it was. The longing and the desire and the hesitation, the fear drummed into rich little white girls. Rule Number One was you didn't go with Black guys - no matter whether you found them sexy as fuck, no matter if your white boy husband was a limp little noodle.
Well some rules were made to be broken. It was always beautiful the moment a white wife accepted and embraced that fact. Moments like right now when Elize's eyes widened a little and then she moved her lips towards his. Lavon instinctively met her half way, their lips exchanging gentle kisses. He felt her softness and tasted her sweetness and moved in again. This time he held her a little tighter and kissed her a little deeper, his tongue finding its way between her lips. His hand moved down her exposed back and slid into her costume to take a grasp of one perfectly-rounded butt cheek.
Now he kissed her hard out there as the sun went down, as the shadows grew over the island. Now he was ready to claim her, to show her what she had always been meant to be. As he finally broke their kiss he noticed the flush in her cheeks, those wide blue eyes.
"This your husband's idea?"
She hesitated, glanced down and then back up at him. "Yes - I mean, well, it was at first but..."
Lavon kissed her again. "Don't matter how we got here so long as we are here. But I'm about to take you in that cabin and when we do it'll all be about you. He'll be out of the picture from the moment that door closes. It'll just be us - you and me, a man and his woman."
Had he used that line before? Perhaps - but he always meant it.
He knew this fine little piece's white husband was out there watching them. Well Lavon wasn't no show-pony. Hubby would have to let his imagination do the heavy lifting because he'd seen all he was going to see.
"Ready?" He knew he only needed only that one word as he held out one hand.
"Yeah," she said.. Just one word in reply but it was weighted with such intensity and desire that Lavon knew this one was something special. He felt his cock stir again and begin to grow. That was what he loved about his life so much. That moment with each woman when you knew just how special they were - just how fortunate you were to be with them. You never took that for granted, you always fulfilled your responsibilities.
Her hand found his and he led her over to the same cabin that they had seen Jase and Helen disappear into. As the door clicked shut behind them Lavon allowed himself one last thought for the white boy left outside. It had been his idea but would he be able to cope with the reality? Lavon hoped so - plenty of white boys came to live with their true status in their relationship - but he felt no qualms over that. His only intention was to ensure that Elize left this cabin a different woman to the one who had followed him inside. After tonight she wouldn't be settling for what she'd had before and after tonight she'd know what she really needed and who to get it from.
The cabin was a two-berth and the connecting door was open. They could hear noises beyond that door. Noises that weren't too difficult to identify. It was getting hot and heavy over there. Elize looked at him and Lavon relished the look of excitement in her eyes. They had a bed and a couch so Lavon took a seat on the latter and patted the material next to him. She didn't hesitate and joined him but the noises from next door had removed any doubt about where this was leading and Elize wasn't quite there yet. Lavon sensed her hesitation, knew it was the last doomed resistance of her 'good-girl' white-bread upbringing.
"Oh yeah - now that is one beautiful cock." Helen's voice from next door.
"Well you know what he's needing dontcha." Jase's voice had just the right mixture of expectation and humour.
There was a giggle and then through the door came,
"Oh yeah sweet thing - suck that dick. You real good at that..."
Lavon raised an eyebrow at Elize and smiled. Elize was biting her lower lip and trying not to laugh out loud. Hell, she need not have worried. Nothing was going to break the mood next door any time soon. Lavon shared the moment with her and then glanced down at his own lap before bringing his eyes back up to those of Elize.
He'd timed it right. He knew that at the moment their eyes met. He moved a hand across to gently take hers and bring it half way towards himself. Then he left her hand sat on the couch and again gave her his confident smile.
Lavon saw Elize run her tongue over her lip. He knew her mouth was feeling dry, he knew she was still aware that she could take a step back. But that escape route was closing and closing fast He knew that they both knew that this was the point of no return. A barrier wasn't about to be crossed so much as smashed open irreparably.
Elize's hand moved tentatively towards him and then moved up his leg before stopping just below the bulge in his shorts. A last futile moment of hesitation and then he felt her fingers on his body, knew they were tracing the outline of his bulge, assessing the size of what lay beneath the material of his shorts.
"Oh wow..."
Well that was always guaranteed to make a man feel good. Almost as good as that look on the girl's face did. It was just the right mixture of excitement, curiosity and pleasure. Did a man good to see that, joined the touch of her fingers in making sure a man was ready to give her just what she needed and deserved.
When he moved his hands down to pull open the top of his shorts Elize didn't hesitate. Her cool fingers found the warmth of his skin, felt the hardness of his cock and knew that he was hard for her. Now Lavon eased himself off the couch for a second to allow his shorts to be pulled down and clear. Her eyes went to his cock and were held there. He knew it was the first time that she had seen a Black cock in the flesh. The first time she had known a Black cock was hard for her, was ready to fuck her.
Lavon was no fool. He knew Elize was interested in him - her earlier question had showed that - but he also knew that wasn't entirely down to his winning conversation. The young woman had been thinking about this for a long time, had been imagining how she would feel with a Big Black Cock in her hand, in her mouth, in her pussy. Well part one was happening right now and two and three weren't far behind. They both knew that now.
He stood up and faced her with his hard cock standing out in front of him at just the right height for her. She didn't hesitate and her hand cupped his heavy balls as her mouth moved down to cover the head of his cock. She began tentatively and Lavon moved his hands to hold her head with carefully practised gentleness. The young woman was doing real good and he was happy for her to set the pace.
"Yeah - thass good." He knew his words and the gentle touch of his fingers were necessary encouragement for Elize. A lot of the less experienced women came down here with strange ideas. They needed to understand that for a man like Lavon there was nothing sexier or more desirable than a white woman who was realising her true potential. Who was coming to understand where her desires and maybe her destiny lay. Who was learning that all those barriers put up by society were so much fake bullshit. That she could chose who she was and how far she chose to take it. That men like Lavon weren't huge-dicked Black Gods but rather men that desired and mutually enjoyed women just like Elize.
Elize paused and dropped down from the couch onto her knees. Kneeling there in front of him her hands held his butt as she worked her mouth up and down the hard Black shaft of his cock.
"Fuck yeah - you got it." Lavon wasn't fooling. Girl had some real talent. he felt her fingers tighten a little on his butt and her mouth push a little further down his cock, that little rush of intensity as a girl really got into her work.
He was watching her every movement, gauging her every action. Every woman was unique, each had her own desires and her own needs. These were vital moments for a man to understand the woman with him, to crack those codes and meet those desires. No-one had ever taught Lavon the truth of that. He had just seemed to know it - had never doubted that the pleasure a woman gave him was in direct proportion to the pleasure that he gave her. It was a reciprocal thing - not a power thing. Unless, of course, the woman wanted it that way. Just so long as a man remembered that he was playing a role there wasn't no harm in that.
Elize was looking up at him now and he instinctively knew what was required of him. He'd read the signals but a man, even a man of experience like Lavon, could be wrong. Could be - but not this time.
He moved to help her to her feet and then kept his motion going, sweeping her off her feet. She gasped and then giggled as he carried her over to the bed. The time for preliminaries was over - it was time Elize learned what she'd been missing in all those years with white boys.
Lavon gently dropped her onto the mattress and followed her down. He took a claiming hold on her thighs and moved his mouth to her pussy. He'd seen enough to know that she was ready for him, wet and ready. However, he wasn't in no hurry. This was about Elize. Lavon wasn't an arrogant man but he knew that he had skills. He explored and teased and exploited with his tongue and lips. Felt her hands clasp tight on his head as he did so. Knew that he was hitting all the right spots in just the right way. He loved that moment too - when the woman realised that this was going to be SO much better than anything she'd had before, that she was about to be taken to places no white boy could ever take her. That was the moment he lived for - the moment women like Elize would remember for the rest of their lives.
Elize was getting close and Lavon considered taking her to orgasm. There were no rules in these things - you had to go on instinct. Elize was primed and ready. The setting, the scenario, the 'illicit' nature of it all. Elize had most likely been most of the way there before he had even touched her! Now the passion was still building within her, ready to peak. He made his decision and pulled back. He stood at the end of the bed, his cock hard.
Her blue eyes were fixed on him, fixed on his hard shaft of ebony-dark meat.
"Tell me what you want girl."
Her mouth seemed dry again, her voice strained as she replied. "I want you to fuck me Lavon."
Lavon nodded his satisfaction. He moved forward and put the head of his cock to her pussy. "Once you've had this you're gonna want more. You know that don't you?" All the time with the meaty head of his cock exploring her pussy lips, teasing and not quite entering.
She didn't reply - she was just staring at his cock. One of Lavon's girls back home had told him that it wasn't the size or the girth or whatever that got her. It was the contrast. Dark skin on pale skin. A Big Black Cock looked like it meant business, looked strong and potent and powerful. A white dick just seemed weak and puny by contrast - even if it measured level it looked way less impressive. It FELT way less impressive.
"From now on this is a Blacked pussy - belongs to the Black man. Understand?" He said it low but, even above the noises of sex from next door, he knew she heard it.
"Do it. I'm yours."
That was enough. Lavon lined his cock up with purpose and pushed it home. Damn but that pussy was fine! Just how he liked it - warm and wet and ready. He pushed until he met a trace of resistance and then eased back to prepare to gently claim more with his next thrust.
"Oh God," whispered Elize.
Lavon lay down on her, let his mouth meet hers, felt the hardness of her nipples against his chest. He held her tight and began to build the intensity of his thrusts. Once he had claimed all that sweet pussy it was time to let Elize know what he could do. That pussy was hungry and he fed it with strong rolling thrusts of his cock. He felt as much as heard her ragged breaths - knew that he had her and that she was his. He made a snap decision. She was a beautiful young woman and he wanted to see her cum. He eased back and took a grasp of Elize's legs before lifting them up. he locked his eyes on hers as he pushed back home. The moment had come and there was absolutely no need for talk. They both knew why they were there. A man was claiming his woman and that needed consummation in the most basic and primal of ways.
Her lips were parted now and her chest was rising and falling as she gasped for breath. Lavon was fucking her hard and with purpose, fucking her just the way the last few minutes had told him that she liked. Her eyes stared into his, eyes wide with excitement and passion. Her cheeks were flushed. She seemed like she wanted to say something but no words came out and then,
"OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHhhhhhhhhhhh........."
It was a long wail as her hands grasped the sheets into twin balls of material. Her body moved against his and he felt her orgasm and it was more than enough.
"Fuck yeah," he grunted and then shot five heavy spurts of seed deep into her pussy. He kept up his thrusts until he knew he was spent, until he knew his cock had pushed all that cum just as deep as it would go. Only then did he stop and wipe the sweat from his brow. She was looking at him now with an expression he couldn't quite read.
"You came in me Lavon," was all she said.
"Of course," he replied, "you're my woman now."
"My husband gave me condoms," she said and then giggled.
"He tell you to use them?"
"No - but... I guess it was sort of understood." She paused a long moment and then added, "You came a lot."
She watched as his fingers moved to her pussy, gently pushed inside.
"A heavy baby-making load," said Lavon his eyes fixed on hers and his fingers gently worked his seed deeper into her body, "the sort that makes a trim flat white belly swell up real good. The sort that lets a woman fulfil her true potential, lets her be what she was born to be. A Black man's baby-momma."
She gasped and he read the signs, all the signs. "You on the pill? he asked.
"Yes." A single word - again not easy to read. What lay behind the tone of that word. Relief or regret?
"Well - what's it they say. The pill is 99.9% effective."
"Yes." Again that single word - still hard to read. However, Lavon thought he had the situation weighed up. A woman's eyes didn't lie at moments like this and he'd seen that look before.
"I need to go clean up." Her mouth said the words but her body wasn't moving. She was still there on the bed watching his long dark fingers push gently in and out of her pussy.
He gently put his second hand on her belly. "Stay there," her said, "I like the idea of that 0.1%. We need to give this a chance - no matter how small that chance might be." Her eyes were on his again and he knew he had read her right. The benefits of experience. "Of course if you ain't so careful in taking them pills it can be up to a five, nine, maybe a ten percent chance." He kept up that gentle stroking of his fingers into her pussy, keeping his seed deep in her. Her mouth opened as if to say something and then shut again. "I hope you've been real sloppy about taking them pills," Lavin concluded.
A slight shudder ran through Elize's body, Lavon saw it and felt it via his fingers. He finally withdrew them from her pussy and moved them, slick with their shared juices, up to Elize's mouth. No words now. Just her beautiful mouth opening to take his fingers inside, her tongue and lips cleaning and tasting what they had produced. He knew she was thinking about what else their bodies could produce together. She'd be thinking about that all week and then all year until she came back again. Lavon was already sure Elize would be coming back.
"That's fucking hot." Helen was stood in the doorway, a broad smile on her face. How long had she been watching and listening? Did it matter? Not apparently to Elize - she didn't react at all. She wasn't the same white-bread little white wife that had walked in here.
"Where's Jase and how did he do?" Lavon asked.
"He's in the shower - he's real good. Got the right instincts too," giggled Helen. She moved forward and leaned over. "You cleaned his fingers but that's just half the job." She gently pushed Elize down on the bed and leaned over her to take Lavon's cock into her mouth. "Hmmmnnnn," she signalled her pleasure at tasting them both on him. Then she moved her body to straddle Elize's and carefully lowered her pussy onto Elize's face.
Lavon couldn't help but smile. That Helen was quite something. Elize didn't seem too experienced at eating pussy but fuck if it wasn't a night of firsts for that sweet little piece. She seemed to pick it up pretty fast. Soon Helen was riding Elize's face - demanding more and more from her hard-working mouth and tongue.
"Can you taste him?" asked Helen. "He might be a young bull but he knew just where to plant that potent Black seed." Was it Lavon's imagination or did Elize seem to bury her tongue even deeper into Helen's pussy. Eager to taste the seed or excited by the implications of Helen's words? Lavon knew the answer to that little riddle - it was 'both'. You just had to look at her, her face smeared with juices as Helen rode her face. Quite a show and Lavon felt his cock start to stiffen again.
He glanced up and saw Jase in the connecting doorway. The young man was towelling himself off but he stopped when he saw the girls on the bed. He casually tossed his towel back into the room from which he had come. Lavon switched his gaze back to the women just as Helen noticed Jase.
"Oh yeah," she said, a broad smile on her face, "you ready for Round Two Jase. I can see you are." The benefits of youth Lavon guessed - but he knew he wasn't so far behind.
"You got Helen's seal of approval man," Lavon said, "but I think we need a second opinion." Helen hopped off of Elize and left her on the bed.
Jase reached forward and grasped Elize's legs before pulling her to the edge of the bed. He lined up his cock and paused while looking at Elize.
"Fuck me," said Elize in a husky voice.
Jase pushed his cock home and then moved forward over her as he thrust. Elize's pale arms and legs came up to hold his bigger dark body close to her. Their mouths met in a deep lovers' kiss.
Lavon was satisfied. Jase and Elize both knew what this was about. A man and his woman enjoying each other, giving and taking pleasure, feeling the rush of sexual power within themselves and their partner. The coupling dance as old as time, the dance that ended with another heavy load of African seed planted just as deep in a white pussy as each of them could desire.
He felt arms around him and knew it was Helen, felt her tongue in his ear and then the warm sweet breath of her words. "He has a beautiful cock and he really knows how to use it. He's amazing for such a young man - definitely my second favourite cock."
Lavon smiled. "Who's your favourite?"
"That'd be telling," giggled Helen. "But I'd like him to fuck me now and it just so happens..." Lavon felt her hand move round to grasp his cock, a couple of skilled strokes completing the task of making him fully hard.



"You might get lucky," admitted Lavon, "you been thinking about coming back next year?"
Helen's hand paused for a millisecond and then began gently stroking his cock again. She knew what he was asking. She knew like all the other guests - just as Elize would soon know.
The first visit they played by hubby's rules. That generally meant rubbers unless hubby was too dumb to make his wishes known clearly. Lavon sent a silent prayer of thanks to his God for the dumbness of Elize's husband. The second visit they played by the wife's rules. That always meant real sex, skin to skin, nothing separating a man from his woman. The third visit the wife agreed to play by resort rules. Bare of course but with that other barrier removed. Pills dumped at least three months before and a diaphragm used until it could be put in the trash on arrival. A suitably timed vacation, a week spent in the exclusive company of one of the Resort's resident staff. Seven days spent trying to transfer as much African seed into her pussy as one man could manage. Seven days of knowing that a Black man was doing his best to breed her lily-white pussy, to make her belly swell round with his Black baby, to claim her forever as a Black Bred woman.
It was understood that a woman coming here got to choose which of the men would be her first vacation fuck. Down the line, though she didn't know it then, that would also be the man to breed her - in the event she was one of the exclusive few to take that step. Lavon had been the first partner for both Helen and Elize.
Helen finally spoke into his ear again. "You know what you talked about - the place that opens up every Friday..."
Lavon knew where this was going now and he felt that supreme surge of pleasure that only came at times like this. There never was a guarantee with these things. That was what made the victories so sweet, the pleasure so intense. He spoke carefully, just so he was sure Helen knew what she was getting herself into,
"That'd be Mama Cootch's place. Generally there's twenty or thirty men over there. All real eager for some pussy. Mama Cootch brings a couple of her girls over. So long as the girls still get the cash they'll take a night off and let you step in for them. You'll be real busy..."
Elize moaned loud from where Jase was fucking her hard, sweat standing out on his forehead as he concentrated on long powerful thrusts, owning that white girl pussy. "Yes. Yes. Yesssss," Elize squealed and her legs tightened around his back. The young man wasn't finished though, in fact it might be he'd hardly started. He powered on through her orgasm and they saw the expression on Elize's face. Shock, wonder and pleasure in equal measure. Her mouth opened and her head shook from side to side. She made a sort of wordless moan but Jase just held her body tighter, his dark fingers stark against her pale skin. She was shaking now, shuddering out the strongest orgasm of her young life. Jase only paused to shift his position slightly and then he was fucking her again.
"I think I know someone who'll help me out down there." Helen's voice in Lavon's ear again. He knew who she meant.
He made it plain. "Lots of our people go down there. The cook, the cleaners, the garbage guys, the maintenance and the porters. They'll all have seen you and Elize round the resort, word'll get around fast. You two could be extra busy. Sure you can handle it?"
"You know we can and if you arrange this for me then I'll come back just as often as it takes. Then I'll come back again - once I'm showing, once you can show me off as your latest baby-momma. That a deal Lavon?"
Well fuck. Lavon's momma hadn't raised no fools. Of course it was a deal. Mama Cootch wouldn't need any persuading. She just charged double on the rare occassions guests wanted to 'party' at her shebeen. The two women would be busy for sure despite that. As much Black cock as they could handle and just as well it was their last night here. They could sleep on the plane home.
"It's a deal," Lavon said.
She kissed him. "Then why aren't you fucking me to seal the deal?"
That was one reason Lavon liked Helen so much - she talked a lot of sense. He was thinking just that as he dropped her onto the bed beside the other couple, lined up his rock hard cock and pushed it home into warm, wet, white pussy.
Yeah. Life was real good down in the islands.
Hard Times
In a way it was just as well for Rachel that her position in the office had been temporary - covering maternity leave. She had felt so ashamed of herself. Knowing that all her work-mates knew what she had done and, more to the point, what she had been planning to do. They had been pretty good about it - but she had known.
Which was all very well but that job had been keeping them going. Frankly she could bear a bit of embarrassment if it kept food on the table. There was still no sign of Preston having any luck. He spent a lot of his time on the internet looking for opportunities but there just didn't seem to be anything out there.
She had heard from a friend about another delivery job - fast food. He'd not been happy but she'd got him to go down and apply. He'd come back and said he'd got there too late. She believed him of course but a couple of weeks later her friend had asked why Preston hadn't come in. She must have missed him. That must have been the explanation.
She knew Preston did spend time looking for jobs because he sometimes suggested ones for her. It was difficult though She was either specifically under-qualified or vastly over-qualified and in that economic climate there were just too many people chasing too few opportunities. She'd long despaired of getting anything in her field - another two years of graduates had qualified. She was already getting out-of-touch and her job-hunt and domestic work didn't leave much time or mental energy for such things.
It had been a brutal grind of job-hunting. After a while it engendered a sort of desperation - a desire to clutch at straws. To remember old contacts and conversations. One of her interviews had taken her back close to her old college - a painful reminder of past hopes and unfounded optimism. She wasn't sure why but she had found herself driving back to very familiar streets, parking in a very familiar slot and then walking back round the corner to her old digs. She had in that moment realised how much she yearned to see that equally familiar figure. The solid reassurance that was Lavon Crawston, stood out by the stoop of his town-house. She remembered how he had offered to help her if she ever needed it. Just how Lavon was meant to help her she wasn't quite sure. Somehow Lavon was just solid, reliable, someone that would help if he could and not let someone down.
Rachel stopped in her tracks. She had to get a grip on herself. She would get herself and Preston through this. She didn't need help. They were brave thoughts but she knew they were masking something else. Shock and disappointment. There were two men standing outside the town-house in discussion but neither of them was her old landlord. They were both African-American and as she stopped she caught their attention.
One of the men was younger, only a little older than Rachel herself. His gaze took her in, appraised her, just as the male gaze had been doing for all her adult life. The other man was perhaps a decade older and his brow furrowed slightly as he saw her.
She was about to turn around - to get out of an embarrassing situation - when the second man suddenly smiled and clicked his fingers before pointing at her. "It's Rachel ain't it", was all he said.
"You know this fine-assed little bitch," said the younger man, his eyes on Rachel.
Rachel felt the blood in her cheeks. It had been a while since a man had talked about her like that. Maybe the vocabulary wasn't what she would have preferred but the meaning was clear.
"Got a good eye for faces and some faces a man does NOT forget. Your uncle introduced us back when, might be a couple of years back. Lavon liked Rachel a lot, had a lot of time for her, I know that." The older man smiled at her again.
"No doubt," said the younger man. His expression and tone of voice equally gave no doubt just how he assumed his 'uncle' and Rachel had spent most of that time.
His friend looked at him as if to say, 'Watch your mouth.' However, he need not have worried. Rachel hadn't heard him. She'd heard nothing after - 'Lavon liked Rachel a lot, had a lot of time for her.' Past tense. She felt that shock again but stronger now and mixed with a real fear.
"Lavon, he...," she felt difficulty saying each word, "he's not... I mean he's alright isn't he."
"Alright!" said the younger man, "That old brotha is like a pig in shit. Sunning his old Black ass down in the islands while I'm fixing busted pipes and shovelling snow off the sidewalks all winter." He laughed.
Relief surged through Rachel, it amazed her just how relieved she felt to realise her mistake.
The other man's attention was back on Rachel. "Name's Theo," he said, "you want DeShawn here to get a message to him."
"I was down here for an interview and I..." She hesitated. What was she going to say? It was ridiculous. How could Lavon help her - especially if he wasn't even in the country? More to the point - why would she expect Lavon to help her? It was ridiculous, needy and pathetic. She finally completed her sentance, "no, no, there's no message. I'm just sorry that I missed him."
The two men watched her go and then shared a meaningful glance.
She got home after a long day and found Preston whining about not having the right brand of peanut butter. Like that wasn't the most expensive brand available locally. Like that was all he'd been thinking about all day. Like he was less her husband and more a needy toddler. That night she dreamed of the islands.
***
Over five hundred applications, four interviews, zero luck. She'd hoped to at least pick up another temporary job but it was insane out there. What there had ever been of their savings had dwindled almost to nothing. She knew something had to change and change really fast.
Which was when Preston showed her the advert.
Opportunities?
"You can't be serious."
"Why not? Honey - we NEED the money."
"Well - for starters. It's probably not even in the Capital. Just think of the gas money."
"It can't be so far away - not if they are putting out flyers here. Maybe they have something in the Capital. Anyway it can't hurt to apply. We need something to happen." Preston's voice had taken on that tone. Sort of half ordering and half pleading. She knew she didn't really have much of a choice. If they waited for him to find something then they'd wait a long time. Time that they didn't have. Rent needed to be paid and rent was not cheap. They'd already had to move out of the Capital proper but soon even their couple of rooms in Douglas would be beyond their pockets. Things were getting desperate - but were they THAT desperate
She looked at the advert again.
OPPORTUNITIES
For attractive female servers
Uniform supplied and required
Photo required with application
Expenses provided if called for interview
Then a link to an online application form and a phone number which appeared to be a mobile. It looked as shady as shit and she couldn't help noticing that it didn't even mention payment. She already did some cover work as a server at one of the local eateries. If you were relying solely on tips then you were going to struggle unless you got real lucky. One day there'd been a woman in wearing an amazing designer outfit. Her colleague had told her it was some lawyer or other they'd seen on the TV. She'd left two Benjamins for a tip but customers like that were REAL rare. Rachel had barely made the rent working long shifts.
But she HAD made the rent. Without it they would really have been in trouble by now.
"It doesn't look legit to me." That was the way of the world nowadays, especially on the internet. Scams and scams and more scams.
"What have we got to lose? We're not going to be giving them any money."
Like they had any money to give over! But Preston was right to one degree. They had pretty much nothing to lose. She got on her phone and found the online application. The form looked short - what was ten minutes of her time?
"How about that retail job? Did you apply?" She tried not to sound like a nag, tried not to sound like she thought he needed a big boot up the butt. Even if he did.
Preston paused. "Err, yeah babe, I put my application in and they say it's on file. The next opportunity that comes up they'll be considering me."
Well - shit. So it was down to her and what did they have to lose. But she'd need a photo to attach to the form. She checked her Pictures folder.
Preston came over and she heard him almost snort with laughter. "Not that one babe - that's the one for your Drivers License."
"Well what do you suggest?"
"I'll take one now." He produced his phone.
"Ok - get on with it."
"No babe, you know what they want. You need to smile and ditch that sweater. You know - you need to look sexy babe."
"What the fuck Preston. I'm your wife. What are you trying to do here?"
"Babe, babe, you know what I mean. You're always sexy as hell but you just need to accentuate a few things. Give me that beautiful smile and let them see what a cute little body you got."
"Preston - I'm serious. What the fuck are you trying to do here." She stormed out of the room, tears in her eyes.
He'd always been a smooth bastard. He waited just long enough to leave her wondering if she'd over-reacted, if she'd made a fool of herself. Then he followed her and was all contrition.
"Rachel you know I'd never have you do something you didn't want to do, anything you were uncomfortable with. I just want what's best for us. We need something and if there's a chance here. But if its too much to ask..."
She'd already started to feel a little foolish. It wasn't like she didn't wear a bikini at the beach and it wasn't like she didn't get plenty of guys looking at her when she did. If it was just a matter of looking pretty. Well, she didn't like being taken for just a pretty face but if that was the world they were living in...
It didn't take long to check herself in the mirror and adjust her hair and lip-stick. She did take off her rather baggy sweater.
"Maybe you should undo another button of your blouse..."
She'd just answered him with a look.
"Sorry babe - you look amazing. Gimme that smile."
She plastered a fake smile on her face. She'd learned that in her previous serving job.
Just like that the pic was taken, then attached to the form and sent off.
She'd been job-hunting long enough to know that the response would probably be a request for cash. Proving it was just another scam.
She pretty much assumed that was what it was - a scam. Well what had it cost her - ten minutes, a cheesy grin and the latest in the increasing roster of arguments with Preston
She heard nothing for two weeks. Another two weeks where the grim reality of their position closed in on her. They needed work, they needed income. Preston wasn't going to get it in the short term - his skills as an artist were just not marketable at this time and he seemed unable to adjust. She still had faith in him. The game he and his friends were developing would no doubt come good in time - she was sure that it would succeed. But they needed money now.
She remembered when things had first begun to go wrong. Then Preston had been almost frantic in his chase for work, any work - well any work so long as it was as an artist. Of course that had been the problem. The very little work in that field was not being offered to those without experience, those like Preston. She had seen him slowly retreat into their flat from the constant knock-backs, rejections and humiliations. He spent whole days at his computer or a drawing board working on designs and concepts for the game he was developing. They were beautiful and skilful but they didn't contribute one cent to the finances, at least at the moment. He had also taken to drinking as he worked - another expense they definitely didn't need.
It was clear that if something was to change and they were to get out of this mess then it would have to be her that did it. That knowledge had been growing within her for months now. As disaster loomed ever closer, the awareness of their situation grew ever starker. The need for action ever more apparent.
Which was when she got the phone call.
***
Strong practised fingers worked on the soles of each of his feet. Strong pale fingers against the darkness of his own skin. Lavon felt the kiss of the sun on his body, felt the skilled ministrations of each of the girls massaging him. For a second he pondered which of them he preferred before dismissing the thought. That was foolishness. Every one of his white women were individuals with their own strengths and weaknesses. It was the package that made each so uniquely desirable, so ready a source of pleasure to a man who knew how to treat them right.
Of course physically a man had his own preferences and he saw a snap-shot in his mind. Damn but that girl had been so fine - one of life's little jokes that she had been 'one that got away'. He idly thought about her - along the same lines he'd thought about her several times over the last three years. He guessed she'd got married by now - probably to some rich-ass white boy. He hoped she was happy, hoped she was doing well. A crying shame that a fine piece like that was wasted on a white boy but sometimes these things happened. Now in a perfect world...
"You enjoying that then?" Serena giggled.
"I can see you are." Tish joined in her laughter.
Of course they were real good at massage. That might be the cause of the fact his cock was getting hard and trying to bust out of his shorts. Or it might be the fact that he was thinking about that girl Rachel, seeing that beautiful face of hers just as clear in his mind as if he'd last seen her yesterday, rather than three years before. Just when you thought there were no more surprises.
Lavon wasn't going to worry overly much He just knew it was about time he adjourned this session to one of the cabins, away from prying eyes.
"Lavon man," that was Marcus suddenly looming up by his lounger. "You got a message come. You wanna see it now?"
One of the great joys of the resort was the lack of electronic devices. However, there was provision for emergencies or important messages. Marcus held out the device.
Lavon frowned - until he read the message. From his old friend Theo. What were the odds of THAT message coming at just THIS time. He tapped a two word response and then returned the device to Marcus.
"Bad news?" asked Tish with a captivatingly genuine concern on her sweet face.
"Just the opposite," Lavon assured them, "now whose gonna help me celebrate?"
Seemed they both were so inclined and as he walked them across to his cabin Lavon knew he would have a busy evening. Live in the Islands was almost perfection but come late Spring he'd be heading back to the States. He'd planned that to avoid the hurricane season but it was even better to know there might be a more positive reason to look forward to getting back home.
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Julius Moore was out by the derelict store when she arrived. He was standing with two other men. All three carefully watched her park and get out of her vehicle. One of the men blew a plume of smoke from his cigarette into the early-evening air. Claire felt all of their eyes on her but once out of her vehicle kept her eyes on Julius. He was the man she had come to see, the man who had the answers she was seeking.
Julius pointed. "Jean is waiting upstairs - I'll be back there later." He turned back to his two friends. Claire wasn't sure what to do. She had expected him to greet her, perhaps even to express surprise that she had come. Instead he took it as a matter of course, as if he had never doubted that she would be there. She suddenly realised the truth. He had read her correctly - he HAD known that she would be there. She turned and headed for the door of the now familiarly ugly building.
Behind her, unseen, Julius held up one hand. Even as Claire reached the building's door she heard the buzz of its door being released. She stepped inside - aware of the men's eyes on her - and started up the stairs.
As she moved into the building and up the concrete stairs she heard noises from behind the closed doors. Televisions, videogames, music, shouted conversations. None of that surprised her or caused the anxiety she felt as she went on. The doors were closed but she seemed to sense eyes on her. Watching her through the security peep-holes. The eyes of men and women who knew why white women came here. Who would have no doubt why SHE was here. Just another cracka slut come to be fucked by 'the Closer', which was what they called the building's owner, Julius Moore. They would assume she was just another of the Closer's white whores.
Claire realised that she had been holding her breath and carefully tried to let it out. The breath came ragged from her throat, seemed to echo off the walls. Her mouth was dry and she felt her heart beating fast in her chest. As she reached the third floor she anxiously looked to the familiar door of the woman they called Desiree. An African-American woman in her sixties who had twice called her out right here as one of the Closer's sluts.
This time that door was shut and she remembered that she hadn't had to ask to be buzzed in. Claire paused again and tried to get a hold of herself. This was the purest foolishness. She wasn't some love-sick teenager or naive girl and she was hardly going to fall for anything Mr Julius Moore was laying down. Sure the man was impressive and charismatic but he was also unashamedly dangerous. She had a vision in her mind, crystal-clear. Julius Moore sat on that beaten-up old sofa in the room on the top floor. Nine inches of thick, hard, jet-black cock stood up against the swell of his belly. Jean Butler, the woman she had been searching for, mounting him as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Her pale hand unable to reach around his thick shaft but able to position it ready to drop her pussy down onto it. The woman's low grunt of pure satisfaction as his Big Black Cock had entered her, had claimed her. The look on Jean's face. A look that Claire could not understand.
That was why she was here. She wasn't here because she was another dumb white slut unable to resist the lure of Black cock. She was here because she needed to understand and there was only one person and one place in the whole wide world that could help her understand.
Julius Moore had told her to come here today, he had also told her that it was a rule that only his sluts came here. Well, Claire Doyle was no rookie. She had been undercover before. She knew how that particularly dangerous game was played. Julius was no fool and she would have to be careful. It reassured her a little to know that he was still talking to his friends outside. She needed time to talk to Jean Butler on her own.
Claire moved on towards the next flight of stairs and thought she heard female laughter from behind one of the doors. She didn't turn round but she thought she recognised the laugh and knew what door it was coming from. At least one person had seen her and assumed she was the Closer's latest white conquest. Julius Moore's new beck-and-call girl.
Even as the thoughts crystallised in her mind Claire felt her pulse quicken, the little burst of warmth reaching into every part of her mind, soul and psyche. The excitement. It was powerful, potent in its intensity. Again she visualised Julius and that mocking confident smile of his. She knew it hid something and she had to know what it was. She would do what it took to find out.
The last few steps and along the short corridor to that last room at the top of the building. It was open and Jean was there, waiting for her.
"You came then - I figured you couldn't stay away." There was a hint of triumph in Jean's voice as the woman watched her approach.
Claire tried to be as business-like as possible. "You know why I am here Mrs Butler. I am a Police Office investigating your disappearance from home. I need to understand what is going on here. I am not satisfied and we need to talk. You know that." She was pleased to hear her voice had its usual 'official' tone despite the dryness of her throat.
Jean's response had been a mocking smile, almost a laugh at the words, 'I am not satisfied.' "I know why you are here," was all she said as she moved aside to allow Claire to enter.
Those upper rooms had no surprises for her. The battered old couch, the little kitchen, the room dominated by that big bed. All slightly neglected and shabby. Not a place where people lived - just a place where Julius Moore met his women.
"Me and my man talked about this," added Jean as she followed Claire inside, "I'll tell you anything you want to know. Once I'm sure of a few things."
Claire felt a spike of frustration at the last words. However, she was careful to hide it. "Like what?" Her tone was careful, neutral, reasonable.
"First," said Jean, "I heard all your BS. I'm not sure even you believe it. Last time you was here my man made it pretty clear what he expects from you. Remember Rule 2 - only my man's bitches are welcome here. Yet here you are?" She had a knowing controlling smile on her face. She looked very different to those pictures Claire had seen of her at the Milvern County PD. Jean Butler was no longer the woman that had walked out on her husband. Her new life had made her a new woman.
Claire had sensed a potential opening however. "Tell me about the rules Jean?" She tried to stay professional in tone, to ignore her body's reaction to the insinuation made by the other woman. She felt Jean's eyes fixed on her, closely examining her.
Jean moved forward and ran her hands up and down Claire's body. An extremely amateur and unskilled frisk. "Before I speak I need to know you aren't wired. That this isn't being recorded."
Claire's eyes instinctively went to the corner of the room where wall met ceiling. Where she had seen the camera last time. Now there was no red indicator light there.
Jean had seen her look. "I turned them off," she said, "but my man warned me not to trust the five-oh and I can't be sure yet. I guess if you want me to talk you'll have to get out of them clothes. Prove you ain't wearing a wire."
That surprised Claire. "You can't expect..."
"Then fuck off," the rage flared up in Jean's eyes. "Stop wasting our fucking time. Just like Rule One says. You remember Rule One?"
"When he says get gone his bitches get gone," the words came automatically to Claire.
The anger vanished from Jean's face as fast as it had appeared. "You did learn something. So choose Officer Doyle - choose. You going to stay or you going to go back to Milvern County?"
"I want to stay," said Claire, aware that the initiative had passed to the smaller woman in front of her.
"Then you know what to do."
Sometimes as a law enforcement officer you have to do things you would prefer not to. Sometimes that is the price of obtaining the end objective, that vital clue or piece of information. Claire knew that. You measured the risk against the reward.
This did not feel like that. Perhaps if the order had come from Julius Moore - that silky deep voice ordering her to strip. Then the danger would be obvious. Claire again felt the warmth rush through her body, prayed that the blood wasn't showing in her cheeks. This was different. Jean Butler was no threat. Claire could prove she wasn't wired and then be back in control before Julius got back.
Claire removed her jacket and began to unbutton her blouse. She was very aware of Jean's blue eyes watching her, appraising her. When the blouse had joined her jacket on the back of a chair she looked at Jean but the other woman just gave a light nod. Claire knew what was expected of her. She unfastened her slacks and let them fall before stepping out of them.
"The shoes too," said Jean. "I know you five-oh are sneaky."
Claire took off her sensible flat shoes.
"I don't see a wire" said Jean, "yet." She moved closer to Claire so that her next words were almost a whisper. "Now the bra."
Their eyes were locked together as Claire undid her bra and let it fall to the floor. This was no longer a search - it was something else. Claire knew she had lost control of the situation. It was a shock how fast it had happened and it was a shock how little she cared that it had happened.
Jean's hands found Claire's breasts, caressed them.
"My man is going to love these - they are beautiful. 34D?"
"34C," said Claire, surprised by how normal her voice sounded.
"No matter," said Jean, "same as mine. In time my man will probably want you to get an upgrade - same as he does me. But there's more important things first."
Jean moved round her and her hand cupped Claire's butt cheek. "I envy you this," said Jean. "Our men love a white girl with a nice round butt. I'm not so well provided back there. She gave Claire's bottom a gentle slap. "This will get a lot of attention. Your white boys go to town on this ass of yours girl?"
"No - they..." the words died in Claire's throat. She knew no-one here was really interested in anything white boys said or thought or did.
"More fool them crackas. Our men are going to love your booty." Jean's face was full of mischief and pleasure. Claire knew that she was blushing, knew that she was showing how Jean's words were affecting her. How the change from 'my man' to 'our men' had sent waves of heat and pleasure and longing through every part of her. It was time for Claire to resume control - to take charge of the situation as her training dictated. Except that resuming control was the last thing that Claire wanted to do. She had never felt like this - never experienced such... She hadn't the words for it, this was beyond anything she had ever known.
"There's still one place you could hide a wire." Jean bit her bottom lip gently as she glanced down. "No," she added as Claire moved to pull down her panties.
Instead Jean placed her hand flat on Claire's toned belly and then moved it down. Her fingers eased into Claire's panties and then began to explore.
"What's rule Two?" asked Jean.
"Only Julius's bitches get to come here."
"Very good," said Jean, her eyes fixed on Claire's even as her fingers continued to explore. "You can always tell one of our man's bitches. Just being round here, just the thought of coming here and their white pussies are all warm and wet and down to fuck. Just like this one I'm feeling is."
Claire breathed out a long ragged cool breath of air. How long had she been holding her breath? She gasped for fresh oxygen as Jean's skilled fingers continued their work.
"You know how our men like their white pussy? Wet, warm and primed. Tell me Officer Doyle are you on birth control?"
It hadn't been an issue for Claire since the end of her marriage. Sex had been strictly condom-only since then. She had an idea that wouldn't fly here. "I'm going back on the pill," she said before she'd even really considered what she was saying.
Jean gave a low laugh. "That would be sensible. Our men aren't like the limp-noodle white boys that you've been with before. Our men are real men. Strong and potent and very able to get what they want. They don't use rubbers and they do most definitely love to knock up an attractive white woman - a woman like me or ... you."
Another rush of heat through her, stronger than any before. Claire moaned a little and saw Jean nod and smile. Her teasing fingers withdrew from Claire's panties and were held up to Claire's mouth. A moment's hesitation and then Claire was licking the taste of herself from Jean's fingers. Jean's other hand gently rested on Claire's belly.
"Our men are going to love this too. So toned and pale and inviting. This flat white belly will be like a red rag to a Black breeding bull. They are all going to want to be the one to fill it up - make it round and swollen with your first Black baby. Ruin that flat white belly of yours - ruin you for all the white boys. Make you what you need to be."
"Oh God," whimpered Claire.
"God made you who you are and no doubt did it for a purpose." Jean gave a last nod. "Get dressed - our man will soon be here." "No," she said sharply as Claire reached for her clothes." "Not those - your new outfit is on the bed through there. Since you ain't wired we can start to teach. Rule Four - A bitch represents her man and must dress, eat and exercise so she always looks hot for her man. Repeat it and then go get dressed."
***
She assumed that they had guessed her measurements and to be fair they hadn't been far off. That might have been made easier by the fact that when it came to her new outfit there really wasn't much of it.
Her top was just a tight strip of black material around her breasts with what amounted to a half-inch of fringe beneath and the thinnest of straps up to her shoulders. It did nothing to hide the curve of her breasts or the very obvious bulges in the thin cheap material caused by her nipples. No bra - of course. Her arms, stomach and shoulders were all left bare - the pale skin contrasting strongly against the dark stretched material.
She had to wiggle a little to get into her skirt. It was also black and also very tight but this time made from some sort of fake leather. There was a mirror and Claire turned to examine herself. Well there was a surprise - her butt looked fucking ridiculous in this thing! It wouldn't have been so bad but the 'skirt' barely covered the curve of her ass and left a long expanse of naked white thigh very evident.
Lastly there were the heels. Now Claire had worn heels plenty of times - though obviously she wore flats for her work. However, she had never worn heels like these. Black patent leather with two-inch platforms and six-inch heels. She turned them over and saw the vivid scarlet soles. Unlike the rest of her outfit these were most definitely not cheap. She put them on and carefully stood up from where she sat on the bed before essaying a few strides up and down the room. You had to be a little cautious but she could handle them and they looked amazing. All that work in the gym keeping her legs toned really paid off when you were wearing these.
A last look in the mirror. She'd seen outfits like this before. Not in Milvern but on trips to the city. It sent a message. The top and skirt made her look like a 'working girl'. The heels belied that and suggested a rich woman who wanted to look like a whore. A white woman in this outfit and in this part of town was after one thing.
Claire gingerly emerged back into the main room.
"Fuckin' A - thass what I'm talking about. Seems there was a real fly dime hiding under that ugly mutha-fucker of a uniform. G'd up seems we got us a phat-assed white girl all ready to party. What you think little bitch?" It was Julius Moore - his voice like poured melted chocolate, deep and rich. A tone of voice that didn't bother to hide his pleasure at what he was seeing. Claire felt something too. She knew it should be shame, she knew that very well. However, it was most emphatically NOT shame. It was nervousness and excitement and - pride.
"She's nearly there - but not quite." Jean wasn't hiding her amusement and her pleasure at Claire's transformation.
Julius's eyes were all over Claire's body. Judging and assessing and appraising. "She damn near it. Just a few little things." His finger touched a golden stud in Claire's ear. "I like my bitches to wear hoops. Like my little bitch is over there." He considered a moment longer. "Like me a redhead but yours is too damn natural. Get it coloured up some. Same as them damn fine titties of yours. Get 'em a couple of extra sizes so your men knows you done it for them. A man appreciates things like that in his bitches. But that's for the future - the hoops and style you can do now. So any nigga sees you walk into a room knows you been sure to look good just in case you met him. You getting it?"
"Anything else?" Julius asked Jean.
"Rule Three," said Jean.
Julius smiled a broad confident smile. "Oh yes - Rule Three. My bitches don't wear panties here and they keep shaved and fresh at all times."
"But in this..." Claire didn't get far in her explanation of the fact that in this tiny tight skirt she'd be likely to flash half of the hood if she wasn't wearing panties. She broke off because she realised, no she understood, that such was the whole point of Rule Three. She stopped talking and instead carefully reached up under her tight skirt and eased off her panties.
Julius clicked his fingers and held out his hand. Claire handed him her panties. The big man ostentatiously held them up to his nose.
"Well, well - would that be excitement I'm smelling there Officer Doyle." He gave a low bass rumble of a laugh. "Seems you came here to party after all so let's get things started. You was saying you was all about business so I'm riding a little low. Little bitch you see my man Kairean out there?"
Jean went to the window and looked. "Yeah Daddy he's there - him and his friends."
Julius's attention was back on Claire. "Remember the corner boys been looking after your wheels? Ask for Kairean and tell him you there for a g. You got your roll? " He rubbed his fingers together.
Claire found her jacket and money.
"How much you got there?" Julius clicked his fingers and held out his palm.
Claire hesitated and then handed her money over.
She had expected him to count the money and then return it. Instead with one easy movement Julius put the notes into his own pocket. He saw her eyes narrow and he gave a low relaxed laugh. "What do they call this - an initiative test ain't it. Besides I'll keep your roll safe for you while you out on the street." He gave her a broad smile but his eyes were hard and demanding.
Claire wasn't left in any doubt. It was most definitely the Closer's way or the highway. If she wanted to learn more then this was a necessary step. The shock for her was just how easily she realised that she needed to know more.
Julius gave his low rumble of a laugh again, still devoid of real humour but instead imbued with triumph. He had been watching her and had read his victory in her face. "Tell Kairean I sent you - its on the usual terms." His hand went back to his pocket and produced a sharpie. In a confident movement he took a firm hold on Claire's right shoulder, held it steady and then drew a design featuring his initials just above her collar-bone. "Lets people know who's behind you," he said as the only explanation. After a moment's pause he raised an eyebrow. "You still here? You best either run back home or go get your g."



It was clear that there was no third alternative and Claire knew that she had been played. Julius hadn't forgotten that she was a cop and he was making sure that if she was going to be around then she wouldn't be a threat to him. That meant compromising her. He'd done it on their last visit and he was doing it now. It was only good fortune that Jean had turned the cameras off - something Julius obviously had not noticed. The next steps promised to be embarrassing but not overly damaging.
"Might want to take off the heels going down the stairs," said Jean with a smug look on her face.
Claire didn't appreciate the tone but she respected the advice. It figured that Jean had done this herself once. Maybe all Julius's 'bitches' had. That was probably what 'the usual terms ' meant. Which brought Claire's mind back to the implications of those words. Dressed like this and going to see a man she could only assume was a dealer. It didn't take a genius to work out what the 'terms' were. Claire felt her legs wobble a little and was doubly grateful for the advice to carry her heels downstairs.
Once out of the building she noticed that Julius's friends were gone. Past a couple of vacant lots and a string of apparently abandoned stores there was a corner with a light. Under it were four men, all in their early twenties and African-American.
They saw her coming before she was half way there. Desperately trying to make sure those ridiculous fucking heels didn't trip her up - she regretted having to put them on but knew that she was being watched from behind as well as in front. It was the latter that occupied her attention just now. Four pairs of eyes watching her, assessing her, devouring her bare pale flesh.
"You new round here," one of the young men said as soon as she got within easy hearing. It wasn't a question - these men survived by knowing their surroundings. "Looking for business or what?"
"I'm here to see Kairean," she replied, careful to keep any trace of nerves out of her voice.
"You think we ain't got what you're after." The man's hand went to his crotch, cupping the bulge there as he thrust his hips forward. His friends laughed - their eyes all still fixed on her.
"Maybe we don't know no Kairean - maybe you ain't who you look like. Maybe you been sent down here. Something about you is telling me five-oh." The fourth of the young men wasn't smiling like his friends. His eyes were hard and his voice even harder.
"Be easy - she's marked." The voice came from within the seemingly abandoned store that stood on the corner. Claire looked and saw nothing but the darkness back there.
"So what you here for girl?" It was the first young man again.
"I'm here for the Closer. He sent me to get a g - usual terms he said."
The young man took a draw on his cigarette and blew out a long stream of smoke. "Don't lie to me bitch. Everyone knows the Closer ain't into that. I know some of his hos is but that's something else. Who you really need the shit for?"
Claire felt the hairs rise at the back of her neck - she felt the cold of the night air on her exposed skin but knew that was not the reason. She'd gone undercover before. She'd played the game of securing just the right responses to make a case. She knew what they wanted her to say and she had to assume that they were recording it.
"Like you said," the young man was looking at her with a confident expression, "you here on the usual terms. Guessin' you done this plenty of times before."
They weren't even trying to hide it from her. Claire knew others had come this way before her. Maybe they didn't all know what this was about but everyone here tonight did. That earlier remark about the 'five-oh' hadn't been a suspicion or an accident. They knew who she was - the Closer had told them who she was.
Which meant she was dangerous unless she was neutralised. If she went home now and never came back then she would be no threat to them. She only had one name - 'Kairean' - and that was probably false, maybe a signal to these men what to do when she approached them.
She could go now. They would only laugh at her. Except that she had no intention of going now - she wanted to know the truth about all of this. Most of all she wanted to know the truth about herself. To do that she had to satisfy these men. She felt her mouth go dry at the secondary meaning of those words - 'satisfying them in every sense might be just what was required. Her blood was pumping through her body again - adrenaline fuelling her for fight or flight or to...
"I'm here because I need a g," she said, "but I don't have the money. Can we arrange something?" Despite the cool of the air she felt the beads of perspiration on her brow.
"Like I said," the young man lied confidently, "that ain't our thing. Go round the corner for that." He gestured to the side of the abandoned store.
She'd already said and done enough to totally invalidate herself as a witness. Any defence lawyer worth his pay would eviscerate her on the stand. Illegal search and entry, soliciting for drugs and arguably sex work, doing all of this off duty and out of her jurisdiction. They had compromised her totally. 'No', Claire mentally corrected herself, 'Julius Moore has compromised me completely'. She was no longer a threat - the Closer knew it, she knew it and these men knew it.
In any normal circumstance going down that alley would be suicidal. However, she knew that she was now much more dangerous to the Closer and these men dead than she would ever be alive. Besides she needed to know and that meant she needed to go down that alley.
The first step was the most difficult. However, once that first step had been taken the remainder just seemed to flow one after another. She was dimly aware of the young men following her at a careful distance and as she rounded the corner she knew they would block off the exit and ensure no unwanted interference or observance.
Halfway down the alley was a doorway and above it was a light. On the far external wall was a security camera. The store was vacant and it stood to reason the camera was not working. However, Claire was under no illusions. The camera and light were both still working and they were working for a reason. This was a stage and there was about to be a performance, a performance where Officer Claire Doyle was going to take the starring role.
The door opened and a man emerged. He casually tossed a clump of layers of cardboard down onto the cold rough surface of the alleyway.
"You know what to do - if you want this." He held up a small plastic bag. Claire noted his position and the position of the camera. It would capture only his back while she would be in clear and obvious view. Who she was and what she was about to do.
She moved close to him and took a glance down at the cardboard and then back up into the face of the man.
He was dark-skinned. Not a deep Black like Julius Moore but that only served to show off his tattoos. Swirling patterns across his neck and the back of his hands looked professional, the small designs on his face much less so. Claire now knew why he had remained in the shadows. This man was way too identifiable to be out front-and-centre.
"You are Kairean?" she asked.
He shook his head and smiled, a golden tooth glinting. She understood. There was no Kairean. Metro had to have this man on file - that ink screamed a man who had done time in the system. However, that file would not be for 'Kairean'. More to the point - she would not be in any position to damage him whatever his name was.
"That mark," he gestured to her shoulder, "generally means something. Lets see if you got what it takes."
It was the moment and there really should have been some dark self-introspection or angst about it but instead it just seemed to happen naturally. Claire moved forward and the man put his arms around her as his mouth found hers. As their tongues met she seemed to feel a huge surge of something very like relief. As if she had been waiting for this for a long time. The tension flowed out of her body and when he finally pulled back and looked at her she did not hesitate. Claire carefully dropped to her knees on the provided cardboard and felt the chill dampness there. She didn't care - she knew what she was here to do.
Claire felt his eyes on her as she reached for his pants and shorts and pulled them forward and down, over the bulge beneath. He was ready for her - out of desire for her or out of enjoyment from his power over her. She didn't know and at that moment she didn't care. What mattered was his cock. The cool air didn't seem to be putting him off none. He was more than semi-hard, a solid eight inches of cock and thick with it. Up to a few days ago she would have doubted cocks came that big or that ... beautiful. But a few days ago she had seen Julius - darker and bigger even than this one. She took it in her hand - realised her fingers would not quite meet around it, marvelled at the contrast in skin tones between her hand and his cock.
"You gonna admire it all day or you gonna do what you was born for?" His words were spoken with confidence and pleasure but also with real meaning. She had never seen Julius but this would be the first Black cock she would... Would do what with? She didn't know - this man would decide that. She felt a rush of warmth through her whole body again, excitement and desire. A part of her wanted to say it was insane but she knew that she had come here for this.
She stroked his cock gently a couple of times with her hand, felt the warmth and power there as he grew. She opened her mouth and took the head of his cock inside, tasted him as she pushed her mouth further down his thick shaft.
"Yeah - fine bitch like you. That's where you should be." She felt his hand cup the back of her head, not forcing her but keeping her there, keeping her doing just what she was doing.
His words registered - the idea that she should be outraged and disgusted registered - however she kept sucking his big cock, teasing him with her tongue and making him warm and slick with her mouth.
She was into the rhythmn, enjoying giving him pleasure. She knew that she was succeeding in that aim - his cock was hard now and seemed to pulse in her mouth. She wanted to taste him more fully, to taste his seed, to know that she had satisfied him.
He eased back from her and she looked up at him.
"Tell the world who you is bitch and what you here for?"
She saw the phone in his hand and knew what he wanted. More than that she knew that she wanted to give him it. "I'm Officer Claire Doyle of Milvern County PD and I'm here because I was born to suck beautiful Big Black Cock." She proved the fact by taking him back into her mouth and then ostentatiously exploring his cock-head with her tongue.
"You damn good at it too," he said and then clicked his fingers. Her attention was fully on his big Black cock but seconds later she knew another man had joined them. One of the young men from the corner. His eyes glittered with excitement and he had hardly reached her before he was pulling down his pants and shorts. It was clear he'd been enjoying the show. He was already rock-hard for her, a vein seeming to pulse with his hot young blood. Perhaps not quite as big but she loved this cock at first sight and she knew why. He shared the deep dark skin tone of Julius Moore. When her fingers wrapped around this shaft the contrast was stark and not subtle. This was the real deal.
She took his cock into her mouth, again worked to please a man whose name she did not even know. The second in as many minutes. She felt the inked man move, take hold of her and lift her back onto her feet. She didn't care what he was doing - she simply concentrated on keeping the cock in her mouth, keeping doing all she could to make this young Black man enjoy her.
He wasn't as gentle as his boss. His fingers hooked into her red hair and pulled her mouth onto his cock, forcing his shaft deeper and deeper into her. She tried to relax, to let him use her as he wished. She kept relaxed even as she felt that tight short skirt pushed up over her hips, heard the men laugh as 'Ink' slapped her exposed butt hard with one rough Black hand.
Then his fingers were at her pussy, exploring. She knew what would come next - her first Black cock, fucking her and seeding her. A stranger's Black cock in a dirty alleyway. She eased her legs a little further apart, not a concious movement but pure instinct. She knew with blinding clarity that she had been born for this. All the years she had tried to deny her desires. All the time she had wasted following other paths. She was made for THIS.
Hard flesh landed on her butt cheek and then moved down, rubbing along her pussy lips. She desperately kept sucking the cock in her mouth, gasping for ragged breaths of air as she went. He was going to fuck her and she needed to feel that big cock claim her.
"Want me to fuck ya bitch."
She had to take her mouth off the younger man's cock to answer but she kept her hand working him, feeling the warm pulsing vigour of his cock.
"Yes," her voice was almost a growl, "fuck me, fuck me hard."
"You on the pill bitch? This a good time?"
"No and I don't know and I don't care. I need you to fuck me."
"UHH," and, "Fuck" - those words came from in front of her and almost at the same moment she felt the spurts of warm liquid land on her face. Three, four, five, heavy pulses of thick seed.
The younger man moved back a pace and the other three pushed forward with their cocks already hard and ready. A mouth for one and a hand for each of the others. She barely registered that 'Ink' was still filming her on his phone. It hardly mattered now. The Rubicon had been crossed. Nothing could or would ever be the same again.
The first of the younger men was behind her now. Long fingers exploring her pussy, fuelling her desire to please the three cocks in front of her. One came quickly, almost frantically, pulling his cock back from her mouth to blast heavy loads of cum over her face. The third shot from her right side in response to the sight. Was he aiming for her eye? Whatever - the mothafucker certainly hit the target if he was. She squealed as the cum stung her eye. She gasped and as she did the last of the men pushed his cock into her mouth. She forgot the momentary shock and discomfort and got down to pleasing that cock. She wrapped her other arm around his back and held him close to her. She would not be cheated of this one and when she felt his cock start to twitch and swell she made sure to hold him tight until he had shot his load into her mouth.
She hesitated. On the rare occassions her husband had come in her mouth she had just spat it down the toilet or into a wad of tissue. That didn't seem right here.
"Show us that nut bitch." 'Ink' was still there with his camera.
She opened her mouth and let them see the cum in her mouth, just as they could see the cum all over her face.
"You know what to do." His voice was commanding and she did indeed find that she knew what to do. It just came so naturally. She swallowed down all that cum and then opened her mouth again to show that it was gone.
"You're going to fuck me," she said. Her eyes were on 'Ink'. She preferred the darker skin of the younger men but 'Ink' was clearly the alpha dog here.
"Nice trim job but you still got hair on that cracka cunt. So you just a newbie but you must know who'se gonna be closing the deal. Once he turns you out we'll collect on the rest for this." He casually tossed her the small packet he had shown her earlier. "Now get back to yo man."
She wished she had a tissue or something. She could feel the cum drying on her face as she crossed the road back to Julius's building. It felt less than pleasant but she knew that this had to all be part of it. The 'Walk of Shame' maybe? Well fuck that - she tried not to hurry as she walked, tried to keep her shoulders back and not to show any regret. Most likely she was being watched from the building as well as from the corner.
It seemed an age but finally she got there, tottering on those darned heels. It was after three unanswered buzzes on the top floor button that she gave in and pressed the one below. There was the immediate 'thunk' of the door being unlocked and she pressed her way inside.
She took off her heels and started up the stairs. This time she knew who was waiting for her and sure enough there she was. Claire knew what she must look like. Her outfit was telling enough but Claire also knew that her face and hair were streaked with the residue of three men's heavy loads of cum.
The older African-American woman just looked at her, cackled a triumphant cackle and nodded. "What you say? I'm a Police and I'm makin' investigashuns. Investigashuns my ass. What I say you was girl?" She waited and then repeated with emphasis, "What I say you was?"
Claire wasn't really in a position to deny it but she also wasn't going to say it.
The woman pursed her lips. "Now listen to old Desiree who'se been around and knows what's what. Only one type of white girl comes up these stairs. Thass the Closer's girls and they all cracka sluts after what the white boys can't give 'em. Now you can deny that or you can be proud of that. So which it to be - you ready to say what you is?"
"I'm a...," the words came easily once she started, "I'm a cracker slut. I'm one of the Closer's women."
"Maybe," said Desiree. "Closer got high standards. Just maybe he'll kick your ass to the curb. So you best be a good little cracka and follow his rules eh. Still - at least you know who you is now." She was cackling again as she turned back into her own door.
"You waiting round down there," came the voice of 'the Closer', Julius Moore, from the top of the stairs. Claire hurried to complete her journey and finally arrived back in that thread-bare little top-floor apartment.
Julius was wearing a white under-shirt, a heavy gold chain around his neck and nothing else. Jean was on the sofa with what looked uncannily like a 'freshly fucked' expression on her face. The pussy that got the cream and no mistake. Had Julius fucked Jean while he was watching Claire 'prove' herself for him?
Julius gave a casual gesture towards a low table that had been pulled into the centre of the room. On it was a board, a ten-dollar bill and a razor. Claire had of course been around drugs as a Police Officer though this one wasn't the favoured variety in Milvern County. She had never used herself but it was clear what was expected.
Jean moved forward and took the small bag that Claire had 'earned' down on the street. She emptied it onto the board and did the necessary just as Claire had seen in so many training films. It wasn't her first time seeing this for sure - but was that what was at the bottom of this? Something as unsubtle and commonplace as the need for chemical stimulation. Even as she formed the thought she knew that it wasn't true. She knew that wasn't why she was here and she was pretty sure that the same held true for Julius and Jean.
Now there were two lines of the powder on the table. Jean took the bill and rolled it into a tube. Julius had been watching expressionless but now spoke.
"I keep my bitches on a tight leash with this shit. Seen it ruin too many good money-makers back in the day when we was all young and foolish. But today's a special occassion. Want a line little bitch?" The question was directed at Jean.
"I best not daddy," the woman shook her head and held the rolled bill out to Claire. There was a very definite moment between the two as Claire watched. An unspoken communication that seemed to please the big African-American.
"Thass straight little bitch," Now his attention shifted to Claire. "Good news five-oh bitch, its all for you. Take one for now and the other when you ready."



He'd directed a question at Jean but this wasn't a question. It was a statement of fact and those deep brown eyes were always on her, observing her, testing her, judging her.
With an effort Claire broke his almost hypnotic gaze and turned to Jean. The woman gave her a curious smile and then glanced up. Claire followed her look.
The red light was there. The cameras were on again and the only place in the room not covered by them was where Julius now stood. If the vid ever got into the wrong hands it would just show a couple of white whores doing coke. It didn't show Julius and it might be his place but hell he'd be the righteous citizen handing the evidence over in the first place. One thing was for sure she'd never be any value as a witness against Julius or anyone Julius didn't want her testifying against. He almost certainly had enough on her already. This was just a cherry on the top - for his amusement and to make real sure that even a dumb cracka five-oh bitch understood where she stood in this new world.
It was all going through Claire's mind even as she dropped her head and carefully snorted up the first of the lines of powder. It had been way too late to even think about backing out now. Way too late for more than one reason. Claire gasped as the powder seemed to burn the inside of her nose.
"Yeah," said Jean and then she had taken hold of Claire and was kissing her, tasting the seed still dried there on her face. "You are a dirty little slut but do you think you are good enough for the Closer, do you think you are good enough for my man. You think you got what it takes." She was huskily breathing out the words between kisses and she ended by forcing her tongue into Claire's mouth and kissing her deeply.
In her twenty-eight years Claire had never known anything like this. There was an intensity, an edge, to the feelings dominating her being. Surging hot passion and an undeniable demanding desire to earn their approval. It was incredible, like nothing she had experienced before.
It wasn't the powder. She knew that wouldn't kick in for a few minutes at the very least. It wasn't the woman who was kissing her and whose skilled hands had already bared her beasts. That was new to her and felt real good but that wasn't it. It was the man watching them. The alpha-dog. She'd taken the step now - made sure that there was no way back without his approval. They might not figure that she had earned the announcement yet but everyone knew where this was going. She was going to belong to Julius Moore, she was going to be the Closer's latest and finest cracka bitch. She'd find out the truth about why Jean and so many others had gone this route. She would know and she was aware with a diamond precision that this was what she wanted and needed. She would be his and then in return he would allow her to be who she really was. The Claire Doyle that had been kept hidden for so long.
Jean had stripped her of her flimsy top in seconds and Claire helped in the process of removing that short tight skirt. Soon she was naked, save for those fucking heels, and in the arms of Jean. Sharing kisses and embraces. While all the time Julius Moore sat on that old couch of his and watched, that little smile on his lips. His bitches were putting on a show. When it had done his job then he would be ready to fuck. Claire felt the blood coursing through her body, felt the passion surging again and gain. Fuelled by the skilled mouth and fingers of Jean but also powered by the desperate desire that the Closer would claim her now. Fill her and fuck her and seed her and make her his now and forever.
Jean used her strong fingers to pinch Claire's nipples and force her attention back onto her. The feeling of pain and pleasure was amazingly intense, following on from all she had been feeling in the last few minutes. Now the powder was kicking in alright, she realized that but she also knew that it did not create but rather only intensified what was already there, what had always been there.
Julius eased his big frame up and off the sofa with a mild protest from its springs. He was back just as Claire had first seen him - that long hard shaft of ebony meat standing up against the curve of his belly.
"You bitches done good - but now I got a choice to make. Little bitch is a damn good fuck. Not sure five oh bitch deserving this yet." He moved one hand down to his hard cock and gave it one gentle stroke.
Suddenly Jean had moved away from Claire and was down on her knees in front of her man. Her pale hand replaced his dark one on the thick shaft of his cock. She opened her mouth and began to suck him. It had happened in a second and it took only a second more for Claire to learn her lesson. She had lost ground in the competition. As quick as she could she took up position on her knees beside Jean, looking up at Julius.
The skin around his eyes crinkled a little as he smiled, perhaps the first genuine smile she had seen him give her. "Seems you is learning after all. But how much you learned already? Test her out little bitch."
Jean took his cock from her mouth and offered the hard glistening ebony spear to Claire. It was the moment - and it did not disappoint. First Claire put one hand around the hard cock, thrilled at the true contrast of her pale fingers and that deep-dark shaft. She knew what she wanted and did not hesitate. She explored the head of his cock with her tongue, savouring the taste and warmth of him, then she moved her mouth forward to take him inside. He was thick, solid, pulsing with power and potency. Every part of her thrilled at the knowledge that it was her here, Claire Doyle, on her knees and sucking this beautiful Black cock. The cock that had pleased so many white women, had fulfilled them and made them what they needed to be. What she needed to be.
Jean held out her arm, showed the script permanently inked into her pale skin. "You want all this has to offer then you need to please our man and our man has his rules."
Claire didn't want to take her eyes from the magnificent ebony cock in her mouth and hand. She begrudged ceding even part of her attention to the other woman but knew that it was necessary. It was all part of getting her trained up, getting her ready for her new self. Just like back in basic Police training.
Fortunately she didn't need to look at Jean because she remembered what that tattoo read. As if it was also etched into her own skin.
'I pledge to obey the ten rules of a Black man's woman'
"Poh-lice know the cracka law well but now you learning the real law." Julius spoke deeply and solemnly, like a priest at a ceremony. "Lets see how much you took in. Call 'em off little bitch."
Jean held up one finger. "Rule One".
"When you say gone I get gone." Claire kept stroking the Big Black Cock and sucking it between her answers.
"In other words," Jean was clearly enjoying enunciating each word. "What your man says goes - always and every time." She help up a second finger. "Rule two."
"Only my man's bitches come here."
"So you go where your man says and when your man says. You are his beck-and-call girl. He needs some white pussy then you get to where he needs you to be." A third finger was raised to join the other two. "Rule three."
Claire paused a moment and then remembered earlier. "I don't wear panties here."
"And?"
"I am to keep shaved and fresh at all times." Claire was surprised the words now came back to here so readily.
"At all times," said Jean with emphasis, "so you are ready for your man when he wants that white pussy for himself - or for his friends." Her finger teased Claire's pussy. "Trimmed is OK for the average slut but my man's bitches go fully shaved. Get that sorted for next time."
"Rule Four," said Jean.
Had she been told a Rule Four? Claire stalled for time by sucking on Julius's cock. She marvelled for maybe the thousandth time at how hard he was for her, how an ultimate alpha-dog like the Closer was obviously finding her so desirable. In that moment the fourth rule came back to her.
"I represent my man and must look my best for him at all times. I dress and act accordingly."
"So," added Jean, "that means you eat right, you renew that gym membership and you dump your old frowdy clothes. I started by ditching the ones you came in today out in the trash."
Claire knew they were both watching her - taking in her every reaction. She just kept sucking on Julius's Big Black Cock. There were ten rules and she only knew those four. Those four should have been enough, in most people's eyes, to send her off running in the other direction. More fool them - Claire wanted to know the rest.
Jean glanced at Julius who nodded. The woman resumed, "Now you get to know Rules Five and Six. They kind of follow on."
"Rule Five," Julius intoned, "is that when you're my bitch then you're my property and anyone else's who I fix to lend you to."
"My man has plenty of bitches," said Jean, "but that's OK because my man also has a lot of friends. Most of them are really good but none of them match up to my man. There ain't no man fucks like the Closer."
Julius gave his deep laugh. "Time she learned that." He eased forward and took a possessive hold of Claire's arm and before she knew it she was on the bed. Jean was kissing her, their tongues meeting, while Claire felt first the Closer's breath, then his fingers and then finally and wonderfully his tongue at her pussy. Exploring and teasing her. She knew that she belonged to them now - not that there had been any doubt for some time in anyone's mind but her's - she would do what they wanted and they could do what they wanted with her.
"Rule Six is real simple," said Jean as she looked deep into Claire's eyes. "We are Black only - whenever, wherever and whoever." She nodded. "That one is real easy to keep. After you've had the real thing you'll never want to go back to white boys."
Jean eased to one side while the Closer pulled Claire to the edge of the bed and stood between her legs. Claire was transfixed by the sight as he gently slapped the long dark length of his cock down onto her belly. He was big, very big, a lot bigger than her ex-husband or anyone she had been with. Bigger than 'Ink' or his friends down in the street. Julius moved his hips and ran the thick shaft of his cock up and down the lips of her pussy, teasing her with real intent - teasing her beyond the levels of her endurance. She had to feel him in her.
"Fuck me," she pleaded, "please fuck me. Please."
Julius 'the Closer' Moore just smiled that smile of his. He lined up on Claire's pussy and she felt the broad firm head of his Big Black Cock at her, ready to enter her and make her his. At that moment she knew with absolute certainty that this was what she wanted, what she needed, what she was made to be. She felt the pressure increase and knew the moment was here.
"Rule Seven." Jean's voice seemed to be coming from a long way away. "All Blacked sex is bareback sex - no rubbers and no birth control - unless your man specifically allows it. So you were smart not asking for a condom but I know you are planning to go on the pill."
The pressure at Claire's pussy suddenly disappeared. She mewled in frustration but Julius had a face of thunder. "No bitch of mine EVER takes no fucking pill or gets no fucking coil or whatever the shit. You fuck raw and you fuck for real. Get yo'self a diaphragm for when I decide you need it. You got any pills yet?"
"Yes but I haven't taken..."
"When you get home you send me a video of you flushing them mothafuckas. No ifs and no buts and no maybes."
Jean's arms were wrapped around the Closer now. She kissed him and then spoke into his ear. "I'm sorry that she disrespected you Daddy. She didn't know no better. But remember that I'm here."
"My favourite pussy all good and primed?" asked Julius, his voice deeper and smoother than ever after his momentary annoyance.
"Maybe ... not."
Julius's eyes narrowed a fraction and then widened as he gave a genuine smile. "That why you didn't want the coke earlier?"
"Yes Daddy," Jean answered his smile with an excited one of her own, "I'm thinking I have to be a little careful for the next few months."
His big dark hand moved to the material covering her flat stomach. "You gonna look so fucking fine with my baby swelling out this sweet little belly. You sure about it?"
"I've been pretty sure the last couple of days and I took a test this morning and it seemed pretty sure too. I should have told you earlier but I needed that beautiful fuck you gave me earlier on."
"Shit, little bitch, you think I leave my girls hanging when they carrying my babies. You the cream of the crop. We gonna celebrate good and then believe me there's a load of niggas just love to fuck a bomb-ass cracka fox with a little nigga swelling out her belly. Fine little bitch like you gonna be real in demand." He paused, looked deep into Jean's eyes and raised an eyebrow. "Still got them clothes on little bitch coz I need to breed you real good - just to make certain and fo' sure."
Jean scrambled to strip off her clothes. By the time she was naked, her white belly looking achingly vulnerable and flat, Julius had issued Claire her instructions.
"Five-oh - you go do that second line of powder. Then come back and watch what you be getting once you schooled yourself up and dumped them fucking pills."
Claire was not best pleased but she knew better than to argue. She found the bill, restored its roll and snorted up the remaining line of powder in one smooth motion. It never occurred to her to refuse or to throw away the coke. Her man wanted it this way and that was the way it had to be. That was the real meaning of Rule One and everyone knew that.
The bed in the room next door groaned a little and Jean gave out a short cry that morphed into a laugh. Claire heard that expression of pleasure with aching jealousy and moved back into the bedroom. Jean was laid on the bed with her head turned towards the doorway. Julius was on top of her with his arms hooked round under her shoulders and holding her in position. His powerful body was fucking her hard, his haunches rising and falling as he thrust home. The bed was squealing out in protest but Jean was quiet now save for panting gasps for breath.
As Claire came back into the room her eyes met those of the other woman. She realised that she had never seen anyone's eyes seem more expressive. Jean's were wild, fierce, triumphant and, more than any of those, they were fulfilled. Claire knew that in a second, knew that she would give anything to feel like that just once, knew that she probably would have to give everything. She had started this investigation wanting to know the truth and she had now realised that the truth was here in front of her, the truth lay in Jean's mind and also in her own mind.
Claire could not resist. She dropped into the chair beside the bed and spread her legs. Her fingers found her pussy and she explored, imagining that she was in Jean's place. Was it the powder or just the moment but she seemed to sense the weight of Julius on her, his strong hands holding her and to feel his beautiful cock claiming her and breeding her. The rush of emotion came onto her very fast and she moaned a long shuddering moan.
She heard them both laugh. As her eyes focused once more she saw them moving.
"Thass how I want it - wanna be looking into your beautiful face when I nut in you." Julius's mouth found Jean's and they kissed as he resumed his thrusts. Long powerful thrusts that left no-one in any doubt that Jean was his woman. Their kiss broke and Jean nodded, her attention now totally on her man. Julius changed the rhythmn of his fucking. His thrusts became faster, first in a surge and then in a steady building tide of insistent intensity.
Jean turned her head and Claire saw her very carefully mouth the silent words, 'You need this.' Then Jean was back staring upwards with intense wonder into the face of her man, a couple who had become one and who soon would be three.
Claire didn't answer Jean's wordless instruction. Not with words anyway. However she unconciously shifted on her chair so that her fingers could work her pussy faster and harder. Matching the strokes of Julius's Big Black Cock into his little bitch. Claire knew that she had seen enough to understand. Next time she could not be in the chair, next time she must be in the bed or on the couch or wherever Julius wanted her. He had teased her tonight but that was only because she was not ready and because he knew that she would be coming back. She was his for the taking and he had known that even before she had considered such a prospect. Perhaps he had known that from the first moment he had seen her.
"Oh God - Yes." She knew that was her voice, her voice accepting what had to be. The others probably did not hear her. Julius was close now, his body down on Jean's as his cock fucked her hard and deep. Claire knew he was about to cum and yet for perhaps a minute she waited until finally Jean gave a little cry and then Julius grunted and planted his seed deep within her.
'That's how a real man fucks.' The thought went through Claire's mind unbidden. It wasn't a matter for consideration or debate. She knew it as surely as she knew that the sky was blue, the sea was wet and that she needed to be fucked by a real man. As certainly as she knew that soon, very soon, she WOULD be fucked by a real man.
Julius gave a nod of appreciation as Jean giggled. Then he kissed her and moved his body off her to one side. "You one beautiful little bitch," he said and then moved to kiss her bare belly, "gonna be even more beautiful soon."
Jean let out a long breath of air and then turned back to Claire. "Come back on Tuesday and come ready - you understand." Once more it was a statement not a question.
Claire gave no answer but there was really no need for one. Everyone knew that she would be back. Julius proved it with his last words to her that night.
"Rule Seven - My bitches' job is to represent and to recruit. Friends, work mates, relations - any white woman worthy of being a Black man's bitch. Just like my little bitch just been doing. Your job is to make me as proud of you as I am of my little bitch here. Time you was gone - make it 2 PM on Tuesday cos we got a lot to get done."
Claire collected her clothes, her new clothes, and dressed quickly. She suddenly felt out of place. Tonight was for Julius and his new baby momma. She had not yet earned the right to be here. Another wave of emotion surged through her - a mixture of panic and joy and desire. Everything was so intense - so demanding. She knew she was in no state to analyse this all now. Maybe she never would be in such a state. She didn't feel like she had ever felt before, she didn't feel like the same person who had just been going about her usual duties only a few weeks before.
She put her heels back on at the bottom of the stairs and tried to get a grip of herself. The night was dark now and the air was much cooler as she stepped out of the building. It reminded her of how long she had been here and of just how much of her skin was left exposed by this outfit. She looked over to the street lights but the corner crew was busy. A couple of vehicles with what looked like white college kids.
She thought she would get to her own vehicle unnoticed but as she reached for the door she heard a whistle and looked over. One of the young men raised his hand to her and she returned the gesture. He turned back to his business. It figured - she doubted too much went on around here that those young men didn't notice and remember for the future.
The cool air helped a little. Claire knew she had to concentrate, to keep control of herself. She popped the trunk and extracted a bag. Storing that bag for emergencies was a little trick that you learned. She started her vehicle and very carefully made her way to a motel. It wasn't so easy changing in the car but she managed it. It sure beat trying to drive home and getting a DUI.



As Claire Doyle entered the motel and booked a room for the remainder of the night a second car swung past the building and pulled to a halt at a discreet distance. The car remained for a time, a time chosen courtesy of experience rather than any conscious calculation on the part of its driver. Only when the driver was satisfied did the car finally start up and return the way that it had came.
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Heather Cameron drove off the campus and put her vehicle in drive for the journey down to the city. She moved past the sign-boards proudly proclaiming her college's identity but barely noticed them. Those words had been a key part of her life for so long. She had once hoped that they would be so forever but just now she had other matters on her mind. The insatiable curiosity that fuelled her studies could also send her in other directions. Directions like the one she was taking now.
The two words on that sign board had been with her since she had first started school. Since the nuns had begun the long programme of education that had got her to where she was now, the holder of a prestigious research fellowship operating out of her own alma mater. That didn't happen often.
If she had glanced in her mirror she would have seen the small frown unconsciously crossing her face. Heather was a smart cookie for sure but her attainments weren't necessarily down to that. The fact that her grandfather had made a huge endowment to the college's expansion had not hurt her prospects any.
She had read an unauthorised biography of her grandfather only last year. Her family name was well known in the valleys not so far north of the college. Many of the settlements up there had developed around the plants established by her family. Three generations of old-style buccaneering 'robber barons'. Taking on Carnegie and the rest and holding their own. Tough hard men but also men that brought jobs and relatively good pay to areas that had seen little of either before them or since their departure.
She knew her ancestors well - each had been painted and had their images in the family home. Blue eyes as cold and hard as ice, impressive facial hair, stern set mouths. They weren't fools and they were hard men but they were fair. Their company towns hadn't had the strikes and trouble that some of the others had. They had been good places to live - while the company had stayed on.
Hard but fair. Her grandfather had apparently only inherited half of those family traits. Perhaps she was being unfair herself. Maybe he had just seen how things were going before some others. He'd felt no responsibility to his workers or his factory towns. He had sold them off without a second thought. Had apparently taken no interest in the rapid collapse that followed, in the hollowing-out of those once proud communities. The world was changing and he'd shifted the family's base of operations just before the cliff edge had become apparent. Moved into property and squeezed his tenants for every cent. Invested in just the right land at just the right time before so many prestigious Federal and State projects. She didn't believe that was down to her grand-father's genius any more than his biographer had. 'Inside information' was the more generous explanation. 'Corruption' the more accurate one.
She had never met her grandfather. Her own father was born when the old man was already in his sixties and had been the only child to survive him. His two sons by a previous marriage had gone to war and not come back. It must have been hard but the old man had taken it out on the world. Making money to fill the gap, to fill the time, to earn and insist on respect. Letting nothing and nobody stand in his way. A hard man indeed.
It had worked - at least in the eyes of the world. He had become more rich and powerful than any of those forbears whose portraits she knew so well. It had never been enough for him. Still he had wheeled and dealed, cleared and evicted, gouged and rent-hiked. Nothing had ever mattered except that bottom line. There had been chapters of that biography that had not made good reading for the subject's grand-daughter. It almost made it worse that she was sure that her grandfather wasn't a bad man. He just hadn't cared, maybe hadn't even noticed the real cost of some of those profitable transactions.
Until the first heart attack. The biographer had been outraged by her grandfather's business methods but he was scornful of what happened next. Their family had originated in the glens and moors of the Scottish Highlands . Forced off their land by rapacious landlords - an irony not lost on Heather. She had wondered if her grandfather had ever considered that, if her father ever considered that. At the end of the day she was well aware of where her trust fund had come from, why she need never go without. She might understand all that but it didn't stop her taking the money. It was that money which funded her researches, her studies, her fellowship.
The endowment of the college and the creation of trusts for his son and any grand-children had been part of her grandfather's repentance when that heart attack had reminded him of his mortality. He had embraced the faith of his forbears, the dogged Catholic clansmen of Lochiel. The college and the church - both had received generous funding. As far as she knew he hadn't cut a single rent though for all of his newly-found Christian charity. The warning of mortality had been timely - the second attack a couple of years later had taken him off.
Her father had lacked the old man's ruthlessness or perhaps the stomach for what was required. Their properties had been run by agents for as long as she could remember. She was an only child and she knew she was loved but that hadn't stopped her parents packing her off to the exclusive Catholic boarding school for girls, the junior institution attached to the college where she was now a Fellow. There had once been lots of establishments like those across the country but most had gone in the last century or become co-ed. That her college was still thriving, expanding even, was in no little part due to her grand-father's generosity and the smaller sums since provided by her father. She knew that had played a big part in securing her Fellowship. She hoped, no believed, that it wasn't the only reason.
Her father was not political. It frustrated her - especially when she read about her grand-father's actions She felt the heavy weight of responsibility. Just as an example the old man had played a key role in driving a freeway through the city to the south, the city she was now driving towards. Long-established neighborhoods had been destroyed and their communities broken up.
She knew that her funding ultimately came from that. Not that it was her fault - this had all happened long before she was born. So she could usually push it to the back of her mind. It was still always there though, a nagging disquiet, a responsibility.
Her field of study was economic sociology. She had a natural interest in it and she thought she had a talent for it. She had become interested in that city to the South, a city so different from her own surroundings, a city notorious throughout the nation and beyond. She knew there had been innumerable studies of gang life and poverty. She didn't want to tread such well-beaten paths. Besides, the reports and studies piled up but nothing was ever DONE about it. Maybe always looking at the problems and failures was not the way forward. Maybe they needed to look at life down there more broadly and at the cultural inter-actions happening. Heather was young enough to believe no-one had ever thought of that before.
Her problem of course was that her privileged background had ZERO resemblance to life down in the city. Her project would be approved - well of course - but she was hardly the natural fit for it. The answer, as so often, was the internet. She knew that it was a shadow-play of reality but it might give her some ideas. She found a few accounts and boards that were of interest. The latter were mostly dormant but they supplied some background. Social media was more current but very superficial. Still she observed and picked up information here and there.
Her break-through came when she began noticing references to the TKB. She expected it to feature on google but none of the returns seemed relevant. So she returned to her sites and boards and searched for just that term. It took several days but in a long-forgotten post she found a link. She half expected it to be defunct but it wasn't. However, it was protected and apparently not admitting members. Another dead-end.
Finally she had posted on one of the most active sites she had found. She had requested information and contacts. The response had not been encouraging. A lot of scorn and not a little abuse. One response had been a little different.
'You think you the first? You think our time and knowledge is worth nothin. Why should we help you?"
Not exactly encouraging but literally the only response that even suggested the possibility of assisting her. She tried other sites and accounts but that really was as close as she got and so she returned to it. This account, unlike most, wasn't accompanied by a picture. However, that answer did open the possibility of a DM. The outside chance of a contact and an 'in' down there was certainly worth a try.
She sent the account a DM outlining her study and suggesting how good it could be for the neighborhoods studied. A little stretching of the truth maybe but she hoped someone might take notice.
"Nuff BS. One last chance girl...'
Heather re-evaluated her approach. Clearly what worked with her faculty staff wouldn't work with contacts like this. So she tried again. She gave a straight-forward outline of what she was interested in and what she needed. She asked for help.
'Better. Just that u don't seem the best to be doing this. U know ANYTHING about down here?'
'I've done my preliminary research. I've read all the studies I could find. Now I need the ground-work. But first I need contacts. Could you help?'
He responded with an image. An area of wall, strangely ridged, with graffiti. Stark large letters in blue outlined by black. Around it the white scrawl of smaller painted symbols and words. 'Find that and get a picture in front of it. Then I know u serious, not frontin. Then maybe I'll help.'
She looked at the image more closely. She remembered gang studies she had read and understood the symbolism. The letters were the gang, the smaller symbols surrounding it were members. She also knew just which gang it was - that was easy. The 'BLN' or the Black Lords Nation. Which was great but the BLN was one of the biggest gangs in the city. These markings were used to lay claim to neighborhoods and so she could guess they were located round the edge of BLN territory but that still left a lot of ground to cover and her assumption might not even be right.
However, it had been enough to inspire her first trip to the city. A long day of driving, a long day of searching. A long day that told her a lot about the city and its geography but yielded no positive results. She saw the letters many times but never quite the same as in the image. She took one photograph and sent it off.
'No cigar. I need you in front of THAT image. But I guess u tryin. Where u been?'
She got up the map and listed off the territory and streets she had covered.
'Been busy. Notice anything about yo inter-communal relations. Look at the pic again. Then send me what I asked for tomorrow or stop wasting our time.'
She had looked again at the image that had been sent to her. Had she missed some indication of where it was. Part of a sign or an ad perhaps. She was sure she hadn't missed anything so obvious and she immediately found that was so. She looked again - at the wall, at the same ridges on it. Her mouth opened a little as she realised her mistake. It wasn't a wall at all. It was like a rolling garage door but on a very big scale. Now she knew what to look for. She felt her heart beating, the thrill of the chase, as she scanned the BLN territory for potential locations. It only took a couple of minutes. 'Urban transit storage depot.' Storage for parts and equipment up to and including city buses. Just the place for doors like those shown. She searched again and found a report of the depot's closure a couple of months before. On to Google Earth and - disappointment. There was the depot with just the right sort of doors but no tags. But when had that Google image been taken and when had her contact's? It would be her first stop the next morning.
So Heather found herself again driving South. On the way she recalled that last DM. Her previous visit had taught her something. Turn a corner in the city and you could go from 90% white folk to 90% African-Americans to 90% Hispanic. The boundaries weren't coded in law any more but they were still there. 'Inter-communal relations' were clearly still the exception not the rule. Which made them all the more interesting, all the more worthy of study.
The city had areas that seemed to be doing well and others that definitely weren't. Heather felt very self-concious in the latter and for once was pleased she had never been a very good driver. Why buy an expensive car if you were going to ding it parking up? She had gone for functionality and simplicity over style and speed. Her wheels didn't draw the eye and that was probably a good thing around here.
She found her target quickly and let out a little squeal of triumph. Even across the street she could see the big doors and their decoration. She retrieved her phone and brought up the image. There was no doubt. This was it!
Heather parked up and moved across the road, concious of eyes following her. This was most definitely not one of the areas that was 90% white. For the first time she knew what it was to be the minority, to feel out of place. Well if you didn't count skiing in the Alps, but even there nearly everyone spoke English and were part of the trade.
She walked to the doors and looked up at them. They were big. Whoever had tagged them had clearly brought a ladder. She got her phone out and began checking angles for her selfie
"Can I help?"
She almost jumped out of her skin and looked up to see what she had least expected to. Another white young woman, maybe a couple of years older than her, perhaps 25. She had an attractive face, her shoulder-length blonde hair cut into a fringe just above her eyes. She smiled at Heather.
"I'm just getting a picture," explained Heather.
The woman produced her own phone. "Nothing easier. Go stand over there."
Heather took position in front of the big light-blue blocked-out 'N'. She knew that had been the center of the other image.
"Done - just stand there for another just in case. Yeah, there we are, Now I'll e-mail it across. Where do I send it?"
Heather told her and seconds later her phone chirruped to signal their arrival. She looked and they were perfect. She thanked the woman who gave her a breezy 'No problem,' and then set off down the street and around the next corner.
Heather moved back to her own vehicle. By the time she got under way and glanced down the street there was no sign of the woman.
***
'OK - u good for now. Tell me what u need and I'll tell u if u gonna get it.'
She quickly and succinctly stated her hopes and requirements. Inter-communal relations and related entrepreneurship were to be the basis for her study. She thought again about what she had seen in the city only for the first response to echo her thoughts.
'H-Town ain't known for inter-communal relations. Not a big part of the image here.'
Heather felt her hopes dwindle. She'd expected this guy to tell her more than what everyone knew. A new DM flashed up.
'Thass why u need me. Heard of any of these.' He posted three names and numbers. It took only seconds for Heather to identify them all via the wonders of google. A jeweller, a baker and a small multi-media company.
She knew the third - had seen reports on a presentation by its owner. An impressive young African-American entrepreneur. Just exactly what she needed for her research. 'Do you know them? Would they be interested?'
'Long as u don't BS them and long as you play straight and don't waste their time. Gonna be putting my name behind u. Understand?'
She replied that she did but then felt she finally had to ask. 'Who are you?'
'Contact them tomorrow and tell them Harley sent u. That'll get you a hearing.'
She thanked him again and wondered if he was the one full of BS. Well what did she have to lose? The morning would tell.
***
"Yeah hun, no disrespect and I wish you all the best but I'm running a business here. You think you're the first to want to interview me - for this or that or some study or whatever. I just don't have the time - I'm sorry but there you are." Cordelia Brown's voice wasn't unpleasant or harsh but it was firm. She clearly meant every word she had said and in a couple of seconds the connection would be cut.
Heather went for broke. "Harley suggested that I talk to you."
"Ah shit," the voice on the line suddenly showed an awful lot more of its H-Town project roots. "You know that old bastard? Well you can come by this afternoon if you can make it. I can give you an hour. But you be sure to tell himself that he owes me you hear. See you round about two."
With the other two contacts she applied her lesson learned. She led with the name Harley and swiftly arranged her other two interviews. She knew they would be invaluable - they could also lead through to further contacts. It was a major break-through for her research. As an outsider, and she was well aware of her status, she needed that foot in the door and Harley had certainly provided it.
That evening she messaged him to thank him.
'Yeah - but they just small-fry. U know that don't u. Just that I know u not ready to deal with the real world. To see things how they really is.'
Heather felt her annoyance, her hurt pride. She stifled her initial desire to post an angry response and instead merely posted, 'What do you mean?'
'There's yo side the tracks and there's our side the tracks. Happy to help u on yo side but that's just part the picture. Best u stay there maybe.'
'What do you mean?'
'Gotta be careful. Meaning u have and I have. Come down here and you'll get eaten alive.'
Her curiosity was aroused. 'What are we talking here? Organized crime? Drugs?'
There was a long pause. Then finally there came the message.
'Not drugs. Maybe u need to see. Come down to u know where at 5 on Saturday.'
'Why?'
'That's how u get the answers. I gave u enough for yo project. But if u wants to know reality then u will be there at 5.'
'I'm not sure that would be a good idea.'
'Cool - go write yo paper. But it'll only be half the story. Know what I'm saying.'
'I'm sure you understand that it just wouldn't be smart for me to do what you are saying.'
'U have any issues down there then tell the motha-fucka that u with Harley. Dress neat and clean but not too rich or too fly. We'll look out for u.'
Heather was a capable young woman and not a naive one She knew the dangers implicit in accepting such a suggestion. She didn't know this Harley from Adam. Her attempts to research him had come up blank. It obviously wasn't his real name. Even assuming that he was genuine - that he existed at all outside of the nebulous realities of an internet identity. Then she remembered that she could prove that at least. She would follow that up in the morning.
***
Heather was careful. She checked the credentials of Garvey Multi-Media. They clearly existed and they clearly had contact information - but the number was not the same as that given to her the previous day. She rang the number and it was - after a wait - answered.
"Can I speak to Mr Benson please." That had been the name given to her before.
"Certainly - may I take your name and reason for calling." The voice was that professional reception voice - bright and slightly sing-song. A young woman and almost certainly African-American by her tone and accent.



Heather answered and was put through. Benson recognised her name and having talked to her the previous day.
"Do you need to re-schedule out appointment? That might be difficult as I am due on the West Coast all next week."
"No, no, thank you so much for your help. I was calling to enquire about, er, Harley." Only half-way through the sentance did she realise how foolish she sounded. Benson noted the inconsistency.
"Didn't Harley vouch for you? Now I have to vouch for Harley. Seems a strange way of running things if you don't mind me saying so."
Heather tried to explain that she had never actually met Harley but that he was assisting her researches. It was because of a proposed meeting that she was enquiring.
"OK," his voice lingered on the two letters. "I can see where you are coming from. I can tell you I've known Harley since I was in short pants. I like him and I respect him but...
How can I say this? You might think twice about going into business with him or inviting him home to meet your folks. He can be a little OG for some circles yeah. But if you are planning on going to certain parts of my town then he'd be a good man to have with you, maybe the best man to have with you. My advice - stay out of those areas either way. But if you want to go there then don't think about going without Harley. That would be real unwise. That help you any?"
She thanked him and again said how much she was looking forward to their interview, how integral it would be to her thesis.
With every passing hour the feeling had been growing within her. She wanted to know what lay behind all of this. She knew that with the leads she had she could write a perfectly good paper. However, she also instinctively knew that Harley was offering her much more. Potentially access to a field of study that had NEVER been properly accessed. A truly ground-breaking piece of research that would prove once and for all her credentials in the field. That would prove wrong all those who said that she had only got where she was because of her family's legacies.
***
Events, opportunities and insecurities. They had all brought her to the point where she was driving down to the city. She felt the unaccustomed weight in her pocket. It made her feel a little less nervous. Up to now she'd always felt a little foolish about her father's gift to her. Now - not so much.
She stopped off for gas on the outskirts of the city.
"Hey bro - peep dis."
She turned and saw two young African-American men watching her. They were both tall, dark and ... well that was a saying for a reason. They looked like athletes, maybe they played for one of the local colleges. She cursed herself as she felt the blood rise to her cheeks.
"Girl - you looking fine. Got time for a drink?" One of the young men was flashing her a dazzling smile.
Yeah, they were impressive specimens and undeniably good-looking but that was NOT happening. Heather was no ingénue. The nuns and an all-girl college didn't mean she knew nothing about men. Like many from her background she'd been eager to experiment as soon as she had the opportunity and such opportunities did occur. Her first boyfriend was really remembered only as a pair of fumbling hands and a hair-trigger. Making out had been OK, mainly the illicit excitement and the novelty, but it had hardly rocked her world. She'd tried a little harder with Brett but then Brett was worth it. He was a really nice guy and a very welcome partner for parties and openings and such. Not such a good partner in bed - or she assumed so. If that was all it was then she would never understand what all the fuss was about.
She scuttled across to the little kiosk as quick as she could and paid the cashier. On the way out the man who had talked to her was still there, waiting as his friend paid for the gas.
He didn't speak again but she felt his eyes on her. She glanced up and sure enough his eyes were on her. She quickened her pace across to her vehicle, felt the weight in her pocket as a reassurance. As she pulled onto the road she saw the two men back together and looking after her, talking. She knew she was the object of their talk.
The incident made her think again about what she was doing. The two young men had been undeniably attractive but she definitely knew better than to accept their invitation. African-American men were just as dangerous as they were alluring, in fact their danger lay in their attraction. Girls that played with matches were sure to get their fingers burned.
But what was she doing? Apparently happily playing with a flame-thrower. But she was driving through the city now. She didn't want to admit her foolishness and to accept defeat. She would go and see how the land lay. She had her vehicle and the contents of her pocket. If anyone thought she was an easy target then she could teach them otherwise - or at least she was confident that she could get away again. She felt her heart beating a little faster, savoured the excitement of the situation. The excitement of those two young men's attention too maybe.
Pretty soon the old depot was in site - the large doors and the gang tags. In front of them was a figure, smaller than she had expected. As she drove past she saw that it was by no means who she had anticipated. No African-American man and indeed no man at all. It was a young woman and as she made a second pass she recognised her. It was the same woman who had taken her picture on the previous trip here.
That settled it. Her curiosity was at a peak now and she did not fear this young woman. She parked up and looking around at the empty run-down street before she walked across to the woman.
She was greeted with an attractive open smile. "Wondered how often you were going to drive past - its not exactly warm out here. I'm Allie."
Allie was an attractive young woman, several inches taller than Heather, maybe 5'10" and with an athletic, if coltish, figure. She wore a warm long coat but the sun was going down and the temperature was falling fast.
Heather had taken Harley's advice and dressed carefully. A knee-length denim skirt below a plain blouse. A scarf loosely knotted around her throat and a warm coat with conveniently capacious pockets. She had her shoulder bag with her. Her clothes were not cheap but did not look expensive. She did not 'dress to impress' and this outfit didn't edge close to breaking that habit. She wasn't looking for that sort of attention. However, the two young athletes at the gas station...
She returned Allie's greeting and then Allie waved a hand. An engine purred and a vehicle made its way across to them. Heather was no expert but she knew the Mercedes logo. The front window lowered and she caught a flash of white teeth in a dark face.
"Assuming you'd be Heather - who's here to learn." He smiled a brilliant smile, his teeth very visible against his dark skin color even in the interior of the vehicle. His low rumble of a voice resumed, "My girl will ride with ya. Take your ride somewhere we can leave it."
That turned out to be a parking garage not so far away. Heather followed the Mercedes and parked up. Harley handed his card to Allie who went and paid the fee. Then he opened his passenger door and looked at Heather.
She stood on the bare functional concrete of the garage and looked at the vehicle. She'd been brought up properly. She knew the risk in taking a ride with a man she'd never met.
Harley smiled again, a pleased smile. "Yeah - you ain't dumb. You know better. Which is why I did it this way." He pointed up at a camera on the wall. "Cameras here and a city one outside. They saw us arrive and they'll see us leave. Your vehicle is here and its paid for on my card. All that said you can believe that if one man is gonna make sure that you get back safe here then it's gonna be me. " He pointed a large finger at his own chest. "If you that nervous maybe you should have checked up on me before you come."
Heather ran her tongue over her top lip, her mouth felt dry. "I did," she was surprised to hear her voice come out as a little croak. She cleared her throat and tried again. "I did - I rang Mr Benson."
There was that smile again. "I know. He told me. Just needed to see if we was operating on an honest straight-forward basis." He eased himself back behind the wheel - once again leaving the passenger seat free.
It was now or never. Sometimes you just had to go on instinct. Her hesitation was only momentary before she stepped up and got into the passenger seat.
Harley nodded to her. "I like that - a girl who ain't afraid to reach out and take what she wants. To roll the bones and see how they lie."
The door closed behind Heather and she jumped a little at the sound She looked over her shoulder to see Allie moving from her door to the rear. The young woman opened the door and almost leapt into the back seat.
"This is good after that cold!" Almost immediately once in the back seat of the heated vehicle Allie undid her coat. Heather caught a glimpse of a plunging V-neckline in a bright yellow top that stopped several inches above her shorts to leave a toned flat area of pale sin exposed. More skin was visible between the bottom of her tight black shorts and her knee-length tan boots.
"Well shit girl - 'sides the coat you ain't hardly dressed for it." Harley sent Heather a crooked little half-smile as he moved the Mercedes forward.
Heather was curious but also anxious not to be caught staring at him. Only when Harley began talking did she feel confident to carefully take a look at him.
The first things that struck you about him were his size, he was very big, and his skin tone, he was very dark. His features were regular and handsome, his eyes a deep dark brown. He was over 6 feet and built very solidly. His chest was broad and strong, a natural strength. Not that he didn't work out - the firm strong muscles of his arms and legs suggested that he did. He was clearly a man that looked after himself and his vehicle suggested that he was a successful man too. His clothes suggested the same, her practised eye categorised them as expensive but not too showy. The only exceptions to the latter were the four heavy gold rings on his right hand.
That was all only a part of it however. From the moment she had got into the Mercedes Heather had sensed something. A calm confident sense of control. She hadn't wanted to stare at him but she had felt her eyes and attention drawn to him. Allie was taking in the back seat now but Heather hadn't really noticed. Her attention was fully on Harley. She had met naturally-impressive people before, mainly women to be fair. Harley was something else. He had a natural authority, a natural power. That was the word - she couldn't think of another to properly encapsulate him. This man was powerful - and power could be dangerous if not handled carefully.
"This is my town - I was raised up in the Heights. You heard of them?"
She shook her head. Then she realised his eyes hadn't left the road ahead. "No," she said. Again she heard the slight croak in her normally mellifluous voice. The result of that dry mouth, itself the result of her excitement at being here with this strangely-matched couple. Except that obviously they were not a couple. They had nothing in common, quite apart from the obvious. Heather still had no idea how Allie fitted into all of this.
"Heights were bad then and they worse now. Not hard to see why. My grand-folks and their friends all got cleared out to let the freeway come through. They had to put them somewhere and the Heights was the place no-one else wanted. Besides, put all the Black folk together and the mutha-fuckers could shit on 'em from a great height that bit more efficiently like. Pardon my French - I didn't go to no Ivy League."
Allie giggled in the back-seat. Heather felt the blood in her cheeks and hoped it wasn't too noticeable, hoped it would only be taken as a reaction to his earthy language. She knew his apology was in form only - he didn't regret saying it or how he had said it. She'd known him a couple of minutes and she already knew that he was a man who knew his mind and his ways. You took him or you left him and Heather suspected he generally didn't give a shit either way.
That was OK but her heart had started beating extra fast when he had mentioned the clearances for the freeway. She knew all about that story. It was just that she knew about it from a very different vantage point
"What is it you looking into - 'inter-communal relations'? He carefully pronounced the last words.
"If you mean interracial, then you should say interracial," came from the back-seat.
"We all know what she means - and I can tell you there wasn't much of it in the Heights. We made our own way. Supplied our own markets. That was how people got up and how people got out."
Heather was starting to understand. However, she wanted it to be clear. "What did those people supply - drugs?" She knew that would be a dead end. There were some rocks best not to turn over.
Harley gave a mirthless chuckle. "Some did - some did. Generally it didn't end well. Now that was an 'inter-communal concern' for sure. White folks supplied the drugs and had Black folks do the work and do nearly all the time. If'n they lasted long enough to get caught of course. But that's something you want to stay out of. Dangerous waters to fish in. If I knew anything about that I wouldn't be telling you anyway." He paused. "Drugs ain't the only thing men crave - ain't the only thing men will pay for."
"Meowww," came from the back seat followed by Allie's delighted giggle. The Mercedes pulled to the kerb.
For the first time Harley turned his full attention onto Heather and she again felt his charisma, the power of his personality.
"I gave you some leads - they enough to do your paper?"
"They could be," she admitted, "but I know there's more."
"You sure you want to take this trip? This city is like me - we both got secrets and we both got rough-edges. Where we going today is somewhere you never need know about. Maybe somewhere you'll wish you never knew about. What you think Allie?"
"I think it'll blow her mind - show her how things really are. Whether she'll be happy about that I can't tell. Maybe she won't feel ready or able to get involved but looking at her this last five minutes I think she'll want to."
"Allie got a good eye for these things. So you want to go back to the garage or you want to go on. From here we go to the end - but you're with me so you'll just be observing tonight. What's it they call it - a nonparticipant."
"Tough luck on her. Meanwhile we're wasting time here," said Allie.
"Maybe so - but she got my word on it if she wants to go on. So do you?" His eyes were back on Heather's now - deep brown pools of intensity. Her answer was never really in doubt.
"Let's go," she said to a pleased response from the back seat. The Mercedes pulled back out into the road and resumed its journey.
***
"Yeah," he said, "I been knowing and known around here quite some time - since I was coming up under the Playa. A real shit of a man that one but also real good at his job. You ever heard of the Masta Playa girl?"
Heather thought - wondering if this was another test of her seriousness. The name did trigger something in her memory - was it a song? She couldn't remember much more and anyway that song had been long before her time. "Was he a musician?" she asked.
He gave a little bark of a laugh. "Yeah - like I said the Playa was REAL good at his job. I never took to his methods though, profitable as they was. Like an angler using dynamite or a hunter tracking a buck with an AK. Effective but ultimately unrewarding in every sense but one." He took a hand off the wheel to rub the tips of his fingers together. The universal symbol for cold hard cash. "That's why I went out on my own. Learned a lot from him on what to do and what not to do."
Heather wondered if she should take her note-pad out of her bag but thought better of it. Her memory would have to serve her. She suspected this man could give a fascinating oral history interview if he would agree to it. She again tried to estimate his age. His talk suggested that he had to be at least forty but in all honesty he could have been ten years either side of that just by looking at him. She focused on his eyes in the mirror and saw the slight lines around them in the dark skin. The same at the edges of his mouth. Maybe he was early forties? But that Playa song was at least 25 years old, maybe thirty.
"Gotta question?"
She realised he had seen her via the mirror. She also realised that he had been reading her with alarming accuracy. She wondered if it was a good idea to voice her question but reasoned why not? "I was trying to work out how old you are."
"Not so old I can't school any buggin up-and-comers round here. Not so old I can't keep my dick hard. That answer your question?" His glance took in her reddening cheeks, his ears heard his girl Allie's delighted giggle. "You shock real easy for this town. How old are you?"
"I'm 23."
"OK - then we're both over 21 - just I'm about twice that. Gonna put that in your report?"
Allie giggled again and then spoke up from the back-seat. "I can vouch for the second part - the bit about the hard cock. My man puts all the young ones to shame."
Harley's bass rumble of a laugh joined Allie's giggle.
So that answered one thing. Harley and Allie were a couple after all and in every sense. Despite the fact that Allie was much nearer her own age, almost twenty years younger than Harley. Despite their different background, their different ... communities. Heather tried to look without being too obvious and she caught the glint of light from Allie's ring-finger. That meant she was Harley's wife!
The area they were driving through was bleak, no it was worse than that. It was grim. The heated luxury of the Mercedes interior contrasted starkly with the cold wind-swept decaying urban landscape. The tags covering every available vertical space on the shuttered-up stores. Some perhaps shut up for the night but the vast majority apparently for the decade at least. The disintegrating side-walks and vacant lots and derelict housing. It dismayed her but it didn't shock her. She'd seen the documentaries about this city and the TV crews always came to places like this. However, it was different being here in person - even if separated from it all by the car's movement and glass windows.
It was also a different time of the day. Night had claimed the city and these places belonged to those who came out at night. Commerce and residents had abandoned this area but that had only made it available for those unwelcome elsewhere. The streets were not full but they also were not empty. Groups of young men clustered together. The women were different - in ones or twos up and down the long street. Moving forward when a car came, dropping back into the shadows if it glided past.
Harley eased the Mercedes to a halt and flashed its lights three times. Straight away a man seemed to emerge from the nearby wall. Heather had been looking right at him but hadn't seen him in the darkness. The man spat on the ground and then sauntered over to Harley's open window.
"Harley," was all he said. He was thin, his face sharp and full of cunning. His eyes scanned the car's interior and rested on Allie and then on Heather. Heather fought to control her desire to shiver. His eyes were cold and hard. She wasn't so innocent she didn't know his profession. She knew that when he looked at her he wasn't seeing a woman, a human being, he was seeing a commodity, a potential money-maker.
"Fox - how's things moving down here."
"Five-oh did their usual yesterday. So we should be fine for three or four weeks. Long as the rain keeps off we're doing OK."



"How's that girl Roxy doing - you recall our terms."
Fox gave a look of offended innocence that would have fooled nobody. "Ask her yourself. How long we known each other. Besides you mistaking me for some others in my line?"
"That's cool man. I know who I'm talking to. Wishing you a busy night and I'll catch you down the road."
"Shit - long as men want pussy we'll be alright." Fox tapped his hand gently on the Mercedes roof and set off back to his vantage point.
"Known Fox since we both worked for the Playa. Fox stayed on a little longer, maybe a little too long. But he's still about the best a girl can hope to have representing her down her. Most of the rest..." He gave a little shrug his mouth shorn of its usual half-smile. "They're like the Playa but even meaner and with maybe one-tenth of his brains."
He turned to Heather. "Notice anything about here - I mean in line with your work."
She had. Everyone, at least everyone on the street, was African-American. Maybe some in the cars occassionally cruising slowly up and down the street were white, maybe not.
"You see it?" Harley continued. "A way over there its white girls, a little further and its Latinas. Over on Moat there's the trans area - that one's all together. They got more in common than they got race splitting them apart. Anyway, the customer knows where to go for what he wants, the girls know where to go for the trade. Guys like Fox control an area, collect their green and keep an eye on their stables. Fox'll recall every plate but he'll never write it down. Custom don't like that. There's vacant lots and a couple of real cheap real short-stay motels where the business happens. Want to go back to the garage?"
It was a genuine question. Heather felt shocked by what was going on around her, it was upsetting. However, it wasn't something she hadn't known existed. It was just that if you decided to ignore it then you could. You could go through life blissfully or wilfully ignorant of places like this. She responded instinctively. "Does it get worse?"
"No doubt - but this is as low as I go. Beyond it I know nothing and want to know nothing. But you needed to see this first. So what's it to be?"
"Let's go on."
The Mercedes moved on again and now the urban area improved somewhat. These communities were still living, even if not necessarily thriving. They drove on towards tall buildings, shown up against the dark by security lighting. At one point, almost with a flick of a switch, they passed into an area of much newer and better-maintained buildings. They passed a sports stadium and city buildings. Then, soon after, Heather noticed the streets filling up with cars and people. The lights of bars and restaurants. The Mercedes slowed as it negotiated he traffic before turning onto a new street.
"At last - talk about the long way round," mock-complained Allie from the back street.
"Still hardly nine - things are barely just heating up down here." Harley took a hand off he wheel and waved it at a garishly-lit building.
"The Embassy," he said, "the jewel in old Cassius Green's crown. Kinda different to Fox's turf ain't it. But some things are the same. Round here the dancers are more mixed but the clientele pretty much segregates itself. This club is pretty much 100% Caucasian - an exclusive gentleman's club where high-rollers can watch bored dancers and buy drinks at a hundred times the regular price. Exclusivity comes at premium. Being seen to afford the Embassy prices is status-affirming enough. Old Cassius supplying a service and doing real well out of it. Any journalist or politician wants to investigate him then he brings them down here, shows off the Embassy. All very smart, all very expensive and all very above board."
Heather knew the name Cassius Green. A club owner who'd been involved in recent controversies regarding zoning and city ordinances.
Harley brought the Mercedes to a halt several blocks along from the garish exterior of the Embassy. "He got diplomats, he got politicians, he got real-estate magnates, he got whale tourists and most of all he got trust-fund yahoos with more money than brains. They all go to the Embassy - the more useful ones maybe even got a comp there. They see the entertainment and the dancers. A little risqué but the rules are obeyed to the letter. Hell didn't Cassius just duck that court case by proposing tightening the rules himself?"
His smile was cynical but also bore a hint of something else. "So the rules are tight and real policed in Zone 1. But you don't need to go so far to find Zone 2. Just a few blocks in fact. My man Cassius makes plenty of money at the Embassy but the real action is out here."
"Here and the Market," came from the back seat. Heather had almost forgot that Allie was there.
"Here and the Market," echoed Harley, "but for tonight we got an appointment here."
They finally left the safe comfortable confines of the Mercedes and the two woman flanked Harley as he strode up to the entrance of building. It was every bit as showy as the Embassy. 'Play the W' was on the illuminated sign and two security were checking in a line of potential customers.
Harley moved past the line to the nearest of the doormen. "Need my card?"
"Certainly not sir. I see you qualify on three grounds." He moved aside to let them enter.
The first thing to hit Heather on stepping inside was the noise. Heavy beats from a powerful sound system. Then came the lighting focused on three stage areas of a huge space. Women were dancing on each of the stages - one on each side and two girls at the central larger stage. The area was packed full of men - some seated at tables and others crowded to slightly sunken rails before the raised stages. Heather could see that no expense had been spared on the fittings. It wasn't how she'd expected such a place to be - sleazy and dirty. She recalled the doorman's words but she had to shout up into Harley's ear for him to hear above the music and the crowd.
"What did he mean by 'three grounds'."
Harley's mouth came down to her own ear, she felt his breath on her skin. "I got a membership here and there's no cover for a man bringing a hot piece of ass. So I got my card, I got Allie and..." he chuckled rather than finishing the sentance.
It took a few moments for Heather to understand what he meant. When she did she wasn't quite sure whether to be outraged or complimented. It wasn't as if she hadn't had male interest before. She studied at an all-female college but that didn't mean she never went outside. It wasn't like you didn't catch men stealing a second look sometimes but this somehow seemed different. Was it because the doorman was an African-American? Was it because she was here in a packed 'gentlemen's club' where maybe ten of the crowd and one dancer were white? She paused and checked around herself. No - there was not one white male in the building so far as she could see.
She realised with a sudden shock that there were plenty of eyes turned on Allie and herself too. She realised that she felt startlingly exposed. She was in the clear minority here and there was nothing overtly threatening in those eyes and smiles directed at her but in such a setting there was no doubt what was going through those men's minds. Those Black men's minds. Heather saw Allie ease aside - talking and laughing with men. Had she met them before. One of the men moved in close and soon his hand was creeping round to gently feel the white woman's rear end. Allie just looked up at him and gave him her brilliant smile.
Heather instinctively edged closer to Harley and felt his arm move round her waist. She stiffened a little only to again feel his mouth at her ear.
"Be cool - just letting them know you're with me." Heather couldn't quite believe that. Harley was watching his wife flirting with these other men while he was staying by her! It was hard to get your head around. However, that arm around her did feel comforting and good. She noticed lots of men eying her up but none approached her as they were approaching Allie. It seemed Harley's gesture had made it clear she was available as eye-candy but nothing more. Heather felt the blood rush to her cheeks at the very idea of being 'eye-candy'. She was a modern intelligent woman and not just a piece of meat to be lusted over. That thought came almost automatically but she also knew, deep down in her soul, that her heart was beating fast and the blood was pumping through her veins as had seldom happened before in her young life. She felt the excitement coursing through her veins - she could not deny it.
She turned back to Allie and saw her move forward to hug and kiss a big African-American man in greeting. (Why was she even noting the race - all the men here were African-American!) Heather realised with a jolt of shock that she recognised the man. She didn't exactly follow sports but that face was hard not to recognise. He had been on enough TV shows and news stories as the star Wide Receiver of her nearest NFL team. She didn't really follow sports but she immediately began to recognise more faces. She couldn't necessarily put a name to them but they were familiar.
Heather glanced at Harley again but he didn't even seem to have noticed his wife and the football player. Instead he was guiding Heather down to a space that had opened at the rail around the dancers.
"Got any green?"
She shook her head and felt a wad of paper pushed into her hand. She looked down and saw at least three notes. She looked again and saw they were hundred-dollar bills. She glanced up at Harley.
"You'll know what to do." That was all he said.
She turned back to the stage. Two girls were dancing. An African-American woman and a smaller toned Latina. As she watched the Latina, perhaps a Puerto Rican, took to the pole in the center of the stage. The other girl had been using it before but as soon as the Latina took over Heather's attention was riveted. She seemed to navigate up and down the high pole with ridiculous ease and speed. She was wearing tiny bikini bottoms and nothing else which infused her athletic gymnastic abilities with an undeniable erotic charge. The men around them yelled out at every move and when the girl seemed to swoop down ten feet and control her fall inches from the ground Heather couldn't help gasping too. She knew how skilled and powerful a woman had to be to make such a move look routine.
The other girl was still dancing but all Heather's attention was on the Latina. She was incredible. Her body was amazing - so powerful and athletic. Her skills so practised and elegant. For years Heather had taken ballet classes. She knew how difficult some of those moves had to be, how much strength there had to be in the dancer's fingers, arms and thighs.
There was a new roar of male approval as the Latina leapt from the pole and adopted a new stance. It was almost primitive compared to her grace on the pole. She bent her knees and stuck out her rear end, seeming to twitch her muscular thighs and butt. Meanwhile she was holding her hands out and shouting something to the men watching her.
Heather couldn't hear the words but the men clearly understood. Money began to be thrown onto the stage and it continued, more and more, as the dancer strutted round the stage and demanded tribute.
There had to be hundreds of dollars on the stage, maybe even thousands. There were singles but they weren't all singles and there were a lot of them. Men were throwing whole handfuls of bills onto the stage. Men were holding out notes and the Black dancer was moving around and collecting them in a garter, her only clothing.
Finally it seemed the Latina was satisfied. She signalled and the Black dancer moved back to her and dropped down in front of her. Hands found the Latina's bikini bottoms and untied their string. The tiny piece of material fluttered down to join the drifts of currency on the stage. Both girls were naked now - touring the rail and taking their due. Skilfully avoiding the hands that might want to touch too much as they added notes to the thick sheaves at their garters.
Heather saw what the men did and held up her notes. Almost immediately the Latina's eyes were locked onto her and the girl made her way to where Heather was. She placed her leg up on the rail -something she had not done before. A man moved forward but found his way blocked, seemingly accidentally, by Harley's bulk. That left it all down to the Latina and Heather. Heather knew she was red in the face again, the result of her excitement at being here and doing this. She only hoped that the lighting was hiding the fact.
"C'mon baby - don't be shy."
Heather knew then that the lighting wasn't hiding her from the dancer. She looked up and her eyes met the dancer's. The girl had the most beautiful eyes, dark and deep. Heather reached forward and tucked a note into the girl's garter, felt the warmth of her skin, the touch of her sweat.
She didn't know whether she was supposed to keep the other two bills for later. To her surprise the dancer's arms moved forward and grasped her. Strong fingers moved to her head and pushed it down to within an inch of the naked shaved brown pussy exposed for her. Heather froze, unable to move, only hearing the huge roar of approval from the men round the stage. The fingers relaxed and let her up - then the Latina's face was in hers, their mouths were meeting, a strong tongue was forcing its way into her mouth. Heather gasped and the dancer took advantage, pushing her mouth onto Heather's and only relaxing her hold when the white girl's tongue responded, meeting hers and dancing a few torrid seconds of intimate, defenceless passion.
The dancer pulled back, her eyes shining with lust and mercenary triumph. Very deliberately she placed her leg back up on the rail and this time Heather did not hesitate to place the two remaining hundred-dollar bills in her garter. Then the dancer laughed and skipped up back onto the stage.
Heather watched her go and then heard the club's music seem to pound back into her ears. It had been shut out for those two seconds - the seconds when the Latina had held her entranced.
"Quite something ain't she." She felt Harley's mouth at her ear again. "A real bonus that she was here. She's in real demand - you might guess why."
Heather carefully tried to regulate her breathing. She had never felt anything like that before, never felt the intensity of emotion threaten to overwhelm her senses. It had been new to her, it had been utterly unexpected and she wasn't sure how she should feel about it. She had always liked to be in control of her emotions and yet the sensation of being picked up and swept away by her own desires had been ... amazing, exhilarating, intoxicating,.
In that instant she remembered just how many men, how many African-American men, had been watching her. She felt embarrassed, knowing that the men were there for the Latina and the other dancers. How foolish she must have seemed next to such a beautiful woman.
She looked to Harley - who had guided her over to the bar. She had had enough of this place. She didn't want to feel their eyes on her. She didn't want to have to compete with women like the dancers and Allie. What would she be competing for anyway - the approval of a bunch of strangers, of Black men. It wasn't as if a woman like her would ever become involved with any of them. It was unthinkable.
"Can we go now?" She put the question.
Harley nodded but had said no more when the barman, clearly working a very busy shift, caught sight of him.
"Harley - the boss got called down the club. He said you should follow him down there."
Harley nodded and then clicked his fingers and held a finger up. Heather looked across and saw Allie immediately start extracting herself from a cluster of male admirers. Her smile was broad and her eyes were sparkling with excitement when she joined them. For a moment Heather wished it was so easy for her but then dismissed the thought with frustration. It wasn't the same for women like Allie and that was all there was to it.
As soon as they were outside Heather let out a puff of breath. "That place was intense - I didn't know they really existed until now."
Allie gave a little giggle. "It's OK - but for intense you need to go down the Market. The suited and booted crowd are up here - down there it gets more real you now. They aren't afraid to show you how a white girl should be treated, to give her what she needs."
Heather pondered on that as they crossed to the car. 'Play the W' had pretty much blown her mind so she didn't want to imagine what went on at this 'Market' place. What could Allie be referring to? It was as well that they apparently didn't plan to go there. Even as she thought that, knowing that it was what a woman like her should think, she still felt the force of her curiosity. But then what did curiosity do to the cat?
Soon they were back in the Mercedes but this time the journey was very short. A commercial area of small stores and storage units. Amongst it a large low building. This had none of the showiness of the other two clubs. It was simply a front door and a side door.
Harley pressed a buzzer and a small section of the door slid open. Heather could see nothing inside but it seemed that they passed the inspection. The door opened and a powerfully built Black man smiled at them as he ushered them in.
"Hey Harley - Cassius is just through there."
Harley returned the greeting. "We needing a mask for my friend here." He nodded towards Heather.
"Donna," the man called out and a white woman in her early twenties emerged and fitted a black domino mask that obscured the top half of Heather's face. The man watched but then only shook his head. "Damn shame."
Harley chuckled. "Preach it. But she just visiting as my guest. She not in the life."
The man shook his head again. "Even worse shame - I figured you was just keeping her for yo'self."
"I 'spect she got a nice white boy at home."
Now the man laughed. "Shit - you ever known that to matter!"
They moved on through a door from the small functional lobby and from that moment they were in a different world. The lights were lowered, the walls covered in dark material. It was hard to see and Heather instinctively knew this was a barrier. Between the outside world and what went on within. Harley paused them. "The mask means you off limits and remember any problems you holla for me. But there won't be - everyone knows the rules. There's a reason women want to come here. Like Donna, the girl back there, working gratis one night a week in return for free membership."
The conversation about the mask made a little more sense now - even if it wasn't exactly what she was used to. She knew what the doorman had been suggesting and despite herself felt a warmth in her body, a catch in her throat. The idea of such a man wanting her, desiring her. She shook her head - determined to keep such thoughts out of her head. She looked up and saw Allie watching her, a strange look on her face.
Harley's hand gently took hold of her arm and they moved forward again. She emerged out of the corridor into a well-appointed and attractive bar area. A young white girl was serving - presumably another one earning her free membership. There were perhaps twenty people in the room but Heather's attention was immediately drawn to one man. He was over six-feet tall and athletically built, his skin as dark as Harley's. He had to be around 40 but he showed no signs of his age and his face could hardly have been sculpted into a more attractive form. Heather had always found a certain type of African-American man attractive and she knew instantly that this was the most handsome Black man she had ever met. It was a shock to her that she could drop the word 'Black' from that comment and still find it just as true.



He wore a white shirt, unbuttoned all the way down to reveal a gym-toned chest and abs. On either side of him was a white woman, each wearing a mask. One also wore a skimpy one-piece while the other was topless, exposing full well-formed breasts. Heather instantly felt very over-dressed but wasn't inclined to correct it. Allie had no such hesitation. She immediately pulled off her top.
The man nodded at Harley and then finished his drink. "Now we're all here - we'll take this back-stage. You two coming." The last comment was directed at the two masked women with him and Heather sensed it was more an invitation, or an offer, than a question. Either way the two women didn't hesitate.
He stood up and moved to the door with a woman on each arm.
"Follow Cassius," said Harley. Allie was already moving and Heather followed. The man's identity was no surprise to her. From her first glimpse of him she had known that he was in charge here. She noted, however, that he had been waiting for Harley. The interplay of authority and respect fascinated her.
Harley led them into another corridor. It had subdued red lighting and dark red plush covering walls and ceiling. They passed doors on either side with small windows.
Heather looked in the first and saw a familiar object that night. A pole with a woman dancing at it. She was naked save for high heels and a mask. Men were standing around her and openly masturbating.
"Instant reviews," said Harley, "if she wants to she can just enjoy that. If she is so inclined she can take a bukkake. If she wants more then she just has to take the mask off. The woman was a fair-skinned Blonde and her audience were all dark-skinned African-Americans. By now Heather just assumed that she would see no white men here. She paused for a moment and wondered how the woman was feeling and what choice she would make. She didn't know what a bukkake was but she could make a pretty good guess given the scenario in front of her.
She felt Harley's arm gently push her forward and she moved on. One door was dark but she heard muffled noises from inside, other rooms had couches and padded areas where men and women were making out, in some cases more than making out. Through one door she saw something like a gym-horse with two X-shaped structures on the wall behind it. Dangling from the extremities of the 'X's were chains and padded manacles. She had never seen anything like this place let alone imagined herself being there.
They turned a corner and then another and another. Heather followed the group into the maze, only Harley remaining behind her. She stopped looking into the doors having become more interested in where they themselves were going.
Finally, Cassius and the three women disappeared through a door and Heather felt Harley's hand gently hold her arm and once again felt his warm breath as he spoke into her ear.
"Remember - while you got the mask you call the shots. Take that mask off and its fair game. That means you here to fuck. I'll look after you but it'll be easier if you keep the mask on. Besides," he pointed up to a small red light in the corner of the corridor, "you never know who's watching."
Heather knew the light represented a camera, unobtrusive but not hidden in any way. People who came here knew that they were being watched. It was, she assumed, another aspect to their kink, their desire. She was grateful that she had a mask on - there were people who she would not want to know that she had been involved in something like this. She didn't think she was a prude but some things were remembered for ever and could destroy, or she supposed in some circumstances make, a woman's reputation.
She and Harley went on to join the others in their room. It was larger than Heather had expected. Subdued lighting along with the dark red and black decor meant that her eyes had to adjust for a moment. Then she saw another two young women, both white and only one masked. There were three low padded areas, also a padded bench against one wall. There were hidden speakers that played the music from the bar at a subdued volume. There were also, once she looked for them, three small red lights revealing the presence of cameras.
Cassius said something in his deep voice that Heather didn't catch. The blond woman to his right moved her hand to the bulge in his suit pants. The brunette to his left giggled and got up. She moved across the room and immediately began to make out with the masked woman there. She took the place of the naked unmasked woman who moved at the same moment to take the vacated place next to Cassius.
Cassius greeted her with a kiss, their mouths meeting hungrily. The masked blonde's hand was now exploring the interior of Cassius's unfastened pants. He shifted his hips up and allowed her to pull down his pants.
Heather was startled by two things. First, the fact that these people were clearly going to have sex right in front of her, Harley and Allie. Second, the size of the bulge in Cassius' briefs. It wasn't ridiculous but it clearly outmatched the three sexual partners who were the limit of her personal experience in such things.
'Of course - they were white.' The thought was in her mind before she had even realised it. She stifled the thought - knowing that such myths were ludicrous, ridiculous, not founded in fact.
As she grappled with her thoughts the masked blond, with real intent and concentration, was removing the club-owner's shorts and carefully stroking his already half-hard cock to full hardness. Her mouth broke into a little smile and then her mouth was down and engulfing the thick head of his cock. Cassius didn't seem to notice. He was still kissing the mask-less girl, his big hand feeling her naked right breast.
It was obvious that this was nothing strange for Cassius. Having white women around him, wanting him, that was just how it was. An attractive stranger sucking his cock was nothing new for him. There was a reason for his swagger, a real basis for his confidence.
Now the mask-less young woman broke their kiss and dropped down to the other side of Cassius. Her tongue found the dark shaft as the blonde's head continued to bob up and down on it. Cassius brought a big hand to gently rest on the head of each of the women, keeping them in place, approving their actions, requiring their tribute.
Heather's eyes were fixed on the scene - unable to drag her attention away until she felt Harley's body shift on the bench next to her and then heard the clink of his belt. She finally managed to look to her left and was barely even surprised to see Allie's hand holding Harley's cock.
Allie dropped her head to suck him but not before Heather had seen him. Cassius had seemed big - but he was across the room and the lighting was far from perfect. Harley was next to her and this time there was no doubt. He was stiff and hard and really big. Long and thick. He made her ex-boyfriends look like... She didn't know what really - all she knew was that there was no comparison. It wasn't just the dimensions it was also the cock's dark skin. It somehow made it more impressive, more powerful, more menacing.
Because there was menace here. On a video clip she might have viewed all this with interest or even amusement. She was no prude - she'd spent her entire life slightly resenting the fact that everyone assumed that she was so white-bread. She had known that personification was not the real her even if she had never really done anything to prove the fact.
It would be so easy now. Just to drop her head to join Allie in pleasuring Harley's big Black cock. Just to take off her mask and then...
Heather let out a long shuddering gasp, felt the warmth of her arousal. she looked up at Harley, her eyes wide. She half expected him to push her head down but instead he just winked at her and carefully mouthed a few words into her ear.
"You're cool. Just sit and watch."
Then his hands dropped to Allie's head - holding her down for a few seconds on his hard cock. When released Allie's head came up, her mouth open and sucking in air. Her eyes were sparkling with lust, her mouth re-formed into a grin of enjoyment. Then her head was back down, her mouth taking in half of his shaft as her tongue teased and pleasured him.
At that moment a woman's soft cry took Heather's attention back to Cassius. The two women were lying on the padded bench in front of him. His fingers were at the pussy of one, exploring and teasing. His mouth was at the other and it was that woman that was softly moaning as her legs shook a little on either side of Cassius's head. Her hands came to grasp his head and hold him in place but he was not moving away, quite the opposite. Suddenly the blonde half cried and half laughed as her legs shook hard. Her hands relaxed and Cassius stood up with his eyes locked on the blonde's, his mouth showing a slight smile of calm satisfaction.
Heather knew that smile. It was the smile of an expert, a man supremely confident in his skills and his performance. A man that knew he could please a woman. A stark contrast to the fumblings of her ex-boyfriends. What would it be like to be with a man like Cassius? A man that could show you so much about your own self, your own desires. Heather carefully controlled her breathing as she watched, consciously forcing her excitement out of her body. Such thoughts were very dangerous, such men could be very dangerous.
The blonde's eyes were still wide with excitement behind her mask. Cassius' thumb was almost idly playing with her clit as he hungrily ate the pussy of his unmasked other partner.
"That's Julie," said Allie, "the lucky bitch!" She giggled before she dropped her mouth back down onto Harley's cock, a cock now gleaming in the dim lights with her saliva.
"Fuck but that's good - keep it wet and messy just like that. Shit you're good." Harley's low resonant voice was a backdrop to what Heather was seeing and experiencing.
Cassius shifted up to sit on the bench and the mask-less girl, Julie, eagerly placed herself astride him. His cock was hard, pointing straight up against his firm body. She took a hold on him and with a slight adjustment he was at the entrance to her pussy and then inside her. The process was easy, betraying her arousal, her need for him. She gasped as Cassius skilfully moved his hips round and up, each gentle movement pushing himself deeper. She leaned forward as their mouth's met, tongues locked in a passionate duel. All the time he was pushing further and further until, incredibly, all of that big cock was inside her. The blonde moved beneath them, her tongue darting out to tease Cassius's full Black balls. Stretching up as Julie began to move, her tongue exploring the exposed dark shaft, tasting the juices of both of them. Tasting their desire and their excitement.
The blonde was already breathing hard but now she began to act with purpose, moving up and down on the hard Black shaft that was filling her shaved pussy. Her body seemed small compared to his but Heather was well aware that Julie was about the same size as she was herself. It was just that Cassius and Harley were such imposing figures. They were far from identical, hardly even similar, but Cassius and Harley both had that same presence, that same size, that same confidence.
She had always laughed at the idea of 'alpha males' but she knew now that she was in the presence of two of them. Didn't that mean they were supposed to fight? She felt a silly grin on her face at such barbaric notions. Places like this could drive you crazy! She didn't know though - she might have been crazy to be here and watching this but she also knew that she felt alive. More alive than in a long long time, perhaps more alive than she had ever been.
On the other side of her two masked woman were locked together in a 69-position. Right next to her Allie was still sucking Harley's cock. In front of them the blonde was finally slowing, tiring as she worked her body up and down Cassius' remorselessly impressive Black cock. Cassius took a hold of her hips and helped her as he looked out over her shoulder.
For a moment his eyes met Heather's and she felt her heart seem to leap in her chest. Cassius gave a slight smile and nod in her direction and then his attention was all back on the girl riding his cock. He moved swiftly, rising to his feet with seemingly effortless ease. Julie squealed as she was lifted up, his cock still buried deep inside her. She clamped her pale legs around his dark strong body. He turned and laid her back down on the padded bench and then he was fucking her. There was no other word for it. It wasn't making love - it was FUCKING.
Cassius began with a few hard thrusts and then he grasped her legs and was moving her body, slightly changing the angle and power of his thrusts. All the time he was watching his partner, watching her face and the reactions of her body. Judging instinctively what brought her the most sensation, the most visceral sexual pleasure. Strong hands reached under Julie's butt and arched her back up as Cassius powerfully fucked her. Her face showed first astonishment and then delight.
"Ohhhh FFFFFU~~CCCCKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKKK."
The words were rushed out before Julie's body began to shiver and her mouth stayed open in a silent scream. Her hands came up to her breasts but Cassius moved again. His hands grasped hers and pushed them down onto the padded bench. She was held in place as he fucked her hard and deep.
Harley's big hand smacked Allie's butt and she moved across to Cassius. She carefully took position astride Julie's head and lowered her bare pussy down onto her mouth. Cassius nodded his approval and leaned forward so that his mouth engulfed Allie's nipple.
The masked blonde moved across to Harley and smiled approvingly as she took hold of his cock, still hard and glistening from Allie's attentions. The blonde paused and looked at Heather.
"You sharing this - there's enough for both of us?"
Heather felt confusion. She knew what she should say, what all her life up to now insisted that she say. 'No.' She knew the potential consequences of saying anything else but she also knew that her body and something deep down in her inner self couldn't give a fuck about any of that. The heat and the sights and the sounds of this place had got to her. It was a relief to hear Harley's quiet but commanding voice.
"My girl here is doing fine - she just watching for tonight. You got this all to yourself baby."
"Well lucky me and more fool her," The blonde began to suck and pleasure Harley's cock.
'More fool her.' Heather heard those words and they rankled. She immediately felt that she should have said 'Yes' - that she had missed her opportunity. She gave a slightly hesitant movement forward.
Black fingers came up to gently hold her back. She looked up and met Harley's eyes. He gave an almost imperceptible shake of the head.
It was enough. Her logical mind kicked back in. She was over-excited, driven a little mad by all of this. Had she really contemplated sucking a Black man's cock in the back-room of a seedy sex club? That would be a terrible thing to wake up to tomorrow and that might not be all. If she did that then wouldn't she soon be laid on one of these red plush benches with Harley or Cassius fucking her, fucking her like she'd never even dreamed of being fucked, fucking her like only a Black man could.
The last part came from her sub-concious, came as she felt her body's arousal rising again, the heat of her own shockingly discovered passions and desires.
"UUUUUgggggghhhhhhhhhhh - fuck YYYEESSSSSSSSSSSSS"
Her thoughts were punctuated by Julie's howl of arousal. Cassius didn't even pause. He was fucking her hard with his hands now grasping her breasts, his fingers working her sensitive nipples Julie howled again and then was gasping for breath as she tried to twist out of his grasp, to escape the exquisite pleasure. Cassius was merciless and Julie's body arched as she met a third fierce peak of sexual climax.
Only then did Cassius pause. "As good as last time?"
"Oh fuck yeah - better, it's better. " Julie finally stammered after gasping for breath.
"You know the second time ain't free."
"I know."
"So what you going to be doing for me?"
"I'll be dancing and..."
"...and..." Cassius' voice wasn't demanding or harsh. It was the voice of a man making an offer, offering an opportunity.
"...and working for you. Being one of your girls."
"You wanna be one of my girls baby?"
His eyes were on hers. Her answer was inevitable. You didn't turn down an offer like this from a man like Cassius.
"Please let me be one of your girls."
Cassius nodded his approval and kissed the girl on the forehead, tasted the salt of her sweat. "No time to start like the present. You ready?"
She nodded and he moved to the door. He looked outside and signalled with his hand. Two men joined him. They were still dressed and they showed their approval when Cassius called Julie across. She kissed each of them deeply and then left with them, one man's dark hand on her pale arm and the other's already enthusiastically groping her butt.
They would be going to another room and the two men would enjoy Julie's company. Would money change hands? Was it repayment for a favor? Was it training for the 'new girl'? Heather didn't know but she did know that Julie would be ridden hard and put away wet. The sheer matter-of-factness of what had just happened still had the power to shock her.
Cassius looked at Allie and pointed down to his dick, still hard and ready. Allie didn't hesitate and moved forward.
As she moved astride him and lined his cock up Cassius spoke.
"Where your husband at?"
Heather didn't understand that. Allie's husband was right next to her, getting his cock sucked by another girl! Then, with binding clarity, she realised her mistake.
"He's at work."
"He know you're here?"
"He knows - he was really pissed that he wouldn't get to watch."
Cassius chuckled. "These fuckin' white boys. He knows it comes at a price right? It ain't cheap unless..."
"I don't think he'd like that. He's a cuck but maybe that might be a little much for him."
"Maybe so. So let's make a deal. This time is for you, next time is for your husband to watch, the third time you come to me its because you're ready to work for me. We both clear on that?"
His eyes were on Allie's - just as they had been on Julie's. What was it like to be the focus of this man's attention. Heather could only imagine the intensity and the temptation of it.
"Maybe you're not as good as they say." Allie's teasing smile was there again.
"Find out." The challenge was unmistakable.
Allie eased herself down onto his cock, felt his hard shaft smoothly claim her. Knew instinctively that he wasn't going to be a disappointment. He was like Harley - his cock just seemed made to please her. She bit her lower lip and then grinned at Cassius. "Show me what you can do stud."
Cassius didn't hesitate. He began thrusting up into her. A few gentle strokes and then the brakes were off. Hard powerful thrusts alternating with sessions of deep rolling ones. Then he pulled back and pushed her down onto her hands and knees. He took a firm grip of her shoulders as he pounded her from behind. Showing her his power, his stamina, his desire for her. Then she was on her back and he was over her, onto her, inside of her. By now all of Allie's teasing was long gone, she was literally just hanging on as he fucked her. Her pale arms and legs wrapped round his big dark body.
The bench padding shifted a little as Harley stood up. The blonde squealed as he grasped her legs in his strong hands and then moved his face down to her pussy.
"Yes," she gasped and that was all that Harley needed. His tongue and fingers found her and began to discover and to exploit her sensitivities. Soon the blonde was shaking and gasping. Finally she brought her hands together in the 'time-out' symbol. Harley immediately released her and let out a low rumble of a laugh as she collapsed flat out on the bench.



They were very alike - these two men. They rejoiced in their ability to please a woman and to take pleasure from her. Harley had got the blonde off almost as a matter of course, seemingly with very little effort. Just fine technique and experience. A virtuoso for whom the female form was his preferred instrument.
Just as it was for Cassius. He had Allie lying on her front on their bench now. He moved behind her parted legs and reached for a small container. He dipped in his fingers and then moved them to Allie's rear end.
'OMG,' thought Heather, 'he can't be going to... She'll never be able to take him.'
Allie lay there as greased fingers explored and gently opened her butthole. She didn't seem to share Heather's doubts. In fact she pushed her pale butt up to make access easier. Cassius moved up behind her and pushed his cock against her. There was a moment of resistance but then the thick cock of his head was in her and he began to gently move deeper at each calculated thrust.
"You giving it all up girl - every part of you belonging to the Black man."
"Fuck yeah - fuck yeah - fuck yeah." Allie was almost chanting now, lost in the moment. Lost in her submission to Cassius.
The big club-owner pushed half-way and then paused. His hand came down on Allie's exposed butt with a hard slap. Allie shuddered but held her position - giving herself to him. The hand came down hard twice more. Then Cassius gripped her legs as he began to fuck her ass hard. There were red marks on her pale butt-cheek now, the separate fingers showing where he had deliberately marked her. But now it was all about that big hard cock taking Allie's ass. The woman's little grunts each time he pushed home.
"You can still pick 'em - this one's a talented little fucking bitch," Cassius was talking to Harley as he was fucking Allie hard. He had a few beads of sweat on his forehead and his voice was slightly strained by his efforts but otherwise it seemed like he could go all night. That, however, turned out not to be his plan - at least not with Allie.
Cassius took a cloth and cleaned his cock. Then he was back onto Allie - but this time in her pussy. It didn't take long before the girl was howling out her orgasm.
It was Allie's turn to crumple up on a padded bench, her chest rising and falling in rapid shallow breaths, gasping for air and trying to regain her composure.
Cassius stood up with his cock still hard and ready. He had fucked two women to temporary surrender but he hadn't cum yet. His eyes came back to Heather and he pointed. "Like I say - you know how to pick 'em Harley. Your girl there seen enough? I've seen enough to know I want her to ditch that mask. Ditch it right now girl and get your fine-ass self over here." His voice had that same note of command.
Heather knew that it would be like nothing she had ever experienced before. Comparing it to her white boyfriends would be like comparing a park jogger to the Olympic champion. She gave a panicky glance across to Harley but he was already answering for her.
"Like I said Cassius - for tonight she'll just be watching. That was our deal." There was no passion or force in his words. He was merely stating facts with a calm assurance that his words would carry weight.
They did. Cassius didn't show any anger, annoyance or dissatisfaction. Instead he switched his attention to the blonde, now recovered and on the other side of Harley. "How 'bout you - you tired of that mask yet?"
The blonde hesitated only momentarily. Then she took off her mask and dropped it on the bench before walking over to join Cassius.
As she arrived Allie was back on her feet and walking unsteadily in the other direction. She grinned and showed her tongue in a mock expression of fatigue. Harley beckoned her to sit on his lap, holding his hard cock so that it lay against her back rather than penetrating her. He put one arm round her lap while the other held her breast, his warm rough palm on her hard nipple. His mouth was at Allie's ear but his murmured words weren't audible to Heather above the background music and the sounds of fucking coming from across the room.
Allie's eyes were fixed on where Cassius was fucking the blonde. Those eyes gleamed as the big club-owner fucked the blonde through two orgasms and then didn't halt until he, finally, came too.
After a few moments Cassius eased himself off the blonde, left her lying gasping for breath and with his seed visible at her well-fucked pussy. He wiped his brow and then reached for his shirt and pants.
They paused to clean up and then Cassius led the three of them back through the passages and out into the bar. There he bumped fists with Harley and gave Allie a farewell kiss. Then he turned to Heather and gave her a nod of recognition, a slight amused smile playing on his lips.
Heather was irked by that little smile. She had been feeling out of her place and way out of her depth while in the back rooms. This bar setting seemed much more familiar and on such territory she seldom felt wrong-footed. Her self-confidence had revived somewhat. She couldn't resist 'giving a little back'.
"So you're not going to offer me a job?" Her voice was loaded with maximum 'snark' - to let these guys know she wasn't someone to walk all over.
It seemed to work. The half-smile disappeared off Cassius' face. He looked at her intently and she seemed to feel her rediscovered confidence turn to mush in an instant. It wasn't fear, it was something else. She didn't really want to let herself analyse her feelings in that moment too much. However, when his little triumphant half-smile reappeared and he twirled his finger at her she took the hint and gave a slow spin for his inspection.
"My places got a reputation for a reason. My girls meet a certain standard. Looks is important - knowing how to look good is more important. Then there's knowing how to bring pleasure to a man, or sometimes a woman. For my girls I'm looking at eights - minimum." He paused and looked at her.
She knew what she shouldn't ask - but it seemed ridiculously important what these two men thought of her. So she still did. "And me?"
"What you reckon Harley - a seven?"
The other man nodded gravely and Heather felt the disappointment hit her. Shortly followed by the annoyance. She 'd never had any complaints about her appearance - plenty of boys had found her very attractive. Who the fuck were these two niggers to judge her anyway! She didn't like that word - she liked even less that her petulance had brought it unbidden into her mind. That kept her quiet as Harley spoke up.
"Coasting to a seven. A seven without even trying. That's natural advantages for you. Some effort, a little hard work maybe, and she's a nine at least. That's my reading."
"Word," said Cassius and he shifted his full attention back to Heather. "Come back if you decide to put that work in."
"What if I wouldn't want to work for you?" Heather was determined to regain some of the initiative.
His eyes claimed hers, and his eyes were deeply powerfully beautiful. "That's fine - it ain't for everyone. I got plenty enough applicants that I ain't got time for the reluctant. But I wasn't necessarily talking about you working for me." He gave her a little wink, turned on his heel and he was gone back into his club.
Once outside the cold night air hit Heather like a slap in the face. As she walked she could hardly believe that it had all been real. That places like that and people like that really existed. What she did believe, as the fresh air flooded her system, was that she'd had a drink or two too many. She'd have to get a hotel for sure.
When she asked about that Harley had seemed offended. "You're my guest - I can put you up without you having to pay for no damn hotel." He saw the look on her face and smiled. "You think I ain't got a spare room?"
"Besides," added Allie, "you think I'm sharing tonight - think again sister!"
It was maybe crazy to go back with them but hadn't the night already been as crazy as anything she'd ever known and later couldn't she always blame it on the alcohol. Whatever the case it turned out that they were as good as their word. She got a spare room in Harley's clean and well-furnished apartment and Allie most definitely didn't share - and judging by the noises they made Allie wasn't sharing Harley for half the night!
***
When she woke and had took her shower Heather found Allie in the little kitchen making breakfast. The young woman smiled at her and Heather again wondered at the ring on her finger and her activities of the night before.
She summoned up the courage and asked. "Does your - your husband know that you are here?"
Allie seemed genuinely surprised. "Of course. Why not?"
How were you supposed to answer that? Heather tried. "Doesn't he mind?"
Now the other young woman laughed. "He'd better not! He was the one that first got me into this. Well you know what they say about a woman once she's gone Black." Her bright little laugh came again. "I think that was once a warning but really its just a statement of fact. I'm not planning on stopping any time soon and I guess I'm just lucky that my husband likes it that way." She turned back to the coffee pot.
Heather didn't quite know what to say. She remembered words from the night before and began to fit the picture together. She also knew the question that she wanted to ask even if she knew that she shouldn't.
"Are they really that different?"
"They?" Allie's repetition of the word was teasing but also a little critical. Heather felt the blood come to her cheeks a little.
"I mean bla-, er, African-American guys."
Allie giggled and Heather realised how much the other woman was enjoying this. Shouldn't she be ashamed to be going with a Black man - especially when she was married to someone else? However, Allie gave off all the enthusiasm and conviction of a convert.
"You either know it or you don't. Haven't we all met or seen enough pictures of handsome white guys - maybe even have married one? So when we find that none of them can even come close to being as sexy as a Black man. When they can't ever hope to match the feeling you get when you know that a Black man wants you. That feeling never gets old. Well - you saw Cassius didn't you. Any white guys you've met ever match up to him?" Allie gave a little nod as if to underline the self-evident nature of what she had just said.
Heather wanted to argue but found herself floundering. She had always known that she found Black men physically attractive - it had never been a problem. The idea of actually being in such a relationship was just so out of left-field, so beyond the realms of possibility. It had made her attraction to Black guys purely academic. Or it had done until last night when she'd seen that look in Harley's eyes and had heard the tone in the voice of Cassius. The impossible was all too plausible now. She was stood at the cliff edge and feeling the apparently hard earth crumbling beneath her. That was quite something but there was something else much bigger than that. The real issue was that a sizable part of her was rejoicing at the fact. Not enough to guide her actions, not enough to overcome her logical sensible self, but it was there and it was hungry.
"Cassius lived up to his reputation then?"
Heather almost jumped out of her skin when the deep voice sounded behind her. How long had Harley been there - how much had he heard?
"He's quite something," said Allie, "certainly not a disappointment. Perhaps a little too keen on demonstrating ALL of his skills and abilities. Sometimes a woman just wants to be made love to. I've heard plenty say he's the best but I'd rate him second best."
Heather noted Allie didn't bother to say who was best and Harley didn't bother to ask. She had a suspicion that Harley was confident enough not to need to ask
"That white-boy husband of yours is gonna want you to go back there."
"Well he doesn't always get what he wants." Allie let the subject lapse
Heather sipped her hot coffee. It tasted good - a familiar pleasure in such unfamiliar surroundings. She felt that she should say something.
"That was quite a club last night. I guess I keep repeating myself but I REALLY didn't know that there were places like that."
"Which is why I took you down there. Figured out how it fits into your paper yet?" Harley was watching her over the rim of his own coffee mug, that little amused twinkle in his eye
"I'd like to ask you some more questions about that. I'm also wondering how much I can write about."
"Write what you like. Just keep patrons' names out of it. We didn't take you anywhere needs to be kept quiet about."
Did that mean that there were other places? Places that did need to be kept quiet about. Heather felt a frisson pass through her.
Allie spoke. "They didn't take us down the 'market'. At our end we get the business-men and the diplomats, the athletes and the media people. Down the 'market' it's a lot more 'street' if you know what I mean. That's why I've never gone down there. Not that I'm not tempted..."
Harley broke in. "You need to be REAL sure before you go down there. The 'meat market' has been there since half the city was occupied by troops in the Civil War. The men needed 'entertaining' and that's always meant two things." He told them off on his fingers. "Booze - drugs now maybe too. And of course..."
"Meee-owwww," said Allie. Heather remembered her doing that last night too but now she understood the meaning even before Harley made it explicit.
"Pussy." He was watching Heather carefully as he spoke. "For over one hundred and fifty years when a working man needed to get his dick wet he went to the 'market'. Ol' Jim Crow sent the white boys down-town and left the 'market' to the Black man. Places down there catering to all legal tastes. Some of them rubbing up all along the line too."
"Does Cassius run things down there?" Her inquisitive nature had got the best of her. She immediately saw Harley clam up.
"Lots of people got an interest down there. Maybe he does but I wouldn't know it. All you need to know about down there is that tourists ain't welcome and most definitely wouldn't be safe."
Heather knew she had been put in her place. She knew perfectly well that for Harley the term 'tourist' was definitely not complimentary. His mouth had set in a stern frown for he first time since she had met him.
"I'm telling you this in case you're tempted to go find out for yo'self. The 'market' is not a place for anyone to go who doesn't know exactly what they are doing. Who doesn't accept or welcome the consequences. The rules can get bent so out of shape down there that most of them may as well not exist. Its not a place for beginners or for tourists. You getting this?" His brown eyes had become stern and implacable. They told her, if the tone of his voice hadn't already, that Harley very much meant what he said.
She understood. She understood that beneath the bluster there was concern for her safety. However, the curiosity was still there. Harley and Allie had driven her round the seedy red-light district apparently just as an appetiser. What was going on at this 'market'? Perhaps it just had nothing to do with her official researches. She was very curious but knew that Harley's warning was not to be ignored.
"Got a good friend who talks about girls like you 'going off the reservation.' Meaning ones that get themselves in deep shit by going where they shouldn't or when they shouldn't. Give me a promise you gonna play by my rules - just so's I can sleep at night eh."
Heather saw Allie holding onto Harley's arm - knew she was expressing her support for him and approval of him. Heather still reacted a little to being called 'girl' and she definitely was NOT used to being told what to do, or especially what she couldn't do, by anyone, let alone by a working-class African-American man. It was not something that had ever happened to her before and she felt that she should be outraged. She tried to summon it up but it somehow felt artificial. She knew she was out of her depth here - she'd need to know much more before she'd even consider going against Harley's advice. However blue-blood society might look at him Harley had presence, he had gravitas, when he spoke seriously you had better listen.
"So even you have never been there?" She asked Allie.
"You mean a real Black-owned white slut like me." Allie grinned - she clearly regarded being thought of in those terms as a high compliment. "I've heard enough about it but..." Allie just smiled and shook her head.
Harley held her as he completed her thought. "Cassius would send her down there for sure - not at first maybe but sooner-or-later. The men ain't so fussy down there. He sends the girls who don't meet his upscale clubs' standards and he sends the girls who are desperate and he sends the girls who break his rules with drugs or other things. He sends all them down there straight away. But sooner or later all his girls got to work the 'market'. Either uptown gets tired of them or they can't meet their quota or Cassius just decides its time. He's like me - he comes from the street and he still remembers enough to make sure the street at least gets a taste of the best. The sort of girls they really like - the white-bread, real fine, up-town girls. The girls like Allie here and..."
He let his voice trail off but he was looking right at her and Heather felt a perverse thrill that he was identifying her with all this. It was sort of a compliment wasn't it or was she just going out of her mind!
Her throat was dry again but she tried to lighten the mood. "Allie didn't look too white-bread last night."
Allie shook her head. "I think that for down there I am WAAAYYYY white-bread. That's why I don't think I'll ever need to see it for myself."
"But if its so bad why would Cassius send his best girls down there? Don't they all quit?"
Harley gave a grim little smile. "Some do - but by then Cassius has made his money. Those that do come back come back 'trained'." He very carefully pronounced that last word. "Ready and willing to do most anything and anywhere to make him money. Lots of men down at the 'Market' love to train a white girl like that. Put her through her paces - teach her new skills. Some it breaks and some it makes. There are girls who get bored working up-town, who prefer working down there. That's where old Cassius has to be smart - dole it out careful like. For some girls the 'market' is just like rock or ice. They keep wanting more and pretty soon its eaten them all up, wrecked them, chewed them up and spat them out. Cassius has those girls working their best and their hardest up-town just to get a week working the 'market.' Crazy shit eh?" He paused and then glanced at the clock on wall.
"Shit - we got to be getting Allie to work and you to your wheels." He stood up but then paused and spoke to Allie. "Cassius is reckoning on that husband of yours to talk you into going work for him. So you let Brett know that if he even thinks about it then I'll kick his ass so hard he'll be tasting his own balls for six months."
Allie grinned and kissed him. "I'll tell him."
***
Allie had been dropped off at a modern but rather nondescript office building. Harley cast a thoughtful glance after her before he put the Mercedes in gear.
"Girl likes to act wild and I guess by some standards," he shot a glance at Heather, "she is pretty wild. But at heart she's a little sweetheart and I'm real fond of her. Friend of mine owns some clubs in the Capital. Maybe I'll see if Antwan could find a place for her. I think that'd be a win-win all ends round. 'Cept for poor old Harley of course."
The last sentence was delivered with such mock pathos that Heather barely suppressed a laugh. She instinctively knew that Harley wasn't a man who had problems attracting female attention. He wasn't dangerously showy like Cassius but he had that something about him. He was very easy to be around. She didn't doubt he'd soon find another girlfriend and that was assuming that Allie was his only girlfriend at the moment which she realised that she most certainly could NOT assume!



What did they used to call men like this. 'A lady's man' wasn't it. A phrase that covered a lot of ground - much of it absolutely unacceptable in the world of a modern woman like Heather. She almost sneered just thinking about it. Almost...
Because it was a little different when you were sat next to a man like Harley. It wasn't just the Mercedes and that swish apartment of his. One benefit of always having money was that it didn't tend to impress you. He had that something or that combination of somethings - his personality, his charm, his presence, his confidence. Wherever they had been Harley had been treated with respect - she knew that took more than just easy-going charm in H-town. She didn't think that she had ever met anyone quite like him. She had met others who tried or pretended to be like him but they were all just a cheap facade hiding a little man. Harley seemed to actually be the real deal and there was no wonder that so many women would find him so attractive.
He wasn't driving fast but it seemed that all too soon they were back at the parking garage.
He turned off the engine and looked at her. "Any help to you?"
She took a moment to remember the reason for her trip to the city - the research for her paper. "New experiences can be good or bad but they are seldom a waste of time. I'm not sure what I can use for my paper since I wasn't really expecting your information to run in this direction. My supervisors might not be too impressed."
She saw Harley's eyebrows furrow a little and realised that he had genuinely wanted to help, was disappointed that he apparently had failed to do so. She hurriedly completed her thoughts. "Your other contacts were wonderful - absolutely invaluable. They are going to make my work much more filled-out and impressive. Perhaps they might even secure me a doctoral transfer. I am so very grateful for all that you have done. I can mention this aspect but perhaps only carefully - without too many details."
Harley was watching her closely but finally he nodded. "Well that's your province not mine. Glad to have been of help. Have a safe drive home."
She instinctively almost leaned in to kiss him good-bye but managed to stop herself. The realisation of what she had been about to do rather flustered her. Instead she held out a hand and Harley shook it, his big black hand gently engulfing hers. She reached for the door and almost stumbled out of the car. This sort of thing didn't happen to a young woman like her. It was ridiculous and she felt ashamed of herself. She barely pulled herself together to wave as the Mercedes eased its way past her and up onto the ramp to the outside world.
***
"It is an interesting proposal." The man was small, impeccably-dressed and with the cut-glass accent that only the hereditary English academic of a certain age could still pull off. Professor Solon was indeed the grand-son of a very distinguished Oxford anthropologist and his family's intellectual credentials extended back even further.
Heather watched him nervously. It was hardly crucial for her future that he recommended her. In the end she had her trust fund - she would be OK whatever happened. However, she was ambitious to succeed and to make it clear that she didn't have to ride on her family's money and name. The approval of Solon would go a long way towards that. If he approved a doctoral paper then who knew where that could lead. Fortunately, unlike most of her fellow-students, the issue of her funding was not a problem.
"I have a desk-full of papers along similar themes of course." Solon's voice came through the speakers as his image on the monitor looked down at the documents on his desk. "However, your section regarding 'H' and 'the Owner' is a little more notable. In fact, I will be frank, it has the potential to be ground-breaking. The sort of research that can establish a reputation. A little outré of course but I could tell you some tales of my own grand-father's researches in a time much more hide-bound than our own." Solon chuckled to himself and pressed his spectacles back up his nose with one finger. "You'd like my advice I presume?"
Well WTF did he think she was on this call for? Heather bit down her impatience. "Yes please Professor." She tried to give him her sweetest smile. It was quite a pride of her college that Professor Solon acted as an external doctorate advisor and so she had to behave.
"The rest is a good introduction, a very necessary introduction, but the meat of the research should be carried out in the section that I have indicated. That is where the truly original work can be under-taken. Of course it is somewhat confidential, not to say potentially controversial, and so I would advise completing your initial paper without that section. I'm sure that would be more to your college's liking." Again his finger pushed up spectacles that refused to remain in place.
Heather felt her ears burning Her vague suggestion to her College supervisor, Jane Allison, had been shot down in flames pretty immediately. 'Not a suitable field of research', 'not in the interests of encouraging female emancipation', 'not acceptable sources of information.' Her proposal had somewhat watered down her intentions by speaking vaguely of 'adult entertainment' and 'grey-market activities'. Doctor Allison had made it pretty clear that only 'orthodox' and 'regular' commercial activities should be covered by any future project. That had annoyed her but not deflated her. Which was why she'd decided to go for broke and why she had been a little more candid in the submission she had sent off to Oxford as a PDF.
Solon gave a little grimace. "Can I presume my associate and colleague Doctor Allison did not agree with my analysis and recommendation?"
"You could say that."
"Indeed. I suspect that I just did." Solon looked at her severely and then gave a little nod and smile. "I am willing to endorse your proposed programme along the amended lines that I have suggested. I think it best that you come under my direct supervision as a distance research scholar of my own institution. I doubt your college will disapprove. If they regard this as a little bit of 'poaching' then I'm sure I can make it up to them elsewhere."
Heather had always felt that several of the staff resented her taking up a valuable place simply because of her family ties to the college. Well that wouldn't matter now - they would hardly be willing to go against Professor Solon!
***
Indeed they wouldn't. Having a student transfer to a Doctoral programme at Oxford was good for any institution. If they didn't have to supervise her then that was a bonus she suspected.
One of the problems with having a nice fat trust-fund was that you really didn't NEED to do anything. Having a purpose in life, a career, could seem pointless. She knew better than that. She dreaded the boredom, the ennui, and she dreaded it for itself and not just for the various intoxicant paths that it could lead you down.
Now she had her motivation, she had her aim. Three years of doctoral research leading to the production of a ground-breaking thesis. A potential position at a prestigious seat of learning. So long as she kept Professor Solon happy then his support would be invaluable.
It was a little frustrating that things were not turning out to be so easy. She had e-mailed Allie who had passed her message on to Harley. He, to her surprise, had not been as enthusiastic as she had hoped. She had suggested sending him a rough draft of a questionnaire to be distributed among potential sources of research information.
In a message exchange Harley had frankly been scornful. 'U think people down here are gonna put shit in writing for someone they don't even know. Someone who ain't a part of this life?'
'If you asked...'
'If I asked then they might. But how are u or me gonna know whether it's all BS?"
"Could I pay them?"
"Yeah - then u be a real mark. They'd sell u a line out of principle. Folks down here look after themselves. They don't trust people outside the life and they sure as shit don't feel like they owe them anything. That kite won't fly.'
'What can I do?'
'Think about it - if I can help I will but I can't be pushing others. U got to win them over yourself.'
It was infuriating. She didn't know why Harley was making things so difficult. She frankly wasn't used to things being difficult or to people saying 'no' to her. But without him she knew she would never get the contacts she needed. So she did what he said and thought about it. She thought about it for two weeks and then, finally, messaged him back.
'Harley - cut me some slack. How can I do this?'
'By taking my advice.'
'OK - what do you suggest?'
'No-one is gonna be able to do anything from the outside. To get the contacts and info u need then there's only one way. U smart enough to know what it is.'
She didn't understand but she also knew it was another of Harley's little tests. She re-read his message a couple of times and then in a stark moment of clarity she did understand and it didn't help at all.
'You are crazy - there's no way I am getting involved with anything like I saw at the clubs. That's absolutely out of the question.'
'Who said anything about that? U need to be part of the life, to be able to show that u ain't no damn tourist, to show that u down with how things is. So you ready to listen to some real talk?'
'I'm not committing myself.'
'I know u too smart to be signing blank checks. So u gonna write u proposal, then u can start on the introduction and the more white-bread shit. How long before that's all done?'
She wasn't entirely sure. 'To a finished product - probably just short of a year.'
'I'll give u nine months after approval to send it over. At the same time u can do a little prep work for our part of the deal. If u sure u up for this. Not like agreeing to anything right now is gonna cost u anything - 'cept some hard work and some sweat."
He sent over a document. She opened it and read it. As she did so she remembered the conversation between Harley and the club-owner about her appearance. She knew that she should refuse purely on principle. However, she also realised that he wasn't wrong. It really wasn't costing her anything and deadlines were often motivational. As for his instructions - well, when did getting fit ever hurt someone?
'I'll do it.'
'Set a date - April 7 sound about right. Prove u done the work and I'll show u how u gonna get this thing done.'
Heather took out her phone. She automatically moved to her photo gallery and down the ranks of images until she found the one that she wanted. It was far from the first time that she had found it, enlarged it to fill the screen and then looked at it.
There was the wall, well the depot door, covered in gang tags. Stood in front of it was a young white woman, naturally attractive but plainly dressed and wearing no make up. She was looking out at the camera from under a fringe of auburn hair, the pale skin of her face framed by the same. She looked very alone and very out of place but her eyes looked out defiantly and her mouth was set in a determined expression.
Heather really liked that picture that Allie had taken of her. She looked like a woman ready to achieve her goals, to deal with anything the world might throw at her. That was how she like to think of herself and that was why she was going to succeed in her project. Come what may - she was going to win.



        Challenge 02 - Heather and Monica

        Heather meets Harley again and learns about the challenge.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/challenge-02-heather-and-monica

Title: Challenge 02 - Heather and Monica

Author: crimfolk

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Heather meets Harley again and learns about the challenge.

Tags: student, white woman, black men, interracial, exhibitionism, older man younger woman, webcam, oral sex




The clock ticked down as Heather let out a sharp exhale of breath. As the numbers reached zero she began the next stage of her exercises. This time it was forty-five seconds of pulsing narrow squats and as usual they were not her favourite exercise. Coming late in her daily programme they had her leg muscles begging for rest. But wasn't that the point - no pain meant no gain. She powered on through - shutting out the discomfort and ensuring that she completed the exercise. At least that let her drop to her hands and knees but next up was thirty seconds of circles with each leg. These had initially been torture but now as all her work was bearing fruit she could do them with relative ease. She wished tomorrow's weight training was always so easy.
Her training regimen had started quite easily, three times a week. However, as time had passed her exercise program had increased and now she worked out every day. A rotation of specifically tailored exercises, her weight training and a continuation of the dance-fitness classes that she had always enjoyed so much.
Her love of dance had been a constant in her twenty-three years. Her first ambition had been to dance ballet and she had undertaken years of childhood training. The precision and control, the discipline leading to the joy of achievement. Ballet had given her much that otherwise was missing from an emotionally distant family and a world that only cared about the funds which would one day soon be hers for the spending.
She had loved ballet but time could be cruel. Ballet loved the long graceful line and as she had grown it had become very clear that her changing body and ballet were never going to get along. Curves were the problem, not least a tendency to the 'chunky' in the lower trunk. You only had to see pictures of the great ballerinas to know what the model was and to know, equally certainly, that she did not fit.
She had immediately given up ballet. Why do something if you weren't going to be the best at it? Maybe that was a bit of her grandfather's personality finding its way down to her. That had interested her and she had developed her existing passion for sociology and psychology - rather to the bemusement of her father. Still, it was a benefit of his negligence that she basically got to follow what paths she desired. He had his art galleries and yacht racing after all. You had to have interests when you knew that you would never need to work.
It wasn't as if she had become a lazy slob. She hadn't given up dance altogether. She really enjoyed her dance fitness classes but she had always had to be careful. Dancing built up the leg-muscles after all and she was naturally a little self-conscious about that. Maybe that hadn't been ballet's fault. Hadn't she been like most young girls - very aware of her changing body shape, very self-concious of her perceived failings and imperfections?
You might think that it would not matter at an all-girl school and an all-girl college. You would be wrong. Especially at the former the chance to judge someone else's appearance was a treat seldom neglected.
By the time she was in College she was at least fully-formed. Her body had developed so that her buttocks no longer seemed the only curves that she had. She could look in the mirror and not immediately wish that she looked radically different. Her first boyfriend had called her beautiful and that had felt really good. But it hadn't stopped him moving on as soon as she had given him what he wanted. Her second had said the same and he had hung around. Which was worse - because he'd been cheating on her. What Brett had really wanted had turned out to be her trust fund and that imminent inheritance.
She could see now that he had been a total shit - but she had loved him then. It meant the scars went pretty deep. She'd had some attention from young men but she'd always assumed that they knew who she was. Which meant she could see them for who they were. Men interested in dollars much more than they were in her. Once you were looking for the signs it became very easy to spot them.
She had decided not to encourage such attention. It was quite easy really. She had devoted herself to her studies and researches, had dressed for comfort and had not bothered with time-wasting foolishness like make-up. She'd still drawn some attention of course - just more proof that they were gold-diggers. She'd sent them packing real fast.
She'd got used to her life. A relatively solitary one focused around her time-consuming researches. A love-life was all very well but it was just not worth the pain. Perhaps one day she'd meet a guy who wasn't a total ass-hole. However, she hadn't been holding her breath on that one.
She knew what had been said about her. That she was more interested in women than men. That wasn't true - she knew that. When she thought or dreamed about such things she thought or dreamed about boys, well about men. Definitely not the blue-blood types though. They'd always struck her as weak and superficial and besides she'd already had quite enough of them.
It was just her luck that the men she did desire were those least likely to cross paths with her. Men with purpose, with real personalities, men who didn't have to brag or pose to catch a woman's eye. Around her she saw little men in big suits and sat behind big desks. That didn't impress her. What she did want had always seemed a little nebulous - vaguely defined by media and literature.
The trip to H-Town and the meeting with Harley had not helped. About the last thing she had needed was the discovery that her fantasies and desires were now focusing more and more on African-American men. Black guys were not unknown on her campus. George Fitch was a night-security man. There were also a couple of the maintenance crew whose names she didn't know. That was about it and none of those three were under fifty. The college was representative of the leafy suburbia that surrounded it in one way at least. Diversity was not a strong point.
Was that why she had taken up Harley's suggestion? If anyone had asked her she would most certainly have denied it vehemently. Harley was her best chance of accessing the sources she needed if she was to successfully expand her researches. Harley had required her to prove her dedication to the task. He had explained that no-one in the city would take an outsider seriously. They would lie to her just for the hell of it. She needed her credentials if she was to get anywhere. She needed to prove her seriousness, ultimately to them but first of all to Harley himself. What was it that he had said?
"I don't waste time on wannabes. Put in the time and I'll get you what you need."
Part of that had been writing the simpler parts of her thesis and forwarding it to Harley. He didn't seem the sort to read academic papers but she'd learned in a few seconds that Harley's requirements were non-negotiable. You wanted Harley's help then you played by Harley's rules. Well that was OK - up to a point.
The other part had been this exercise program combined with dietary recommendations. She had tailored the latter to her own situation somewhat - rather more Greek yoghurt and quinoa than pork and eggs - but the principle was the same. Fuelling her work-outs and allowing her body to recover and strengthen.
She sometimes wondered if that was a little of her grandfather showing through too. When she did something she wanted to do it right, to do it well and to finish the job. Was that why she hadn't dumped dancing altogether when ballet had let her down? Was that why she'd come to enjoy this gym work so much?
As challenges went, once the first couple of painful weeks were over, she had found it very easy. She liked to keep fit and she enjoyed exercise. Sitting at a desk all day researching or writing was not the way to a healthy lifestyle. But it was sometimes hard to find the time or the energy. She found that Harley's program had kept her going, had kept her motivated. She was not going to be beaten. She would prove that she wasn't just a dilettante, she would prove that she was serious.
The exercise regime had certainly had an effect. On her mind first of all - she felt good. She had come to relish that feeling of completing another work-out. The satisfaction of putting her muscles through their paces. It had also had an effect on her physique. She had felt minded to alter the program. There was an awful lot of concentration on the glutes and she hadn't ever really felt unprovided for in that department. She had thought about it but had always really known that she would stick to Harley's program. Wasn't that the whole idea? Proving that she had the discipline to follow the program?
So after more than six months the evidence was there for sure and it continued to develop as she completed the nine months. She knew girls who had personal trainers who devised exercise regimen for them - working on their strengths and weaknesses. Harley's program had very clearly worked on parts of her that she'd never really felt needed any help. She now had a pro dancer's toned muscular thighs and had undeniably built up her rear-end. Strange that she'd once felt so insecure about that. Now, instead of looking askance at it she began to relish it. It demonstrated all the hard work that she was putting into this project.
Her toned butt was the proof of all of those kettlebell squats and stiff-leg deadlifts. All of the lunges and work-out sessions, all of the sweat and dedication. Just as clear and obvious as the pile of papers on her research desk and the initial twenty thousand words ready to be sent off to Harley when he contacted her. Then, after that, she would send her work to Professor Solon, her supervisor. It seemed a little odd to be doing it that way round but Heather also knew that it just felt right and that it was the way that it was going to be.
***
She had questioned her common sense every mile of the short drive to Philadelphia where Harley had arranged to meet her for lunch.
'Why there?', she had messaged him.
'Your ground,' he had responded and then allowed her to pick the meeting place.
She decided to press home that little advantage. She doubted very much that he was a regular at HipCityVeg.
Watching him study the menu-board she knew that she was right.
"This shit might as well be written in Chinese," he finally admitted.
"Want me to order?" It felt good to have a little control over Harley. It felt even better when he smiled and nodded. This wasn't his strength and he wasn't afraid to acknowledge the fact. Wasn't afraid to pay the bill either.
"Best be good cos it ain't cheap. Dunno how a student ever got used to it."
"It's easy if someone else is paying." She watched him and saw him laugh to himself.
That was good too. She really didn't want Harley to know too much about her, especially about her financial situation. So long as he thought that she was the typical broke student then that was just fine. Well as broke as anyone at her college was ever likely to be anyway. His little laugh had been an acknowledgement of the hustle being played on him. Not annoyance - rather appreciation. She realised she had gone up a little notch in his estimation of her.
Not just for that reason either. Earlier at their meeting she had been aware of his eyes checking her out. As she'd led the way into the HipCityVeg she'd let her hips give a little roll. Made sure he had a chance to fully appreciate her reason for meeting him in her tight gym leggings.
Harley got up and returned with another plate-full. He gestured that she could take what she wanted but she demurred. She sensed that he didn't object. Harley was a big guy and obviously with appetites to match. The thought sent a little shimmering frisson through her followed up by its opposite, a spreading warmth of anticipation and desire. She knew when she'd last felt that - in Harley's spare room as she had heard Allie crying out her climax through the walls. Harley was a man of appetites and not only for food.
She was still slowly making her way through her lunch as Harley got down to business.
"I read that paper of yours girl. Got a quote on page 73 you put down to Garvey. Less'n they've swapped jobs I'm thinking it should be Cordelia's."
She tried to hide her surprise and knew by his little smile that she had failed.
"Also - I was wondering why you didn't ask Melissa about the festivals. You got any idea how much business she makes out of them? Gotta fit your theme because its literally catering to a multi-ethnic customer base." His eyes were holding hers as he spoke. Then he let them drop back to his plate as he took hold of his third vegan burger. "Just a suggestion mind."
It was a really good suggestion. Heather sort of felt embarrassed that she hadn't thought of it herself. She knew Professor Solon would have. She had to put that front and center of her 'To Do' List.
Harley chewed and swallowed a mouthful of his burger. "Otherwise it's pretty impressive - good to know you're the real deal."
That was nice to hear though tempered a little by the fact that Harley wasn't the most obvious judge of academic standards. However, to her surprise, he had made it clear that he had read her paper and read it thoroughly too.
"I followed the rest of your instructions too." She'd said it almost before she knew it, her voice sounding strangely rushed and anxious to earn his approval. That was not like her at all.
Harley chuckled and the sides of his deep brown eyes crinkled into little lines as he smiled. "Damn girl I knew that the first second I saw you. May not be a genius but some things I am a true expert on. You looking real fine where it counts." He paused. "Real fine everywhere it counts."
The warmth was in her cheeks now and she knew that she was blushing, knew that he knew it too. She understood how she was supposed to react to such comments as a modern woman. Especially to such comments from a man like Harley - a man so far from being her social equal. Worse - a Black man.
She knew all that and she immediately knew that she didn't care how she was supposed to react. She didn't feel offended and she didn't feel suspicious. Harley was just stating his opinion and his opinion was that she was hot! Why be offended? A real benefit of being Heather Cameron, heiress to the Cameron fortune, was that she really didn't have to care what anyone thought. Her opinion was what mattered - her opinion and the opinions of those she valued.
"To be honest I thought I was getting a little over-developed back there." She arched an eye-brow at him. Again a part of her couldn't quite believe what she was doing. Was she really angling for praise from a Black guy almost twice her age?
If she was then Harley wasn't reluctant to bite. He nodded and gave another of his low rumbling laughs. "Not sure that's possible. Anyways you white girls need a little work back there. You're lucky you could do it natural. Just a little effort and you got just what pleases a man."
She made a little face. "Or one man at least."
"Or one certain TYPE of man at least." He gently corrected her, that little smile still on his lips.
What did he mean? Men like him? Men with his tastes and preferences? Or did he mean...
"Which brings us on to what we here for. A little something that can do good for all of us. Get you the profile you need to talk to the people back home. Also, if'n you do as well as I know you could, get you out of college already debt-fee. Sound good?"
He wasn't to know that she'd never had any need for a student loan. She also remembered Fox and Cassius over in H-Town. Their style and surroundings were different but their occupation was the same. She wanted Harley's help but she didn't want it that bad. "I meant what I said about the club - I'm not interested in going near that."
"I hadn't forgotten girl - I'm not asking you to do anything you ain't comfortable with. Maybe we should go over to that park over there if we gonna talk business."
***
It was Spring and the weather was just seeming inclined to show it. It was bright and the heat of the sun was finally starting to be felt after the long cold months. Plenty of people were taking advantage of the moment and enjoying the blossoming open space. Harley and Heather walked along one of the wide paths - free of potential eavesdroppers.
"I had something in mind that could fit the bill. You ever heard of the 'TKB'."
It rang a bell, something from a while back. However, she couldn't quite place it. "Give me a hint Harley."
"It's a website offering certain opportunities and fitting a certain gap in the market." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small box. "Know what that is?"
She made a little face and not just because the answer was printed on the box for all to see. Was that what this was all about? "You mean its one of those Fan sites like...," she struggled to remember the name of the one that had been in the news.
"Nah, TKB is a sight more exclusive. Remember what I said about a certain type of man. That's a man who knows what he likes in a woman. He wants her to look like a woman - all the right curves in all the right places. He wants a woman that knows how to take care of herself, who likes to look good for the world and most of all for her men. He wants a woman that knows how to dress so she'll look good with her man, make him proud to show her off. That's what I like and that's what the men on TKB like."
Heather wanted to glance around her. Wanted to know if anyone was eavesdropping on all of this. Men weren't supposed to say this sort of thing nowadays. They were not supposed to be so blatant, so clear in their expectations from a woman.
"Best thing about it for you," said Harley, "is that you don't ever need to do more that you want to. Got girls on there that just appear on cam and chat to the audience, got others that like to put on a show via the challenge or otherwise, a few that like to give the crowd what the crowd wants. They only got to do what they are comfortable to do. But the rewards of course match the level of commitment. Shit tho, I've known girls just dress sexy and dance on cam and they've pulled in four figures over a few months easy. Do that and you'll have a name. I can show that to people and then they're a whole street more likely to take you serious. To give you some time and answer some questions."
"I see..." said Heather. She wasn't at all sure about this. What exactly did a 'show' mean and what exactly was 'the challenge'? Harley seemed to sense her uneasiness.
"You'd pick it up real easy as you went along. It's kinda like picking up money in the street and I'm sure as a student that can't be too bad a bad prospect for you. I'll be straight too - you make your green on sponsorship and the site takes its 25%."
Heather thought back to Harley's wheels and his place. "Would you just possibly be connected to that site Harley?"
Harley gave a little smile and let one eye-brow edge upwards. He'd expected her to ask the question and he knew that in reality he didn't need to answer it.
Now it all made a little more sense. However, there was no way that she could do such things on the internet. The internet never forgot. She was going to make the point when Harley reached into his pocket again.
"I know what you are thinking," and he held out his hand. In it was the mask from that evening almost a year before, the mask from Cassius's club. Or if it wasn't that exact mask then it was one exactly like it.
She reached out and took the mask. "These men - the men on the site - they pay to watch us?" Where did that 'us' come from? She wasn't sure but she saw Harley's pleasure at hearing it and understanding its implications. As naturally as naturally could be that pleasure meant she didn't want to retrace her steps and correct the 'error', the 'slip of the tongue.' What, in her subconscious she knew, had most definitely not been an 'error' or a 'slip of the tongue' but rather a manifestation of her deeper wishes and desires. She wanted to do this or was it just that she wanted to please Harley?



"It's not quite so simple as that," said Harley. "The membership of the site, those who can interact with our performers, are very select. We know what our performers want just as we know what our members like. We supply a service to our members but we don't expect them to pay for it. For the site to serve its purpose we need them just as much as the performers. So if they want to donate then that's fine but if they don't then that's just fine too." He paused and chuckled as he saw the bewilderment on Heather's face.
"You ain't getting it yet? We got our members but we also have subscribers and sponsors. For a fee, and not a small one, subscribers can watch the shows but can't interact with the performers. Sponsors come in for the higher-level performers. Some sponsor the girl while others sponsor specific shows or activities. You starting to understand?"
Not nearly she wasn't. Why would you pay for something that others were getting better and for free? She shook her head. "I just don't get it."
Harley gave her one of his little smiles as if he knew he had the clinching information still in hand. "This might help. Our members are men and women, rich and poor, local and world-wide. However, they are all verified for two things. First, they all share my taste in women and second they are all from the sort of men and women our performers prefer." With a meaningful gesture he tapped one dark finger onto the dark skin of his hand. "The subscribers and sponsors might share the first but they ain't got the second so they can pony up but they ain't got no chance with any of our girls." He paused again and that smile was still there, a mix of cunning and triumph. "Now you getting it?"
Now she got it. White girls, hand-picked white girls, performed for the pleasure of a Black audience. That was something but far from everything. It was all funded and maintained by white men, white men who could look but not interact, who could desire but knew that they could never touch. This was kink on a whole different level.
"You mean they pay for - nothing?"
Harley laughed out loud this time. "Not for nothing - its what they want. They want to be cucks - you know that word - but maybe they ain't got no wife or she ain't into all that shit. Maybe there's a performer who looks like their wife, or their P.A. or that girl they always fancied who they saw at the coffee shop. Or maybe if they really out there the performer looks just like their daughter. It don't matter to us. The only contact they get is the video feeds and the only contact we want is that sweet, sweet, green. As for numbers. We don't need to advertise but we do keep needing to upgrade the servers. You understand - there ain't no shortage of white boys with deep pockets and black-on-white fantasies. In fact it seems the deeper their pockets the more likely they are to come looking for something like this."
Heather could only gently shake her head again. However, that wasn't because she doubted what Harley was saying to her. The power of kink was eternal and seemingly limitless.
Harley's head moved close to hers so he could speak more softly. "Only one thing better than having a fine, fine, white bitch and that's knowing that some dumb cracka is paying for it all. Maybe only one thing better than performing for the Black man and that's having a load of red-faced white boys knowing that they ain't got no chance with you. Just like them three..."
Heather's glance followed his and she saw the three white college boys up ahead of them, walking the other way along the path. At the same moment Harley's body moved closer to her and she felt his arm around her. His hand found her hip, spread out to encompass her right buttock.
She was careful not to look at the three young men but she knew that their eyes were on her and she knew what they were seeing. A couple. Harley kept holding her close as they walked on and passed the group. Then on a little more as Heather imagined the men turning to watch them, seeing Harley's hand claiming possession of her. Seeing her body leaning into Harley's in willing acknowledgement, It was all just for show of course but that didn't stop it feeling really good, exhilaratingly good.
Harley's arms slipped from around her and he moved back a few inches away from her. His point had been made. Her response to his action had been eloquent. Not that he had been in any doubt - it was only her that had not yet understood.
"So what you think about my offer?"
"I'm not sure. I'm not sure anyone is going to want to watch me." They both knew it wasn't the paying audience she was worried about. It was the men that mattered, the Black men.
Harley gave a little relaxed laugh. "Something tells me that ain't gonna be a problem. One last thing - what name you gonna go by?"
"Name?" She genuinely hadn't even considered that.
"Not much point in the mask if you go by your birth-name. Nearly everyone has a performer name. Belle, GiGi, Layla, Brandy, Hollie - you get the idea. So what'll yours be?"
She felt put on the spot. "I don't know - what about... Monica?"
Harley considered a moment and then nodded. "Not bad, not bad at all and not a duplicate. Monica it is and so from now on, for me and everyone else on TKB, Monica is who you is."
Harley held out a hand and Heather took it. He brought his second hand up to surround hers in dark flesh. His smile was one of content satisfaction, of a job well done.
"I brought a set of kit along here for ya. Set the system up like it says. We'll have a trial in a couple of nights time and I'll tell you some tricks of the trade. Meanwhile, I'll bet your first month's money that you will draw plenty of attention. Deal?"
***
She couldn't pretend to be a technical genius but setting up the camera and linking it to her lap-top had proved surprisingly easy. The trial session had taken only a half an hour with Harley advising on her room set-up, her camera angles and showing her the chat and verification systems. It had seemed odd to sit in front of a screen showing her own face. Once they had ended their phone link she also had to get used to communicating by voice with words appearing on the edge of her screen. She saw in the left-hand bottom corner the figures 1/0. She already knew that meant 1 member and 0 subs watching. There were questions that had been nagging at her. What was she supposed to do and what was she supposed to wear? They were to the fore in her mind.
'Don't sweat it Monica. Just be yourself. Be ready at 8 on Thursday.'
She laughed to herself at that. He called her by a fake name and then told her to be himself. Maybe it wasn't such a bad thing though. Heather had certain restrictions. Monica could perhaps cut loose a little.
***
'Hey babe u looking fine!'
'Wanna move back a little so as we can see a little more. Cos we needing to see it ALL!!'
'Likin' you in that top & looking forward to seeing u without it.'
'Do luv me a white girl with fine titties.'
'Word on the titties man - this girl is blessed.'
'An in factuals them babies look like naturals. Fucking FINE!!!'
'Best thing about good-sized natch titties is they get real nice and ripe when the bitch is knocked up and then, once she got her little nigga, a trip to the Doc and she back nice and firm and bigger than ever.'
"Shit dude - you scare the girl off. Play it cool you hear.'
'Girl look too white-bread for what we wanting. Fuck it - hope she don't disappoint cos she as good as any for a long time.'
'Don't harsh it fucker - this girl NEEDS to do the challenge. May die of disappointment if she don't.'
'H - Up to her bro - up to her. But she even better in the flesh. Take it from me.' At least she knew who that one was - it was Harley. The other comments all seemed to be from different people and were scattered with various emojis and memes, a few of which were hardly obscene at all.
'You been holding out on us big man - this fine bitch already road-tested?'
'H - No - I ain't seen no more than you. This one's only been with white boys so far.' Heather's eyebrows rose reading that one - she could guess what the reaction would be.
'Poor bitch - don't she know where the real actions at.'
'Wasted on dem crackas - its a sorry thing.'
'So girl why u here if u a cracka's girl?
The comments had been appearing in the top third of the right-half of her screen. A series of screen-names meaning absolutely nothing to her. Each comment remained on screen for a minute and as the volume of comments increased or decreased the section of the screen showing them spread vertically. Below it was a second section where other comments flew past - almost unreadable at the best of times and totally so when the upper section expanded and cramped their space. That didn't matter. They were the subs chatting among themselves. Occassionally Heather would catch a comment or a word but she knew that the larger brighter comments of the members were the ones she had to pay attention to and respond to.
Except of course Heather did not respond. Everything she did on cam was done as Monica. It had seemed common sense to assume a new identity but there had been more behind it from Harley's point of view. Selecting a new name was part of the process. Performers took a new name and from that moment, consciously or sub-consciously, they were building a new persona. The woman on camera was a role that the performer played, a role seemingly distinct from their 'real lives'. Except of course that, with the best ones at lest, the role would expand and expand until it WAS their real life. Harley had seen it happen before but he could not arrange or ordain it. That had to come from inside the performer, a true self previously kept hidden and suppressed could burst forth and express itself. You couldn't predict these things but Harley had seen a look in Heather's eyes back at Cassius's club. Allie had seen it too, recognised it. There was a lot more to this girl than just her white-bread exterior.
Heather knew nothing about that. She just knew that from her first time in front of the camera for a real audience she felt different, felt strangely liberated. She knew that as Heather she could only be disgusted by some of the comments, outraged by the men's objectification of her, angered by some of the terms used, perhaps even scared by the men's desires for her. Their comments were intense, sometimes REALLY intense. It was easier to read them as Monica, to perform as Monica, to BE Monica.
Why had she picked Monica? She had no idea. It had just seemed to leap into her mind at her meeting with Harley. Besides it was as good as any other wasn't it? She'd done a school project once years ago on names and their meanings. Of course she couldn't remember anything much about it now. She certainly couldn't remember what Monica meant - at least she didn't consciously do so.
She was wearing her exercise top and three-quarter leggings as advised by Harley. Her audience had got a good look at her, at least in so far as her mask would allow, but now they needed some sort of show.
Harley's suggestion had been obvious and wise. Something that she did as a matter of course, something she could do without feeling self-confident about it. She set up her timer, stood up and then began a gentle warm-up. In thirty seconds the timer would sound and she would begin the first of her exercises. Just a half of her usual program but enough to send a message.
The bell sounded and 'Monica' took up her position, began her half-minute of narrow squats. Her exercises soon took her 'into the zone' but this time it was different. She was well aware that she was being watched, could see the comments scrolling up the big screen of her computer. In her rest periods she could quickly read a few, feel the blood in her face as she took in their comments about her body, her breasts, her backside. The men liked what they saw. This was exercise and also performance. In the gym that was Heather but here she was Monica. Even doing the same things there was a big difference.
Heather worked out to keep fit, to look and feel good. Monica was working out for the pleasure of her men. They enjoyed watching her and even more they enjoyed knowing why she was working out. She was working out to look good for them. A sudden thought flashed through her brain. 'I'm working out to be worthy of them - because my men deserve the very best I can be. I want to please them.' She kept stretching her muscles as she processed that thought. Maybe tomorrow she would set it aside and understand once more that she was only doing this as a means to an end. Maybe.
She'd moved closer to her screen now so she could read the comments more easily. She was certainly pleasing her audience. Just that they wanted her to ditch the mask - and the clothes. She felt the breath catch in her throat and not only from her exertions. Could she do that?
Another message appeared on the screen.
'H - Mask ain't hidin nuthin but her ID. She real fine under there. Today she needs it but soon who knows. Maybe we set a bounty on it - or make it part of the challenge.'
They liked that idea. Just at that moment Monica was amazed to discover that she liked it too. Once the camera was turned off, when she was Heather again, it would probably be different but the adrenaline was flowing through her body now. She felt good and she wanted her audience to feel good.
She looked down at the bottom corner of the screen and saw '22/57'. That meant 22 Members and 57 Subs were watching. Just watching her work out! That was crazy!!
'H - Anyone wanting to take out a guaranteed sub to Monica can do so from now. Usual rules and conditions apply.'
She'd get used to seeing that at least once every show. Harley acting like a carnival barker - calling up the contributions from her viewers. Just like the hat going round for a piece of street theater or the plate going round at church. It wasn't just about the money though. If they were ready to pay then that would be some kind of tribute wouldn't it? She imagined what Harley would say about it.
"Girl you fine enough to be a Black man's bitch. White boys want to see that then the mutha-fucka's gotta pay."
Monica smiled to herself as she finished the last of her third set of exercises. One thing was for sure she wouldn't be seeing any of the money from this first month. Harley had surely won his wager.
***
It turned out not to cost her too much. The first month of a girl on TKB, three shows a week, were free anyway. Little tasters to let the customers see what was on offer and to let the performer find out if this whole thing was for them. Monica didn't really care about that. She was having much too much fun. She loved watching the men react to her, she found that she loved being the center of their attention. It really amazed her how much she enjoyed it. It was an exhibitionist side to herself that she had never really suspected. Or perhaps Heather had never had it, perhaps it was a part of the new her, a part of Monica. Monica was much less self-concious, less frightened of making a fool of herself, less worried about how people might react. Monica wasn't afraid to show off a little.
Which was just as well.
The night before her second show she was called to the Porter's Lodge. George Fitch was on duty and saw her coming - a smile on his aging Black face. It amazed her that old George hadn't retired long ago - he had to be pushing sixty-five. It had never occurred to her that maybe the College Night-Porter didn't get paid enough to retire early.
"Miss Cameron - there's a package for you. Came Special Delivery."
She returned his smile. After all what did good manners cost. "Thanks George - I appreciate it."
"No problem Miss Cameron."
She turned to leave with her attention on the package. Meanwhile George's attention was subtly but most definitely on the girl's swing of her hips and her fine rear end. Didn't do to get caught looking but fuck it sometimes a man couldn't help being a man! He'd always thought she was a fine girl but over the last few months... Maybe it was his imagination but she just looked better and better. Thic in all the right places. Damn but she could fill out them pants! He felt a stirring - seemed she could help him fill out his pants too! Old George chuckled to himself. Made him a damn old fool didn't it. He collected some papers and got back to work.
***
The parcel turned out to be clothing and a note.
'Same show - this outfit. H'
She examined the clothes more carefully. It didn't take long because there wasn't much of them. A rather skimpy crop top and a string thong, There were also a pair of what appeared to be scarlet booty shorts with a note attached.
'Giving you these - but you know what the members want to see.'
She had a pretty good idea so she compromised. She started out in the crop top and booty shorts. Half way through she felt 'in the zone' and ready for some fun. she asked if they'd like to see her thong.
'H - Hold hard. Put a bounty on that. How much to lose the shorts baby?'
She quickly grasped the idea - this was a money-making operation after all. But how much? Ten bucks? No, not ten. Was a hundred too much? Probably - but she could always offer a discount later. "A hundred," she said.
She turned back as her timer sounded. Time for her next exer...
A large symbol flashed on her screen. 'BOUNTY RAISED.' It had taken, what, five seconds?
'H - Money's raised so lose those shorts Monica.'
It was so much easier as Monica, as the cam-girl. There was no need to hesitate or consider. She could just give her men what they wanted. She turned her back to the camera and gently eased her tight booty shorts down to reveal her toned pale round butt cheeks. The string thong meant she wasn't nude or anything but it still felt really daring and exciting.
There were 30 members and 129 subs watching. All the members were posting their comments and they were all along similar lines. They loved her phat white ass. Monica looked back over her shoulder and wiggled her butt for them.. They took that as encouragement.
'Fucking hot little bitch.'
'She fucking needing it - been denied it too long.'
'That fine whooty needs to be backn up ta my Big Black Dick.'
'Made for the Black man - sure as sure as sure.'
'How much to lose that thong - show us that pretty little pussy?
Monica turned and leaned forward to read the comments. There was a little more to the front of the thong but still not much. She'd had to trim down there and be real careful locating the thong to cover herself.
"Maybe - but maybe not tonight," she said with her sweetest smile.
She wasn't sure how they'd take that but it went down well enough. Maybe because they already knew what she was just now realising. This was too exiting, too exhilarating. She loved this much too much. In time she'd be giving them what they wanted. That had become a fait accompli in her mind without her ever really needing to think about it.
'Yo slacking girl - got a routine to do.'
So she did - and if staying decent in the crop top had been a bit of an issue then keeping the thong in place was a major concern! She knew they were all watching and hoping for that slip, that camera angle, that costume malfunction. However, she got through it. They'd be getting what they wanted but giving freebies wasn't part of the game.
***
After the show she chatted on the phone with Harley. He was real pleased. She asked him if she should have asked for a bigger bounty.
"Nah girl you a natural. Pitched it about right. Ain't a precise science. Thass why we keep the Challenge on a scale. Keeps it simple."
She wanted to ask about 'the challenge' but didn't. Instead she asked what she should do next.



"You watch them vids I sent ya?"
She giggled. "I think that might need a little practice."
"All about natural talent girl and you got it for sure. You'll soon get the hang of it and you gonna be worth watching anyway."
She knew the camera was still on her - knew he could see her blushing. "Any notes for my next show boss."
His gentle laugh came down the phone. "You need to be happy in yo' look but since I'm the boss..."
"Yes boss," she encouraged him, looking straight into the camera.
"Like the way you growing yo' hair, shoulder length suits you. Me I like auburn but that can be a little white-bread. Maybe you could think about going platinum or maybe fire-engine red. Whatever - so long as everyone knows it ain't natural. They ask about it and you'll know what to say. One more thing."
"Yes."
"For the future - trimmed real close is OK but this Black Boss likes his white girls shaved smooth. Nothing like seeing my Black cock sliding into a tight shaved white pussy. Somehow think I'm not the only Black man thinks that way. Got it?"
Her face was positively glowing red now. She could feel the blood pumping through her veins, the excitement at what Harley was telling her. The knowledge that he wanted to fuck her - that he WOULD fuck her when the time was right. He was confident that she would come to him and she wasn't at all sure that he might not be right.
"How did you know my size?" It was perhaps best to get the subject back onto clothes.
There was his little laugh again. "Experience and a real good eye. Size is easy. Tell me how far I am off. I'm saying you're 5'6", closer to 120 than 130. At times I think 36C but probably 34C. So close to 34-26-38. I got it about right?"
He'd got it startlingly close. "You're pretty much right Boss."
His low laugh teased her ears again. "Damn girl don't you know your Black Boss is pretty much always right. Got you feeling better than you ever have ain't I? Got that bank account of yours already filling up nicely ain't it? Got your Wish List up and I'll be sending along what the subs buy for you. That should help with some ideas. See you next time."
***
She watched Harley's suggested video clips several times and tried a little practice but was far from confident in her abilities in that field. Of course she knew how to dance and this was hardly complicated but on the other hand she had seen the dancers down at the clubs in H-Town. That was how the professionals did it and that was certainly a little out of her league.
The week's parcel collected from George Fitch had contained only one item of clothing. It was a dress - a very tight and thin dress. No-one had broken the bank on that one to judge by the material. She'd never worn anything similar in her life. It clung to her like a glove and didn't hide much - especially when she read the note enclosed from Harley.
'Notes for my finest new white girl.
- Dress sexy (nothing beats advertising)
- Never wear a bra (they too fine to hide)
- Skirts can't be too short or too tight
- Less clothing = more attention
- Wear the highest heels practical
- Be yourself and enjoy what you doing!'
She tried on the dress again taking his notes in mind. It did look better without the marks of her bra but her nipples were VERY evident through the thin fabric and as she noticed the fact she was aware that she couldn't help enjoying how much her men would like them. The thought of which just made those twin bulges in the cheap fabric even more pronounced.
***
'Hey now - thass what I'm talking about!'
'Now her do is as red hot as the rest of her.'
'Hey sweetness - loving that hair but I NEED to see that butt.'
'Shit man this little bitch has got to do the challenge. Need to see that fine donk getting PLOWED.'
'Don't need to see it, I need to FUCK it.'
'Get in line niggas cos this ho needs to belong to me.'
'Hey sweetness you get that do for us niggaz. U gonna do anything else for us?'
'Damn girl you know its hard times - u gonna give us all a treat?'
'Where u find this one Harley - she fine but she too damn shy! Ain't seen no white-girl titty or nothing'.
'H - Patience doggz. We all lucky to be getting what we get. She say she got a treat fo' us tonight'.
Well - that seemed to be her cue. She had been on screen for a few minutes, just reading their messages and getting herself in the zone. Inhabiting the character of Monica. That had started out as a concious effort but after a few weeks it had become a natural thing. The camera went on and she became Monica. She was no longer a privately wealthy researcher seeking an entry into the world of interracial erotic commerce. Instead she was the student looking to pay off her loan - a student who was not afraid to make her preference for African-American men known.
She blew a kiss to the camera. 'Hi honeys - how are you all doing! I'm going to do a half work-out and then if we have our bounty then I will show you what I've been working on the last couple of weeks."
The general response was that they all knew what they wanted her to show them. It was certainly true that of her three weekly shows the audience tonight was always the most, er, blunt. The most demanding. She didn't reflect on the fact that she tended to debut the new features of her cam show on just this night. It could only be coincidence right?
Working out in the dress was a challenge. It was clingy cheap material in some places and yet showed an alarming ability to ride up her body in others. What physics allowed for that? One thing was for sure - Harley had chosen this dress for her in the full knowledge of its properties. So far she hadn't flashed her audience but sooner or later it seemed likely to happen - especially if Harley kept raising the stakes. And Harley was most certainly going to keep raising the stakes. She liked teasing the men but, at the end of the day, if they were going to get an eye-full wouldn't it be better to do it on her own terms.
'H - Bounty on the new show feature. Wanna see Monica twerking. Thass a cool $250.'
'Don't keep us waiting - make them pledges you cracka bitches.'
The latter seemed to be her members' considered opinion but its expression was hardly necessary. The 'Bounty Achieved' message was flashing even before Monica had concluded her dumb-bell squats.
Monica had seen the dancer at the Embassy Club. She had also studied the videos that Harley had sent her. The dance didn't exactly seem complicated but there was a real knack to it. She had filmed her daily practises over the last couple of weeks and she was improving but...
"Right guys its time. Now just remember that I'm new to this and I've only got a white-girl butt so, well, here..."
'H - Sent you a music file - special request from 'HardBBC11forMonica'. Little something he made for you.'
She'd had some music selected but it was really just a matter of a solid beat. Besides it was actually quite pleasing that one of her members had laid down some music for her. That choice of name was very flattering too. Appallingly sexist and a terrible case of sexual objectification of course but, well, that stuff didn't seem to matter when Monica was on cam.
Monica kicked aside her chair and made herself plenty of room in front of the camera. The lens was a good one and took in most of the room but she wanted them to enjoy this.
She leaned forward and clicked the file.
Well the music certainly had a beat and it was VERY loud. She thought about pausing to turn it down but what the heck. She was in performance mode now and that didn't allow for hesitation or moderation. She strutted around in front of the camera, moving her shoulders to cause her breasts to shake. She was clothed of course but she didn't need to look down to know that this dress would be showing all the curves and all the jiggle. Just like she was pretty sure her audience liked it.
They weren't here for that though. They were here for some white-girl twerking. So she took up position, leaned forward and moved her hips from side to side. Then she placed her hands on her thighs and stuck her butt out just as far as it would go. Time to show what she had picked up in two weeks of practise. She began working her butt from side to side and up and down, then to tense and relax the muscles in each butt cheek. She couldn't see how it looked or the reaction so she just hoped that this was going well. She got as deep as she could and really worked her booty just like the girls had done in the videos. She had assumed the music sent her was instrumental but suddenly the vocals cut in.
'Fine white bitch she teasing the hood
Fly white bitch she know she look good
Fine white bitch she teasing the hood
Fly white bitch giving all the niggaz wood.'
Shake that ass, little bitch, finest I seen,
Shake that ass, little bitch, time you earn that green,
Shake that ass, little bitch, shake it some mo'
Shake that ass, little bitch, prove you a ho'
Work it like the flyest ho we ever see
Work it like you know how its gonna be
Work it like you ready to set yo'self free
Work it real hard to get that Black D.'
Show us right now how much you want it
Show us right now how much you need it
Show us right now just how you'll earn it
Shake that ass, little bitch, and take this Black D.'
In verse three Monica felt the treacherous material of her dress start to shift. The tension of her thrusting out her butt cheeks had been keeping it in position but the beat and those lyrics had sort of got to her and she'd given a particularly vigorous thrust. Now the material was shifting and riding up with every movement she made. Stopping and adjusting her clothing just was not an option. Besides, she had to admit, she knew her guys would love this and that she loved the idea of them loving it.
With each movement the material rode up and she felt the air on another inch or so of her flesh. From a dress the material formed a mini-skirt and then a micro-skirt and then it was bunched up around her hips. Monica just kept working it, just like the song said, she had to earn her green, she had to work it like she was earning... Well, everyone knew what she was doing here. It also proved how smart Harley was because without a full shave she would have looked terrible in this tiny thong.
Setting up her room so that it looked like the archetypal financially-challenged student's room. The frankly tedious process of getting her hair color changed - something she had never imagined bothering with before. Nine months of solid working out and two weeks of dedicated twerkology. It all just proved the old saying true. Success lay in the preparation. Monica knew that her men were fucking loving this show. She knew how they had cheered on every inch that cheap tawdry dress had ridden up over her thighs. She knew their reaction to the fact she ended up just sticking her near-naked butt right at the camera and trying out all the moves she could. The biggest feeling that she had about it all was pure joy. The excitement and passion of pleasing her men, of showing them what they were here to see, what they joined up to see. Monica. Her.
She knew that Harley had been right. To really understand you couldn't be standing around observing from the sidelines. To really understand you had to be a participant, part of it, a player. It sent the blood and the exhilaration blasting through every part of her in a way that was nothing like anything she had felt before. She was breathing hard by the time the music finished and she could turn to face the monitor.
The first thing she saw, of course, was her own face. Monica's face It had to be Monica because cautious mousy little Heather had never looked like this. Her eyes sparkled through her mask with excitement, her cheeks were flushed with effort and exuberance, her smile was that of a genuinely happy young woman.
'The messages scrolled up her screen - fast, almost too fast to read. They all had a similar theme. She hadn't been wrong. Her men had FUCKING LOVED it. It took a minute for someone to post what, in hindsight, was inevitable.
'Wass the bounty for a repeat - without the thong?'
'Fuck yeah - dig deep cracka muthafucksas cos us niggas need to see that pussy.'
'Stop fucking around Harley - name the bounty on yo' bitch.
'H - Not my decision. Ask Monica.'
'What it be you fine little ho - gonna dance for us the way we want it?'
They weren't hiding what they wanted and Monica pondered her response. She wanted to repeat her performance and she knew that she would - every show for the foreseeable future. She also knew something else. She knew how intense it would be to perform as they wanted, without the thong. She found that she was not totally averse to giving them what they wanted - except no free gifts would be involved. Girls like Monica didn't just give it up for free. Besides - the dress had caught her by surprise last time. She was confident that she could adjust her moves and make sure it always seemed to be about to ride up but never did!
"I'll do a repeat without the thong but the bounty is..." She had been going to say 450 but fuck it. "$1000".
'H - Hey now - lets make it $2000.' Oops, thought Monica, seems I priced myself a little low. She giggled to herself.
'Fuck that Harley - you said the bitch set the price. So its $1000.'
'Yeah look at the little ho laughing - she can't wait to show us all she got.'
'Set that fucking whooty free - what you useless white cucks playing at.'
'H - A deal for you all. $1000 for the repeat. $2000 and she does the whole song twice and with no interruptions.'
Now that changed the playing field a little. That would be getting on for eight minutes of dancing and twice the chances for things to get out of control. She imagined the feeling of that dress riding up her body without the knowledge that a thong was covering her... modesty. Again she felt that needle-point sharp surge of excitement, of exhilaration. The knowledge that Harley had set the rules - that she would dance until the song had played through twice. That she would probably give her men a view they had been wanting since they had first seen her.
Probably. Later she would think back on the importance of that word in the equation. Harley knew his trade. He knew she might not agree to just strip for her audience. However, if she danced just right then the dress would surely stay where it belonged. She would make $2000 and show them only a fully-clothed twerk. He wasn't to know that the money meant nothing to her. Which raised the question of why she had agreed to his terms. Her researches - yes. However, it was not her researches that made her feel that way as she watched the messages scrolling up her screen, as she waited for the notification that - ridiculous as it seemed - she knew would come.
It didn't take seconds this time but it also didn't take more than a couple of minutes.
'Bounty achieved'.
Monica took a deep breath and took up her position in front of the camera. This would have to be done exactly right. At that moment she felt the material of her dress shift a little against her thigh. It hadn't done that the first time and she realised that, after the first dance, the level of friction keeping her dress in place had clearly reduced. This second time it would move with far less provocation. At that moment she knew that the game was rigged. Her members were going to see what they wanted to see. She knew it and she felt her breath catch, had to consciously remember to breath in and out. Had to settle herself.
Not for one second did it enter her mind to shut off the camera, to refuse to dance for them. She had come to relish her shows, the reactions of her members. It was all so different from her life as a studious researcher. It was intense, exciting and the more she felt this way the more she wanted more. This was a big step and she knew it. However, she did not hesitate.
She had never had any real interest in taking drugs but she reasoned that maybe this was what it was like. Between 'hits' you craved the next one, with each 'hit' you needed a stronger one. It was only natural that her audience would want more. Once you did a show they had seen it. Once they had seen it a few times they wanted fresh visual stimulation. They wanted more. They would always want more. Heather had understood that from the first - had prepared herself to set barriers. However, now it was Monica running the show and Monica had come to crave the raw excitement of risking pushing those boundaries, of potentially destroying them altogether.
Finally she took a deep breath and started the music on repeat. At first it was easy because, just as before, she started slowly. She allowed herself to get into the rhythmn with smooth and careful movements. It was all perfectly controlled - her years of ballet training contributing to her precision. She was not cheating her viewers but she would not play the game to lose. The soundtrack kicked up a beat and Monica responded in kind. Bending her knees lower and twerking harder as the music flowed through her. The lyrics rolled out of her speakers and she had her hands on her knees, her butt thrust out and jiggling for all it was worth. At any moment she expected to feel the material of her dress start to shift. Her movements were automatic now as her mind was fully focused on detecting that first sensation, that first knowledge that she was going to flash her pussy to her audience. Was that anticipation fuelled by dread or desire. At that moment even she could not have said with any certainty.
The music rolled to a close and there was a second or two of pause before she knew that it would begin again. She resumed her starting position facing her screen and glimpsed a few comments.
'Sweet white pussy can dance - no doubting that.'
'Yeah but she holding back - she just a fucking tease.'
'Nah - you'll see - she just building it up. She won't let us down.'
'Fuck she got my dick fucking hard - need to see that pussy.'
'Bitch was made to please the niggas. No frontin.'
'Just like your song says man - she was made to please the Black man.'
'If she ain't just teasing for the green - guess we find that out now.'
The music had just resumed and she had already begun her slow movements as she was reading those last comments. She felt the pulse of excitement flowing through her fuelled by the dance, the music and the knowledge that her viewers wanted her. Her mind again flashed back to the Embassy - to the Latina dancer. Dancing on stage surrounded by an audience of Black men, knowing that every one of them desired her. Seeing the money thrown in tribute to her beauty and performance. There was no screen between her and her men, no mask hiding her identity from them. Monica felt the visceral surge of passion, of desire, of wanting. The Latina had not built her reputation by holding back.
Even before the vocals kicked in Monica had bent as low as she could, thrust out her back-side and vigorously twerked for all she was worth. No-one was going to accuse her of holding back, no-one was going to be able to claim that she was just teasing them. She moved to the beat, shaking her butt and going at her dance just as hard as she could. Suddenly the song seemed longer than before. The first mild sensations of fatigue began to kick in, the first slight lack of precision in her movements.
The dress was surprising her. Some moments it had seemed ready to ride up at the slightest excuse. However, it had not actually done so. It seemed stretched beyond endurance at times and yet it held. Finally she heard the vocals begin. One line struck home -
'Fine white bitch she teasing the hood.'
There was no denying it. She knew what every pair of eyes watching her show wanted to see. They all knew that at any moment they could get what they wanted. However, so far they had not. If that wasn't 'teasing' then what was?



'Shake that ass, little bitch, prove you a ho'.
Monica knew the music was about thirty seconds from its end. She placed her hands back on her knees and began to push her tiring muscles into one last intensive round of twerking. She suddenly thought that if she moved her right hand marginally she could touch the bottom of her dress and break its contact with her thigh. The result would be inevitable. In this posture her dress would immediately ride up her body, expose her butt and pussy to he world. It all happened in a fraction of a second. Her hand did not move but the thought had taken her concentration and caused her to shift her right foot a fraction of an inch further out than it had been before. In that same instant she felt the material of her dress shift, the coolness of the air strike her newly-exposed skin. She felt the dress bunch around her hips before she could have reacted. Even if she had been so inclined to react. Hadn't she taken her bounty? Wasn't she required to complete her task?
So she did. She kept up her twerk with her now bare butt and pussy pointed right into the camera. She ignored her now half-naked condition and danced as if nothing had happened. Her members had earned their reward. Her subscribers had got what they had paid for. She didn't know how she would feel in the morning but just now she felt just great! When the music ended she gave two or three last deep twerks and then finally straightened up and turned back to her screen.
The numbers in the bottom corner of her screen told her that 44 members and 250 subs had watched her little show. She thought to herself that maybe she should have advertised. As the flurry of comments finally slowed she saw Harley post along similar lines.
'H - Remember, this fine piece of ass is back on Thursday and she'll be doing a repeat twerk. Spread the word cos you know how good this is.'
'She gonna be in the same dress?'
Monica had just about got her breath back after her exertions. She finally eased her dress back down over her hips and thighs before taking her seat and leaning into her mic.
"The same dress and the same music. I really loved that. Thank you so much 'HardBBC11forMonica.' Its great to have such talented and appreciative members. I really loved your lyrics - does anyone else know any similar songs. Lyrically I mean - those words sort of hit the spot." She giggled for them. "Make sure they are 'urban' - I'm developing a taste for all things 'urban' and please make sure they are all by Black artists. I can't be wasting my time on white boys."
Her members liked that too but a strange thing happened. After a few posts 'MonicaLover9' just typed.
'Challenge! Challenge! Challenge!"
Quickly the screen filled up with the same three words - each set accompanied by a different member name.
'H - I'm hearing you but remember this one is pretty much a newbie.'
'Yeah Harley but you never found a finer bitch than this one.'
'See her eyes through her mask when she finished dancing. She up for this.'
'Yeah she a natural. Get with the program Harley.'
'I been counting Harley - she got 42 requests for the challenge. Only ones not in is you and 'FlyGuy69'.
'What the fuck FlyGuy?'
FlyGuy69 responded. 'Fuck bro I was taking a dump. What happened?'
'Monica been flashing that booty and that sweet, sweet, pussy. She challenge material?'
'FFS. You frontin me? Get that chassy doin the challenge NOW.'
'How about it Harley - we up for this?'
'H - Enjoy the shows for the rest of the month. Then we'll see. Anyone want to nominate Monica then let me know - any subs feeling like being a sponsor for our girl here then do the same.'
It felt a little weird to sit there and just watch the words scroll up her screen - discussing her. Being the only child of the Cameron fortune meant that since she had become an adult she had never really been anything but totally in control of her lifestyle and choices. That would not really change now. She could turn her cam off right now and never return to it. She could refuse to follow her members' suggestions at any time. Most of them thought that she was a penniless student but nothing could have been further from the truth. At the end of the day she was never going to be forced to do anything that she wasn't ready to do.
She knew that. She knew that but...
It was exciting watching the men talk about her. It was intoxicating - that was the word she had to keep coming back to. She had drunk alcohol and had once smoked from a joint, though otherwise drugs had never been of interest to her. Those were supposed to be intoxicants but they had nothing on this. Was it weak of her? The fact that these men's attention and approval gave her such pleasure. The fact that she derived such satisfaction from bringing them pleasure. It was really a very new experience for her. Her experience with her past boyfriends had certainly not prepared her for it.
Tonight's time was up. After closing her show she usually waited to see if Harley would post her some 'notes' or a comment. Tonight, however, she had something to ask.
"Harley - when are you planning on telling me about this Challenge?"
'Not sure I was - but tonight I saw something in that performance there. A performer has either got it or she hasn't. You have surely got it. You know they got a Discord?'
That made sense.
'Well a certain hot little piece has been getting a lot of attention over there. After tonight she'll be getting a whole lot more. You'll see what I mean. But don't let them rush you. This is like a fisherman with his line in the water. You got to play the lure a little to make sure of the catch. Like a fine meal prepared by a five-star chef. You want to savour every moment, every texture, every flavour and then you want to come back for more.'
Which was all very well but was she supposed to be the fisherman, the lure or the catch?
A new message appeared. 'I been hanging fire. Generally you would accept the Challenge and then I'd wait to get 50 sponsors to cover expenses. Just that with you I know I'd get them quick as snapping my fingers. Things are good - why rush? That's my thinking. But maybe others ain't so patient.'
'"So when are you going to tell me?" She repeated with a smile.
'Let me think on it'
***
'I was particularly impressed by your section on the various festivals and their impact on inter-ethnic commerce. The potential benefits and tensions were sensitively and intelligently explored. Aside from the minor corrections that I outlined earlier then I am happy to proceed on this basis." Professor Solon inevitably paused to push his spectacles back up his long beak of a nose. Yet again Heather wondered why he didn't get a pair that fitted properly.
"Have you made any progress in establishing sources for the main thrust of your researches?" A pair of bushy grey eyebrows shot up as the Professor scrutinised her across the video-link. "Also, are you happy to retain the original timetable because I am happy to transfer your research programme to my institution now if that would be convenient."
Heather felt a thrill of pride. Praise from Professor Solon was something to be cherished. The confirmation that she would be accepted as an external scholar of his prestigious Oxford institute was not a surprise but was still very exciting. Very necessary too - her new studies would certainly not be approved of by her current all-female base. Her cam activities would impress them even less if they ever suspected them. It was just as well that she had lived a little off campus since graduating.
"I feel that I have established a good working rapport with my source H. He is already giving me an invaluable insight into his world. I am still working on establishing my credentials with regards to other performers in this particular area of business."
"Tell me Miss Cameron, would you regard them as your sources of information or would you regard them as 'fellow performers?'" The Professor had picked up on her wording.
"I... I, I'm not sure. I started doing this as a means to an end but I... I'm not sure how to say it." She had never met Professor Solon in person, only over these video links. She didn't know how to express how she felt. Could she tell him about Monica, about the persona that she adopted, no - that she became, when she was performing?
"What you thought was a necessary evil has perhaps turned out to be less than a chore." The Professor's eyebrows shot up again. "I think that is indeed fortunate. I suspect that workers in this field have a finely-tuned, how do you Americans put it, 'nose for bullshit.'" Solon chuckled and his glasses slid down his own nose yet again. "The more authentic you are the more successful I suspect that you will be. The more able to represent a generally unrepresented and ignored community. You are doing splendid work Miss Cameron. Keep it up and we will talk again."
***
She had practised a little between her performances. The dress was not entirely reliable but by show-time she was reasonably confident in her ability to control it. Just the right flex of her back and twitch of her buttock could send the dress sliding slowly up her body in a very pleasing reveal. From the first time that she had managed it she had just known how her audience would love it. With practise she knew that the effect could be reproduced effectively at will.
Meanwhile she had another cause for relief that she no longer actually lived on the campus. Her audience had been sending her music tracks, via Harley. Certainly not the sort of music you necessarily wanted to share with a room-mate. The performers certainly were not shy about saying what they liked and what they wanted. A little like her members! She carefully selected two with an appropriate tempo and lyrics for her next performances.
They went as well as she had hoped. Her new little trick secured a gloriously well-timed 'reveal' on the Thursday show. The next was a little less controlled since her dress scooted up to her hips during the first track. It hardly mattered. She danced on and her men loved it.
By the end of the third show the figures in the corner of her screen read 244/4572. That took a little getting used to! She had no idea that the network was so large. There were thousands paying money to be part of this? Paying just to see her and others like her. Paying in the knowledge that they could not interact? It was quite something. The other figure was lower but perhaps meant more. Harley had told her that the members were carefully screened and selected. There were never more than 300 American members. That 244 had chosen to watch her show was a real boost to her confidence. These men were true connoisseurs in their field.
Things calmed down a little over the next couple of weeks. She performed her three cam-shows every seven days and each week collected a parcel sent to the College porter's office. The first week featured a new work-out outfit. It didn't reveal anything but it certainly did not hide her curves. She felt sexy while able to suggest that her past more revealing performance had been an accident or a one-off. Something told her that her audience didn't believe that, she certainly saw enough comments to prove that they hoped that it was not true.
She tended to time her collection of her parcels for the early evening. It just seemed more appropriate that she collected them from George Fitch, the only African-American who she actually came into semi-regular contact with in real life. He, of course, had no idea what was contained in the parcels that he handed over every week.
"Not such a big parcel tonight Miss Cameron." Indeed it was quite small. She knew the gifts each week had been selected by her members and purchased by her subs. Of course the size of the parcel did not necessarily reveal its value - or its interest. Heather gave George a smile and a pleasant 'thank-you', she believed in being polite and knew that not all the student body followed suit, especially where George was concerned. So she was always careful to show the Night Porter the respect that every person deserved.
When she got back to her place she opened the package and saw its sole contents. A lace mask and a note.
'Up to you. H.'
She went to her mirror and put the mask on. It covered about an inch above and below her eyes, but being lace it did not cover even that area completely. Looking into her mirror she could clearly see that it was herself looking back. However, the lace did disguise her to some extent. Only someone who knew her well would be able to identify her. No-one who had seen her in this mask would then immediately identify her in the real world. It still just about protected her anonymity but did so in a far less obvious way. Just about. Wearing this mask increased the risk of being caught out - not by much but it undeniably did. Looking at her wearing it anyone would believe that if they looked in just the right way they would see her clearly. She felt a little thrill of excitement run through her.
***
She wore her new mask for her next show. It was actually much more convenient because it moulded to her face better and was held by light elastic loops on her ears rather than having straps tied around her head. It was also lighter and she liked the fact that the lace of the mask was black. It accentuated the contrast with her own skin-tone and blatantly emphasized how much of her face could be seen beneath it. The more she saw herself on screen in it the more she preferred her new mask.
She was not alone in that. Her members preferred it to - though she knew they wanted the mask gone altogether. Harley said most performers started with a mask but most dropped it after a while. After their bank accounts had padded so far they reasoned that they could afford any identification and resultant damage to career prospects.
Heather had been very practical. She had set up a separate bank account with a minimal deposit and had made sure her cam payments were forwarded there. She wasn't quite sure what she would do with it since money had never been an issue for her and was frankly never likely to be. However, it had surprised her quite how much money had come in. She had expected perhaps a few hundred dollars to accumulate but it had rapidly moved into the thousands. It seemed she was rather good at this - it was really quite flattering in a way. Perhaps that was why she had decided not to press Harley about the contacts she needed for her researches. Not just yet.
Instead after a couple of weeks in the new mask she decided to approach him on another issue.
"Harley - are you ever planning on letting me know about the Challenge?"
There was a pause on the other end of the phone-line and then he spoke. "I like to let the momentum build behind a performer before she goes there. We're getting close but I reckoned we could still make a little more before we stepped it up. After all, you ain't even done an unboxing on camera yet. Maybe we'll see how that goes."
***
This box had been large and with a distinctive lion-head print on one side of it. It was clearly from a firm down in H-Town that Harley had reused. George had even offered to carry it for her but she had declined. She was, after all, about forty years younger than him and after all her training she might even be stronger.
She was a little annoyed with herself that she hadn't thought about unboxing on camera before. An issue with the shows was that you had to keep them fresh. Repeating a show across the week was OK but if you just kept doing the same thing then it only stood to reason that people would lose interest. In fact, she would lose interest. Doing her shows was exciting and invigorating, it scratched a performing itch that she had always had but seldom been able to satisfy. It also, though she knew it was shallow to admit it, really felt good. Knowing that her members enjoyed watching her - knowing that her members found her desirable, found her sexy. She didn't want that feeling to go away, she didn't want this to become routine or worse a chore. Changing outfits or routines helped a little but she was always looking for something fresh and unboxing was so obvious. How had she missed it!
It fitted into her show really well too. After a vigorous dance to 'Junk in the Trunk' and 'Whooty turned out' she was frankly happy to get a sit down and she placed the box on a table in front of the camera. Standing to its side and also on camera she unsealed the box and then lifted its lid. First out were some packing materials and then a package from a boutique Philadelphia chocolate store. She remembered mentioning them as a favorite. Underneath one box of bonbons was another of their delicious strawberry lemonade truffles. She blew the camera a kiss and thanked the anonymous donor.
Next up was an outfit. It seemed to be a nurse's outfit but she suspected that it wouldn't be acceptable uniform at any working hospital. A glance told her that this one would be showing enough leg and cleavage to make her a serious risk around any male patient with a weak heart. She would see how it looked on her and hopefully it would be good for a future show. Once again she smiled at the camera and thanked her donor.
Beneath it was a smaller package containing what could only be described as three postage-stamp sized pieces of material. She couldn't help laughing as she flourished them at the camera.
"Wow guys, I mean these are tiny. If I'm wearing these I might as well not be wearing anything." She paused and read their responses. Seemed they'd settle for the latter if she didn't like her new gift. She raised her eyebrows and gave a little shrug. "Well I've got to confess I've never really been one for bikinis let alone this kind of, er, micro. You guys wouldn't really want to see me in this would you?" That gave her a couple of minutes to read their comments and respond. That was fun - it always was. Her members were nothing if not direct in stating what they liked and what they wanted. At the moment that was apparently 'her' on both counts. It might be shallow of her but she didn't care. She really enjoyed that attention, that male attention. It made her feel good, it was exciting and affirming. It blew far into the past the feelings of insecurity instilled in her by her past romantic experiences. No matter how shallow it might seem she knew how much she needed that.
She gave a slightly exasperated laugh at the next item. A long box that was decorated with the face of an African-American man. The front of the package was clear so that she could see the contents. She pulled it out of the larger box and examined it for the cam's benefit. She wasn't quite sure what to say.
She finally settled for, "Wow, err... that is pretty big."
Maybe not an Oscar-worthy acceptance speech but there was no denying that it was indeed big. She undid the package and removed her gift. It had to be a foot-long, impressively thick and moulded very realistically. She weighed it in her hands and shook her head a little.
The package had proclaimed, 'Moulded from the Original' and 'Life-Size'. Apparently this was a sex-toy replica of the 'equipment' of a porn star named Julius Flint. She couldn't say that she had ever heard of him but if the representation was accurate then it seemed to her that he was probably in the right profession! She'd have said it was ridiculous judging from her old boyfriends. However, she remembered that back-room of a club in H-Town. She had seen Cassius across the room and she had sat right next to Harley. They might not have quite matched 'Julius' but they were near enough to prove that the replica could be far more realistic than she would ever have believed.
She held the toy up to the camera and couldn't help noticing that it was almost as thick as he fore-arm. "Thanks guys - but I might have to work up to this." No kidding!



That left two remaining items. The first was a pair of yoga pants - the sort that clung very tightly to all a girl's curves. She knew her men liked her in them but this pair had a strange design reproduced all over them. Like the symbol on a suited spade playing card with a 'Q' contained in each. That wasn't political was it? She held the yoga pants up in front of the camera.
"You want me to wear them next time?" The responses were ready.
'Nah - you wear them when you earned them.'
'You ain't ready for them yet - you got to be certified QOS.'
'They for inspiration you hear girl.'
'H - Look up the QOS Monica when you got time. Meantime there's still one more item...'
There was indeed. A sealed envelope. She fished it out of the box and tore it open. She shook the contents into her palm and gave a little uncomprehending smile.
It was a pack of playing cards.
Her screen immediately registered messages, a long stream of excited messages. Most saying just one word or a small phrase or just a smiley face. All of them indicating pleasure or excitement. She still didn't understand.
'H - We take a break for twenty. Me & Monica got things to discuss.'
Her screen went black, meaning that Harley had cut the visual and audio link from his end. The messages kept on scrolling up her screen.
'You think he gonna ask her?'
'Well he ain't talking about the fucking weather!'
'Never really thought she'd go for it. She too whitebread.'
'Shows what you know. You ain't seen how she look at the camera? She fucking loves it.'
'She so fucking fine - maybe she need the green?'
'Know what I need - that bitch doing the challenge.'
'Fucking A, this one is a fucking natural.'
'Got what it takes for sure - so long as she got the style.'
'True - plenty of pretty girls out there but not so many got what it takes.'
'This one got it then she might be as good as we ever had.'
'No might about it from where I'm looking.'
The messages kept on spooling, discussing her and what her 'decision' would be. She knew Harley had let them continue to display for her and she knew Harley was leaving her this couple of minutes in the knowledge she would read them.
What was her reaction? Excitement and curiosity for sure. However there was also something else. She did these shows for a reason - to establish her credentials, to assist in her researches. However, by staging her three shows a week she had re-discovered her love of performance. She had come to look forward to the metaphorical curtain rising, she had felt the pleasure of live audience reaction and approval. As means to an end went it had worked out really well. She sensed Harley knew that, she had come to respect his perspicacity in such matters. That was how she knew what he was doing now. Letting her read the comments before...
She reached for her phone and at that moment it rang. She smiled as she opened the connection. Harley wasn't the only one who could read folk!
"Hey baby - still want to know about the Challenge?" Harley's voice was deep, resonant even through the phone's speaker.
"Of course," she responded.
"Well its real simple. In this game there needs to be a sense of variety, of unpredictability. Otherwise things get stale, the water comes off the boil. Your numbers been holding up real well but sooner or later..." He paused a moment. "So a while back we came up with the Challenge. Idea I got from a friend of mine down in the Capital. Sort of separates the real thing from the wanabees you know what I mean. I saw you got the deck of cards. 52 cards and two jokers - that right?"
"Uh-huh," said Monica. She wanted him to go on - her curiosity was thoroughly engaged.
"Challenge has ten stages and each stage - initially at least - has fifty-two tasks selected. Each task is represented by a card. You draw the card and that is your task. Complete the task and there is a remuneration from your sponsors. Once you complete five tasks or if you draw a joker you step up to the next level. Things start off pretty easy - in fact you're really through the introductory level already - but as you move on up things get a little more spicy, a little more challenging and a lot more profitable. You liking the sound of what I'm laying down?"
"What exactly are we talking about here?"
"You mean the tasks or you mean the green?"
She thought about her answer. For Heather it would be the former, for Monica the latter might be just as important. "I mean both."
"On the tasks its the same as ever. You don't got to do anything you don't want to do. So you get two chances to 'pass'. The third strike and you are out of the game, a loser. You can still do shows if you wish but naturally the interest will have declined some. Thing about this business is you always have to be fresh and on your game because there's always a girl or ten coming up behind you and wanting to take your place and your subs."
"Talking of which..."
His low laugh on the other end of the line cut her off. "Talking of which. Next stage up you get a ten-spot for every task done, stage after that a Benjamin, after that $200, after that $500, keeps going up through the ten stages. I got sponsors lined up for you for at least five stages and once this is rolling the rest won't be a problem. You've drawn plenty of interest."
He was not to know, of course, that money was little or no incentive for her. However, a few moments silence perhaps told him that it was not enough.
"You telling me coming out of college debt-free ain't a pleasing prospect? That the green that's been turning up every month ain't welcome? Well - when it comes to proving your worth there ain't nothing quite like the Challenge. Once you progress a-while there ain't a contact down in the Capital or here won't know that you are the real thing. You work out as good as I'm thinking you can and that name of yours will be a passport and recommendation for anyone and anywhere in the lifestyle. Understand?"
She understood and it surprised her. Not the fact that Harley was trying to talk her into this. He knew his business and he was sure that this would be a profitable venture for both of them. He had certainly been depositing cash in the account she had set up for Monica's webcam earnings. Not a huge sum each month but enough to mount up. Enough to be very useful if she truly had been a struggling student. He didn't seem to be robbing her or at least, if he was, he was being subtle enough about it that they could both still earn.
All of that was not what surprised her. No, it was the fact that before Harley raised the matter she had not even remembered the ostensible reason for all this. She had begun her shows to win credit with the community but that had long since been superseded. Now, when Monica performed for the cam and communicated with her fans she did not consider such things. Instead she did so for the thrill and the enjoyment of her performance and their reaction. Her performing self really did take over when the cam came on. Heather really did completely become Monica. If she took the Challenge then it would be as the confident, sexual, Monica and not as the quiet, studious, Heather. It would be a step into the unknown and also a confirmation of what, even now, she had been reluctant to totally admit. When she became Monica she became her true self, the self that she wanted to be. She took a deep breath.
"I want to do it."
"Hold on now." Harley's voice was more relaxed now, she sensed his pleasure at her decision. "You got to pass audition first. When we're back on cam you unseal the deck, shuffle the cards and deal six facedown. Then roll a dice and that selects a stage three task. Complete that and we know you'll be up for what the Challenge means. You ready?"
She confirmed that and a few moments later the phone line went dead and her screen flashed back into life.
She reached for the cards.
***
The three of clubs. Which translated into, 'Tease an African-American man.'
It was all very well her fans being delighted by the choice but it did raise certain practical problems. Her locale wasn't exactly known for its diversity. What was she supposed to do? Go solo into the city and start flirting with strangers? First, that wouldn't be too smart and second how on earth was she supposed to prove she had done it?
After the show ended Harley had pointed out that, for this stage, tasks were performed on home ground. "Just get one of your Black friends over - they ain't gonna be complaining 'less'n they a poor excuse for a brotha indeed! You just gotta put on a tease - nothing more."
"You don't get it Harley. This is an all-women's college in about as white a suburb as they come. I don't have any African-American friends or contacts outside of the shows."
"Well then get a friend to film you when you go to the bar or well... what the hell. You're a smart girl, you can figure it out. You ain't telling me there's no brothas at all around there. Use that fine well-educated initiative of yours. Might be a test for you but, after all, that is kind of the point."
***
She saw the indecision on his lined face, she knew that it reflected the conflict within his mind.
"I'm not sure, err, well actually I am very sure that the Dean surely would not approve. You being a student and all."
"George - I may still have library privileges but hadn't you heard I've officially transferred to Oxford?" She gave him an encouraging smile.
"Might be so but I'm pretty sure the Dean would see that as a technicality. It's my job Miss Cameron."
"I know you are very good at your job. If someone left something here I'm sure you'd be conscientious enough to drop it off with them. Even if they were based off the campus where no-one would see your good deed."
She saw her words hit home and felt a little thrill. There had always been the chance that George was making excuses, fending her off. She now knew that was not the case. He was a cautious and reliable man. He didn't want to let people down or get himself fired. However, he most definitely did want to take up her invitation. There was a fire in his deep brown eyes as he was looking at her now. The fire of desire and temptation. He just had to decide to take a risk and she had just pointed out that the risk involved was only a very slight one.
"I'll leave it with you George, you know when the show starts." She turned on her heel and after a moment's glance to ensure they were not being observed she walked off with a slightly increased sway to her hips.
George Fitch watched her go all the way out of his office and across the quad. He'd always known she was a real good-looking girl. A man was just a man after all. He couldn't fail to notice such things. It was his actions that had to remain appropriate. He'd never in thirty years at the College even thought of crossing those bounds. Of course he'd also been a married man and even since his wife Julie had been gone it would have been ridiculous even to contemplate such things. Not that he wasn't still a man. He wasn't no plaster-cast saint, he'd used the internet to satisfy his urges since he'd been alone. Wasn't hard to find pictures or videos or stories.
It had done the job but it was so impersonal. However, life was life. He'd got used to settling for the images and his own hand. He didn't expect no more. Sure you'd see one of the students like that Heather Cameron and it'd set a charge through a man's blood but he wasn't no spotty teenager. He understood that when it came to fine-assed young honeys like her you tried your best not to look and you most definitely never did more than look.
He understood that and had no problem with it. However, what did you do when a note got left at your lodge. Just a website and a log-in. Well - maybe you were real smart and junked it. Maybe. Perhaps if that website address hadn't rung a bell way back in his mind he would have done just that, done the smart thing. Who was it had told him about TKB? It was lost in his memory, washed away by all that had happened since. Anyway it was supposed to be some sort of invite-only site. Done for the benefit of the Black man and featuring only the finest of pieces of fine white tail. He remembered they'd laughed at the idea. Like that existed!
Then you get a website address and log-in and those same letters. TKB. Probably someone pulling an old brotha's leg but that was one hell of a coincidence. There might be men strong enough to resist the temptation to investigate but if so George Fitch was not one of them.
Ain't no fool like an old fool and he'd expected at any point to be asked for his credit card details. To his amazement that hadn't happened and he'd been able to browse freely, checking out a schedule of shows. He'd even watched a couple and never been tapped up for cash! He didn't get involved with the chat but after a while he kept noticing a name coming up. Monica. Well why the hell not. Who knew if this log-in would work tomorrow?
There was an archived show. Nothing too racy - not even nudity. Pretty girl though, despite her lace mask, and a real banging body. As he watched her his mind flashed to the honey that picked up her packages from the lodge. She was fine as fuck and could match up to these camgirls, even to Monica. He noticed the girl speaking and edged up his volume. The breath caught in his throat. That was some crazy coincidence too. Monica had a voice just like Heather Cameron's. Same tone, same whitebread accent, even some of the same phrasing. He looked more closely. That mask was a bitch. It seemed to show more than you could be certain of. Gave the impression of the features without the crisp identifying detail.
George shook his head and muttered to himself, "Damn old fool!" Like Miss Cameron would ever have anything to do with something like this. She was as pretty a white girl as he had ever seen but she was also real quiet and correct. What they'd have called 'a well brought-up young lady' back in the day. Always polite and friendly but also always proper and reserved Despite the College's high-falutin' reputation there were some girls there who he knew got up to things of which their Daddys would most certainly not approve. Not Heather Cameron though - the idea of her doing a camshow for a bunch of horny Black guys! Not in a million years! "Damn fucking shame," he said to himself and then couldn't help but laugh out loud.
At that point the masked girl fetched a box and positioned it in front of the camera. George's laugh faded out. It was a big box with one side decorated with a large lion's head print. Came from some firm down in that shit-hole they called H-Town. He hadn't heard of them until a few days before when a box just like that had come for...
If he'd looked close before that was nothing to how he was looking now. There were such things as coincidences but when they started to pile up like this you didn't have to be on True Detective to figure something was up. That mask was so damned tantalising. He looked for anything to suggest his growing fantastic suspicion wasn't true. There was nothing. It really could be her. Or it still might not be.
George shook his head. It wasn't going to get any clearer, any more certain. So what if he just chose to believe that it was her? If he just decided for tonight that the masked girl waving a big black dildo at the camera was that sweet little piece that came round his porter's lodge every so often for her packages?
That night George decided, for the moment at least, to choose to believe it. That decision made he had got comfortable in his easy chair and unzipped his pants.
Which was fine until a couple of days later when that same Heather Cameron came into your office at the lodge and asked for her delivery. It took an effort to remember that she most probably knew nothing about any of this. It was all coincidences and his own dumb-ass foolishness. One thing was for sure, George was at least wise enough to play it nice and cool, nothing different to the many times before.
"Surely Miss Cameron."
George went to fetch the parcel that a courier had dropped off. He had to confess that he felt a little ashamed of himself. Seeing Heather Cameron back in his office, just as fresh and as pretty as could be. Made him feel bad about the other night, he guessed his imagination had kind of got the better of him. Just the idea of her doing them kinds of shows!
He wasn't any kind of a prude. He'd certainly enjoyed himself. He had taken pleasure from it and presumably the girl had got paid. No harm and no foul. Seeing those fine white girls strutting their stuff didn't do no-one no harm. Quite the reverse for him - made him feel alive again.
"Thanks George," the young woman gave him a beautiful smile as he returned with her delivery. "I was wondering if you found my note?"
George Fitch felt his heart almost stop in his chest, felt his mouth open but no sounds come out. He tried again. "It was... you?" "You are..." He couldn't quite say that last word
She had been watching him closely and now she smiled again, seemingly satisfied by what she had seen. "Did you enjoy Monica's show?"
There was just something about her. Not just that she was a real fine young woman. The College had its share of them. Somehow though, this one was the full package. Pretty face, body with curves where curves should be, a sweet disposition and a pair of eyes that shone with intelligence and now with mischief too. It really wasn't smart to say what he said but looking into those eyes he couldn't resist it. "Yes. I enjoyed it very much." He hesitated. "Um - thank you."
Her smile broadened a little. "My absolute pleasure George. Its nice to know you are appreciated."
"No doubting that fact." He half-regretted speaking out loud until he saw her smile again. Damn but he was being an old-fool and no mistake but it surely felt good.
That was when she had asked him to help her out. When he had been a young man he'd have gone barefoot over broken glass for such an invitation. Now, he knew better. The world didn't tend to pay out jackpots like that as a matter of course and it especially didn't to aging African-American night porters, He knew that but...
He remembered just a few days back when being in this position would have been impossible, ludicrous, ridiculous even. Did he regret reading that note, did he regret following up on it?
How was he to know how it was going to turn out? That one of them girls on screen would turn out to be Miss Cameron! Fuck there was one or two others he might not have been so surprised by but Heather Cameron! Didn't help that given the choice of the last thirty years she was about the one he'd have picked for the job. Just watching that lovely butt of hers crossing the quad after she left his office had his body reacting. Reminded him that despite his grey hairs there was still some fire in the grate.
The young woman turned out of the main gates and George felt the spell break a little. 'Fire in the grate'. What a load of balls! He was an old man and a little fire-cracker like that was way out of his reach. He just had to get used to that fact - same as he had been used to it before. George nodded to himself, a new determination against such foolishness taking firm control of his mind. Then he glanced down to his desk and saw the folder of research notes. He didn't need to look any closer to figure out who they belonged to.
***
It had been a really good show. Like anything else - what you got out of a show was largely determined by what you were ready to put into it. She had chatted with her members and had done her warm-up for them and it had gone really well. She had been performing for them for a few months and things could get same-y but tonight there was a real thrill, a real excitement for her and she knew her viewers could sense it. Even though she was in her standard exercise outfit.



She knew the reason that tonight felt different. Tonight she wasn't only being watched via her camera. Tonight she had a live audience. George was sat in her best chair in the corner of her room behind the camera. He was enjoying the second of the beers she had bought in especially for him. Just knowing that he was there made every movement seem more exhilarating and provocative. Their screens were means of communication but they were also barriers. Her members communicated via words of text and she was still only an image of shadows for them, however high-definition that image might be.
Not tonight. Tonight George was there in the flesh - representing all of her members. She had a job to do and so she couldn't watch his reactions too closely. However, she knew he was enjoying all he saw. Not that he wasn't behaving himself. He'd taken his over-coat and jacket off when he arrived but otherwise he was fully-clothed.
She pondered that. Was that how he had watched her shows at home? Perhaps - but she doubted it. If a man enjoyed her show then there would be a certain physical reaction, a certain desire to... well... masturbate. No - to wank. It was something that you had to accept early on doing shows. A lot of your viewers were likely to be wanking - at least they were if you were any good at your job. A man watching her show was supposed to get hard, he was supposed to stroke himself off, he was supposed to fantasize about being there with her. She could be outraged and horrified at the prospect or she could accept it for what it was - a tribute to her own appearance and performance. White boys showed their appreciation with US Dollars while her Black men did the same with hard cocks. Some things did not lie. A man didn't need to tell you he found you desirable if his cock was hard. If you pleased an audience like her members, men who had seen many a show by many a beautiful white girl, then you knew the tribute was real. She had to admit that the ego-boost was quite something. It got her blood pumping and her body tingling.
Maybe that was why she felt a little mischievous. That or perhaps the frankly obscene comments about her appearance that were moving rapidly up the side of her screen. Not so long ago she would not have been happy about that but now they just proved that the show was going well. 'MonBBC15' had just sent her a message about how hot she was and so she decided to reply.
"Hi babe - so what would you do if you were here in the room with me?" Immediately after saying it she sent the quickest of glances across to George. She saw him watching her intently and saw him bring one leg over onto the other as he sat.
Monica smiled. She knew why George had crossed his legs. He was excited but nervous about letting her see the bulge in his pants. He wasn't assuming that would be welcome. Monica liked the confident masculinity of her viewers but she also liked the fact that George wasn't taking her for granted. Despite how she had greeted him.
She hadn't quite been sure that he would show up. Apart from anything else it had been a filthy night, the sound of her door-bell had barely been audible over the rain pounding on the windows. She opened the door to George Fitch in a dripping raincoat and holding out a waterproof package. She knew that was her notes and she was pleased that he had taken such good care of them. He had certainly been the perfect choice for tonight's activities.
"Come in - its so wet."
George instinctively came in out of the rain and just like that he was inside and the door was closed. She saw him glance in its direction and suspected he still wasn't sure that this was a good idea. She moved fast.
"Let me take your coat, err. I know everyone at the college calls you George but that never quite seemed right to me. Eighteen-year olds all calling you George and you calling them Miss This or Miss That. Would you rather I called you Mr Fitch?"
George chuckled as if he didn't quite understand her. Well Miss errr..., I mean, you can call me what you like."
She decided to go for it - to see if he was really up for this. She didn't want someone who was half-hearted or reluctant, she wanted someone who would enjoy this as much as she would.
"Then I think I'll call you 'Sir' and please Sir since my show is about to start you should call me 'Monica'. I might be Heather or Miss Cameron on campus but here I am just your little white slut Monica. Would that be OK Sir?"
George's eyebrows raised a little. She could almost see his mind working - deciding. Then he smiled.
"That'll be just fine Monica - now how we gonna do this."
She'd felt the rush of excitement as she realised her plans would really be coming to fruition. This would be by far her best show to date. She had explained the set-up and got him his beers. He seemed surprised that she knew they were his favourites. As if she hadn't seen him given a case every Christmas at College.
So he had settled in and watched the show but he was still taking nothing for granted. She liked that. 'MonBBC15' suggested he'd have had his big Black cock in her balls-deep by now. That passion and confidence was very attractive in its way but just at the moment she was delighted that she had George. As a performer she still had training-wheels fitted. He would allow her to go at her own pace.
It was time for her Challenge. She weighed up the location of George's chair and decided that they had judged it perfectly.
"Now I have to perform my challenge and it was the Three of Clubs which is, 'Tease a Black man.' Now you now that up here we don't have too many African-Americans and so I guess I could just say that I do that every show." She guessed that was how some performers dealt with this challenge. They just did a show teasing their viewers. "Maybe, though, I might enjoy it more if I made other arrangements. Sir - can you show them what I mean."
George leaned forward and held up one dark hand in front of the cameras. He gave a little wave and a thumbs-up.
'Damn - she got a brotha there!'
'Fuckin A - now we talkin!'
'Told you she too fucking hot not to have a Black boyfriend.'
'Sweet little whitebread Monica been riding nigga D all along? Sure hope so.'
'Harley - Who's your friend Monica?'
She weighed her words. "Sir here has helped look after my building for thirty years. As a result I think that he deserved a treat and that is why I have invited him here tonight. Sir - have you thought about what we discussed? It'll be much better for the show if..."
George had said he preferred to stay out of camera-shot even when she had offered him the mask. Not a lace one like hers but a full Anonymous-style face covering. Now, in the heat of the moment, he seemed to have changed his mind. He stood up and looked himself over. He paused to remove his watch and rings - really the only means of identifying him once he had donned his mask. Then he stepped forward into the camera's range and took his seat in full view of the audience.
'Fuck - how old is that nigga!'
'Brotha got fucking grey hair and a belly on him.'
'No way that bro got a sweet cracka bitch like Monica.'
George read the messages and she could sense him grimacing behind his mask. "I might be a fat old bastard," he said, "but who's here with this fine little piece and who's back home whacking off? Not that I'm blaming you - might have done it myself often enough. Happens to be my first time here but that still puts me one ahead of all you!" He seemed to have forgotten that his voice wasn't disguised - or perhaps he didn't care. He also seemed to have forgotten to hide his obvious desire for her. She liked that and she loved the fact he was proud of being there with her.
"The first time I've ever entertained an African-American gentleman in person and I could not have picked a better one." She moved up to George and carefully kissed his ear. Well, it was that or the mask! "Now are you ready for your show Sir?"
He nodded and she moved quickly into her bedroom to where the first of her outfits was laid out She had practised a little and tried to get her fast-changes down to a fine-art. She was quickly out of her top and leggings and into a long slinky dress which hugged her curves very pleasingly. Her heels took a little more time to get on than the dress.
She walked back into her main room and modelled both for George and for the camera. She walked into vision and then turned and posed to allow every viewer to see her from every angle.
"What do you think Sir?" She finally asked.
"You look damn fine in that dress. Just come here and lean forward." She followed his instructions and stood where he indicated, leaning forward to thrust her backside out towards him. The dress was tight and didn't hide much of anything.
"Oh yeah," said George, "only problem with that outfit is there's too much of it." He gave a thumbs up.
That was her pre-arranged signal to go and change. The next outfit was another dress but this one showed a lot more skin. It was backless, armless and shoulder less, cut high on the hip. Its material formed long drapes down over her thighs and her butt.
"Oh yes - thass what I'm talking about. You come over here Monica, let me show you something."
She went to him and he very carefully, gently even, laid one hand onto her bare wrist.
"Now look," he said.
Monica looked - and saw. His dark rough hand on her smooth pale wrist. She looked and she felt. The warmth and the careful weight of his hand where it met her wrist, skin on skin. She felt it and she saw it.
George spoke again. "You see not everyone in the world is the same. Some of us can see it and some of us can't. That contrast, that what-the-heck-do-they-call-it, when something just looks right. In a decoration or a picture or whatever."
"The aesthetic," contributed Monica.
George gave a little laugh. "Yeah, you see, you the smart one. That's why you know what you looking at."
She knew alright. It had taken her back to the room at Cassius's club. To sitting beside Harley and seeing Cassius and Allie fuck. She had felt the same then. Against all she had been taught she had just known that it looked right, it looked perfect. It was the way it should be. Was it those memories or George's skin on her skin that suddenly sent the wave of passion through her. She didn't know why but she certainly knew that it was a fact.
"You see it girl, I can tell. Heck I won't make you say it yet 'cos you ain't ready. But soon you'll be shouting it from the roof-tops. I know it and I'm thinking that a smart girl like you knows it too."
His eyes were on her, devouring her. She said nothing but she knew that he was seeing deep into her desires and her soul. He knew the truth and he was right - she still wanted to deny it but once you knew your true desires how could you keep denying your true self?
"That dress looks real good on you - you gonna give me that show." George was now sitting with his legs apart. He had certainly given up on trying to hide anything. There was a clear bulge in the front of his pants.
Monica saw that bulge and again felt the pulse of excitement, a very real pleasure at having excited George. So what if he was 'only' an African-American, a college porter, a modern-day servant. He was a working-man, a Black man, a real man and he desired her. There were no honeyed words or fake emotions there was just that raw desire. He wanted her and she thrilled to the fact.
"Shake that fine ass of yours girl. Show them all what a real money-maker can do." There was a little edge to George's voice now, a glint to his eye. She knew that she was the reason for both and she wanted more.
Her twerking technique had been coming along but this was the acid test. Her dress wasn't her usual tight dancing gear but she hoped it did the job. Felt the hanging material pull tight on her butt and then hang loose as she moved.
Her Challenge brief was to tease a Black man and she felt she was doing that just fine. However, she knew without any doubt or hesitation that she wanted more. She eased back towards him and astride him, still thrusting her butt back towards him. Her dress caught a little and then she felt it lifted. George had taken a hand there and she knew he could see her bare butt now, naked save for her string thong. She knew how much he was enjoying it but she wanted to feel it too. She gently dropped her body down a little and gave three little grinds down onto his body.
"Oh fuck," said George, "guys you ain't got no idea how good that feels. We got us a real one here, a prime phat assed white bitch. That right girl?"
"That's right sir," she answered and gave him another couple of grinds, deeper and firmer this time. rewarding him for telling her how he truely felt. George was usually so mild-mannered and softly-spoken, she had never previously heard him curse. Well he didn't look like a downtrodden college porter now - he looked like a man, a man ready to claim what he desired. She loved that she had done that and he sensed the fact.
"Looks like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth but she a hot one for sure. You the real deal tho girl. I see that fine ass good and clear but me I've always been partial to a fine pair of white-girl titties. I know you been hiding them so go find something special for old George."
She was hardly hiding them. This dress had side-boob for days but she knew what he wanted. Back in her bedroom she checked out the other outfits she had prepared. Things had moved along a little faster than she had anticipated. Once George had got into the swing of things it had been like an avalanche coming down a mountainside. She smiled to herself - it was definitely good for a girl's self-esteem. However, it meant she only really needed one more change.
When her fan had sent her the micro-bikini she had been pretty sure that she would never be able to wear it in public. The thong was tiny and you definitely needed to be fully shaved to even think about it. The top was really just a couple of dollar-piece sized bits of cloth with a minimal framework of thin material strands holding them in position. Without being topless you physically couldn't show more cleavage and boob. George was sure to love it and Monica felt her own body react to that realisation. Just at the moment pleasing George was just exactly the thing to please her too.
This time he didn't say anything. His eyes were all over her, his intent devouring gaze eating up every exposed inch of her flesh. As she turned and danced and twerked for him he still said nothing. She didn't care - every glance at him told her that he was enjoying her, savouring her, appreciating her.
Finally Monica stopped her dance and looked straight into the camera. "My challenge is to tease an African-American man. Well I'm going to tease more than one - I'm going to tease all of you with what's about to happen. Bye bye." She blew them a kiss and disconnected her camera.
"My God Monica you are something else." George was laughing to himself. "Thought I might have a coronary back there. Maybe you should have a health warning for old guys like me."
"You don't seem so old," she moved back to him and dropped a hand next to the bulge in his pants, "and you certainly seem to be all in working order. It was a great show tonight and I know it was you that inspired me. I think, perhaps, you deserve a reward."
She saw how much he wanted it but all he said was, "You sure? I mean, I don't want you doing nothing you don't want to, nothing you'll regret I mean."
"The great benefit of Monica also being Heather is that she doesn't need to do anything she doesn't want to do." She reached her hand to his belt. "The question is do you want your reward Sir?"
"Fuck yeah," was all George said.
She dropped to her knees between his legs. Her fingers weren't overly used to undoing a man's belt buckle and even less when it came to the pants themselves but she managed it. George shifted his weight so that she could pull his pants down his legs. She carefully folded them and placed them to one side.
That bulge just looked bigger with only a pair of jockeys semi-concealing it. She knew this was a big moment. It was nothing like when she had been with her white boyfriends. She moved her hands up to the waist-band of his jockeys and saw that amazing contrast of the pale skin of her arms and the deep dark skin-tone of his legs. She felt the strong pulse of excitement go through her whole body. This was nothing like anything before - this really was the beginning of a whole new chapter.
"Hold on one moment," she paused as he spoke. He reached up and removed his mask. "I don't want this between us."
She smiled. He was right. This wasn't for any camera. This was for the two of them. She took off her own lace disguise. There was no play or dissimulation needed any more. This was reality, a man and a woman.
She had been an observer back in Cassius's club. She wasn't an observer now. These were steps you couldn't retrace. Her inner Heather was telling her all of that but it didn't stop her from smiling up into his face as she gently eased down his jockeys. The camera might be off but Monica was very definitely still in charge and from this time on that was just how it was going to be.
Her show had certainly done the trick. He was hard and ready for her. She didn't hesitate. She gently took his cock in her hand and stroked it, marvelled at its warmth and texture, thrilled again by the contrast in their skin-tones.
"This is a beautiful cock," she said and was rewarded with his laugh.
"Hardly," he said.
She looked at it again and then into his eyes as her hand continued to gently stroke him. "But it is. Truly beautiful. I've had boyfriends before but they couldn't match up. Maybe in size but not in..." She paused, struggling to put it into words. She lowered her head and kissed the head of his cock. "This is a man's cock, a real cock. It looks strong and powerful and potent. They were pale and weak, like they were just boys. Even if they were just as big they didn't have..." Again she was struggling.
"They didn't have what you wanted and needed."
Her eyes met his again as she nodded. They understood each other. Now it was time to leave words behind. She took the head of his cock into her mouth, tasted him and felt the excitement course through her veins. She wanted to please him, to satisfy him, to make him remember her. However, she couldn't pretend to any great skills or experience in this department. She paused again. "Is that good?" she asked.
His hand gently found the back of her neck and very carefully pushed her back down. The message was clear. She began to suck his cock properly, moving her mouth and stroking him with her hand at the same time. George would never challenge Julius Flint or Cassius for size but that was rather a relief. She tried to relax, tried not to let her nerves get the better of her. Nervousness meant a dry mouth and that she did not need.
George's hand eased its way up to the back of her head and very gently took charge. Not forcing her, not demanding anything of her. Just guiding her, setting a pace, showing her what he wanted from her. She felt the nerves leave her, felt the saliva in her mouth.
"Yeah baby, that's real good. Now use that tongue of yours sweet thing, you was made to worship that Black dick."
She heard his words and knew. Even as she sucked and licked him, trying to bring pleasure to every part of him. Even as she cupped his heavy balls in her hand, feeling their weight. Even as she swirled her tongue round the head of his cock and looked into his deep and hungry brown eyes. He had truly seen into her soul, he truly understood her. Until tonight even she hadn't been sure, had maybe even wanted to fight it at times. She was sure now and she didn't want to fight it any more. This was who she was, Monica was who she was. Not an act but the reality. She might be Heather too at times but she would always be Monica.



His hand gently urged her on or eased her pace a little as she worked. Nothing else mattered at that moment. She was here to please her man and, for tonight at least, George was her man. She sucked and licked and stroked and strove to be as good for him as she could. She varied her pace and her actions, put her whole self into satisfying him.
"Oh yeah, thass good." She heard the edge in his voice and felt his cock give a little twitch in her mouth. At that moment she felt his hand on her head ease her back and she obeyed, pulling off him. She didn't quite understand, she knew he had been close.
"I ain't gonna cum till I've seen them fine white titties." Hs eyes were blazing with lust now as he pushed his hands onto her barely-obscured breasts. "I've seen plenty I'm liking but I want to see them all."
She leaned forward a little and exposed her back to him. His hands moved and then she felt the tug of the strings on her micro-bikini top. A second later and the material was dropping away from her. His hands grasped her body and pulled her upwards onto her feet.
His mouth found hers and she tasted the beer on his lips. His hands found her breasts again and his thumbs teased her already erect nipples. Their tongues met - a moment more intimate than any that had gone before. She gasped as waves of pleasure coursed through her. Then his mouth dropped to her right breast, his tongue teasing her nipple as his mouth sucked on her pale flesh. Then he repeated the process on her other breast before standing back up, his hands working on her sensitive nipples.
"You are so fucking fine girl, know what I been thinking since you come out in that little tiny bikini?"
She shook her head - there was an obvious answer but if that was so she wanted him to say it.
"Just how much I want to fuck them ripe white titties of yours. You given a brotha a titty-fuck before girl?"
Well of course she hadn't and of course he knew that she hadn't. It seemed he just wanted to hear her say it.
"No sir - can we try?"
That seemed to do the trick. George smiled and moved her into position. He pushed his hard Black cock between her breasts and then paused.
"Spit down there," he instructed.
She did her best, felt the warm wetness and then saw it lubricate his shaft as he pushed it up between her breasts. He took her hands and showed her how to push her breasts around his cock. She felt the motion, felt his cock and balls moving up and down against her skin. His hands engulfed hers and again his thumbs found her nipples.
It was new for her and it was strange. His play with her nipples felt good but that wasn't what was happening here. This shouldn't have felt as good as it did, her body shouldn't be reacting to this in the way that it was. George was using her body to get himself off and she was helping him. So what was in it for her? She couldn't analyse that just now all that she knew was that it was exciting and that she needed to make George cum. She wanted to see that beautiful Black cock shoot and she wanted to know that he was shooting because of her.
She looked up at him and knew he could see the excitement in her eyes. "Cum for me sir, cum for me." The words escaped her mouth without any real fore-thought. She simply knew that they were what she needed to say, to tell him.
He didn't answer vocally. Instead she felt his cock quiver between her breasts and then looked down just in time to see him shoot. Three, four, five heavy spurts of cum up onto her chest, even onto her chin.
She thrilled to see and feel his cum. That didn't lie. When a man came like that he had been really excited, had really enjoyed all his woman had done for him. George was an older man but he had shot a load that put to shame the watery dribbles of her white boyfriends.
A realisation flashed through her mind. 'That's because they wanted my money and my name but this man desires me for being me."
"Shit - sorry girl, I done made one helluva mess." His words were contrite but his low laughter wasn't.
She took his cock and stroked it, easing out the last of his seed onto her breasts, her white titties as she knew he would call them. Then she used a finger to scoop up a little of his cum before sucking it clean with relish. Her second boyfriend had come in her mouth once and she had spat it down the toilet. Weren't you supposed to do that?
She used her finger to pick up some more cum and then sucked it clean again. Its taste was distinctive and not an immediate favourite but she knew what was expected of her. She found some more cum and transferred it to her mouth before carefully swallowing. You didn't reject a tribute, you cherished and enjoyed it. She repeated the process knowing that all the time he was watching her, enjoying her. It felt good, really good.
She took his cock into her mouth and carefully cleaned it with her tongue. Eager to catch every last bit of his cum, suddenly relishing that distinctive taste. Finding that when he was clean she regretted it. Pleasing him had brought her such satisfaction. She felt sure that she had pleased him but as she looked at him she started to doubt.
"Was it good?" She asked.
He nodded. "Real good. You ain't gonna catch me complaining!"
She shook her head "No, I'm serious. My boyfriends didn't..." She shrugged.
George looked at her with a concerned expression. "There's some white boys will never cease to amaze me. Firstly, how the fuck are they letting themselves end up an ex-man of a honey like you. Should be crawlin' over broken glass to keep you on side if necessary. Second, you ain't seeing too many Black guys turn down a BJ if you're the one offering. We ain't such fools." He looked at her carefully, saw the uncertainty in her. "Mostly the secret is the connection. You both up for it and its gonna be good. My first tour was out at Clark a few years before it closed. Girls out there could suck the chrome off a trailer hitch and they was working covered. They were artists but they hadn't got that connection you know. Girl can learn technique but not so much the connection. I'd take you over them any time and in a heart-beat."
"You think I could learn - I mean if I had a man of experience to tell me just how to please him?" She gave him a teasing little smile. "I mean if he brought my parcels round here each week I could take lessons. Just so long as we kept this between us."
George stiffened a little and not in the good way. "You mean you ashamed. Same as that mask there - you hiding who you really is?" There was hurt in his voice.
She grasped his hand and held it tight. "No, that's just... easier. I don't mean that. I mean on the site. You mustn't tell them who I am, who my family are. I want them to want ME and not all of that other rubbish."
She saw him processing that and then he nodded. "May be many things, er, Monica but I ain't no fool. Any secrets are safe with me - you got my word on it. Now you want to ask me that question properly?"
She felt that little thrill deep inside and found the words came quite naturally. "Please sir will you take your white slut and teach her how to suck your beautiful Black cock properly?"
"Could take a few sessions to get you up to scratch. You up for that girl?"
"Yes please sir."
"Some Black guys gonna really want to use that pretty mouth of yours - what me to get you ready for that too?"
"Yes please sir - I need to be ready."
George Fitch couldn't help but think that this sort of thing just didn't happen to old brothas like him. Seemed ungrateful to look a gift as pretty as this girl in the mouth but a man had to protect himself. He reached for his jacket and found his phone. He pointed it at Monica. "Let's make it official so that everyone knows what this is."
She was surprised but immediately understood. "Please sir, please George, can I be your little beck-and-call slut and will you teach me how to please a real man? Will you let me suck that beautiful Black cock of yours and will you help me to be just as good a cock-sucker as those girls out at Clark. Will you get me ready to please real men, Black men? Even if you have to be a little rough? Will you do that for me?"
George didn't really need to answer her. Frankly it surprised him that his cock was growing again so soon. This little piece just had it where it counted and he wasn't just talking about them fine-assed titties and that premium whooty. He reversed his phone camera so that his own face filled the screen.
"My name's George Fitch and having a member of the graduate body sucking my cock is most surely a sackable offence but fuck it - sometimes its worth it! Gimme your number Monica." She obliged and he let her see him send her a copy of the video.
"Now we ain't got to worry about none of that crap," said George, "now we got an understanding." He put his phone down and then looked meaningfully at Monica.
Indeed they had.
Monica looked at his stiffening cock and smiled. She dropped to her knees and then took him back into her mouth, again savouring the taste and presence of him.
"Use your tongue around my head and try to look up as much as you can. Man likes to see those beautiful eyes of yours when he's getting his cock sucked."
Monica looked up and once again their eyes met.
Her new education was just beginning.
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"Dang it Claire - you sure you're alright?"
That was the thing about Skeet. He'd drop the n-word regularly and the f-word at least every two sentences but saying the word 'damn' outside of a genuine emergency was unthinkable! Just the sort of bullshit that she would soon be happily leaving far behind her. He was genuinely concerned for her though. She did appreciate that.
"Girl you just ain't been nothing like yourself over the last few weeks. Most everyone has been saying it - even the fucking Chief noticed. Is there anything wrong? Is there anything you need to tell me?"
The hairs rose up on the back of Claire's neck. Instinct. Why was Skeet asking her that now? His concern certainly was genuine for her but she was also aware that if Skeet and the boys knew the truth then their attitude would flip in a heart-beat. She'd be just like the McDaid girl to them. A jungle bunny, a race traitor, someone less than human. To be despised and to be expelled. Did he suspect the truth? She and Skeet had worked together very well but even so she wasn't sure she could put a limit on his potential reaction to finding out the real situation.
The situation since she had met Julius Moore, the man they called the 'Closer.' Since she had seen him in that run-down apartment in a notorious part of an already notorious city. Since she had watched him fucking Jean Butler, the missing woman she had gone in search of. Since she had returned to that flat repeatedly. Since she had seen the Closer plant his seed deep in his 'little bitch' again and again. Since she had learned that his seed had fulfilled its destiny, had made Jean just the latest of his many white baby-mommas. Since Jean, that new Black life already growing within her, had gone out of her way to recruit Claire herself as the Closer's new white bitch.
Since Jean had succeeded in doing so. There was no doubt in Claire's mind now that she was just marking time out here in Milvern County. She belonged in the city - she belonged to the Closer. He had shown her another life and her mind and body had reacted to that offer. She hadn't wanted to admit it to herself, sometimes she still didn't, but the evidence to the trained eye was undeniable.
Most obvious was the fact that she just couldn't keep away from that apartment, from him. She had called in sick to be with Julius Moore - something she had never dreamed of doing before. Her Police career had always been everything to her. It had won out over her marriage for sure. Yet here she was throwing it all away for... what? She knew there was no-one who would understand, no-one she could talk to about this. No-one outside of Jean Butler. Jean knew, the Closer's other women all knew. She knew.
The first thing she had done when she had finally got home was to set her phone up to film as she opened her cupboard and removed her newly acquired birth-control pills. She was careful to show the camera that the box was unopened. Once opened she removed the pills and carefully showed that all remained in place. That done it was a simple task to pop each pill out of its packaging and down into the toilet. Once the last of them had dropped into the water she had flushed them all away. She didn't waste time considering the wisdom or sense of her actions. Julius wanted it this way and what the Closer said is how it went. Besides, from the moment he had ordered this it had just seemed right. She shook her head a little at her own naivety. You didn't go with a man like the Closer and waste time with birth-control. There were no half-measures with a man like Julius Moore.
Another proof was the fact that Skeet had noticed that something was up. Plenty of folk had ended up behind bars by under-estimating old Skeet. He was not nearly so dumb as he sometimes liked people to think. Maybe he had sensed or understood more than she thought. That was dangerous, potentially very dangerous. Skeet and the boys had some deeply-held beliefs on such matters. She had already most definitely crossed the line with them. It was just as well that this situation wouldn't continue much longer.
"I'm sorry Skeet. I just don't seem able to shake this. I know I'm not really up to the work at the moment. I've been thinking about extended leave or maybe just handing in my badge."
Skeet's eyes narrowed just a fraction. She knew in that instant that he did not believe her or at least that he knew that she was not telling him something. They were officially only temporary partners but they had worked together for years. Skeet knew her and he knew something had changed.
"I'm serious here. What's got into you girl?" He seemed to be asking himself that question as much as her.
She didn't answer him. The truth was that nothing had - yet. She aimed to put that right at the earliest opportunity.
***
The young man on the corner held up a hand to her as she left her vehicle. He and his friends would keep an eye on her wheels. She knew he had been there last time she was here. No wonder he remembered her! She considered that as she walked over to the familiarly ugly building. Only once she had pressed the buzzer and been admitted did her attention turn fully to the Closer.
It was early afternoon - as the Closer had ordered. The building was quieter than before, the doors all closed as she passed them. Even old Desiree was not at her post. She reached the top floor and moved to the well-known door. She noted that the lock was still broken. One thing was certain - the Closer did not live in fear.
She knocked on the door.
A few seconds later the door opened to reveal Julius Moore, the Closer himself. She was again struck by what a big bear of a man he was. His gold tooth gleamed as he smiled. "Looking good there five-oh bitch. Show me it all." He spun a finger in the air to indicate his meaning.
She felt a thrill of pride as she slowly turned to allow him to check her out from every angle. She had not arrived in her uniform or her undercover outfit today. She had carefully picked out this look. She wore a pair of her own heels, less lethal than those he had provided for her but still a distinct change from her usual practical flats. Her regular pants were also discarded. Instead she wore a new pair of sheer thigh-high stockings and a dark grey skirt that ended half way down her thigh. She wore a matching dark-grey jacket over a scarlet silk blouse. Both blouse and jacket were opened to allow a generous display of cleavage. Her nail-polish and lipstick were selected to match the vivid scarlet of her blouse. She wore a little more than her usual minimal make-up. Just enough to make a girl feel special. Just enough to let her man know that she had made an effort to look good for him. She wore her red hair up.
'Hmmn - hmmmnnnnn." Julius let out a low hum of pleasure. Again Claire felt the thrill of pride at having pleased him. She knew this man was a connoisseur of the female form and it was a real ego-boost to have impressed him. She completed her circuit and stood in front of him. Julius casually moved a hand to the front of her skirt and then down to its hem. Claire felt her pulse quicken as the Closer moved his hand up under her skirt. He raised the material a little and she knew he was savouring the contrast of the pale flesh of her thighs with the darker material of her stockings. He moved his hands to the top of her thighs and a moment later his fingers gently touched the entrance to her bare pussy.
Claire let out a ragged breath. Her eyes seemed drawn to his deep brown ones. Once they met she knew that she couldn't look away. His eyes were as powerful, as magnetic, as the rest of him. She remembered Jean's obvious exhilaration at having the Closer as her man. She remembered and she understood. She eased her legs further apart and just slightly bent her knees. His exploring fingers teased the lips of wet pussy and then slipped inside.
Julius Moore nodded. His new bitch was playing by the rules. Looked damn fine - like some billionaire's PA. Nah - she looked better than that. Looked like a billionaire's PA in a porn film. Dressed classy but definitely down to fuck. He always liked it when everyone knew just what they was here for. Talking of which.
"What you here for Officer Doyle?"
"To be with you - to be your bitch."
"I know that - but why you here?" His eyes were full of confidence and amusement.
"I'm here to be fucked."
A trace of a smile flickered around his hard mouth. "Tell me again - but tell me right this time."
"I'm here to be fucked hard, fucked the way that you fuck your bitches."
"You need to come here for that? There ain't no white boys able to fuck you like that?" His hand shifted under her skirt and his thumb unerringly found her clit. She gasped, her body already tuned to a high pitch, already taking each of his movements and magnifying it. Sending the excitement and pleasure rushing through every part of her.
She didn't answer his question. She knew there was no need. Both of them already knew the answer to that question. That was why she was here.
Finally his hand left her pussy, left her wanting more. He moved it up to her face and left his glistening fingers in front of her lips. Again she understood. He was displaying her own excitement to her, her own arousal. Making it an undeniable fact that he could take her places she had never been before, could make her feel the way no white man could even imagine let alone match.
She opened her mouth and moved forward to take in his fingers. She sucked and licked them clean, tasting the combination of herself and his skin. It tasted good - like something she wanted a lot more of.
Finally he moved to one side and let her enter the flat. He pushed the door back into place behind her. He gestured into the other room - the one with the big old bed. "Been waiting long enuff."
It was only a few steps into that other room but it was far enough. Claire considered his words as she took those steps and knew he wasn't just talking about this morning. He had wanted her since he had first seen her, since she and Joe had busted in on him fucking Jean. She couldn't help the excitement that knowledge sent through her, fuelling her own impatience for what was to come.
She paused by the bed and felt him behind her, felt his hands find her waist. His words were breathed into her ear. "Lose the skirt and the heels, then lie back on the bed.
She obeyed him. She bend over to carefully remove her heels and felt his big hand cup the curve of her butt. Then she straightened up and let her skirt slip down her legs and to the floor. She lay on the bed and looked back at him, wondering if her sudden nervousness was showing in her eyes.
Julius Moore stood in front of the bed. He reached down to grasp the bottom of his black top and in one movement pulled it up and over his head. His dark muscular torso was revealed, his broad chest speaking volumes for his natural strength and power. He casually pushed down his pants and stepped out of them. It was the moment that she had been waiting for. His cock was every bit as big as she had remembered and he was already more than semi-hard. This time there were no competing attractions. It was obvious that he was hard for her.
The Closer was all business now. He moved to the bed and reached forward to grasp Claire's legs. She saw the swell of his muscles as he moved towards her, grasped her and pulled her to the edge of the bed. She couldn't help giggling but what he did next changed that. He moved up between her legs and let his hardening cock lay on her body. She felt its weight and warmth on her belly, saw its thick potent head reaching up past her navel.
Julius moved his hips slightly and allowed his shaft to travel against her skin. She saw his cock edge upwards and then it was in his hand and he was pushing it up against the lips of her pussy. Just enough pressure to tease her but just not enough to enter her.
"You came here to be fucked but you know that I don't only fuck. I use this to claim my women." He pushed his cock a little firmer against the entrance to Claire's pussy and seemed certain to push inside but at the last moment relaxed once more. "A woman that comes here knows what she wants. A woman that dumps her pills knows what will happen. A woman that comes to me and becomes my bitch knows the score. Just like you understand. I don't pick my bitches just to fuck them, you know that don't you?"
"Yes," she said, resisting the urge to push back against him, to finally get that Big Black Cock inside her where he belonged.
"So why you come here?" Again he firmly pushed his cock up against the length of her pussy lips.
"I came to be fucked and...", she hesitated momentarily because knowing it and saying it seemed hugely different things, "...maybe get pregnant."
"The great thing about breeding a hot white bitch," the broad head of his cock was pushed against her a little harder, "is even if it takes a while you just getting to fuck premium pussy all that time. If it happens fast then that's cool too because another fly little cracka ho is gonna be raising my baby. Any bitch feels short-changed she can come back in a year's time and we'll do it all again." All the time his eyes were on hers, hungry eyes that devoured any inclination she had held to deny him. "Now - what you here for?"
"I'm here to be knocked up, I'm here to be bred Black." The words came amazingly easy, her voice seemed startlingly calm and matter-of-fact. She knew that this was a primal thing, something coming from deep down within her, something that had always been there but until recently had always been denied.
The words were hardly out of her mouth before Julius pushed home. First an exploratory movement, savouring his new white pussy, and then into his rhythmn. Long regular remorseless strokes that with each push claimed a little more of her, pushed home a little deeper into her pussy.
She felt his big hands grasp her hips and felt the roughness of those hands, a workingman's hands. He hadn't spent his life in an office or behind a desk. He held her firmly as he began to really fuck her. Hard plunging thrusts that continued his claiming of her pussy. His fucking was forceful, insistent and demanding. Her body accepted it, experienced it and wanted more. This was like nothing she had felt with her other lovers. There was a raw intensity, a visceral primal power to it all.
Claire felt a frisson go through her whole body, felt the pleasure and the desire command her mind and flood her body. She gasped and moaned and gripped the bed-sheets with her fingers. The wave rose and crashed to the shore, left her lying with her mouth open and gasping for breath but Julius did not even break stroke. His hands held her firmly and his Big Black Cock kept taking her, kept giving to her.
"Fuck," she said. Well what else was there to say. The tide of her passion had crested but had not retreated. It was building again. Julius showed a ghost of a smile as he moved his hands up to her breasts, cupping them and using his thumbs to tease her nipples. She had always liked that. She loved it now.
He moved his big body up over her and she felt his weight. His mouth found hers as his hand hooked up under her shoulders. She responded in kind - bringing her arms around his broad strong back as he continued to fuck her. Long powerful strokes that built in intensity. Her body responded, adrenaline and endorphins surging through her blood. She could no longer see their union but her mind had captured it. The moment his hard Black cock had pushed into her bare white pussy. The image flashed into her mind now and she cried out a second orgasm. At the same time Julius grunted and pushed home in a last three hard thrusts. Seeding her. Breeding her.
The realisation hit her mind and her body responded again, powering a third orgasm before the second had even subsided. By the time he moved off and out of her she was just lying there, breathing hard.
She didn't say anything. What was there to say? Julius ran the fingers of one dark hand across her belly with surprising gentleness.
"That is some good fucking pussy. Tell you ain't been with no brotha before. You gonna have a lot of catching up to do - you been denying the Black man way too long. Not yet mind - not till I'm good and sure you got my little nigga growing up in here. Not till I closed the deal - not till I've made sure you a Black man's woman for good and for keeps. You just stay there for a few minutes - let my seed go to work."
He was telling her how it was going to be, she understood that. He assumed that she would follow his directions. He assumed that she would allow herself to be led down this new and radically different life path. He assumed an awful lot.
Her mind told her all of that but her body was not moving. She lay on the bed just as he had instructed her to. She remained there while he moved over to the little bathroom and washed up She was still there watching the door when Julius re-emerged. He acknowledged the fact with the faintest of nods. She felt a rush of pleasure at even that cursory sign of approval.
He gestured and she got up off the bed and moved towards the bathroom. Before she reached it he had moved round and behind her, taking her into his strong arms. She felt the breath from his mouth against her neck as he kissed her from behind.
"When did you know?" She didn't elaborate on the question. Somehow she just assumed that he would understand.
"When did I know I wanted you to be one of my baby-mommas? First time you walked through my door. You a fine-looking bitch you know that. Fine-looking bitches deserve the best."
His words were breathed into her ear, close and intimate. He dropped his mouth to the gentle curve of her neck and she felt the pressure as he kissed and sucked there. He was marking her - she knew that. His hands found her breasts and strong rough fingers worked her erect nipples with surprising gentleness.
"Fine white bitch deserves the best and the best is strong, potent, African seed. None of that limp-dick cracka shit - just a hard Black cock taking her just where she always needed to be."
His fingers pinched her nipples making her expel a shuddering gasp.
"Just where you always needed to be - that's right ain't it."
"Yes", she moaned as his mouth dropped back to the smooth exposed skin of her neck, as she felt him hard again against her back.
His body shifted behind her and then he was back inside her. That Big Black Cock finding a warm welcome as it pushed home.
"Oh," she gasped. He was claiming her with long deep strokes, much faster than the first time. She understood why. Her pussy was now his pussy, she knew him and she wanted him and she belonged to him. His to fuck and his to seed and his to breed.
"Fuck me," she said. She hadn't consciously decided to say those words they just seemed to have formed in her mouth naturally.
"Say it like you mean it." His rhythmn slowed within her into long teasing thrusts.
"Please fuck me - fuck me hard like before."
Still the long teasing strokes until she couldn't stand the anticipation any more.
"Breed me, fuck me and knock me up."
"You real quiet five-oh bitch. Tell me what you needing so I can hear."
Now she understood. She filled her lungs and shouted. "BREED ME, FUCK ME, KNOCK ME UPPPPPPPPPP!!!!!"
As she yelled his hands tightened on her breasts and he began to give her what she needed. Fast, remorseless, deep strokes that penetrated deep into her and triggered her body's response. She felt his strength and his power, wondered at his technique with that big dick of his. She had fucked plenty of times before but never like this, never like she had been fucked this afternoon. It was so primal, so undeniable. Her mouth opened but only to let out long ragged gasps of breath.



His hands moved - one arm crossing her waist while the other moved up to the base of her throat. His fingers lay on her neck but exerted no pressure. They did not need to. She understood the message. She was going nowhere - she belonged to him.
"Yes," her voice cracked, "Don't stop, don't stop."
His voice was deep, staccato in her ear as he kept fucking her hard. "Not gonna stop till I've bred you good, not gonna stop till I've made that flat white belly all full and round with my little nigga. Not gonna stop till the world knows you a Black man's woman."
She heard his words even as her world crashed into climax, left her legs tottering and unable to take her weight. His strong arm held her up without any apparent effort, certainly with no qualification of his powerful breeding strokes into her. He moved forward, taking her weight, guided her to the bed and pushed her down onto it.
Her arms couldn't hold her and she found her face against the sheets. His arm held her just long enough for her legs to get beneath her and hold her body there for him. He grasped her hips and fucked her hard. Her fingers tightened on the sheet and she moaned as he took her. She understood how it was. He was fucking her for real now, fucking her to make her his. She knew what that meant. Each thrust taking her closer to that next potent load of African seed. She knew it would come, anticipated feeling that extra deep stroke as he came inside her, as he made sure his seed was good and deep, ready to find her egg and make her pregnant. To make her Black bred.
"Oh God," she wailed into the bed-sheet, "OOOHHHH GGOOOOOODDDDD...."
Julius felt her body quiver, felt her come. He always felt good when that happened - no matter how many times it had happened, no matter how many cracka boy's wives he'd had up in this apartment. Keep the bitches cumming and they'd always keep coming back. Coming back and riding his dick, taking his seed and raising his babies. Like it was supposed to be. Julius knew he had timed this right. Claire was still coming as he shot a second strong load of cum into her hungry pussy.
She thought he would keep her on the bed again but he pulled her up and over to the mirror. She saw herself in the glass. Her hair was all over the place, her mascara had run, her cheeks were pink and flushed, her lipstick had smeared.
She couldn't help but laugh "I look such a mess."
"You look beautiful, beautiful and fulfilled. You look like a woman who is finally doing what she was created to do. Who can finally be what she was always meant to be. Now you're looking like a woman fine enough to be my bitch. You ready to be my bitch?"
"You know it," she simply replied and then asked him what was foremost in her mind. "Will you fuck me again?"
"Oh yes," his voice was deep and its sincerity undeniable. "We gonna fuck a lot. But just now we ain't fucking for fun, we're fucking to breed. So its best you come back tomorrow when I'll have more of what you know you're needing."
Did he mean his fucking or his cock or his seed? Did it matter? She wanted it all. She had never felt like she did now, never known such exhilaration. She wanted and needed more.
He sat back on the bed and watched as she went into the bathroom. As she washed up and then made herself presentable she heard the click and fizz of a lighter. Soon after she smelled a familiar smell. It was not tobacco.
She emerged from the bathroom and reached for her skirt only to realise, with some shock, that Julius was not alone in the room.
"Good to see you again Officer," said the man and laughter-lines showed next to his eyes. "Real good to see you."
She had recognised him immediately. He was Floyd Abernethy, the man whose arrest had ultimately led to her being here.
"Me and my man Floyd here got some arrangements to make. I'm guessing since you driving you won't indulge." Julius flicked his hand and the joint he held in it. "Shame - this is the real thing. None of that chemical shit."
He hadn't said 'get gone' but the message was clear enough. Rule One said that when Julius said 'get gone' his bitches got gone. Claire got her clothes together and dressed herself. She was very aware that each man's eyes were on her. They traded pleasantries but it was clear that their real business would wait until she was gone. In the meantime they were both enjoying the view. She conquered her instinct to hurry. If Julius objected to Floyd being here then he would have kept Floyd outside until she was ready. So Julius wanted to show off his new bitch to his friend. So it was her job to represent him, not to hurry or to be embarrassed. She did so to the best of her abilities and to judge by Floyd's obvious pleasure she was successful.
"See you tomorrow at about six - you can get off work early." As usual Julius was making a statement rather than asking her a question.
"Of course," she replied and stopped only to share a long deep kiss with her man. "I'll maybe see you again Floyd," she said as she headed for the door.
"No maybes involved if I'm deciding that," responded Floyd, "but maybe you'll have a kiss like that for me next time."
Julius was still smiling, still relaxed.
"Maybe," was the last thing she said as she moved through the door and out into he building corridor that led to the stairwell. She could still feel the blood pumping through her body, the exquisite excitement of those moments, all the way down the stairs and out into the cool air.
Her mind was full of the events of the afternoon. She kept remembering and enjoying moments as she drove. Perhaps that was why her usual sharp instincts were somewhat dulled. It was only as she neared the city limits that she looked a little more carefully into her rear-view mirror. There was a silver Camry back there - not right behind her but that wasn't what interested her. She felt sure there had been one behind her on the way in too, at least part of the way. Not that there weren't a whole host of Camrys on the road of course.
She looked more carefully but the vehicle was too far way and its windows were clearly tinted. Even as she watched the vehicle signalled a right turn and then was gone. Claire watched it go with some relief and moments later she was driving out into the suburbs proper. She didn't want to find herself going paranoid or something. Not just when things were starting to go so well.
***
"I decided when you first came through my door that when the time came I was going to savour it. To enjoy every part and every aspect of you. I ain't minded to rush and this ain't getting done in just a few hours. Tomorrow you gonna call into that Department of yours and tell them you off for the foreseeable. You understand. Been talking to my man Floyd about finding a crib for you over here. I got business tomorrow night so you can go off and fetch your kit then. Floyd says he got a couple of guys to help you - ones that won't stand out over there in Milvern County.
She knew what that meant. White guys. Floyd hadn't struck her as a man with a lot of white friends but she was learning not to be surprised by anything these men did.
She luxuriated in the strength of his arms as he held her, contrasted it with the gentle inter-play of their tongues as they kissed. She knew Julius Moore well enough to know that he was not a sentimentalist. Julius was 'the Closer', a man on a very real mission. He was giving her what she wanted and needed to make sure that she kept coming back. That way he would get what he wanted. They were lovers but not in the 'happy ever after' sense. They were lovers because it suited them both at this moment. There was no BS about it - Julius didn't promise and fail to deliver, Julius didn't hide what he wanted. So different from her previous lovers, her white lovers. That was why she kept coming back - that was why she'd keep coming back until...
He had pushed open her shirt and his big dark hands were brushing across the pale skin of her belly with amazing gentleness.
She looked back up and her eyes found his. He most certainly was no sentimentalist. His eyes were hard, firm and demanding. His white bitches were there to do what he wanted and give him what he wanted. There were no ruses or tricks involved. As a woman you knew that. As a woman she knew that.
"Might be happening already." His voice was meditative and full of satisfaction.
"Probably not," she admitted. The timing hadn't quite been right but this week it would be.
"Probably not," he echoed her, "but still maybe. That 'maybe' is the finest word in the whole fucking dictionary. You too fine to let this wait. You need these white titties full of milk and this fine white belly full of my son."
"You can guarantee a son," she teased him.
"Not first time," he conceded, "but we just keep going till we get there. No problem if I'm giving you a house-full of daughters first. They be beautiful. Maybe not like their Momma but just as beautiful all the same."
She knew what he meant. Her children were not going to look like her - they would not share her fair hair, her pale skin. They would be beautiful but in their own way.
His big fingers had nimbly undone her shirt buttons and pushed the material away to expose her breasts. His hands fondled her, his thumbs working her hard nipples.
"Yeah," he almost spoke to himself, "that's what these were made for. Feeding the Black man's babies and helping them grow big and strong if they a son, strong and beautiful if they a girl. Need these good and full and ready. So you can be what you was born to be."
"Like Jean," she said.
"Like Jean," he repeated her words, "like all you fly white bitches was born to be. Making your men proud, letting your bellies show the world who the real men are. Nothing sez that like a little nigga suckling on a fine white titty. In time you gonna be just as good a white bitch as Jean is."
She felt a little prickle of annoyance at that, a sparking of her competitive spirit. "What do you mean? Because I'll be pregnant?"
"Oh you gonna be knocked up for sure. We both knowing that. But you gonna be as good as her on Rule Eight."
"Rule Eight?"
"Rule Eight says a white bitch's mission is to represent and to recruit - friends, work mates, relations - any white woman worthy of being with the Black man. Just like Jean did."
She remembered her conversations with Jean and understood. That had been how it was going to be all along. Julius had known it since he had first seen her and Jean had known it too. From the moment she and Joe had walked through the door. Julius and Jean had both identified her potential and begun working on her. They had seduced her. It seemed crazy to use the word in this context but that was how it had been. Julius had always been there - showing her another possibility, a different future. However, it was Jean that had done the real work. Jean that had encouraged her and had gently laid the trail of bread-crumbs that led to the exquisite, delicious, trap.
Was it still a trap when you went into it with your eyes wide open? When you wanted to be 'captured' with all of your heart and soul? Didn't that trap become an opportunity?
"Just remember," said Julius, "when the time comes. This ain't just about taking the white boys' women. They so weak and limp that ain't no problem. This is about raising the next generation. Their finest bitches and their best potential baby-mommas need to be with the best men. And the best men is all..."
"Black." She finished his statement as she knew he wanted her to. "The best men are all Black."
"Fuckin' A. The best soldiers, the best athletes, the best gangstas, the best fighters, the best sportsmen, the best playas, the best fuckers. From all I seen the best fuckin' five-oh and lawyers too. The best at everything that counts. You put the best men with the best women, that's Black women and the cream of the rest, well it stands to reason. Gonna get the best new generation. Strong and proud and ready to move forward. Knock them limp-dicked cracka boys off that perch they been sitting and preening themselves on for so long. Lording it over their betters - lording it over us but also over you. Over white women just as much as over us folk."
That was some racist shit! Kinda eugenics shit too!
Julius gave a little laugh. "Yeah, I know. You ain't feeling that part of it. Not yet. Maybe you never will. Maybe I'm all full of shit. It don't much matter. Reality don't need us to believe it. If I'm right then I'm right, if I'm wrong well I'll be long gone before I know it. Meantime, by experience you know one thing I'm saying is true."
"What's that?"
"Answer it yourself. Who fucks best?"
"You do."
"Yeah and in time you'll come to know that I might be the best but there's plenty of other brothas not far behind. Damn sight ahead of any cracka boy anyway. You know that don't you?"
"Yeah," she said quietly, "I know it."
"Well then, " his exploring fingers found her pussy, "that's all that matters right now. This white pussy hungry?"
She felt the desire surge through her, the excitement she had come to expect when she knew he was going to fuck her. Just like one of Pavlov's dogs. She couldn't get enough of him - she desperately wanted more. "She's hungry."
"She wet and hungry, all primed and ready?"
"Primed and ready," she echoed. The word 'primed' carried a certain connotation around these parts. It didn't just mean you were ready to fuck.
Julius pushed down his sweat pants and his shorts. Then he stepped out of them and took a seat in his big armchair. Their talk had clearly aroused him, his cock was hard and standing magnificently against his muscled stomach.
She looked at him. How big was he? Bigger than her ex-husband or her former boyfriends for sure. Big enough to fit her perfectly, to make sex better than anything she had imagined, let alone experienced, before. But was he so much bigger? His dark skin just seemed to make him so much more impressive, so much more potent and powerful. No white boy was ever going to compete with her man and she needed him to prove it again for her.
No more words. She knew what she needed to do. She completed undressing while he watched her, his eyes full of lust for her. For her or for her fertility? Did it matter? He was going to fuck her with that Big Black Cock of his and that was all that mattered to her. What would come of it would come of it. When a man fucked his woman it was what was supposed to happen. You didn't give yourself to a man like Julius unless you gave yourself totally, no hesitations and no restrictions.
She straddled him, lined his cock up and then carefully eased herself down onto his hard cock. She went carefully at first but that just allowed her to savour the sensations coming from her pussy. Like the first time - when that big cock of his had claimed her and left her no way back. Filling her, fulfilling her - sending the waves of desire and pleasure coursing through her body. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth to gasp as she rode him, as she took him all of the way. It was exquisite, perfection. Her mind and body explored every sensation and demanded more.
She rode him, harder and harder. Moving her body up and down on that cock. Using him to build that wave of sensation, to surf its crest and anticipate the crashing climax of her arousal. She gasped again and kept herself moving. Onward, faster, claiming what was hers by right. His seed and her new life.
She felt her body and soul quiver, felt her reaction to the thought as much as to the Big Black Cock pushing in and out of her pussy. At that moment for the first time she felt Julius pushing his hips up to take over the rhythmn. Leaving her no respite, no breathing space from the arousal. He wanted to keep her body there, close to climax and when he was ready he would feed her pussy. Fill her with his potent Black seed, send his African essence rushing to mate and join with her. It really could happen tonight. For the first time she knew that she was here at her most fertile time. A primed egg was right where it should be. Ready to take his seed and make his baby. She was here and ready to be Black Bred.
"Yes," she said through gritted teeth, "breed me."
"You worth it then you better work for it."
The movement of his hips stopped and she understood. She understood and she rushed to resume her own rhythmn. The Closer knew his business. He knew that she was primed and he wanted her working hard for that seed. That way there could never be any misunderstanding of what was happening here. She was being Black Bred and she was the one doing it. Not that he cared what the world thought. She knew him well enough to know that. This was all about her and her mind. After this there couldn't be any denial or hesitation. After this she would know what had to be, what she herself needed.
Post-climax her muscles signalled their fatigue. Part of her wanted him to take over, to fuck her hard. However, more of her wanted to prove herself. To claim his seed as tribute to his desire for her. A tribute that would grow and blossom in her belly. Her mind took her and her body reacted. She no longer felt the fatigue and she kept riding him, putting her head back and opening her mouth to draw in great lungfuls of oxygen.
As she did so she remembered when she and Joe Sansom had first opened that broken door and found the Closer fucking his white bitch, fucking Jean Butler. Jean had been riding him just like this, her head thrown back to gasp for air, her pale skin flushed with excitement and desire. Claire knew that now she had to look like that, just like that. She was the Closer's fresh white bitch and she revelled in the fact. Now Jean had the Closer's Black baby growing in her. That was just how it was and that was just how it was going to be.
She opened her eyes and stared wildly into his face. She picked up her pace and rode him harder. His face looked serene but she could tell. That slight tightening of his mouth and most of all those piercing penetrating dark eyes.
"Gonna take it," he snarled.
"Give me it, " she said quietly, "knock me up." Somehow it meant more than yelling it. There was a performative side to that. This was just between them - between a Black man and his white bitch. Between a Black man and his next white baby-momma.
His hands held her tight and she knew he was shooting his seed up deep inside her. Starting all that potent Black seed in a mad rush to find her egg. She hoped they would succeed but in the long run it didn't matter. There would be lots more opportunities and she would not stop until she had succeeded. Until she was growing his beautiful baby within her, until her breasts were filling with milk to feed his children.
She gasped, the breath coming out of her in shuddering waves. It was intense, dominating her body. Making her pussy claim every bit of his cum from his Big Black Cock. That was pure instinct. It knew what she needed just as much as she did, just as much as the Closer had known since he had first seen her. She needed to be bred.
Finally she was able to stop, breathing heavily. She sank down onto him and felt his body against her, his warmth and his strength. It felt perfect, amazing, so very good.
"You enjoy that?" Julius Moore gave a low rumble of a laugh that he felt all through her body.
"It was the best," she said. Why lie or dissimulate? It had been. That was just a fact.
"Now you know the difference between just Black fucking and real Black breeding. You want more?"
"Yes," she didn't need to think about her answer, "I want a lot more."
She felt his laughter again, his joy at having claimed her. It didn't surprise her that she felt absolutely no regrets. Soon he would be hard again and then he would fuck her again, he would breed her again. It was all that she wanted and he would not deny her.



***
It was all planned to a nicety. She knew that. The fact she would be away from him now for a couple of days while she moved. When she was fertile, when she most wanted and needed him. It was all planned. He knew she wasn't running away, she wasn't going anywhere but closer to him. It would just show her how much she needed this, how much she craved this. How she wouldn't again want to be without it. It only helped a little to know that she would not be denied again. Not until she was in the maternity ward. The Closer knew what he was doing. This wasn't his first time around the block. She couldn't deny him now - even if she wanted to.
Claire's eyes again flicked to her rear-view mirror. Her mind had been elsewhere or she would surely have spotted it before now. A silver Camry. She didn't do what the perps did when you followed them. She didn't speed up. Oh no. She deliberately slowed. Just a few miles an hour but enough that most anyone would overtake her. Except the Camry didn't. Two other vehicles passed her but the Camry just slowed up and kept that regulation distance behind her.
Now she was sure. Well she was 99% sure. Her instincts had not lied to her, That Camry was tailing her and she wanted to know why. She looked back in her mirror but could not make out the other driver. Was it just the darkness or was it more? She had thought before that the screen was tinted, deliberately hiding the driver's identity. She reached under her seat and touched her firearm, reassured by its presence. She knew what she had to do.
There was one last pull-off within the city limits and she took it. Easing down and around a corner before bringing her vehicle to a halt. If the Camry followed her and stopped then she would find out what this was all about. She waited and watched the second hand move round on the vehicle clock. Five whole circuits and the Camry did not make an appearance.
Claire Doyle closed her eyes for a moment and let out a long breath. She would not be sad to stop making these drives in and out. Maybe all that was happening had made her a little crazy, a little paranoid even. It was a relief that her suspicion had turned out to be unfounded after all. She put her vehicle in drive and carefully navigated the streets over to the next available junction. It had cost her a little time and nothing more. She was happy with that outcome.
As she pulled back onto the main road home she did not notice the silver Camry parked in another off-road. A minute after Claire had passed that vehicle its lights were switched on and it drove off back into the city.
***
She hadn't been quite sure what to expect from the moving guys but it turned out that they were professionals. Three men who swiftly and efficiently wrapped up her old life and had it in the back of a truck faster than she would have believed possible.
They were all, as she had suspected, white guys. However, she still sent up a little prayer of thanks that she didn't live too close to any of her colleagues in the PD. Recent events had sharpened her concerns about he possibility of her or the truck being followed. When she left she didn't want anyone from her old life knowing where she had gone. They would believe that she had just burned out. It wasn't as if that was so uncommon in law enforcement.
While the guys were working she had made one last trip into the station. It had all seemed part of a life she had long left behind. The Chief had been regretful but understanding when she had put in her papers. She could tell that he wasn't unduly surprised. Up until recently she had probably been his most reliable Officer but over the last few weeks that had not been the case. When a dam cracked it wasn't so strange if it broke entirely soon afterwards.
She had been surprised by Skeet. She hadn't too often seen him lost for words. His sorrow at the news had been genuine and really quite touching. It took an effort to remember that he was feeling regret for the loss of the old her as a colleague. The new her would not be nearly so welcome around there. She joined them for a last drink at their favorite bar but she already felt more than semi-detached. This was her old life and it was over.
What lay ahead? In all truth she wasn't sure. She had grown up wanting to be a Police Officer. To suddenly not be one should have been a bigger shock than it was. What would she do instead? That should have been her first priority but it wasn't. There were more important things in life.
***
"Hey girl. You coming to see us again? The Closer already sealed the deal?" The young man was smiling confidently.
"Not yet Ty - at least not that I know." It was so matter of fact. Just taken for granted that soon she would be knocked up with Julius Moore's baby. She knew it, the Closer knew it, these young men on the corner knew it. It was going to happen and most everyone knew it. Everyone that counted. But she had a favor to ask.
"Have you all seen a silver Camry around here?"
Ty showed her his hands, their palms held upwards. "Shit girl ain't no shortage of fucking Camrys on the road. Ain't that why you five-oh use them? Kinda to blend in."
"I'm not Police any more - at least my papers have gone in." She could say the words without any regret. "But I know you guys have sharper eyes than anyone on the street. You seen a strange Camry around here?"
"Plate?" Ty was taking her a little more seriously now.
She hadn't really been paying attention the first time. The second time she had but, just like the identity of the driver, the plate had seemed to be obscured by shadow or maybe dirt. "I couldn't make it entirely. It looked like a state plate ending in '450'."
Ty looked at the other men on the corner and then slowly shook his head. "Nah, can't help you there. Ain't seen no strange Camrys round here, silver or not. We'll peep them plates though if you wanting. That right?" The others signalled their agreement.
As she crossed to the familiar ugly building Claire wondered about her conversation on the corner. It had seemed relaxed but had it really been so casual and straight forward? They knew she was no danger to them, there was no way she could ever testify against them. Any information she could provide was pretty weak-sauce. Every Metro Officer passing the corner knew as much as she did.
But she had been five-oh and her instincts were still five-oh. Her papers might be in but that didn't change anything. There was a little bell ringing way back in her consciousness. It wasn't a certainty but it was enough to put her on her guard. She was pretty sure Ty hadn't been lying - why the hell would he - but she wasn't so sure he had told her everything. Maybe he knew that plate or maybe he planned to deal with this himself. Maybe both. She just hoped to God she didn't see that damned Camry again but also that Ty didn't do anything stupid.
"Here she be - just as regular as clock-work! Remembering when you used to deny it - ain't denying it now, soon won't be able to deny it at all. All you white girls is the same." The words dissolved into a burst of laughter.
Claire had been climbing the stairs as she thought about Ty and the Camry. The thoughts could be filed away as she looked up to see Desiree. The older Black woman was observing her with an amused expression.
Answering Desiree never ended well but Claire couldn't resist it. "Why would I deny it."
"Oh!" Desiree's smile only grew. "I'm liking that. Gonna be a problem when your belly don't fit in that nice smart uniform eh Police girl?"
"I've put in my papers - I've quit the force." Why the hell was she telling Desiree that?
"You talking like you proud of it Police-girl, like you proud to ditch the Police and your career for a regular helping of what the Closer is offering. That right girl - you give it all up to be one of his bitches? Like that girl Jean. She was round here yesterday and she starting to show if you know the signs. Just like you will be soon. Just another of the Closer's Bay-Mommas. Like all them that was before and like all them that is coming up after ya. Gave it all up for that?" Desiree cocked her head to one side and nodded.
The older woman's attitude finally got to Claire. "Fuck yeah - that is just exactly what I did, what I am doing! What the fuck do you know? You know anything about me or how my life was? You thinking to shame me! What the fuck do you know?"
She regretted it instantly. Desiree might have the tongue of a harpy but she was still a woman nearer seventy than sixty. Since when did she, Claire Doyle, start yelling at old women?
If she was worried about seeing Desiree cower in fright then she was soon reassured. The old woman just put her head back and laughed, a raucous peal of pure delight. "Yeah, thass right! What the fuck do I know!" She laughed loudly again. "Good to see you got some spirit in you police-girl. Gonna need it when that belly gets good and round. Them babies ain't gonna look like you and when they is here its way too late to be reconsidering. I expect my boy's bitches to raise my grandkids right. You hear?" The old woman's eyes were on Claire's and the laughter was gone as the last two sentences were delivered. A long dark finger, a little crooked with arthritis, jabbed the air in Claire's direction.
"I hear you," Claire said, a little numbed by the altercation. "They'll be raised right."
Desiree pursed her lips and looked intently at Claire for a moment. Finally she gave a little nod and then gestured for Claire to move on.
There were only a few more steps up to the familiar broken door. It was pushed to so she gave a knock on it.
There was no response.
She knocked again.
"What you waiting for girl? You can go in - he be back soon." Desiree's words.
She obeyed them and pushed the door open. She had been here once before on her own. She gave a glance up into the corner but saw no tell-tale red light. The camera was off. Last time her search had been interrupted. She had been into all but one of the rooms. There was another door off the bedroom. Maybe a cupboard but she didn't think so. Instinct again.
Curiosity was a dangerous thing but also a powerful thing. This time she went straight to that door and turned the handle. She somehow expected it to be locked but it opened readily enough, just needing a little oil maybe. There was an old-fashioned light-switch and she used it. Light flooded the small room. Maybe it had once been a cupboard after all.
She stepped inside and immediately saw what the little room was used for. It took a moment to comprehend it, to take it all in. From the top of the walls down to the floor two of the three walls were covered by... trophies. She had her training and she knew that was the word for this.
Pinned to the walls were rows and rows of women's panties. Written above each was a first name and next to each was a photograph. Each showed a woman with an infant. The hair-styles and fashions and slightly faded nature of some of the photographs told that this had been going on for twenty, maybe thirty, years. Each photograph was different but each was also the same. A young white woman with her infant child. The child was hers but in almost every case it was immediately obvious that the father was Black. Hardly a surprise - she knew already who the father was.
Her eyes traced the rows, saw the faces. Followed them through to the most recent additions. The last two photos were different. One showed a heavily-pregnant white woman. The last showed a familiar face. Jean Butler, smiling broadly, holding up the little plastic object so that the camera could pick out the relevant details. The lines that indicated pregnancy.
Trophies. She had learned about them when they had done a course on serial killers. The old-time big game hunters had kept trophies of animals they had shot. Now lots of sick fucks kept trophies of their murder victims. This was related but also as far apart from that as it could be. These were trophies of life and not death. Life given by Julius Moore, proof that he had closed the deal.
"Open the drawer there."
Claire controlled the instinct to jump about six feet in the air. She hadn't heard a damned thing. How could a big man move so quietly? Or had it just been that she was so wrapped up in her discovery. In the faces, the mothers and the children. In the expression on Jean's face. Joy, triumph, achievement, satisfaction. It was all there, all obvious in a way she knew that she had never felt.
"Take the girl out of the five-oh but you can't take the five-oh outta the girl." Julius gave a little laugh to himself. "Generally I show my bitches this place but I figured it might be more fun to leave you alone. Had an idea you'd go straight to it."
Not for the first time Claire Doyle had the clear realisation that she had been played. The Closer always seemed a few moves ahead, always seemed to know what she would think and what she would do. That would have infuriated the old Claire. However, now it just seemed the way it was. Julius Moore was an amazing man. She guessed that he pretty much always got what he wanted. They didn't call him the Closer for nothing.
The only furniture in the small room was an old bedside table taking up most of the very limited floor space. She took hold of the handle and gently pulled. As the draw opened it revealed what she had suspected that it would. A pair of panties, her panties. Taken from her by Jean and Julius on a day that wasn't so many weeks ago but seemed a lifetime away.
With them were a pen, small hammer and a pack of tacks.
He didn't need to instruct her. She knew how this worked. She took her panties and one of the small tacks. She carefully judged the appropriate position next to Jean's photograph and then very carefully tapped the tack through her panties and into the wall. Once the tack was all the way home she stepped back a little. Then she took the pen and carefully wrote 'Claire' above her panties. It wasn't the first 'Claire' in that room, there was a 'Clare' too. It stood to reason. There had to be close to a hundred pair of panties, close to a hundred photographs, close to a hundred stories just like hers.
Now she stepped back properly and checked out her work, It looked right but the gap next to it needed to be filled. Her photograph needed to be there. Just like Jean's, then like the woman next to her, finally like the rest of the women. It was what she needed to do, what the Closer would allow her to do and to be. She let out a long breath.
"Yeah - you feeling it ain't you baby. Don't you worry girl we'll soon seal the deal. Make you my bitch, the Black man's bitch, for good and for keeps. You know Rules Nine and Ten?"
He knew she didn't. Those rules still hadn't been revealed to her. She shook her head.
He led her back into the bedroom "Yeah, that's right my little five-oh bitch. Well I'll tell you one of them in five minutes. Depending on this." Julius Moore reached into his pocket and produced a small box. He tossed it across to her.
She caught it and looked at it. A pregnancy test.
***
The driver's eyes were on the rear-view mirror. Checking out the building, the open space, the corner. The Camry had been made and so today it was a different vehicle. The driver was satisfied with what had been seen. Soon Claire would emerge and then it would be child's play to tail her to her destination. Not that the driver didn't know where that was. It was pretty clear just who Claire Doyle was now, just who she had become. It would soon be time to take a hand in this game.
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Heather Cameron stirred in her bed and slowly emerged into wakefulness. She moved to get out of bed and felt a slight tingle. That was as good as a calendar to tell her what day it was. Each week George Fitch, the college's African-American night porter, came over to give her a 'lesson' and the next morning she woke feeling the same sensations.
George had never hidden the fact that he loved 'white girl titties' and he certainly enjoyed demonstrating the fact. Looking down she could just see the faint five marks left by his fingers when he had gripped her right breast just a little too hard. Not that it had felt bad at the time - quite the contrary. Not that it felt bad now - it was just a constant reminder of what she had got up to yesterday. The same as the tingling in her nipples where George's teeth and tongue had played with them. She felt a small but undeniable residual frisson of excitement at the memory.
She smiled to herself. She supposed that this counted as discomfort but it was that most peculiar of feelings, a welcome discomfort. Like holding a hot cup of coffee in the morning and feeling the heat on your fingers. It told you that you were alive, it reminded you of past pleasures and pleasures yet to be enjoyed. It reminded her of who she was. Not just Heather Cameron but also and equally Monica, the camgirl who performed for her audience on the TKB network. The girl who gave old George Fitch a blow-job every week as payment for bringing over her weekly parcel of new props for the show.
She was very pleased with George. He had proved a really patient tutor - telling her just what a man liked and what a man maybe didn't go for so much. How to use her tongue, how not to neglect the shaft or the balls, how to combine her mouth and hand. How not to think the teeth were a good idea ever - unless the man was a kinky sort and asked for it of course. How to use her eyes to build the connection with her man, how to keep things warm and wet and feeling good. All advice from the male, receiving, perspective of course but that didn't worry Monica too much. Monica knew that the idea of a blow job was for a woman to please her man. All very sexist of course but she found that she took great pleasure in pleasing George. Hearing his little gasp when she did something just right or feeling his fingers tighten in her hair. She craved those moments, loved the reaction her own body would give to these little proofs that she was satisfying her man.
George Fitch was not her lover or her boyfriend. However, at those moments he most definitely was her man. Despite the fact he was African-American, despite the fact he was a hard-working man on probably little more than minimum wage, despite the fact he was well over twice her age. When she was on her knees in front of him and when she had that beautiful Black cock of his in her mouth then he was her man and she wanted to please him more than anything else in the world.
Next year she would be twenty-five. On her birthday her sizable portion of the Cameron Trust Fund would be released to her. However, she knew that even her annual allowance dwarfed George's earnings. The profits of wise investment of the millions made via the ruthless operation and prudent sale of the old Cameron mills. The return from years of labor by hard-working men like George Fitch. The huge returns from her grand-father's usually less than ethical land and property deals. She had grown up knowing all of that, well except perhaps for some details of the scale of the latter aspect.
She had known all of that but not really known who she was. She had seemed perfectly happy growing into a dedicated and studious post-graduate researcher. There was the vacuum of her love-life of course but she had come to understand that. The boys who showed interest in her had known who she was, had really been interested in that Trust Fund rather than in her. Her two relationships had ended in their cheating, in their betrayal. Shallow young white men who already had more money than they could ever spend but who had still lied to her and toyed with her. It had hurt but she had healed stronger.
Which was when she had met Harley, the man behind TKB. When she had gone with him and his white girlfriend Allie to H-Town. The trip that had changed everything. Where she had finally understood, or allowed herself to understand, her true desires and her true self. The person she could be when she was Monica.
Her researches had included a great deal of psychology. She was aware that a rich and privileged white girl on her knees pleasuring a Black working man had certain symbolic implications. She was just as aware of the fact that she didn't care. She knew that it felt right, it felt good to bring pleasure to George, that it also felt good and right to 'entertain' her Black members on the TKB Network. It made her feel alive, it allowed her to feel her true self.
Only two issues had worried her. First, Harley had been paying her profits from her shows into a bank account she had set up for the purpose. It wasn't a massive amount of money from a Cameron perspective but it had quickly passed five figures and it continued to grow quite rapidly. Had the money come from her Members then she might have tried to return it somehow. However, their assumption was that she was a student needing to pay off her loans and she wanted it to stay that way. Letting people know her real financial position tended to ruin, or at least change, everything. When they talked to Monica she knew people were talking to her as a woman and not as the representative of figures on a balance-sheet. She would still have felt guilty but for the fact that Harley had explained that TKB was funded by its subscribers and her own sponsors. These were white men who paid healthy sums to watch her shows and support her cam 'career'. If the money came from them she had no reason to feel guilty. She could find it a worthy home in due course and meanwhile they were apparently satisfied with the arrangement since her 'earnings' continued to rise so quickly. Not least since she had begun the Challenge.
Second, she was concerned about George. Was she exploiting him? Using him for her own purposes? She was reassured when she looked in the mirror or read the comments of her members during her shows. She was an attractive young woman and if George was being 'used' he seemed very happy with the arrangement! Certainly she had been lucky to find him. Since her official transfer to the Oxford program she had few worries about her activities becoming known at the College. However, she was very aware that George was the one man on TKB who knew her real background. He had always struck her as a good man, a man of his word. Once she had trusted him with parcels and messages, now she trusted him with secrets. Their recent, more intimate, association had not changed her mind about George. She felt sure that she could rely on him
She glanced at her phone and winced. Spending all her time thinking about her shows was getting to be too much of a habit. While she retained library privileges at the College she need to make the most of it. There was an important paper on post-apartheid South African economic patterns of realignment that she really needed to read.
***
"Do you have a pen George?"
The words were couched as a question but she knew that he did. It was right there in full view and about one step and a gentle reach over to her left.
Except she wasn't going to take that one step of course. George Fitch had been around long enough to know that much. She was going to wait for him to stop what he was doing, get up and cross the length of his office so as he could hand it to her. All part of life's rich tapestry. He crossed the room and handed her the pen.
She took it and signed for her package. No 'Thank you George,' no smile of gratitude, no nothing. George's face was impassive as he took the pen back and replaced it. He'd been around long enough to know not to let little things like that get to you. He had work to get back to and he didn't need his concentration being trashed by no stuck-up student about a third of his age.
Sometimes it did rankle though. Maybe because it was just an asshole feeling they needed to assert their supremacy for some stupid reason of their own devising. That didn't usually get to him though. He'd seen enough of that in the services. Little men needing to prove they had the rank. Any Officer who was any good got their respect as a matter of course and not by manufacturing it.
No, what really got under his skin was someone like that girl who'd just been in, Josephine. To her he was just a convenience, like a car or that pen she'd used. He existed solely to make her life easier. Like on those games the kids played nowadays. The characters that just existed to move the game long but weren't actually players. What did they call them? Who the fuck cared? Round here there were plenty that called one of them 'George'.
Pure privilege. Not 'white privilege' like he sometimes heard about. This thing could be based on that but it didn't need to be. He'd been treated like crap by all races, genders and creeds. He'd also been treated right by all races, genders and creeds. It was just that when some folks got some green they got to feeling like everyone else was shit under their shoe. When they was born into it they maybe didn't even realise you were human at all. You were just like them images on their screens. Usable and disposable - if you thought about them at all.
George grunted to himself as he looked at the Principal's memo for the third time and found himself still unable to concentrate on the script. It annoyed him how much Josephine's rudeness had got to him. Hadn't it happened ten thousand times before? Just the student's face and the circumstances changing a little. It was life but sometimes it was a bitch.
***
Stage One of the Challenge which was called 'Audition' had, as Harley had suggested, proved simple. The three cards she had drawn had represented 'Perform a Cam show', 'Twerk in a thong' and 'Shave your pussy'. Nothing too challenging there since she had done them all already. Harley had told her it was a formality but she still felt nerves waiting for their reaction. You had to win the approval of a majority of both audiences. The Members showed it via voting their approval, the Subs via donations.
Harley, as usual, turned out to know what he was talking about. They had the required 150 approvals within a few minutes of the show ending. The donations didn't take ten minutes longer. She didn't know what figure had been required but apparently it hadn't been difficult to find.
Level Two was 'Training' and again the couple of cards were actually aspects of previous shows. She had merely needed to hone her performance, to make it as good for her Members as she possibly could. The third and fourth cards gave her assignments. The first was to find ten online profiles of men she desired by the next show. As soon as she chose that card she had got a private message.
'H - Take some care on this. It helps down the road.'
That was Harley and she had learned that it was always wise to take his advice. She had spent an evening going through various sites and checking out profiles. Instead of swiping left or right she collected screen-shots. She tried to be objective and just to go with her instincts and she stopped collecting when she had thirty that had caught her eye.
Some things were obvious. Twenty-nine of her selections were African-American and most were dark-sinned, just like Harley and George. Their ages varied but most were in their thirties or early forties. They all shared a certain something, an obvious self-confidence that showed in their photos or their profiles or both. Lastly there did not appear to be too many investment bankers in her selection. One was an athlete and two wore business suits but the rest were blue-collar. Builders, plumbers, maintenance men, bus drivers, an engineer and a few who didn't declare an occupation but did seem to have money. This was fantasy after all.
That left the difficult part - narrowing it down to ten. She remembered what Harley had said and considered it. It had certain implications but she didn't find herself inclined to worry about that just now, other than to make sure she kept her options fairly open. So she made sure to include a confident young man of twenty-three as well as a cabbie in his fifties who had the most beautiful smile. She also made room for the athlete who was posing in a tight-fitting gym outfit. Shallow of her but well...
She had tried to be objective but it didn't surprise her that all ten of her final choices were dark-skinned African Americans. The sole white guy of her original selection had the most beautiful blue eyes and was a Harvard graduate in her field but, well, we were talking raw sexual attraction here and he just couldn't match up on that score.
She had revealed her selection on cam and received a new task. 'Read these ten stories and rank them in order of interest.' Over the following few days she had read them and done her best. A couple were rather raunchy 'Harlequin' style stories that held little interest. Another had some themes that she really didn't like. She was very fond of her father but certainly not in that way. There was a story about a girl in bondage who was then ravished by five men. Intense but something was missing. There was another about a girl whipping men and jacking them off. Perhaps not for her. Number six was written from the perspective of a husband whose wife was having an affair. She remembered Harley had talked about 'cucks' and the story was OK but the narrator got in the way and once the wife's boyfriend was revealed to be an Italian the fire went out of it a bit.
Number Seven was similar but written from the wife's perspective after she had started an affair with her Black personal trainer. It escalated into some pretty vivid sex scenes and descriptions of her husband's willing and eager humiliation. She liked that but again she found herself skipping through the bits with the husband. Story Eight had a woman whose husband had piled up debts with a Black bookmaker. To save her husband she had given herself to the bookmaker and had found that the sex was far better than anything her white husband could provide. There had been lots of interracial imagery, lots of sex and the husband was dumped at the end. She became the bookmaker's mistress. That was more like it.
Story Nine had a white teacher who after a series of adventures ended up leaving her husband and son to live with a Black guy who was at the very least an ex-criminal but every inch the perfect alpha male. In the story she had sex with several Black men and ended up pregnant by one when already another one's baby-momma. Very intense and certainly it had caused her to get out her trusty little pink vibe. Hardly very realistic however. At least she thought so until she remembered Allie and the other women back at Cassius's club in H-Town. The club-owner had been pretty open about his desire to 'knock them up' and at least one seemed very willing to let him do it. Before Harley had taken her there would she have believed clubs and people like that existed? Cue the little pink vibe again.
The last story was not so long as the one about the teacher. It featured a businesswoman who was sexually unfulfilled by her husband. She went to a party and met a man. A confident alpha male who claimed her and made her his mistress. He was dominant and became her 'Master'. He had her tattooed with his name, tied her up in bondage and made her his willing slave for sexual activity with him and his friends. At points it got very graphic in its descriptions of rough anal and group sex. The woman discovered her true love of being submissive and it ended with her Master shaving her head and making her his 'whore'. She placed that one fifth but with a note that if the 'Master' had been more her 'type of man' (hint hint) she might have moved it up a place or two. Naturally the story about the teacher came top and the woman paying her husband's debts to the bookmaker came second.
It had been interesting reading the stories - a side of erotica that she really hadn't considered before. Some of it had surprised her - head shaving? Some of it had been difficult to read. Other aspects had engaged with her, sometimes to a surprising degree. However, she was slightly relieved when her next task didn't involve any homework. Her schedule of shows now that she was undertaking the Challenge had been trimmed to two shows a week instead of three but nevertheless the story task had taken up a lot of her free time. On this occassion she had selected the three of hearts - 'wear cheeky T-shirts on cam.' That raised an issue but by the time of her next week's show a parcel had duly been delivered by George.
Prior to her weekly practical in sucking Black cock George had sat down and helped her select a few T-shirts. First up had been a 'Bad Bad Girl' T-shirt and it had gone down well.
'You the best. Look so sweet but we know you a fly little slut.'
'Thass a good type o' bad from where I'm looking.'
'Not bad enough yet but we soon changing that.'
A quick off-camera change and next up was a shirt with the words, 'B My Black Daddy.'
'Yes please - got my hand up here.'
'Got my dick up and want it up and in that sweet little mouth of hers.'
'Ain't you already got a Black Daddy - what happened to Grandpa from the other times.'
She couldn't help laughing at that one especially when she considered George was probably watching. She leaned into her microphone and tried a husky whisper. "Sir isn't my Daddy - he's my Teacher. Giving me lessons in a few things and, who knows, if I'm as bad as you all say maybe he should get to spank me too."
'Give you lessons in sucking my Black cock!'
'Needs to be on the schedule real fast and we all ready to give some free tuition.'
'Look at the little slut grinning - put her over my knee and make that fine booty glow!'
'Can think of better things to do than just spanking it.'
'H - Your teacher there today?'
She had an idea. She reached into her draw and found her big Black dildo that she had been sent, the one supposedly based on the cock of a porn star, Julius Flint. She said, "I wonder if he's here," and then carefully introduced the tip of the toy into the camera's field of vision from one side. She kissed the tip and then quickly withdrew the toy before winking at the camera and biting her lower lip as she watched their reaction.
'That for real - at fucking last!'
'I knew she was properly Blacktized.'
'Get him on - let's have a real show.'
'DREinH' burst their bubble. 'Nah that wasn't no for real cock. That was a toy. I'd swear to it. No frontin you little cracka slut. Show them all that Dre is right.'
Well that only seemed fair so she had flourished the big toy in front of the camera before going out of shot and putting on the last T-shirt. She hadn't been sure which to choose up until that moment but in the circumstances it seemed obvious which was most appropriate.
A bright yellow T-shirt with the silhouette of a black cockerel front and center. Above it were the words 'So I suck' and below it the words '...so what?'
She kept that shirt on for the rest of her show.
***
George Fitch stepped back and checked out his handiwork. He moved forward and tested the contact for a final time. That was fine. It wasn't going anywhere. He spoke over his shoulder to the attractive young woman who was watching him.
"This is what we call a training device Monica. Believe me you gonna find your task a whole lot easier for putting the work in. What's that they say - fail to prepare and you prepare to fail? Some crap like that anyway."


The Ace of Diamonds had been the latest card chosen. When George had learned her task he had immediately volunteered to help and had got Harley to arrange the express delivery of the 'training device'. It was another sex toy but this time a six-inch shaft of flexible black plastic with a suction cup at one end. Just now it was sticking out rather incongruously from the mirror on her bathroom wall.
"Give it a try girl".
She moved up to the dildo and raised her hand to grasp it.
"Oh no," interjected George, "what I told you? When a girl's givin' premium head then she ain't using no hands. You remembering that? Well if you passing this test then its no hands fo' sure."
She looked a little dubiously at the device sticking out from her mirror. It wasn't thick but it was pretty long. Without her hands it would be more difficult. However, what her teacher said went and so she clasped her hands behind her back.
"Thass right," approved George, "now see how it goes."
She moved forward, opened her mouth and pushed her lips over the end of the plastic cock. It moved just over half of its length into her mouth and then she felt the first resistance.
"Keep going," he instructed, "show me what you can do."
She pushed on further but felt the shaft against the back of her throat and had a strong desire to cough, to expel the intrusion. It wasn't to be denied. She pulled off the shaft and coughed.
"You was tensing up," said George. "This is all about the attitude. Fact is you needs to take that whole thing in your mouth - right down so your nose is pressed against the glass of your mirror. Then you gonna hold it there a few seconds till I say you done enough. You get that."
She gave him a rueful grimace. "I don't think so sir. I don't think I'm going to be able to..." Her words trailed off as he looked at him and saw his expression.
"Heard some premium BS in my time. Where's all this 'can't' and 'not able to' crap coming from? I know you can do this. You need to try again but to put yourself into relaxing this time. Not forcing it and not rushing it, just relaxing your way into it." He went and fetched a bottle of water for her. "Drink some water to lubricate things a little. Help that Black cock go where it needs to be. Settle down and relax yourself, ain't no rush here."
She drank the water and felt it cool her throat. She tried to relax her jaw muscles and to encourage the saliva to flow. She hadn't quite come to this unprepared. Since that card had been selected she had been practising with her little pink toy. That had proved easy. She could take that all the way into her mouth without any problem. This Black toy was not so easy but she knew how much more impressive it would be if only she could take it.
She tried again, feeling the cool dampness on the plastic shaft from her last attempt as she pushed forward. The shaft touched the back of her throat and she instantly wanted to retch, to force it out of her mouth. She tried to fight the sensation, tried to hold the position, tried to hold her ground when every part of her was refusing to comply. It was no good. She pulled her mouth off the shaft, coughing fit to bust and with tears streaming from her eyes. Once clear she coughed again and a long stream of thick spit emerged from her mouth. She saw herself in the mirror behind the toy. This could get messy and she was pleased George had put a towel down for her to kneel on.
"See what I'm sayin'? You need to relax, you hear me? You need to get yourself in the zone. You need to know that you ain't going to be beaten, that you going to succeed, that this ain't stopping you." George's voice was soft and persuasive. Not barking orders but encouraging her. He might be a night porter and not a trained teacher but he knew his psychology none the less.
"I get to a point and then..." She hesitated, felt the discomfort still there in her throat. "I don't think I'm cut out for this."
"Get that tablet over here."
She fetched the device and he took it from her. He opened a browser and entered a site's details. A few sweeps of his finger and he pointed the screen back at her. She saw a woman in her thirties with a similar set-up to hers except that the sex-toy was clearly much more than six inches long. Perhaps ten or even twelve.
The woman held her hands behind her back and approached the toy. She took it in her mouth and with three swift movements the whole of the shaft disappeared into her mouth. It was extraordinary. Heather felt that she could see the bulge made by the toy in the woman's throat. It had to be blocking off her wind-pipe and as she marvelled the woman moved back a little for a second before pushing back to take all of the toy into her throat again. She repeated a couple of times, effortlessly to the watcher, before finally holding herself in place with the toy as deep as possible in her throat. The veins showed taut in her neck and her face reddened a little but still she held her position until finally, after almost a minute, she pulled clear and took deep breaths. Her bare breasts were heaving as she drew in the oxygen and smiled triumphantly into the camera.
With a tap of his finger George closed the browser and put the tablet to one side. "So you telling me that she can do what you can't do. That she is so much better a little white slut than you. You telling me that she can please the Black man that much better than you. That what you telling me girl?"
He knew his psychology alright. He was appealing to her competitive spirit, to her desire to complete a task. She knew just what he was doing but that didn't mean that it didn't work. She tried to relax her throat and jaw muscles again.
"You see, " he said, "you already losing the game. You are thinking this is difficult. Thass because you ain't listening to old George. You worrying about it, you dreading that reflex kicking in. You gotta relax and shut that whole part of you down. That girl ain't a freak and this ain't no trick. Its a skill and until you know that skill it looks hard. Once you got it then its just like shelling peas."
She had never shelled peas any more than she had taken six inches of plastic down her throat but she caught his drift. She took a few deep breaths and another deep swig of water. Then she tried it again. This time when she reached the crucial point, when she felt her body start to react, she tried to tune that reaction out. To impose calm and serenity on her brain's desire to clear her throat. She held it together and even pushed forward a little but then the reaction came stronger and this time she couldn't help trying to fight it and once more ended up a coughing, spluttering, mess.
George watched her regain her composure. "You were damn close - so close to having it. I think your nose even touched the glass. You pretty much got it till you dropped your concentration. You gotta be zen about this shit. Control that reflex, make it subordinate to your own will. Prove your mastery of this skill. You real close. Wanna try it once more or wait a while?"
She couldn't help thinking that George's knowledge of Zen probably wouldn't pass muster but then again the aging night porter had surprised her more than once. Anyway she wanted to go again, she wasn't going to let six inches of plastic defeat her.
Once more she reached the critical moment, she felt the reaction coming up from her stomach in a nervous spasm. She felt it and she neutralised it, focused her whole being on controlling herself, negating her primal fear and panic, accepting the intrusion of the plastic cock and allowing it to progress further. Her hands remained behind her back and she dug the nails of one hand into the palm of the other. A crude form of distraction but it did seem to help. She had closed her eyes and she felt rather than saw the cool of the glass mirror approach her skin and touch her nose. She continued forward until she was pressed against the glass, pushing as deep down onto the toy as she could. There were a couple of momentary stabs of panic but she allowed them to fizzle out, powerless against her desire to conquer them.
"Yeah - that's right. You can relax now."
She heard his words and eased back off the toy. She flexed her jaw muscles and then saw her teacher nod his approval.
"See that's what I'm talking about. You got that down and that's the biggest half of the battle that some can't never master."
'The half of the battle,' she thought to herself. Hadn't she just achieved her task? She looked at him questioningly.
"You see Monica what you about to do is advertise a skill." If he called her by name during these sessions George always called her Monica now - just as she was always Monica during her shows. "Us Black men are just like other men in that most of us get a chance with a premium piece of tail like you then we just real happy for the opportunity. We taking what's on offer and we savouring it and we grateful for the privilege. Now you showing men that you got this skill and they gonna want to try that too. Only makes sense right?"
He smiled. "You raw at the moment but what you done was good, real good, shows you got a talent for this. Not gonna hide it from you that some brothas like to take out some resentment, some frustration, on a white girl. Call it reparations for slavery or racial oppression or having a grim teacher years back or a shitty boss right now. Maybe they don't need an excuse - maybe they're just mean sons of bitches. The men your folks warned you about - the, er, cartoon."
"The stereotype," she corrected him.
He nodded, his eyes fixed on hers. "Yeah, you see what I'm saying. A girl like you - smart, beautiful, coming out of a different world - you gonna be a prime target for them. Maybe you won't meet any of them more than once but you are gonna meet them and you'll need to be ready. They gonna want to fuck that pretty little throat of yours for starters, spank that lily-white ass till it glows red. Then - well I think you know they gonna fuck you hard just however and wherever they can fuck you. Fuck you hard and maybe even pass you around. You just playing round the edges for now but move in further and it can get plenty deep."
"You mean like at the Market in H-Town."
His eye-brows rose at that. "You heard about down there. Someone wanted you to go down there or someone warning you off?"
"Harley told me about it - he and his girl were both definitely warning me off."
She saw his face relax a little and she knew he was relieved to hear it. She decided not to tell him about meeting Cassius. The club owner had dealings in the Market and she wasn't so naive that she hadn't see how he had been looking at both Allie and herself.
"I been checking things out," he gestured towards her computer and she knew he was talking about Harley and the TKB, "seems to me if you wanting to go this route then they about the best folks to go along with. They been doing this a while and they got a set up. Do this on your own and well there's a lot of sharks out there. Especially anyone involved in that place you mentioned. The sort of folk see a girl like you as valuable livestock rather than as a person. No doubt you'd be real in demand and real good for business. I only ever went down there once and it was a long time ago but I'm doubting that much has changed."
She knew he was warning her, perhaps even trying to scare her. It wasn't working. Her Heather side wanted to know more, the inveterate professional curiosity of the researcher. Her Monica side had a reaction more complicated for her. She wasn't yet quite sure how to process it.
George continued. "Of course there's another truth. A man may not be a bastard but opportunity fuels desire. Man sees someone who he's always believed is out of his league and she is down for it. Well then a lot of times his cock gonna do the thinking for him. He getting his dick wet and getting his rocks off. Girl ain't his wife or his lover - girl is there for the sex. She there to get him off and he maybe ain't too concerned about her as a person, at least in that moment. Its just feeling too good. Shit, I dunno what I'm trying to say. Just maybe that if a girl is going into this business, which is most definitely a business, she got to have a real good reason or that's got to be really what she wants. She got to know what she's getting into."
She knew what he was saying. TKB and the lifestyle it portrayed were just the sort of circumstances George was getting at.
He continued. "Wish you hadn't pulled that card so soon. Men know you down for this, see the skills you got, well they only men. Means you got to practise hard, hone that technique. You got to be ready if you going to take it further."
She already knew that, despite his concern and warnings, she would be taking this further. She knew that much even if she didn't yet know just how far she wanted to go. Time would tell and she would obey her instincts on such things At the moment her abiding feelings were curiosity and excitement. Every time a card turned and she found out her new task it was a thrill, a little surge of adrenaline as the members reacted to finding out what was next on the agenda. While it stayed that way she wanted to continue.
She smiled at him. "Thanks George and I appreciate what you are saying. I'll certainly put in plenty of work on this...," she tapped the dildo still attached to her mirror, "...but I'd like some more realistic practise too. I'd like to take advantage of knowing a man I can trust." She moved across to in front of him and undid his pants. He didn't comment or move until she was pulling down his shorts. However, his cock was standing hard and proud when she uncovered it and he finally spoke.
"So you want to try it on the real thing."
She gave his cock a gentle stroke and then dropped both hands to behind her back. She registered just how hard he had been, how aroused her actions had made him. Had he got hard just from that or had he already been hard thinking of her being used by Black men for their pleasure. George was a good man and she did trust him but he was still a man and he did desire her. They were not in any sense romantic lovers, they were using each other for their mutual sexual gratification. That might not be the whole story but it was certainly an integral part of it. George was in the position of the men he had just warned her about. She looked up into his face as she clasped her hands behind her back.
"Take me all the way." After she had spoken he nodded to her - it was time.
He was about the same size as the toy but a little thicker. However, he was real, living and warm. So much better than any toy. She gave a couple of exploratory movements and then took him as deep as she could. She felt him at the very back of her mouth and then pulled back off him. George wasn't a plastic sex toy, a tool for her to use. George was her man and she had to please him. She ran her mouth up and down his shaft a few times, slowly and lovingly, she looked up and made sure to maintain eye contact as much as possible. She saw him swallow and run his tongue over his upper lip. She loved that. She loved the little signs of his arousal, of how much he enjoyed her doing this for him.
A lock of her fire-red hair fell forward over her face. His hand took it and tucked it back behind her ear before moving on to rest on the back of her head. She understood. She pushed down again until his cock filled her mouth, until he was at the back of her throat. Now was the time to apply her recently learned lessons. She relaxed and allowed him to take her, felt the saliva flooding her mouth. She half-coughed but kept control, withdrew a little back up the shaft before trying to push herself back down.
No, no, no! That wasn't going to work! Her throat constricted and she coughed viciously, pulling herself off his cock and leaving a long string of thick saliva between her mouth and his shaft.
"Take yourself a drink and then get back on the horse." His voice was quiet but firm.
She obeyed and tried again. This time she felt his hands take the sides of her head and ease her a little more upright. The changed angle seemed to help and as she pushed she suddenly found him going deeper. She paused and eased back, let herself get back into that zone she had found with the toy. She felt the gentle pressure of his fingers and knew what he wanted. She pushed back down his shaft, felt her throat want to contract and instead of fighting the nervous movement instead relaxed it out of existence. At that instant she found her nose pressed against his chest, felt his hair there. She knew he was always scrupulous about showering before he came over but maybe a little more trimming might be in order. She was amazed she could think about such things with his cock all the way in her mouth.
She carefully eased off his cock a little and then pushed back down. This time it was easier, her throat reflex less pronounced. On the third try she found she could pass it without any real issue. This time as she took him all the way she felt his hands tighten on her, holding her in place. His Black cock filled her mouth and pressed against her throat and airways. She had taken him all but at a price - now she could not breath. She still tried to work her tongue on him, felt it find his balls as they hung before her mouth. More hair but that was the least of her problems because she needed air. She could hold on no longer and pulled her hands out from behind her back. He had been watching for the movement and he immediately withdrew his cock from her mouth.
She sucked in the oxygen and coughed again as her mouth filled with saliva, thick saliva that also coated his cock and slid down to the floor. She looked up at George and was somewhat surprised to realise that she was smiling. He nodded to her and she felt a huge rush of achievement. She knew she had to be grinning like a fool now but she couldn't help it. She finally took another swig of water.
"That really your first time at this girl? You've surely got some natural skills. You this close to getting it for real." He held a dark finger and thumb a tiny distance apart. "You want to go again?"
Her Monica side was well aware that others could do this but that she could only get so far. Her Heather side reacted as Heather would react. The solution was out there and she knew how to find it. "Can we see that video again?"
George got the tablet and she watched it twice and then asked him if he knew more. He found a couple of much shorter clips. These girls were clearly pro in such matters, taking really big cocks as if it was easy. She looked for the clue and watching one brunette porn star she seemed to see it. It was all about the angles, all about geometry. With a little basic biology thrown in. As soon as she saw it she wanted to test her theory.
She almost chivvied poor George into position such was her eagerness. His low laugh suggested he could take it. A couple of strokes with her hand and he was ready for her. She clasped her hands back behind her back and took him back into her mouth, good deep plunges with her mouth. Not testing herself yet but building up a rhythmn. She was ready now and pushed down again but this time carefully lining up the angle of her approach. She was so vividly concentrating on this that she passed her abortive gag reflex without really noticing and then she was gently easing him around her mouth until she knew she had it. His cock eased forward and she had taken him all but this time it felt different. Her throat really felt filled but the only thing stopping her taking it further was the fact there was no more cock to take. She wanted to laugh with joy but that was tricky with a mouth full of Black cock and no way to breathe!


"Hold steady but I'll take it slow." His hand was holding her in place again but this time he was moving his hips, easing his shaft in and out of her mouth, each movement ending with her nose pressed up against his belly. Each withdrawal offering the opportunity to gain vital oxygen. She wasn't sucking him any more she realised, now he was fucking her mouth. She felt the saliva, warm and thick, lubricating his motions. She felt it and knew he was using her, using her for his pleasure. Her hands unclasped but not to move upwards. Instead she moved one hand round to the front of her body, down inside her skirt and pushed her thong aside. She was warm and wet down there, just as warm and wet as she knew her mouth was for her teacher, for George. Her fingers pushed home into her needy pussy and she wanted to moan but again the effect was stifled somewhat by six inches of hard Black cock.
She gasped as he pulled out of her. She felt exhilarated, relishing the sensations from her body.
"Show me what you can do." His instruction was simple and she obeyed. Taking him back into her mouth and repeating her previous trick. Right to the balls. She held it there a few seconds and then took him all the way in a series of plunges. Only on the last did she miscalculate a little. His cock took a slightly different angle, felt slightly different, triggered the reaction in her throat. She had to pull off him, coughing and spluttering., leaving a heavy trail of saliva.
"Don't waste it. Use yo' hand."
One hand was still busy in her panties but the other came up to smooth the spit over his shaft, lubricating it for her next session. All the time with her eyes on his, all the time smiling because she knew that she had the secret. She might not get it right every time but now she would know where she had gone wrong. It was controlled, it was repeatable or reversible. She pushed her mouth back down onto him, took him deep five times, then moved back to tease his cock head with her tongue, just the way that she knew he loved it. Then it was back to the base of his shaft and she pushed out her tongue to tease his heavy balls.
"Oh you fly fucking slut," was all he said as he pulled his cock back. He was breathing hard and she knew he had been enjoying it. He could have come but he obviously wanted more. Her fingers worked her pussy faster at the knowledge that she was pleasing him.
"Damn. You got it. Any man says you ain't is a damn fool or a damn liar. You can handle any man I'm thinking. But what if you got three all wanting you?"
"I've got my hands," she answered.
"That's right. That's why you got to learn to get a man off hands free. Which you sure as fuck can do. But what about five men, ten men, what about a roomful of Black men all wanting their turn. You up for that?"
She let out a long shuddering breath as her fingers worked her pussy. She had imagined it. On her knees and surrounded. Cock after cock - surrounding her, testing her, enjoying her. It was a vivid fantasy but a fantasy that she knew Harley could make happen. That he might make happen. It would only take one phone call from her. Her fingers explored and teased, her body reacted. She kept her eyes locked on his.
She hadn't answered him verbally but George had seen enough. The young woman in front of him might not know what the future held in store for her but if so it was by choice. She was up for it. No-one was being taken advantage of here who wasn't very ready to be taken advantage of. Who didn't get off on it.
Still - for all that he called her 'Monica' this was Heather Cameron in front of him. That amazing blow job she had been giving him had super-charged his desires a little but now he cooled a touch. At the end of the day he was who he was and she was who she was. Wasn't no way a raggedy-assed old Black man like him should even think about such things.
She sensed his hesitation and remembered what he had said before. She thought she understood.
"The men you were talking about George. The men who get treated like nothing, the men who always get the dirty end of the stick. How would they treat a girl like me?"
He paused a moment, considering it and then he made up his mind.
"You ready to try something else?" His voice had an edge to it and his eyes were on her, intent and powerful. She felt her body react again, knew that she wanted this more than anything.
He led her to the bed and laid her down on it. For a moment she thought that he wanted to fuck her. She knew she wouldn't deny him. She had convinced herself that such things weren't necessary in life but now she wanted it badly. Not just sex but sex like this. With a man who desired her as much as George desired her. Not despite who George was but because of who George was.
However, George had other ideas. He moved her body until her head was hanging down over the end of the bed. His hands roughly pushed her top up and exposed her breasts.
"Open," he said.
She opened her mouth and he pushed his cock home into it. He didn't stop until he was pressing at the back of her throat. The angle was different and she didn't quite get it right. Her throat contracted and she coughed and spluttered round his cock and then after he had pulled out. Her hands didn't move from under her back but she put her head to one side as she tried to spit out the excess saliva. A couple of deep breaths and she took position again with her mouth open. This time she got it right and his cock slid all the way home - filling her and safely passing the area that triggered her reflex. She pushed her tongue out to lick his balls and he responded by carefully pushing his cock in and out of her mouth. It might have been better if he was quicker, have left her less vulnerable to gagging, but she held on in there determined to please him. His hands were on her breasts now and were roughly squeezing them as he fucked her mouth. She felt an amazing maelstrom of responses from all over her body and tried to moan but could only make a gurgling noise between the movements of his shaft in her mouth.
It lasted perhaps a minute and then George stepped back. He looked at the young woman on the bed. The flush in her cheeks, the wideness of her eyes, the stream of drool still dripping off her face. He knew she would let him use her mouth like that as long as he wanted but it was just not his thing.
She looked at him and he pointed down towards his feet. "You know what I want."
She smiled and moved quickly back into her now regular position kneeling in front of him. She took his cock back into her mouth and began to suck him.
She felt her fingers in her hair and heard his low smooth voice. "Yeah, thass what I'm talking about. Ain't just about sucking that Black cock its about worshipping that Black cock. Doing all you can, using all your skills and experience to make your man feel good, to make his cock hard, to make him cum. Every man is different. Some want to use you, some want to be worshipped by you. You match your skills and his desires and you got all it takes girl. They'll be talking about you through the Tri-States. In sixty years time the younger ones will still be remembering the fly white slut who gave them the best blow-job they ever had. Now take it deep, get it sloppy, use them hands so it all gets good and wet and messy. Ain't no others here just now. You can use all your skills to make this old brotha feel good."
She did her best not to disappoint him Alternating her techniques, neglecting no part of his cock. She took him deep again as she grew in confidence. She powered down onto his shaft in a series of swift movements and then pulled off him unable to resist smiling at his expression. George was certainly not being disappointed!
Finally she got her reward. George growled and pulled her mouth off his cock. She knew he was going to cum and her instinct was to close her eyes. However, she also knew just how much she wanted to see him cum, to see the results of all her hard work. George grabbed his cock as if he wanted to hold off but it was way to late. A heavy stream of his cum hit her flush in the forehead followed by another and then a third that edged down and left to hit her in the eye with unerring accuracy.
"Fuck!" She had never been profane as a matter of course but that shit stung bad! She hardly registered a fourth spurt of his cum that hit her nose. All she could feel was the sting in her eye and all she could hear was George laughing. Not in a nasty way but more from amazement. He'd cum pretty hard their first time together but usually not so much as he'd just let fly. Also he was a self-declared 'tittie man' and loved to cum on her breasts. This was the first time he had cum on her face and he had cum a very heavy load. It took some getting used too!
She wasn't used to being laughed at. She started to stand but George just pointed into the bathroom. She turned and with her one remaining good eye saw herself in the wall mirror. My God but she was a mess. There was cum seemingly everywhere. Streaking up into and over her hair, crossing her nose, in one eye of course.
"You done admiring my work then you can come back and clean this cock," said George.
She looked at herself once more and tentatively opened her other eye. It hadn't stopped stinging but it was more a background sensation than the original shock. Maybe it counted as an occupational hazard for hot white sluts. She smiled and then returned to George. A girl's work was never done.
***
"Damn. You see that man!"
"We need you down here baby. Show off them skills. I got something you can work on."
"Grandpa been getting it? That old nigga is one lucky fucker."
"You see her throat. Watch that shit back. She a natural-born bopper."
"One thing for our Monica. She don't never disappoint."
Well it was always nice to get good reviews! The reference to 'our Monica' made her feel particularly good about herself and her performance. Her task had been to 'deep throat a toy' and no-one could deny that she had done it. George's tuition and advice had made it seem very easy. She had even remembered his advice on preparation and had done a little research of her own. She saw advice on chugging water to train the throat to open. It had worked pretty well. Also she had seen a way to rig up a clicker-counter above your toy. That had added a certain something to hear the click every time her nose pressed against the sensor on the mirror. She'd got it turning over pretty rapidly at one point and her Members had clearly loved it.
However, she hadn't quite finished the show yet. She made a last check to ensure the camera was taking the bathroom all in. Then she pulled back her shower screen. There attached to the wall with a new heavy-duty suction cup was her Julius Flint toy. An imposing twelve inches of flexible Black 'cock'. She walked up to it and looked back to her camera. With a finger she gently made it sway in position and then licked her lips.
'OMFG'
'Tell me she ain't gonna try it.'
'Damn - just DAMN!'
'What I say? Our girl go the extra mile.'
'H - You sure about this Monica baby?'
He might just be contributing to the performance but she liked to think that she was impressing even Harley. If you did something then you wanted to be the best or at the very least to do it to the best of your own abilities. The men had seen plenty of her shows but it seemed some of them didn't know her so well. If Monica was angling to stick twelve inches of Black dick down her throat on cam for her Members then it wasn't going to be her first attempt at the rodeo. Like George had said - it was all about the preparation, all about the practice.
She licked her lips and made a little show of easing her jaw muscles. It didn't do to make it look too simple. Then she showed them how a real bopper takes a Big Black Cock. All the way.
***
The Jack of Hearts. It might have seemed a little vanilla after her last adventure but the simple one word challenge was greeted with considerable enthusiasm by the Members.
'Strip'. That was her challenge for her next show.
Hardly a big deal right? Wrong. Everyone knew what a stripper was. It was the beautiful Latina she had seen at Cassius's club. It was the bundle of currency in her garter as men reached out for her tits and ass. It was the sex business and no-one seeing it would doubt that she Monica, Heather Cameron if they only knew it, had become part of that old, old, trade.
Her fun and games with George had all been in private. Her exposure while twerking had been 'accidental'. The show with her toys had been non-nude and might just about pass as performance art. At least in some more liberal neigborhoods.
This was different. She would be taking off her clothes to make men's cocks hard and, so far as anyone knew, she'd be doing it purely for the cold hard cash. Selling herself, selling the image of her young beauty while men jacked off watching her. Absolutely not something she, Heather Cameron, should ever do. Absolutely something the mere idea of which made her heart beat faster and caused adrenaline-laced blood to rush through her body.
Preparation, preparation, preparation.
She arranged her room so that she had a nice clear space, enough room to express herself. That was easy. More difficult was deciding just how to fulfil her assignment. Of course she was perfectly well aware that she could just stand in front of her cam and take her clothes off. Her members and subs certainly wouldn't object. In fact she was pretty sure that they would love it. However, where was the fun in just doing that?
She sat down the next morning and thought about it. Once she had decided she fired up her old clunker and drove over to Philadelphia. What girl worth her salt turned down a chance to go shopping for an outfit?
***
She opened the connection on her camera but left a screen in place in front of it.
"Hi guys - be with you in a moment."
She heard a strange clinking noise and immediately knew what it was. Harley had told her that he liked to turn on that feature for this challenge. It meant someone had made a donation. Maybe only a buck but maybe more.
"Now this may come as a surprise guys - but I've come to a very important realisation as to my vocation." She carefully removed the paper-screen and allowed them to see her face framed in dark material. Then she eased back form the camera so that they could see her fully. A long black dress down to her ankles and a nun's wimple to frame her face and cover her fire-red hair. She was careful not to give in to the urge to giggle. It was just as well no-one at her very Catholic old college knew what she was about to do!
She moved to her speaker, carefully and modestly. "Now I hope that all of my beloved congregation will join me in this hymn." She flicked a switch and the sound of a gently-hit cymbal rang in the room. The song had suggested this little performance to her. The words were from a male perspective but if she worked this right then nobody would be listening too closely to the lyrics. This was all about the visuals baby.
After the third gentle sound of the cymbal a heavy guitar riff crashed in. This wasn't 'urban' or 'ghetto' but it had a really heavy beat. Something a girl could get down to. It had been carefully selected and not least because it was short. She needed to get her challenge done. A long teasing striptease would give her too much time to think about this. It wasn't that she doubted her desire to do it. It was just that any hesitation or doubt would lessen the impact of her performance. When she did this she would do it right.
This had to be a performance of supreme energy and precision because she only had about three minutes to make her mark, to ensure no-one watching would ever forget this moment. She had practised to the second and knew the only real possible moment of disaster came early on.
She moved to the beat and mouthed the lyrics as the vocals came in. Her viewers couldn't see a damned thing under all this dress but that was why she'd made a few minor adjustments featuring small velcro attachments.
On the final word she moved fast. This had to be done right. Once in practise she had caught the dress on her heels and ended up flat on her backside. However to get the effect this had to be done fast. She bent down to grasp the bottom of the dress and then twisted and threw. The velcro did its job and the long dress was whipped away from her and down onto the floor. She heard a noise mixed in the music and for an instant feared her speaker had broken. Then she knew it was the sound of money coming in. Like rain-drops driven against a window-pane. Tonight she was the one making it rain.
She couldn't help finally letting loose and showing the camera what she could no longer hold inside - a smile of pure wicked mischief. She now wasn't looking like any nun in good standing. Stripper heels and stockings in full view as her only other item of clothing, a tight black stretch top, barely even made a pretence of covering her butt. Only her head covering remained demure and chaste.
When you only had so long you couldn't waste time. So with the second verse she made her actions fit the words. She stuck her perfect round ass out and she worked it. The top, as planned, immediately abandoned the struggle and slid up around her waist. A perfect camera view of twerking ass and bare pussy for all of her fans and this time no pretence at it being accidental. She was putting it all out there for them and it felt really good.
Then she had twenty seconds of guitar solo building into a crescendo. There was no time to waste and her fans had been waiting long enough. She swung out of her twerking position and pulled her top up and over her head to send it flying across the room as the crescendo reached its peak.
Now she could repeat the movements she had made at the start of the song. Swaying her body and moving her hips for the camera. Except now there was no long black drape obscuring her. Now she was effectively naked for the camera - now she had given herself to them.
The third verse had been what had stuck with her because this was not usually her style of music. However, once you heard those lyrics you didn't forget them in a hurry and whoever had brought the music to that post-school party had planted a seed. Tonight it was flowering and she heard the chiming sounds intensifying from her speakers. To see the bloom you had to have the rain and by the sounds of it there was a torrential downpour happening!
She used a hand to knock off her nun's headdress. That wasn't fooling anyone by now anyway and she shook her red hair loose. She felt the freedom as she moved, as she expressed herself for the camera, for her members and most of all for herself. She ran her hands over her bare breasts and all the time kept moving to the music. She was in the zone now, expressing and being herself. Stripped of her clothes and also of all the crap that came with being who she was. Out here, on camera, there was no pretence and no limits. She might be exposed and she might be alone but she was truly herself. Truly herself even with her stage name. Not a false name because she now felt herself to be Monica just as much as she felt herself to be Heather. They were just two apects of the same person, two avatars of herself. As she danced there was no fake crap, there was no bullshit. They were seeing her now just as she was and how she wanted to be.
Over half way through now. Now it was all about the energy, the drive, leaving nothing behind. She worked her butt in time to those drumbeats, moved her body with the guitar licks and put her whole heart and soul into it. She was in the zone, taken by the music and barely came out in time to get up close to the camera for the final refrain. The song's title repeated several times and with every one she gave the jerk-off motion while putting on a sexy, well she hoped it was sexy, o-face. Subtle it was not but she thought it got the point across.


The speakers fell silent and she moved to pick up and replace her nun's head-dress on her head. She then moved across to her desk and placed her Julius Flint dildo on it. In one movement she dropped to her knees and raised her hands and eyes in prayer to the representation of twelve inches of Black cock.
Subtlety was certainly not on the agenda but she was very pleased with how it had gone. She broke the spell, took off the head-dress and brought her chair back up to the monitor. She was breathing hard, feeling the exertion of the performance, and all of the time she heard that ringing sound from her speakers. The sound of coins, the sound of the 'collection plate'.
"Worth the wait guys?" That was the first thing she said as she sat there naked save her stockings and heels. What was the point of covering up now?
The coin sounds kept ringing out and the messages kept hurtling up the page. There had been almost all 300 members watching and over 6,000 subs. One message particularly amused her.
'Oh shit. Them fuckers had used that for a video they'd have sold a shitload more records!'
They loved the show, they loved her dance, they loved her butt, they loved her tits. All words from the members but a figure on the screen showed the subs had enjoyed it too. She hadn't believed it when she had got back to the screen. That had to be wrong didn't it? You couldn't raise that much just by three minutes of dancing and taking off your clothes?
After another forty minutes of chatting with her members and another couple of dances, both times starting out basically naked, that startling figure on the screen had pretty much trebled.
Finally it was time to draw her next card. She drew ten cards and then, according to the rules since she had completed five Level Two tasks, she added a couple of jokers. Then she shuffled the cards before dealing out all twelve face down. This had all become routine for her. Was routine really the word? More a ritual perhaps. Performed at the end of each of her Challenge shows. She had her dice ready and rolled them. They came up a five and a two. She counted along the seven cards making sure that every part of the process was clearly visible on cam. She turned over the seventh card.
A Joker.
Which meant she would be going up a Level. She smiled into the camera. She felt that she was ready.
Perhaps not everyone was so sure. A message appeared on her screen.
'H - Strippers supposed to end up naked. Not sure you passed the challenge yet.'
So that was Harley. She knew that he wasn't just being pedantic or an asshole. He wanted something from her. He was testing her before she could move on. But what did he want? She was a little confused.
"Do you mean my stockings and my heels. I can take them off but..." Her voice trailed off because she realised that she might know what he meant.
'H - Nah. Not the stockings or the heels. You wearing something else.'
She was indeed and it had been her little protection, her little barrier between herself and all that she was doing. A separation from her members and her subs - from everyone except Harley and George. The lace mask that seemed to show most while effectively obscuring her identity. At her moment of realisation of what he meant she also knew that Harley was right. The mask's time had passed. It had to go now. They had to know she had no hesitation about any of this, they had to know that she was truely one of them, that she belonged to them.
She reached up to her hair and very carefully moved the elastic strap there, A second later and she had fully removed her lace mask. Now she was truely naked and almost deaf too - courtesy of the sound of falling coins.
***
"Hey - here's our star girl."
It slightly surprised her when Harley stood up to greet her, pushing his six-foot frame up out of his chair. He held out his arms and she allowed him to embrace her. It reminded her of how big he was. An easy six foot and with a natural strength and power. She still couldn't quite fathom his age - somewhere between 35 and 50 and maybe closer to the latter was her best guess. However, he was still very much a man in his prime. His embrace was gentle, almost polite, but she still seemed to be enveloped by him. It felt really good and she was very careful not to fall into the temptation of looking around. This was a big city and not a part of it frequented by her family's social circle but nonetheless being seen to be embraced by an African-American male might still have had some tongues wagging and ears flapping on the tennis courts.
She stifled the thought. None of that stuff really mattered. Harley had always been straight with her, he hadn't hidden his appreciation of her or tried to use her. At least not unless it was seen to be mutually beneficial. How many of the 'in-crowd' could say the same in their personal dealings? She had liked Harley from their first meeting and she was genuinely pleased to see him again. She returned his embrace with interest and with rather less reserve. As she always said - it was the best thing about being who she was. She really could do just as she liked.
"I need to introduce my girl here? She been tearing things up at TKB."
She remembered the second man who had been seated at the table with her boss. She guessed that Harley was her boss, at least in the web-cam aspect of her life. She found that she rather liked to think of him that way.
Seeing his companion had taken her by surprise. Not that there was another man there but rather because of who that man was. He was about thirty, when he stood he was a few inches taller than Harley, obviously a man who looked after himself, a body sculpted by careful exercise in the gym. That wasn't the unusual thing. It was the fact that the man was white. A shock of blond hair and piercing blue eyes. Every inch the college QB after a few years making bank in finance. She recognised the look. Her trained eye took in the suit, the accessories and the shoes.
Again, it proved George Fitch right. Preparation was everything. Had she dressed as she normally would for a social occassion then this man would certainly have spotted something even if Harley hadn't.
The man had stood and was looking at her, a strange expression on his face. Finally he had nervously held out his hand. "Um, its Monica isn't it. I just wanted to say that I am a huge fan of all that you do. You are just amazing. That last show was just incredible."
She felt the relief move through her. For a raw second she had feared that he had recognised her as Heather Cameron. It was so good to know that his reaction had been down to recognising her as Monica. He had been nervous and perhaps wondering whether to essay an embrace as he had just seen Harley do. It was sweet and also rather ridiculous. A grown and at least conventionally handsome man behaving like a love-sick teenage boy.
"This is Trent," cut in Harley, "he's good people and he's going to be helping us out on your Level Three. Taking good care of you. Least ways he'd better had because you are the golden goose just now baby. Telling you something here Trent but that show drew a cool 35G for Monica's end.
Trent's eyes widened a little. "As much as that? I knew it was good."
"In business terms I maybe missed a trick. Should have had the main event and the unmasking on different shows. Sometimes though you just got to go with your instinct. Why be fucking greedy? In this game its all on three counts. First, its looks. Second, its talent. Third, its attitude. This one here has got all three. Pure star quality. Girl's got what it takes to draw the eyes and the green for just as long as she wants to. But I'm gonna stop before the girl gets any redder than she already is." Harley gave a little relaxed laugh.
She was a little ashamed of herself. She'd just been thinking scornfully of Trent's behaviour but here she was blushing like a schoolgirl herself. This was a professional meeting! It was hard though. Hearing Harley's praise was such a huge ego boost. The man knew his business, was impressive in every dealing she'd had with him. It once would have surprised her to discover how much she relished his approval but it no longer did.
He was watching her but not in a hostile or suspicious way. It hit her with a start that he was watching her because he was enjoying the fact that she was there. She didn't really know what to say.
"Trent, my friend, will you go and order." Harley waved a hand and Trent stood up. "Trent knows the owner. He'll make sure we get the best. Any preference on the menu there?"
She made her choice and then Trent moved off towards the maitre d'.
Harley reached over and took her hand, his thumb stroking across her palm. There it was again - the beautiful contrast between his dark hand and her pale one. Just the gentle touch of his palm and thumb sent feelings rushing through her. Excitement, passion, desire. Part of her still felt it was foolish but it was also totally undeniable. What had Harley said about star quality? Some men had it too and one of them was seated here with her, her hand in his and his eyes locked on hers.
"You think you ready for Level Three girl? Subs raised your bounty in ten minutes and you know the Members are ranking you right up there. I wasn't stating no BS to that boy. You got what it takes to be one of the best we ever had. So, like I say, you ready to step up?"
His eyes were on her and she relished their attention, felt the excitement surging through her own veins at being with him. This man had a raw magnetism that she had noticed at their first meeting. Now, focused entirely on her, it was irresistible. Even if she had the slightest intention of resisting. She nodded.
She saw the lines at the corners of his eyes as he smiled. "Been talking to some contacts of mine. Down in the Capital and H-Town, at the network too. Some of the girls and some friends of mine. Showed one or two your last show and they ready to talk. In truth that's why I went with the unmasking. Cost me some green but I'm happier giving you the option."
"The option?" At last she felt able to speak though her throat felt dry and she straight away took a sip of her white wine.
"You want to do your research interviews and bow out now then that's fine. We both got a little taste out of the action. I'm understanding that this is a means to an end for you and what you've made will take the financial edge off a while as a little bonus. It'll have been a pure pleasure on my side and hopefully on yours too."
She felt a lurch in her stomach. Was this it? Had Harley called her here to end this? Would she just do her research interviews and then go back to how she had been?
His little smile broadened somewhat and she knew he had read her reaction in her face. "Or maybe we could take it another way..."
"Yes," she blurted out and then castigated herself mentally. It was too eager, too revealing. Then she realised the truth. It didn't matter. This man read her like a book. He already knew how she felt about this. He already knew that she would accept his suggestion. He was that experienced, that in control, that confident. He knew how she felt about the shows, about the Challenge, about the research, perhaps even about him. She immediately realised her mistake. Harley especially knew how she felt about him. The realisation hit her hard and her body's reaction was eloquent in silencing any protest or denial.
"Maybe we can play the interviews along with the Challenge. You can meet some of the real players in the business on their own ground. See all sides of the game. Let the cards decide the order and the pace. That way, of course, will require a little more time, a little more commitment. You been dipping your toes in the water and showing all the right signs but..."
He was playing a game with her. She knew it and also knew that this man knew that she knew it. Dangling the lure out there and knowing that the fish would bite. It wasn't malicious in any way. It was purely for the pleasure of it. For knowing that she wouldn't deny him. Because he was offering what she had discovered that she craved.
"Yeah," he continued. "How you feel when that camera goes on? How you feel when you reading those messages? How you feel when you remember our trip to H-Town? The girl dancing at the club - you ever think that could be you? Dancing up there with two hundred men watching you and wanting you. Not no white boys neither but real men. The kind of men you want looking at you; the kind of men you want desiring you. The kind of men you want claiming you."
She had thought about that dancer so often. She had also thought about later when they were at Cassius' private club. She was tired of trying to deny it to herself. "I think you know," she said.
He smiled again. "A lot of men go through life getting their kicks from forcing folk into doing things. They are all weak-shit motha-fuckers. The real pleasure, the true satisfaction, comes in helping a woman discover who she really is, letting her be who she can truly be. It don't hurt if she's a high-end fine-assed little piece of course. That don't hurt one little bit."
They might have been lines designed to tell her just what she wanted to believe about Harley. That might be just what they were. However, she doubted it. Nothing about Harley came across as fake. He was the real deal. She smiled and gave a little nod.
"Good we'll proceed on that understanding. I meant to ask about George Fitch?"
That surprised her. What was he getting at? "You know?"
He gave another of his little smiles. "I've been appreciative of the help he's been giving
you. Been thinking about making him a TKB Member. What with business being how it is I've been considering expanding to 350 members, maybe 400. Just that we like to be real selective. No-one gets in without a recommendation from me and one of my girls. So what you say? He's reliable? Trustworthy? Also, to stray outside of my expertise, he up to the job?
"I don't know what the Members do?"
Harley spread his palms wide. "They look after my girls - in every sense that the girl desires. So what do you say?"
How was she meant to answer that? "I, um, don't have any complaints. However, I haven't, you know..."
"I know - me and George have an understanding. It don't do to rush these things. Besides, soon he'll be a Member and then..."
Once she remembered that her father had told her a lesson handed down to him by his own father. Her grand-father had been a ruthless business man, inheriting wealth but also building upon it. It had been a lesson in what made a good boss, a good leader. It was understanding your business inside out, it was knowing it to the finest detail. It wasn't about huge offices and loud voices and private planes - though it could be. It was knowing how things worked and knowing just when to grease a wheel or nudge the tiller. She had often suspected that was why her father had dropped out of active business and preferred his charitable work. He wasn't like that and she was honest enough to know that she wasn't either. However, the man with her now was. As different from her grand-father as two men could be but also in that way alike. They were natural leaders and they both knew that they were. Of course her grand-father had also been a ruthless SOB. With Harley only time would tell.
Of course George and Harley had been in contact - it only made sense. Harley knew where he sent the packages, she had told Harley who the only Black guys she knew in her area were. It hadn't taken Sherlock Holmes to work it out and Harley would want to check George out. To look after her - or to protect his 'golden goose'. Or perhaps both.
Harley raised his finger and when Trent immediately arrived back at their table she understood. Harley was very definitely the boss here and he had kept their previous conversation private between them. She felt like his co-conspirator in that, his confidant, and the feeling was not unpleasant.
Harley raised a finger. "Level One was getting used to the camera. Level Two was showing you got what it takes. Level Three is taking this out of your comfort zone - out of your private space. Which is where our friend Trent comes in." He gave a half wave to the other man.
Trent spoke. His voice was assured, practised, like a business executive delivering a presentaton. "Level Three is what we call the public stage. In fact that is our name for it - 'Public'. I'm based in Philadelphia and I have some experience in assisting at this Level. Likely locations, potential difficulties, you know the sort of thing."
She didn't but she had an idea she would soon be finding out. "When you say public?"
"It means what it says," said Harley, "for those girls who have a little exhibitionist streak. You know the kind that like to imagine dancing at a club but need to build up to it a little."
She knew that feeling alright - but she also knew the inherent risks in this. If this was headed where she realised it was probably headed then there were such things as public indecency laws. Getting arrested was not her idea of fun.
"I'll be your driver, your camera operator and your wing-man," said Trent. "There are some good safe locations and I can keep an eye out for the authorities or for trouble. People that want to mess with you probably won't want to mess with me."
She understood that. Trent was an impressive physical figure. That was undeniable though it made his obvious deference to Harley all the more notable.
"We would operate on Friday and Saturday nights - that way you avoid the old folks and kids who don't need to be seeing this. I can say I've done several of these and only had a problem once. We got a warning and our girl had to take a selfie with the cop!"
"Which is why on this level you get a driver that looks like Trent here rather than me or George," added Harley. "We get caught with you up there and we going to the cells and getting a probable ticket for soliciting. Up there in your neighbourhood its a whole lot smoother if publicly you with a white boy."
She understood and nodded.
"I think you had an understanding with George regarding compensation for his time and effort," smiled Harley. "I believe Trent here will agree to that arrangement continuing."
"Oh yes," Trent blurted out.
It caught her by surprise. Her reaction obviously showed on her face. Trent was probably a lot of young women's idea of an attractive male but she had come to know better. 'To know differently', she rather half-heartedly mentally corrected herself.
"Oh no, " Trent looked genuinely horrified by her reaction, "I didn't mean that. Certainly not. I would never ever, um..."
Harley gave a rich deep little laugh. A laugh of genuine amusement. "Trent here is married to one of my friend's girls. Tonisha. She wouldn't be standing for none of that and she makes sure there ain't no likelihood of it. Ain't that right boy?"
"Oh yes, yes. I meant that in return for my help I hope that you will continue your arrangement with George. I find that very, umm, exciting."
She looked at Harley but the African-American just looked back at her with that little smile of his.
So in return for his time and work, also in return for potential legal risk, he wanted her to give a blow job to another man, a Black man. Yet he was apparently married to an African-American woman who approved of, or at least allowed, his activities. She shot a new more knowing glance at Harley and the man's smile grew a little.
Not only could Trent be very useful but he was a fascinating possible study for her researches. Just by observing him and listening to his comments she could learn a lot. If she could persuade him to be interviewed then who knew what she might discover.


"We in agreement girl." Harley's supposed question was spoken in a way that suggested he already knew the answer, had known it before their meeting had ever started.
She nodded.
***
The six of clubs.
"Flash for your camera at your work-place."
Well there was nothing like starting off easy! However, she never even contemplated not completing the assignment. Instead she immediately considered the logistics. What exactly was her workplace?
"Guys I'm a student so..."
'Shiiit girl u sposed to be smarter than that!'
'Where u do yr work, yr book-learnin?'
'Some place quiet and where you working alone?'
She understood and it did seem a pretty good idea. One aspect of modern life that didn't have security cameras everywhere. Where she worked alone and where the quiet meant she knew if anyone was in the same area as her. "The library," she said.
'You got it girl.'
'Damn right she got it, be the new Kendra out here.'
'Shit she matching that slut for looks, cept the tits of course.'
'Ain't many match them titties - but our girl doing just fine.'
'Shit man - I ain't saying nuthin. Our girl got that west coast bitch schooled in the rear.'
'Like to see that one day.'
Where did they find all those obscene emojis and who the fuck was Kendra? As Heather her curiosity was aroused, As Monica, the performer, she was more than a little pissed off. No other bitches should be getting a call-out on her show. Was this Kendra another TKB camgirl? What did they mean about her tits? Fortunately her Members were always ready to help.
'Check out the librarygirl. U get the idea.'
'The OG library girl - got the fucking rap-sheet to prove it!'
'Dumb bitch let it out all over the net - five-oh come calling.'
'She dumb like we all ghosts. She doing just fuckin fine. Found her calling.'
'Showing off them titties and riding them big dicks. Shame she still go with white-boys.'
'She only 'cracka for pay' we all know that'.
All very well but this was her show. Monica's show. She wasn't too happy about someone else getting their attention. It took about five seconds searching to identify who they were talking about. It was annoying to have to admit it but she saw what they meant about the tits. The girl was truly blessed. She'd never really had any complaints about that part of her anatomy but looking at that picture she knew she was rather out-classed.
"You all just a bunch of dumb-ass niggas? You comparing her to our girl here. Sure she fine but she ain't Monica fine. Monica setting a whole new grade of fine.'
She read the tag beside the comment. "Thanks 'IzeyeInk'. Anyway I was going to lose the top but it seems that most of the others wouldn't be interested."
'Fuck that - lets see them titties.'
'Need to see then again a few hundred times to make a real judgement.'
'Fuck them buggin fools. Loving me them sweet white-girl titties.'
'School them bitches in what a fine pair of tits really look like.'
She reached down to the hem of her T-shirt and then pulled it up and over her head. She heard the clinking noise of coins and saw her donations figure rise in the corner of her screen. There didn't seem to be a shortage of guys that enjoyed seeing her topless even if maybe she couldn't match up to certain other people!
***
It was really quite simple. Postgrads and fellows at her old college, where she still retained her privileges for at least a few more weeks, were each assigned a quiet working area in the basement floors of the library. The carrel was essentially a desk and a small amount of shelving separated from similar alcoves by high book-filled shelves that carried the reserved collection.
She had always made good use of her carrel but she knew that others were not used from week to week. People were away or working at home or just used the space for storage of notes and sources. Of the five other carrels in her part of the floor she only really had to worry about one or two. She went on the Tuesday with her laptop and tablet. She had work to do and she could spend all day there if necessary awaiting an opportunity.
That was the plan. However, it just had to be the case that Julianne Tremento of the carrel bang-smack opposite hers had to be there reviewing a paper. It shouldn't have mattered but Heather had to admit that the ulterior motive of her visit had definitely unleashed her inner Monica. She wanted to get going on her assignment, she had selfies to take and the anticipation made it pretty much impossible to concentrate on anything she tried to read.
If she heard Julianne shift in her chair or get up or cough or pretty much do anything then she was immediately on edge. Ready to get going and make those pics. But then she'd realise Julianne was settling down to do some more writing. It was infuriating. She had always liked Julianne but just now she wanted to chase her out of there with a baseball bat!
Finally, yes finally, Julianne stood up and collected her papers in her bag. "Hey Heather are you ready for some lunch or are you still busy?"
She tried to sound unconcerned. "Thanks but I've got a few things that I just have to get done." She smiled what she could only imagine was the fakest smile ever at Julianne but the other student didn't seem to notice.
"OK - well don't work too hard. I definitely need my hour's break."
An hour. Right. The noise of Julianne's shoes on the hard floor had hardly faded before Monica got to work. Her friend wouldn't be back for an hour but who knew who might come down in the meantime. This needed to be done now!
Fortunately she didn't have to stream a show or something. That wasn't happening from the concrete dungeon of the College Library reference stores anyway. She just had to take a few appropriate, which of course meant wildly inappropriate, selfies.
First she pictured herself at her desk. Fully clothed and then with the buttons of her top undone to reveal lots of cleavage. After that she lost the top and couldn't help but giggle. There had been complaints about how they kept these areas cool. It could be a pain but if you were doing a topless shoot and wanted nice erect nipples then conditions were perfect.
'Fuck you Kendra,' she couldn't help thinking, 'when my men want to picture a fine pair of white-girl titties then they are going to be thinking of mine.' She held her breasts in her hands as if offering them to the camera, to her Members. She imagined them reaching out and their Black hands fondling her breasts. Suddenly it didn't seem so chill down there but her nipples stayed nice and hard.
A quick check and out into the corridor. She could look back at the cam as she pulled her pants and thong down. A nice butt shot for the boys followed by taking off her pants and leaving her thong round her ankles as she looked back at the camera. Smile for your members!. At least her little remote was working well.
She heard a click at that moment. The sound of the elevator. It was used by the staff for moving books and it was pretty rare that it stopped here. It would just be her luck and she felt her heart beating strong and fast. There was a slight noise and the elevator continued on its way. Just a little reminder not to take too long on all of this. If someone showed up now then it would be difficult to explain why she was pretty much naked.
The thought stung her. 'Pretty much.' She didn't want to do anything 'pretty much.' You didn't compete with the likes of Kendra by doing things 'pretty much'. You didn't keep her men's attention by being their 'pretty much' favorite little white show-off. These were Black men, selected by her man Harley, they would expect the best and they deserved only the best. She wanted to be the best that she could for all of them. 'Pretty much' just didn't cut it.
She stripped off the last of her clothing and just improvised. She held up her right breast and arched her tongue out towards her hard nipple. She posed with her butt stuck right out at the camera and her legs apart. Nice and ready to get fucked doggy-style by a big Black dick. She felt the heat rush through her again and that was it. She set her laptop camera up to shoot moving footage and performed a little for them. Turning slowly so they could see every naked inch of her. She knew what she wanted to do next for them. She finished with the fingers of her right hand working her clit while her left hand teased her nipples. She cursed the fact she hadn't brought a toy with her. Well, maybe another time. She was satisfied that she had performed her task and began to collect up her clothes. She forgot about any more attempts at work today. She wanted to get home and besides George had agreed to come round and look over her pics before his shift started.
***
"The camera loves you girl. it just shines out from all these pics. Even with the lighting not being pro and all. Makes it good and raw. Just the sexiest little honey posing for her men. Real nice."
George's opinion had been shared by Harley and then by her Members. She had to admit that she did look pretty good in them. It might also be rather shallow but all the praise and compliments were good for a girl's self-esteem.
George had also helped in another way. When she had told him about her meeting with Harley and Trent he had insisted on seeing Trent before they made their first trip over to Philly. Apparently he had been satisfied because in due course she found herself on the road in Trent's Lexus.
It wasn't a long drive but it was long enough to need some conversation. Trent had begun.
"That's quite a nice house you have there. I mean as student places go."
She'd always thought it was very modest - not wanting to draw attention to her financial position. There were enough people always wanting to believe that she owed any achievement purely to her family's money. Now she thought fast.
"My cam shows let me rent it and it means I don't need room-mates any more. It makes it so much easier to do shows. I can set things up just as like and not get interrupted unless I want to be."
Trent just smiled and nodded, without taking his eyes off the road. She felt a little wave of relief. Her instincts told her that he hadn't been suspicious or digging for information. He had just been commenting and he had accepted her answer.
They chatted about the college, then music and the area but she knew what she really wanted to ask him. The thing that had fascinated her since she had first met him.
"You said you've been doing this for Harley for a few years. What does your wife think about that?"
"It was Tonisha's idea - just so long as I only assist, er, Caucasian girls. She understands that is not where my preferences lie. No offense and all, lots of white girls are very pretty, but compared to a beautiful Black woman? They just don't quite do it for me. I just find African-American women so much more attractive and when you get down to it the combination, the contrast, the whole thing is just so much sexier, so much more what I want and need. I guess you can perhaps relate to that." His eyes left the road for a moment to glance at her.
She could indeed, though she had never considered the matter from Trent's direction. There was a moment when you understood what you really desired and then nothing else would ever match up to that. She could understand that but it was pure crazy that Trent's wife had suggested this. She had to be very trusting.
Trent laughed at her suggestion. "My wife takes precautions. She understands that we men need to be kept in hand. I absolutely prefer the aesthetic of a mixed-race couple but when the dick gets hard most men will just want to get off. So we have an arrangement for her peace of mind."
That seemed all he was inclined to say and anyway they were in the suburbs now.
Trent proved very professional. As they approached their first location he advised her on what to do. He had already very carefully checked out her footwear. Some of the places they would be going were none too clean and you never knew what might have been left behind on the ground.
They had selected a Friday night in an area of Philadelphia known for its clubs and nightlife. It was not overly crowded but there were plenty of people about, a lot of them probably students. A mainly, though not exclusively, white crowd. She understood now why George couldn't have helped her as Trent now was. The wrong age and definitely the wrong ethnicity. In other places maybe, even within this city, but not here. It would have drawn very unwelcome attention
They checked out the area and a Police cruiser eased past them.
"Hope you don't draw the Ace of Clubs," said Trent, "one of my girls drew it once and it was a bitch. You have to pose naked in front of a Police cruiser. We went round for hours trying to find one parked up. I even thought about the car-pound. In the end I just talked to an Officer and told him my girl had made a bet and this was needed for her sorority. So long as badge and vehicle numbers were out of shot he let us do it. Very lucky - I'm not sure we'd get that lucky again. Meanwhile the Police generally have a lot more to worry about than us - so long as we aren't offending the citizenry and so long as there ain't minors about. That's why tonight and here are our best bet. How about starting over there - remember what I told you."
She crossed the road and stood in front of a street sign. The main route had been fairly busy but once off it a few strides had left the people behind. For the moment there was no-one there but them. She looked at Trent and he checked his phone before giving her the thumbs up. She was wearing a relatively loose top and it was very easy to move the top of it forward and down to reveal her breasts. She tried to remember to smile though her whole self was telling her that anyone could come round the corner at any time. That cruiser could come back for God's sake! All of that was racing through her mind but she still held her position for five seconds and tried to remember to smile. Only when Trent gave her the OK did she cover herself again. Immediately she felt the surge of excitement and relief. She had got away with it.
Except that the night was still very young and her assignment far from complete. There were apparently several cards that signified a 'flashing' task and she had drawn a doozy. Five topless shots, 5 butt shots and one bottomless shot. The latter was the real problem because that really could get you a night in the cells at least.
Meantime as it was a quiet and good location she turned her back to the camera and pulled her pants down to reveal her butt and her thong. Another long five seconds, another signal from Trent and they were on their way.
The next two locations worked just as well. In front of a shuttered store and at a bus-stop covered in posters and graffiti. Again they had timed it just right and she had get her pics and vid clips as required by the task.
The streets were starting to get a little busier by now, even where Trent was taking her. However, they only needed two more locations. Trent had taken them to one he had used before only to find some kind of a celebration going on there. Fire-works and music and way too many people. So they had cut down a couple of side-streets and round the back of the main drag. The rear-side of shops and restaurants. It wasn't a great backdrop but it was undeniably outdoors and at least theoretically public. They waited a couple of minutes and saw no-one. Trent gave her a glance as if to say, 'What do you think?'
"Let's go for it," she said and took up position by one of the doors.
The thumbs up from Trent and she had pulled her top up and felt the cooler air on her breasts again. At that precise moment the door opened and a small sweating Latino man emerged carrying a bucket of scraps. He immediately saw what was happening and stopped, his eyes almost popping out of his head.
She gave a little gasp and pulled down her top but it was too late. The man had seen her bare breasts. She felt mortified but the man only held up his hands and let loose a stream of Spanish.
She had learned a little Latin before, neither her school nor her College had prioritised Spanish, but that didn't prepare her for the man's accent or his speed of delivery. Trent had stepped forward and to her surprise answered the man.
The man seemed to think for a moment and then grinned broadly and nodded. He went to stand by Trent and Trent again gave her the thumbs up. Posing for the camera's lens had been quite something but she found it could not compare to posing for a living, breathing, spectator. She pulled her top back down and held it. She couldn't help looking at the man. He let loose another tide of Spanish and gave a little move of his shoulders.
She understood. He wanted her to wiggle her tits for him! Just the idea was startlingly hot to her. The guy had been sent out to dump the trash and now she could give him a treat he was sure to remember. She smiled at him and ran her tongue over her lips and then she gave him a little shimmy. Another voluble wave of rapid Spanish that she didn't need to understand. His expression told her that this was making his night, his week his year and probably his decade. She didn't even notice that her five seconds had been rather extended by Trent. He knew what made good footage.
Trent spoke again in Spanish though she recognised one American word, 'butt'. The man nodded very happily. Trent gave her the thumbs up again. Well she had come so far.
She undid her pants and eased them down. The man didn't need to suggest it this time. She knew what he wanted. She arched her back and pushed out her butt and gave him a little twerking show. The man was loving it - talking excitedly to Trent. Trent said something and the man took a step forward before stopping and carefully saying, "Is OK?"
Maybe it was the rush of the whole thing, the excitement and adrenaline rushing through her veins but at that moment all she could think was, 'Why the hell not?' Trent was there and the man clearly loved her little show. He crossed to her and she pushed her butt out towards him a little more. How to describe the look on his face? Well, one thing was for certain, he loved her rear end!
A moment's thought and she knew what she wanted. She reached back for his hand and then pulled it forward so that it landed on her bare butt. If he had seemed amazed before he was even more so now. However, he was a man and his male nature asserted itself. His second hand joined his first in feeling and then squeezing her butt.
None of them noticed the door opening again and a second man, also Latino but maybe ten years older, emerge.
"Carlos what's keeping you man? We got service to do here. What the fuck..."
He had basically the same kitchen uniform on as Carlos. Was he the boss or a work-mate? Judging by the fact Carlos hadn't missed a beat in fondling her butt-cheek she guessed he was the latter. Carlos spoke fast and excitedly in Spanish.
The second man was just looking on with his mouth half open. She wasn't sure if he was outraged or just enjoying the scene. He spoke to Trent and settled the matter.
"She is beautiful..."
"VERY beautiful," cut in Carlos obviously delighted to use his English.
"She your girl?" That question again directed at Trent.
Trent's mind had obviously been working. "Monica is a friend," he said, "we're doing an art project for the coll..."
"Oh the college," said the second man as if no further explanation was needed. "We due a break so can I watch also?" His eyes hadn't left her since he had come through the door. Denying permission now would be a little ridiculous.
"VERY beautiful tits," said Carlos who had apparently decided to use all his English.


"Go over and join them," invited Trent.
"You are going to show the pictures?"
"Only for the exhibition and we can blur your faces."
The man's hesitation was as doomed as it was momentary. "Please. It is OK for Carlos but my wife..." He gave Trent a knowing look even as he headed over to her side.
She knew what was expected of her. She straightened up and pulled down her top again.
""Wow - they are wonderful," said the second man.
Carlos was back speaking Spanish but she guessed his response went along the lines of, 'I fucking told you so man!'
She eased her hands under her tits. "One each," she said.
Hesitation had gone out of fashion. Carlos's brown fingers were soon exploring the pale flesh of her right breast while the second man did the same for her left. All with Trent keeping nice and quiet and filming the whole thing. It was amazing. The pure buzz of it. Knowing they would be talking about this in forty years time. Knowing how much they desired her. Rough fingers explored and teased her nipples, sent hard pulses of lust through her body. God how she loved that!
"Let's do the big picture," finally said Trent. The two men reluctantly took a pace back and she used the room to pull her pants down and off and then her thong down to her ankles. Their eyes were fixed on her shaved pussy and she gave a little dance move for them. Their words of appreciation never sounded so sweet to her.
"Say thank you to the guys." Trent had become her director but she didn't mind. The two men had helped her a lot. How did you get nervous about just flashing after this. Besides, posing for them had been so much hotter, so much more raw than just posing for a camera and an unseen host watching their screens.
Carlos was first. He was wearing his rather greasy looking kitchen overalls but when a girl wanted to please sometimes a girl had to get dirty. She pressed her body against his and gave him a long deep kiss as his hands unerringly found her butt again. She repeated the deal for the second man and realised she still didn't even know his name!
"She is incredible - just so beautiful. Everything is...uh, amazing!"
"Beautiful and hot," agreed Carlos.
"And very naughty," said Trent.
His words gave her the idea. Once she had it the words were out of her mouth and into the world. "Like to give your naughty girl a little spank goodbye." She pushed her bare butt out towards them again.
Two gentle slaps on her behind, a peck on each of their cheeks and she was putting her clothes back on and waving them goodbye.
"I got it all," confirmed Trent, "all on video from the moment Carlos came out."
She giggled. Her Members and subs were going to love it. She only had one regret. "Its a shame we can't send them a copy. I mean Carlos and his friend."
Trent shook his head. "We can't but I don't think they need it."
"What do you mean?"
"I think I'm slipping but it was only after the second guy came out that I noticed the camera. They are getting so small nowadays. I'll be more careful in future."
She considered his words. "You mean they knew we were out there?"
"Not Carlos - not unless he's an Oscar-worthy actor in hiding. However, the other guy I think checked the monitors to see what was keeping Carlos and..." He didn't need to complete the sentence.
The last stop was pretty routine after that. Just off the main drag and a car-load of jocks gave her whistles and cheers as she bared her butt for the last time that night. Was Trent really being sloppy or was he deliberately in these last two places taking her where it was not exactly risky but the chances of discovery were way above zero? If he was then it would be on Harley's orders. Dare she ask him?
As they drove back home she decided not to ask him. Maybe Trent and Harley were manipulating events to get a better series of pics and clips, using her you might say. Maybe the second man outside the back of the restaurant had seen his chance of enjoying her on the cameras. Carlos had certainly enjoyed his chance to feel her butt and her breasts! Perhaps all the men had used her for their pleasure, their entertainment. In truth she knew that she didn't care. It had been amazing and she had never felt so alive, so desirable, so much of a sexual being, a real woman. If there had been any 'using' involved then it had certainly not been all one-way and she didn't regret one second of it.
They had arranged for Trent to take her back to George's. It was George's day off and he would be there to collect his 'wages.' That was after all the deal. Trent would look after her on her task and in return she would give George one of her very best blow-jobs. Which, she was pleased to believe, were becoming very very good indeed under the skilled tuition of her Black teacher.
The night had a few more surprises to reveal however. First, George and Trent seemed to have come to an arrangement. Instead of Trent driving back home he had been welcomed in by the African-American night porter.
"Well done white-boy. Home safe and sound. You want to take a seat there. Been waiting anxiously for my girl here to get back and do her duty." He pointed at a chair in the corner and then turned his attention to her before pointing down towards his feet. "Don't keep me waiting no longer Monica - you know what I'm wanting."
She dropped to her knees and reached for his belt. Once she'd fumbled trying to get it undone. Now it was almost second nature. Unfasten the belt, undo the pants, pull them down and ease off his shorts. Then she could start her real work. With hand and mouth and eyes and soul. Worshipping and pleasuring that beautiful Back cock. Making George feel what he was - a powerful, potent, alpha male. A man who had a beautiful young woman at his back and call. A real man.
By contrast she was slightly aware of Trent. She knew he was over in the corner but she hadn't got the time or the energy to know more than that. She had to devote everything to the beautiful Black cock in her mouth, to satisfying George.
She eased off to lick his shaft, to savour the taste and warmth of him.
"You love that Black cock," said George.
"You know it Sir, I worship beautiful Black cock."
"Take a look over there."
She did and saw that Trent was indeed in his seat but he had stripped naked. She half expected to see him wanking but his hands were held rigid on the chair's arm-rests. She looked to see his cock but could only see some sort of a small metal cage. It shocked her but she remembered what Trent had said about his wife. How Tonisha took 'precautions' and they had an 'arrangement'. She guessed she was only now truly understanding his words.
"Planning on swapping this Black cock for a white-boy like Trent there?"
"Never," was all she could say. She had better things to do with her mouth.
George put her through her paces and all the time with the added ingredient of the man over in the corner. Watching and knowing he could never have what George was getting. It did something for her and it seemed to do something for George too. Was he putting whitey in his place or just enjoying showing a much younger man who was the bull around here? Did it matter?
She knew she was inspired that evening. Every movement perfectly judged to bring her man pleasure. She saw it in the intensity of George's eyes as he looked down at her. She knew how much this was turning him on and that turned her on to a degree she had never known, never even imagined. Now she wanted to see George cum for her. She told him so.
"I know," he said. "Keep being my little white bopper and you gonna get it. You gonna get all my nigga cum. Gonna paint that pretty face of yours. Gonna let all the white-boys know just who you belong to."
He grunted and his cock twitched in her mouth. She knew he was about to cum and as he pulled out she instinctively closed her eyes.
"Open them motha-fucking eyes," snarled George. "I want you looking up at me when I Blacktize ya!"
'Blacktize' - where had that come from! Not to mention his use of a certain word. Not that any of it mattered. Any more than her memory of that stinging cum in her eye mattered. Her man wanted her to open her eyes and she would not demy him. She opened her eyes as wide as she could and saw him stroke his cock, aim and shoot heavy loads of his beautiful cum onto her face. Fortunately his aim was good and only a speck found her eye. But it was worth it. For the look on George's face, for his words.
"You the fucking best Monica - never known a girl give head as good as you. You just the fucking best."
He let out a long exhale. "I'm gonna clean up. Trent over there has a question to ask you. You take a seat and boy just remember you get two minutes absolute maximum. You understand?"
"Yes sir," said Trent.
After tonight she had no idea where this was going but she was very curious to find out. She took a seat as directed and watched George as he went to the bathroom. Trent stood up and moved across to her before dropping to his knees. "Monica - I have a certain desire that my wife chooses not to let me indulge. I was hoping that perhaps you would...not that I won't be your driver if it is a problem. Its just that..." He dropped his eyes from hers.
She didn't understand. What was he getting at? Frankly she wasn't enthusiastic. He might work out but he was so ... white and that made him look weak to her. Or was it the effect of that little metal cage? It looked so ridiculous and frankly humiliating. She didn't feel like guessing how big his dick was but it certainly wasn't getting hard in that thing!
She saw him continuing to look down, hanging his head in shame. Except that she realised that he wasn't. He was looking fixedly, hungrily, at her feet! Surely that didn't really exist? It was a joke, right! She stopped herself laughing. Well, no doubt it was all part of life's rich tapestry!
"Tell me what you want Trent. Tell me what you want to do for me."
"Can I," he paused and she knew how excited he was, "will you allow me to worship your beautiful feet mistress."
She felt herself get into the swing of things. This could be fun. "Since you have been so useful today and George agrees then you may worship my feet for two minutes. But only two minutes now. I will judge it by the clock and you may begin now."
Trent dropped his mouth to her skin. Kissing and licking and seeming to savour every aspect of her feet. Her upper foot, her sole, her heel, even sucking her toes. She couldn't say that it did too much for her except that it was a little ticklish at times. However, it also wasn't unpleasant and she was only a little concerned that she'd been on her feet all day and hadn't washed them before he had started.
Trent didn't seem to mind. He was loving it, engrossed in worshipping each toe in turn.
"Stop!" The clock had measured out the two minutes.
Trent looked back up at her, seeming to tear his eyes away from her feet. "Thank you mistress. That was so wonderful. Thank you so much." His eyes sparkled and his cheeks were flushed. She gave him a smile back - well what did it hurt!
Trent dressed himself and made his goodbyes. Including one last glance at her bare feet. She suspected he would be living off those two minutes for a while. At least until their next meeting.
As they heard his vehicle draw away she looked at George and the two of them shared a laugh. A shared laugh of wonderment rather than derision or contempt.
George shook his head. "Ain't no accounting for them white-boys. No accounting at all."
***
The arrangement worked out really rather well. Trent looked the part of the protective boyfriend if she got unwanted attention. How was anyone to know that he was what she had learned was called 'a caged cuck'. Or that in a few hours he would be on his knees, naked and desperate to suck on her toes. But when it came to being her driver he was excellent.
The next task had seen her in one of Philadelphia's clubs on a Friday night. Trent had made the selection and the location and musical style meant that the crowd there was young and largely white. Her task was simple - go out and collect phone numbers. Trent did his best to stay reasonably close and capture what he could on a tiny camera concealed in a button of his shirt. The lighting and the movement of the crowd didn't make that easy but he did a good job. Her Members saw how much attention she got, how the men tried to get her attention, how she secured their numbers.
The last scene of that little video was half way home. They had stopped and dropped her little burner phone before she had carefully smashed it with her heel. The message was clear. What use were white-boy's numbers to her? She knew better than that!
Harley had obviously approved of their work because a gift for them both had been waiting at George's. A pair of brand-new Louboutin ultra-heels. Frankly not her usual choice but as soon as she saw the look on Trent's face she knew that she couldn't deny him his little pleasure. She put the heels on and carefully walked in them while Trent hungrily watched her every step. She even allowed him an extra minute to show his appreciation as she stood over him and he worshipped her heels and feet.
Next up was a simple task of shopping at a public mall wearing a short skirt and no panties. She couldn't help thinking that was a little vanilla It would have been thrilling and scary a couple of years ago but she really wasn't the same person that she had been then. The best thing about that task had been watching the videos shot by Trent. She hadn't realised just how many men had been double-taking her or checking her out. The fact was she hadn't been flashing anyone unless you were stood under the escalators of course. Her skirt had been short but it had just about covered everything. So some of the attention might have been about her outfit but a lot had to be just down to her. How hot she looked. It still felt really strange to consider herself in that way. Despite all her Members' comments, despite George and Trent, despite watching herself attract that particular sort of 'male gaze.' Sitting at home it still felt crazy, even ridiculous.
But that was her Heather side of course. The sensible, well-brought up, whitebread researcher. When the time came to perform a task, to meet the challenge, then she was all Monica. Then she understood that she was a sexy little white bitch. Just like they sang about in all the music her Members sent her. That was the only problem with Trent's video. He'd carefully selected a suburban Philly mall and the men watching her had almost all been white. It was rather like when she got home and Trent was worshipping her feet. She understood their desire for her but it drew no response from her. When George or Harley or Cassius looked at you then you felt it, deep down inside the very core of you. When you got a white boy's interest then about the best you could hope for was a ticklish foot!
Not that she was complaining particularly. Trent had been a very good driver. She had felt safe with him and he had done a good job in helping plan and arrange things. She definitely considered him a friend. It was just that when she looked at him, despite the fact that he was obviously handsome and fit, there was just no spark, no attraction. He looked somehow insipid. A good guy yes, a friend yes, sexually attractive no.
Their tenth and final task was again to go shopping in a designated outfit. It wasn't exactly modest but there was nothing so blatant as potentially flashing the entire mall. First up were wedges that wouldn't generally be seen outside of a strip-club. Then there were a pair of yoga pants that stretched and covered her every curve without hiding a darned thing. Completing her outfit was a crop top that showed a good two inches of bare midriff and about an acre of pure cleavage. The full effect was quite the 'display cabinet.' However, that wasn't the really exciting thing. Both her pants and her top had a subtle design made up of repetitions of the 'Queen of Spades' design. You had to look to see it but if you understood the meaning of that symbol then she would be sending a message out there.
All the way around she knew she was drawing some looks and she wasn't surprised. Once again they were out in the suburbs but the few Black faces added a real thrill to the proceedings. Would they recognise her 'branding'? The end result was that she could parade around in an outfit showing off her curves to their finest and be quite at home. However, when she saw an African-American man she felt her heart-beat increase and her mouth go dry. It was as if she was turning into one of Pavlov's dogs. It was crazy but it was also thrilling and fun.
Finally Trent signalled and they went back to his Lexus. He drove a short way and then parked up.
"I won't be long," he smiled and then got out of the car to walk over to a neighborhood store. As good as his word he was back in a couple of minutes. He took his seat and then grimaced. "I don't believe it," he said, "I forgot to get the milk. I don't suppose you could pop over and get some." He held out a five-dollar bill.
Bullshit. She could tell that from a mile off. Even without the little amused look in Trent's eye. This was a set-up and she knew it. Half-way to the store she registered Trent leaving the vehicle again and she instantly realised what was going on. She felt the excitement surge through her body and wasn't surprised to open the store door and see who was behind the counter.
He looked like it had been a long day. Slow minutes and difficult customers. He was only a few years older than her but his deep brown eyes spoke of his tiredness as he looked up, alerted by a chime as she opened the door.
There was a screen between them but it was transparent. She saw his eyes focus on her, saw the life come back into those eyes.
"Afternoon," he said. Delivered so automatically that it was clearly how he was required to greet potential customers.
"Do you have milk?" she asked.
He pointed her the way but his eyes didn't leave her. As if he was drinking in the sight of her, storing it up to help him through the next long hours behind that register.
She moved over to the chiller and found the milk. She knew which was required but still spent a little while examining the various containers. All the time she leaned forward to read the labels and took the opportunity to naturally point her butt out toward the clerk. She didn't need a mirror or second sight to know where his eyes were looking now.
The chime sounded again.
"Hey man, how's it goi..." A deep voice that stopped mid-word. Had he noticed her or had his friend behind the counter silently signalled to him. Either way she knew that two men were now watching her, and she felt sure that second voice had also belonged to an African-American.
She stayed in that position as long as seemed not to be too obvious and then she held it a few delicious seconds more. It felt good to know their interest in her. Flashing a bunch of white college boys was one thing but this was something else entirely. This was nearer to the real thing - the big leagues.
She finally turned back to the counter. The second man was indeed Black but much older, his late sixties maybe. White bristles stood out on his dark chin, an old woollen cap was pulled down over what she suspected was a hairless head. He was checking out a magazine rack but his eyes were looking out over the rack. Looking at her.
She went back to the counter and paid for her milk at the gap in the screen. There was candy there and she leaned forward to take note of the brands and prices. In this top and with the counter's slightly elevated position that meant she was providing a nice deep view of her cleavage. She allowed herself one quick glance up after a while and found his eyes looking just exactly where she had assumed they would be looking. His friend had edged round to where he could get a look too if not quite from so good a vantage point.


She wished some of her Members could have been here to see this. It seemed her tits weren't so shabby after all. These two guys were certainly enjoying looking at them. The adrenaline was rushing through her body now, preparing her for what she needed to do. What were the three causes of adrenaline? The need to fight, the preparation for flight and the desire to fuck. She knew Trent was watching on and that there was no danger. No need to run away and no necessity for her to fight. Her body was reacting to this scenario by preparing her for that third option. If these two guys made a move then how would she react? Was there a back store-room? Could they lock the door and go back there! Her heart beat even faster, the desire flowering into raw lust. She couldn't see the candies any more and just snatched one at random.
She put it on the counter and looked up into the eyes of the man waiting to serve her.
"Anything else we can do for you?"
She knew what she wanted to say. However, that was impossible.
The other customer spoke. "Loving that outfit girl. If you don't mind an old bastard like me saying so." The second sentance wasn't delivered with any hint of the deprecation suggested by its words.
She slowly turned so they could both see her from every angle. "No. I'm glad you like it." She smiled at him.
"Like that design too. You seeing that design Mike?" He spoke to the man behind the counter.
Mike made a non-committal noise. Did that mean he did or he didn't? Maybe it was harder to make out through the screen or maybe he didn't know what the QOS symbol meant. A Queen of Spades. A white girl who loved to fuck Black men.
She remembered something else her Members had said. Was she worthy to wear that symbol? Doubt crept into her soul. In truth she was fronting. Wearing this in front of these two men. Claiming to be something she was not.
But they could remedy that fact. She couldn't yet raise herself to suggest it but she wouldn't deny them if they made that move. She would welcome them.
The chime sounded again. "Honey have you got the milk. We're running late." That was Trent - posing as her man. The door swung closed again as he headed back to the vehicle.
The two men were still looking at her. There was no threat in their expressions but there was desire, there was hunger. The older man cast a rueful glance after the retreating form of Trent.
She paid her money and collected her goods.
"Hope to see you again," said Mike. His eyes were still on her cleavage.
The older man hesitated a moment and then reached in his pocket for paper and pen. He scribbled something and handed it over.
"You coming back here - especially on your own - you be sure to ring ahead. Me and Mike will make sure to be here and look after you."
She had a very good idea what 'look after' meant. She unconsciously bit her lower lip and mirrored his momentary hesitation before reaching forward to take the paper.
"I'll be certain to." She smiled and then walked out of the store, making sure to swing those hips as she went.
The door was just closing behind her when she heard the words.
"Damn she is -"
The door closed and shut the words out. What was she? Beautiful? Hot? A slut? A whore? She didn't know but she knew that they approved and she knew that she felt very good about that fact.
Trent had a shit-eating grin on his face when she got back into the vehicle. She raised her eyebrows to him and smiled. It was time to get home and they had arranged one extra stop first.
***
Tonisha was a beautiful woman. Dressed casually but stylishly, her coffee-colored skin flawless. Make-up and styling perfectly judged. She and Trent made quite the power couple.
The Black woman nodded. "I know what you're thinking girl. How come I let that husband of mine out at times like this." She brought her long graceful fingers up to the delicate golden chain around her neck. Dangling from it was a small key. "Well you know I take precautions on that."
That had to be the key to Trent's little cuckold cage.
"Trent is a fine man, an excellent provider and a caring father. As a husband he is all I could wish for but he does have two little interests. First is interracial which I share and which we enjoy participating in and encouraging. The second is, err ..." She wrinkled her nose a little at the thought.
"Feet," said Heather.
"Yes, err, feet," said Tonisha. "I'm not into that shit but I ain't losing a good man because of one little failing. At the end of the day I can find him others to satisfy that little desire of his. So long as they are white girls there is no danger of it getting too serious. Which is why I can trust you with this."
Tonisha eased the necklace up and over her head. She held it out to Heather. "You can judge if he's deserved to be unlocked. Since its your last little escapade together."
Heather took the necklace and put it on. She felt the small key hanging between her breasts.
"You earned that outfit yet?" Tonisha's question was stark and all the more so for chiming in with her on thoughts back at the store.
Heather didn't even consider lying or fronting. "Not yet," she admitted.
Tonisha gave a knowing smile. "Not for much longer I'll bet. Your next level is one where Harley likes to take a more hands-on approach with the best of his girls. I'm thinking you'll be qualifying from all I can see of you. Maybe a wee light in the..", she cupped her own considerable breasts, "but otherwise you're just what Harley likes." The African-American woman studied Heather intently and then nodded. "If you do unlock my man tonight then you best be setting a new standard you know. He may be a fine man but he don't get no pussy and he don't get no head and he most certainly don't get no ass. You got to use your hand then use one of them thick kitchen gloves. I'm guessing you'll know what to do if you really want to reward him though."
***
They had worked really well as a team and Trent had been a friendly and at times funny companion. She liked him - though obviously only as a friend. There was no question of him being anything more than that to her. He simply was not her type. However, she did want to thank him and so she did indeed use the key.
Trent carefully removed the cage from his previously imprisoned dick. It looked like a long-confined prisoner allowed out into the light. It was pink and weak, looking even smaller against his big frame. Fortunately George had a stock of gloves ready for use in cleaning. She donned a thick yellow glove and tried to coax Trent's dick into life. It worked and he really wasn't so small but that pink skin just left him looking so unimpressive, so feeble. There was none of the power and strength of George's cock. This was just a willie, a weener, a penis. However, Trent seemed to be enjoying her activities, even through that insulating glove.
When he was as hard as he was going to get she shifted her position and pushed her legs forward so that she could gently move her feet around his penis.
She had never done anything like this before. It felt distinctly odd and not at all sexy. However, that seemed to be her perspective only. Trent appeared to be in ecstasy, groaning and moaning and with a ludicrous grin on his face. She tried to move her feet across his penis so that she could try to stroke him off with them.
"UUUhhhhhhhhhhhhh," grunted Trent and cum shot out of his penis and over her feet and the floor.
Well how long had that taken? About twenty-five seconds. Well she wasn't going to argue. Frankly, it suited her. "You'd better get all this stuff cleaned up and then we'll get you safely locked back in your cage." She spoke sharply and harshly but Trent didn't seem to take offence. In fact his face flushed with pleasure as he dropped to lick his own cum off her feet.
"I got it all," said George as he still pointed his phone at them. He moved across to beside Heather. "Now girl you know what to do."
The lens of the camera looked impassively down at her as she began to undo his pants. Trent tickling her feet like that wasn't going to help but she was determined as ever to give her man George the best Blow-Job possible.
***
Heather Cameron sat in front of her lap-top. In a couple of minutes she was due for her next check-in with Professor Solon. How much could she tell him? He looked such an old-fashioned English gentleman in his tweeds and with the pipe that she saw sometimes on his bureau. You sort of worried about shocking him. Not that she had ever yet really managed to shock him. He just absorbed the details of her topic and of her discoveries about the TKB network and its sub-culture. Just the occasional nod and observation to prove that he was taking in all that she was telling him
Was she really going to tell him about her latest discovery though? Academics loved to establish hierarchies. Well there certainly seemed to be a hierarchy of sexuality at work. At the top was the Black man, of course, though Black women could sometimes assume primacy. Then, a little way behind, came white women and anyone of another background. Finally, right at the bottom and far, far, behind came the white boys. Lapped twice and on a pile of bricks in the pits. It seemed a little extreme but from her perspective once you accepted that hierarchy was always in play then everything suddenly just made sense in ways that you would never have believed.
The screen flashed into movement as the placer page was replaced by the live-link.
The avuncular face of Professor Solon appeared on the screen. He gave a longing look at his unlit pipe and then turned to her and smiled. "Ah! My dear Miss Cameron I see from your notes that you have indeed been a busy little bee!" The skin at the corner of his eyes crinkled into a myriad of small wrinkles just before his spectacles inevitably slid down his nose. Why on earth didn't the man get some elastic or something to stop them doing that!
"What a truly fascinating perspective was provided by your interviews with T- and T-. Quite, quite, remarkable and illustrative of so much within this particular economic world. The workings of the network, er," he consulted his notes and his spectacles slid down his nose again, "TKB, seem rather more understandable when viewed from their perspective. Have you drawn any further preliminary conclusions?"
Well - here goes. She explained her theory of the sexual hierarchy that she saw in play. The Professor's only response was a gentle nod as he took notes. When she finished she awaited his response.
His first response was to push his spectacles back up his nose. Then he paused thoughtfully before finally speaking. "Not a world view of great comfort to myself." He chuckled to himself. "But certainly one of considerable sociological interest. I wonder if such organisations exist in my own country. I would doubt it but for the infinite diversity of the human imagination. Yet still the history and nature of the United States seems excellently suited for such a phenomenon. I see a strange but clear comparison with a wonderful paper I was reading recently on Georgian molly-houses. I think that you would find that fascinating. Also my own dear Grandfather did certain unpublished research on the socio-sexual aspects of some rather remarkable occult Far Eastern secret societies of the time which..."
He stopped, paused and smiled again. "Anyway - once you have read those you rather lose the ability to be surprised or shocked. Some of his experiences were certainly rather hair-raising." He paused again and tapped his pencil gently on his polished desk. "It seems to me that if you desire to conclude your researches then you have sufficient material to analyse and refine into a very decent paper. A proper interview with the fascinating Mr H- might be useful but even without that I think this is viable." Professor Solon looked intently into the monitor. "However, I believe that this could truly be a world-changing research project. That being said, it would be naive not to consider what further research would require and unconscionable to allow, let alone suggest, a student undertake it unless it was their own strong desire to do so."
She looked at his image on her screen. She had come to know excitement, desire and raw lust in the human features over the remarkable last few months. Professor Solon showed none of them - only curiosity. Was he curious about her reaction or about what she might discover? She had never met the Professor in person but she knew that she liked him. Perhaps because she shared that insatiable curiosity - that need to know.
She remembered what Tonisha had said about the prospective next level of the Challenge. Harley liked to take a 'hands on' attitude to his preferred contestants during that stage. She remembered again her night at Harley's place and hearing the sounds of sex through the walls. She had wanted to be where Allie was that night and as time passed she realized that she ever-more wanted to be there.
"I need to go on. I couldn't stop now."
Professor Solon's smile broadened. She hardly even noticed that his spectacles promptly slid down his nose.
***
For anyone wondering which song Monica uses for her show it is, 'With My Own Bare Hands' by Ween. Written by Michael Melchiondo and Aaron Freeman. I don't quote real lyrics out of regard for their copyright but give it a listen and you'll see why it was chosen. Especially the third verse. Just be aware that it is most certainly not safe for work.
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Claire Doyle tried to hold on tight, tried to ride the surging waves of passion that were flowing through her body. Her hands gripped the shoulders of her man, felt the taut muscles, the power stored up in that strong frame. In her mind's eye she saw the contrast between her pale fingers and his dark blue-black skin. She opened her mouth and expelled a shuddering gasp. It released the pressure but only momentarily. Her man had her just where he wanted her and just where she needed to be. His big hard cock was taking her, claiming her and preparing to close the deal on her.
That was what her man did. That was why they called Julius Moore 'the Closer'. All the photographs in the small back room of the apartment were trophies of his successes over the years. Women who had dipped their toes into being blacked but could still withdraw, still escape back to the safe tedium of their old whitebread lives. The Closer knew the cure for such doubts and hesitations. Every one of the women in those back room photographs had been here or somewhere very like here. Every one had been with Julius Moore just as she was now. His powerful thrusting Black cock ready to transform them, to let them be who they needed to be.
Claire summoned all her resources and gasped into his ear.
"Cum in me, give me my baby."
She knew her words had come out in an almost incomprehensible babble but it seemed that Julius had understood. He held her tight and his thrusts achieved a new intensity, a demanding power that could only end one way. She yearned to feel it, the consummation of all that had happened since she had first set foot into this apartment. The moment when he planted his potent African cum deep inside her. When his seed would start to seek out that egg of hers. They were here today because it was the best possible time. They'd been here yesterday too and would be here tomorrow as well - just in case. They would be lucky or they would be here again next month and the one after that if necessary. 'When' had replaced 'if' a long time ago.
'If' had no place in this part of the Closer's world.
Julius gave a half-grunt half-snarl and then came hard into her pussy. She held him there and tried to milk out all that precious seed. He gave slow deep thrusts in response. This bitch was getting it all. It'd be down to Mother Nature whether she caught. She was a beautiful fair-skinned red-headed five-oh bitch and the purest pleasure to breed. He knew he should want her coming back for a year or two but that just wasn't the way he rolled. There were a lot of beautiful white women out there and it was his mission to take as many of them Black for good as he could. There wasn't nothing held a woman to her new life like a belly full of his baby. This fine-assed bitch wouldn't be wasted on no white boy.
He felt her arms wrapped round him, keeping him there until she was sure that she had all he could give her. He smiled. Nothing said he'd done his job right more. He moved so that his eyes could meet hers. She had beautiful eyes and he let his lock on a moment before he brought his mouth to hers. Their kiss was passionate, tongues meeting with the intimacy of lovers. Julius Moore had enjoyed a lot of fine-assed white bitches and this one was up with the best of them. It was time.
"Preach for me baby."
Claire had got her breath back now. She no longer had to concentrate to remember what he was asking for. It just came naturally.
"Rule One - when you say gone we bitches get gone. Rule Two - Only we bitches are allowed here. Rule Three - No panties. Rule Four - We represent our man at all times, looking and acting accordingly. Rule Five - Your bitches are your property, we belong to you and anyone else you want us to. Rule Six - We are Black only and Black always. Rule Seven - We fuck bare and no birth control allowed. Rule Eight - Our job is to represent right and to recruit any white girl worthy to be a Black man's bitch."
Julius nodded. He always liked his bitches to put their own little spin on the wording. It wasn't about learning rules by heart it was about accepting and understanding their meaning and their importance. That way he knew his bitches would be keeping to them. Not just the words but the spirit and the essence.
"Only two rules left to learn." His voice was smooth. He didn't need to coax or persuade, let alone to threaten. This one was already bought in to the max. "You want to hear them?" It wasn't a real question. He hardly needed her nod of assent.
"Rule Ten is that the deal is closed when carried to term. Maintaining these rules is my bitches' ultimate responsibility, above the law, above your old family, above anything and everything."
She had one query. "Carried to term?"
"You know what that means."
Of course she did. What else had they been doing in this room over the last few months? What else did all of those photos in the back room symbolise. The young white women and their babies, each and every one clearly fathered by a Black man. Each and every one the children and baby-mommas of Julius Moore. The last photo was of Jean Butler holding up her positive pregnancy test.
Then there was the space below her own handwritten name. The space that should carry her own photograph. The space that WOULD carry it. She had felt confirmation of that fact in her own reaction to the tests. She could remember that first one - done here in front of Julius. The whole process of carrying out the test. Then the wait and the fear, the realisation of how it could change everything for her. How nothing would be the same again. The confusion and the almost terror of waiting for those lines to appear. The realisation that only the control line had appeared and the resulting, shocking, feeling of disappointment.
Her second test had been her own responsibility and she had genuinely been convinced that it would come out positive. She had gone through the process and then waited with confidence for the confirmation that she was pregnant. None of the fear or hesitation of the previous time. This was how it was going to be and she was ready for it. Except, once again, only one line had showed. This was when the fear had come that second time. She had been sure that she would be proved pregnant. It was crazy but she felt that she had let her man down. How would he react?
He had been disappointed but he had shrugged it off easily enough. "Had it take first time and had it take twelve months. Journey's different but its the destination that matters and we all know where my five-oh bitch is ending up don't we?" Then his eyes had taken on that harder look for an instant until he'd observed that they were both on the same page in that matter. It had sort of reassured her. The destination was, as the Closer said, certain. He wouldn't be settling for less but he also wouldn't be kicking her out.
It had all given her time to understand her relationship with Julius Moore. They fucked a lot and sometimes made love but they were not in any way a couple. She had known about Jean, of course. She knew that the Closer also had another woman visiting him. the evidence was pinned up to the wall in that back room. Another trophy pair of panties and another hand-written name tag. 'Nicola'. Claire knew nothing about Nicola, had never met her. She was a little surprised to find that she didn't resent or feel jealous of her.
With Jean it had been different. When Jean had come by and lifted her top to let Julius see the slight bulge in her belly. Julius' obvious pleasure and the gentleness with which he had put his dark hand on her to show where his baby was growing. Then Claire had felt envy and jealousy. Then she had realised that she would only resent the Closer's new bitch, Nicola, if her picture of a successful pregnancy test was pinned up ahead of Claire's own. The outside world might not understand but that was how it was. She came here to be bred, to be knocked up, to carry Julius Moore's baby. To become what he wanted her to be - a Black man's woman beyond doubt and beyond regret. Once you understood and accepted that then it was only any delay that was to be regretted.
So, yes, she knew what 'carried to term' meant. That rule bound her to birth and also to raise their child. Not that she had any problem with that. Once she had dumped her pills she had known that was her destiny, had accepted and welcomed it. No more denying her true self to herself and no more hiding it from the world out there. Her belly and then her family would proudly confirm her true identity.
His bitches gave their pussies and their wombs to the Closer and in return he gave them the chance to be themselves. His motivations might be questionable, were certainly as racist as fuck, but in the end that didn't matter. Both parts of the equation were getting what they needed.
Claire broke her train of thought and realised something. "Hey - what about Rule Nine! You missed it out."
Julius smiled a genuine smile, allowing a glimpse of strong white teeth. "Rule Nine is what we're dealing with today. Bitches accept their ink, piercings and surgery as suggested. They understand that their owner is always right." He paused and looked at Claire, again with that smile. "You up for that?"
She remembered seeing the words tattooed into the skin of Jean's arm. She wasn't thrilled by the idea but she knew what she had to say. "I pledge...", she had to pause to moisten her lips, "I pledge to obey the 10 rules of a Black man's woman." How strange that fucking fertile and unprotected had come so easily but the idea of a tattoo or cosmetic surgery was so daunting. She half expected Julius to laugh at her, especially if he noticed her caution.
He did notice - of course he did, there was very little that Julius Moore didn't notice. But he did not laugh. Instead he just nodded and reached for his pants.
***
This man was a big man like Julius, a few years younger but just as dark-skinned as the Closer. However, the skin of this man's arms swirled with interlocking tribal patterns of ink. His deep dark eyes gleamed with desire as he looked Claire up and down. She felt her own body react. He was impressive, not quite in the same way as Julius but he had the same presence.
"I'm liking what I can see," said the man. The unspoken comment was that he wanted to see more.
Julius gave a short laugh and then moved to the side of the store and took a seat. Claire felt rather than saw him go. She wasn't sure what was expected of her. Finally she glanced across at Julius for a hint.
"Izeye here is a true artist. The best at his trade on the East Coast at least. He also has a real fine taste in women. Up to you what you want to let him see."
So his name was Izeye. He'd greeted Julius and nodded at her as they arrived. Otherwise he hadn't said a word except to suggest she lose some clothing. He'd just looked at her, appraising her, every inch of her. All the time Julius had been speaking to him. Was it an artist contemplating his canvass or was it something more basic, a man looking at a woman that he desired?
"What would you like to see?" She realised how stupid the question was even as she said it.
Izeye just moved one hand in a small but eloquent gesture that took in the whole of her. Then he waited and she knew.
Claire's blouse already had the top couple of buttons undone. Now she unfastened the remainder and removed the blouse. Izeye silently held out a hand and she gave it to him. He carefully placed it on the back of a chair so it wouldn't crease. Meanwhile she had reached for the fastening of her knee-length skirt and undone them. She stepped out of the skirt and again handed it to Izeye who carefully hung it up. That was a little thing but she liked it.
One result of the Closer's rules was that his bitches could get naked, or near enough, very quickly. Minus her blouse and her skirt Claire really only had her kitten heels and her thigh-highs to hide her modesty. Something they were singularly ill-equipped to do.
"Hmmmnnn-hmmmnnnnn," said Izeye. Finally he spoke for real. "Outside of Mr Taylor I don't know a man that finds so many premium pieces of tail as you Julius. He reached forward and cupped Claire's left breast with one of his big hands. His thumb found her nipple and teased it. His eyes met hers and he raised an interrogative eyebrow,
Was he asking permission? It was a little late in the day. Not only because he was already doing what he wanted but also because her nipples were standing hard and proud, betraying her arousal.
"Real fine," said Izeye, "these would show off a heavy ring real good. But I guess that might not be convenient for you eh Julius." He glanced at Julius and smiled in recognition of the Closer's confirmation of his comment.
From that moment Izeye's attention was fully on Claire. His fingers traced patterns over her skin. He took note of her breasts, her butt, her face, her ears, it seemed of every part and aspect of her. That continued until finally he stood back and nodded in apparent appreciation.
"So first things first. Julius knows my rules and so I'm assuming..."
"Nah," responded the Closer, "not yet. We were thinking..."
It was the tattooist's turn to interrupt. "Don't fucking tell me. You're bringing a woman like this, a perfect canvass for an artist with the needle, and you're wanting me to ink some fucking script. You know that any muthafucka out there can do that job?"
"My bitches get the best." Julius' voice was perfectly calm. "But I take your artistic objection. What else you suggesting for my bitch?"
"I've been considering a design taking in the back and sweeping round and over the right side here." Izeye's dark fingers lovingly traced their way across Claire's pale skin. "But I'm knowing she'd not be ready for that. Not yet at least. Shame because it would be perfection on this one. For now, I'm assuming you want the left arm for the script."
"Sounds good," said Julius.
"I'm guessing it is on the usual terms?"
There was no response but Claire saw the tattooist give a little mock-grimace. Then he turned his full attention back onto her and she seemed to feel it physically.
"So," said Izeye in his beautiful deep brown voice, "here's how it is. You wanting this ink then I'll do it and in return when you want more then you'll only come here. That's understood. Now you ready for this?"
She nodded but that apparently wasn't enough.
"My work doesn't wash off, its permanent as it can be. So be real sure and tell me what you want."
Now she understood. Izeye's ink would mark her indelibly. It would forever be part of her and it would forever define her. "I want this, all of this." The words came naturally and easily.
Izeye had been watching her intently and now he nodded and gestured to a couch. While she moved across and laid down he was carefully scrubbing his hands and then donning gloves. He readied his equipment and moved close to her side.
Claire Doyle had been through many experiences in her twenty-eight years. One that she had never really contemplated volunteering for was being tattooed. However, as she had recently learned, most anything could change. She let out a breath of air as she felt Izeye's gloved hand gently take and steady her arm. A moment later she heard the noise of his needle and felt its first touch onto and into her skin.
***
Once you got into the zone then it turned out getting a tattoo wasn't so bad. it certainly couldn't compete with when she'd busted her leg chasing down that tweaker over in Milvern County. First the break and then the plaster and that hadn't been over in an afternoon! She couldn't pretend to expertise but just watching him you could tell Izeye was a master of his art. If she ever did want something else done then she would surely come back to him. If.
Once the swelling had gone done she'd been able to get a good look at his work. She'd seen plenty of bad tats in her day. She knew script tended to blur over time. Izeye's work was crisp and defined, spaced to remain legible. It was odd to look at it and to know that it was now part of her forever. Odd but good. She knew Jean and a lot of others already bore these words, already lived by these words.
Since leaving the Milvern County PD and coming over to the Capital Claire had been at something of a loose end. She had plenty of savings and was nowhere near broke - even if Julius hadn't found her a place to stay on very good terms. Well, to be more precise, Floyd Abenethy had found her the place. Something to do with that Foundation he worked for. Well she wasn't complaining - even if she knew Floyd would be expecting something in return. Maybe because she knew that.
However, while she had no immediate need for money she certainly did need something to do. Watching TV and waiting for the days to come round to her next visit to the Closer didn't quite hack it. Since starting basic training she'd always been busy, always on call. So she had done the best she could and got a job at Target. Ironically covering for a maternity leave which suited her as well.
Time passed and the days ticked off. She never contemplated going round to the Closer's. She knew he would call her if he wanted her and she knew he would only be alone if that was how he wanted it.
So she had been looking forward to getting back to that top-floor flat in the ugly building. It was almost the only thing in her thoughts as she drove over. However, you didn't just lose your instincts when you resigned from the force. As she approached the familiar neighborhood she got a momentary glimpse of a vehicle three back. The silver Camry. Well, to be sure, she couldn't swear that it was THE silver Camry. It'd been so long that she'd almost forgotten all about it. If it had ever really been trailing her before. It could all be a coincidence of course. As it ran through her mind she saw the vehicle in question turn off. It was a long way back, too far to identify the plate. She wondered if she really could make out that it ended '450' or was she only seeing what she expected to see?
She remembered what one of the young men on the corner had told her. There were a whole load of Camrys on the road. Even the Police used them because they blended in so well. Anyway why would this one have suddenly started following her again after months without a sight of it? She didn't know the answers but she did know that she was relieved the Camry had turned off.
Once she reached the Closer's building everything seemed as usual. Evening was falling and the young men were at their regular post. They would have been a cause for suspicion not long ago but now they were a reassurance. Their sharp eyes didn't miss much.
Someone else had seen her arrive too. She hadn't reached the top landing before Julius Moore was there to meet her. She drank in the very sight of him. A big powerful bear of a man, his jacket and shirt open to show the gold chain against his dark skin. More gold showed on his fingers as he brought a hand up to cup her breast, his mouth already meeting her own upturned one. They kissed deeply for a moment and then he was guiding her into his apartment, through the door with a lock that never got mended and seemingly never needed to be.
They hadn't exchanged a word. Words weren't necessary. They both knew what they were there for. Words could wait.
She was wearing her own gold today. A pair of hoop ear-rings that she had known he would like. Nothing too huge but just enough to send a message. His mouth found hers again and his fingers had undone her blouse before she even really noticed. She paused to shrug off the blouse and then his mouth was at her neck. Exploring the sensitive pale skin, kissing and then marking her there. Leaving another sign that she was one of his women, that she belonged to him.



The Closer liked that and Claire liked that too. She knew how much she looked forward to these moments. How right it felt to be back with him, back being claimed by him.
She felt her skirt unfastened and dropped to the floor. Then his fingers were exploring and finding what they sought. Claire let out a long ragged breath, her body responding to his touch. His eyes were on hers, their expectant gaze dominating her. Claire Doyle had never been the submissive type. She still wasn't. However, somehow, in this place and with this man it just seemed natural, as comfortable as it was inevitable.
Now the Closer nodded and she understood. She led the way to the bed and he followed, a little behind her as he took off his pants. Then he was back and with her, on the bed. Their mouths met and he moved his body so that he was between her legs. A moment and then he was moving forward and over her. As natural and inevitable as sunrise and sunset his big cock moving into her and this time, just like every time, her pussy seemed made for him. They met and came together so perfectly. She felt the weight of his body, felt his initial careful thrusts replaced by a heavier and more insistent motion.
He still hadn't said a word - not with his mouth at least. His eyes were still locked on hers and she knew the message they were sending her. The time for talking was over, it was time for breeding.
"Yes," she said and she clung onto his big body that little bit harder. She didn't know if he believed all he had told her. She knew that she didn't. However, none of that mattered. All that mattered was that she had come to realise what she wanted and needed and that Julius Moore was the man to provide it. Just as he was doing now, just as he would soon do with his heavy spurts of potent seed.
There was a sudden sharp knocking on the door. Julius didn't miss a stroke, ignoring both it and the door's opening. Claire couldn't be quite so indifferent. She wasn't going anywhere, her needs and Julius's strong arms made sure of that, but she did look across to the door.
The women wore a light purple dress, loose over her breasts but tight over her butt and her swollen pregnant belly. Her blonde hair was pulled back and her eyes twinkled as she came forward.
"Hi babe," said Jean Butler, 'you were here when I got knocked up and I'm here to return the favor." She smiled a smile of the purest mischievous joy and pulled up her dress, the stretching material moving up and over her now obvious bump. She was still obeying the Closer's rules and her pussy was left exposed. Jean sat down with her eyes fixed on Julius and Claire as they continued to fuck. She brought the fingers of her right hand to her mouth and then down to her pussy.
Julius still didn't miss a beat in his rhythmic fucking of Claire. His heavy body held her on the bed and in position for each of his hard thrusts. His big cock claiming her pussy as only he had ever been able to. Each push bringing him closer to what they both needed, each thrust making her body more receptive, more ready to put his seed to work.
Claire's face was to one side now. Watching Jean as she masturbated, her fingers moving at her pussy. Above that pussy the swollen belly that showed she was carrying the Closer's baby. Claire let out a long shuddering gasp and tried to remember to take the next breath. Coming here was always intense, always something the rest of her life had never come near to matching, however with Jean here, here and flaunting the Black baby in her belly, it had all gone up another notch or ten.
"She's ready," said Jean and the Closer finally adjusted his stroke. He pushed himself up and off her, instead grasping her hips before resuming his fucking. Claire just had time to see his intent expression, the beads of sweat on his forehead, his total concentration on breeding the fine white slut in his bed, on breeding her. Then she couldn't see him any more because Jean had moved across and had carefully straddled her. Now all Claire could see was Jean's pussy and above it the graceful beautiful curve of her pregnant belly.
Jean adjusted her position and brought her pussy to Claire's mouth. Claire was still getting fucked, heavy rolling strokes from that Big Black Cock of the Closer. It was hard to concentrate on anything else but she tried because she knew what they wanted. She tried to control her breathing and then to bring her tongue and lips to the pussy in front of her face. She heard Jean giggle as she made a first careful contact.
"C'mon girl, eat that pussy. Pregnant pussy is the best pussy." Then came Jean's gentle laugh again followed by her little gasp as Claire did her best to obey.
Was it everything that was happening? Was it just her imagination? Claire could never say for sure but that pregnant pussy did seem different. A different aroma, a different taste. From her first contact she found that she wanted more. She licked and tongued and worked that pregnant pussy just as well as she could. She felt Jean moving her pussy over Claire's face, exposing new areas to the questing, curious, greedy lips and tongue.
All the time the Closer was watching, watching as he fucked her. In this position he could allow a little more variation. Building the intensity for a while and then easing off to let Claire get her attention back on Jean for a while. Then he would build his strokes again, building up the arousal in Claire and building up the prime load of Black seed he was going to be delivering soon. Julius Moore had been around plenty of pregnant pussy. He didn't know the science of it but he did know that experience told him pregnant pussy had certain properties. Maybe it was hormones or some such shit. He didn't know why but he did know that get a pregnant bitch in the mix and it seemed primed pussy couldn't help getting bred.
Claire gasped as she felt the Closer's cock pushing harder and deeper into her. As she drew in breath she seemed to only take in the aroma of the pussy on her face. She tried to keep licking and tasting those sweet juices but Big Black Cock was claiming her attention again. Jean sensed it and eased herself back a little. She looked down at Claire and nodded her satisfaction. Claire's eyes were wide, her face and mouth covered in pussy juice, her nose full of Jean's aroma.
Jean moved aside and gently moved her fingers back to her pussy. She watched as the Closer resumed his old position. He pushed his big body down over Claire and his strong hands pushed beneath her to hold her shoulders. His mouth came to Claire's and tasted both of his bitches on her mouth. The one with his baby in her belly and the one who soon would have. No need for invention and subtlety now. It was time for the age-old truths, the age-old instincts to kick in. He felt Claire's arms and legs try to wrap around his body, try to draw him ever closer, ever deeper. She was ready, ready to take his seed and ready to carry his baby. Julius' Moore's mouth tightened a little as he held on for three more strokes and then on the fourth felt his cum planted deep into Claire. Damn but that felt good, it was a high that no drug could match. But it didn't distract him - no more than the little cry of orgasm from Claire and the delighted laugh from Jean. He kept a deep slow fucking going until he was sure that Claire had got every drop of his seed. Every African-enriched DNA-loaded sperm. Every single chance of her getting her prize. Just like Jean had before her, just like so many had before her and just like so many more would after her. Only then did the Closer move aside.
Claire knew what she had to do. She lay back on the bed, breathing in great lungfuls of air and then remembering to draw her legs up. That would help his seed to find and claim her egg. She willed them to succeed, sent a silent prayer up that this time she would be lucky.
"Only fair to give fair returns." Jean moved forward between Claire's bent knees. "Nothing helps a girl get her baby like cumming and drawing all that potent Black seed nice and deep." Claire could see the excitement on Jean's face - the shining delight in her eyes. They were the eyes of a convert, perhaps even of a fanatic. They were very like the eyes Claire had seen looking back at her from her mirror as she had prepared to come out today. She and Jean were truly a sort of sisters - or at least they soon would be. Then Jean's fingers were at Claire's clit and her mouth found Claire's pussy.
A girl knows what a girl likes. A girl knows what a girl needs. Julius Moore smiled to himself as he washed the sweat off his face. His smile broadened as he heard Claire cry out. Every one of his bitches was special but those two might just be the best he'd ever had. It'd be hard to find better but he'd sure as shit enjoy trying!
***
Three weeks later found Claire ascending those very familiar stairs once more. However, this time she was dimly aware that it might well be for the last time. The Closer had never made any secret of what he wanted from her, what the purpose of her coming here was. This part of her life had a natural end - even if that end was really a new beginning.
"Here she is," came a delighted cackle from the stairs above her. Desiree, the older woman who lived here and served as a sort of watchful gatekeeper. Her tone was loaded down with mockery as ever - but now there was something else. Continuing up the stairs Claire could see her now, Desiree's eyes were gleaming and the African-American woman's whole self seemed barely able to suppress her pleasure.
"A bit early, huh. Which means you'se a bit late." The older woman was leaning against the wall as her whole body seemed to shake with silent laughter. "Long as you're understandin' how this works." Her eyes seemed to bore into Claire's soul, seeking some confirmation. Finally Desiree apparently found what she was looking for and she nodded. "You best be going on up there and you best be raising my grandchild right you hear." The last sentance was not a question, it was a demand and a demand that Desiree clearly expected to be fulfilled because now she turned on her heel and closed her door behind her.
As the door closed Claire finally recognised that other tone that she had heard in Desiree's familiar mocking voice. It had been the purest triumph.
As usual he was waiting for her on the top floor. No words - just a raised eyebrow of interrogation. She reached into her pocket and produced the small box. Julius Moore was a hard man but that simple gesture brought a genuine smile to his face as he ushered her inside the familiar, shabby, top floor apartment.
What came next was a sort of ritual and though its detail was a first for her every stage seemed totally familiar to Claire. She had thought about and imagined this moment so many times. Had hoped for this so many times. Even with the little signs, even with being late, she still couldn't quite let herself believe that she was here and now and with this purpose.
Well - she was and this little bit of science would soon reveal the truth. Whether it was all just a mocking manifestation of her longings and hopes or whether...
Julius Moore's strong arms held her and his mouth met hers as they waited. Their tongues gently sparred and she felt his hand smoothing her blonde hair. She had no illusions about him. She knew that he had many women, she knew that she would be only the latest in his litany of 'projects'. She knew all of that and yet it still seemed supremely good and transcendently right to be here with him, being held by him.
He was big and powerful, a real alpha of a man, but he could also at times be amazingly gentle. Now his lips moved to her ear and he seemed to breath the words into her hearing.
"You know - this is what you was born for, this is why you was made. A woman as smart and as beautiful as you - you was created for this. That test don't matter none. If it's right then it's right. But if it don't work out then that's no disaster. We'll just keep going thass all. You ain't gonna be cheated of what you need. It's your destiny, you deserve all I can give ya."
Claire knew there were plenty out there who wouldn't think she was so smart. Quite the opposite. To them she would just be a dumb slut who got herself knocked up by a... Well, let's just say they would agree that she was getting all that she deserved. She felt no regrets for all she had done and was doing but she knew what others would say.
Had it shown in her face? It seemed so.
Julius held her and his deep brown eyes met hers again. He was no angel. Almost certainly either a fence or a pimp, probably both. He never lacked for money - it wasn't too hard to guess at how he had built up that stake back in the day. Just because you hadn't been convicted didn't mean you weren't a criminal. However, the rough edges didn't fool her. Julius Moore was a very clever man and a strangely acute one.
He had known her from the moment she had first come into this room. He had spotted her and known her for who she really was and what she really wanted. He had known it long before she had known it herself. He had let her discover it over their first interactions. He had offered her ways out in the delighted knowledge that she would never take one. She had been his play-thing and his tool. Did he believe all that political stuff? Maybe that was just a tool too - the Closer was sharp enough that she knew that she would never know. She also knew that it didn't matter. She was getting what she wanted either way.
"You worried about what they gonna say? I don't think so. You a strong woman, a woman who knows how to make her own way. Some jealous white bitch gonna get to you. Some cracka boy who can't get his dick hard less'n he's thinking about his wife with a Black man?" She felt as much as she heard the rumble of laughter in Julius's body. "What the fuck do they matter? Who the fuck cares what they think? Could any of them make you feel how I've made you feel? How many years did you waste waiting for them to even get off their butts to try? Nah - fuck them. All that matters is you. That you is happy to be here and ready for all that lies ahead. So you ready?"
His eyes broke contact and he glanced at the test. It would be ready now. She pursed her lips and moved across to it. It only took one glance. "Yes," she replied.
His smile was broad and genuine. Just as hers was when she took the necessary photograph holding up her test and its result. That would soon be on the wall of that little back room. With all the others. What had happened to all those mothers, all those children? That was the old police instinct again and she smiled inwardly at the reaction.
It was a joyful moment but also a daunting one. She had expected it but it still hit her with an intensity that surprised her. Her life now fell into two parts. There was before this moment and there was after this moment. Now it wasn't just her any more. Now there was new life within her and she was responsible for it. Plans would need to be made and carried through.
Julius 'the Closer' Moore was the nightmare of most suburban white-bred mother-fuckas. He was big, he was Black, he played by his own rules and he was most certainly a criminal or arguably an ex-criminal. However, he was also no fool and he could read his women like few others. It came with the territory - at least if you were good at what you did.
The Closer thought a moment and then moved across to the window. It was getting dark out there and looking out from the lit room it was hard to make much out. He rested his two hands, palm first, against the cool glass. He held the position for five seconds and then seemed to make up his mind. He moved back to Claire and took her in his strong powerful arms. "You worried about what's gonna happen? I gotta feeling maybe something will come up sooner than you think. If not then you think I'm gonna leave you hanging. I don't pay no child support but I also make sure none of my girls starve. Not them and not their families. You get that? So this ain't a time for fear and worry - this is a time for celebration and I know how I like to celebrate."
Those eyes of his were amazing. They had locked onto hers and Claire had seemed to feel her anxiety and fear disintegrate and wash away in their deep brown pools. Now she felt better again and she understood. Together, perhaps for the last time, they moved across to the bed.
***
Maybe it was the rush of exhilaration, the pleasurable 'just got fucked by the ultimate alpha male' feeling or maybe just the knowledge of her success. She couldn't remember coming down those stairs or even opening the outside door but what she saw parked outside snapped her back into the world of here and now.
A silver Camry.
She couldn't help glancing over to the corner but Ty and his associates were all there. Why hadn't they warned her? She suddenly remembered the Closer looking out of that top window and fought an instinct to glance up there. She remembered his palms on the glass and wondered. Had it been a signal?
Did it matter now? She wasn't going to run. She was a Doyle and she was her father's daughter. If they planned on giving her trouble then she'd give them plenty back.
The Camry's doors opened and two people got out. The first things of note were the uniforms. She had been slow on the update. Hadn't Ty told her who used Camrys in the capital? Hadn't he and his friends promised to keep an eye out for unusual vehicles. She hadn't taken note of the implication. They knew this one. The driver was a woman, tall and with long blond hair pulled back into a pony-tail. She had a few years on Claire but not so many. Her face was attractive behind her mirror shades, her body chunky but not fat.
The passenger was a man, unusually for these parts a white man. She immediately knew him and it only took a couple of seconds to put a name to that face. Police habits died hard and last time she'd met Tod he'd most certainly got the better of her.
"Officers," she said in as non-committal a tone as she could muster.
"Ms Doyle - a pleasure to meet you again." Tod's blue eyes twinkled with amusement. It was clear that he had the upper hand again. "We were asked to bring you in to meet someone."
She needed to know where she stood, just how bad this was. "Am I under arrest?"
"Would you like to be?" That was the female officer speaking for the first time. "Maybe for possession of drugs or for consorting with known felons? Or perhaps for soliciting - given who you have just been with?"
Claire ceded the point. Tod could just knock out her tail-light with his baton and take her in for that. That had always been a favorite with Skeet and the good old boys of the Milvain County PD.
The female officer produced a pair of cuffs. "I'll need these?"
Claire shook her head. It was best to co-operate until she knew where this was leading.
***
She had ridden in a police cruiser innumerable times but this time brought a whole new perspective. As she took her seat she had heard the click of the doors locking and she had seen the thick sound-proof division between her and the two Officers. As they spoke to each other she did hear a low murmur but she could not identify the words. There was really nothing she could do until they got to the precinct station. Meanwhile she'd have to decide about lawyering-up. She needed to know if they planned to charge her or if they wanted her as a witness. Either way she knew the best policy was to say nothing.
These thoughts were flying around her head at such a rate that it took some time for her to realise something. She had come to know parts of the Capital reasonably well since she had moved over. She knew the general direction of the local police station and she also knew the best ways downtown. Now she realised that they were not taking either of these routes. That really set her mind into overdrive. Had they been sent out to pick her up by some other authority? It struck her that she hadn't been read her rights. Was that good? Was that very bad?



It surprised her when they entered an obviously prosperous area of the city, it surprised her even more when they stopped outside a house. This was one of the least impressive in the area, definitely not a showy McMansion, but the owner was clearly doing alright for his or her-self.
Claire looked around her through the vehicle's windows and tried to get a bead on where she was. This seemed to be a cul-de-sac and now she properly noticed the vehicle parked at the entrance. A large van. Around what was effectively a parking area there were three houses. The larger ones formed the sides and this smaller one was at the end. There was no sign of life until the door of the smaller house opened and a man emerged. Looking back Claire saw two other men emerge from the van.
It wasn't hard to place them. The two men from the van were clearly security. Big men with business-like no-nonsense demeanours. Ready to intervene if signalled.
The man coming from the house was big too, but different. He was a tall, powerful African-American with an aura of command. He checked out the Camry and then spoke into a device on his wrist. Claire knew that in that instant he had recognised the Officers and called off his men.
Any good Police Officer, or even ex-Officer, knew the value of procedure and instinct. Claire was immediately aware that this man knew his job. She had to assume that he was armed but she'd seen no sign of a weapon.
The man gave a confident smile, "Officers." Claire had used the same word a short time ago but in a very different way. This man wasn't worried by their presence, he had been expecting it. He was supremely confident that they would pose him no problem.
The white male Officer, Tod, gestured to the van. "Any issues Shaka?"
The Black man laughed - as if the idea was ridiculous. "A certain person showed one of our people some disrespect and he got sent a message. Almost certainly he's taken the point and is leaving the Tri-State Area as fast as he can. However, just to make sure..." Now it was his turn, by the slightest of nods of his head, to indicate the van. "Besides it doesn't hurt to shake off the cobwebs now and then. Been a long time since we had any real problems and it's easy to get fat and sleepy."
Claire couldn't really remember the last time she'd seen a man who looked less fat and sleepy. Shaka didn't carry too many surplus pounds and his big powerful frame was the real thing. Built on hard work rather than supplements and gym-hours. In one thing he every much resembled Julius. He had the same easy confidence, the same natural sense of authority, of command.
The blonde female Police Officer came round and unfastened Claire's door. The Officer indicated to her to get out. Claire did so and immediately felt, rather than saw, Shaka's attention turn on to her.
"This our visitor?" His eyes didn't leave her as the Officers confirmed the obvious. Finally he nodded. "You kept us hanging a while but the wait was surely worth it. You're Claire thass right? Well Cat here," his eyes flicked toward the blonde Police woman, "will show you the way."
It was a dismissal but as she allowed Cat to lead her forward she could feel Shaka's eyes on her body. Maybe Tod's eyes too - but his didn't seem to matter.
The house was nothing spectacular. A prosperous suburban dwelling, tastefully decorated, suitably furnished and well maintained. Not generally the sort of place that occasionally required an armed guard. She didn't feel at risk but she did feel extremely curious as she followed Cat through a small hall and its adjoining room before they stopped at an open door. Cat turned to her at that point and indicted that Claire should take the lead.
She wasn't sure what she expected but it certainly wasn't what she found there. First she was greeted by a dog and its excited snuffling and panting as it ran around her while she tried to enter the room.
"Don't mind him - he's just checking you out," said an amused voice that mixed calm and authority. "C'mon back here dog."
The dog gave a slightly frustrated last yelp in her direction and then went back to sit at the feet of his master. He dropped a hand to greet the dog and began to scratch under its chin with the long fingers of one hand. The dog thumped its tail on the floor and gazed up at its master with an expression of pure worship.
"Next time bring a treat for him and you'll be friends for life."
Claire was surprised by the new voice and turned to see a blonde woman smiling at her. She was perhaps in her early forties, attractive and trim.
Which was all very well but Claire, curious or not, was getting tired of all the mystery. Being brought to places she didn't know to meet people she didn't know. What was this all about and did they think she was some kind of a doormat? It was time to give a little back.
"Do you mean him or the dog?" She was pleased to keep the quaver out of her voice.
The man really surprised her then. He opened his mouth and let out a burst of laughter. "I like that - I'm thinking we'll get along real well Ms Doyle. Come on over and take a seat."
Clare was aware of Cat moving over to join the other blonde woman. She herself took the few steps necessary to cross the room and take the chair indicated. It put her a desk's width away from the man and allowed her to examine him carefully.
He was an African-American. At first she had thought him about sixty but closer up she was aware that he was rather older. His well-cut hair was dark but his neatly trimmed moustache and beard showed grey against his very dark skin. He was well-dressed, a red patterned silk tie showing up boldly against his white button-down shirt. A suit jacket was hung up behind him. She instinctively knew that he wasn't a man who dressed to impress or one who used his clothes to signal his social position. This was just the way that this man liked to be, rather than the way he needed to present himself.
She'd checked him out in about a second but she knew he'd been well aware of what she was doing. He smiled and his intelligent brown eyes were framed with wrinkles.
"So - do you prefer me to call you Ms Doyle or Claire?"
"Claire is fine," she responded.
He smiled again. "I'm doing better than Floyd Abernethy then. Dee baby you're gonna have to be sure to let old Floyd know that."
"You bet I am."
Claire heard the pleasure in the blonde woman Dee's voice.
Which was the moment when Claire knew who she was talking to.
"So what am I here for Mr Taylor?," she asked.
He gave her a little nod of appreciation. "Smart and beautiful. As you may have noticed from Dee and Cat I am particularly partial to that little combination. But anyway you're wanting to get down to business. So what you got planned?"
"I'm sorry," said Claire. First, what was it to do with him? Second, what answer did she have?
"Myself and Mr Julius Moore have never worked together but we have some shared interests if rather different methods. I'll give him his due the Closer is certainly effective but he tends to be rather one-track. Once he reaches a certain point he's looking for a new..."
"Project." Claire competed the thought. She had understood that from the start even if she had ducked some of its implications.
Mr Taylor slowly nodded, a look of compassion on his face. "So it's an end for him but very much a new beginning for you. Of course he wouldn't entirely leave you hanging. Floyd tells me he has a certain continuing interest. There are men, some Black but many more white, who particularly value the, er, company of a beautiful white woman who is guaranteed and certified Black Bred." His kind brown eyes held hers. "I understand he is very generous as these things go. His motives are not financial and he knows his mommas need money to raise his babies." Finally his eyes released hers and he glanced down at his notes. "Floyd tells me his previous girl, Jean Butler, is proving very popular. Building herself a nice little money-roll. So I'm not hiding the fact that you don't need me. You can go that route and no issues from us."
Again Claire knew how far she had come. Mr Taylor's last speech would have amazed and horrified her so few months ago. However, in truth hadn't she been coming to realise and accept most of it before she had ever been brought to this house. Not that she was quite sure she understood it all. Quite apart from this man's role there was one other player that she couldn't quite place on the chess board.
"You trust Floyd Abernethy? I know he's very tight with Julius."
Mr Taylor gave his mellow little laugh and the wrinkles again showed beside his eyes. "I've known Floyd since he was a young tear-away. Floyd is one of those men I mentioned. He's an associate of the Closer but largely by ways of being a regular customer. Loves him a white girl whose belly is showing with a Black man's baby. Got a white girl for his wife and three kids with her. Then she called time on that but he's not in the market for baby mommas. His wife wouldn't approve and he wouldn't want to hurt her. This way he gets what he wants and she is real happy not to have to provide it." The amusement was in those deep brown eyes of his again and he shrugged his shoulders.
"She just lets him..."
Now the laughter came from another direction, from the two women. "Claire honey," said Dee, "you don't think she waits at home pining for him do you. What's best about our little lifestyle is that everyone gets what they need. Talking of which..." she picked up a folder and passed it across to Mr Taylor.
He opened it and tapped the top page. "I've read through this Claire - your file from Milvain County PD. Most impressive."
This time Claire couldn't keep the surprise off her face. How the hell had he got that?
Mr Taylor noted her reaction and just smiled his little smile.
Claire again heard Dee's mellifluous voice. "This is Mr Taylor honey. You'll learn that when he wants something he generally gets it and that he knows people most everywhere."
Well that raised some questions but did they really matter? Milvain County felt a long way in Claire's past.
He tapped the file again. "Target is a fine place and no doubt a good place for folk to work but it ain't the place the person in this file should be working. My city has real needs and real problems requiring of solutions. We need our people with skills using those skills where they can make their best contribution. What are you thinking Cat?"
Cat had been silent up to now, just watching events unfold. Totally unphased by the conversation about the Closer and his activities. She had clearly known about all of that long ago. For a moment Claire wondered how directly she had acquired that knowledge. But then Cat was speaking.
"I'm thinking that Claire here belongs in the service and that she could be a natural fit in our detail. Apart from anything else you know that Tasha is moving on and I'm going to be a partner short myself."
"That's what I had been thinking," said Mr Taylor, "glad we are in tune here. So Claire what's it to be. You want to go with Julius, you want to stick with Target or you want me to put in a call to the Chief of Metro PD."
Well, say what you liked about Claire Doyle's daddy but one thing was for sure. He didn't raise no fools.
***
There had been some obvious problems with the plan to Claire's way of thinking. Not least was the fact that she was pregnant and who was going to put someone on the taxpayers' payroll who would soon be on maternity leave? Apparently the answer to that was that you should never underestimate Mr Taylor. She had an idea that was a fact she would only have reinforced as time passed.
The Capital was a big city and wherever you gathered a lot of people together you would always get crime. However, as big cities went it didn't do so bad. Certainly it was streets ahead of its neighbor just to the North. Her father had told her many a story about H-Town and by all accounts things had only got about a thousand times worse up there since his time.
Over in Milvain County every Officer had to do most about everything but here it was different. Specific squads with very detailed tasks. It had been a surprise on her first day - and to be honest a very real disappointment - to learn that Cat and herself worked on the Probation Squad.
"You want to be out chasing perps and trading bullets." Cat had shook her head. "Those days are over. You can't just think about yourself now."
Which was true. But maybe after her maternity leave...
"Meanwhile," Cat had continued, "the next best thing to crime detection is crime prevention. To keep our citizens and their property safe there's very little so effective as ensuring that one-time offenders become only-time offenders. You'll soon come to learn that this job has very real satisfactions of its own." Her blue eyes twinkled as she said the last words.
"Anyway there's no better way of learning this job than to do it. Let's have a look at today's files."
Cat stepped over to the squad-room main desk and returned with twelve folders. "These are all due to complete their probations on a first offence. How we handle them largely comes down to instinct but you'll soon get the idea." She spread out the folders and considered the attached pictures. The two women and three white men went into a separate pile. Of the remainder two folders carried attached post-it notes.
"Hmmn," said Cat through compressed lips, "that's why it pays to get here early. Eliza and Maddy have already taken their pick." She spread the remaining files on the table and examined their cover sheets.
She pushed three aside and then collected the remaining two. "These have potential. Let's get going..."
***
LaShawn Dyson turned out to be a real piece of work. He'd pled down to a conviction for petty theft and evading arrest. Frankly he should have been given a year or two to consider his options behind bars. It was honestly amazing that he had ever completed his probation without re-offending. So either he was genuinely trying to repent his past actions and had seen how lucky he had been with the DA or else he had dramatically improved his skills in not getting caught.
"What the fuck you motha-fuckas want?"
Well wasn't that lovely. Claire had an increasing idea of where the truth about LaShawn lay. Or maybe it was just because he was here with three of his homies. Young men could be remarkably stupid when they were putting on a show for their friends.
That was possible - LaShawn had probably always needed to put on a show. Mug shots didn't normally flatter people but LaShawn might have been an exception. In the flesh he wasn't a big man, strictly average and with a bland uninteresting face. For a young man he was starting to run to fat. Just the sort who needed to show off to make any sort of an impression at all.
"Is there anywhere we can talk in private Mr Dyson?" Cat had obviously seen plenty like LaShawn before.
The young man just puffed out his chest and waved an arm. "Ain't got no secrets - we can talk here."
"This is the final aspect of your probation Mr Dyson. Be a shame to trigger a violation after you have been such a good boy." Cat's voice had authority behind it and you could almost see LaShawn fold before the barely suppressed sniggers of his friends.
LaShawn led them around the corner and into an apartment. The smell of weed hung in the air - that and long overdue laundry,
Cat consulted her phone. "I see you have tested clean throughout your probation - no drugs, no alcohol. Also your end of probation medical came up clean." Her glance to Claire was so quick that LaShawn didn't see it. "So there's just the formality of your physical. It is often waived but you happen to be one of those selected."
"What the fuck - I thought the fucking medical was bitch-ass. Now this shit - what the fuck?" LaShawn seemed unlikely to win a Pullitzer any time soon.
"Sadly it is a necessary formality Mr Dyson. Perhaps you would prefer to strip before male officers?"
For a few seconds LaShawn Dyson embodied gay panic. He really was a piece of work. Then he pulled his top off over his head. A moment's more hesitation and he stepped out of his shorts. Seemed he fancied himself as a commando too.
"Thank you Mr Dyson," said Cat in an unimpressed tone. He didn't look any better without the clothes. The two officers moved professionally to take measurements of LaShawn's torso and waist, running a tape measure around his flexed biceps and then his thigh muscles.
Claire casually allowed her fingers to trail over the young man's chest as Cat measured his thigh. LaShawn had a pissed-off expression on his face. This was all clearly a waste of time to him. However, the examination had at least proved another reason why he was trying to play the big man. He had maybe three inches and despite all of their attention he was stubbornly limp.
Claire glanced at Cat and her more experienced colleague nodded in response.
"Put your clothes back on Mr Dyson. Thank you for your cooperation and you can go about your business. Hopefully we will not see you again."
LaShawn gave a little contemptuous grunt. Everyone there knew that he and the criminal justice system would no doubt be bumping heads again.
***
Later in the vehicle Cat had shrugged her shoulders as Claire drove. "Not a lot we can do about the frequent flyers. We can have days full of LaShawns. Little men trying to be the big man. The life or the law will keep catching up with them unless they smarten up but that's their choice. That's not what we are about. Pull in when you can - our files have our next client based over there."
The street-walk was cracked and weed-strewn. Beyond it was a line of nondescript and slightly shabby houses. They had seen better days but here and there were signs of people doing their best. There were the front yards that looked like a garbage tip or worse a breakers yard. However, there were more that were tidy, where residents had worked to keep things looking good.
In front of this building there was only scrubby grass, cut short, and a path of concrete slabs. Cat strode up to the door and touched the bell. They had clearly been observed because the door opened almost immediately. The man was in his early twenties, about six-foot and with a carefully-guarded facial non-expression.
"Officers - this about my tag?" he gave a gesture taking in his left leg. "Ain't gonna be missing it."
Cat nodded. "That's right Mr James. Just to confirm that you are Jason James?"
The young man gave a weary nod of his head. "I got to go downtown?"
Cat shook her head. "We can do it here if you have no objection."
"I've got nothing to hide. Even if I wanted it I been testing three times a week." Jason stood aside and allowed Cat and Claire to enter.
The inside was much like the outside. Sparsely and cheaply furnished but kept clean.
"You renting?" Cat and Claire were both still Police Officers. The questions and the instant visual inspection came very naturally to them.
"From my uncle - well anyway we call him uncle - same as I'm landscaping for."
Cat checked her sheet. "Six months on a first offence? You must have annoyed the Judge."
Jason gave a noncommittal shrug. "I was dumb. Should have pled out. Fact is he threw first - it's just that I threw better. He missed and I didn't. Hardly mattered with that Judge and Jury. They'd made their decision the minute they saw me and him. Like I say - should have pled out."
They'd read the report. A club after some drinks and an altercation between two young men - one Black and one White. The cause - no surprise, a girl. The result - one cracked jaw and one arrest. A claim of self defence hadn't flown.
"Capital's free board and lodging not to your liking I hear the food isn't so good." Cat's dry tone was perfectly judged.



Jason gave a sharp exclamation. "Don't know what was worse - the food or the roaches or that fuc..., er, that uniform"
"Not planning on going back then?" Claire added.
"No thank you Officer."
"That's what I like to hear - take a seat and Officer Doyle will get that thing off your leg."
Jason sat in the slightly battered arm-chair and Claire kneeled down beside him to unfasten the corrections department tag. Cat wandered over to the front window where there was a large planter containing flowering plants. Beside it was a watering can. Cat placed her hands on the window-sill and leaned forward to smell the flowers' perfume.
Once the tag was removed Claire glanced up and caught Jason's eyes solidly fixed on Cat's butt. It took a couple of seconds before Jason realised he was being watched. Then she saw the momentary panic in his eyes. The last time he'd shown an interest in a white girl it had got him six months behind bars and six months more on probation.
Claire gave him the slightest of smiles - almost enough to reassure him.
"Now then Mr James. We have a program of data collection with Capital University. It involves a physical - if you don't object."
Jason looked puzzled. "I had my tests and the medical."
Cat produced a tape measure. "We only need to take a measurement or two. You'd just need to take off your shirt and pants. We have to fill a quota so you would really be doing us a favor." Cat gave him a winning smile and Claire did her best to replicate it.
Jason's dark brown eyes moved from one to the other of the Officers. This young man was no fool. He knew something was up. "You got a body-cam or something."
"It just confirms that everything you are doing is being done under Police orders and instruction. You aren't nervous are you?"
A moment more of hesitation and then Jason made his mind up. He swiftly unbuttoned his shirt, kicked off his trainers and then unbuckled and stepped out of his pants. He was left wearing only a pair of white boxers, the material contrasting sharply with the darkness of his skin.
For a moment Claire wished they actually did have their body-cams turned on because Jason was a very impressive young man. Muscled in all the right paces to a perfect degree. Working out in the prison gym followed by hard physical work on his landscaping job. That was Claire's suspicion. Anyway the effect on his well-built young frame had been very pleasing.
They measured his height and his waist, then his broad chest and once he had flexed for them, something he had no problem doing, Claire measured an impressive bicep. She couldn't resist feeling it with her fingers after the measure.
Cat had dropped down to measure a thigh when she suddenly remarked. "Officer Claire I think we have an issue here. I suspect this young man has a concealed weapon in his shorts."
Claire glanced down and saw the very prominent, very large, bulge in the material of Jason's shorts.
She moved behind him and reached round to run her hands over the hard muscles of his chest. "I think we need to see what you got down there Jason. Any objections?" She breathed the last words into his ear.
He shook his head and moved his hands to his waist-band but Cat caught them. "Uh-oh, no sir, you need to leave this to us."
Moments later Jason was left looking down at the two Police Officers as they kneeled in front of him. Claire ran her pale fingers over the hard bulge in his shorts. "We certainly need to check this out Cat. It could be dangerous."
Each Officer brought a hand to his waist-band and gently pulled his shorts down. The bulge gave some resistance up to the point where its cause was finally revealed. Eight inches of hard Black cock sprang forth from its captivity and stood proud against Jason's muscled belly.
The Big Black Cock gave a little twitch as Cat ran her white finger down the length of its shaft. "Very impressive Jason and certainly VERY dangerous. What do you think Officer Claire."
"Dangerous in all the very best ways," responded Claire.
Cat gently stroked Jason's cock, "Well something like this can be life-changing. We both know that." The she dropped her mouth onto Jason's hard cock. She began a careful teasing blow-job, looking up to gauge Jason's reactions. The last thing anyone wanted was for this to end too soon.
Jason clearly hadn't understood what they had been saying but he equally clearly didn't care. He was getting a blow-job from a beautiful white woman while another one watched. Their uniforms just added some spice.
Cat paused. "It's a beautiful size, just perfect. You try it Claire." Her new partner didn't need to be asked twice. She took the cock into her mouth, tasting him and feeling the tense strength there. She wasn't as practised in this as Cat so she had to remind herself not to go too fast, too hard. This was a young man and his excitement was obvious. There was no need for hands. She could just move her mouth up and down him, applying just the right amount of suction. She moved her freed hands round to rest on his thighs. She could feel the muscles and power there too, power ready to be harnessed and then released.
Cat moved behind Jason and ran her hands over his strong chest. She moved her head to kiss and nuzzle his neck. "You enjoying that hon?"
"Fuck yeah, I mean, yeah." Jason responded. Why he felt worried about curse words when he was getting his cock sucked was anyone's guess.
Cat just giggled. "Then tell her and, if you want to change the pace, then show her. She dropped her hands to touch his.
Jason got the message. "That's good. Keep doing that baby, er, Officer. Ah shit. Just keep doing that, that's real good."
Claire hadn't had any other plans. Jason's cock really was beautifully proportioned. Long and thick, but not too long and thick. It felt good in her mouth and she knew how good it would feel in her pussy. She paused to run her tongue up and down his shaft, to admire the uniform blue-black darkness of his skin. She felt his hands gently in her hair and knew what that meant. She got back to sucking, felt the readiness there. Knew that it would soon be time.
Echoing her thoughts she heard Cat. "Time we found out what you can do Jason - you mind if Officer Claire fucks that beautiful Big Black Cock of yours?"
He didn't. However, he was getting used to the situation and wasn't scared to push his luck. "Uniforms is all well and good but..."
"You wanna see some white titties? Well - you've only got to ask. Cat moved into his vision and then undid the buttons of her tunic leaving only the bottom one attached. She pulled the material aside to reveal a fine pair of tits. She smiled at Jason's reaction and then laughed as his hands reached for her. Dark fingers on pale flesh and then his mouth on her nipple, his tongue teasing.
Cat manoeuvred him the couple of feet to his battered old couch. Claire had stepped out of her uniform pants and followed Cat's lead with her tunic. She saw the excitement in his deep brown eyes as she approached him, straddled him and let herself down onto that beautiful cock. She was ready for him, wet and ready. His hard cock moving home into her pussy, like she was made for him and he for her. It just felt so right, the way that it was meant to be.
Now his hands were on her tits, enjoying them as she moved up and down on his cock. It felt really good. Just as good as she had imagined it would and now she was getting the sensations from his hands on her breasts too. He held her right breast more firmly and then she felt the warm wetness of his mouth on her, his tongue exploring the hard length of her nipple. That never failed to excite her and this was no exception.
"Fuck yeah Jason - fuck me, fuck me hard."
"Yeah Jason - let that white girl know how a Black Man fucks."
Jason let out something halfway between a grunt and a laugh. Then he moved. In one swift movement powered by those strong thighs of his. He stood up with one hand round Claire's back and the other still grasping her right breast. The hand at her back moved down to her butt and then he had her just where he wanted her and just where she needed to be. His hard Black cock began to power up into her and she was going nowhere. Feeling him claiming her, making sure he enjoyed every part of her.
"Oh fuck," said Claire. She couldn't say any more. Every part of her was focused on what this beautiful young Black man was doing to her and for her. It was brutally, but also wonderfully, intense and she didn't seem to feel the climax coming. It just hit with the power of a freight train and it felt so damn good. She howled out her pleasure and wasn't even aware of Cat laughing.
It couldn't last long and Jason let her down, steadied her as her legs half-buckled. She looked to him for the lead. He just turned a finger and when she turned he eased her down to the floor. Then one hand under her and she knew what he wanted. Her legs were still a little shaky but she got onto her hands and knees and had maybe two seconds before that wonderful cock was claiming admittance again.
They had wanted him to show them what he could do and maybe he was following orders. Or maybe he'd just had enough of being teased. Anyway Jason had truely decided to take charge. He began a heavy thrusting rhythmn, his hips pushing into her butt at the bottom of each stroke. Claire's head started to drop as her body took in all the sensations only to feel his hand grasp her hair and pull her back upright. 'She'd asked for it and now she was going to take it all'. She knew that was what he was thinking and it excited her, sent new waves of passion through her, Waves that built and built and built until they crested in a shuddering orgasm that left her slumping to the carpet.
"Officer Claire seems to have tagged out," said Jason - his hard Black Cock still standing proud and ready. ""You girls gonna try tag-teaming?"
"Fuck yeah," said Officer Cat as she left her uniform pants behind here and lay down beside her slowly recovering partner.
Jason wasn't sure what the fuck was going on but he also was real sure what he wanted to happen. He was quickly over Cat, his mouth meeting hers as he shifted position and then slid home into his second warm wet pussy of the afternoon,
***
"You liking that white pussy Jason?" Claire had her breath back enough to ask though the vigorous thrusting of his gorgeous Black butt as he fucked Cat was pretty eloquent on the point.
"Fuck yeah," growled Jason. Maybe not so eloquent but then he was fully engaged in giving a sweet white pussy the fuck of a lifetime. Letting her know just what a real man could do.
Claire's hand moved to their junction, her fingers found the hard shaft, slick with juices, as it thrust powerfully in and out of Cat. They touched the bare skin.
"Uh-oh Officer Cat it seems that we forgot the condom."
Jason's fucking didn't miss a beat but he did manage to say, "Need me to pull out."
Cat's arms and legs wrapped around his thrusting body even tighter. "Don't you fucking dare," she growled into his ear.
Jason's thrusts grew harder and faster, demonstrating the power that lay within his young physique. He was ready now - ready to claim his prize. A few more thrusts and then he was cumming hard and deep inside Cat's warm, wet, white pussy.
They held each other a few moments and then Cat giggled. The purest indication of female pleasure and satisfaction.
"What do you think Cat - he pass muster?"
"Oh this young man has got a big future. Once we get his details to Antwan. You are going to be real popular Jason - think you can handle it?"
From the look on Jason's face it seemed he was pretty confident.
That just left the small matter of testing his recovery rate. Claire was looking forward to that.
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Flying Visit
He hadn't been to this city before but somehow airports managed to make everywhere seem pretty much identical. Only once he was out of the main entrance could Lavon Crawston really take note of his surroundings.
First of all, even though it was Spring, there was a chill in the air that definitely told him he wasn't still in the islands. He savoured the gentle frisson on his skin. Far across the parking lot he could see a brave line of cherry trees in blossom. He smiled - a week earlier or a week later and he would have missed that. Life was all about enjoying these pleasures - big or small.
"Lavon!"
He turned and his smile broadened. It wasn't a time for words and he just held out his arms. The young woman didn't hesitate to accept the invitation. She dashed up to him, wrapped her arms round him and brought her lips to his. They shared a long passionate kiss of reacquaintance.
Fuck but if this didn't make it all worth while. He'd intended to go straight home once Spring came around. The coming of Summer and its hurricanes was no time to be in the islands. He had his interests at home but he was satisfied that DeShawn had been a good stand-in. Theo had helped him out on that score - kept an eye on his investments so to speak. The young man had done fine by all accounts. Theo said so and, more importantly, so did Holly. She was a cute piece and the only girl who'd stayed over from Lavon's last year. Smart girl and someone whose opinion Lavon had learned to respect.
So he'd been able to adjust his schedule and include this extra flight and stop-off. It meant some juggling of logistics and a couple of changes but he was real glad he'd made them. The beautiful young woman in his arms was most certainly worth it - that and a whole heap more.
She was smiling, her face showing unalloyed joy at seeing him. That felt real good too. He believed that his girls enjoyed their time with him, that they never regretted choices made under his roof. He had no reason to believe otherwise but it was still real gratifying to see the pleasure in Sarah's face.
It was three or nearer four years since Sarah had been one of his tenants, one of his girls. She came from money, not stupid money but she'd had a good allowance to see her through College. Hadn't needed to worry about loans and such. Which made it all the more pleasing that, once he'd 'educated' that wankster who'd been hanging around her, she'd been so eager to follow his special arrangements regarding her rent. Regular visits every two weeks to his room on the ground floor. Sweet white pussy in return for a little extension Very mutually beneficial.
Like many of his girls she had kept in touch. He knew she had married - moved out here to this city. About 300,000 people but very little of note otherwise so far as he knew. Maybe he should have researched a little more. Maybe they had the world's biggest pencil sharpener or some such shit as that.
It struck Lavon that the city's finest asset was in his arms right now. Damn but the girl looked fine. Shoulder length blonde hair, intelligent blue eyes, slightly tanned skin. Curves in all the right places and a body that showed she looked after herself real good. The attractive college student he had known had matured into a truly beautiful young woman. He wasn't shy to tell her so.
She blushed a little but her eyes and smile told him that she was liking what she was hearing. Well, fuck, it was the truth.
"You don't look so bad yourself," she said. "The islands must have suited you. You still getting plenty of exercise?" Her fingers brushed the slight protuberance of his belly. Lavon was in pretty good shape but he was much nearer fifty than forty nowadays. You might not have known save for a few 'laugh-lines' and that little belly. He liked to think they just showed he was a man of maturity, of experience. Happily there were plenty of fine women that shared that perspective.
He loved the way her eyebrows had arched a little as she asked about his 'exercise'. Lavon knew the inside of a gym OK but that had never been his favourite physical activity. Sarah knew from experience what that was.
"I'm keeping pretty active," he smiled back at her. "Been a real busy season at the resort."
"I've heard all about that resort of yours, " said Sarah, "seems like an excuse to get young woman down there for you to have your wicked way with them." She'd got that teasing, amused, look on her face. He remembered that look. It had always done it for him, got his engines revving real good. It hadn't lost his power. He felt his cock stiffening. Damn but this girl could make him feel like a horny teenager again.
That was the thing about Lavon's girls, his women. They all had that certain something. That certain quality that made them special, that made them uniquely desirable. It had never been about making conquests for Lavon. Every one of his girls was special, an individual, a privilege. He enjoyed every moment with them and knew the easiest way to ensure that continued was to make the pleasure mutual. You didn't half-ass these things. What you put in would be more than repaid, more than rewarded.
That was how, after years, a beautiful young woman ended up inviting your old Black ass to come 'visit'. There might be strings attached, maybe even an ulterior motive, but that was alright by him. To be honest a woman like Sarah only had to ask anyway. She was one of his girls. Whatever he could do for her he was going to be real happy to oblige. If he got some extra incentives along the way then he wasn't going to complain none and he certainly wasn't going to deny himself the pleasure.
"You got a good hotel in this city," asked Lavon, "I like to follow local knowledge."
"Don't worry hun," she replied, "I'll be putting you up. I have plenty of room."
That did surprise him. He knew Sarah had got married. He recalled she'd only had that one boyfriend in college while he'd known her - anyway this was a guy she'd met soon after leaving. Guy in tech or some such shit. It'd been his work had brought her out here.
"Your husband wouldn't have a problem with that?"
"Oh my ex-husband would have an extremely big problem with that. Fortunately he doesn't get a say in the matter."
There was a little edge to her voice. Whatever the man had done he had clearly fucked up real bad and he was not going to get forgiven any time soon. Lavon shook his head a little. Never ceased to amaze him how dumb a white boy could be. Won the lottery and then just couldn't help shitting his pants.
Lavon looked at her, let his deep brown eyes lock onto her blue ones. Maybe that break up had put the girl on tilt. He might profit from the rebound but he didn't want her regretting anything. He didn't need to know anything she didn't feel ready to tell him but...
"So that chapter is definitely closed?"
"Yes." Her voice was firm, not one trace of hesitation or regret. Her eyes didn't leave his.
"And it's you that's making the decisions now."
"Yes." The same word but now she showed a ghost of a smile.
He nodded. He was satisfied. "Why we wasting time?"
***
Sarah had a nice place. Plenty of space and in a cool location. That made sense. Even without a trust fund and a break-up agreement she was a smart girl - involved in finance. She would not be hurting for money even if she had let that fool ex of hers off lightly - which seemed distinctly unlikely.
It was good to be in the shower after his flight. All amenities provided - even down to the fluffy towels. As he stepped out of the shower and towelled himself down he really wasn't surprised to find Sarah waiting for him. The shower had done him good, washed away the fatigue of his journey. Seeing her there waiting for him just multiplied the process. It set his blood racing, his anticipation on edge. They both knew what they were there for.
He figured she had come from the office to collect him at the airport. She had been wearing an attractive navy-blue blouse with a dark jacket and a matching shirt that came to just above the knee. Then her shapely long legs were in sheer thigh highs down to her heels. He'd noted the flash of scarlet soles as she had walked to her car. The whole outfit looked perfect on her, the dark material contrasting with her skin-tone and her blonde hair worn long on her shoulders. She looked feminine, beautiful and the business. The sort of high-end young woman that was supposed to be totally out of the league of a man like Lavon. Just the way Lavon liked his women to look. He felt his body reacting to her beauty.
Sarah was no fool. She knew just what Lavon liked. That was why she had only discarded her jacket. Now she moved close to him and graceful pale fingers moved to gently grasp the thickening hardness of his cock. She smiled and showed her even white teeth.
"I love being in charge and making the decisions," she said in a seductive voice just loud enough for him to hear, "right until the moment I want you to take over." The tip of her tongue showed between her lips and Lavon read the message of her beautiful eyes. He brought a hand up to her shoulder and applied the gentlest of pressure.
Sarah dropped to her knees in front of him and immediately moved her beautiful lips to his hardening cock. It was a beautiful sight. The contrast of his dark cock and her lightly tanned skin-tone, the vivid red of her lipstick. The gentle touch of her breath and then her lips. It all worked to have him fully hard in seconds. She wasn't missing that fact and she gave a delicious little giggle.
"I've missed this so much," was all she said and then she was sucking him. Lavon was not a proud man but he did like to think that when a girl graduated with him he had helped her learn how to please a man. Certainly seemed to have worked with this one. Her tongue teased the head of his cock while her lips applied perfectly judged pressure. She brought a second hand to join her first - holding him in place for her attention. Like he was going anywhere! Damn but it felt good.
She gave him a few minutes of her full attention. Devoting every moment and every skill to bringing him pleasure. He put his head back and breathed out. Having a beautiful white shorty bop on his cock wasn't no rarity for Lavon but this girl was so damn good. He looked back down to see her eyes on him. She'd seen his reaction and she had enjoyed it. Knowing how good she was making him feel. That talented tongue and hands weren't letting up none neither. He felt his reaction deepening and knew that before long she'd have him cumming in her mouth. Which wouldn't be the worst thing that had ever happened but also wasn't what he wanted.
"You real good at that girl - gonna make me cum."
Keeping her eyes fixed on his she took him out of her mouth with leisurely grace but her hands kept stroking his hard cock, their work perfectly lubricated by her saliva.
"Shall we take this to the bedroom?" She knew what he wanted. How these things were supposed to end when an alpha male met a beautiful young woman.
He reached down and helped her up. Then he took her hips and moved her round. They were like dancers, each move choreographed by their mutual desire. Sarah put her arms out to take a hold on the wall. She knew what was coming and there was nothing she wanted more.
"Ain't waiting to get to no bedroom," Lavon had a little gravel in his normally smooth voice. A sure sign that he was excited, that a woman had pleased him. His girls learned to love that little signal. Sarah certainly had As she heard it she felt her heart beat faster, the adrenaline-charged blood rushing through her body. She had pleased her man and now she would be getting her reward.
He reached round and undid her skirt, letting it fall to the floor. Her underwear was expensive and delicate. That suited Lavon - he took a firm grasp and used a thumb-nail on a seam. Sarah gasped as she felt the material give and rip. She pushed her lovely pale butt back a little, offering herself up to him. Lavon couldn't resist her. He brought a hand down on her pale flesh with a pleasing smack. He might have stood back and admired the pink finger marks left there but he was moving fast now. As Sarah gasped he held her tight in his strong arms and brought his mouth to the delicate skin of her neck. He kissed her there, gently at first but then with more suction. She arched her back and gave herself to him. She knew what he was doing. He was marking her pale flesh, doing it nice and high on her neck so that for the next couple of days everyone seeing her would know.
Anyone seeing that sign would be well aware that this fine piece of ass had been getting down and dirty. They might not know she was getting Blacked but he knew and she knew and that was what really mattered.
"Fuck me Lavon, please..."
Lavon liked to think of himself as a gentleman. He certainly would never disappoint a woman in need and Sarah was clearly in need of some Big Black Cock. Happily, Lavon was able to satisfy that need for her. He moved the broad dark head of his cock up and down her bare pussy lips. She'd shaved for him - just how he liked his girls. That showed dedication and deserved reward. He adjusted his position and then carefully but firmly pushed home into her pussy.
"Oh fuck yes, fuck yes..."
He knew she wanted him to speed it up, to fuck her good. Well there'd be time for that. In the meantime she'd put him in charge and he wasn't wanting to rush this. That fine white pussy felt just as good as he had remembered. Like she was made for his Big Black Cock. He began a slow teasing rhythmn, subtly adjusting his angle of delivery with every stroke. Making sure she felt him in every part of her. His lips at her neck exploring that marked delicate skin.
He stepped up the pace a little, saw Sarah's hands take a firmer hold on the wall in front of her. This girl was real fine - looked good, smelled good, tasted good and felt real good. Premium pussy. He moved his hands from her hips and eased them up and around her body, his fingers teasing her skin. One hand found her breast, fingers teasing Sarah's hard nipple. The other hand moved to the top of their connection, finding the top of her pussy.
Sarah's little moan of pleasure told him that he had judged things right. His fingers had the talent that came from experience. Like a concert pianist performing on the finest and most expensive of instruments. That was Lavon with a premium piece like Sarah. He knew what he was doing - he knew how to get the tune he wanted. It didn't take too long.
"Oh f-f-fuck..."
A little low female voice but that was the sweetest of music to Lavon's ears. He knew how Sarah liked it - she had a certain submissive side to her. She liked to be fucked hard and put away wet. Well he'd be obliging her but in his own good time. He picked up the pace a little, increased his hold on her white titty. Just the perfect fucking hand-full and her gasp of pleasure again spurred him on. She felt so damned good on his cock. He held her hard and pushed himself all the way home for the first time. Perfection. He held her tight and then started long-stroking her. Just building up the pace as he went, like a powerful piece of music rising to a crescendo.
His skilled fingers had kept at work, reinforcing the sensations flooding through Sarah's body. She had remembered how good Lavon was but feeling it was something else entirely. She had wanted him to take the brakes off, to fuck her hard and fast, but now her body was reacting to the sensations created within her. Adrenaline and endorphins rushing through her system, performing their role, making her want more and more and more. The sensations growing, the emotions cresting, the desire peaking. She felt his strong fingers tighten on her nipple and that seemed to flick a switch in her. She gasped and moaned, felt her legs shake and weaken, tried to keep her arms braced on the wall.
Lavon had been waiting for that moment. She had given him what he wanted and now he would reciprocate. He held her tight and began to fuck her hard. Strong, powerful thrusts that let his Big Black Cock own every part of her, again and again.
Sarah's head dropped, gasping for breath. Lavon was holding her in position, fucking her just as she had remembered and just as she had been wanting him to do again. His strong arms holding her, his powerful thighs and buttocks behind every thrust into her. This time there was no slow gentle climb to the summit of climax, instead the feeling hit her hard and fast. This was what she had been seeking ever since ... ever since she had left Lavon's roof. Seeking and never finding. Certainly not with her ex-husband. He had wanted to be the boss, the man of the house, but he just hadn't got what it took. He hadn't been able to make her feel like this, to satisfy her, to prove to her just how desirable he found her.
With Lavon a woman was in no doubt. Sarah brought her head back up as that second strong peak in her emotions crested and broke. "Yeeessss," she moaned and then gasped to get oxygen back into her lungs. With Lavon a woman knew that she was beautiful, that she was desirable, that she was special.
Damn but he loved that. It was enough for him. He stepped up his fucking again, knowing what the result would be. A man didn't get pussy as fine as this and not want to nut in it real bad. That time had come and he knew it was what they both wanted and needed. He gave one more thrust as deep as he could and felt his seed shoot deep into her in four, five, six powerful spurts. He followed up with a few careful strokes, letting that fine pussy milk him for what she needed. They hadn't thought about condoms, hadn't discussed whether this was a good time for her or not.
"Fuck that was good," he said as he still held her. "Not gonna be a problem - me cumming in you?"
She was still breathing hard but she managed a half-laugh. "No - that's what I wanted. It's OK." She'd known what she was getting into and she knew Lavon and where Lavon liked to cum. Arrangements had been made. She paused - yes, she knew Lavon very well. "Sorry if that disappoints you."
Lavon joined her laugh. Sarah was one fine piece of ass. Smart and funny too. The perfect package. She just had one little fault. A terrible line in white boyfriends and husbands. Well maybe it took a second lesson sometimes but, like he said, Sarah was a smart girl. She'd work it out. If it did happen to take a third or fourth lesson Lavon would have no problem helping her out.
***
The Interview
It had been a short call - a man with a slight accent, perhaps Virginia or North Carolina, inviting her for an interview. Working as a server at an 'exclusive gentlemen's establishment' called the BMW Club. The call couldn't have lasted more than two or three minutes. Rachel knew enough to show enthusiasm while filing away the little information the man gave her. As soon as he disconnected the call she was on google. Not that it did much good. Information on German automobiles and 'Black Married Woman' didn't seem very helpful.
An 'exclusive gentlemen's establishment'. A century ago that would have suggested deep leather armchairs and a snifter of port. Maybe it still did in some circles but to Rachel the phrase sounded horribly like a strip joint. Things were bad but they weren't that bad.
She knew the location for the interview. That had been a surprise. She'd thought it would be at the venue but it was at one of the many hotels scattered around the Capital. Not a top-of-the-line place but not a fleapit either. It suggested there was some money behind this. Which made it all the stranger that the place seemed to have no internet presence whatsoever except for that bare-bones site with an application procedure. Wouldn't a strip joint have had something out there to tempt in the boys?



Thinking about it Rachel was coming round to the idea of those 'deep leather armchairs'. However, that was almost as alarming. At least in a strip venue you would know the rules and where you stood. She began to wonder if she'd be cut out for a job at an exclusive club - after all she was just a rural New England girl. But then she remembered that they had maybe a month and a half till the last of the money ran out and then the clock would be ticking until the rent came due. Relying on casual work to bridge the gaps could only dodge that bullet for so long. She would just have to adapt and adapt quickly or they would be in real trouble. Then her heart truely did sink a little, she'd been thinking as if she'd already got the damned job. That was far from certain - there had been the flyers and since then she'd seen the advert on more than one website and social media account. In the current climate there would be lots of applicants.
Given the venue she decided to play safe. She put on her smartest interview outfit. The man at the main desk was an African-American, tall and with short greying hair.
"Here for the interviews?" he asked with a small smile.
"That obvious?"
"I've done this job a long time - they are gathering in the main function area. The best of luck." He gestured towards a sign.
"Thanks," she said and smiled at him, even though she knew he'd probably said that to everyone who'd turned up today. It didn't hurt to be polite.
Rachel found herself in a spacious room along with a large group of women who were obviously waiting. The competition! She scrutinised them carefully. In some ways the group was diverse. Some were dressed like herself - others rather more casually. There was a range of accents - some local, some not so local and some that sounded foreign. She noticed some, but not all, wore wedding rings.
In other ways the group was not diverse. First they were all female and if any were over thirty-five then they were looking very good on it. However, she had sort of expected that given the advert. What was more immediately noticeable was the fact that all the women were white - no African-Americans, no Latinas and no Asians.
'Sexists and racists' she thought to herself. An image of the club had been forming in her mind - some sort of country club catering to the 'elite', men of influence and power. This was just the sort of selection of women that men like that would want catering to their needs. She shook away her distaste at the idea. This wasn't a vocation for her and even sexist and racist money would pay the rent. She would only have to stick it until something else came along.
A man in a suit arrived and greeted them all. He fitted the bill too. The poster boy for middle-management, the sort of lackey that people like that always had in tow. He was decent enough to apologise for having to call them all at the same time and also for the fact that they were running late. Even better he asked them to make sure to have calculated their expenses and then moved them into the hotel lounge where apparently the Club owners had arranged a tab so they could have anything they wanted to eat or drink while they waited. That did surprise Rachel. Her experience had been that those with money tended to hold fast to it. If this new Club and its patrons had a rather freer hand then that was certainly welcome news.
They waited as one by one the women were taken out of the lounge and towards the elevators. A few of the girls went outside for a smoke. She got talking to one or two of the other women. They seemed to fit into a couple of categories. Some had years under their belt as servers. Others had stories depressingly similar to hers. Qualifications but no way to monetize them in the current climate.
She ordered herself a sparkling water and a club sandwich. It was good. She saw a few of the others hitting the bar - something told her THAT wasn't a smart move. These interviews always started the moment you stepped in through the door.
Rachel talked to some of the other women there. Marcy was a woman in her thirties with a strong New York accent and ten years experience as a server. She was fine in her current job but also looking for a change. Rachel instinctively liked her even as she recognised her as strong competition. So it came as a big surprise when after Marcy was called she was back within fifteen minutes.
"No dice," she said ruefully and then almost added something else. Finally she shook her head and said, "I'm not saying no more but it's definitely not for me. You'll have to make your own mind up about them. See what you think - at least they weren't lying about the expenses." Then she'd been gone. Leaving behind those two groups of applicants. Those with a job and looking for a change and those pretty much desperate for any job. It was no comfort for Rachel to know how solidly she was in the latter group.
She knew that interviews started when you stepped through the door, knew that she had to watch her tongue as she talked and to remember that she was always under observation. That didn't phase her and besides she was doing her fair share of observing too. Maybe half the women were like Marcy - in and out in few minutes. However, as the day had gone on that had happened less and less. Which was why the wait had been so long. She also hadn't been counting them all out and counting them all back but she knew that five or so women had gone and not returned the same way.
Slowly the number of women waiting dwindled. Ten ... eight ... five ... two ... finally, after carefully nursing another diet coke, Rachel was left waiting alone. Only then, after waiting most of the day, was Rachel called. It was her turn.
The man apologised for her long wait and then ushered her into the elevator. Later Rachel couldn't remember the elevator too precisely of course but she did remember that it had whisked her up to the top floor. On leaving it the man had shown her a window from which you could see across the whole city. The sun was setting out there by down-town and the lights were coming on. It was a wonderful view.
Then he knocked on a door and left her to answer the summons from within. She walked into a large room almost bare save for a desk and a man in a suit seated behind it.
He consulted a sheet of paper on the desk in front of him. "Ms Goose - an unusual name."
She gave him a little smile. No need to go into details about how three generations back they'd got tired of hardly anyone being able to say their name right and absolutely nobody being able to spell it right. That all had a bit too much of the Ellis Island about it and with types like this guy you never knew how they would take that.
He had noted her little smile but didn't trade it for one of his own. "I suppose it was originally Guzcznik or something similar." Only now did he gave a little self-satisfied smile of his own. "My own ancestors came over to Virginia in colonial times. Not quite on the Mayflower but at around the same time. We know a good thing when we see it." His eyes travelled unashamedly up and down her body. The tip of his tongue appeared between his lips.
"I am so delighted that your photograph was not misleading. You really would not believe some of the tricks you girls try to play. Photographs from ten years or more ago. Photographs of someone else entirely." He gave a short laugh. "However, in your case the camera, or I suppose the phone, has most definitely not lied. So we can proceed. Do take a seat."
"Ms Goose - I apologise for your long wait. It may be some consolation that we tend to leave our best, er, prospects until last. Our club has extremely high standards and we are required to match up to them at all times. You may have realised that the wait was indeed an essential part of the procedure. Women who drink alcohol before a job interview are unlikely to measure up. Women who smoke are not a problem - women who need to smoke while at work or over a relatively small period of time are. Women who can present themselves well in dress and in person are a basic requirement. It is also useful to identify which women want the job enough to stand a little inconvenience."
He paused and then smiled again. "It almost shames me to say it but women who are physically attractive create a better ambience for our members. So sometimes the better prospects have the longer wait - a little temptation you might deduce. You, I am glad to say, have passed the test. So we need to find out a little about you."
Rachel wasn't impressed. He might claim to be Virginian aristocracy but he was a real corporate lizard type. Pasty faced and with a sheen of sweat on his face. He was about fifty and balding with a paunch which his expensive suit tried manfully to hide. She wondered how much that suit had cost, at least a month's rent maybe three or four. She had to remember that she was on a mission. She needed the money and needed it bad.
She smiled at him - even though she noticed that his eyes were fixed on her legs. She crossed them - being ogled by types like this was probably another 'essential part of the procedure.' The man's eyes finally dragged themselves back to the page in front of him.
He questioned her on her background and her family. She was married - did she have children? He noted her relatively thin waitress experience but didn't seem bothered about that at all. What church did she attend - she hadn't got round to finding one since moving to her current city, well that wasn't an issue. Any health problems - medication, etc? Any siblings? He'd seemed very interested by her time at college. That was OK but it inevitably raised the questions of why her qualifications hadn't produced a good living and about her actual family circumstances.
Rachel felt relieved but surprised when he didn't seem to feel the need to follow those lines of enquiry up. Instead he asked about her husband. She told him that he was an artist and a games designer. Had he seen any of her husband's work? What galleries had he shown at? Had he heard of any of the games her husband had worked on? Or perhaps a campaign that had featured his designs? She'd covered up the sad truth as well as she could but she doubted he had been fooled.
Finally the Lizard nodded and shuffled his papers. "That seems most satisfactory Ms Goose. Now we might move onto the more practical part of the interview. If you go into the room next door then you will find a club uniform appropriate to the sizes which you have provided. If you'd like to change and then come back then that would be marvellous." His piggy little eyes glittered and an extra sheen of sweat seemed to appear on his forehead.
The Real Thing
Rachel went out through the door and found herself in a much smaller room. There was a full-length mirror, a dressing table and, laid out for her, there was an outfit. Rachel took one look at it and gave a resigned nod. Now she had a confirmation of what she was getting into. Not a strip joint and not a stuffy country club. Well at least she was getting expenses on the interview. Was this what had put Marcy and the others off? This uniform - or the leering piggy face of the interviewer - or a combination of the two?
That scenario didn't fill Rachel with good thoughts. Being in this uniform with the Lizard staring at her. She gave a little shudder and then tried to get herself together. It was OK for Marcy - she had a job and a roof over her head. Rachel had to provide for herself - and for Preston. There was no US Cavalry coming over the hill. It was up to Rachel to get the job done and, well, if she went to the beach there were plenty of men staring at her and they weren't all Brad Pitt, Jamie Fox or Lavon Crawston. Even with her thoughts in a maelstrom Rachel had to suppress a little smile at the thought of her old landlord. He'd love being put in that company!
Not for the first time Rachel thought about Lavon. He had told her to get in touch if she was ever in trouble and she knew that he had money, properties. He could perhaps help her and Preston out. Not for the first time Rachel went through the motions of considering the idea. Lavon could loan her rent or a roof but how could they ever pay him back? With Lavon, of course, there had always been an alternative. Then. Now she was a married woman and if she hadn't taken him up on the offer when she was a young fancy-free student it would be ridiculous to do it now. Still...
As always reality was like a bucket of iced water dumped over her head. Lavon wasn't around anymore. He was down in the Islands. This was down to her, Rachel Goose. If she had to show a little skin to a bunch of elitist old farts then there were worse things. If it kept a roof over their heads and food on the table. She took a deep breath, then stripped down to her underclothes and placed her interview outfit on the hangers provided.
First up was the top. It was a sort of a crop top, white with a black trim but otherwise plain. The material was spandex or something similar and she knew that it would be skin-tight. She frowned a little. This had to have been a man's idea. She pulled the top over her head and into place.
Oh it was skin-tight alright. Short sleeves, a plunging neckline and stopping a good inch above her belly-button. Skin would most certainly be on show but that wasn't what drew her immediate attention when she checked herself out in the mirror. The white skin-tight material made her bra and its straps very obvious. It looked terrible. She shook her head a little in annoyance. If they had told her in advance then she could have worn a white one. Maybe that wouldn't have looked so bad. The top had a spandex band but there were also two bands of cloth. She took them and tied them into a knot. That was more like it. It hid the band and made it look like just a gentle tug might have her whole top falling off. It wasn't quite true but she guessed that the image was more important than the reality.
Once on her the top was comfortable enough - but those bra straps were so obvious. They really did look terrible. She hesitated a moment and then steeled herself to what she had to do. A few moments later and she was checking herself in the mirror again. That did look a whole lot better but the kiss of the material on her nipples had its effect and in that top the effect was very obvious.
On to the skirt. The waist-band was made up to look like a thick belt, a very showy belt covered in rhinestones. Attached to one side of it was a sort of leatherette pouch. Presumably for a pad and pens, though quite large just for that. As she had picked up the skirt she had noted that compared to the belt there really was not that much material. It was a red and black plaid and there really, quite seriously, was not much of it.
Once she had fastened the belt she saw that the skirt just barely covered her butt. In normal circumstances she just would not wear something like this. She'd be scared to move in it! She experimented with a little wiggle of her hips and then moved her body from side to side. The material was solid enough to largely stay in place. In a wind it might be a different matter but otherwise the skirt wasn't about to fly up out of position. It just looked like it might at any minute. Which, Rachel again reasoned, was almost certainly the point. Men could be such pigs. The chance of an illicit peak at her butt would excite them far more than actually seeing it might!
Rachel nearly jumped out of her skin as there was a gentle tap on the door.
"You ready hon?"
That was another surprise - a female voice. Most definitely not the lizard who had ushered her into the room.
"One moment," called Rachel. She really only had to pull on her shoes and she was ready. She took a deep breath and then opened the door.
The woman was waiting for her. She was perhaps thirty, a few years older than Rachel anyway. Dark brown hair, a porcelain complexion, deep brown eyes. Those were not the first things you noticed. The woman was shorter than Rachel, about 5'4", and had a trim physique - except for her breasts. They were very large and very obviously not natural. They sort of drew your attention especially when their owner was wearing a top that displayed a formidably deep cleavage.
The woman laughed. "You like what you see hon - well I can put you in touch with Dr Nikola if you like. The best in the business and quite reasonable if a girl is referred to him by us. It surely pays to advertise." She giggled again and Rachel saw that the woman's eyes were filled with mischief and humour. They reminded her of her old friend Britney's. The same teasing, amused, look.
"You are Rachel and I am Louise," said the woman. "I must say that you just look good enough to eat! Just give me a slow twirl so I can see all the angles."
Rachel obeyed - still powered a little by her relief that it hadn't been the lizard waiting to ogle her. She knew what she looked like - her outfit was simultaneously showy and cheap looking.
"Oh yes," said Louise in a pleased voice. "You are just what our customers like. You can do very well at the BMW - but a little more on that later. You've done some work as a server I saw."
Rachel confirmed that. She naturally found herself liking this woman. Perhaps not entirely trusting the situation yet - but Louise herself seemed OK.
"A couple of practical points," continued Louise, "you'll know this business can be murder on the feet. Your shoes there are nothing foolish but most of the girls wear kicks, sneakers yeah. The guys like boots, of course they do, but kicks and tennis socks are just fine. Nothing sexy about a girl who can't walk because of her blisters.
Rachel couldn't help noticing that Louise was wearing boots. The subtlest of heel below close-fitting suede up to just below her knees. They looked good and no doubt came at a price to match. For Rachel it would be sneakers and tennis socks.
"The second point is our clientele. Our club is extremely exclusive and by invitation only. We are only interested in employing staff who are comfortable in that environment. We do not expect any of our girls to do anything they are not happy with but we also expect them to understand our rules and to agree to follow them, within legal bounds of course."
Rachel tried to process that but meanwhile Louise walked to the main door of the room and opened it. "We have a couple of committee members to check over your application."
Louise took a seat on the right of the desk while two men took the other two places there. Rachel realised that she knew them both. On the right of the desk was the man who had been at reception earlier. The tall African-American with short greying hair. He gave her a friendly smile as he saw that she had remembered him.
Seated front and center of the desk, so that Rachel was positioned in front of him, was another African-American man. He had noted the unspoken interaction "Remember me too?" He was very handsome and younger than his colleague, only a few years older than Louise.
Rachel remembered him alright. She had seen him twice before, each time in front of that big old townhouse that she remembered so fondly. When her world had been full of friends and possibilities. "Of course - you are Theo, Lavon Crawston's friend."
Now Theo smiled too. "Thass cool. No need for formalities. Take a seat there. I'm the co-Chair of the BMW Committee. On my right is Louise, sort of 'house momma' for the Club and the finest piece of white ass this side of most anywhere."
Rachel knew that all three were watching her - gauging her reaction. She, of course, gave none. She'd lived in a house with Lavon so she was hardly going to get an attack of the vapours or something!
Theo's smile spread to his deep brown eyes. "On my left is Joshua - here to sort of represent for the members. Make sure our new employees are up to Club standards." He gave a slight gesture with his hand - allowing Joshua to take over.



"Not much doubt about that," said the older man, "knew it from the first moment she came through the door. Thought to myself - 'now that is a sweet piece of tail'. The sort of girl we needing down the club. Most of our guys are hard-working men. They finish up after hours busting their backsides fixing up the roads, or breaking down seized engines, or riding a fucking desk catering to stuck-up privileged white assholes. After hours of that shit they needing a place to rest their bones, watch the game, have a sweet piece of eye-candy bring them their beers and chow. Seeing our girl here, especially that pretty smile, gonna make a man feel real good. Knew she was having my vote from the first moment I saw her." Joshua nodded and looked back to Theo.
"I'll confess Ms Goose that you had the job from the moment you applied." Theo gave her that warm genuine smile of his again. "Our mutual friend gave you a glowing referral." His smile was bright against the dark skin-tone of his handsome, well-proportioned features. Every movement held a languid grace and radiated the confidence of a man used to being in charge. His intelligent deep brown eyes twinkled as he observed her.
Theo was quite the eye-candy himself but Rachel had been more interested in what he had said. He had to be talking about Lavon. It seemed that Lavon was helping her out after all. The thought gave her a ridiculous, a foolish, amount of pleasure. She tried to drive such thoughts out of her mind. She was here on business, serious business.
"However - we need to go through the formalities. Rachel - you strike me as a smart girl so tell me whether we match up to your expectations regarding the BMW Club before you came here today."
She remembered her assumptions. It was safe to say that they had not proved accurate. She shook her head.
Theo just nodded and Rachel knew that he wanted details.
"I was expecting an exclusive country club sort of a thing - I admit that I hadn't pictured too many African-Americans being involved. I'm sorry."
Joshua chuckled, Louise smiled her brilliant smile, Theo just nodded again.
"Well now - I can tell you the BMW is extremely exclusive if not quite a country club! My friend Marvin does some legal work for us and assists with tiresome chores like those initial interviews."
'The Lizard', thought Rachel.
"But otherwise," Theo continued, "the BMW might be described as a case of positive discrimination. We are an exclusive gentleman's club - our membership is 100% male and 100% African-American. To be blunt and perhaps more accurate - our members are 100% Black. We provide an atmosphere where our members can enjoy themselves away from home and without any of the racist nonsense that might occur with some of our less enlightened white 'friends'. Where a brotha can relax and have a little fun at the end of a hard day. We do, of course, employ white staff - to do otherwise would be discriminatory. So tell me Rachel," his eyes met hers, "would you have a problem working in such an establishment?"
His eyes were amazing. Pools of deep-brown that seemed to draw you in. However, Rachel didn't need to be bewitched by them. She hadn't grown up around too many African-Americans but she had certainly never had that sort of an issue. She had always known African-Americans could be as good, or as bad, as anyone else. It was only a matter of skin color after all - people were basically all the same. That was how she had felt before she had met Lavon Crawston. Now she understood that might not necessarily be true - at least for her. Either way she had no trouble shaking her head and assuring Theo that it was not a problem.
There was that smile again, "At our Club we like our members to feel privileged," he continued, "so our servers, bar workers, all our staff are attractive in both appearance and personality. They also need to have, how can I put it, a certain style to them. They are not your usual server - there has to be that certain something about them that suggests they would be more used to dining at the finest restaurants rather than serving tables at our little dive."
"A touch of class - which this one has most surely got." That was from Joshua. "See the outfit she came in - looked damn fine."
Rachel felt the blood at her cheeks. Hoped that her reaction wasn't too obvious. She needed this job! It might be humiliating to have to get a job off the back of a pretty face but pride didn't put food in their mouths or keep the heating on come Winter.
"I think we could take that aspect as a given. Dispense with any further formalities." Theo was still smiling - was he rescuing her from her blushes or had he and Joshua been enjoying them.
"We, or course, have rules of behaviour for our members and they are enforced strictly but I should say that we are a club for men and our men can get a little, er, boisterous. Do you think you can handle a table-full of Black men like that with charm and discretion?"
Not an issue that had regularly come up in Rachel's life but 'no' didn't seem to be an option and so she nodded cautiously.
"Don't worry - Louise here will show you the tricks of the trade and keep an eye on you as you start out. We also have security if anyone gets too far out of line . That's not regular but mix men and beer and well...." He gave an expressive hand gesture. "Generally nothing more serious than a little fight now and then - nothing to concern you. Don't worry - the Club looks after its girls."
Rachel knew the three of them were all watching her again, sounding her out. Certainly it was very clear that her original guess of an elitist stuffy country club full of deep leather arm chairs had been very wide of the mark. However, that didn't really matter either way. Money was money and she needed this job very badly.
It was as if Theo could read her mind. "Money," he said. "I'm guessing your life's dream isn't to be a server and so money is your motivation. You also strike me as an intelligent young woman, certainly well educated. I understand you know our city a little - we are based up in Fillmore Heights. You know it?"
She'd never been to Fillmore Heights but she had certainly heard about it. Her old college base, H-Town as they called it, was like any other city. There were good neighborhoods and there were not so good neighborhoods. Then there were places you were warned off - either because they just weren't for you or because they were war zones in miniature. The kind of places where patrol cars went in pairs - when they couldn't avoid going there at all. Fillmore Heights wasn't quite in the last category but there was no reason for college students to go there. It was pretty much 100% African-American and it was hard-scrabble. Not what they called a ghetto but a place that looked after itself - because no-one else was going to do it. White folks up there were either Police/Government or dumb-asses trying to score. The former were shunned and the latter, by all accounts, generally ended up robbed and sent home strongly persuaded not to return.
It seemed, however, that there was a third category of white folks up in Fillmore Heights. The employees of the BMW Club. A place where blue-collar men went to 'relax' and 'blow off steam' at the end of a hard day. Throw in the uniform and she could get an idea of what she might be getting into here. Theo and Louise had both given reassurances and she was inclined to believe them but it was telling that they had felt it necessary to give those reassurances in the first place,
"Money," repeated Theo. He looked down at some papers in front of him. "Marvin made me some notes on your situation. I note your husband isn't working - not due to ill health or disability. Just unlucky I guess."
Rachel tried to read that last sentance and Theo's expression for criticism but his normally open face was giving nothing away now.
"Which makes you the only bread-winner. Well we can offer four nights a week, fifty-one weeks a year." He did a swift mental calculation and named a monthly figure,
Rachel felt the wave of despair surge around her - that figure was nowhere near enough. Even if she could find some other job to match it they'd barely cover the rent.
Theo immediately identified the change in her. "Now hold up girl - I'm talking our basic. As a server you'll also get tips. With us any tips you get above our basic are yours to keep. If you are ready to work at it and our members like you - which I can guarantee they will - then you will do a LOT better than that. How much did Vicky make last month Louise?"
Now it was Louise's turn to name a figure and to take note of Rachel's reaction. "Vicky is very, very, good at her job. All the natural advantages that you have and also just a specialist at pleasing her customers."
"Preach that," murmured Joshua.
Rachel couldn't shake off her feeling when Theo had mentioned the first figure, the low basic. The crushing despair of another door closing in front of her, another opportunity turning out to be nothing of the sort. If she could make half what Vicky was making then that would cover the rent and all their expenses. They could start to put something away - maybe have a little cushion against potential disaster from a missed pay-check. Her spirit rebelled against that. Why would she only be half as good as Vicky? Her natural competitive instincts kicked in. She just needed the opportunity - then she could be as good as anyone. Get close to the figure Louise had cited and pretty soon she'd not have to worry about the rent being due ever again. Or at least not for a good long while. It would be so good to get out from under that anxiety, that constant weight on her back.
As if he had been reading her thoughts Theo resumed. "If that sounds good then we can start you Thursday. Have a couple of nights to get up to speed for the weekend. A deal?"
"Yes, yes, thank you." Rachel felt ridiculously pleased - not least to know that she'd be working weekends. That was sure to be the best time for tips and she'd assumed she'd have to work up to it. Theo and Louise stood and Rachel did the same. She wanted to phone her husband and tell him the good news.
"One moment," said Joshua. "You forgetting your expenses." He gave a beckoning gesture with the long brown fingers of his right hand. Rachel moved in front of him as he rose and pulled a money-roll out of his top pocket. One - two - three - four - five - notes all with the face of Benjamin Franklin gazing out were peeled off the roll. Joshua carefully tucked them into the leatherette pouch attached to Rachel's belt. "Just so's you know we serious, we ain't fronting ya."
"Girl knows that," said Theo, "anyway she's only got to call Lavon if she got any doubts." He flashed her his brilliant, perfect, smile.
Except that Rachel had no way of contacting Lavon Crawston. She had no idea where he was - or what he was up to.
A Good Deed
Sarah was purring like the cat that got the cream, running the long pale fingers of her manicured hand over the deep-black skin of Lavon's chest. Lavon wasn't feeling so shabby himself. They had always complimented each other in bed real well and it seemed that neither of them had been disappointed after those years apart. Began to make him wonder if maybe she hadn't just invited him over because she needed some of that good Lavon loving. He was guessing her white ex-hubby maybe hadn't been up to the standards Sarah had come to expect.
"Lavon hunny," said Sarah, "can I ask you something?"
He had to almost chuckle at that. Didn't do to get too high on your own supply. Women as fine as Sarah didn't have to call across the ocean to get a good fuck. Now she'd be telling him what this was really about.
"You can ask - what's the worse that can happen?" He enjoyed teasing her - they both knew that if it was in his power he'd help her out. Lavon always looked after his girls.
"Well I guess you could say no," she played along. She reached for her phone and opened its photo gallery. She selected a picture and held it up for Lavon to see. "So would you say no?"
Lavon smiled. The picture was of a woman of about Sarah's age. Long russet hair and hazel eyes, a face with those perfect proportions designed by mother nature to set a man's blood pumping through his veins. A young woman very different to Sarah but just as attractive. He left her question unanswered and instead posed one of his own. "Friend of yours?"
***
There was a steady flow of patrons arriving at the restaurant. Lavon was skilled at observing without seeming to observe. He had been around awhile - the reactions to his presence in places like this did not surprise him any more, if they ever had. The older white men and women were the ones who looked at him most obviously. Sometimes with hostility but more often with something like confusion. This was their place and in their city. People like Lavon were supposed to be part of the staff rather than one of the patrons.
He savoured his dry vermouth. A little taste he'd picked up when posted in Italy. It was always a mark of a good place in the US if they could lay their hands on a good vermouth and this one was pretty damn good. A portly bald man hurried his wife and daughter past. Lavon didn't make eye contact or react. Most of all, he didn't take it personally. You get told all your life that Black guys are all drug dealers and rapists and you are likely to have certain concerns and prejudices.
Some of the younger men were almost as bad. Staring at him or sometimes even smiling at him. Maybe trying to prove how 'progressive' they was. Fuck that. He'd done his years in the service and he didn't need to be patronized by anyone. He kept a count of those who didn't react to his presence at all. Those who didn't notice him or who just saw him as another person. After ten minutes it was working out at almost 50%. Not so long ago he reckoned it would have been 20%, maybe only ten.
He'd settle for that because, of all things, Lavon Crawford was no hypocrite. He'd grown up over in H-Town, supposedly in the same country as this city but sometimes it could be hard to accept that. Now if some white asshole had arrived at one of the places he used to drink in then you could believe that would have drawn some attention! No doubt it would do so even today. Wasn't his place to cause a problem here.
Third table across was a case in point. A couple were there, man in his early forties and his wife, or maybe girlfriend, a few years younger. His back was to Lavon and he seemed to be talking ten to the dozen. She was nodding and listening but Lavon could feel her eyes on him. When her man had been making their order she had take the chance to look directly at Lavon, a look Lavon had seen many times before. White boy hadn't noticed a thing but Lavon had. Start reacting to signals like that in the wrong way and a man could cause a whole lot of trouble.
Seated at the bar Lavon had watched her in the mirror. He'd raised his vermouth for a taste and then infinitesimally raised it before placing the glass back on the polished hardwood counter. He saw her notice the salute and then had let her eyes meet his in the glass for a second. Just a second before he had glanced away and out of the window. The woman was cute but this wasn't the place or the time. He'd done his bit. He'd shown his interest and she'd be wondering for a while whether she'd actually seen what she'd seen. Trying to interpret it, trying to believe it. He'd had no trouble translating her gaze, he'd seen it so many times before. Those blonde honeys out in Estonia, his new female tenants back home, the girls in Italy. Yeah, Lavon knew what that gaze meant. A certain white boy needed to up his game and make his girl feel wanted. Otherwise...
At last Sarah arrived and she'd brought her friend. Lavon got to his feet and held out his hand.
"This is Jo - you remember?"
Lavon couldn't help but smile at that. He remembered alright. Jo was a friend of Sarah, the best and closest friend that Sarah had made since moving out here. She owned a little gallery down-town, was part of the small and embattled cultural community in their city. Like Sarah she was a relatively recent arrival, like Sarah she felt a little like a fish out of water, like Sarah she had recently found out that her other half was playing away.
That was hard to figure unless they were putting something in the water out here. To Lavon if you was smart or fly enough to land a woman like Jo or Sarah you made sure to treat them right. Maybe these guys just felt that, as men, they had the right to play while wife-y stayed home. You could argue on the first point, maybe, but as tonight proved the second was never going to fly.
Jo was a little curvier than Sarah, russet-haired instead of blonde. Just went to prove that there were many ways of being beautiful. There was no doubt that both of these young women were just that. However, Lavon knew that things weren't as simple as that. That was why he had suggested dinner rather than just meeting at Sarah's.
He knew Sarah. They'd known each other before her husband had ever come along. They still knew each other after that marriage was done. Sarah knew what she needed and Lavon was proud to supply it. Jo was very different. She didn't know Lavon and she was seriously on the rebound. People did strange things when they were put on tilt like that and often came to regret it. Lavon was not a man who enjoyed the idea of a woman feeling regret for being with him.
Weighing against that was the fact that Jo was here. He knew Sarah would have been up front on who he was, there was no deception going on here. That Jo was here signalled her interest. However, how deep was that interest and where was that interest focused? She was acknowledging the possibility of a threesome by being here but just who was her main attraction in that scenario? Lavon didn't want to make himself the price of admission. No-one was going to be doing anything they were not happy with.
He could see the young woman was nervous at first. He enjoyed watching her slowly relax in their company. Lavon wondered if he was what Jo had been expecting. He guessed he didn't quite fit with her usual social circle so you never could tell. After their meal he decided to put his cards on the table - let her know how he felt.
"See you're wearing your ring."
Jo's face flushed a little. She wore more than one ring on more than one finger but they both knew which ring Lavon was talking about. Proving the fact Jo looked straight at her wedding ring and seemed about to speak. She didn't for a moment - choosing her words carefully. "Taking it off would seem so ... final."
"So you aiming on taking your man back?"
Jo's jaw tightened a little, the shake of her head was emphatic. "No. That is not going to happen. Not after what he did. But I spent so much energy, so much time..." The words died.
Lavon nodded, his face grave. "I'm seeing that. Understanding it too. Maybe this is too soon for you. Maybe you should only be here after you've decided to take that ring off. To move on."
Her hazel eyes were on his, weighing his words and judging the man in front of her, Lavon saw the determination fix in those beautiful eyes of hers. She moved her other hand to her ring finger.
Lavon's larger and darker hand gently covered hers. "Leave them on for tonight if you like," he said calmly, "I kinda like to see another man's ring on my girl's hand. They got a problem with that then they should have flown straight. Now - you get to make your own rules, you hear?"
Sarah's soft little laugh didn't break the mood. Not one bit.
***
There was a whole lot of bullshit talked about women. For one thing any man who thought 'women' could all be placed in one category, that they were somehow all the same, he was an asshole. If he was telling you how to 'play the game' then he was worse. Dealing with people, real flesh and blood people, was no game. It was an art or maybe a science but it wasn't no damned game! Also, there were no guarantees. Sometimes it didn't work out - in business, in relationships, in most anything. You just learned from your setbacks, improved from your mistakes. At least that was what you did if you had a brain in your head.



There were plenty of men that just thought they could order women around, bend them to a man's will. Fuck that! There were some girls who went for that in real life but it was never Lavon's thing. Maybe a woman might enjoy a little role-pay. Now that could be great so long as everyone knew where they stood. Otherwise, taking your pleasure with a woman just showed weakness in a man. The true greatest pleasure was having a woman, your equal, granting mutual pleasure. These 'playas' talked a load of shit but they'd never had that. If they had then they'd knew to shut the fuck up!
Jo was a case in point. He'd heard a little about her, he'd shared a meal with her, not so close a contact you might think. However, if you just kept your eyes and ears open, if you just sometimes kept your mouth shut, then you could learn a lot real soon. The question here had been whether Jo was interested in what he had to offer. Whether she was inclined to take that crucial step. The way to find out was to put the ball in her court. Sound all masterful and authoritative when you were really just opening a door that she'd been thinking about opening herself for lord knows how long.
Just like they had opened the door back at Sarah's. Just like Jo had happily walked through the door without a moment's hesitation. She had been thinking about this and now, having met Lavon, she was ready. Everyone knew what they were here for, everyone was happily signed on. Lavon had to admit to pleasure at that. It struck him that two beautiful young women were well within their rights to kick his old Black ass out of there. It was important to always remember that - important not to let your head get too swelled up!
At moments like this Lavon generally took the lead. However, this evening, he was minded to follow a different course. This was Sarah's party - he'd ease back and let her take charge. After all, wasn't she responsible for both Jo and himself being here at all. There had been no discussions, no plans as such, but there seemed a silent communication between Lavon and Sarah. He smiled as he saw the two women join him in the lounge.
The furnishings were very comfortable and very expensive, a glance showed that. The room's decor was simple, minimalist. That suited the occassion. Nothing to divert from the beauty of the two young women as they walked toward him. Lavon stood up and was delighted when Jo's mouth found his. Their first kiss. He wanted to take her in his arms but Sarah was removing his jacket. He settled for opening his mouth and letting his tongue meet with Jo's. The redhead's fingers were at his shirt now, undoing buttons, exposing his chest. Jo broke their kiss and looked down. Lavon knew what that look meant. She was seeing the pale skin of her hand against the dark of his chest. The contrast of their skin tones. She looked and then her eyes rose back to meet his. He saw it all in those beautiful hazel eyes. The excitement, the realisation that she was really going to do this. He smiled and she smiled in response.
Sarah hadn't been just watching and waiting. She had stripped down to her underwear and now she moved behind Jo. She kissed her friend's neck and reached around to undo the fastenings of her blouse. Jo's mouth opened a little and again her expressive eyes showed that this was a new, but far from unwelcome, experience. So, Lavon thought, it really was going to be a night of firsts for her. He undid the last two buttons of her blouse and then pushed it from Jo's shoulders. The redhead's bra lasted only a second or two before Sarah let it fall to join the blouse and Lavon's shirt on the thick carpet.
"Beautiful," said Lavon in a low deep tone of approval. He saw a little blood show in Jo's cheeks. How was this beautiful young woman not immune to compliments? Even white boys weren't that negligent. Maybe it was who the compliment was coming from that was drawing the reaction. If so Jo surely wasn't moving away and that smile stayed on her lips. Lavon felt the blood pump through his veins, felt his cock stir and grow in his pants. That knowledge that a woman wanted him - that was something that never, ever, got old.
He gently raised a hand to her right breast and let the skin of his palm, rough from thirty plus years of hard work, brush over her delicate nipple.
"Oh God," said Jo in a low tone. Lavon didn't need to look to know where her eyes were now. On his dark hand cupping her pale breast, claiming her.
Sarah's lips were at her friend's ear. "You know what they say," she whispered, "there'll be no way back."
It wasn't an invitation to reconsider, even to retreat. It was just a statement of fact. Sarah knew that as well as anyone alive. Hadn't she tried to go back? Hadn't she got married to a white boy after her residence at Lavon's townhouse? How had that ended up? With her inviting Lavon over to this palatial house, inviting him to share her bed. Sarah had accepted the truth of the old saying and soon her friend would too.
The blonde moved back and undid her skirt before stepping out of it. Then her nimble fingers were at Jo's skirt, undoing it and then easing it down her body and to the floor. Jo stepped out of the garment, her eyes never leaving those of Lavon. He smiled again and then dropped his head to kiss her breast, his tongue flicking out to tease her hard nipple. As he held her he felt the momentary tension relax. She was ready.
"Time for the bedroom, " said Sarah simply. She'd sensed the moment just as Lavon had. Now she reached out both hands to take Jo's. She smiled knowingly at Lavon and he took his cue. He waked slowly through the lounge, feeling the thick carpet under his toes. Then through the hallway and up the stairs. He never looked back but a mirror just beyond the main door let him see what was happening behind him. The two young women were kissing deeply, passionately, their friendship ripening into something more.
Lavon reached the master bedroom and lay down on the big bed. He had left the room's doors open and it was only a minute or so before the women arrived. He recognised the flush in their cheeks, the sparkle in their eyes, the way they seemed to rush to join him. He nodded his satisfaction. They didn't need to see the gesture because his hard cock was telling them all they needed to know. Lavon half expected Sarah to take the lead but instead she just move up close to him and reached out a hand to gently grasp his shaft. For a last time Lavon checked for hesitation but Jo was all in. Her hand also found his cock and it was followed moments later by her mouth.
Now Lavon could relax and enjoy. He closed his eyes for a moment and savoured the sensation. Seemed Jo hadn't wasted all her time with those white boys - or maybe she was just naturally talented. He let out a little breath of satisfaction and when he opened his eyes again he saw Sarah's face, a smile on her lips. Then she moved forward and their lips met, parted, allowed their tongues to reacquaint themselves. Lavon savoured the moments, the sensations, the experience.
Now Lavon was no teenager, he had been around the block and then around a few more for good measure. None of what was happening was exactly new to him. Except that it was. These two young women brought something fresh, something exquisite, to the party. Lavon felt the blood pumping hard through his veins. Felt the raw edge of desire. Damn but that redhead was one genius bop. Lavon reached out his hands and found the edges of Sarah's panties. Gently, but insistently, he pulled them down. His blonde lover broke their kiss and giggled. She moved and quickly got that last piece of clothing out of the way.
Lavon slightly adjusted his position on the bad, moved his hips a little. He was pleased to sense that Jo didn't miss a beat in sucking his cock. She was in the zone giving all her attention to pleasing his Big Black Cock. No doubt about it - they had another real premium find on their hands. Meanwhile, Sarah was moving up and over him, swinging a leg over his head and then settling down.
He didn't need to see her face to know the wicked smile that would be there. Not that he had any problem about that. He was real happy about it himself. Warm, wet, white pussy - what was not to like, what was not to worship? He reached up to grasp her hips, let his tongue explore her. The sensations complimented by the skilful hands and mouth of Jo on his cock.
Seconds could have been minutes and minutes could have been hours. Lavon didn't care. He was enjoying every moment of it. Still was when he felt only Jo's hand on his cock, felt Sarah lean forward above him, heard the muffled sound of their whispers and giggles. He knew they were kissing above him, knew they were enjoying this every bit as much as he was. In short - he knew he was doing his job right.
Sarah leaned forward and he enjoyed the sensation of a new mouth from a fresh angle, sucking his cock. Joined by a tongue along his shaft, more proof that Jo was a pure natural. He moaned a little into prime white pussy and knew things didn't get much better than this. He celebrated by redoubling his efforts, savouring that pussy, putting all his years of experience into pleasing his fly white bitch. It didn't take long. He felt Sarah's mouth leave his cock, heard her ragged gasp of breath. A moment of pleasure only multiplied by the fact Jo's talented tongue was immediately back at the head of his cock before her warm mouth engulfed it.
"Eat that pussy Lavon," he heard Sarah almost growl, "eat it good. Then you're going to need to fuck my friend here. Show her just what she's been missing, just what she needs from now on."
Well Lavon Crawston was a free spirit, beholding to no man. He didn't need to do a damn thing. However, in this case it was the purest vocation. That white pussy was like nectar. He didn't pause even when he felt the mouth and hands leave his cock.
"Yeah girl," he heard Sarah say, delight in her voice. He sensed, rather than felt, Jo moving above his prone body. Then her hand was on his cock again but this time to hold it up. Then a feeling of warmth against the head of his cock. Again the feeling of warmth but this time not from a mouth. Hungry white pussy claiming that hard Black cock of his. Seemed only right - Jo had played a good half part in getting it that way. Now she was down to enjoying it.
"Feel good girl," the laugh in Sarah's voice was infectious. Lavon might have joined in if he wasn't so intent on eating that fine pussy.
"Fuck yeah," said Jo. It wasn't the words so much as the tone that thrilled Lavon. He'd heard that tone many times before. Told him he was on the right track, that he was well on the way to making another conversion. Another prime white piece turned Black only. The way Lavon Crawston and nature intended!
He moved his hands from Sarah's hips. Shit - that girl wasn't going nowhere. Down his body to clasp onto Jo's hips as she rode his Big Black Cock. Held that firm white flesh - let that girl know she wasn't going anywhere neither. Jo kept moving on his cock, riding up and down, feeling every inch of him inside her.. The two girls shifted again and he knew they were kissing for a third time. He opened a palm and gently slapped the deliciously rounded butt cheek of the redhead. Well wasn't that what you did to naughty girls? He had a notion that this particular girl was gonna be a helluva naughty one from here on in! He bucked his hips to meet Jo's motions as he licked and savoured Sarah's pussy, What damn fool was it reckoned men couldn't multi-task? They just needed to see Lavon on a project he truly believed in!
He felt movement above him, quivering in Sarah's legs. Heard her gentle moans and knew they were getting there. Lavon was no fool - he knew it wasn't just his mouth doing the trick. Seeing her friend take Black cock for the first time at least deserved an assist. Not that anyone was keeping score. For all three of them it was just a case of enjoying the victory.
Sarah gasped again and finally moved off him, flushed face and unsteady legs telling their story. Now he saw Jo riding him for the first time. Damn but the woman was real fine, a worthy partner for Sarah. He reached up and felt those fine white titties, let his rough palms caress those hard pink nipples. Girl could fuck good too - didn't miss a beat but just showing her reaction in her smile and the flash of excitement in those beautiful hazel eyes. A man like Lavon looked for those things, noted them away for the future. A man like Lavon knew that the surest way to having premium white pussy riding his cock was to make sure said premium white pussy was enjoying herself.
It couldn't get much better than this - except that it promptly did. Sarah had recovered herself and moved round behind Jo. Now her own talented tongue was enjoying the junction between fine white pussy and hard Black cock. It darted down to explore his balls.
"Mutha - fucka," groaned Lavon. Even a man like him could be pushed to the limit. He could feel the sensations building but he did not want to cut this short now. Cumming in this fine redhead was most certainly in his plans but not just yet awhile. Fortunately Sarah was dividing her attention between shaft, pussy and balls which gave him the moments needed to regain his composure. Jo was pulling herself almost off his cock with every upward movement - judging it to perfection as he unconsciously noted. That let Sarah's tongue explore but he was ready for it now. Enjoying the sensations without any danger of losing his self-control.
Finally an upward movement and Jo eased off him. She lay next to him, breathing hard. Sara moved quickly and took her place, dropping that fine pussy down onto his hard shaft. She rode him just that little bit differently. Not pulling off so far but really working his cock. Adjusting the angle marginally, riding him hard. Lavon gasped and then Jo was moving her leg over him and dropping down onto his face, just as her friend had earlier. Seemed she was inclined to try out everything and Lavon had no problem with that at all. The slight fatigue in his tongue and mouth only added to the experience, adjusted the sensation. He knew the stories that got around. About how Black men didn't eat no pussy. Well Lavon never knowingly let a white girl go away without real proof to the contrary.
"Oh fuck - yeah, fuck that's good."
That was Jo. He'd almost forgotten that she'd never experienced the magic Lavon touch before. Sarah had a little experience in that. Jo probably had only ever had white boys fumbling around. Having a man who knew how to eat pussy was probably real fresh for her. Real fresh and real enjoyable. Lavon redoubled his efforts, grasped the redheads hips and kept her right where he wanted her. Kept her nicely on the boil.
Sarah lifted off his cock and soon her tongue was back on his shaft again as Jo lay over him to suck him. Lavon felt both women's mouths on his cock, felt Jo's breasts against his body, knew that they wanted him to cum. He considered it for a moment, just a fragment of a second. However, he knew instinctively how this needed to end.
He shifted his body, eased Jo up and off him. Now he had the advantage of Sarah knowing him and his ways just as well as he knew hers. She dropped down on the bed and reached out to Jo. The redhead hesitated, maybe not sure what they intended, but she was a sharp little piece. She caught on real quick. She moved to lie on top of Sarah, their mouths and bodies meeting. Holding each other in a mutual embrace.
Long and very pleasurable experience had taught Lavon Crawford that there were very few things to beat a fine white pussy. One of the exceptions, as this moment perfectly confirmed, was two fine white pussies. He moved up behind the two young women and carefully pushed his cock home into Jo. That was about as perfect as it got. Warm, wet and yielding deliciously to each of his thrusts. Lavon celebrated by pushing a hand down so that his finger could explore the entrance to Sarah. It felt good and after a minute or so he switched over - pushing his cock into Sarah and a finger into Jo.
When he switched back again he grasped Jo's hips with both hands. It was time to let the brakes off - to really enjoy this pussy. He fucked her firmly with ten deep strokes and then pulled out and did the same for Sarah. Just enough to taste it and then he was back switching to Jo.
She really was a beautiful woman. The perfect curve of her back and that long red-brown hair. He laid down a solid rhythmn and this time he wasn't stopping on no ten strokes. This time he rode her for real, heard her gasping and felt her pushing back onto him. This one was made for the Black man - way too good for some white boy. None the less he switched back to Sarah. In truth she was every bit as fine, every bit as deserving of his cock, of his seed.
This night didn't need any trick shooting, any crazy positions. Lavon knew that he was only an aspect of this. These two young women, together for the first time, didn't need him to show off. They needed him to give them what they needed - a good honest fucking with a Big Black Cock. Providing their needs was just the purest pleasure.
Sarah was gasping as a small, but very pleasurable, orgasm took her. Lavon was satisfied and carefully switched his cock back up to Jo's pussy. He settled himself perfectly and began to fuck the redhead again. He was ready now. It was time to seal the deal. Sarah shifted beneath them so that her hungry mouth could find her redhead friend's hard nipple. Jo gasped out a half laugh and then hung her head as Lavon really started to fuck her good. Long deep powerful thrusts, claiming her pussy as no man ever had. Making her feel as no man ever had. All accentuated by Sarah's skilful fingers and mouth playing on Jo's body.
The combination worked its magic. Jo was moaning and her body shivering, held in place by her two lovers. Lavon smiled but he was not yet satisfied. Instead he kept fucking Jo, making that first orgasm rise and peak and linger before building again.
"Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God, oh my God..."
Jo was chanting the words softly until the words died on her lips and she was unable to articulate again. The crashing crescendo of that second orgasm rushing through every part of her. The momentary pause and then that thrusting, powerful cock building the tension, winding the spring, powering the engine of her lust once more. This time from a higher starting position still, driving her on and demanding her tribute.
It came in a cry of pleasure and surrender. A cry that had Sarah laughing her triumph and finally gave Lavon the signal he needed. He pushed home hard and shot his cum deep. Held firm as spurt after spurt of strong, powerful, Black seed was planted deep into the redhead. Finally he too could let out a long deep sigh of contentment. He carefully made a few more slow, gentle, thrusts, ensuring every drop of his load was planted deep.
"You see." The note of triumph was now very evident in Sarah's voice. "You see. Didn't I tell you? You haven't been fucked until Lavon Crawston has fucked you. You see now?"
The redhead didn't answer. She just nodded and then dropped flat onto the bed. Lavon and Sarah's eyes met. Each felt pleasure at their success and even more pleasure at the fact that the night was still young. Once they'd all caught their breath they could really have some fun.
***
Lavon Crawston was a satisfied man as he boarded the plane. Mission well and truly accomplished. These smaller Mid-Western cities were all very well no doubt but they were not for him. Only one person had brought him out here and only two people would ever get him back.
Life was easy for Lavon. It wasn't so easy if you were a woman out here. A very beautiful woman who knew what she needed and who knew this little city couldn't provide it. There was a solution. The city might be small but it wasn't so far from the Second City of the nation and the Second City was very large. It had everything a woman could desire - if only she knew how to access it. If only she had a contact with that world. If only she had a friend who could be her wing-girl. Giving each other the security and the mutual joy of exploring that new world together.



Lavon had been real happy to pass along a contact in the Second City. One of Antwan's lieutenants who had been sent out there to plant a flag. He had a couple of clubs now and was doing real good. Lavon was sure that the introduction would prove mutually beneficial.
Meanwhile, it was time to look to his own concerns. Spring was definitely here and it was time to go home.
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The young redhead sprayed cleaning fluid onto the old-style cast-iron radiator and then used a dry cloth to wipe off both the fluid and any dust. Despite its novelty for her this was not a chore that demanded much of her attention. Instead she was intent on recalling the exact position of her camera, making sure that she leaned forward at just precisely the right angle to allow her Members to enjoy the benefit of the strategically lowered zipper on her top.
Heather Cameron had never been particularly confident about her breasts - always a little sensitive about her body. Was she perhaps a little too bottom-heavy? It wasn't supposed to matter for a modern independent young woman but it in truth every woman knew that it did. Her dating experiences hadn't been great - had any of those assholes ever really wanted her for herself even at the most superficial and visual level? Hadn't they just wanted the status and the money that would come with her?
She understood how that was a big reason why she enjoyed becoming Monica so much. Monica was her alter ego, her online presence, the camgirl performing for her Members and subscribers on the TKB Network. Monica had begun as a means to an end. The route to sources and information that Heather needed for her academic researches. Rather soon, however, she had discovered just how much she loved performing for her audience.
As Monica cleaned the radiator with sweeping arm movements she felt her breasts moving and knew how good that would look to the camera. Her top was a nice dark blue to allow for a very pleasing contrast with her pale skin-tone. There was another little benefit too. As her breasts moved her nipples were kissed by the soft cloth of her top. She had always been somewhat sensitive there and without looking she knew that her nipples would be hard and visible through the thin material.
She had always been dissatisfied by her breasts but her Members seemed to love them. It was very good for the ego, very healing for a girl's self-confidence. Not that it entirely did the job. Over time she had explored the TKB site and seen some of her fellow camgirls. Her co-workers or competitors or maybe both. It didn't hurt to see how others did the job. She knew the numbers - she could see the viewers and subs tallied on the screens. She was aware that, in her section of the site at least, there was no-one that could match Monica for eyes on the screens or money coming into the site. She knew that.
However, that didn't mean she didn't want to improve, to be the best that she could be. She was comparing herself with the other relative newbies. She knew the network had other levels. Girls further along in what Harley, the boss of TKB, called the Challenge. To compete with them she would have to be at her best and she was no longer surprised by just how much she wanted to compete with them.
She listened to what her Members liked. She watched other shows and found what they enjoyed there too. She knew what most Members loved to see. She did her best to provide that and she had some natural advantages. She knew they loved her generous round butt and she knew most loved her red hair, loved it even more as she allowed it to grow longer. If maybe she couldn't provide a 'pair of big ol' white titties' then they seemed happy with what she did have.
It was all about making the best of those natural advantages that you did possess. Monica moved across to where her second camera was set up. She got down on her hands and knees and started to wash down the mat there, moving a pad in circular movements of her hand. She had prepared the show carefully, as always, and she knew just how good this angle was. As confirmation she could feel her breasts moving in her top, almost to the point of escape but never quite.
She couldn't check her screen for numbers watching but she knew that it was time. "Hey guys - glad you could all join me. As you can see I've been put hard at work today. I just have to finish this mat but the good news is that when I do finish I've been promised a special treat." She gave a broad smile into the camera lens and raised her eyebrows. Then it was back to cleaning the mat - which happily really wasn't very large.
After a couple of minutes she was done and got up onto her knees. "Time for my treat." George Fitch, the African-American porter at her college, had been helping her out. Today that meant switching the cameras at the right moment, letting her know when here were enough viewers to begin the main part of the show and, of course, providing the treat. She looked across to him and he rapidly moved to join her. He had been learning as they went too. He took exactly the right position to be perfectly framed on camera while not masking the star of the show.
She was too far away from the screen to read them but she saw comments flying up the right side of her TKB screen. The Members and subs (short for subscribers) knew what was coming and they clearly approved. Monica ran her hands up George's pants, felt the material under her finger tips and then felt the bulge there. George really was the perfect co-star. He never tired of her, never failed to be ready to perform. She smiled up into his face, enjoyed the pleasure and anticipation she saw there.
She couldn't say that she'd ever been a particularly sexual person until she'd met Harley. Without meeting him she was absolutely sure that she wouldn't have done some of the things she had done. Like, oh for instance, giving a blow job to a Black man while several thousand people were watching. Like stripping naked for them or flashing her boobs in public or, well, doing quite a bit more in public. The simple fact was that she enjoyed it, she enjoyed the rush that doing such things gave her, she enjoyed the pleasure that her viewers took in watching her. These were performances - something that being Monica allowed her to do. She loved her Members' comments, their praise, their excitement at what she would do next. However, she knew that she wasn't just doing all of this for that. At the end of the day these weren't really just performances. She was doing all of this for real and she was experiencing it all for real and she loved it.
Over time Heather and Monica had become less easy to disentangle. At first she was Heather but also sometimes did a show as Monica. Now it seemed that she was mostly Monica but sometimes had to masquerade as the 'respectable' student and trust-fund girl Heather. She certainly felt more alive and gained more pleasure from her times as Monica - even if she knew that too much of that particular good thing could burn her out.
For instance was it only Monica who undid George's pants and pulled them down to reveal that beautiful Big Black Cock of his? George was unusual in her new life in that he knew just exactly who she was 'in real life'. When he looked down he undoubtedly saw Heather Cameron's white hand stroking the smooth dark flesh of his hard cock, he saw Heather's mouth moving to take him in. He wasn't wrong of course. It was Heather sucking his cock - and Monica - it was every part of her. Her man deserved no less.
How many times had she done this? Did the numbers really matter anymore? The taboos were all smashed irreparably that very first time. George was much less wealthy than her, less socially prestigious by far, he was also decades older than her. Most of all, of course, he was Black while she was white. That wasn't supposed to matter any more either but everyone knew that it did. That was why she had eight thousand white subs avidly watching her at this very moment, dipping into their wallets to tip her show.
George was smiling down at her as she worked on his cock. She decided to try a little something she had been working on. He was beautifully hard and she knew what she wanted to do. She knew just how he liked her to stroke the base of his cock with her hand, she knew just how much suction he liked to feel on his shaft and she knew just how he liked to feel her tongue on the head of his cock. How much would he like all of those things together? She had been practising on her plastic replica of Julius Flint, the African-American porn star, for just this moment. She gave it a go.
"Oh Jeeesus! Oh muthafucka!" He flung his head back, breaking eye contact.
George wasn't generally a blasphemer or a curser and so Monica decided to give him a little more.
"Fuck it," said George. He brought his hands up to hold her head and at that moment he came and came hard. Jet after jet of warm viscous seed shooting over her tongue and filling her mouth. Not a taste that she had craved at first but over time, like most things, you got used to it. As Monica you learned that particular taste was the sure sign of a job done really well.
Talking of doing jobs well she certainly seemed to have got to George. He had forgotten about the camera and so she had to carefully position herself at what she thought was the correct angle in front of the most convenient one. She carefully opened her mouth to show the pool of white cum captured on her tongue. Then she closed her mouth and swallowed. She paused a second or two and then reopened her mouth to show the cum had all gone, swallowed down like a good girl should. Old George had finally got his ass round behind the camera to check the framing but he was still blowing out his cheeks. Monica giggled as she looked into the camera, hearing the chimes that signified donations.
A girl did like to feel appreciated, to feel valued.
***
Heather was shown into the room but found it, as she had been warned, unoccupied. The furniture was what you would expect. A desk with a monitor and a keyboard, a couch ready for patients and a screen folded up in one corner. It was very much the working doctor's office.
Complete with the diplomas on one wall. The Sorbonne, Oxford and John Hopkins. On the next were charts and illustrations of the human body. Lines of ink showing the muscles and tissue that made up the face, the breasts, the buttocks... On the third she saw a series of smaller photographs. Each showed the same small man in a white coat shaking hands with a succession of visitors. Her eyes flicked over the photographs and recognised almost all of them. There were prominent and wealthy businessmen, politicians and media figures. Then there were others that Heather had seen at her father's social events. The blue-bloods, representatives of old, or old-ish, money.
Above them were four slightly larger photographs featuring four men that had held the highest office in the land. Two from one party and two from the other. At the very top was a single image of the Doctor and another man. The only man in all that wall of photographs who was African-American. This meeting had clearly been less formal. The Black man was laughing and the Doctor had that look that could only belong to a man whose joke had landed perfectly. Heather looked again at that single image. This was the one visitor that she did not know. He was certainly not a young man. Who was he? Why did his image have such prominence? The answer could only be money.
The fourth and final wall, by contrast, had only a single photograph. A man in middle age looked out of the image. His clothing, down to the wing-collar, suggested it had been taken at the start of the twentieth century. There was a notable resemblance with the little Doctor in the other photographs. All of this registered with Heather but the thing that really struck her was the man's eyes. He had to be long dead but, even though filtered through the photographic lens, his gaze could only be called magnetic. It reminded her of the famous image of Rasputin from around the same time. This was a man of power, a man of authority.
There was a gentle cough by her side and Heather had to fight hard not to jump about six feet in the air. Turning she saw the Doctor from the photographs as he smiled at her.
"So sorry to keep you waiting Miss Cameron. I see that you have met my ancestor, quite someone was he not. The reason why we are all here. The first of my family to become a Doctor. A great and innovative Doctor - also an avid student in many other fields. Really a most remarkable man. It gives me pride that these clinics continue his work or, at least, one aspect of it." The Doctor gave her a sly little smile which was playful rather than sinister. Heather would come to know that smile very well indeed.
The Cameron family, of course, had access to the best medical care. However, after a little research, Heather had felt confident to follow Harley's advice and come to the Nikola Clinic - even if it did mean a trip to the Capital. For these matters she felt more comfortable going to a Doctor who hadn't known her since she'd been in braces.
This Doctor Nikola that Harley had arranged for her to see was a new name to her. However, apparently he not only ran this clinic but also four others scattered over the Tri-state area. It had all seemed very professional and efficient when she had arrived and been ushered into his consultation room.
Nikola himself was a small man with a slightly fussy manner and an accent that suggested East European origins overlaid perhaps by an expensive education in England.
"Anyway Miss Cameron may I welcome you to my clinic, the Nikola Clinic. It is always a pleasure to have a referral from my friend Harley. Can I ask - do you have a regular Doctor?"
She had told him and had almost regretted it when she saw his eyebrow flicker in recognition of the name. That piece of information had very definitely placed her in a certain social and economic class. Given the need for medical records a false name hadn't been possible. Would Dr Nikola understand just who she was, more to the point who her family were? If so he did not give her any clue as to the fact. Instead he had merely nodded.
"For some purposes it is perhaps best to have your own Doctor, not to rely on the old family friend and confidant, eh." The words were accompanied by a smile so slyly conspiratorial that she had almost wanted to laugh. She was pleased that she resisted the impulse - Dr Nikola had only spoken the truth after all.
"My clinics, " Dr Nikola had continued, "serve those in need as well as those who can pay. We provide a wide range of services to many who otherwise would go without support. A vital, an irreplaceable, service to our fellow men and women. More specifically we also have our private practice which, if I might be so bold and immodest, is unmatched across the world." The little man's eyes were gleaming as he flung his arms out wide as if to encompass that whole said world. After perhaps a minute in his company Heather suspected that very few could ever accuse Dr Nikola of being modest. Despite that she instinctively liked him.
"For today, of course, we must consider the third aspect of my clinics' work. You know perhaps that we have the most effective and admired sexual health strategy in the whole world, that we have had representatives of more than sixty countries attend to learn from the Nikola clinics? How we can serve two of the most deprived areas in the Western world and yet have produced results better than even the most optimistic of experts had dreamed. How the Nikola Strategy has been proved both brilliant and correct!"
Heather had read about people puffing out their chests with pride in old books. She had never actually seen anyone do it until she had met Dr Nikola. She had to be careful not to smile too much. Someone as delightfully pompous as Dr Nikola could easily take offence.
His words raised questions however. Health care could not be distributed without considerable expense. Even health advice required a budget if it was to be effective. All those pictures of visitors made more sense now. She wondered how large a donation it took to get your picture on that wall.
"You think of money." The Doctor's eyes twinkled. "Our friends assist us and we also help ourselves. Something to be proud of, yes?"
"Oh absolutely," agreed Heather. It was quite something.
"It also makes us experts in some matters that others ignore. We can advise regarding certain, er, lifestyles. This began as part of our Taylor Foundation work but now also we take referrals from Harley and certain others. And so we are here!" There was that smile again. "To be clear and responsible I state that certain lifestyles bring certain risks, certain potential consequences. Our advice and support can ameliorate these to a large degree but not perhaps entirely. It is good to understand that." There was no smile now.
Heather nodded. Of course there was risk - but there was risk in just crossing the road. You accepted the risk because you wanted to see what was on the other side. Perhaps because you needed to be on that other side. "I understand," she said.
"I will brief you on testing, monthly while an active participant. Also on means of minimising risk. Of course sometimes there is conflict with a lifestyle but even so there are certain measures that can assist. You will have heard of PrEP and of HPV or hepatitis vaccines for instance? We are always at the cutting edge of such research and then treatment. On a more standard level we can of course also supply protection or birth control as required. We try to be a one-stop shop for those in this, er, lifestyle."
Again that little hesitation. The little Doctor had twice carefully chosen that word. It was not a bad choice. A catch-all that could encompass a lot of ground. From party girls to swingers to sex workers. A non-judgmental word.
"Naturally the expenses can be covered by Foundation funds as part of a program if the participant..."
Heather knew what the Doctor was hoping for. "I can pay my own way. My shows are very successful."
Doctor Nikola smiled. "Ah yes - your shows..." The slyness crept back into the smile and Heather knew that the Doctor was very well aware of just who she was. That she could pay easily even if she had never done a show. "I thank you for your support. It will free up money for treatment of those less fortunate. Of course all of our donors, on whatever level, have the strictest confidentiality in all respects. On this you have my word, the word of a Nikola." The little Doctor's chin rose a little with pride.
Once again Heather managed to avoid a laugh that would have been very unfortunate. She liked the little man and, perhaps more importantly, she believed him.
***
Heather had no doubt that Doctor Nikola's time was valuable, also that it was expensive. He gave thirty minutes of that time to briefing her, to advising her, to making arrangements for testing and medication. He booked her in for a full physical and also made arrangements for vaccinations ahead of her proposed trip. Only then did he lean back in his chair. "Do you have any questions Miss Cameron. About my advice or about our clinic?"
She had been thinking about those diagrams on the wall. "You mentioned that you also perform private practice. What exactly is the nature of that private work?"
Nikola steepled his fingers. "Again - an area where discretion is not merely required but is mandated. I have a very prestigious client base - most of whom the public have no idea make use of my, or any, assistance. I do not over-speak if I humbly acknowledge that I am unmatched in my skills in certain elective surgery."
"Cosmetic surgery," said Heather.
"A common misconception," corrected Doctor Nikola, "that this work is purely cosmetic. It can be essential in certain high-profile fields for clients to present a certain image. More crucially our work can play a role in correcting body dysmorphia in many patients. In more usual cases it may provide confidence where confidence was lacking - I have seen this more often than you can imagine Miss Cameron. I have seem the greatly beneficial results of my unparalleled skills!"



Heather thought of how often her mind had turned to such matters recently. It seemed more than a coincidence that she had ended up here, talking to this fussy little man. She hesitated for a split-second and then she took the plunge. "I had been considering something and I would value your advice."
Doctor Nikola did not seem surprised. "My expert opinion is at your service. You desire a consultation? We have some time as I was hoping you would allow me to give you a tour of our facilities here."
Now Heather Cameron knew for sure that Nikola had known who she was from the very beginning. A young woman who did not yet have access to the Cameron fortune but who very soon would have at least a tidy share of it. One part of his job was selling his clinic to potential donors. That was how the world worked. One thing was certain, however, Doctor Nikola would ensure that she was very well looked after.
***
The sea-breeze was most definitely welcome. The islands at the start of August could get very hot - even if they escaped some of the humid heat of back home. The parts of the island geared up for tourists were pleasantly air-conditioned but outside it got warm very fast.
Harley had met her at Philadelphia International Airport. She had been relieved that he, like George, knew her 'official' identity. Just as she had checked him out when they had first come into contact she had to assume that he had returned the complement. It meant that she could show her passport and do all the necessary travel arrangements without worry. Harley, at the very least, knew her real name even if her family's habitual privacy had limited what else he could find - on the internet at least.
It had been several months since she had met Harley in person - as opposed to over a video-link. She couldn't help smiling as his deep brown eyes had seemed to drink in the very sight of her. "Damn girl but you just look better and better. I'm liking the way you've growed your hair out. Suits you real fine."
She knew she was blushing a little - but she was still very pleased. Did Harley remember telling her that he liked redheads to wear their hair long, shoulder-length at least. Before then Heather had always kept it rather shorter but his comment had struck a note with her. She was pleased that he had noticed and approved.
"Get your check-up like I suggested?"
She confirmed the fact.
"Nikola looks after us all. TKB Network performers and members alike. A clean test buys you 45 days participation in the Challenge. Miss a test or have an issue and you get benched until you do test clean. Same rules for active members. Those are the rules in place for everyone's benefit. I don't repeat them but I do enforce them. That clear?"
She nodded and then said, "Yes."
"Its a bind but it is necessary. Now its out of the way we can plan our little trip."
It was a sort of rite-of-passage. Harley selected who was going on the Challenge. Harley invited such prospects to join him on a trip. This time of year that meant Barbados. At other times it might be Florida, Jamaica, Rio, New Orleans, Trinidad or Vegas. Mostly timed for the festival season in each location. It was a sort of audition before a performer was fully admitted onto the Challenge.
Heather was not naive. She understood what this sort of audition probably involved. The casting couch of the 'Golden Age' of Hollywood had never exactly been a secret. Nor were these trips. She had seen the reaction of the members on Discord when they'd heard she would be missing a few shows while she was in Barbados. Two and two had certainly made four in record time.
"Damn - Harley getting to bang that fine little bitch!"
"Top work Harley - bring her back soon for the rest of us to get a taste."
"Challenge accepted? We'll soon find out."
"Little Monica been teasing long enough. Time she Blacked for sure."
Heather/Monica was pretty sure she hadn't been teasing anyone. All those Members had got to see her on cam, got to see her naked, got to see her sucking Black cock or fucking herself with a big Black dildo. Seemed to her that she had given all of them a damn sight more that any of them could expect. Maybe that was just the nature of men!
Just at the moment, however, she was only really interested in the opinions of one man. Since that trip to H-Town with Harley and his girl she had kept imagining herself back in that moment. In the back room of the club that Harley had taken them too. The moment when she had been about to get involved but Harley had, very calmly but clearly, made sure that she did not. At first she had been relieved that he had stepped in - relieved that she had not been left to make a fool of herself. That relief had faded pretty fast, had positively vanished over the succeeding months. Now she thought about what might have happened in that back room rather too often. Those thoughts had also ventured into her imagination, into her dreams.
She didn't believe in regrets but she did wonder about that night. About what Harley had done. Their second meeting had been much less dramatic, a meal and a conversation. However, Harley hadn't bothered to hide his appreciation of her, his approval of the results of her work-out regime. If Harley had held her back that time then it wasn't from lack of desire for her. No - his eyes on her now were confirming that fact. She felt the warm exhilaration, the subtle tension mixed with a strange joyous freedom that came with the knowledge that she was wanted, wanted by a man that she found very attractive.
She had not hesitated when he had asked her to join him on his trip. Didn't that tell her - and him - all they needed to know?
It seemed so. Harley had simply asked her one question when they had met at the airport back in the States.
"Looking forward to showing you the island. Its a good time at Kadooment and there ain't no strings. That passport says Heather on it and that's who I'm taking. You get me?"
She understood alright. Heather was the blue-blood trust-fund research student collecting information and sources, Harley wasn't going to press her into anything she didn't want to do. There was just one thing. Harley's eyes, the way he looked at her, told her just what he wanted.
"I think I'd like this to be Monica's kind of trip." She felt a little shock of nervousness as she said it. She couldn't have read him wrong could she?
His smile reassured her. "That's good. I got some ideas and some people you should meet. Soon as we land we'll get started - no time to waste."
***
"This the one you been telling me about," said the woman. She was in her mid-fifties, a little overweight, a sheen of perspiration on the dark skin of her face. "You dance girl?" That was aimed at her.
"Not even going to say hello Marva," laughed Harley.
"Two full days to Kadooment. You think we got time to spare?" The woman spoke to Harley as to a particularly dense seven-year-old. She waved a hand at the hive of activity in the big shed. Harley just laughed again and raised his eyebrows to Monica.
"I can dance a little," she said.
"Do me some samba and some soca," said the woman.
"I don't know soca," admitted Monica, "but I can do a little samba." She put down her bag and thanked the stars that she was wearing relatively modest heels. She performed a few samba steps, moving her feet fast but with precision. She swung her hips and clicked her fingers.
The woman nodded and then called over her shoulder. "Angela, girl, get over here and show this one the basic soca - Staging Post One routine."
A younger Black woman came over and flashed a smile at Monica and Harley. She was athletic and well-proportioned. Her every movement exuded confidence in her abilities and in her appearance. She clapped her hands together three times and then began to dance. The steps were not complicated. The young woman swayed her hips and raised her hands. Moved to the left and then to the right, exaggerating the movement of her hips. She shook the upper half of her body and then leaned forward, thrusting out her buttocks behind her. Then she leapt forwards and came back upright before raising an arm to one side and then the other to the other. Finally she gave some more exaggerated movements of her hips and buttocks before she concluded by standing up straight.
"Alright!" said Harley and clapped his hands in appreciation.
"Need to see it again?" Marva asked Monica.
"I'll try it," Monica responded. Learning simple dance steps from one viewing was not a new skill for her. She carefully and accurately reproduced the steps and movements that Angela had shown them
"You'll do," said Marva, "but you gotta dwell in it not just perform it. The music and crowd will help. Join the practice this afternoon and you'll get it. Just know we don't take everyone in our tent. Lots of tourists at Kadooment but not in the Ugly Man's tent."
Monica didn't understand most of it but guessed that the meaning would become clear as she went along.
Marva waved at another woman and then pointed at Monica. Within a few seconds a tape measure was being expertly applied and Monica was being carefully measured.
"Little adjustment is all we need, just as well this late." The new woman grumbled.
"I know you make it perfect, " soothed Marva, "fit her up now?"
"Ok - you be coming my way," said the new woman as she set off back to her part of the shed. Monica followed.
***
As she stepped out from the screen she was well aware that a small group of men had gathered where Marva and Harley stood. All eyes were very much on her.
It would have been odd if they had not been. Her costume was certainly designed to attract attention. Three huge neon pink feathers rose from the back of her sequined headband. A tiny triangle of similarly sequined material played the part of a bikini bottom which faded to a thong in the rear leaving her butt cheeks exposed (but at least cool). Her top was a tiny strip of the same sequined material that curved up in a thin floral pattern to cover her nipples but certainly very little else. A serious of shiny metallic strips formed a collar skirting the base of her neck and reaching out under her arms. This was the base for more large blue feathers that sprouted out above her shoulders like wings.
It certainly succeeded in attracting the men's attention. There were smiles and calls of appreciation until a stern glance from Marva shut them up.
"You not just gonna be standing in that - you gotta dance. Show me the Staging Post One."
Monica knew that she was being tested. She needed to remember the steps and be happy to perform in front of a crowd of hungry eyes. Marva and Harley were watching her every move, her every reaction. Heather Cameron. the trust fund girl, might have curled up in a ball of embarrassment. Fortunately, Heather was not here and Monica took it perfectly in her stride. She put herself into the steps this time, letting them flow through her. She made just the one minor adjustment - ensuring that when she stuck out her rear and gave it a little twerk action the guys would get the full benefit. Little shouts of appreciation suggested she had judged the mood correctly.
"Better - much better." Even Marva seemed pleased. "Leave her with us Harley - she got steps to learn. The rest of you," she told the other men, "you get back to work. Acting like you ain't seen no pretty girl before. I don't know what to do with ya!"
***
The old stonework was weathered and worn from resisting the elements for three hundred years. Old brass cannon pointed out of embrasures as if still seeking an enemy that would never now come.
"Love this place," said Harley, "coming back to the island always seems like coming home. Even though it was my Grandpa that left here for the States when the last traces of the sugar boom ended. Kinda strange that." He pondered a moment and laid a hand on the masonry of the old fort. "They didn't just build this for defence. It was also a holding pen for run-away merchandise."
'Run-away merchandise.' The phrase struck Heather's mind. What sort of merchandise ran away? Livestock? Then she understood and looked back at Harley.
He gave a slow smile as he recognised that she understood him. "Yeah. I should hate this place, these stones, maybe. But life is never so simple as that. Grandpa loved to talk about this place - the fort and the island I mean. Loads of stories about growing up here, lots of joy. I know there are other, older, stories but when I come here I'm living Grandpa's dream of coming back."
"He always wanted to come back?"
"Not at first. They made a good life in the States in a good neighborhood, a community you know. They were happy but, this is all before I was born, some rich guy stuck a freeway clear through their district and they all got shifted to the projects. 'Relocation' they called it but from that moment Grandpa was never the same. He didn't trust anything he built would last, he was way more interested in his past than his future."
Heather's own grand-father had, of course, had a rather different experience. Once the mills were closing down he had massively entrenched the family fortune by his genius for real estate and development. Especially those 'connections' that had allowed him to buy up land and direct freeways where they would most be to his future advantage. Whatever, and whoever, had to make room for them. He had been very active in the city that had now become known as H-Town for instance.
She thought about it and knew what she had to do. "Harley..."
He gave a low laugh that cut her off. "You going to tell me about your Grandpa? No need. I guessed there weren't too many Camerons up there. Does it matter anyway? So my Grandpa would have given yours a crack on the jaw and yours would have put mine in jail. So what. No need to be holding grudges - got much more pleasant things to hold." His arm came round her back and Heather felt his hand on her butt.
"How'd your folks feel about you being here with a man like me?"
A man with some shady connections? A man rather older than her? She knew that was not what he meant. An African-American man, a Black man. That was the point. "If my parents noticed then they wouldn't mind - they just want me to be safe and happy I think."
Harley raised a sceptical eyebrow. "What about your Grandpa - what would he have thought to it?"
"Oh," confirmed Heather, "he would have really hated it."
The smile was back on Harley's face now. "Good," was all he said as his strong Back fingers squeezed her butt cheek.
***
She was not accustomed to rum punch. However, she was well aware that it was potentially deceptive. She had suspected it even before Harley had said the single word, "Slowly," to her. She had taken his advice but even so the rum had relaxed her beautifully, easing the fatigue of all of that dancing practice.
They were sitting in a small bar, off the waterside, festooned in flags and gaudy advertisements. There were a few tourists but mostly this was a place for the locals. Locals who almost all seemed to know Harley.
There were far more showy places down on the beach side, places that catered solely to the tourists. However, she was glad that they had come here. This was much more the real island, the locals talking fast and laughing among themselves. She had been accepted - because she was Harley's woman. The latest, she knew, in a long succession of Harley's women who had come to the island, to this very bar probably. It was the natural way of the world. Harley would come a couple of times a year, each time with a different young white woman, would take a drink or two and then head back to the hotel. It didn't take a mind-reader to know what happened back at the hotel. They all knew - just took it for granted. She and Harley would fuck.
For a moment Monica was Heather Cameron again. They all knew, or thought they knew, that Harley was fucking her. That didn't bother her. What bothered her was the knowledge that it was going to happen. She had been imagining it for so long and what would happen if it was ... just OK. If the pathetic fumblings with her previous couple of boyfriends really were all that there was to it. She reached sharply for her drink.
"Slowly," murmured Harley again. She understood. He didn't want her, didn't need her, to get drunk. He knew tonight was going to be special and he didn't want alcohol to blur the experience for her. A man had to be awfully confident or awfully full of crap to think that way. Possibly both? She looked into his face and felt reassured. She had never met a man quite like Harley - except perhaps that club owner back in H-Town. They both had a certain aura around them.
Even here in this place that looked more like a tumbledown wooden shack than an entertainment venue. The locals all knew him, all wanted to swap news with him. He seemed the center of the room. He bought some drinks but it wasn't just that. There was something about him. She wanted to know more and she knew that tonight she could find out more. Harley had 'his usual rooms' - as the hotel porter had said with a knowing smile. A room each - but with a connecting door.
That said everything about Harley. He didn't need to pressure anyone, let alone trick or force them. A key part of this for him was his partner choosing to open that door, choosing to give herself to him. She had years of study in the field but she didn't think that she needed them to understand this. It was like the Challenge. You gave your consent by your actions. You accepted the new experience that lay beyond the door by opening that door. Monica wondered for a moment if anyone had ever decided not to open the door. It had to have happened - didn't it? Perhaps Harley always knew, when he invited a girl to join him on one of his trips, that they would be certain to open the door, to take the opportunity to join him in his bed. Was he always right? Looking at him Monica couldn't be sure about that. However, she was sure that Harley was right tonight.
Soon they were headed back out into the still warm night air, the shouts of the bar receding in the darkness. She felt that air on her skin. She was wearing her bikini top and a mid-length light skirt. There were plenty of people on the streets.
"Hey girl - wanna drink." A glass of something colourful and no doubt potent was thrust towards her. He was obviously drunk, swaying on his feet a little. The tip of his tongue was visible between his lips and he was smiling but his eyes were fixed on her. Intent, hungry, desiring eyes. Deep brown in the night.
His friend tried to pull him back. "Come on man, sit down, can't you see she way outa ya league man. Sides she got a man - you wanna start a fight or something."
The man swayed again and his gaze shifted and then managed to focus on Harley. Then he shook his head. "Oh f-, I mean sorry man. I no see you there." He let his friend take him away.
She felt Harley's arm around her waist. "As well I'm here or you'd be getting into all sorts of mischief. Beautiful girl like you draws lots of attention." He chuckled and she relished both the words of compliment and the strong, protecting, arm around her.
"I won't be getting into mischief tonight then?"
His chuckle ripened into a real laugh. They both knew the answer to that question.
There were some tourists up ahead, nearer her age than his. They had clearly been in the bars too. A couple of he boys looked at her and at Harley. One of the girls was laughing and pulled down her top to show her breast. That got the boys attention back on her.
"Huh," said Harley with disapproval. "best they don't carry on like that."
It was strange to hear Harley, of all people, being puritanical. However, he had already told her that this island had its own rules. This was not Rio or the back-streets of Kingston. Public nudity was not allowed and the same went for weed. Even 'cursing' was strongly disapproved of in the street. Harley was defensive about the island, about keeping it how the locals wanted it to be.



It seemed to work. Considering how many drunk or half-drunk people there were around it was pretty mellow. Just one drunken pass all the way back to the hotel. Back home, walking through a party district dressed like this, she would have settled for that. It was not as if she wasn't still getting attention. She had lost count of the number of times a camera had been held up. Not to mention the intent gaze of men, young tourists and locals alike. There was a certain type of look that a woman recognised very well. In this atmosphere it wasn't threatening but she still relished Harley's strong arm around her waist. Tonight there was only one man who had her interest.
To the hotel and past the smiling deskman He knew Harley well. Which didn't stop his appraising glance of Monica. "Have yourself a good night both." Followed, once they were safely in the elevator, by a sotto-voce, "Damn sure old Harley will and that's for certain."
They reached their doors. Monica didn't see the need for playing games. She knew what she wanted. "Have you got your key?" She asked him - despite knowing the answer.
It wasn't a key, of course, more a sort of electronic fob. She took it from him and moved it in front of the sensor . With a click the door unlocked. She took the handle, opened the door and walked in.
He followed and put the light on "You like taking charge?"
"Why waste time?"
His foot eased the door shut and then she was in his arms. Her face reaching up to meet his, their lips connecting with perfect somehow gentle intensity. She let her lips part and allowed his exploring tongue to find hers.
Harley was a man of experience. What some might have termed a connoisseur of the finest things in life, most especially of women. He enjoyed the company of women, liked to have women around him. It wasn't just a sexual thing though sex was most certainly sometimes part of it. Especially when the woman was as beautiful as this one. He liked a woman who knew what she wanted - especially when what she wanted was him.
The other room wouldn't be wasted. Tomorrow Marva would be putting this girl through her paces, quite literally. From near enough sun-up to late in the afternoon. Learning the steps and the timing, making sure that this girl and all Marva's dancers were ready for the big day. Tomorrow night Monica would be needing her sleep, getting ready for a long day of dancing. Tomorrow night. For tonight she was his.
She tasted almost as good as she looked. The hint of rum adding a little something. You knew as soon as you held a young woman like this. Sometimes you would feel the tension, the nervousness. Sometimes, like Monica, the girl just relaxed into your arms. Like she'd been waiting for this moment for a long time. That made a man feel good. No matter how experienced he was - it always felt like the first, then like the best.
He brought his lips to her ear. "They say you can dance."
She didn't answer. They both knew she could dance - hadn't he seen her shows back home?"
"I think its time I got a private performance, up close and personal. What you think?"
Now she was smiling. He eased away and took a seat in a deep armchair. He reached down and pressed a button. Knowing the device was there, just as he had planned this. Music filled the room, insistent rhythms that her body quickly responded to.
Monica danced for him. Just as she had danced so many times for the camera back home. Except that this time there was not the audience of an impersonal lens, of a few thousand distant pairs of eyes. Now she danced for one man, a man very close and very intent on her every movement. A man who gave an occasional, "Yes", or "Damn", to let her know he liked a particular move. Especially when she had reached behind her and pulled the string to undo her bikini top. She had moved in close, felt his hands and then his mouth and tongue on her breasts. Felt the response of her own body to his touch before she had pulled away and danced again.
The skirt went next, undone and let fall before she stepped out of it. Then she could let her finest asset do its work. She swung her hips and moved her backside for all it was worth. Leaning forward she thrust out her butt for his approval. When she turned again she saw the look in his eyes and she knew that look too. Felt the exultation as she realised that she pleased him and that, in return, he would be pleasing her, giving her what she had missed for so long. The doubts were gone. The night was being powered along on a wave of adrenaline and endorphins.
"Here." A single word and she danced herself back into position in front of him. Hs hands reached out and gave her little appreciative taps on her butt as she kept dancing for him. He raised one eyebrow a half-inch. She couldn't be sure that she understood that but she knew what he wanted to do. She stopped dancing and smiled. Then she dropped to her knees between his legs and reached for his belt.
Her skilled fingers quickly dispensed with the buckle and undid his pants she reached two fingers inside the waist-band of his shorts. There was no surprise there. She had seen it in the back-room of Cassius' club and dark though the room had been she had known Harley was big. Over time, of course, you could think you had exaggerated what you saw. Feeling him warm and hardening under your touch was a far more physical thing. She eased the material over his bulge and saw him fully revealed. Her memories had not deceived her. This was a Big Black Cock and might even have been a little daunting if Monica couldn't rely on those hours of 'practice' with her replica of Julius Flint. Harley might make her past white partners look like little boys, might be bigger than her co-star George, but Julius Flint was famous for very good reason.
She moved her hand to him and felt the immediate response. His big cock stiffened to full hardness and she knew his desire for her. Even blue pills couldn't fake that. The intense, pulsing, warmth of him. She dropped her lips to first kiss the broad head of his shaft and then to start to take him into her mouth.
He was certainly big. She could feel that he was bigger than George, the only previous Black cock that she had sucked. She was confident in her abilities but this was not the same as working with her Julius Flint replica. This was solid flesh, pumped full of blood, fuelled by desire for her. It was time to prove that she had been trained well, that she knew how to please a real man.
"Love this place," said Harley, "but believe me this is the best view on the island."
Her lips, tongue and hands worked together to excite him, to keep that big cock hard and ready to fuck her. She explored every part of his shaft from the heavy balls up to the more sensitive head. Exploring and working to see what this man, her man, enjoyed and wanted. She kept her eyes on his face, maintaining eye contact whenever possible, reading the signals of his approval. Repeating what she knew that her man liked. Adjusting the pressure and the rhythmn of her work to bring him the maximum satisfaction.
At last his hands gently took her head and moved her off him. Harley let out a long deep breath of air. She knew he was bringing himself back into control, knew that she must have had him close. She smiled because she also knew why he had stopped her. Harley wasn't planning on cumming in her mouth tonight. She knew why he was saving himself.
Harley shifted forward and stood up. Then, as she moved to follow, he reached down in one fluid movement. She let out an involuntary gasp as he swept her up and over his shoulder, one strong hand clamped firmly on her butt to hold her in place. He was a big man but she had not really known his power before that, the strength in his arms and thighs. He was a man who had kept himself in shape.
He carried her easily through to the bed. She knew the symbolism of it. If she had been in charge at the doorway then Harley was most certainly taking over now. His expert touch in placing her down on the bed suggested that this was not the first time that he had done such a thing. He moved her forward and then was leaning forward and down. His body between her legs, his hands grasping her hips firmly. There was no escape - but who would have wanted to escape? She felt his breath on her and then his lips and that questing tongue.
One of her previous boyfriends had apparently never heard of eating pussy. The other had tried - but it had never really done anything for her. Harley, in a few seconds, gave her a whole new perspective on life. Was it luck or skill? She never knew but he just immediately began to hit the spot. Maybe it was because she was already so excited, so ready for him, had needed this for so long. His tongue was insistent and probing. Isolating her most sensitive parts and concentrating on them. Giving her sensations that she had never felt before, had never known could be felt before.
Just as she had done for him he soon had her approaching orgasm. Here, though, there was no need to hold back and the slight but unchanging pressure of his hands on her hips let her know that she was going nowhere. The knowledge only recharged the emotion surging within her, carried her on and up and over. She bit her lip trying to stifle the noises she was making. Scared that he would realise just what he was doing to her, just how unused she was to this. Still he did not stop, still that remorseless tongue stimulated her. Demanding his tribute. The sensations built again from a much higher base. She felt that she would have to cum again. She opened her eyes, opened them wide, and looked down her body. His eyes, those deep brown pools of mystery, were looking straight at her and he took the signal.
She realised at that moment that he understood her. That she held no mysteries for him. He was a man of the world, a man of experience, a master of his craft. The craft of seduction and pleasure. How many young women had been here? How many had he taken to Rio or Kingston? It didn't matter. All she knew was that she and Harley were here together and he was making her feel as she had never felt before.
This time he didn't take her to the peak. This time he moved forward. A finger explored her and found her warm, wet and ready. Then the finger was replaced by something larger. The broad head of his cock pushing and teasing at the lips of her pussy. she watched as he eased forward again and let the hard length of his Big Black Cock stretch up her body. He used his stomach muscles to let his cock rise a couple of times and then gently drop back onto her. She saw the size of him against her, felt the weight of him, exhilarated at he stark contrast between his skin tone and hers. She had seen that contrast before but never with herself as one of the participants. She knew how hot it looked and yearned to know how it felt.
Harley adjusted his position and pushed his cock up against her pussy lips. The time for teasing was done and this time his movements had real intent. His first motion pushed the broad head of his cock against her and into her. She felt the width of him - knew that her previous boyfriends had been just that - boys. Weak little white boys. Now she was with a man. A real man.
His size was big but not uncomfortable. Just filling and fulfilling. She knew why that was. He had prepared her, had made her ready to receive him. Had made her pussy hungry for him, hungry for that Big Black Cock. Just the thought sent emotions surging through her, made her cry out.
"Girl. We ain't even started yet," Harley's voice was pleased, amused even. However, once the words were out of his mouth he began to fuck her for real, setting up a powerful rolling rhythmn that with each thrust forward claimed a little more of her.
She had experimented with toys, even with her Julius Flint toy. She was no virgin - she and her boyfriends had had sex, of course they had. However, nothing had ever felt like this. Like the moment Harley pushed his body forward and over her. His strong chest pushing down on her breasts, his lips meeting hers, his eyes engulfing hers with their beautiful deep brown power. His cheek came against her mouth and she tasted the salt of his sweat. proof that while he made it all seem so smooth and practised and easy Harley was putting in some energy and some effort into pleasing her. Even that momentary realisation had her holding onto him tight as a shuddering wave of response run through her. All the while that big cock kept pushing home, kept being welcomed into new, unexplored, parts of her womanhood. It felt so good, so real, so amazing. From now it would be very easy to chase this sensation for ever. That realisation flashed through her but was allowed to rest in her mind's recesses for future consideration. The past and the future didn't matter in this moment. This moment was in itself all - the union of their two bodies.
He gave a little satisfied grunt as his body met hers, his cock all the way inside her. The noise was so redolent of his pleasure that she couldn't help giggling. He gave a smile in response and she could see his eyes shining with desire and pleasure. His lips met hers again, their tongues touched and he began to fuck her in earnest. Long deep strokes claiming her and sending their signals through every fibre of her being. It was all too much and soon, very soon, she was howling out an orgasm into the hotel room. Had she bit her lip a while ago to try to keep quiet, scared of disturbing the neighbouring rooms. How foolish of her. You could not hide feelings like this, you could not deny them, you had to express them.
She felt his body on hers, his strong arms holding her tight, his big cock unrelenting in its life's work. She knew now that Harley was truly a man on a mission. As a woman you didn't forget an experience like this, you didn't come back from an experience like this. You might try to deny it but you were changed. You knew the truth.
He took her through three orgasms, each never allowed to fully subside, each building upon the last. He had her abandoning all caution, all pretence, he had her shouting for him to fuck her. Not caring about the world or the neighbors or what anyone else thought. All that mattered was them, the two of them, together.
As her third orgasm peaked he mingled it with his own. Sending five or six strong pulses of cum just as deep into her as he could. Was it her imagination or had she really felt it? Only then did he ease down into shorter, shallower, strokes. Making sure she had all that he had to give her, ever drop of his seed. Then there was a mighty pause. She looked up into his face and saw his pleasure. She had to respond even though she knew the grin on her face had to make her look like an idiot. His smile broadened and she saw the little lines at the edges of his eyes and mouth deepen a little. She didn't know when she had seen anything more beautiful.
He eased his body off her. She felt the weight move, then the gentle kiss of the air finding her skin. It had all been so natural, so organic, so perfect. She felt it in every part of her.
It had been entirely natural she realised. No condom or even the mention of a condom.
"You came in me." It was a statement not an accusation.
"Not a problem for you? I mean Dr Nikola sorted you out?"
A little late to be worrying about possible consequences. In some things Black men were clearly just the same as white boys. It was as well that the good Doctor and Heather Cameron had indeed sorted it out. Heather was very much her sensible side. The part of her that knew that babies were definitely not on the agenda, not now and quite possibly not ever. She had too much else to do. The Monica side of her could get over-enthusiastic, could be just like Harley. Live for the moment and consider the possible consequences later.
"It's not a problem. It was just a little bit of a surprise."
She expected to see relief or satisfaction on his face. She didn't. Instead he smiled. "Girl - the day I'm with a woman as beautiful as you and I pull out that's the day you can put a gun to my head. Because I'd have lost it."
She raised her perfectly-sculpted eyebrows at him. "Thinking like that its amazing you haven't got baby mommas all over your city." She meant to call him on his BS, even used the slang term to confirm it, but the little smile that Harley gave her made her realise her mistake.
That smile didn't say, 'You caught me.' That smile said, 'You think I settle for only one city, only one state, only one country, when there's a whole world?'
She felt his touch on her belly, looked down to see his Black finger casually tracing a wide invisible circle on the pale skin around her navel.
She was learning more about Harley every moment.
***
There was a cacophony of noise. In front of them the big truck was moving but it was not the mighty engine that was making the noise. Instead it was the huge stacks of speakers piled onto its flat-bed. The biggest sound system that Heather had ever seen - or at least before today. On her way to the starting point she had seen at least four other such rigs and there were many more now scattered along the parade route.
Each of those trucks was putting out its beat, the songs of the performer who was also riding on the truck, performing at intervals and accepting the cheers of the crowds along the route.
Behind each truck and each performer came his 'tent'. The group of dancers, male and female, performing as part of his show. Decked out in as colourful and as eye-catching a set of costumes as could be imagined. Pausing at the staging posts to give a stationary dance routine but otherwise half-marching, half-dancing, along the long route.
The 'road' as they called the parade-route was not hard to follow. Neon-yellow ropes marked out either side of it with a man walking along at long intervals with a bright yellow top identifying him as 'security.' Just in case a local, or more like a tourist, had too much to drink and wanted to get too up-close and personal with the dancers. She had seen enough to know that all of the bars were doing a roaring trade. Groups of young and not-so-young men were stood outside of each of the bars. If their girls were with them then they were dancing and having a good time. If there were no women with them then they would cheer and shout at the dancers. Mostly good-natured and the Bajan creole obscured some of the more lewd remarks.
Between each of the trucks were groups of women of all ages, dressed in their normal clothes and joining in the parade for a spell. Marching alongside the parade, but beyond the ropes, were men and women following the parade.
She looked up and saw a signal from Marva who was riding along on the truck. Sure enough a few moments later the truck ground to a halt from its previous slow walking pace. The music cranked up and on the truck she saw the 'Ugly Man' as he launched into another of his songs. His slightly-cracked voice still carrying out loud across the crowds via the huge speakers.
He danced and strutted and posed for his audience as he sang. Not bad for a man who was seventy-five if he was a day. He had been the 'lord of the road' through the seventies and eighties. Now he was more an honorary presence - leaving the competition to the youngsters who were just making their names. It had been made quite clear to her that being part of the Ugly Man's tent was an honour in itself.
The Ugly Man still got plenty of cheers - even if his loudest supporters were the older spectators. However, while the performer and his biggest fans might be of an age it was notable to her that all of his dancers were in the early twenties. What was more - they could all dance and they were all good-looking. Beautiful young women and toned, fit, young men. All locals save for her.



It was time for their third set dance. She easily recalled the moves and still was careful to concentrate. Marva ran a tight ship and this was the tent's big day, not repeated for another twelve months. She was determined not to let them down
As the tune hit a certain beat each of the dancers launched into their routine with perfect synchronicity. Colourful head-dresses waving and sequined costumes flashing in the strong sun. The art lay in maintaining perfect control and accuracy while seeming to dance freely and without thought. Each dancer mysteriously finding the same movements at the same time - no doubt powered by the unique musical talents of the Ugly Man.
Marching along you could talk to your fellow dancers, exchange jokes and comments. She knew the tent were feeling good. They had seen many of the other costumes and they had seen none to match their own. Marva was famous for her choreography, crafting routines that looked deceptively simple. As a dancer she could testify that it had been a hard day of practice for her. Learning all of the moves and then running through them, again and again, until Marva had finally been satisfied. Had finally approved her to join the tent for the big day.
On the march you could chat and joke and laugh. Here at the staging posts it was serious business. There were judges out there. Official judges who were watching their every step, their every movement, their performance to the rhythms of the Ugly Man's songs.
There were other judges too. All the way along the route. Unofficial but obviously there none the less. Judges of the female form. You didn't have to wait for the final gathering to get their results. You heard the shouts and the whistles. You saw the smiling mouths and the hungry eyes. Hungry to see all of you - something that your costume very nearly made possible. She couldn't even hide in the crowd. When they shouted for the 'white girl' there was only one person in this part of the parade that they could be meaning.
As Heather she could never have done this. As Monica it was much easier but still something new. She had performed for a horny crowd of men before - but only through the lens of a camera. She had posed nude outside before but only with a look-out to ensure no-one was coming her way. Here there were no such filters. The crowds were right there. The ogling noisy crowds of men. The rope and security were there but this was still a much more visceral experience. More real. The thoughts raced through her mind even as she smiled and danced, hearing the cheers as the dancers moved their hips and thrust out their rear ends.
The crowds grew denser as they neared the end of the parade route but one man particularly caught her attention. He was about thirty, easily six-feet tall with a solid muscular physique. He walked alongside the Old Man's dancers, beyond the rope. However, he was unlike the rest of the crowds. He did not dance or shout or watch the dancers. Instead his eyes were mostly on the rest of the crowd, he would pause only to talk to some of the security.
You could not keep your mind on such things however. The dancing was expressive and creative but it was also, in a real sense, a test of endurance. She was glad that she had taken the advice of more experienced participants. Wearing comfortable footwear, preparing for a long day of dancing and carrying a small bottle of drink. Enough to stay hydrated under the hot sun but certainly nothing alcoholic.
Her calves were starting to ache as they finally reached the end of the parade and the Ugly Man's truck joined the line of others parked along the wide street. In front of the final stage there was a huge crowd of tourists and locals. All dancing as the latest performer to arrive sang for them. Monica could see the bright feathers of dancers, in singles and groups, scattered among the crowds of locals and tourists.
"Fuck - you see the butt on that one. I'm getting me some of that!"
"Hey you whack bro - you can't be doing that. Hey - come back bro!"
Frat boys. She knew the sort - though they had been the last thing she had expected - or hoped - to see here. The irresistible lure of alcohol and barely-clad dancers had obviously summoned them all the way from the States.
She turned and saw him heading straight for her. He was obviously pretty far-gone but not so drunk that he hadn't picked a space half-way down an unusually long gap between two of the very obvious security guys. Maybe the booze had dulled his judgement but the frat boy decided to try to hurdle the neon yellow rope. As he leapt Monica saw the big man who had been following their truck almost nonchalantly lift the rope where he stood. It could only have been a couple of inches but it was enough. Frat-boy's foot caught the rope and he was pitched forward to face-plant onto the ground.
She was glad of the music because it drowned out the sound of his body hitting the hard soil and his subsequent howls of pain. Maybe the alcohol had helped by relaxing him as he hit the ground. Anyway he didn't seem too badly hurt - bar an obviously broken nose that was busily gushing blood onto his shirt. His friends arrived, not quite as drunk as he was.
The big man took a quick look at the injured young man. "He be OK. Tek him to First Aid. Over there," he pointed to a big Red Cross flag flying over a tent. As they pushed their friend away the big man took a moment to look at the dancers watching him. He winked and then gave them a salute by raising the fore-finger of his right hand.
Now Monica understood. The man had obviously been detailed to look after them and she was pretty sure who had arranged it. It was always said that Harley looked after his people and this seemed to prove the fact.
***
"Now ladies and gennulmen de final three announcements of the Kadooment prizes. First up - the dancer of the day. Dat goin to Bernice of the 'Young Prince' tent." There was a huge roar from the crowd as a tall athletic Black girl decked in feathers and very little else had gone to the stage to collect her award.
Monica risked a glance at Marva - the woman did not look pleased. Monica had heard from the others that Marva's 'tent' had taken at least one prize from the last twenty years of parades. It was a record that the older woman was immensely proud of and it was a record that was not going to last out the day.
They had been robbed - there was no doubt about that. There were no costumes to match theirs - certainly not those of the supposed winners. The choreography prize had gone to the dancers of 'Lord Flea'. Opinion was that his and the Ugly Man's dancers had been way clear of everyone else, pretty much impossible to separate. However, the judges had managed it - and not to their advantage. Six prizes had been awarded so far and none had gone to them.
That left only two and the 'Prince of the Road' wouldn't be going to them. The Ugly Man had won it ten times and then stood himself down almost twenty years ago. Instead he presented that biggest of all Kadooment honours each year.
"Yeah baby you lookin' fine." The island's Minister of Culture, doubling as Awards MC for today, just about managed to drag his eyes away from Bernice's amazing figure. "OK - so before the big event lets crown our visiting dancer of they year. Dat one going to Monica out of the Ugly Man tent. Get on up here girl."
There was not quite such a big roar from the crowd for Monica but that wasn't for want of trying by the Ugly Man's dancers. They screamed and hollered and cheered - with Marva out front and making more noise than the rest combined. A couple of her tent's male dancers escorted Monica through to the base of the stage and she climbed up to receive her prize and the regulation peck on the cheek from His Excellency the Minister of Culture. It all went by in a bit of a daze and she found herself standing next to Bernice who had a good five inches height on her and perhaps two cup sizes. Still, she had won her prize.
Last up to the mic was the Ugly man himself, a broad smile on his wrinkled face. He'd been going all day too but, despite his age, he still seemed full of vim and vigour. Monica guessed that this was his day of the year - the day he lived all the others for. He knew his business - unlike these politicians - the crowd were not here to hear him talk. So he cut straight to the chase. Just as well since Monica couldn't understand much of his pretty broad accent.
"'Prince on de Road'? You been here and you been hearing - you all kenning who dat is dis year. De Prince be Shang High!"
The old man held up the mic to capture and accentuate the roar of noise from the crowd. He finally pointed at the truck belonging to the winner. "Now young man - you de Prince and time to start de party!"
As his last word echoed away Shang High's sound system burst into ear-splitting action. The crowd turned its attention from the stage to the truck and indeed that was it for the Kadooment and it was time to party. His Excellency showed the way off stage for the two dancers but it was the Ugly Man who took the matter in hand.
Well, to be more accurate, he took a butt cheek of each of the dancers in hand as he escorted them off the stage. Monica shot him a glance but only got a wink in response. That and a firm pat on the butt cheek as she reached the bottom of the steps and they parted ways.
It seemed incredible. The Ugly Man had to be pushing eighty! However, when she told the others they had just laughed.
"Oh girl - back in the day..."
"Ugly Man old but he not dead girl."
"Back then he had some parties, one every year, woooohhhh." That was Marva - probably in her dancing prime back then. "You got invited there girl and you could really get yourself in trouble. Maybe not the bad kind tho." The big woman laughed. "Now lets put the feathers safe. We got a prize to celebrate!"
It was quite a night. Despite all the exertions of the day they found they could dance and drink and sing until the sun was rising in the East.
A succession of bars and dancehalls - always with the rest of the dancers. The men of the 'tent' looking out for the girls. A couple of times Monica saw the man that had been shadowing them on the parade. Both times seated at a bar - just keeping an eye on the proceedings. Pretty soon she stopped noticing that or much else. She just enjoyed the moment - being with her new friends in a wonderful place. Until the moment they delivered her to her hotel and got her to her bed.
***
She woke just before two in the afternoon. A mouth full of cotton wool and a head full of hangover. She stumbled about trying to get washed and make herself presentable.
A short while later there was a knock on the connecting door. She called and Harley appeared.
"Have a good night?" he spoke in a thankfully low voice.
She made a face. "Maybe too good."
"Make you up my sovereign remedy."
He left and reappeared fifteen minutes later. It seemed to be an extraordinary mixture and it tasted like nothing she had ever drunk before, or much wanted to drink again, but it also seemed to do the trick. After another twenty minutes her head was clearing and she felt much more herself.
"Last day of the trip," said Harley, "want to rest up or want to see the rest of the sites."
"Are the parades over?" She asked cautiously. Just the thought of one of those sound-systems would set her head pounding again,
"Over for another year," smiled Harley. "But in about a week's time they'll start preparing for the next one."
He'd be back here next year she realised. Back with another young woman. She felt an automatic annoyance at that - even as she realised it was ridiculous to do so. She had no claim on this man. They were spending time together, enjoying each other, but that was it. There was no pretence to anything deeper, more meaningful.
She felt the need to say something - to suppress that little green devil within her. "How did this year match up - was it a good one?"
That hadn't come out quite the way she had wanted it to. Not in quite the tone either.
Harley's eyes were very dark but very intelligent. She had noticed that the very first time she had met him, back there in H-Town. Those eyes took everything in, analysed everything, seemed to understand everything. Now he gave her the look that she had come to love. The little crinkles at his eyes, the smile playing on his lips. Those beautiful eyes meeting hers.
"Every Kadooment is different but they are all really variations on a theme. That's why we love them so much. What makes a trip special is the company you are with. This one has been right up there with the best."
The old cautious Heather side of her was still with her. The thoughts ran through her mind. Harley was a smooth son of a bitch. He should have been an actor or perhaps a con-man. When he said things like that he said them with simple, but obvious, sincerity. While she knew there were no hints to pretence it was just so easy to believe him sincere.
Which was where the Monica side of her could take over. It was very easy to believe Harley and she chose to do so. To enjoy the warm pleasure of his little compliment. Harley had never done her wrong so far and until he did she was inclined to believe that his 'act' was in fact reality.
The island wasn't large, only fifty miles by twenty, but she had really only seen this corner of it. Another time she would see the rest. She spent the rest of the afternoon down on the beach, relaxing. Covered in high-factor sun cream, at Harley's insistence. He hadn't really had to remind her. One result of her heritage was the fact that she could never really keep a tan. She went from fair to burned and then back to fair again. At one time she had experimented with fake tan but life really was too short. It was lucky that Harley and her fans seemed not to mind, quite the reverse in fact.
Harley hadn't stayed with her long. She knew that he had a lot of business to conclude. However, he hadn't left until she had noticed him look over to one of the beach bars and nod. She had hardly needed to glance there to understand what she would see. A familiar large figure seated with a long cool drink in front of him. A somewhat unlikely looking 'guardian angel' but she understood that he was playing that role. What had Harley said to her once? That the world was a wonderful place but that it had its dangers. He was looking after her - or protecting his investment - probably both.
Even in the shade the sun was still wonderfully warm on her. She felt any tension and fatigue flow out of her. Tonight was their last night on the island and she was looking forward to it. That one night with Harley had been something else, something she had never experienced before. She was eager to find whether that had been a one-off, whether only the novelty had given it that intensity and power. She wanted to find out, she wanted to know.
***
Monica most have dozed off in the sunshine. She awoke to the deep tones of Harley's voice.
"Ready to eat?"
She acknowledged the fact and the saw Harley turn and make a beckoning gesture. It could only be to the man still keeping his vigil over at the bar. The man rose and came over to join them.
"Girl this is Carl - late of the Barbados Police Service. I asked him to look out for you. Maybe you noticed him."
She saw the glint of amusement in his eye. Of course she had noticed Carl - he was kind of difficult to miss. A solid muscular six feet-plus of man, honed in the gym. His trimmed beard was virtually invisible against a skin-tone almost as dark as Harley's. He gave Monica a ready smile and held out his hand.
She shook the offered hand. "I noticed - thanks Carl." She felt the gently-wielded strength in his fingers. For a moment she saw again that frat boy tourist hitting the ground face first and then being led away streaming blood. Carl clearly was a capable man who knew what he was doing. She looked at him again. His face was strong, powerful, handsome. She returned his smile.
"Carl looks after my interests here." There was that little hint of amusement in Harley's voice again but she didn't really understand until much later. "Now, as real thanks for all his hard work, we owe him dinner at least."
Carl looked magnificent and he was clearly a very efficient man but it had to be said that he was not the world's greatest conversationalist. Fortunately, during the course of the meal, his eyes did most of the communication. He didn't have to be upfront in words when his eyes were devouring her like that. It was very blatant and Monica began to wonder how Harley wasn't noticing. After all she was here with him.
Just as they were finished eating there was a buzzing noise and Harley reached for his pocket. He answered the call and gave an affirmative response into the device. Then he returned it to his pocket. "A little inconvenience - I had better deal with it now. My apologies Carl. Its tedious business but it is business. You can come along Monica or perhaps go back to the room. Perhaps take Carl and let him see the finest view in the island?"
She remembered and realised what he was saying. Harley hadn't been blind to what was going on. He had most certainly noticed Carl's interest in her. Now he was letting her make the call. She looked back to Carl and the decision wasn't difficult.
***
She had partaken of a couple of drinks but she definitely was not drunk. Just enough to take the edge off her remaining nervousness, just enough to let the Monica side of her reign unchallenged over Heather. It felt good walking back to the hotel with Carl's strong arm around her. It felt natural. The only moment of hesitation came back at the hotel. The desk man knew who she was staying here with.
The man had just looked up from his bookings screen. "Evening Miss. Evening Carl."
"How's it going Luke?" Carl had replied, clearly talking to an old acquaintance. "Here as a guest of Harley."
"Naturally", replied the desk clerk. "You both enjoy your evening"
There was no inflection to the words, let alone any sort of a comment. However, Monica had no doubt whatsoever that the desk clerk knew what was happening and what would be happening up in the room. Harley knew, Carl knew and the desk clerk knew. Most of the people, locals and tourists, who had noticed them headed for the hotel had surely known. It registered with her that she was supposed to be embarrassed by that fact. Instead she felt a wonderful sense of freedom. This was Harley's world. Old assumptions and presumptions did not necessarily apply here. What need to worry about what people thought if what they thought was only the truth.
So they thought the white girl was horny for the big Black guy. Well they were right weren't they? The elevator was the first private place they had occupied, the first time out of view. She reached forward and cupped the bulge in his pants with her hand while looking up into his face with a wicked grin. Now she got an open smile in response and a nod of his head. If there had been any doubt in his mind she had just removed it.
All was proper by the time the elevator door's opened but Monica felt the gentle pressure of his hand on her back. Carl didn't want to waste any more time. He wanted them down the corridor and beyond the hotel door. His obvious enthusiasm drew a response from her body.
The door clicked closed behind them and she turned toward him, felt his hands hold her as their mouths met. Her hand moved between their bodies and found that impressive bulge again. It reminded her that they hadn't come up here just to kiss. That she wanted much more.
She broke their kiss and moved both hands to the base of his top, pulling it up and over his head with his assistance. Carl certainly worked out. There was no spare fat, no flab, on him. Just solid, sculpted, muscle beneath that smooth dark skin. He was magnificent and she giggled as she ran her pale fingers over his chest.



"Like what you see?" Carl's voice had that confidence that you heard from men who knew how handsome they were. Generally she hated that but, for Carl tonight, she was inclined to make an exception.
"Got something you'll like even more." Once more that braggadocio. However, maybe this was just as grounded in reality. She moved her hands back to his shorts and eased one hand inside his waist-band.
He did not disappoint. He was fully hard before she even got his shorts off him. Maybe the last incentive had been her dropping to her knees before him. She'd noticed how George and Harley loved that too. A beautiful young white woman on her knees before them, ready to pleasure them. Black guys seemed to love that and Monica had no problem obliging them.
Carl's cock was longer than George's but thinner than Harley's. She stifled a giggle at the thought that she was becoming a connoisseur of Big Black Cock. They didn't shock her anymore. Then she thought, 'Ah fuck it', and giggled anyway. She didn't need to hide who she was.
"It's really big," she said - in explanation of her laugh. She looked up at him with what she hoped was an appropriate expression of awed wonder. It didn't hurt to stroke the fragile male ego a bit.
"Yeah," said Carl. Maybe his ego didn't need any boosting after all or maybe he was just well aware of his own advantages. Time to show that she had some skills too.
With one hand she stroked the large shaft and with the other she cupped his heavy balls. Then she popped her mouth over the head of his cock and used his tongue to tease the sensitive head of his cock.
"Hmmmnnn," his deep expression of approval seemed to run through his body and into hers. She pushed her mouth further down on the shaft and then carefully down a little more, taking nearly all of him into her mouth. Practice really did make perfect.
"Muthafucka," said Carl, "damn but you are good." She felt his hands on the sides of her head. Was he trying to hold her there? Almost at the same moment the pressure from his fingers relaxed. She experimented with her tongue on the underside of his shaft and was rewarded by another little shudder of pleasure. She relished every moment of it.
Down and into the rhythmn of a nice deep, sloppy, blowjob. Mouth and hands working together to please him, careful to keep eye contact where possible. Making sure that Carl, whatever his previous experience, would always remember Monica.
Eventually Carl gritted his teeth and pulled his cock back and out of her mouth. He reached down and pulled her up. Moved her upright and then moved in behind her, a foot easing hers apart.
She was ready for him, her pussy wet and easily accepting the pressure of his cock. He pushed into her as if they were made for each other. Black cock into white pussy. His hunger for her was intense and obvious. Her own body thrilled to the feeling of his big cock thrusting into her, pushing deeper and deeper.
Carl was very different to Harley. He was raw power, the strength held in those powerful muscles of his. Harley had power too but kept it more in reserve, allowed his technique and experience to do much of the heavy lifting. Different methods but with the same result. Monica felt so fucking good!
His hands reached round her and found her breasts, cupped them as strong fingers worked her hard nipples. She gasped at the exquisite, delicious, little stabs of pain. Heard his low rumble of a laugh from behind her ear.
She wondered if they would make it to the bed. Was he just going to collect his payment here - fuck her hard and cum deep inside her. He was a strong man and she realised that he knew that she would deny him nothing. Exactly the opposite in fact. She wanted him to enjoy her - took intense pleasure in just how much he obviously desired her. It just felt so natural to give herself to him and to take all that she could from his pleasure. It was also enough - the brain, after all, being the largest and most potent of the erogenous zones. Carl's fucking and her thoughts united to push her close to the edge. She felt the quiver running through her body and wondered if he did too. His hands tightened on her body and she realised that Carl knew alright. She craved the feeling of his cock's movement, that last strong thrust and the knowledge that he was seeding her. She had felt it with Harley and she wanted to feel it again.
Instead Carl pulled out of her and spun her round to face him again. She felt a moment's regret, then a little confusion and finally the slight pressure of his hand on her shoulder.
Now she understood. Carl wanted some more head. Quite a complement to her blow-job skills because she knew how much he'd been enjoying her pussy. She reached for his cock.
He caught her wrist in his fingers,
"Oh no - you put those hands behind your back. I know you got skills and I want you to show me. No hands - just mouth. Understand."
She understood. She put her hands behind her back and linked her fingers to hold them there. Then she shifted up on her knees to reach her mouth to his cock.
As soon as he was in her mouth she moved onto him taking as much of him into her mouth as she could. She tasted herself on a cock for the first time but it did not cause her to hesitate. Past experience now came in useful. Her many sessions with George and with 'Julius' did not go to waste. She kept up long swooping motions of her mouth along his shaft before, finally, relaxing her throat muscles to allow herself to take him really deep, all the way, until her nose was pressed against his belly.
"Oh fuck," she heard Carl exclaim, "that's the fucking bomb. How the fuck?"
Seemed it was the first time a woman had taken Carl all the way. Monica would have laughed her triumph but a Big Black Cock in her throat made that impossible. Instead she did the next best thing. She worked that cock, taking him deep again. Now she felt his hands on her head holding her there until finally she knew that she needed to cough, to breath.
On her first movement she felt his hands leave her head and free her to pull off his shaft. She did so, leaving a long trail of saliva arching down and then up to his cock. She drew in great lungfuls of breath but before she could really regain her equilibrium she felt herself pulled to her feet and moved across the room. The next thing she felt was the softness of the bed's mattress under her back and then Carl was with her. His big dark body at the edge of the bed. One hand lifting her leg while the other lined up his cock. In a swift movement forward Carl's cock was back inside her. Her pussy was warm, wet and ready for him. He sensed it and settled into a heavy pounding rhythmn of strokes. Fucking her hard, his eyes fixed on hers. She knew what every powerful thrust of his beautiful cock meant and savoured the sensation to her core. There was no subtlety to this fucking. There was only raw desire. Desire for her. The realisation triggered something deep in her soul, had her crying out and reaching for him.
It couldn't last. Carl gritted his teeth and then suddenly pulled back. She felt him pull his cock out of her and then his cock was shooting its load onto her body. Four, five, six, heavy spurts of cum that she felt land, wet and warm to her skin. Then another and another and finally he was done. Standing over her, breathing hard.
Her belly was covered and his cum had shot up to leave trails on her breasts and even up to her chin. She hadn't believed a man could cum so much. "Look at all this," she couldn't help laughing. She had to laugh but she knew what all that cum meant. What she had done to Carl This cum was her tribute. It was amazing to know that the whole experience had been as intense for this impressive man as it had been for her.
Carl just blew out his cheeks, shook his head and headed for the bathroom. It was only then that Monica realised that they weren't in the room alone.
"Leave it a moment, " said Harley and used his phone to capture pictures. She knew they'd be going on the TKB Network site. No faces just a white woman's belly covered in cum. The Members would know who it was in the picture. Or at least they would think and hope that they did. It would signify that a certain girl had passed her audition for the Challenge.
"OK girl, go and get yourself cleaned up." Monica headed for the bathroom as Carl reappeared and reached for his own clothes. She left he door open and heard the men talking,
"How'd my girl work out?" Harley's question seemed a little superfluous in the circumstances and had her smiling again.
"Man, they say you always got the best girls but I don't know how you get better than that one. Pussy like perfect and that mouth - wow!"
"She's something else ain't she," agreed Harley.
"Damn right," said Carl and then there was quiet. Carl was clearly a man more of actions than words and his earlier actions had spoken very loudly.
Above the shower she didn't hear the click of the door closing as Carl left. She was still enjoying the hot water flowing over her skin when she heard him. Harley was naked as he stepped into the shower behind her and she felt his big hard cock against her back. He kissed her shoulders and held her tight as she giggled. She let the water rinse of the last of her body and then turned it off. She turned and they kissed, deeply and perfectly.
"Got tired of waiting," said Harley, "you all cleaned up?"
"I think so," she replied, "you have any plans?"
"Thought I might make you a dirty girl again. How's that sound to you?"
"Sounds perfect."
She let him take the lead and was not disappointed when he led her to the bed. There was no need for preliminaries - for now they both needed to enjoy each others bodies.
Monica got onto the bed and expected Harley to follow her. Instead she felt his strong hand take a hold of her legs and pull her back towards him. She let out a little gasp, half of surprise and half of delight. Harley's gaze was intent and his Big Black Cock was hard and ready. one hand held her in place while the other slid his cock home. A first few thrusts and then his hands were on her ankles holding her legs up and clear. Monica gasped again, this time with the purest satisfaction. This felt so good, so natural, the way sex was supposed to be. Their bodies perfectly complementing each other, bringing sensations and pleasure to each other.
She bit her lip and threw her arms above her head. Her fingers caught up the linen and gripped it. She felt her breasts moving with each of his plunging strokes. felt his cock reclaiming her. It felt so good and she wanted to tell him.
"Fuck me, Harley, fuck me." It came out as a sort of hoarse half-whisper but he heard her alright. She saw the smile of satisfaction on his dark face and then he was flexing his muscles to pull her back towards him. Changing the angle of her legs just that little bit, allowing each of his thrusts to penetrate that little bit more deeply. His whole cock was in her now - there had been no resistance.. She knew her pussy belonged to him now, was wet for him now.
"Oh yes, yes, yes!!!" The thought had sent the rush of desire through her. She opened her mouth as if to relieve the pressure but Harley just picked up his pace, the rhythmn of those powerful thrusts into her pussy. He moved his arms to take hold of her hips now, holding them hard. She wanted to look down to see their union but his eyes were on hers, had captured her own as surely as he now possessed the rest of her. Again the rush of feeling and emotion took her away. Her fists were still clenched around a handful of bed-linen as she gasped for breath.
Then his mouth was on hers, his tongue seeking hers, their interplay the connection of lovers.
"You trust me?" Harley asked. It was a strange question, foolish to put to a woman like her from a man like him. She knew all that but she also understood him in that moment.
"Yes."
Harley leaned back and then pulled her up and off the bed. Using the movement he spun her and then she felt his strong fingers catch her wrist. The warmth of him was at her back and then with a swift movement he as back inside her. Where he needed to be, and where she needed him to be. He held her tight and fucked her as she stood there. His big cock finding new conquests, sending new sensations careening through her body, sending blood rushing to her cheeks and making her gasp for air. The power of it wanted to carry her away but she fought the temptation. She wanted to feel it all, to experience it all.
She must have failed, if only for an instant, because she suddenly found herself back on the bed. She expected to feel his cock in her again but instead she sensed his breath and then the exquisite pleasure of his mouth on her. His tongue finding her most sensitive part, breaking down her resistance, making her howl and squirm at the intensity of her body's reaction to him. She knew at that moment that she undeniably belonged to him. Harley could bring her such pleasure seemingly at will. The first time had been no result of novelty or fluke. This man had the skills and he experience to take her to places previously unimagined and she wanted more of it, could not imagine being without it now.
His dark hand reached up and found her breasts. Black fingers tweaked and pulled on her pink nipple just the way that she liked it. Subconsciously she realised that Harley had seen her reaction to Carl doing that. He had learned and applied the lesson. She bucked her hips and shuddered as her brain registered the sensations from clit, nipples and pussy. All perfectly manipulated and exploited by the man who held her. It was enough and her passion peaked for the first and not last time that night,
Harley pulled back and smiled, then he lay on the bed and gestured. Monica didn't hesitate to lay her body on top of him. He adjusted his position and she felt the delicious rush of his Big Black Cock taking her again. His arm wrapped around her as the rolling heavy rhythmn of his fucking started again. She felt the slap of his other Black hand on her exposed butt-cheek. She winced a little.
"Ooohhh," she reacted. Not in shock or anger, just in recognition. She felt and heard his slap again and then a third time. There was a little sting but it soon became a pleasing warmth - added to the other sensations rushing through her, magnifying them.
"You Harley's girl now?" His voice was deep and in her ear, the richest and darkest of chocolate tones that seduced and claimed her.
"Fuck yeah - I'm Harley's girl. Make me your girl. Fuck me." The words were gabbled out in a stream, she didn't even know if he'd heard them or understood their jumble. However, she knew she had said them and she didn't regret it. She rejoiced in it. This was what she needed.
His hand caught her hair and caused her to arch her back. She knew it was no accident as his mouth closed over her right nipple and she felt the suction there. She knew he was marking her again, the red mark of his ownership of her. Not as a slave but as a willing possession. For the second time she gasped and shuddered as the sensations crested within her.
Monica regained herself and began to ride him. She had never done this before. It was new to her and she savoured the sensations, luxuriated in the hot desire for her that she could see in Harley's dark eyes. Her hair flew around her, those strands that hadn't been caught by the sweat on her face. She was working hard and being worked hard.
Her muscles weren't used to it and her pace began to falter. His hands gripped her tight and moved her back into the old rhythmn. A hand released her and a moment later that sting and warmth from her butt, the sound of his slap. Urging her on. She gritted her teeth and redoubled her efforts. To be one of Harley's girls she instinctively knew that she had to be one of the best. She wanted that and more - she wanted to be the best of all.
"Fuck yeah - ride that Big Black Cock you fly bitch. Earn what you're needing, earn it."
She didn't need the command but she exulted in it. Not in the words themselves but rather in how they were delivered. There was an intensity that thrilled her, sent the adrenaline pulsing through her arteries and veins. Helping her to push through her feelings of fatigue, letting her ride on and on and on. Her own self linked to his expressed desire, man and woman uniting in seeking their bodies consummation.
He reached for her breasts and his dark hands cupped them, stark against her pale skin, the firm flesh of his palms against her sensitive nipples. She rode on as his hands moved up to her shoulders. She felt the strength there and then she slipped forward, her breasts against his chest, her mouth against his. Still she kept fucking him but the position was more difficult. She paused and took a deep breath of air. Then she pushed herself back upright on top of him and began to ride again. Fucking his magnificent cock as hard as she could, feeling every part of her body rejoice at the sensations flowing through her. Rode him until she opened her mouth and howled out her joy.
Now at last her body couldn't maintain the pace and Harley clearly sensed it. As her movements weakened he took over. Thrusting his cock hard and fast into her and forcing the orgasm that had been building to sustain and peak.
Only then did she gain some respite. Panting for breath, her hair falling round her face, her eyes shining with exhilaration.
"Up here you fine piece," said Harley in a low growl of desire. She understood his hand movement and moved her pussy up to his face. She had to take a moment as his talented tongue worked its magic one more but his hard cock was there and she knew what she wanted.
She took him into her mouth, for the second time that night tasted herself on a Black man's cock. She took him into her mouth and did her best to please him.
"Damn you're good," was her reward. She thrilled to hear that from a man like him. Three words from him meant more than a lifetime of praise from callow trust-fund youths like her old boyfriends. Harley was a man and he knew his business.
The exquisite sensations from her pussy ended but she didn't hesitate. She kept sucking and working on his cock, kept to her task even when he slapped her butt cheek a little harder than before. There was an intense pleasure in giving herself to him, in allowing him to enjoy his prize as he desired. Her time with him had told her that she would earn her reward in time.
"Yeah you a dirty girl alright, you a naughty girl too. " His big hand slapped her butt again. "You know a phat white booty like this drives a man crazy don't you. You know only real men deserve a phat assed white girl like you don't you." Another slap, still a little bit firmer. "You know it alright. Who deserves this phat white booty girl? Tell me." Another slap - she knew her butt had to be shining pink now but she didn't care. Each slap just reminded her who she belonged to now, who she had given herself to. Who she wanted to possess her.
"It belongs to you Harley."
"Damn right it does." Another perfectly-judged slap, hard enough to feel but not so hard it hurt beyond a delicious sensation. "Not just to me though - who else gets this phat white booty."
She knew what he wanted and she gave it to him as she knew she would willingly give him anything at that moment,. "To Black men - I belong to Black men."
"Oh yeah. Thass how its meant to be. Fine piece like you is surely wasted on them little white boys. You was built for the Black man - perfect for him. You getting that girl?" One last slap. Now her butt had to be glowing for sure. "They gonna want this booty too. You gotta know that."
She tensed involuntarily. That wasn't something she had ever done. His cock was standing hard and proud in front of her. Her pussy and mouth loved it but there was no way something that big was going into her ass without it hurting like fuck.



He'd sensed her anxiety and understood. "Relax girl. That ain't happening tonight. Not any night till you are good and ready. Don't you know old Harley yet?"
She did relax and went back to sucking his cock. It gave her a little moment to think. What Harley had talked about would happen if she went along this track. That was for sure. Harley would want to enjoy every aspect of her and Harley would not be alone in that. She knew how her members reacted to her shows when she twerked. How many times had they said how they wanted to own her booty? Not something she'd have suggested perhaps but you lived in the world as it was. Also, had Harley led her wrong yet? She'd already done a lot of things she wouldn't have thought have doing. Hadn't she enjoyed them all? So far at least.
Well, one thing was for sure. She'd need a lot of preparation before she tried it. Harley was a sly old dog. If he'd asked her out front she'd probably have said no or would have said yes and then hated it. Now he had planted a seed and in time she (and he) knew that she would give him just what he wanted on her own terms. Maybe she knew Harley better than he thought but that didn't alter one thing. Harley certainly understood her perfectly.
Harley made a movement and she took her mouth off his cock. He stepped off the bed and stood there for a moment. He had kept himself in shape, even if her was a couple of decades her senior. She'd felt the strength in those arms and legs, had run her hands over his firm chest and belly. He looked magnificent as he stood there, his cock standing hard and proud as testament of his desire for her.
That desire was fully reciprocated. Monica rolled onto her back and opened her legs, all the time looking into his deep dark eyes. Harley nodded and moved forward. Their bodies came together and once more his cock slid home into her. She felt him and knew that this was how it was supposed to be. His mouth found hers as her arms surrounded him and pulled him close. His rhythmn established she pulled her legs up and round his back. Making sure that he couldn't go anywhere - in the unlikely event that he tried. She felt the strength in his frame as he thrust home into her, again and again. She put her head back and gasped at the intensity of it. Their bodies seemed made for each other, a perfect match. The words came out without any conscious thought.
"Cum in me, cum in me."
His fucking redoubled in intensity and speed. Now she wasn't holding him to her. Now this was just about hanging on, riding the whirlwind. The sensations became too much and for the last time that night she felt the peaking of her orgasm. Felt again what no man before Harley had ever made her feel. She didn't cry out this time. Instead she shuddered and gasped for breath and heard his grunt. Felt the firm last strokes of his Big Black Cock deep into her pussy. Knew that she had won her reward, that he had cum inside her just as deeply as he could. Black seed that even now would be out there searching for an egg, desiring to claim her forever and to change her forever. Only then, at that realisation, did she cry out.
Slowly she came back to an equilibrium. she wanted to say something to him but what could you say? She settled for, "Wow!"
She was rewarded with a deep low laugh. "My pleasure girl and you can take that to the bank."
Now she knew what she wanted to ask him. "About earlier..." Again the words wouldn't come. She felt somehow out of her depth. A new sensation for her.
He pondered a moment. "Oh Carl, I see. Well he told me that you were the sexiest little bitch he'd ever laid eyes on and he's a good looking man so I figured you two would enjoy each other's company. Was I right?"
She tilted her head a little and smiled. Harley nodded his understanding.
"Carl measure up to them white boyfriends you had in the past?"
Now she laughed. There was no comparison. You felt like a beautiful desirable woman when you were with a man like Carl. With her old boyfriends it had just been clumsy fumbling.
His eyes held hers. "Nah, no fooling. You tell me now. Out front and in the open. How'd they compare?"
She knew what he wanted and after all wasn't it true? She paused to consider how to express her feelings.
She reached down to place her hand about a foot off the floor. "That's my ex-boyfriends. I mean it was something but it wasn't anything special you know." Then she stood upright and brought her hand up to her chin. "This was Carl. He knew what he was doing. He's a man not just a boy."
"What about me?" His eyes had softened and his tone was playful.
She lowered her hand a little and saw him smile and raise his eyebrows. Harley wasn't asking for a review or for criticism. He knew the truth. He was making some point and wanted her to be honest. She relented and reached her hand up to above her head.
"Not all the way up," said Harley. "Always leave a gap for if you find better."
"There's better?" Now it was her term to be playful.
"Always possible," admitted Harley. "You've met Cassius - that man has a name. Some other strong reputations out there if you ask the girls. Man named Shaka over in the Capital - heard he might have settled down though, dedicating himself to breeding that hot new wife of his. I know you've heard of Julius Flint. No-one ever got round to making no toys moulded on me." Harley laughed. "Besides its all in the eye and pussy of the beholder. I hear there's even girls prefer white guys - ain't no accounting for taste."
She liked that about Harley. He was confident in himself and his own abilities. She knew from personal experience how well-founded that confidence was. If there was a man who could fuck better than him then she'd dearly like to meet him. With a little jolt of nervous excitement she realised that she just might if she took on the Challenge.
"We'll cut the cards for your next Challenge tomorrow morning. OK?" Was Harley a mind-reader? How had he known what she was thinking?
She nodded her approval and then held him tight. Tonight had been like nothing else in her young life and she knew that she wanted more. A lot more.
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It had been a slightly uncomfortable trip back. Not out of guilt or any embarrassment at what had happened down on the island. Rather because of Harley's enthusiasm in slapping her butt and playing with her breasts. It took a little time to sit comfortably and her tender nipples kept sending messages from their contact with her top. Not that she regretted a thing. Every little sensation just reminded her of how good it had been.
There was, of course, a problem with that. Every memory contrasted with her life back home. She continued her researches and her normal life at the college but it all seemed so bland, so uninspiring. The answer should have been simple of course. She was now a fully enrolled participant in the Challenge. The roll of the die and the turn of the card set her a new task every week. The first four had been performed on camera at home for her members and her subscribers.
1) Shave your pussy - and keep it shaved.
2) Do your cleaning and cooking in a sheer top, short skirt, high-highs and no panties.
3) Twerk in a tight dress while going commando.
4) Dance and strip on camera.
The problem with all of that could still startle her at times. It was all rather ... tame. Not that her audience didn't enjoy it. Especially the twerking - her Members could not get enough of seeing her twerking. But she had already done all of this without the Challenge when she had just been devising her own shows. None of her tasks had given her the thrill of that first show back from the island.
Harley had gifted her an outfit - well hardly an outfit. It was more lingerie bearing a certain logo. A logo that sent a very clear message - especially if, like her Members, you knew that she had just been to the island with Harley. It would tell them all they needed to know which she found very exciting. Almost as exciting as the fact that she knew that she had earned that lingerie on her trip and had earned the right to wear it.
It had been so exciting to sit there and turn on the camera. Then to watch the messages rush up her screen, the congratulations and the pleasure of her Members at seeing what she was wearing. Many a way of saying basically the same things. Firstly,
'ABout fucing time - our Monica done got herself Blacked!'
Followed rapidly by,
'C'mon now Harley when we gonna get a piece of that sweet booty?'
Finally Harley had responded,
'Now this one is just a little bit special. I was thinking I might just keep her for myself. I'm thinking my Monica is a little too fine to be wasted on a raggedy-assed bunch like you all!"
Heather Cameron sat and watched the responses scroll up the screen. Her camgirl persona as Monica had introduced her to many aspects of the world that Heather had not been aware of. Now her Members introduced her to many colorful expressions and a seemingly limitless array of variations in obscenely abusing Harley. Monica could only sit on camera and giggle because she knew Harley was laughing too, wherever he was watching.
It was all a game and every one of them knew it - Monica, Harley and all of her Members. Monica was on screen publicly wearing that lingerie emblazoned 'Blacked'. Her Members all knew what that meant. They also knew that Harley was a generous and a good friend to them all - he was sure to share. In his own good time.
That, of course, was the problem. How did you get excited by doing a naked twerk on camera when you had been down on the Island. They hadn't been playing down there. That had been real and it had changed her. She was ever more Monica rather than being Heather. The old Heather Cameron was devolving into a 'part' that had to be played during intervals when she couldn't be her real self, when she couldn't be Monica.
It was not so long ago that she had never heard of Harley or his TKB Network of camgirls. Not so long ago but that relatively short period of time had changed her. Who could ever have imagined that Heather/Monica would ever have thought that Harley was holding her back! She asked him about it and got a very reasonable reply.
'Baby- you need to have faith in old Harley. Have I ever set you wrong? Every task performed gets you a cash bonus. Check that account you set up and you'll see I ain't lying. Now I know you ain't hurting for money but that ain't so true for some of my girls. This is a way of getting them some easy bonuses. I treat you any different and the Members gonna see it. Don't be fooled into thinking they don't notice these things. They ain't thinking with their dicks all the time!'
A quick check on her phone had revealed the truth of his statement. There were bonus fees paid into the account as well as her regular share of the show incomes. 'I don't need the money,' she had messaged Harley.
His response had set her thinking.
'I know you don't - that's why I especially enjoy paying you that green and you accepting it. I like the fact you getting paid to dance and show off that fine white booty of yours. No rules on what you spend it on. Ain't there no food pantry or something up your way needing your help?'
She took his hint despite the fact that 'her way', the area around her exclusive blue-blood college, wasn't exactly known for its deprivation. She soon found a worthy recipient in one of the old Cameron factory towns. That seemed appropriate and they didn't need to know how she was 'earning' the money she sent them. The groceries they bought would be just as welcome.
Meanwhile, she was 'earning' that money and she thought she had come to know Harley well enough to understand him. For a lot of the girls on TKB this was their living. They performed to put food on the table and keep a roof over their heads. Harley knew that was not the case for her. Some of her Members' comments suggested they had figured that much out too - even if they didn't know quite how little she needed anyone's money. They did at least understand that she wasn't in this for the green - she was in it for something else. For the excitement, the thrill, the risk, the adventure - call it what you would. This wasn't a job for her it was a vocation. The vocation of being their entertainment, probably soon of being something more.
So why did Harley pay her? She was pretty sure she understood that too. He paid his girls and he wanted her to be one of his girls so he paid her. More than that - he wanted her to know that was why he was doing it. He wasn't claiming ownership of her - he was allowing her to give herself up to him. Just as she had on the Island. She understood and it could still surprise her just how much that understanding brought her pleasure.
****
'H - Turn the card Monica.'
She looked at the playing cards laid down in front of her. The shuffle of the pack and roll of the dice had isolated three cards and now she had to choose one. She did so. The Seven of Spades.
'H - Open the envelope.'
She did so and then read out loud the card enclosed within the envelope marked with the Seven of Spades. "Viewers' choice of outfit."
'H - OK! So the Members have till Midnight to suggest and nominate an outfit for Monica there to wear next time. The ballot of the three most popular suggestions will go to the Subscribers and they will have two days to donate and vote. The suggestion with most donations wins and I'll have it with Monica ready for next week's show.'
That was how things had gone at the end of the previous week's show. A nice illustration of the way her boss Harley worked. Membership at TKB was as exclusive as any of the country clubs her grandfather had frequented. It was just that the criteria were somewhat different. First, all the members were African-American. Second, all the members were recommended by an existing Member and had to be personally approved by Harley. There was no admission fee and no membership fee. Members followed the rules or stopped being Members. Which meant, if they had any sort of brains, that they made sure to follow the rules. The privileges of membership were too good to risk losing them.
The subscribers, or 'subs' for short, were very different. They were overwhelmingly white and they definitely did pay for the privilege. They paid a subscription and then were expected to tip performers where appropriate. Access to the more popular performers' shows required a past track-record of generous contributions. Monica saw her viewer numbers and knew that her Challenge shows were always over-subscribed. The regular sound of coins over her speakers during her shows signalled when the subs were enjoying her show and also signalled just how much they wanted to be there next week. After a while that sound could inspire an instant reaction. It made her heart beat a little faster and her blood pump a little bit stronger - all fuelled by the knowledge that she was dong a good job.
True to his word Harley had got the selected outfit to her in time. She knew the rules and left the package sealed until she was on camera. George, the African-American college porter, had just smiled when she had asked him for some clues. He wasn't saying anything but she was well aware that he knew. Harley had made him a provisional TKB Member and even provisional Membership had its privileges.
This week she had done a 'Q & A' (dominated by as much as she would tell them about the Island), performed a strip dance and demonstrated a little of her deep throat technique on the big black sex-toy modelled on the infamously large cock of the pornstar Julius Flint. As ever her Members wanted to see her put that toy to another use but she was not ready for that. It was seriously huge, a good twelve inches and thick with it. Instead she used her smaller black vibrator and that helped the show go real well.
Half way through her show it was time to perform the Challenge. On camera she unsealed the package and opened the box that contained the outfit selected for her. She knew that the lens caught her expression of slight confusion as she looked inside. There didn't seem to be an outfit there - just a few narrow strips of leather connected by wide chrome rings. Except that there was one strip of material about an inch wide. Once she had removed it all from the box she found an image at the bottom of it and then she understood.
"Oh wow," she said and began to figure out how to put the outfit on. There was, of course, no question that she would put it on. Pre-show Harley had told her that the little poll-come-auction had gone very well. The Members had made their selection and the Subs had paid out a lot of good money to see her wear it.
It was pretty clear where the strip of material went. It covered her pussy and her asshole. Well, theoretically it did. There wasn't much material there. Everything else was pretty much on display and once the outfit was on and in place it was notable that the leather straps framed and held in place both her uncovered breasts and her butt cheeks. Certainly her rear view in the harness was real popular and she had to keep standing up, turning round and bending over at her Members' requests.
That gave her an idea and she struck a few ballet-style poses for the camera, using the back of her chair for support. The Members really liked that - especially since apparently that strip of material kept shifting and giving them a sweet view of her pussy. The outfit was either very badly or very carefully designed. Given what she knew about Harley she had her suspicions which was the case.
'H - Take that other envelope out of the bag.'
It was under the photograph and she hadn't noticed it before. Now she removed and opened it. Inside was a cord of about twelve inches with clips on each end. Again a moment's hesitation before she remembered the photograph. So that was where the clips went.
She gave the camera her sweetest smile and then spoke into the mike. "You guys don't want me to wear this do you?"
She smiled as she watched the screen go mad with about 150 messages over the next few seconds repeating the same message in an almost infinite variety of ways.
'Fuck yeah we do!'
She hadn't seen anything quite like this before but she had already known that she would do it. It had been included in the delivery because her Members wanted to see her try them out and she had come to treasure just how good pleasing her Members made her feel. Still, those clips had springs on them and those springs seemed to be quite strong.
Monica decided it wouldn't get any easier if she procrastinated. She took one of the clips and held it up, using her fingers to ease the jaws of the clips apart. They sprang back into place. The springs did indeed exert some serious pressure. She let out a little exhale of breath and raised her eyebrows to the camera. "Here goes I guess." She took up the clip and pushed its jaws apart just a little wider than was required. Then she moved it up and onto her right nipple. A split-second of hesitation and then she let the clip's jaws ease back into place.
"Oh fuck!" The clip's jaws closed and she felt a sharp jolt of pain from her nipple. It was momentary and then replaced by a warm feeling of ultra-sensitivity. No - that wasn't quite true. The pain was still there but now it was in the background and its nature had totally changed. Could you have good pain? She knew that you could. The same as aching muscles after a hard dance class could feel so good. Well this suddenly felt really good. She glanced down and knew what she would see. The stimulation of the clip was making her nipple stand out hard and proud.
She knew what she had to do. She took the second clip and placed it onto her left nipple. The same momentary stab of pain and then that warmth, that delicious sensitivity.
'NJBBC - Fuck yeah - got them soldiers up and at attention!'
'12In4Mon - Got something else standing proud right here for her.'
'GmmethmWhtTitties - She got fucking fine nips. Shame them titties ain't a size or two bigger.'
'CheeksMan - You crazy man. Ain't nature for a woman to have a booty as fine as that and A1 titties too.'
'HeightsPussyPimp - Just know that white piece is really needing Big Black Dick.'
'HTownRider - Fuck yeah. Work that pussy hard and slap that booty till its glowing nice and red.'
'DREinH - Cracka bitch been spoiled in the Islands. Bring her little titties and big ol ass over here. We give her what she needin.'
'H - Been there. Done that!'
Fifteen versions of 'Shut the fuck up Harley - you lucky bastard'.
'H - LOL. Patience, patience.'
'IzeyeInk - Monica, you need to try pulling on that cord a little. See how it feels.'
'GmmethmWhtTitties - Oh shit she doing it. Getting off on it too. Fucking amazing nips - need to get to sucking on them.'
'H - It's even better than you imagine.'
'DREinH - We all know what she needs and that fine piece of white ass knows it too. Nothing but Big Black Cock gonna do for her.'
'IzeyeInk - Seeing our girl like that surely gives me some ideas!'
'HTownRider - Oh fuck it Harley. You got to get the training wheels off this one. She made to ride Black cock, born to be a slut for the Black man. Tell him what you need girl.'
Even the slightest pressure on the cord sent another wave of stimulation flowing through her erect nipples, made the feel of the clips shift and change a little. It had felt so good her free hand had found its way down and pushed aside that cursory strip of cloth. She had sat there working the clips, her fingers exploring her pussy as they had all watched. She had read the messages moving up her screen. Their comments, their desires, their demands. She had read them and her fingers had moved faster and faster. Finally, she had read that comment of 'HTownRider'.
The words on the screen, the exquisite sensations from her nipples, the memories of her time on the Island, her own skilled fingers - all combined and magnified each other in bringing her to a shuddering release. Left her gasping for breath and knowing that she was laughing like a fool into the camera. Finally she felt her breathing steady and let her eyes focus back on her screen.
Harley had pinned a comment for her. It was from 'HTownRider'
'You gonna answer my question girl?'
She looked into the camera. "I don't need to. You all know the answer."
'H - Alright! One things for sure - we gotta move this one up a level. Next time we cut the cards Monica will draw for her first official Challenge on the 'Public' level. Anyone ready to help out can get in touch, If you qualified then you know how.'
Which ended the show and Monica watched as the Members logged off. Responding to their appreciation of the show. Finally only Harley and one other Member were left. Monica recognized the username as one that she had often seen before
'IzeyeInk - Damn Harley! You been holding out on me man. This one got the look and the attitude I been looking for. When you gonna send her round my way?'
'H - Have been thinking about it. Your style ain't for all my girls but maybe in this case...'
'IzeyeInk - Maybe ain't in it. What you and me feel ain't in it. This one needs to pay me a visit - learn what she's really all about. Got the vibe she's a natural - just that she don't know it yet.'
Monica felt the need to step into their little discussion. "I am still here guys! What do you mean 'IzeyeInk'?"
'H - That's something maybe you'll be finding out. All on the roll of the dice and the turn of the cards. My man Izeye hosts some of the tasks in the Challenge.'
'IzeyeInk - Tell you one thing girl if the cards send you my way once you'll be returning on your own accord again and again. I got what someone like you is needing.'
Monica giggled and smiled into the camera. "Is that an offer Izeye?"
'IzeyeInk - Nah girl, that's a promise, a solid gold promise'.
****
The three of clubs. 'Go out dancing and get the numbers of at least five strangers.'
The music was loud - its volume and its insistent rhythmn seemingly magnified yet further by the relative darkness of the cavernous room. That darkness was only mitigated by the flashing of many variously colored lights. Heather Cameron allowed the music to flow through her, to capture her senses and to guide her movements. She loved these moments. At times you seemed alone, a thousand miles from any other person and enraptured by the notes as they flowed through you, by your body's response to each musical pattern.
Except that you were not alone. Instead, you were one of hundreds of young people dancing in this huge space. Many came because they loved to dance, to express themselves, many came to enjoy an evening with their partner or their friends and many came to find a lover. Perhaps for life and perhaps, more likely, just for tonight.
Those young men were here tonight. Like hungry wolves skirting around a herd of prey, seeking the most promising target. Heather knew that a lot of their eyes were upon her. Just at the moment there was a young man to her right who was trying to attract her attention. Constantly trying to get into her eye-line. He was reasonably good-looking but he also seemed inexperienced. She really wasn't interested.
In that moment's appraisal another man moved directly in front of her, his movements mirroring her own. Except that they weren't mirroring her own, they were perfectly complementing them. Now this man could dance and even in this light she could see that he was an attractive man. Just over six feet tall with a body that was fit without being over-muscular. Sandy blond hair, sparkling blue eyes and a winning smile. He was a very good looking man, perhaps a year or two older than herself. Which was all very well but Heather instantly, instinctively, knew that this young man was well aware of just how good looking he was. He had that confidence, that swagger, of a man who was proficient in this particular arena.



She let her eyes meet his and smiled, before letting the tips of her teeth catch on her lower lip. An exceptionally subtle little sign but he was ready and attuned to notice any such invitations.
Heather liked to think that she had never been arrogant about her own appearance. In fact she could honestly say that she had never really thought of herself as being anything above the ordinary. She was well aware of her own imperfections. Kyle had been very helpful in getting her ready for tonight. Strange that a gay man was so attuned to what worked but the evidence had been with her all night. His choice of her outfit and make up had drawn the men to her from the moment she had arrived. It never struck her that perhaps Kyle had been so successful because he had a canvas of such potential to work with.
Kyle himself was over at the bar. She didn't need to look to see him. Not because he was hard to miss but because she knew she could rely on him. He had Harley's seal of approval and Harley was a man who protected his investments. The world could be a wild and dangerous place. If you took on the Challenge then a wing man was provided, a 'driver' to accompany you on your tasks..
Her dance partner had moved in close now and spoke into her ear above the music. His name was Brett and he said they should get a drink. She nodded and they moved over to the bar. Just the sound of his voice had cemented her initial opinion of him. That cock-sure confidence in himself that reminded her of Harley. Except that he was no Harley. He was a handsome young man, for sure, but he was no Harley. Harley rang true but this man was putting on an act, what her Members called fronting. Even if he was as handsome, as rich, as desirable as he obviously felt himself to be he still wasn't what Heather wanted. For her all of the confidence that was so attractive in Harley just rang hollow and fake in Brett.
A couple of years before Heather might have fallen into the net being cast for her with such confident assurance by Brett - might even have enjoyed the experience. However, it was not a couple of years ago. Now Heather was also Monica and tonight it was Monica that was on a mission. She hadn't liked her assignment when it had come up. It had seemed a little cruel to her. However, so long as there were arrogant young men like Brett, who genuinely believed themselves to be God's gift to all womankind, then the task was surprisingly easy.
"We should get out of here," was the last line of Brett's spiel. She wondered how often he had delivered it - his glib assurance suggested a rather high number and also suggested that it generally succeeded. With his looks and style she could well believe it. A lot of girls just didn't know better.
Kyle moved closer and signalled. Brett caught it out of the corner of his eye.
Monica acted quickly. "I'm here with him. It's not a good time. But quick give me your number."
She saw the flash behind Brett's eyes, the evidence of the petulant man-child that she had so strongly suspected to be hiding behind all that 'front'. In his mind he had already won the game, had already conquered her, so this was a serious annoyance for him. He checked over his shoulder again. Kyle was exchanging words with the bar staff - very carefully not observing them.
Monica watched Brett carefully and saw all the signs. He was checking out Kyle and Kyle might have been gay but he was also built like the proverbial brick out-house. Gym work and kick-boxing had honed his physique in a way that seriously discouraged any sort of a physical confrontation. Not that Brett wanted any such thing. Monica knew his type very well indeed. He would just relish making a cuck out of the big guy and - bonus - it meant he hadn't got to worry about the girl getting clingy. He was obviously thinking that he could get some pussy and then just send her back to her big idiot of a boyfriend.
In a moment their phones were out and numbers exchanged. A last glance at Kyle, still apparently blissfully unaware of what was happening, then Monica kissed Brett and sent him on his way - telling him to call tomorrow when she'd be free and clear.
Later, on the freeway home, Kyle was laughing. "I was really wondering about that last one. I'll tell you that I wouldn't kick him out of bed. Thought you might have been playing for real."
Monica was pleased that her task was completed. Even more pleased to find out that Kyle had captured all six interactions on his tiny, but surprisingly efficient, body cam. She didn't want to do this again - even in another town. When they moved in on her it kind of made her skin creep. That had surprised her. This was her home State after all. Why did she feel that way when she had felt so relaxed on the Island. Why did the male gaze seem so different, so very unwelcome, here? She had a very good theory but its potential consequences if proved true were alarming to say he least.
"What did I tell you - you could get snow blindness in some of those places!" Kyle laughed again. It was impossible not to like Kyle - the twinkle of mischief in those deep blue eyes of his - even if sometimes it seemed that he was alarmingly close to reading her mind.
Not much further along they turned off and soon found the perfect spot. They got out of Kyle's vehicle and he set his camera going.
Monica pulled out her own phone, well her phone for tonight at least. She let the camera watch as she scrolled through her contacts. She remembered each of them - all handsome and stylish but also all arrogant and just reeking of white boy privilege. Then, she opened her fingers and let the device fall to the ground. She had switched her dancing shoes for something more appropriate on the ride home. Now a nice sharp four inch heel, with all of her weight behind it, punched straight through the screen and into the innards of the phone. It died instantly. Kyle picked up the remnants and broke it in two on a rock. Then the pieces went into a plastic bag and were dumped in the trash left out behind the first store they came to.
As they completed the journey home Monica wondered how often they might try that number they had been given. She was confident that each of the six young men were quite shallow enough not to try too often. Not that it really mattered anyway. Her challenge task had been completed.
***
Monica shivered and couldn't help giggling as the spray hit her, the liquid coating her naked breasts. She kept her head turned away, initially nervous of any liquid bouncing back and up into her eyes. She quickly realised that she need not have worried. The man with her knew his job. He skilfully applied the special body-paint using his latex-gloved hand and a piece of paper to frame the area covered.
Which was all very well but the paint was cool and her body was feeling very sensitive. The combined result was seriously ticklish and it took all of her effort to keep still. She could almost forget that a man she had only met five minutes ago was now up close and personal with her naked self. It was lucky that he was extremely professional. She didn't actually know his name but that didn't seem to matter. He switched from his small paint gun to a delicately fibered brush to complete and delineate the edge of the painted area.
It felt very personal but she knew that in a moment it would feel a lot more so. The man dropped to one knee, quite nimbly given the short grey hair on his head, and began applying the other part of her body-paint bikini. Yes - that felt very personal indeed but her artist's concentration did not seem to waver. Perhaps he was like Kyle but somehow she doubted it. Rather his attention seemed to be solely on his job - applying that paint exactly as he wished it to be.
Then he was back to the brush. Applying long deliberate freehand strokes across first her legs and then her body. Ending only at her ankles, her wrists and her neck. Monica craned her head but the mirror was not quite at the right angle. If she moved her body even a millimetre then the annoyed 'huh' of her artist soon got her back into line. She had to be patient.
Finally he was finished. He pushed his cap back on his head and took a good look at her. Again Monica was very aware of her nakedness. At least she was until he turned the mirror for her convenience. It was amazing - even she had to look twice to believe just how good the deception was.
Since they had arrived on the Shore they had seen plenty of women in bikinis or sheer outfits. The Festival was famous for it - among other things. The number of dollars brought into the area by visitors had long ago persuaded the local authorities to relax public decency laws a little for one weekend a year at least. Which had attracted more tourists and well ...
"Let your hair down," said the artist.
She had tied her long red hair up in a bun while he had worked. Now it cascaded down over her shoulders in stark contrast to the black paint forming her 'bikini top'. She had to admit that Harley had been right about her hair. It looked pretty good now that it had grow out some. The slightly brighter tint of red that she was now having applied also set off her pale skin better than her natural tone.
"Oh yeah - that looks the business." It seemed that her artist agreed which only made her smile again. He nodded appreciatively and then once more reached for his finest brush. She held still as he very carefully touched up the area of her nipples ensuring that no pale skin was left visible.
Now he nodded his final approval. "There you go - you are decent."
'Naked - but decent', thought Monica. It was a very fun thought.
"You approve," said the artist to Dave.
Dave was Monica's 'driver' for this task. He was in his mid-forties, balding and a little bit chubby but he was also just a sweetheart. It was their third little adventure together. Now his eyes almost looked to be out on stalks which Monica took as a compliment.
"That looks amazing," said Dave as he reached for his card.
"Not difficult working with a girl like yours," said the artist. His attention switched to Monica "That's why I went for the black - it looks amazing with a skin tone like yours. Anyway," he handed the card back to Dave, "enjoy the weekend. By the looks of the sky there's no danger of rain." He winked and chuckled at his little professional joke. No doubt he said it to most of his clients. After all a reasonable shower of rain and she would be playing the part of the Emperor with an imaginary set of new clothes!
From a distance, even from quite close-up, Monica looked like she was wearing a black bikini with a net dress over the rest of her body. It was only if you looked really closely at certain parts of her body that you would realise the truth. Outside of body-paint and a pair of sun glasses Monica's entire outfit consisted of her low heels.
The artist operated out of a small building right down on the Shore with a discreet store-front. Once he had opened the outside door she could step straight out onto the bustling street. Free of vehicles but packed with some of the thousands in town for the Festival. It was a little daunting but that was her task.
Two of Diamonds - 'Go topless save for body-paint in public.'
The original intent really had been to just go topless but sometimes you got ahead of yourself. She had stripped and then the artist had said he could just do the bottoms too and then, well... It had seemed pretty exciting and Dave had liked the idea. Which was all very well until the door opened and it was time to actually do it.
She had stripped down for her shows but then she only ever had George there in person. Her past trips out had specifically sought out places where she wouldn't be seen if she flashed. This was pretty overt. However, she understood again, that was why this was her task..
Monica steadied her nerves and then stepped through the door. She awaited a response from those outside but there was none. No screams, no outrage, no herd of horses stampeding in terror down the esplanade! She took a few steps and a few people glanced at her as they passed. No real reaction and why would there be? She really did look like any of many others wearing a bikini in the sunshine.
She couldn't keep the smile off her face as she glanced at Dave. This was so crazy and daring! Not anything she would ever have seen herself doing. However, if you were going to debut then this was certainly the place to do it. Festival crowds were made up entirely of adults and what's more by adults that weren't too easily spooked by seeing a little skin.
They set off down the esplanade with Dave hanging just a little back to capture the walk on camera. She later found out he was catching passer-by's reactions too. There were plenty of glances sent Monica's way. Why wouldn't there have been? She was a strikingly attractive young woman, her fiery red hair seeming to blaze in the bright sunlight.
The artist had done his job very well. Her nudity was far from obvious to the passers-by. However, Monica knew it and it excited her to be just strolling through crowds like this. That excitement, and the occasional slightly cooler breeze blowing in off the sea had their effect. She was happy for that last adjustment by the artist because as she walked she became very aware of the fact that her nipples were now standing out proudly.
She wasn't alone in that. Dave move forward to capture her walking in profile and she knew why. Some of the glances sent her way were prolonged just that little bit more. Phones appeared in some hands and snapped pictures of her. She had sort of expected to want to curl up into a ball if she was spotted. However, to her surprise, she didn't feel that way at all. Maybe hiding behind her sun-glasses was helping her but she found herself enjoying the attention. She even posed and smiled for some of the held-up cameras.
"Keep moving," said Dave in a low voice and she set off down the street again. The reminder had been well advised. They had been drawing something of a crowd and while public decency laws were relaxed there were limits even at Festival time. That seemed vaguely ridiculous to Monica at this moment. The usual reaction of those spotting her condition seemed to be either humour or photography. On most streets and in most cities it might be different but on Fantasy weekend that was just how the people rolled.
She had grown up and been educated in some of the more exclusive areas of New England. As a result it didn't really strike her as strange that it took her almost ten minutes to see an African-American face in the crowd. The vibe was very cool and relaxed so she didn't know why but it seemed most of the Black attendees were hanging out together.
Monica sensed Dave shift position again and knew why. Now the camera had her in the foreground and the little group of African-Americans beyond her. She felt her mouth go a little dry and fought the need to swallow. Why did she suddenly feel nervous? Why couldn't she keep her eyes off that little group - wondering if they would notice?
"Damn!" It was an expressive and undeniably African-American female voice. The woman's partner turned round and flashed her a brilliant white smile. Another man turned and let out a low whistle. "Looking fine Red," he said in a good-natured tone.
Beyond another couple was a distinctly portly man with a white beard prominent against his dark skin. He seemed about fifty which was far from unusual at the festival. At the sound of 'Red' he turned as if he was on a pivot. "Hey baby," his words dissolved into a long low bass-rumble of pleasure at seeing her.
The first man's wife or girlfriend sent a glance of daggers at the big man. "Don't pay no mind to him girl. Where did you get that paint? Me and Tonisha been looking to it but..."
Monica quickly told them. It seemed only right to send the artist a little extra business his way. "This was a special request. He usually does swirls of colour and body decoration you know."
"Can we get a picture?" The big man had his phone out as his friends gathered around Monica. They were close but reasonably respectful. Some of the guys even took their eyes off her tits long enough to look at the camera.
The picture taken the group broke apart.
"Don't I get a picture too?" That was the big man of course, his belly straining out over his bermuda shorts, the wiry white hair curling on the dark skin of his chest. Unlike his younger friends he wasn't even trying to hide where his gaze was focused.
Well - if you didn't want to be stared at then it was probably best not to be out in public in this get-up. Besides, he seemed good-natured in his lechery. Just in case she gestured to Dave. "My man will take the pic and then we can swap yes."
"Sure baby," he rumbled, "ain't missing this chance. Always been partial to a cute redhead." He moved in tight beside her.
The previous group had been just as close but had kept their hands to themselves. This man was not so shy. Monica felt a proprietary hand move down and take possession of her right butt cheek The hand explored for a second and discovered that the cloth it had been expecting to feel masking the fine swell of her curves was not there.
"Damn!" The word had a lot of power behind it but a surprisingly low volume. He was being discreet, or trying to be, but she felt him lean forward and check her out a little more carefully. Her breasts draw all the attention and were only superficially hidden by the paint. To see that she was entirely naked you had to first avoid the obvious distractions and then look really quite closely.
She felt the long deep rumble of his amused chuckle pass through the great bulk of his body and into her own. "Baby - I like you. You something else. That your man over there."
A large, strong, hand gave her butt-cheek a playful squeeze. A woman could react to that in one of two ways. Monica chose to let her natural instincts dictate her course of action. She did nothing except to minutely ease her legs apart.
"Yes - I came here with Dave." She felt his fingers exploring.
"Just take another couple of pictures - make sure we get a winner," the man said to Dave,. He need not have worried. Dave was an enthusiast for photography and his attention was fully on framing the image and making sure it was crisp and perfect.
A broad adventurous finger moved along the length of her pussy lips. She had to steel herself not to react. They were surrounded by people and yet no-one seemed to notice. Even Dave seemed oblivious. Intent on completing the transfer of picture files between them.
"Damn but you a lucky man Dave," the man said and then she felt his whiskers at her ear and his much quieter supplementary, "but you wasted on a white boy like him baby."
She turned and looked into his eyes, saw the wicked amusement there. At that moment she also realised that her reaction was giving her away. This man was no fool and he had read her like a book.
"You best treat this one right or I'll come take her away from you." Again that low rumble of a laugh. Perhaps that laugh meant he didn't notice Dave's expression. Perhaps it was Monica's own knowledge that meant she knew how Dave felt hearing those words. How the only thing better than having this big bear of a man 'take his woman' for Dave would be if they allowed him to watch.
Perhaps the man had sensed it after all. He brought his face down to Monica's and their lips met. She tasted the vape and the beer on his mouth as they kissed. Then he gave her a confiding look.
"Best not go too far further along here. The five-oh got their post up just past the curve and unless you cover up a little even they might feel the need to get off their butts and do some work! Maybe you should think about getting over to Kirton next time. Its a lot more diverse over there, if you know what I mean, and we real free and easy. Can all have a real good time. You'd be real welcome and real popular." Then with a wink and another of his long rumbling laughs he was striding off after his friends.



Dave came over. She asked him for her thin scarf and tied it around her hips. She had been brave enough for one day and now she was curious.
"Do you know about a place called Kirton?"
"Yeah that's ten miles up the coast. Kinda broken down resort place back in the day but when the Fest took off they organised their own. There were some problems back then, this was the late sixties, so it sort of gravitated into being the event for, er, minorities. There's no rules like that now but birds of a feather and all that."
"Have you ever been over there - to see what it's like?"
Dave smiled and shook his head. "They might think I was an intruder or maybe an under-cover cop. I don't think I'd be welcome."
'No,' thought Monica, 'but I would be.' It had been an exciting day, catering perfectly to the ever more prevalent exhibitionistic part of her nature. It had been exhilarating to walk among the crowds knowing that she was effectively naked. It made you feel incredibly alive. Her mind switched to imagining doing the same thing at Kirton, in streets thronged with people like the big African-American she had just met. Her heart beat fast within her chest at the mere thought of it. She relished the intensity of the reaction but only for a moment. Then she dismissed the thought and knew that it was time for Dave to drive her home.
***
Professor Solon, the Oxford-based supervisor of her researches, made a suggestion at the next of their zoom calls. Her contacts with such as Harley and Cassius had meant that an aspect of her final publication would inevitably concern the adult industry. However, both of those men were relatively obscure. Could not she make contact with someone of a more mainstream nature, he understood that some performers in that field had become quite well known. Male performers seemed to have a longer career usually so no doubt they could shed light on how attitudes had changed or were changing. It seemed clear that changes in society could only have impacted on how the themes of interest to them were both incorporated into the adult industry and also represented by them.
"Of course it is only a suggestion." Professor Solon looked myopically at her with his pale blue eyes peering over spectacles that teetered dangerously on the end of his nose. "However I am sure that it would be an enriching and an enlightening episode in your research programme."
'Only a suggestion' it might have been but Professor Solon was a man whose words carried almost the weight of law. She was most fortunate to have him as her supervisor. That fact once accepted would normally have raised the question of how a researcher like her could arrange a contact like that. Not in her case of course. She only had to pick up the phone and call Harley.
***
The man she had come to meet was at a signing table. It didn't come as too much of a shock that the vast majority of the attendees at the convention were male. However, that did not mean that there were no women there and one focus of the female contingent was most definitely around his table. Monica had been advised to be there for the closure of the session. She was a few minutes early which allowed her to watch Julius Flint working his magic.
The man was an imposing figure. Perhaps 6'3" and with a big powerful physique. He was talking and interspersing his comments with expressive hand gestures and frequent, brilliant, smiles. His jacket was hanging over the back of a chair while he was wearing suit pants, a dress shirt and a sweater vest. His skin was an even, beautiful, tone - that black that was so dark it almost seemed purple. He was also undeniably handsome, his high cheekbones adding a perfectly complementary element to his otherwise regular features.
How old was he? She knew he had been in 'the business' a long time. Longer than she had been alive in fact. It didn't seem to matter to his fans. They were all ages from her own to women in their 60s and Julius Flint seemed to take all their attention in the same way. Posing for selfies, signing boxes containing the new version of the sex toy modelled on his famous, or should that be infamous, cock.
Finally the last of the fans had left happy and she saw him exhale and sit back in his chair. For a moment she thought that she saw the man behind the persona. If so then it was a fleeting glimpse. He began talking to the younger woman who had been helping him, organising and selling his merchandise.
Suddenly she felt guilty to be imposing on this man's free time. Even if he enjoyed it, which he seemed to do, it had to be tiring to be effectively on stage for a four hour session. Probably the last thing he needed was to have to talk to her.
At that moment Julius Flint took a swig of some beverage from his 'Julius Flint' mug. In that motion he noticed her and waved a hand.
"Hey, Monica, I wasn't sure you was going to make it. These places can be chaos! Never known one to run to time yet!" That brilliant smile was tuned onto her and his eyes crinkled with apparently genuine pleasure. He turned to the young woman. "Charli - this is Monica, you know the girl Harley was talking about." His attention switched back. "This is my wife, manager, organiser and altogether better half Charli."
Charli was a beautiful young woman. A few inches taller than Monica, with a curvy hourglass figure, intelligent blue eyes and long blonde hair worn in a plait. She wore a 'Julius Flint' T-shirt that made no attempt to disguise a deep and impressive cleavage.
"Hey there," said the blonde raising a hand in acknowledgement of Monica. "Watch out for him - he has a silver tongue and a fine line in flattery if you hadn't noticed."
Julius made a face and his wife gave him that genuine smile that only a soul-mate could give her man. "You going up to the rooms hon because I have to check on the kids and you need to remember your schedule. Make sure you get something to eat and time to relax before tonight."
She kissed his cheek and he gave her a hug. "See you later baby."
Then it was just them. Monica was thinking about Charli as she walked with Julius to the elevators. What must it be like to be married to a man like this, to be raising a family with him. A man not only in this business but famous for being in this business. The idea dominated her thoughts to such an extent that it took her a while to notice how people were looking at them.
The glances being cast in their direction were held just that little bit too long. The smiles were just that little bit too knowing. The looks on some of the women's faces were just that little bit too blatant. Julius noticed her confusion. He didn't break step as he commented, "I get it all the time. They all assume we're headed upstairs to shoot a scene. If you prefer we can talk down here. So no-one has any sort of a misunderstanding."
Monica felt the warmth of blood in her cheeks and hoped it wasn't too obvious. It was a little late to be worried about her reputation and the idea of shooting a scene with this man wasn't exactly unattractive. She'd learned her particular preferences in men and Julius Flint was ticking pretty much all the boxes in a bold black marker pen.
"It's not a problem - your room would be better." Had she said that a little bit too quickly, made her consent a little too effusive? She suddenly found herself rather nervous and flustered in the presence of this man. She didn't want that to be so - she didn't want to come across as just another fan-girl.
Julius had nodded to her, a nod of approval. However, at the same time, he had given her a searching look. Those deep brown eyes of his seemed very observant, very experienced and very wise. Not at all what she had been expecting.
Soon they were in the room and each had taken a seat at either end of the couch with a long cool, non-alcoholic, drink in front of them. Monica noticed that Julius left her plenty of space. Now he was just smiling at her and waiting for her to begin. She decided to do what she had always done in her researches. That meant asking upfront what she was curious to know rather than trying to conform to any template.
"Mr Flint - can I ask about Charli. About your wife. How easy is it to maintain a relationship given, er..."
Julius raised his eyebrows and then smiled again. "Given that I fuck a lot of women. Straight to it, eh. No messing around. Well you would have to ask Charli - I wouldn't answer for her. I'd just say that, from my observations, it helps when you have both been part of this business. You called me Mr Flint. First, you should call me Julius Second, neither Julius nor Mr Flint are names my Momma gave me. The same as I'm betting Monica isn't your birth-name. In this business we play a role. Its just that the best in the business like Charli," then he pointed to himself and to Monica, " and us are playing a role that is a big part of ourselves. We ain't faking it - we are exploring it. However, you don't fly too close to the flame. You also have to keep that part of you that is distinct, that rock that stops you going beyond the edge. Charli is my rock. She really does run the business most of the time. I would never, under any circumstances, go with anyone behind her back. I have no jealousy when she works - with men or women. This is a part of us and our relationship overlaps with it but it is also very distinct. Have I sort of answered the question?"
Monica finished her shorthand note. Using the same sort of reporter's note-pad that she had always used for her research interviews. She knew what she wanted to ask but an easier question seemed in order. "How did you get into the business?"
Julius gave a low rumble of a laugh that reminded her of Harley. "Now I can go on autopilot with that one. Came out of the Marines and went into construction. Met a girl who was into the swinging scene. Went to a party in LA with her and got, shall we say, talent spotted. You know what that means?" His smile was back.
"I think so," she said.
"It means I had the equipment, I could get hard and more important I could stay hard and then I could recharge pretty quickly. Loads of guys wanted into the business, at least then, but not many could match up. Then, of course, it could wear you down pretty quickly. You had to have a certain strength."
"Not quite 'living the dream,".
"It was a job - it had its advantages but also its bad points. This is just before most folks got the internet. We were turning out a lot of product and that meant, especially as a reliable cock, you were in heavy demand. Just physically, let alone anything else, it was pretty tough. However, I could see things were going to change. So I looked for a different way of doing things. A few years later when they were all scrambling to find a way of surviving I was already established doing things my way. Now, look at OnlyFans and the like, they pretty much all followed my lead."
She could hear some pride in his voice at that. She saw a way of exploring the theme which would take the interview back to her true point of interest. "How did you do things differently?"
"First I'd invested when the money was good. Not blown it on coke or booze or fast cars or whatever. So the pressure was off a little. I could work when I wanted, how I wanted and with people that I wanted to work with. If I'm with a woman I desire and I ain't on my fifteenth scene of the week then my performance is better and the scene is way hotter. Who would have thunk it?" There was that deep laugh again. "I'm happy, my co-star has a good experience, the viewers get what they want. Also, you know my stuff gets a 40% female audience share. You know how rare that is in this business? That's my girl Charli's influence. Its my face on the brand but a lot of the finesse that makes it roll is down to her."
"How do you find your co-stars?"
This time he responded with a pleased chuckle. "I haven't had to for a good ten years. They find me. People know my groove and if they are interested I'm not so hard to find. In fact I get way too many offers to take them all up. Which doesn't feel too bad for the ego! Picking and choosing sounds real arrogant but if there's that genuine spark between me and my co-star then it comes burning straight through the camera lens. You can't buy or fake that effect. So I also have a favorite few who can keep coming back as often as they like. No need to reinvent the wheel - if that spark is there then its there. But you also need that variety. Some fellow content creators, some pro-am, some shooting their first and likely only scene. NTB like they say. I'm not a teenager no more so mostly I work with ladies in their thirties or forties but I get a lot of interest from younger women. Variety keeps the customers laying down their green."
"What did your family think about all of this?"
"I never really knew my Dad. My brother and sister were older, had their own problems without worrying about mine. My Momma just said, 'Keep safe and don't get any of them girls pregnant.' Bless her heart and God keep her soul."
He paused and noticed the look on Monica's face. It didn't need any words for her to know now was the time to ask the question that had been on her mind from the first.
"You talk about variety but I have seen a few of your scenes. There are certain similarities - maybe a little ironic given what your Mom said."
Julius gave a long slow nod of his head. "I see what you're getting at. We don't use condoms but that's not unusual in our business. Very few people's fantasises ever involved fucking latex. Skin-to-skin has so much more natural heat and spontaneity. Likewise, when a man is getting it on about the last thing he wants to do is pull out. So, its just kinda natural the way we tend to finish our scenes."
"There is one other thing - all the women in your scenes are... Well all the scenes are, er, interracial."
For the first time Flint showed a trace of annoyance. "I hate that fucking word. Back then all they wanted was gang signs and snarling and street shit. All bullshit for the white boys. They are welcome to watch my scenes, even more welcome to pay for them, but I ain't pandering to their BS. I work with the women I find most attractive because that works for me and for the product. The women I find most attractive? Well - there's an easy illustration." Flint rolled up a sleeve to reveal a strong muscular arm. He shifted on the sofa and moved his arm up against Monica's own. "You see it?"
She saw it. His coal-black skin against her own pale skin. The contrast was powerful, visceral. She felt the warmth of his arm against hers, sensed the power in it, in all of this man's body.
Julius Flint nodded but did not move his arm away. "You get it alright. Its an aesthetic reality. The yin and the yang. The male and the female, the black and the white, the cock and the pussy. For people like me, for people like you as well I'm guessing, there is a moment when you realise what it is that you want. Once you do that there is no turning back. You know who you are and what it is that gets your motor revving you know."
Monica's eyes were still fixed on where their arms met - on that delicious, perfect, contrast. She couldn't say how many seconds had passed before she heard the door close and almost jumped out of her skin.
It was Charli. "All OK," she said to Julius, "Mom says its going fine. Kat has come over to help since Mom's got a bit of a houseful. Says we owe her one, mind." Her attention switched to Monica. "He been giving you the yin and yang speech yet. My man is smooth isn't he. Watch out for him - he'll be giving you his card next." Her quiet laugh was unforced, unconcerned. It was clearly all perfectly natural for her.
"Saboteur," smiled Julius. "See what I'm working with here," he raised a playful eyebrow to Monica. "Anyway like I was saying. The interracial thing. Some think a white girl is degrading herself going with a n-word. Some like to pretend you are their wife or their daughter and the big bad Black man has come and stole you away. Some just don't feel up to pleasing their woman and want the best for them, the best being Black in their mind. There's all that and more. I ain't gonna harsh their ways and like I say all money is green. But that's not my vibe. I work with white girls because I enjoy the company of white girls. Nothing gets my motor running like premium white pussy. Nothing sells a scene like reality, like that passion I was talking about - the passion that cuts through the camera lens." He finally paused. "I explained it OK." He held out his hands, the slightly lighter skin of his palms showing.
Monica realised she hadn't taken any notes and was thankful for her back-up recorder on the table. Being in the company of Julius Flint had taken her mind off the interview. He was an impressive man - a long way from just being a stunt-cock.
She was aware that they had already been there rather longer than the original plan. "I guess I should wrap up there, oh, except there was one thing."
She saw Julius and Charli exchange a glance. "She asked yet?" said Charli.
"Not yet," said Julius.
Monica pressed on regardless. "I saw all of your merchandise and I noticed the sex-toy. Is it true that the Flint is moulded on your... I mean is it accurate?"
"There it is," laughed Julius "About the seventy-fifth time I been asked that today! Yes, it is based on me. Gotta say the new product we just brought out is superior. He stood up and went to fetch a box. Undoing it he removed a large black sex-toy that quivered slightly as he held it up. "The Flint 2. Made of the latest in materials. Firm without being uncomfortably hard. About as close to the Julius Flint experience as you can get without being given one of my cards and plucking up the courage to arrange a scene."
Monica looked at the dildo as it stood on the table, almost menacing in its size. "So is it true - is it really accurate?"
"I think she wants proof honey." Charli was clearly amused rather than annoyed. However, she was not so amused that she had failed to take her phone out. She and Julius were indeed a team.
Julius shifted back in the couch and put his arms at his side. "Well Monica if you don't want to take my word for it then I'm guessing a researcher like you knows how to check my story."
It was always very pleasing when the desires of Heather the researcher and Monica the camgirl were in perfect harmony. This was a prime example. Monica moved and undid his belt and fly. Julius shucked down his pants to around his ankles.
She really didn't need to go any further. The growing bulge in Julius Flint's shorts was already answering every question. However, it did not hurt to be thorough. She moved her hands to the waist-band of his shorts, took a grip and then eased them down over that big bulge.
"Oh ... My ...", she just managed to stop herself sounding like an airhead influencer. She wasn't entirely new to Big Black Cock but Julius Flint was quite something. She could see the strength and thickness there even before the shorts gave way and he was revealed in front of her, in all his glory! She wanted to say something but really couldn't quite find the words. "Wow," escaped involuntarily and she heard Charli's delighted laugh again.
She reached for the dildo and held it up to the real thing. It was darned close but the dildo was just a little bigger. She looked to Julius.
"He's not quite all there yet. Give him a little encouragement."
She moved her spare hand to his cock and felt the warmth of his skin, the blood pulsing through him, the power and the beauty of him. Her fingers couldn't quite touch around his shaft, he was that thick. However, she did manage to give him a few gentle strokes with her fingers and, almost impossibly, felt him swell beneath them. She glanced up and saw Julius watching her, an intensity in his eyes. She knew what was causing that, the sight of her pale fingers on his coal-black cock. She knew the effect it was having on him - she knew because she felt the same.



She held up the Flint 2 against him and saw that they matched in size. They always said it was 12 inches and she hadn't got a tape-measure but if the dildo was 12 inches then so was the real thing. That comparison was pretty amazing but she had noticed something else too. She dropped the toy onto the couch and moved her hand so that her forearm was alongside his cock. "Oh," was all she could say. His cock was clearly thicker than her whole fore-arm. "That is too darned big."
"Don't knock it till you try it," scolded Charli playfully. "Besides I've been watching some of your shows."
That got Monica's attention. She had an idea what Charli was talking about.
"I've seen some too," confirmed Julius Flint. "Real impressive but I know all about the camera tricks. Maybe I'd like some proof too." She felt his low rumble of a laugh pass almost as much s she heard it.
"Oh my," repeated Monica but with a different tone and sense. There was really no question of her not providing that proof, or at least not of her attempting to. The Flint toy had always been a little intimidating at first but she had got used to it. Now, facing the real thing, the doubt was back. Taking that thing did not look possible. However, months of practice meant that she knew what to do. She took a few careful exhales and worked to relax the tension out of her body.
It was now or never. The broad head of his cock seemed wider than the sex-toy ever had been but she opened her mouth wide and went to work. She took the end of his cock into her mouth and playyed with it with her tongue, more to delay the moment of truth than anything. Then she pushed herself down and onto him, felt the long inches of cock enter and fill her mouth. Even with a mouth full she could see how much was still out there. She worked to get herself back into the zone, the mindset necessary to handle something like this. Muscle memory and technique kicked in and she knew she could take more. She drew him into her mouth until he was at the back of her throat, the danger point, and then on and in.
"Fuck yeah - this girl's got it."
She heard the edge in his voice and thrilled to it. Getting Julius Flint's attention was no mean feat but it wasn't what she wanted. She wanted to take him all and she kept going until she had, until her nose was pressed against the hard muscles of his stomach.
Triumph thrilled through her until she felt his hands on her head. Holding her there, that big cock pushed into her throat, closing off her airways. The possibility of panic was there but she didn't allow it to take over. She was in the zone and she was pleasing her man and that was what mattered. Even as her mind processed that she felt him pulling her up and off his cock. A long thick string of drool stretched between her mouth and the head of his big cock. She coughed and then gulped in oxygen, excited by her achievement.
"No false advertising with this one - girl you got some talent. Only know one girl can handle this better."
Charli put down her phone and moved over to her husband. Her long blonde hair fell forward but did not obscure what she was doing as Monica watched. With a casual ease Charli pushed her mouth onto that Big Black Cock and took it halfway. Then with a single movement she was all the way down his shaft and Monica watched in amazement as Charli's tongue flicked out to tease Julius's heavy balls.
The blonde held it there for fifteen seconds and then, still in total control, withdrew her mouth back up the long black shaft and clear of it. She gave Monica a look, in fact she gave her 'that' look.
Monica felt her competitive nature kicking in. She had no liking for being bested and she wasn't going to start learning now. She moved back to Julius's cock, now wet with Charli's saliva as well as her own. At least that might help lubricate things a little. Down she went, easier this time perhaps because she knew she had done it once, until she had him all the way and again felt the size of him blocking her air-ways. She shut that out and tried to flick out her tongue. She got it and eased up a little to perfect her angles. Then back down and she was using her tongue to tickle his heavy Black balls. The interview was forgotten, Charli was forgotten, her own vulnerable position was forgotten. At that moment was teasing those beautifully heavy Black balls and pleasing this man.
"Oh no, no, no," laughed Julius Flint as he pulled Monica up and off his cock. "No, no, no. I got a scene to shoot in twenty minutes. I can't be cummin now!" His laugh was free and open. Damn but how's a man s'posed to deal with two fly bitches like you two!"
Monica threw a glance at Charli but the blonde seemed to find it as funny as her man. It clearly hadn't been a competition from her perspective. She had just wanted to see what Monica could do.
"You don't need me on camera tonight do you hon?"
Julius shook his head. "Nah, you know how it is with Robin. Her husband knows his place. Keeps his mouth shut, his dick in his pants and the camera in focus."
"Then I think Monica and me should go and have some fun."
"Cool," said Julius. "Go enjoy yourselves while the old man is working!" He reached across to a jacket hanging on the wall. He took a card and nonchalantly tucked it into the pocket on Monica's shorts. "Back out West tomorrow - we based in LA and Vegas nowadays. I'll be coming back around later in the year. Hope to see you then." He turned and headed for the bathroom. Ready to prepare for his scene, the ultimate professional in his trade.
Again Monica couldn't hold back from glancing at Charli. She knew what that card meant. Julius wasn't just hoping to see her - he wanted to shoot a scene with her, to fuck her. She wasn't sure how she would react to her husband doing that right in front of her.
It seemed she still had much to learn. Charli just flicked her eyebrows upwards and gave Monica a smile. "The seal of approval," she said, "now its time us girls got naughty and I know just the place."
***
.
"Well you had kinda swallowed his dick - which sort of was a hint that you might not get offended. As soon as you did that I knew Julius would give you his card. Hell, if he hadn't then I would have got one to you. You are just the sort that my husband likes. He's a beautiful person but he is also very much a man from his background. I've kinda amended that old saying you know. 'Black guys always make passes at girls with big asses'." She giggled. "Ain't it the truth and ain't it real good news for girls like you and me!" She demonstrated the point by wiggling her big booty as she walked.
It was clear that Charli was very comfortable with her position and with her husband's lifestyle. Maybe that was the key to this. She wasn't jealous and she didn't feel threatened. Whatever part of Julius Flint she shared there was always the more important part of him that was hers and would remain hers. That had to be a good position to be in but not an easy one to find.
Monica couldn't resist asking about it. "You never have a problem with your husband's work?"
Charli laughed her tuneful melodious laugh. "My husband's job is operating four pet supply shops in California and Nevada. I'm a qualified physiotherapist with a family to raise. This is just our little hobby." The emphasis was placed on the word 'our' and Charli's eyes were twinkling with mischief. "Besides I already have two kids, one with Julius, and I'm planning on maybe one more but that will definitely be it."
Monica didn't quite get where Charli was coming from. She was still trying to process it when Charli responded to the look of confusion that had to be on her face.
"I met Julius when I was performing over in H-Town, in the Market. A close friend of mine named Kali and a guy named Cassius used to run live shows over there. Heavy on the BDSM and the interracial which was just exactly scratching my itch at the time." She paused and smiled at the other woman's reaction.
Monica felt the need to explain. "I've met a Cassius - he runs some clubs down there."
"That would be the same guy - there can't be two of them! He and Julius ran around for a little time - luckily for me because that's how I met my man. Even luckier for me that they stopped running around later on."
"Why - Cassius seemed alright."
"Oh yes, Cassius is real smooth and real tempting. Believe me - I know. Also he ain't frontin' - that man can fuck. I don't deny any woman the chance of fucking him once but beyond that you better watch out. Even Kali understood that in the end and came out West with us."
The two women continued to walk. The streets of the Capital here were well maintained, redolent of affluence. Just as you would expect from the richest and most powerful country in the world. However, Monica knew that you only had to turn a couple of corners and walk five minutes and the surroundings would be very different. She was trying to keep up with Charli's fast walking pace and also with Charli's chatter but it wasn't easy.
"That's the thing," mused her companion. "Ask most people and they wouldn't see much difference between my man and Cassius. They are both African-American men, they both operate in the business, they both got Big Black Cocks and they both really know how to use them." She paused. "They both prefer white girls and they both really like making them their baby-mommas. Again, I would know - from personal experience. However, the real truth is that my man and Cassius couldn't be more different."
"Hang on," interrupted Monica, "your husband said..."
"Oh, he told you what his Momma told him," the blonde laughed again, "I believe he kept to that while the old lady was still around. Over the last twenty years - not so much. Our contract has a clause that co-performers are responsible or any birth control. Take tonight. Robin won't be on the pill and she's timed this for the most likely chance of success. That's why her husband is there - so he can be a part of it." Again Charli saw the look on Monica's face. "Don't ask me honey. I never could understand white boys."
Monica shook her head. "I don't see that is possible. I mean not about the white boys. That doesn't surprise me. But surely its all just a game isn't it. I mean a woman isn't really going to risk getting pregnant like that."
Charli laughed, the sort of dismissive laugh that Monica hadn't heard from her before. "Oh you must be very new!" Her bright blue eyes sparkled and her beautiful mouth formed an almost wicked smile. "I have to tell you that if it rings your bell then there is nothing, I mean nothing, that even comes close. Maybe it doesn't work that way with most women but I can tell you that it isn't just me. Pregnancy-risk sex is kinda like being with a Black guy. For people like us its never something that you only do once. I dunno if they'd call it one of those fetishes or whatever but I'm pretty sure that I don't care. Put pregnancy-risk and being with a Black man together and..." Charli gave her a delighted and rather wicked smile as she mimed an explosion. "I do know that I never even considered stopping performing with Cassius until ... well, nature took her course."
"I guess that's where you really find out," she continued. "Is nine months of pregnancy all fun and games - oh no. Is raising children all sunshine and roses - hell no! However, I don't regret one little thing for even one second. I have two very good reasons not to." She reached to the back of her pants and unclipped her phone. Two swipes of the finger and she showed an image to Monica.
"They are beautiful."
"Damn right they are," affirmed Charli, "and my man raises them both just the same, like they was both biologically his. Its a fact - Julius and Cassius are real different."
They walked on in a few seconds of silence. Monica tried to fix all that had been said in her memory.
"It is unbelievable how much this place has changed." Charli was very clearly moving the subject on now. "In just three years. I knew this neighborhood pretty well and I knew it was changing but it has been so quick. Just over there," she waved to where an immaculate new apartment block was shining in the late sun. "there was a bar where a couple of young white girls could get themselves in the best sort of trouble!" She walked on to the next corner and glanced down it.
She smiled. "At least some things are still the same - at least I hope so anyway."
The door didn't seem anything special. Its only identifying characteristics were a camera and a sign marked 'Private Members Club' over the door. Next to the door was an unlabelled and entirely unremarkable door-bell which Charli pressed.
There was no noise from within for a few seconds but then an electronic tone sounded followed by a slightly muffled voice.
"Can I help you?"
Charli spoke as if someone was there with them. "Is Mo still around?"
There was silence for a few seconds and then a second voice came through the hidden speaker. "Let them in man - what you waiting for!"
There was a harsh buzzing noise and the door swung open. Inside was a an entrance lobby and then through large open doors came the noise of a bar. Immediately following that noise was a man in his early forties. He was white and somewhat overweight with a receding hairline but luxuriant brown mutton-chop whiskers. "Hey Charli," was all he said as he held open his arms for a welcoming hug. "You back for the Convention," he finally added once they were disentangled, "its real good to see old friends. Too many of the best people are moving out nowadays."
"But not you Mo. You don't change - even if your surroundings do. A whole lot different to where we first met."
Mo laughed. "At Old Tom's you mean! Damn but that was a place. Kinda wish we had stuck over there but times change and you can't tell. I'd figured this place would have a few more years before the whitebreads came out to meet us. Anyway with my lease they won't be getting me out without a sizable chunk of change. Doesn't do to get stuck in your ways in this business." He paused and touched his fingers to his forehead. "Damn but I'm losing my touch. Introduce me to your friend Charli."
"This is Monica." Mo held out a slightly clammy hand and Monica shook it. He led them into the bar which was well populated with men watching sports on numerous screens. The clientele looked to be financial and office workers, white-collar types. Monica noticed some of the men's heads turn as they entered the room.
"Your usual," said Mo as he ducked through the door in the bar. Then he looked at Monica.
"Oh, the same please," said Monica.
A little bar-keeping magic and a glass appeared in front of each of them. Charli took a sip and smiled. "Still the best Mo." The portly barman almost beamed with pride. Monica cautiously tried hers. It tasted delicious but then there was quite a kick behind it.
"Oh that's good," she said and was also rewarded with Mo's smile of approval.
Charli looked to the centre of the bar where there was a large black-board. "Still doing your specials of the day?"
"Oh yes, " smiled Mo, "you interested?"
"It's what we came for - I'm here to show Monica some of the sights."
Mo laughed again. "Well I guess you know the system. He checked the chunky watch on his right wrist. Put you down for nine to ten. That OK?" He glanced at Monica and then back to Charli.
"We'll be ready. Still through there", Charli pointed at a door next to the side of the bar.
Mo was soon chalking the board watched, with obvious interest, by most of the men in the bar. As Monica followed Charli through the door she just had time to glance across and see him complete his writing.
'TONIGHT ONLY
9-10 Charli and Monica
TOKENS AVAILABLE AT THE BAR'.
Monica just had time to wonder what she had got herself into now but had nowhere near enough time to even think about not following her new friend inside.
***
Through the door and down a narrow corridor they found a second door. Charli opened it and beyond there was a room. It was unlike anywhere that Monica had ever seen. Superficially it somewhat resembled a theater changing room. There was no central room lighting but around two of the walls there were a series of strings of small lights, as if they fringed a make-up mirror. Except there was no mirror. Instead there was blank wall save for some sort of a hatch, latched shut.
The walls were covered in white tiles which reflected the gleam of the many small lights. Monica watched as Charli moved a comfortable padded chair, covered in white vinyl, across to one of the hatches. With practised fingers she released the catch and swung the hatch back into a position designed for it within the wall. Revealed was a sheet of clear glass or Perspex and at its center a hole framed in leather. The screen's transparency revealed only darkness beyond.
"Mo has surely come up in the world," mused Charli. "When I first met him we were using the booths out the back of the old adult book-store he worked at. Now that place could get nasty - especially come the end of the night. Crowded out with guys, cum all over the walls and floor, men banging on the doors as they were waiting their turn. No better place to learn how to service a dick or ten." She looked around once more. "Now it is all cleaner and safer. More of a swingers club than a real sex joint. Where naughty wives can have their fun while their husbands watch. Its not like the good old days but we take our fun where we can get it. You been to a gloryhole before?"
Of course Monica had not. You couldn't be around Harley's network and not hear about them but being in one was something else altogether. She took the position next to Charli and, with rather less assurance, managed to undo and then fix her own hatch back into the wall. The transparent screen was clean and clear, one slight smear from cleaning the only mark on it. She ran her fingers up and around the leather-framed hole. She felt the smooth warmth of the leather there, noticed that it was slightly worn.
"Careful girl" laughed Charli, "that's the signal to come and get it! Maybe we need to get a few things straight first. I'm guessing you know the practical details. Cock comes through the hole and we get it off. Obviously these guys, in fact any guys, love head but if you aren't certain about it then just use your hand." She pulled out a small draw and lifted small boxes of condoms, latex gloves and tissues onto the shelf between her own window and Charli's. "Its just head and hand here but if you want to you can use these. The gloves aren't so bad because some guys get off on that. I never could stand the taste or feel of those things." She dismissed the condoms with a wave of her hand.
A buzzer sounded in their room and a large screen on the wall flicked on. There was the immediate sound of rhythmic thumping and a woman's moans. The sound was slightly distorted and Monica realised the reason when she saw the flicker of screens coming through from the rooms beyond her and Charli's windows.
Charli casually observed the screen. A young woman was on her knees in the middle of a boxing ring while about twenty men surrounded her, A second woman was hanging onto the ropes as a muscular, heavily-tattooed man fucked her from behind.
"Huh", said Charli, "whitebread shit - could be a hot scene if they'd done it right."
Monica understood immediately. Both women and all bar one of the men were white. If she was ever in such a position...
"Ready girl - here they come!"
Doors had opened beyond their windows and admitted both light and some men. A second later bright-lights flicked on out there and now Monica could see the first man clearly. He had discarded his pants somewhere beyond the door and now he pulled off his shorts. His penis was standing pink, hard and proud. She didn't know what to do and gave him a hesitant wave through the Perspex.



Charli tapped the Perspex. "The different lighting will make this almost one-way. Pop a finger through the hole when you are ready for them." She demonstrated and was rewarded by a pink prick easing its way up and through the hole. It was nice and thick, maybe six inches long. "Here's a nice one to start with." She gave the cock a skilled few strokes of her hand, checking it out. Then her mouth was down and on the cock.
"Oh yeah - suck it baby," came from beyond the hole.
Monica suddenly saw an eye looking at her through the hole. Which kind of proved Charli was right about the screen being effectively one-way. The eye disappeared but apparently he had liked what he had seen because a cock slid through the hole. It was slim but long and curved slightly upwards. Monica took her example from Charli and reached out her hand. As she gently touched the cock she felt it quiver a little. She moved her hand up and down his shaft a couple of times and was just thinking about going further when it happened.
"Ugh," came through the screen and he came. Two little spurts of cum and then he was done. Monica managed to shift her position so as to allow the cum to fall down onto the tiled floor.
Charli was sucking the cock in front of her hands-free as she eased off her top. Once that task was completed her hand returned to the cock and expertly stroked it. Not long after Charli stiffened a little and worked the cock carefully. A moment later she was showing off a mouthful of cum before letting it fall into a tissue that she then dropped into the trash can between their chairs. "One - one," she smiled at her colleague
"One moment guys," Charli apologised before standing up to remove her pants. When she resumed her place before the window she was naked save for her shoes. Her clothes were safely hung up at the back of the room. As soon as she was back in position the next cock had pushed through the wall and Charli had set to work on getting it off.
Monica wasted no time in following Charli's example. It was hardly the place to be shy. Even the first few minutes had proved that unless you wanted to ruin your clothes it was best to discard them. She noticed that Charli's arms were a multi-colored riot of different tattooed designs. There was another tattoo, script this time, on Charli's lower belly but Monica was a little too busy and too far away to be able to read it.
The next cock through the hole was as pink and about the same size as the one that had cum before. However, it was on less of a hair trigger. Monica had to demonstrate some of her skills on this one. Using her tongue and the stimulation of her hands and mouth to finally bring him beyond the point of no return. She felt the spurts of cum into her mouth and held them there until she could repeat Charli's trick with the tissue.
"Thanks,' came through the hole and she saw an eye peeking through at her before it disappeared and a few moments later another cock pushed through the hole.
This one was a real challenge. A challenge accelerated by hearing Charli giggle and cal out 'Five - Two'. She glanced across and saw the wet trails of cum running down Charli's arms and belly How was she getting them off so quick? She also looked with jealousy at the six inch pink prick that Charli was now expertly sucking off.
Monica had rather less to work with. Just peeping out of some grey pubic hair was perhaps an inch and a half of shaft. It certainly was not her idea of 'fun-sized'. She wasn't going too near to that hair with her mouth and so this gentleman would have to settle for hand. She pulled on a latex glove and gingerly took the penis between her fingers.
"Oh, oh, are you wearing gloves mistress..." The words came through the hole with a certain breathless quality.
She wasn't quite sure why she said it but it just sort of came to her. "Of course - now are you going to make your tiny little white dick cum for me? Are you going to show your mistress how much you desire her. Cum on little man - give me that cum." She stroked him with her gloved hand, at least in as much as you could get any sort of a stroke going on something so small.
It sounded like the guy was having a heart attack over there, but two loud grunts was almost immediately followed by a surprisingly solid two or three spurts of cum from his cock. Monica felt them hit her breasts, warm and wet, before beginning to slide down her body. It felt very, very, nasty - but in a peculiarly good way.
She heard shuffling going on beyond the holes. Men moving around. When she dropped her mouth onto the rather more respectable pink cock that next came through her hole she had hardly got going before she heard,
"Please Mistress - can I have the glove?"
Monica wasn't quite sure whether to take that as an insult but the glove was an awful lot less effort and there were a lot of men out there. She decided to experiment a little. She let the glove smack against the skin of her wrist as she put it on and then she took the cock in a firm grasp, working it as she imagined a professional would. She flicked out her tongue to tease its head and before long she felt the first taste of what was to come. She moved her head away and let him cum hard onto her body. Strong spurts of white-boy jizz onto her body.
"Good boy," she purred, "what do you say?"
"Thank you mistress," the 'boy' responded. In fact she had seen enough to know he had to be in his mid-fifties. She had also recognised the heavy golden wrist-watch that he wore. She knew how much that particular watch cost - more proof that Mo's clientele were professionals and businessmen.
She was keeping up with Charli until she had the misfortune to be presented with her biggest cock of the night. It would have been quite impressive if it hadn't been quite so pink. It wasn't his fault but that particular skin-tone just could not help looking somehow ridiculous. Needless to say this one didn't want the glove. This one wanted a blow-job and he wanted to make it last. The selfish asshole. It wasn't like she had much of a choice- she needed to get him off if she was to keep pace with Charli. She jealously heard her new friend signal receipt of yet another cum-shot onto her big tits.
Monica got down to business. If this guy wanted a blow job then she would give him the best damned blow job he had ever had. She settled down to her mission and was at least grateful that this time she did have something to work with. It gave her a chance to demonstrate her skills. She took him all the way and felt him quiver but no luck. She worked that shaft and gave him plenty of spit to lubricate a hard sloppy hand-job. her tongue teased every part of the underside of his shaft. The man just would not cum. It was starting to get annoying!
Muffled words came through the hole. She didn't catch most of it but then it registered with her what his last word had been. It might have surprised her if she hadn't had experiences with her white 'drivers'. It was surprising how many of them shared a certain fetish.
She gave a last virtuoso session from her mouth and hand combined but with no luck. This man stubbornly refused to cum. So she reasoned that maybe you just had to give the customer what he desired. She reached down and undid the straps of her Off-White jug wedge mules. She placed them carefully to one-side. With a minor clean-up they would be OK. then she leaned back in her chair and pushed her bare white foot up to the hole. It was just wide enough to push her foot through, leaving her ankle snug against the leather.
She felt the warm wetness of a mouth and a tongue on her toes. It was a sublime form of torture - tickling her outrageously. She kept her mouth pressed tight shut but couldn't help wriggling a little. A hand grasped her foot and held it steady. The mouth withdrew to her relief but she saw bodies crowding into the other side of the screen. Moments later there was a grunt and she felt the warm wetness on her foot. The sight seemed to set others off and more cum was shot onto other parts of her foot, from two or three different angles at once.
The excited noise from beyond the screen and the loads of cum continued for maybe two minutes. Up until the time when a buzzer sounded signalling the end of their session. Monica could not recall when the hand holding her foot had been withdrawn. Maybe he'd met with some 'friendly fire'. She almost hoped so as she finally withdrew her foot. It resembled noting more than a glazed doughnut.
Charli's delighted laughter wasn't helping - it was quite humiliating enough without that. She couldn't stop herself shooting the other woman a furious glance.
Charli raised her hands, still laughing. "No, no - that was great! I thought I'd seen most everything but that was something new. Remember - when you have to get off a white boy then it is by any means necessary." Her beautiful face took on a wicked grin. "Within reason of course." She stood up and finally gave Monica a good look at that script tattoo on her lower belly, just above her bare pussy.
'THIS PUSSY FOR
NIGGAS ONLY'
Monica was well aware that her eyes had to be out on stalks. She didn't like to say that word let alone...
Charli's eyes were wide now, sparkling with pleasure at Monica's unconcealed shock.
"Guess the wording is pretty harsh but when I had it done it seemed right. Levy and Izeye had all sorts of ideas for ink and me. Those two together were a heady mix! Julius said I could change it if I wanted but, what the fuck, its kinda the creed I live by. Her face had a certain innocent elfin perfection when she laughed as she laughed now. Monica had no trouble understanding just how popular Charli was. Like her husband had said it was all about the contrast, the yin and the yang.
Just now, however, something else had captured Monica's attention. She had recognised one of those names. Izeye. Not a common name and especially not when connected to 'Ink', which she now understood was clearly a reference to tattoos. A regular commenter on her shows went by the handle, 'IzeyeInk'. It seemed vanishingly unlikely to be just a coincidence.
"He gave you that tattoo?" was all she could finally ask.
"Yeah," beamed Charli and then she pointed to another section of script on her arm. "Also this." Those words bound her to follow 'the Black Man's Rules' but seemed positively innocuous by comparison. "He doesn't really like doing script so much so I was happy to let him do this." She turned and up one half of her other side was an intricate design of intertwining motifs crowned by the image of an obviously pregnant women with her white belly gently caressed by two Black arms. It was crisp and perfect in its design and execution - powerful in its message. The colourful designs elsewhere on her arms stood out more but had none of the quality of this design.
"Not to mention this." Charli stuck out her tongue and for the first time Monica saw the stud there, carrying the 'Queen of Spades' design. The blonde women gave her a knowing smile. "Learn how to use that properly and very few guys can hold out long."
Monica recalled how Charli had seemed to make her cocks cum so quickly. It hadn't all been talent then - Izeye had provided her with an advantage. Her own ears were pierced but she had never even considered anything else. Now, for the first time, she wondered just what a tongue stud like Charli's would feel like.
"So you've not had the Challenge for a gloryhole yet?" Charli smirked. "Well here's a little advice." She moved over to her clothes and recovered the phone that she had propped up against them. She tapped the screen and considered the image. Then she turned it round for Monica to see. The lighting wasn't great but you could still clearly see the two women busy sucking cock at the holes. "Never miss a chance for content. I'll send you this footage and you'll have it in the bank for when you are set the task. Mo is a real sweetheart but this place is a little too," she paused for a word, "er, comfortable for me. The old-style places used to be so down and dirty but nowadays on this coast, outside of H-Town, they are pretty much all gone and that is way too far to travel. Still it was OK for a vanilla night."
'A vanilla night'? Sucking off about twenty anonymous strangers' cocks each and sitting there with cum all over their near-naked bodies. That was 'a vanilla night.' Monica scrutinised her companion for any sign that she was joking but found none. Which raised the question of what would count as 'a wild night' for someone like Charli. Monica wasn't sure but she felt her body respond to the possibility of one day finding out.
Fortunately Charli was experienced and had brought wipes. They spent a couple of minutes cleaning off the cum so they could get dressed and home for a shower. Just as they finished they heard a door close, loud against the relative quiet.
"Sorry honey," called Charli, "we are just cleaning up. Maybe come back later."
"S'alright," came as a response, "I been minding the doors for Mo. Making sure no-one got out of hand. He sorta says I can come back here for my tip."
Charli looked across at Monica and shrugged. "House rules I guess - well, when in Rome!" She leaned forward to peer through her screen and smiled. "Hey things are suddenly looking up." She pushed two slim white fingers through her hole and was immediately rewarded.
The new cock wasn't the biggest of the evening but, despite that, Monica immediately understood her new friend's comment. It was a beautiful almost blue-black colour, thick and powerful. It might not have been the biggest of the evening but to Monica it was obviously the best. Its skin-tone gave it a strength and a power that had been sorely missing up to now. This was a man's cock and she wanted it.
Unfortunately Charli did too. She was rapidly using all of her tricks and skill to please the man on the other side of the screen. Monica knew how that ended. How many cocks had she seen shoot their load once Charli had given them her full attention.
Except this one didn't shoot, it still stood proud and strong before the blonde's delicious ministrations. Charli finally paused. "Like to make it last, eh."
"Momma didn't raise no fools!" came through the hole.
Charli signalled and Monica understood. She dropped to her knees and eased over to Charli's screen - only momentarily reacting to the feel of cold cum from the floor on her legs and feet. Sometimes you had to pay a price to win the prize. The prize in this case was the magnificent underside of his shaft above her. She flicked out her tongue and began to work on him, complimenting Charli's attentions on the head of his Big Black Cock.
"Yeah you hot fucking bitches. Work that cock - show me what ya can do."
They did their best. The mixture of Monica's natural enthusiasm and Charli's experienced talent was pretty much guaranteed to get any man there off in short order. However, this was not just 'any man'. That hard Black cock stood remorseless, soaking up their worship and adoration. The only response, coming through the screen, was vocal. The only reaction to all their skills being that his comments got ever more obscene.
"Fuck but you a fine pair of cracka sluts - bopping like a street corner girl back home. Earning them five dollars. You bitches love that nigga dick dontcha."
There was that word again - but this man had the right to use it and in this context it didn't seem so bad. Perhaps because Monica understood that she did love his cock and had reacted to it as she had to no other that night. Except for Julius Flint's of course. She couldn't deny that fact or the very obvious reason behind it. Tonight was teaching her to separate the men from the boys.
"Ya know what I'm loving. Loving me some white girl titties. Come on Red show ol' Jay them white girl titties."
She hesitated.
"Go on," mouthed Charli.
Monica had no lack of willing but what about the practicalities. She moved up close to the hole and Jay then took the initiative. A dark hand came through the hole and squeezed her left breast. She felt the roughness of his palm on her smooth skin and knew that, like George back home, this was a man who had worked hard for a living.
"Yeah - they sweet litttle biddy white titties. Nice long nips - get them up to the hole.
She obliged and was rewarded by strong fingers squeezing and tweaking them just as she had come to know that she loved. She gasped in pleasure but it was not to last.
"Liking them but I know blondie there has got big ol' titties. Get over here cracka - you ho 'nuff to know what I'm wanting."
Charli showed no hesitation. "Yeah, Jay, I know alright. These nice and big and white enough for you." She flaunted her perfect breasts at the hole. Monica felt a reluctant envy for Charli's natural gifts. That feeling was only reinforced by Jay's reaction.
"Thass what I'm talking about." His hand pawed at Charli and then his Big Black Cock re-emerged through the hole.
Charli wrapped her big breasts around his hard cock and began to move up and down his shaft. "This what you wanting baby - well you know what we want. Give us that big hot nigga load - shoot that cum all over your little white hos."
"You fucking getting it alright - you fucking getting it." For the first time Jay's voice had that little tight tone to it, a tone Charli knew very well and which Monica was beginning to recognise too.
"Show us a nice big baby-making load and maybe next time we're here we'll give up some hot white pussy." Charli's smile was devilish as she kept working her perfect tits up and down his cock.
"Fuck yeah - fuck yeah - fuck yeah," Jay's eloquence broke down as his resistance finally crumbled. His cock shot seven heavy loads of thick cum, the first two onto Charli's breasts and the rest onto both girl's faces as they crowded together in front of the hole.
"Thanks Jay," said Charli as the spurts finally stopped.
"Er .. thanks Jay," echoed Monica. It seemed ridiculous but what else was she supposed to say?
"Hey, no problem girls - you a couple of fine white bitches for sure. I'll see you around and I'll be sure to take you up on that offer."
Then he was gone and it was hard to realise just what had happened. Not that it could be denied - there was an awful lot of fresh cum that now need to be cleared up. Monica was looking for the wipes when Charli took a hold of her and began to kiss her and then to lick her face clean.
The blonde only spoke when she had finished her self-appointed task. "There - always remember that white boy's cum belongs in the trash can but Black men's cum belongs in white girls." She angled her face to show her own cheek.
Monica responded to the words and the gesture. She kissed and licked clean Charli's face and also her beautiful breasts. She felt the softness of the pale skin and tasted that potent African seed. She felt her own body react to al that had happened, all that was happening and all that would happen.
She also did not speak until she was finished. "Your husband says how he doesn't like the word 'interracial'."
Charli laughed. "Julius is truly a sweetheart and he is my man but sometimes he can talk a whole crock of shit! He just doesn't like having to play the thug, maybe because he did come from the streets back in the day. Plenty of Black guys fucking love that stuff - like Jay there. Our skill is reading the guy and giving him what he wants. Like these for instance," she held up her newly cleaned breasts.
"They are amazing," admitted Monica. Why not admit it - it was true!
"All natural," was Charli's good-humoured boast. "Not that I don't plan on getting them a little help after my next. Feeding hungry little Black mouths can have that effect! Fortunately I know a man who is just the best in the game - a fussy little man but really a genius - used to work for him in fact before I went out on my own. He has a clinic near here if you ever think about it. His name is Doctor..."



"...Nikola," completed Monica. She knew that it had to be him. Not for the first time she had that feeling of things coming together as of inevitable fate.
"That's right," responded Charli as she dressed. "Dr Nikola. If you want a little help then he's the man to see!"
***
"What kept you girls? Hope it was an enjoyable evening - my punters loved it. All asking when you'll be back."
"Always keep then wanting more," smiled Charli. "It was good but what made it special was that security guard of yours. His Big Black Cock finished the night off perfectly!" Monica nodded her agreement
Mo didn't understand. He shook his head a little. "One thing I like about this place is that I don't really need any security. Never had any trouble here, not even pilfering. Besides, there wasn't any African-Americans here tonight except Felicia behind the bar with me. Well I guess you could say Jay too. He's the delivery driver for that craft beer up from H-Town. My punters love that stuff - sells as fast as ever I can get it."
Monica and Charli exchanged a glance of mutual comprehension. They had been played. Each realised the fact at the same moment and each realised that neither of them much regretted the fact. Sometimes you just had to respect the player as much as you respected the game.
Also, quite apart from any other consolations, Jay had provided some 'content'. At that moment Monica realised that Charli's phone had remained throughout where the other woman had left it, face down. "Hey - you didn't film us."
Charli just shrugged. "Well sometimes you don't mind repeating something - am I right girl?"
She was right.
***
She really couldn't help herself. Through the next show, a simple 'strip and show' event, she had been looking out for a certain name in the chat. It had not appeared but sure enough at the next Challenge show there he was.
'IzeyeInk - These levels are too easy for this girl. When you gonna step it up Harley She got talents for sure.'
'H - She got talents alright. Maybe we do need a little fast-tracking. I'll set a bounty on stepping our girl up to the next level early.' He named a figure - frankly a ridiculous figure. Monica had to smile at that - Harley was just the man to call their bluff.
Their chat had a Direct Message feature - visible only to those communicating and Harley himself. For the first time she felt inclined to make use of it.
'Monica - Hey Izeye, always good to see you. I guess Harley called your bluff!'
'IzeyeInk - You think so? It'll be met by the next show, maybe by the end of this one. You think us Members crazy about you then you ain't reading the shit them white boy subs post about you. They all raiding their savings accounts and their kids' college funds right now!'
That was a very wicked thought and Monica knew she shouldn't draw pride from it. Heather Cameron would certainly have been horrified back in the day. However, now Heather was Monica and Monica was not horrified - Monica liked it..
'Monica - You want to see me at the next level?'
'Izeye - Sure - but I could think of a little something special for you. Been trying to persuade Harley there but he not sure you ready for it. You there Harley?'
'Harley - Always, my man, always. I'm not saying she ain't ready I'm just saying maybe she don't know what games you like to play? Maybe she ain't aware of your reputation.'
'Monica - I know something. I think Izeye is a tattooist and does piercings. I think he also does shows. A friend told me.'
'Izeye - There - you see Harley she don't need you clucking after her like my old granny's mother hen. We both seen enough of this one - Monica's a natural.'
'Harley - You know how we roll. Once we got the bounty I'll put one card in the next three. Monica turns it over and you can play your game as a part of the challenge. How fair is that?
'Izeye - Fine. What about you Monica - you ready to play if the cards fall my way? You know how I like to play?'
'Monica - My friend said you liked to do a little bondage.'
'Harley - That's like calling Izeye here 'a tattooist'. He is the tattooist and he is about the best on BDSM this Coast at least.'
'Izeye - I explore the sexuality of tease and restraint, the exquisite pleasure of surrender. The contrast of power and helplessness. Most of all - the pure delicious sensuality of freely given consent. I also specialise in bodily adornment. Just say the word and I will make you my canvass - in mind or in body or maybe in both. Tell me - who was your friend who told you about me?'
'Monica - You know Charli?'
'Harley - Everyone knows Charli - at least everyone who was around before she went out West. You been talking to her then I guess you know what you getting yourself into.'
'Izeye - Charli was pretty much the best I ever got to work with. Of course she got into them shows with Cassius and that always ends one way. Her and her friend both got themselves knocked up and that don't mix with my particular themes. Kinda strange you run into her because I been thinking you the nearest thing I've seen to her. You could be just as hot, you got that same thing that they can't teach and that you can't buy. You could match up, maybe even surpass her. Maybe - if you get the chance.'
Monica thought about Charli. She was so amazing. So naturally beautiful, so unafraid of her sexuality and her own desires, so open to being herself and to savouring all that brought her. Monica wanted to be like Charli, she wanted men to look at her as they looked at Charli. she wanted Black men to desire her as they desired Charli. She wanted men like Izeye and Harley to talk about her as they talked about Charli. She wanted to be the best.
'Harley - Ok. Of course the Challenge sometimes leads to Izeye but we'll give you a little preview if the game decides it that way. Put the card in among the other two when you choose.'
Through the rest of the show she couldn't quite take her mind off 'the card'. It was obvious which card they meant. If she chose it then what would it mean?
She thought back to her last task. She had gone over to Philadelphia and had gone on a shopping trip wearing a tight-fitting top with a very short skirt and nothing beneath it. Her 'driver' had been there spotting for any problems and recording the event. It had been exciting, not knowing just what she was showing at some times. Even more exciting when she could take a seat and flick up her skirt for the camera. It had been a rush but it wasn't enough.
Maybe it was the places they had gone to. Her 'driver' was a sub and so he was white. It was perhaps natural hat he felt more comfortable in those places. Places where African-Americans were relatively rare. To Monica it just highlighted how much more raw and intense the thrill of her task was when she did see a welcome Black face. How else could you explain that the one time she knowingly bent revealingly forward in clear view was for a Black shelf-filler at a supermarket.
There had also been the journey home - taking her past a certain convenience store. She remembered the Black clerk there and his friend. How they had told her to come back there and they could give her what she needed. It was undeniable how the adrenaline had surged through her body just seeing that shop. How the temptation had been there to tell her 'driver' to stop. It could be that she had a 'thing' for shop workers but she knew better than that. She knew what she wanted, what she needed. She also knew that Harley could and would provide it - but only in his own good time.
The issue was that Heather Cameron was not a young woman used to having to wait, she was using to getting what she wanted when she wanted it. Not that she had been excessively spoiled, no more than any child of her privileged background was. It was just that patience was not a virtue that she had acquired. That character trait or perhaps flaw had certainly transferred over into her new persona of Monica.
She didn't want to wait. She had experienced a taste of what sex could be on the Island and she wanted more. She knew which card she wanted to turn up.
Normally the cards were shuffled and selected randomly. It made the choice almost impossible to influence, for her at least. This time, however, she was adding a selected card and that made things rather simpler. She just had to keep her eye on that card as she manoeuvred the three cards and she could select it.
'Harley - Close your eyes while you mix the cards.'
She hoped the camera didn't pick up her annoyance. However, she wasn't beaten. She kept a finger-tip on that one card as she moved it and the others. Concentrating hard as she completed the process. She then made a great show of picking which card to choose before coming back to the one that she knew she was going to choose all along.
The Queen of Spades.
Well, of course. The card that acted as a joker in the pack, an automatic advance of a rank in the challenge - on to more exacting and more exciting tasks.
'Harley - Well, well, well! QOS advances a rank so long as you complete your challenge. The task is being set by Izeye. Expect your package ready for next week.'
It had gone perfectly for her. She felt again the thrill of expectancy, of not knowing what the next challenge would bring.
It had also gone perfectly for Harley. He hadn't been sure that the girl would cheat. The fact that she had done so told him a lot. First, that if she wasn't fast-tracked she'd go finding Black cock on her own accord. That would be fine in itself but Monica was a fine piece of ass, a money-maker for sure if handled right. He'd done well with her so far but with her talent the sky was the limit. White boys couldn't wait to pay up and follow her journey.
Second, it told him that Izeye was probably right. No surprise there - the man had a sharp eye for these things. In theory the next challenge show would tell him the answer but he was pretty sure how it was going to go. Harley smiled at the prospect. He liked to think of himself as a fair man. This way everyone would get what they wanted and also what they deserved.
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From the moment that she opened the box Monica understood the message she was being sent. The objects inside were blatant, the significance of one particularly obvious. It was for her to choose whether to take the path indicated.
Monica understood. In 'real life' she was Heather Cameron, the sole daughter of extremely wealthy parents. She was a trust-funded academic researcher and her success was not entirely down to the money behind her. She had an intelligent, seeking, mind and that fact did not change during those, increasingly prevalent, times when she became Monica. When she was able to be the woman that she was becoming ever more aware that she truly was.
As an illustration the old Heather could not have done what she was going to do tonight. It would not only have been unthinkable it would have been impossible. Only now that she was also Monica could she explore her true self.
She picked up the object again. Not for one moment did she even consider declining its implications. She performed shows on the TKB network and the boss of that network, Harley, had caused that box to be delivered to her. It might well have been his idea - Harley was a man who seemed able to look into her very soul. They had made love but they were not lovers. Her experience on the Island with Harley had not made them a couple but it had left her wanting more. Since her return he had been in her dreams, he and the other man. They had been very different except, of course, that they had both been Black, they had both wanted her and they had left her craving more. A craving that could not be satisfied even by that large sex-toy modelled, accurately she could testify, on the Big Black Cock of the porn-star Julius Flint.
It was a dangerous thing. Not so very long ago Heather Cameron might have had desires but the possibility of ever acting upon them had seemed impossible. Not because she could not have done so but because she would never have thought of doing so. That barrier had been collapsing even before she had gone on her trip with Harley. The last fragments had collapsed into nothingness as Harley's Black cock had claimed her very willing white pussy. Maybe even before that.
Had she thought that experience would be enough? She doubted that, that would have been foolish beyond belief. She had already been aware that it was proverbially a step that you could not retreat from. Now she knew the truth of that. There really was no going back. When she had felt her Black lover, her Black lovers, claiming her body and planting their seed deep within her it had changed her. Heather no longer had to play a part as Monica. Now, it often seemed, it was Monica who had to play a part on those occassions when she had to be the old Heather.
Most of all, the hunger had not been assuaged. The need to feel that same thing again, to see his dark cock enter her pale body, to sense his power and know his desire for her. To experience that rush, that intense rush, that only being Blacked could give her.
Monica paused and articulated those words to herself.
'That intense rush.'
She knew what context those words were usually used in. The association with drugs, the 'high' of a user. Drugs, users, addiction - loss of control. She picked up that particular object from the box again and thoughtfully examined it. It would take her further down the road, would tie her ever more tightly into the path that she had chosen. She knew that, all of that, but it never crossed her mind to reject it.
***
Harley was not there. He watched from his home base in another State. This was a show that he would not have missed for the world. That rarest of things for the TKB Network - a show unavailable to the hundreds of African-American Members or the many thousands of white boy subscribers. This was a little private pleasure just for himself and for Izeye. It was really Izeye's party. That man had a fine eye for female talent and he had noticed Monica from the first.
That shouldn't have been difficult. She really was a beautiful young woman. That long, vivid, red hair cascading down over her shoulders, the well-defined, symmetrical features of her face, the pale unmarked skin of her body. The fine lines of her back down to a real fine phat ass like most white girls couldn't even dream of sporting. That whooty alone would have made her the biggest star on his Network but it wasn't what he found most desirable about her.
No - that was her deep green eyes. He had seen a lot of blue-eyed and brown-eyed white girls, even some with green eyes, but none with eyes quite like hers. They radiated intelligence, they told you this fine piece of ass wasn't an everyday slut or money-chasing whore. She was something else. Not the first time he had 'developed' a girl like her but it was always special and unique. It was what kept him in the game. He didn't need the money - though he also didn't turn it away!
His opinion seemed to be shared by the Network's Members and subs. Even a regulation show by Monica drew heavy traffic. Subs had to put their names and money down early to even have a chance of seeing her Challenge shows. He could already charge twice the usual rate - as things progressed that mark-up would increase rapidly if he was right about just how great a prospect this girl was.
Tonight's little audition would tell them a lot. He had left the details to Izeye - the man was a master in his field. Devising the show and also, as a true craftsman, manufacturing what was required.
The countdown began on his screen. Harley made himself comfortable in his deep leather armchair and took a taste of his fine cognac. He enjoyed the finer things in life.
***
Monica had carefully read the instructions provided. She had examined all of the objects provided for her use. She detected the hand of the notorious Izeye in both the objects and the orders. She detected that he, like Harley, was a man who could take her to places that she had never explored before. The objects laid out before her were, she knew, only a beginning if she followed that path.
Her instructions had started simply if a little ominously. 'Always have someone with you in case of difficulties. Always have a safe word. Yours is 'whitebread'.'
The first part was not difficult. That had been arranged for her. George, her college's African-American porter and her regular helper in these shows, was watching the game in the other room. A shout or a hand knocking on the connecting wall would bring him at the run.
The safe word was, of course, very carefully chosen. Monica was well aware of her background as a blue-blooded New Englander. She had lived her life as Heather Cameron knowing that her fellow students, her tutors, her friends, they all knew just exactly who she was and what lay behind her name. It had made it impossible to be sure that what you achieved was actually down to your own efforts, to be sure that people were with you for who you were rather than for what they could get out of you. As Monica only Harley and George knew what her old, or was it really her previous, identity was. As Monica she was making her own way and on her own merits. She had seen the members' chats and knew the significance of 'whitebread'. That was a white girl who was fronting, out of her depth, claiming to be what she was not.
Whatever happened - she stressed the 'whatever' in her mind - Monica was never going to be 'whitebread'. That much she was determined about.
Not that such thoughts were in her mind now. From the moment she had opened the box Monica had known that this was perfect, it was exactly what she needed to do.
She set the countdown on her computer and knew that the cameras would start automatically in ten seconds. She pulled the sheet of paper and the box over to her couch and took a seat in the middle of the cameras' framing.
She read her instructions again and found the appropriate item. It was a round cuff of leather, beautifully smooth and finished. A silver hoop extended out from one side and opposite it were fastenings. She pulled the cuff onto her wrist and fastened it, the leather was comfortable but also tight. She found the matching item and attached it to her other wrist. She experimented by moving her arms and found that the cuffs stayed snug against her skin, their weight noticeable but again not uncomfortable.
Next was that first item that she had seen when she opened the package. Again it was in black leather but this time it was a collar. She experimented placing it against her neck and found where it felt comfortable. Then she moved her fingers together and felt the click of he collar's fasteners snapping into place. Again the leather was left snug against her skin but this time there was an extra frisson added to her body's reaction to its touch. On the outside of the collar was silver lettering and it would now be blatantly obvious to anyone seeing her. She knew what those letters spelled out and what they would mean.
She had wondered about her clothing. Now she decided what she wanted. She pulled her short-sleeved top up and over her head. Scanning the rest of her instructions she also realised that it would be better if she stripped off her footwear and her designer jeans now. That left her naked save for the leather items and her panties. She thought about the latter but decided to keep them on.
Next were another pair of leather cuffs similar to the others but larger and not intended for her slim wrists. She pulled the first of these cuffs up her right leg until it was snug against her thigh just above her knee. Its silver ring was obvious against the black leather on the outside of her thigh. Once more she repeated the process on her other leg.
Next out of the box was the largest item. It was a slim but very strong metal rod of about two feet in length with a leather cuff on each end. Clearly manufactured by the same skilled hands. She attached the first cuff to her right ankle as instructed and fastened it in place. She aligned the metal rod up to her left ankle and then fitted its other cuff into place snugly.
The result was interesting to say the least. Her feet were kept apart and while that did not prevent her bringing her knees together that did not make it a particularly comfortable position. It was much more natural feeling to leave her knees apart and that meant her legs were also wide apart. It would have been an intensely vulnerable position anyway but wearing this collar and having George just next door only magnified that sensation. Monica licked her lips which all of a sudden seemed a little dry. She knew the feelings flooding through her body and she recognized them. No fear, no concern, no regret - only excitement, anticipation, desire.
However, she was new to all of this and now it could get awkward. She found the next item and carefully examined it. It seemed rather more mass-produced than the cuffs but she was relieved to see that it seemed to be brand new. She put the item up to her mouth and experimented. The ball on the device was sizeable and felt uncomfortable on her lips and against her teeth. She opened her mouth and let the ball slip inside adjusting it until it seemed to find its appropriate location. It held her mouth open but also filled it. There were a couple of holes drilled thorough the ball and she found she could still breath through her mouth if necessary.
With that reassurance she pulled the leather strap attached to each side of the ball and stretched it round behind her head. Now it really was getting very tricky. She had to manoeuvre her fingers behind her head to pull the strap snug and then fasten it. After a couple of tries she managed it and the strap's clip behind her head fitted smoothly into place. After a moment she thought about adjusting it but found that the clip had fixed into a position from which she couldn't move it. She moved her jaw and found the ball fitted tightly into her mouth.
She tried to say, 'Oh that's just great isn't it,' but found only a muffled noise emerged.
There was only one instruction left and frankly she had come so far that there was no point in chickening out now. Besides, her naturally competitive nature kicked in. She knew that there were eyes on her - gauging her reactions and her performance. She would complete the task and she would be the best.
The last items were two small padlocks and a single key. As per the instructions she checked the key and found it smoothly undid each of the locks. then she took the first of the padlocks and used it to connect the metal ring on her right wrist cuff to the metal ring on the outside of her right thigh.
She tried to exhale a deep breath but the ball-gag didn't help much. She was feeling it now for sure. There was one more lock there and once that was in place she would be going nowhere without assistance. Also, she would be in this position until someone chose to release her. An intensely vulnerable position and naked except for a rather delicate piece of underwear. It was not a position she had ever expected to find herself in. She couldn't have said what her reaction would be. However, she knew now. Her heart was beating fast, she felt beads of perspiration on her forehead, the feeling of the leather cuffs on her wrists, ankles and thighs was comfortable but implacable.
The word for it was intense. She knew that the act of fastening the last lock would ratchet the intensity up even more. She knew that fact and she understood implicitly that she wanted to experience it. The practicalities were a little difficult and she was pleased that her body had the suppleness of a dancer. Even so it was a slight stretch to reach with the lock and click it firmly into place.
She tested her wrists and found that they were firmly held in position. She wasn't going to be breaking free on her own any time soon, maybe not any time ever. She looked at the key where it lay on the bed. Just out of reach - that might not have been sensible. Just as well then that she wasn't minded to be sensible. Ever since she had seen that collar she had known exactly what she wanted to do and sensible came a very distant second to that knowledge.
She lay on the bed and felt the intensity of her reaction crest and peak. As her rational brain resumed a degree of control it struck her that she wouldn't be able to get George to help her. She couldn't call out and she couldn't reach over to tap on the wall. Even if she tried she could hear the TV from where she was and no muffled calls for help were going to be heard above that. For just one moment Monica wondered if this had been such a good idea.
A second later the doubt was washed away by a flood of excitement and anticipation. The cause was simple - she heard the ring-tone of George's phone above the noise of the basketball on the TV. Her reaction was Pavlovian - just like the old Russian scientist's animals her body automatically reacted to the stimulus, to the knowledge that she would soon be getting what she wanted and needed. She knew who was ringing and she knew why.
It seemed an age but it could only have been a few seconds later that she saw the door to her room open. George came into view, his phone still to his ear, but he paused as soon as he came through the door. She saw his eyes take in every part of her from her head to her toes, saw him put his tongue into his cheek and then slowly nod his head. He spoke into his phone.
"I see it but I'm not sure I believe it. I'm thinking I'll have to get her word for it." He tapped on his phone, put it away in his pocket and then slowly approached Monica.
"Well, well, well - seems you got yourself in quite a predicament there girl. You know what it says on that there collar - all nice and bright and clear?"
"Hmmppff," said Monica into her ball-gag. She then nodded her head rather more comprehensibly.
"You sure there, because you do need to be sure." George ran three of his coal-black fingers across her naked white belly. The man watched her eyes as they followed the fingers, sensed the quiver in her body at his touch.
"Hmmmmpppff," said Monica. Her green eyes met his brown ones, sensed the amusement and the pleasure in them. She felt a reciprocal warmth run through her own. She and George had shared her secret for so long, they had worked together on so many shows and this man had never let her down. She wanted to reward him and from the moment she had seen that collar she had known how.
George let a finger drift down to her panties, traced a line across the thin cotton that separated him from her pussy. All the time his eyes did not leave hers. Even when she glanced down his were waiting for her when she returned. Re-establishing that deep connection between the two of them, two people who were so different and yet had become so close.
He seemed to come to a decision. He reached up and behind Monica's head. A slight fumble and then the ball-gag slipped free from her mouth.
"Tell me what it says on that collar Monica?"
"It says, 'Fuck Me George'." Her mouth felt dry, the words barely escaped her lips.
George shook his head. "What's that girl? You're going to have to talk up so as this old Black man can be sure what you're saying."
She swallowed and tried again, her voice nice and clear for him. "It says, 'FUCK ME GEORGE'."
"Now I did think that was what it said. So tell me Monica just what is it that you want from me? You want me to take off that collar and use that key there?"
"No - I want you to fuck me George - I want you to fuck me now."
George paused and raised his eye brows, he gave every impression of thinking it over. "I'm a little disappointed in a well brought-up girl like you Monica. Ain't you forgetting a little word there?"
For a moment she had actually wondered if he would just let her go. George had helped her so far but she knew that he was a man with his own code of behaviour. She worried that she had gone too far for him. Now she rejoiced to see the humour in his eyes and she knew what he meant.
"Please fuck me George - please."
Now he smiled and she saw the tip of his tongue between his lips. He said no more but only reached back behind her head. Two easy movements and the ball-gag was fastened back in place.
He looked at her and that smile was still on his lips but his eyes were serious. "Here's the thing girl - like I've told you before. If you playing these games you got to know we ain't fooling. If we're talking the talk then we gonna be walking the walk." As he spoke George had been undoing the buttons of his shirt and he now took it off and placed it on a chair. "You gotta be sure you know what you want because its going to take you places where you is going to be expected to match up to expectations. You can't be frontin' and crying off." He leaned down to remove his shoes and socks and then carefully went round the two cameras and turned them off.
Then and only then George undid his belt and his pants, letting them fall to the floor. A moment later and his shorts had joined them. His cock was hard, standing straight up against the curve of his belly. "So between us Miss Heather Cameron you want this old Black man to fuck you. Like you see we ain't playing games - there ain't no frontin' here - you nod that pretty head of yours and I'm taking that fine white pussy. Making it Blacked for sure and for keeps. So what's it to be?"
"Hmmmpppff," said Monica or Heather, was there really any difference between them after this moment, as she very purposefully nodded her head.
"Because you need to understand where you are going with this." He moved close to her and his hand cupped her breast. "When a premium-grade fine-assed white girl is gonna offer herself up then any real man, which we both know means any Black man, is gonna take her up on that. He's gonna own that sweet white mouth, he's gonna own these perky little white titties, he's gonna own that phat white ass and most of all he's gonna own that fine white pussy. He's gonna make you his play-thing, his fuck-toy. That's for sure and maybe, just maybe, he's gonna decide to breed his little white bitch and own this white belly too." Once more his fingers, calloused by a lifetime of hard work, moved with amazing delicacy over the smooth, pale skin of her stomach.



She felt as if every inch of her body was super-sensitive as she watched those dark fingers move across her body and heard his words. In the past George had given her warnings of where all of this might lead. However, she knew that this was not a warning. He was merely stating facts and he was doing so because he knew, just as she knew, that the prospect excited her. George had always been the perfect gentleman - helping her in her work while never wanting her to go any further than she herself had proposed. Well - now she had taken down all of the barriers and if she had any doubts then his hard cock showed just what George had planned.
Once more his hand moved down over the sensitive skin of her belly until they reached her panties but this time his fingers pushed inside them and continued to explore. Every slight movement of those fingers' progress had registered with her and now she felt them unerringly locate her most sensitive places. She gave a muffled gasp and squirmed a little but his other hand grasped her hip and held her in place.
She's wasn't going anywhere and George was going to fuck her. Just the idea sent a surge of emotion through every part of her. It was just so right and so natural. George had earned his reward and she wanted nothing more than to give herself to him.
A skilled finger teased her pussy and she felt the warmth in her cheeks, knew that the blood was rushing there. George glanced up into her face and she saw his knowing smile. He was well aware that he had her, he knew that tonight she was his without reservation or regret.
As if to prove it George took his hand out of her panties and showed her one long, dark, glistening finger. She knew what he was showing her. He was showing her just how wet her pussy was for him. Just how wet and ready she was to be fucked by a Black man, one nearly forty years her senior and who'd earn less in a whole year than her monthly allowance from her trust-fund. It was his moment of triumph and her body thrilled that she had provided him with it.
"Yeah - we both know what this is about don't we girl? That's premium pussy I'm about to enjoy but it ain't just that. Its also compensation for all the preppy assholes who like making my life difficult because I don't look like them and ain't got a bankroll like them. Maybe a little compensation for where all them Cameron millions came from, eh? All the sweat on the Black man's brow from them old blast furnaces. Thass right girl - we both know what this is all about."
She felt the pull on her body as his hands grasped her panties and pulled. The pull was strong but momentary as the delicate material gave way, ripping into two pieces and leaving her totally exposed and available for him.
No more scene-setting. George moved up between her legs and slid his big body onto hers. She couldn't move much except to touch him with her fingers. His face was now above hers, his eyes locked onto hers.
"You ready?"
She nodded.
George moved his hips up a little and one hand down. A moment later she felt his cock, so familiar to her mouth, now claim access to her pussy. She knew there were much bigger cocks, even bigger white ones, but he felt beautifully thick and powerful as he pushed into her. Each careful thrust claiming a little more of her. It felt so good but, strangely, it also seemed a form of torture. She wanted him, all of him, inside her and she wanted it now.
"Whargger," she said through her ball-gag.
His hips just kept moving, taking a little more of her at each stroke. "What's that white girl - you want it harder? Wanna be rode hard and put away wet. You think old George ain't got no stamina? Well now. I'm enjoying every moment of this perfect pussy and when I'm good and ready I'm gonna give you what you needin' but only when I'm good and ready. You hear?"
She felt the rush of adrenaline pass through her again. George was in charge here and she felt herself thrilling to the fact. He was such a patient, generous, man but just now he was going to take his time, to savour what she was giving him. The realisation was exciting - a tribute paid as much from him to her as from her to him. She knew the warmth of her cheeks had spread through her body. Se knew that he had been right - that George had judged the occassion perfectly.
As if to prove it George now, even as her body cried out for it, picked up his pace. His beautiful cock completed its initial mission and she felt his skin against her skin. He was all of the way inside her and now he began to fuck her with purpose. Long rolling strokes, the thrusts of a man who knew how to please a woman. Gentle, mild-mannered, George but she knew he had been married, knew that he had children older than she was. He was a man of experience and she only wanted to hold him close to her. Her fingers strained to grasp him, to feel the power in his body.
Skin against skin. Nothing between them. Two human beings becoming one, enjoying each other. Nothing between them. No skin color, no social class, no prejudices and most definitely no latex. Neither had mentioned a condom and she knew that she had never even considered one until now. To ask George to wear a condom would have been ridiculous. She realised that was only a half-truth. The reality was that asking any Black man to wear a condom would be an insult. She wanted all that a real man like George could give her.
It wouldn't be long and she knew that. George had built up his pace, was fucking her hard. She knew, without any vanity, that he wanted her enough not to be able to keep that up for too long. She saw him purse his lips a little and look away. He wanted to cum, she knew that, her pussy was staking its claim to his potent African seed.
George let off the pace a little, keeping up deep powerful strokes but at a slower rhythmn. She knew why. He was loving fucking her, loving the feel of her pussy on his beautiful Black cock. He didn't want this to end too soon - he wanted to enjoy her. The knowledge sent another surge of warmth through her. She wanted to hold him close to her and whisper in his ear, She wanted to tell him to cum inside her but she knew that she could not and that just as the moment what she wanted did not really come into it. From the moment she had nodded her assent, had repeated three times her invitation to him, George had been the one in charge.
Heather Cameron had been born into privilege and one of the key aspects of her privilege was control. As an adult she had never needed to do anything that she did not want to do, she had always been the one setting the bounds and the parameters of her engagements. Her background and imminent inheritance meant that would always be the case. Unless she surrendered it. Unless she handed control to another person, or other people. To actually surrender forever to another's domination would be unthinkable but to role-play was intense. Knowing that she could not influence what would happen next, knowing that George could take his pleasure as he desired, that was more than intense. It was exhilarating beyond anything that she could have imagined. It was the exploration of another side of herself, another side that had been liberated by becoming Monica.
The thoughts surged through her and her body reacted to them, she moaned through that darned ball-gag. Now that thing she could do without. She wanted to howl and scream and urge George on, to call on him to pick up the pace and give her all his powerful African seed. Except she could not and George would decide just when and how to end their first fuck. Which accentuated her thrill of surrender and heightened her body's reaction and...
"Mmmmuuuuuummmmmppppfffffff," she howled through the gag, her eyes wide and staring with the intensity of it. Her body's climax peaked and maybe her pussy tightened just a little on George's thrusting cock. Whatever the truth of that George seemed to make a decision. He picked up the pace hard and fast, just as she needed him to, fucking her like a real man fucked his woman. She thrilled to the knowledge of what could not now be delayed. Every sensation of her body seemed heightened and sensitized. She heard George gasp and push deep and she knew he was cumming in her. Claiming her pussy for himself and for his people.
"Mmmmmuuuurrrrrmmmmpppppffff," she tried to howl out her renewed orgasm, but her constraints only seemed to magnify the result. Her body's expression of her climax was limited but that only seemed to intensify it internally, within her mind and muscles and soul. Intense did not do it justice - it was, for those few precious moments, world-changing.
She knew the signs. Just as when she had first been with Harley a new door had opened, a new knowledge of who she herself was. Both of those discoveries held dangers but both of them were utterly undeniable. The 'rush' was so real, so intense, so perfect. She had little experience with drugs outside of smoking a little weed but it had to be like this. The consequences and the dangers sometimes seemed as nothing when weighed in the scale against those moments of pleasure, that realization of your true self.
She should never do this again. She should break contact with Harley and the Network, break her increasing obsession with interracial themes, stop her researches into such areas that she found so very tempting. Most of all, she should never, ever, play with bondage and submission themes again, never allow that part of her being to express itself. She knew all of that. She was thinking quite clearly and was thinking as Heather Cameron. Her Monica persona seemed to stand aside and observe her as Heather Cameron made her realisation and also her decision. Whatever she should do she knew what she would do. There was no turning back, no attempting to submerge herself back into her whitebread life. She would express herself and she would pursue that expression wherever it took her. She felt a little shiver run through her at the prospect but it did not deter her. She wanted to know - all of it. Heather and Monica had truly and irrevocably become one.
He saw her shiver and immediately moved to undo her gag. Moving on to undo the locks. Monica took in a lungful of air and tried to gather her thoughts from the maelstrom of the last few moments. "Wow - that was just... amazing!"
"I knew you was digging it - I could see it in your eyes." He paused, "It ain't a problem that I," for the first time that day he seemed a little nervous. "I mean it ain't an issue - meaning I'm assuming you on the pill."
She gave him that look. The one women always give a man when he's just been oh so very much a man. "What is it with you Black guys? You only ever ask that question after you've done your very best to claim yourself a new baby momma." She smiled to let him know it was alright - however he chose to interpret what being alright was.
George brought his dark fingers back to her smooth flat belly. "You kinda bring out that side of me. The side that wants to see this perfect flat belly swell and grow, wants to see them sweet little white titties full of milk." He stopped. "Damn but I almost forgot - you kinda distracted me."
A moment later he was back from the other room and holding something in his hand. "I got me a little parcel too." He flourished a small package. "From the same place." George opened the package and looked inside. "We can say he was a big fan of one of your recent shows. Made these special for you." He removed a couple of small items and showed them to her.
Now she understood and sat up on the bed for him. George put his fingers up to his mouth and then moved them to her right nipple. She felt the moisture and his skin on hers, felt her nipples swell and then his grasp. In a single fluid movement he had brought his other hand up and attached the first of the clips. It was not sharp but it was tight, the clip firmly sprung. Monica winced and let out a sharp exhale of breath. Waited for the pain to ease and be replaced by the warmth as she knew it would. She looked down at the clip with its enamelled design of the 'Queen of Spades' logo.
She looked at George and nodded. The process was repeated for her left nipple. As before the discomfort swiftly eased and was replaced by the constant stimulation from the clip and the weight of the enamelled design attached to it.
"Looks good," said George, "something like that lets all the white boys know who owns these pretty little titties. Lets them know just how far out of their league this fine piece of ass is."
It surprised her just how pleased she was by such an idea, the twinge from her very sensitive nipples was not to be denied.
"George - I'm sometimes worried about my, um titties. I sort of think they are a bit small." She was relieved to be able say it out loud to someone. She felt she could trust George - now more than ever.
"You asking me then they are damn fine girl - you ain't gonna catch me complaining. But I guess you ain't asking just me, that right?"
"No," she admitted, "I'm not just asking you."
He raised his eyebrows and then gave her one of his gentle smiles. "Well I'll admit that most Black men when they think of their dream girl they thinking about curves. Curves like that whooty of yours - the finest anyone could hope for. I gotta admit most ain't thinking about 34Bs. That's what you're asking?"
She was actually on the border of being 32B which really reinforced his point.
George continued, "Always been a fan of naturals myself. Back in the day girls that got some work it was usually kinda obvious you know. Now I hear things have improved a lot. I guess there are real good Doctors out there if you know where to look."
She appreciated his honesty because she knew he wouldn't really approve. He didn't need to know that she already knew just where to find just such a Doctor.
George reached up a long Black finger to touch her right nipple clip. The movement sent a reaction from her nipple out through the whole of her. She knew he was watching her, watching her intently. Her eyes seemed captured by his, unable to escape his scrutiny.
George took the clip between two fingers and gently pulled, stretching her nipple. Monica gasped and gently bit her lip to stifle the response.
"Want me to stop?" It was a genuine question. She gave him the genuine answer.
"No sir."
The deep brown pools of his eyes were still locked onto her own and he knew that her response was genuine.
"All them warnings I been giving you about the big bad Black man - how he wants to own your white ass. They ain't put you off one little bit have they." Now his left hand's fingers moved up to her left nipple clip. Again the pressure - gentle but indescribably pleasurable - again the surge of desire and wanting rushing through every fibre of her being.
"No daddy," she admitted.
Finally the eye contact broke. George snorted in half-amused pseudo-annoyance. "I ain't your daddy girl. Tell you something - much as I love ya if I was your daddy I'd be putting you over my knee. Tan that white backside of yours till it was glowing red like a cherry!"
She had seen his daughter when the latter had visited him at the College porter's lodge one afternoon. An attractive African-American woman in her early thirties. She knew his words were based on truth. George would never have wanted his daughter, his pride and joy, doing what Monica herself was doing. Let alone anywhere near what she would be doing in the future. Monica knew all that in the instant, heard it in the tone of his voice. She knew that she should feel shame but she also knew that she didn't. She felt strangely exhilarated.
He knew her too well. He shook his head a little and finally smiled. "Well its your life and we all got to get our pleasure where we find it. If I did smack that fine ass of yours you'd only get off on it. Seems your pleasure is being a little cracka ho for Big Black Cock. Am I right girl?"
"Always daddy."
"George will do - I ain't cut out for that 'daddy' shit just reminds me I'm an old man."
She dropped a hand between them and found what she was looking for. She felt his Black cock begin to grow again as her fingers found it. "Not too old to have what I want tonight."
"Yeah - you wanting something. Tell old George the porter what you want rich girl."
Her hand stroked his cock, both of them watching as her pale hand quickly aroused him to a full hard-on. "I think you know. I want some more of what you gave me earlier. Some more of this beautiful Big Black Cock. Its what my little white pussy wants more than anything. Can I have some more?"
She knew that he was enjoying their little game and she knew that she had chosen correctly. She wanted to please George. She also wanted him to play along.
"Well you might just get lucky girl. Who knows?" He gave her a little smile that thrilled her. "You think you deserve some more of my good loving? You gonna prove it to me?"
His eyes glanced down and she knew what he wanted. She mused on how often she had given George a blow job now. It had been a lot - multiple times more than she had given the rest of the men on the planet. However, he was still always eager for more and that was very reassuring.
She settled in to delivering him a deep, sloppy, absolutely unhurried blow-job. She was rewarded by a little growl of pleasure and the feel of his hand on her head. There was no force behind it, it was just a proprietary gesture. She liked that - George was a lovely mild-mannered man. She liked the idea of exciting him so much that he spoke with passion, that he expressed his fantasies about her, most of all that he claimed ownership of her.
She used her hand and lips and tongue, used the wetness and suction of her mouth, used all that she had to give her man pleasure. His little gasps and chuckles of unalloyed joy propelled her on in her task. At that moment she knew that she was where she needed to be and that she was doing what she was made to do. At the same moment he spoke and echoed her thoughts.
"You was made for this white girl. Heather or Monica or whatever name you go under. You was made to please the Black man, that fine body of yours was built from the ground up to please the Black man."
'Except for my tits,' she thought as she continued to suck his beautiful cock. The cock that had taught her all she knew about pleasuring Black cock. She remembered what he had said earlier. 'But I can change that if I want to.'
His hands were holding her head a little more firmly now, dark fingers intertwining with her vivid red hair.
"I fucking love this hair girl. Like the color you put in it, like the way you let it grow, like the way it complements that porcelain skin of yours. Love the way my fingers contrast with it - reminds me just what a premium piece of white pussy I got sucking my old Black dick. Yeah love me that red hair - almost a shame your kids ain't gonna have it natural like."
Monica kept sucking, kept lavishing attention on that hard Black cock. She knew what he had meant about her children but the realisation had only sent those familiar waves of passion through her, had only made her want to please him more.
"Put them hands of yours behind your back girl. I wanna see just how good you are with just your mouth and that tongue. See if you can earn you a big load of the Black man's cum."
She didn't hesitate. She dropped her hands down and clasped her hands behind her back. She was confident in her abilities but she knew she wouldn't be earning that cum just yet. She knew George had other plans for where his seed was going to end up.
"Hmmm - yeah - thass good. Each to his own but I don't need all them straps and locks and all that shit. Nothing better than a beautiful young woman doing something because she wants to, giving it up because its what she needs same as what you want. Understand that don't you?"



"Hmmmnnn," she agreed without taking his cock out of her mouth.
"Kinda why you should think about your dress code. Pants and underwear are fine if you hanging around with white boys. If you with Black men and you want to please them then you gotta up your game. Need to be wearing a nice tight skirt and nothing underneath. Let the brothas know that you are available. That sound right to you?"
"Hmmmnnn," she agreed as she used her tongue on the head of his cock - just the way that she knew that he liked it.
"Guess it might be a little late but you need me to wear a condom?"
"Uuuuhhhh-uhhhhhh," a shake of the head while rolling her tongue around the under-side of his beautifully hard shaft.
"Thass right," he said and finally eased his cock away from her willing mouth and signalled her to get up. "Condoms is for white boys - so you won't be needing them no more. Now get on that bed."
She couldn't get there fast enough. The first time had been different and exciting but she wanted to make love to George properly. The way she knew he would prefer.
Which is just exactly what she did. Twenty minutes of the most beautiful intimacy of her life. Holding tight to him, matching his rhythmn with her own body's reactions. Mouths, eyes, souls - all meeting in perfect harmony, in exquisite desire. Crowned by the end that she craved. The moment when she saw his eyes fix and she knew that he was going to cum. Wrapping her legs around him and keeping him there, deep inside her, as he planted his potent Black seed. The rush of exhilaration and triumph through her body followed by her just lying there beside George. Feeling their breathing and heart rates return to normal, the warm after-glow of a really great fuck. They enjoyed each other being there until finally George spoke.
"We known each other a long while and we always had our boundaries. Until tonight. I ain't regretting a damn thing but am I guessing why?"
She looked at him and saw the tinge of sadness there. George might as well have been another item of furniture for all of the attention most of the students paid him. However, he was a sharp man, maybe not educated like them but that didn't mean he didn't understand things. She nodded. "I'm thinking of taking a holiday in a couple of weeks and after that I'll be moving out. I think I have achieved about all that I can up here."
He nodded in acknowledgment of an event he had long expected. "Hang tight to Harley. He's a good man. We've talked more than you might imagine. He's had my recommendation concerning you and now you are getting my recommendation on him. He knows the lifestyle, he knows them cities and he knows the people. Listen to him yeah." He nodded. "Anyway if you ever need help then you got my numbers." The last sentance was delivered in an embarrassed almost flippant way but she knew that he meant it.
She kissed his cheek, felt the bristles growing there. "Thanks George - but meanwhile we still have two weeks. Those two weeks this little cracka ho belongs to you." She saw his answering smile. "But after that I'm definitely going to have to get on the pill."
He laughed then and joined in the game. "Kinda like the idea of delivering you up to Harley already knocked up - even if he did tear up my membership card! But I'm gonna start working on that tomorrow because tonight you done worn my old Black butt out!"
She snuggled down with him, felt the warmth of his chest against her cheek and relished the sensation. She knew that she was going to enjoy the next couple of weeks.
***
Monica had to admit to being surprised by Brandon. He had arrived in a Mercedes truck which she knew was pretty much the top of the range. He was dressed equally expensively and was immaculately turned out. In his late thirties his beautifully-cut hazel brown hair was perfect, his eyes a warm brown and his gleaming smile threatened to dazzle a girl in sunny conditions. She had found out that he was a lawyer in the neighboring state and she half-thought that she might have seen him on billboards last time she was over there.
He wouldn't have been most people's idea of a 'driver' for the Network but Monica had learned that such assumptions could often be wrong. In any case this little adventure had its own peculiarities.
She had begged Harley to step her up faster, to let her move onto the next level and he had agreed. It was called 'Audition' and she had expected the tasks to require more of her, to be more demanding. That first turn of the crad had told her just how much more demanding.
'Two of Hearts - Fuck a white boy.'
She had expected many things but she had not expected that. She had also been surprised by quite how visceral her reaction was. This was not something that she wanted to do. What happened next didn't help.
'H - Girl you got a white husband or boyfriend over there.'
Of course many of the camgirls on the Network did have one, though almost all of them were dedicated cucks. That must make this particular task a lot easier.
"You know I haven't Harley." She spoke her response into her microphone and then saw that he was typing again.
'H - We can amend a task if its too difficult. You want me to do that?'
She should have known - Harley wasn't lying but she should have known that he was testing her.
"Can we? Yes please!" Even as she was saying it she knew that she sounded too eager, too keen, too desperate
'H - OK. I'll find the guy for you.'
So then she didn't even get to pick and choose. It just got better and better! However, it really did surprise her how strongly negative her reaction was to the whole idea. Never mind that the presumption at the heart of this was the expectation that she go with a white guy. That idea didn't upset her so much as it annoyed her. It was just such a waste of time and energy. She knew what she wanted and it most certainly was not that.
Since meeting Harley she had become a different person, far more the new Monica than the old Heather. She had learned the pleasures of being 'wild', she had experienced how intensely delicious being a 'slut' could be. She loved showing herself off, loved pushing her own boundaries and loved being an object of desire for all of her Members.
This was different. You could be a ho or even a whore and keep your self-respect. This task seemed to her more like literal prostitution. She would effectively be being paid to have sex with a white man. Something that otherwise, she knew in her soul. that the new her would never, ever, do.
After her show, a rather subdued show for her, Harley had sent her a number in DMs. 'Ring that - you'll understand.'
She had thought it would be the man but the voice that answered was female.
"Oh so you pulled the two of Hearts - that's the usual reason that old bastard Harley calls me. What's the issue?"
Monica had tried to explain, frustrated by her unusual inability to articulate her true feelings. She had suggested that Harley hadn't understood how she felt about it.
The woman on the other end of the line had just laughed. "Of course he does sweetie. Did you think the Challenge was easy? He knew full well and I guarantee you two things. First, its the only challenge to need this and second, but most important, you aren't moving on further until you complete it. Sort of a means to an end - proving to everyone just how much you want what lies beyond."
That had a sort of twisted logic to it. She could strongly detect Harley's sense of humour in the idea. You wanted the real thing then you had to try the inferior substitute. To get the sizzle of the prime steak and appreciate it fully you had to have tasted the cheap hot dog.
"It's also a test of how much you want it and whether you are committed enough to deserve it. Harley told me how you keep wanting to step up the game, move along faster. Well, my girl, Harley just called you out and now you gonna have to show your hand. You know the good thing. I'm guessing you've been with a white boy before - so its nothing new. You know that if you got a trash can to dump the double-strength condom in and a nice hot shower to wash yourself off then it doesn't mean a damn thing. You need to stop stressing the details and keep your eyes on the main prize."
"I guess so." Monica wasn't convinced but she knew it was a test and however icky it could be surmounted.
"Harley asked me to host so if you can be here about six on Thursday." The voice gave her an address. "Our client will be here. I'll be acting as your wing-girl so don't be nervous sweetie. It won't be nearly as bad as you think."
Which was all very well for her to say. That use of the word 'client' had just made this feel even more like prostitution. She had understood that her activities had taken her over the line into being a 'sex worker' long ago but this was very different. She seriously considered whether she was ready to do this. Whether she was willing to do it. Wasn't it better to just turn the page and go back to being the person that she had been?
Which, of course, was the problem. She had absolutely no desire to go back to being the person she had been. She wanted to continue in the Challenge, she wanted the thrill and the excitement of exploring her own and others' sexuality. It sort of had become a drug for her - it gave her that 'rush' that nothing else could. She didn't want to give that up, indeed she craved more and more. In comparison what was one night with a white man? It was nothing compared to what she knew lay beyond the test. Her Members had given her enough hints. She wanted that and no white man was gong to deny her it. No matter how unattractive, no matter how ridiculous his little pink penis might be. She would just have to lie back and think of Big Black Cock. Harley wasn't beating her like this!
So, bar those first moments, there was never any real doubt that Monica would keep her appointment the next Thursday. The address had turned out to be a well-kept townhouse in a part of the Capital that was new to her. It had neither the booming gentrification nor the grinding poverty of many of that city's neighborhoods. Just a wholly unremarkable, nondescript, middle-class district. She had pressed the door-bell for the third floor and a familiar voice had welcomed her and buzzed her in.
When the door at the top of the stairs had opened she had been surprised. The voice on the phone had been a well-modulated and cultured one. She felt a little guilty that it surprised her that it belonged to an African-American.
The woman was in her early-thirties with a light-coffee skin tone and straightened shoulder-length black hair framing her beautiful face. She wore two heavy-looking golden hoop ear-rings and a golden chain necklace. Her top was a wide strip of black material covering her breasts but laced at the front to reveal plenty of side-boob. Her skirt was tight and very short, also black and also laced. Her feet were in diamante-covered mules, her finger-nails were long, sharp and pink. She had two linear sleeve-designs but no other tattoos. Her eyes were big and dark, accentuated by make-up. Her lips were full. Her outfit showed a lot of skin and showed off the fact that her navel was pierced. Her make-up and her whole style were stunning. At that moment Monica was in no doubt that this was the sexiest woman that she had ever seen, let alone met.
"Hi sweetie - aren't you just a honey. Bringing joy to my sapphic soul. C'mon in - my name's Berenice."
Berenice stood aside to mirror the invitation and Monica went in. She felt ridiculously under-dressed. Next to Berenice she looked like a frump.
"I've arranged for our client to be here in an hour so that we have a little time to play dress-up." It seemed her host had known what the situation would be. The influence of Harley again?
"First - we ain't having no studs here. I'm strictly femme for femme. I've got something more apropos." She waved a graceful hand towards a seat at a dressing table equipped with a large mirror.
Berenice removed the small golden studs that had been Monica's regulation wear since her ears had first been pierced. She then produced a small case and opened it. Inside were a pair of large and frankly gaudy golden hoops that matched her own. Berenice fitted them into place in Monica's ears and then stood back to admire her work.
The hoops were relatively heavy and Monica could feel the slight weight on her ears, especially when she moved her head. She heard Berenice laugh.
"You'll get used to them baby. Hoops is a necessity for girls like us when we are on a mission. They are sending a message out there, yeah! Talking of which." She concentrated again as she found a bag and produced a lipstick. She applied it expertly to Monica - the vibrant scarlet vivid compared to the pale skin of her face. "I used to work in make-up baby. I know just what you are needing. Turn a real pretty little thing like you into the sort of pepper that makes all the boys real hot under the collar." She smiled as Monica watched her in the mirror. "Not a few of us girlies too."
That was the third comment that Berenice had made. Monica wasn't too well-versed in the milieu but she had the very real sense that this beautiful Black woman was coming on to her. Outside of schoolgirl crushes this was new territory for her but it wasn't unwelcome. She knew how she had responded to first seeing Berenice. Intense physical attraction of a sort that could not be denied. She suspected that if she was willing then Berenice could teach her about a lot more than just make-up.
However, that didn't fit into what she was here for tonight. Where part did Berenice play in any of that?
At the moment the latter was busy applying eyelash extensions to Monica. Once selected and applied to her satisfaction she moved on to applying eye make-up to Monica. It was a much different shade and much heavier than she would ever have put on herself. However, Monica had to admit that it accentuated the finer points of her eyes, always one of her better aspects.
"I love your skin baby. You can't beat being born with real fine skin - girls like you get ruined by too much sun. Gotta keep that natural advantage - you just can't buy or fake skin as good as yours."
'Or as yours,' thought Monica. Berenice's skin was an entirely different tone to hers but it was flawless, a perfect complexion.
""You're about there. Maybe some nails - you ain't used to wearing them I guess - well we'll leave them for now. You'll need some practice using them but they send a message too. Now for your outfit." Bernice smiled and ran the pink tip of her tongue over her lips. "So time you got out of them clothes baby."
Monica knew the 'message' that Berenice's style sent out. She looked as close as you could get to an ultra-feminine perfection, a level of desirability that should have been unattainable. However, that perfection was very much attainable - for the right person. The beauty was alloyed with a blatant and powerful sexuality. It could over-power you from the first moment that you looked at her.
Monica reached to unbutton her top.
"Oh no," laughed Berenice, "you need to show me what you got the right way." She turned on a smart speaker and spoke a track title. The music flowed through the room, a heavy instrumental beat. That done the Black girl raised an imperious eyebrow. "What you waiting for baby - show me what I got to work with."
Monica was able to do that. She had danced for Harley before and of course for the cameras on many occassions. It was a second nature to her by now. She knew just how to move, just how to strip, just how to reveal herself to her audience. But what an audience. Berenice was watching her intensely, her big dark eyes fixed on every movement that Monica made. That look was also familiar to Monica - it was a hungry look, a look of desire.
As she felt the blood pumping through her arteries, the heat rising in her body, Monica knew they were not just the result of her dancing, of the physical exercise. She knew that she felt like the prey of Berenice's graceful, beautiful, jaguar and she knew that she wanted to be caught.
As the realisation hit her she saw the Black woman smile, a smile of delighted victory. For a moment she wondered if, on top of all of her other attributes, Berenice could also read minds. Or perhaps she had many young women dance for her like this and she had come to understand the moment of surrender. That idea just made Monica's own blood pump even faster and the moment grow more intense.
At a word the speaker went silent and Monica was left naked and, as she realised, exhilaratingly vulnerable. Berenice let her eyes roam over the naked white woman, taking her all in, moving round to study every inch and every curve.
"Aren't you just delicious sweetie! Tonight promises to be a lot of fun and our client has no idea how lucky he is. Now to get you an outfit - but not one that covers up too much."
That mention of 'the client' was something of a dampener. Monica didn't want to think about that part of tonight.
Berenice had some items set aside and selected others. First were a pair of black fish-net thigh-highs with vivid scarlet elastic garters at the top. Her skirt was black leather, so tight she had to squeeze her way into it and so short that the scarlet of the thigh-high tops remained obvious. Her top was really more a string bikini with small black patches of mesh material to almost cover her breasts. The last touch were some shoes that Monica recognised, at least in their style. The vivid red soles and classic symmetry of Pigalle heels.
"Just 85s, " said Berenice, "a little more practical. Now how do you like your look."
Monica studied herself in the mirror. She looked hot, as in attractive and sexy, but she also looked something else. She looked easy and a certain kind of easy.
She didn't want to upset her host, she really didn't want to do that. However, she had to say it. "I - I - I look like a... a whore."
"Well of course you do baby. Just like I do. For the very good reason that we are both whores. Its just that being a whore can mean many a different thing and whores can offer many different services."
For a moment Monica remembered being back at school in physics class. It had not been a strong subject and once beyond a certain point she knew that she was out of her depth. That feeling of being a particularly dense student had returned. She didn't want it to show on her face - she didn't want to let Berenice down.
She noticed something else. Where Berenice's top looked amazing her own seemed a little under-whelming. She knew that was no fault of the top. She touched its edge. "I wish I had a little more to fill this out."
"It looks good baby - believe me it looks good."
"No - but I just mean I wish I could look as good as you do wearing something like this."
There was Berenice's confident smile again. "Well, you know what they say - there's nothing like natural. Well I say that may be true but Dr Nikola comes damn close. You like his work?"
There had not been a moment when Monica had thought that the African-American woman's breasts were anything but what mother nature had provided. They did, indeed, look amazing. She told Berenice so.
"Hm-hm and they feel amazing too. Maybe you can find that out later on if you are a lucky girl. But just now I'm hearing a motor down there. That would be our client arriving."
She had turned out to be correct and a coupe of minutes later Brandon had joined them. It would have been grossly unfair to suggest that he was anything but a rather handsome and well-built man. If she was expected to have sex with someone chosen for her then Monica understood that she could have done a lot worse. However, that did not alter how she felt about the whole arrangement. She simply was not interested in him. He was totally lacking in what it took to excite her. What Harley had, what Cassius had, what Berenice had. How was it that George could excite her when this much younger, much wealthier, much more apparently impressive man could not? There was an obvious factor of course but it wasn't just that. The others had a presence about them, a confidence and an aura.



Brandon was no doubt fine but he just didn't have it. The way he came into the room, the way he greeted Berenice, the way he looked at two beautiful sexily-dressed women. He just didn't have what it took. He certainly didn't command the room but was instead rather passive. He was so much taller and bigger than Berenice but from the first moment it was obvious who was in charge.
"Let's not waste time Brandon - strip off those clothes."
Brandon didn't get any music and certainly didn't seem to have a routine planned. Instead he just removed his clothing rather clumsily. Soon he was left in only his boxers, revealing a body that was fit, muscular and toned. His boxers also showed a distinct bulge which at least proved that the lawyer had eyes in his head. However, despite the fact that his body was clearly the result of much time spent in the gym, Monica still could not arouse any enthusiasm, let alone excitement, for him.
"Take those off." It was a peremptory order from Berenice as she pointed at Brandon's boxers.
"I, er, I..." Apart from a quiet 'Hello' as he arrived that was the first time Brandon had spoken.
"Off... now," repeated Berenice her wonderful dark eyes flashing with outrage at his hesitation.
"Sorry, er, yes mistress," he mumbled as he reached down and dropped his boxers.
Brandon had, without doubt, one of the biggest cocks that Monica had ever seen. It had to be nine or even ten inches long. However, it did absolutely nothing for her. A man like Harley or Julius Flint had a presence, a power, a potency that made their Big Black Cocks deeply attractive to her. Her old friend George could not measure up to Brandon in mere inches but his cock was so much more beautiful, so much more desirable to her. Brandon's penis stood out firmly in front of him but it could not help looking so pink and weak and worm-like. It held zero attraction for her. It was just a penis - not a real man's cock.
Berenice also seemed unimpressed. She clicked her tongue and walked over to a set of storage draws. Opening one she pulled out two packages and tossed one to Monica who caught it. Inside was a pair of thick rubber gloves - the sort used to protect the hands when cleaning.
Berenice pulled the long yellow glove over her hand and lower forearm, careful not to pull it too tight onto her artfully-decorated nails. Walking up she gingerly took Brandon's penis between two rubber-clad fingers. "Look at this thing Brandon. What do you expect us to do with something like this? Haven't I told you before about coming here like this?"
Brandon hung his handsome hand in shame. "I am so sorry mistress. It's just that seeing you and your friend I couldn't help it."
"This is Mistress Monica. Aren't you ashamed that someone as gorgeous as her has to look at something like this." Brandon winced as a yellow rubber-clad finger flicked his erect penis.
"I am sorry Mistress Monica - I didn't mean any disrespect. It just sort of has a mind of its own when I am here."
Berenice shook her head in mock disappointment. "I know little man, I know. But you understand that this thing is no good to us. At least tell me that you managed to empty those balls of all your disgusting white-boy sperm. Tell me you have been wanking at least one a day since you were last here."
"I did Mistress, believe me I did." Brandon's voice had risen a pitch into an annoying whine. "It doesn't help. I can't control it."
"Well then," said Berenice, "you know what has to happen don't you. We can't have that horrible white-boy cum around here. It will have to be neutralised." She began to stroke her gloved hand up and down Brandon's cock. For all his supposed abject apologies Monica noticed that his penis hadn't got any less hard. Brandon clearly got off on this sort of thing.
"Where does it have to go?" Berenice cooed as her hand continued to stroke him.
"In the trash Mistress - where it belongs," gasped Brandon.
"Mistress Monica," said Berenice, "bring that trash can over. Brandon - would you like MIstress Monica to help empty those balls of yours?"
"Yes please. Mistress, yes please." The man's words were pleading, pathetic.
Monica put the metal trash bin down where Berenice indicated and then put her own gloved hand to his penis. She felt an immediate little twitch from his shaft. He was close - he really did get off on all of this!
"Come on now, shoot that puny little load into the trash can. Show Mistress Monica just how pathetic you are." Berenice sounded bored by the whole thing but she gave Monica a little smile.
Brandon's pink naked body seemed to quiver. His eyes flickered from Monica to Berenice and then back again. "Uggghhh," he grunted and his cum flew in five heavy spurts that each caused a hollow clang in the metal trash can.
"Well that was rather pathetic wasn't it? How long did you last? A minute perhaps. It seems that you rather like Mistress Monica. Would you like to fuck her Brandon?"
His furtive eyes met Monica's. "Yes," he admitted.
"Would you like to fuck her a lot."
"Yes," his voice was quieter.
""Well now - you know that isn't going to happen don't you. Can you tell me why?"
"Yes Mistress Berenice. It's because I am not good enough."
"That's right. Mistress Monica here has been fortunate enough to enjoy Big Black Cock and after that she's not going to be interested in this little pink thing is she." A rubber-clad finger pointed scornfully at his now flaccid penis.
"No Mistress - a woman as perfect as Mistress Monica should be Black only - devoted to her Black masters." Brandon's voice still sounded breathless with excitement, ecstatic at his humiliation.
Berenice looked triumphantly over at Monica, "And to her Black Mistresses," she added. Monica felt that charge of passion run through her again.
The Black woman walked imperiously out of the room and then emerged moments later with a blue freezer bag and a small box. "Now Brandon lets make sure that there aren't any accidents later and that you don't get any foolish ideas."
Brandon gasped and shifted on his feet as the ice-bag was pushed onto his penis. Only once Berenice was satisfied that the ice had done its job did she open the box and remove a small metal object painted pink. With skilled and practiced fingers she fitted the device around Brandon's shrunken penis, clicked its cover into place and then locked it with a small key.
Berenice walked to her draws and opened another. A moment later the key was attached to a chain and then she walked to Monica and hung the chain around her neck, leaving the small key hanging between Monica's small but firm breasts.
When he had arrived Brandon could have given the impression of being a big strong man. Now any hint of masculinity had gone. His pink naked body and most of all that pink device on his cock had robbed him of it all. What struck Monica most was his response to the situation. His cheeks were flushed, his breathing was short and fast, his eyes appeared feverish. He was obviously still turned on and turned on in a major way. 'What sort of a man gets off on this?' thought Monica.
"Are you enjoying yourself Brandon?" Berenice's smooth sultry voice was mocking. "Would you like us to go on?"
"Please Mistress, more than anything Mistress. Please go on."
"You know what I want." The African-American' woman's voice became firm and remorseless. "Do it and then I will let you have what you want."
Brandon sank to his knees. He held up his hands like a begging puppy, put out his tongue and panted. Berenice snapped her fingers and Brandon barked like a dog. It was humiliating and Monica felt a little disturbed by the sight. Brandon seemed happy to do it but it just wasn't right!
"You would make a lovely loyal dog Brandon but unfortunately you aren't a lovely dog you are only a pathetic white boy aren't you. So what should we do with you?"
"Punish me mistress." His voice was almost a croak, his mouth dry with desire and lust.
"I don't know Brandon - you seem to enjoy that punishment a little bit too much. However, you have been a good boy and Mistress Monica here needs to practice a little. Would you like Mistress Monica to play with you too?"
His eyes, bright with desire, were on her again. "Yes please Mistress Monica - make me your servant too."
There were, she supposed, things that Monica would have found less sexy but just at that moment she couldn't think of any.
"Well now Brandon I think you have earned your first treat." Berenice took a seat in an armchair and undid the strap of a heel. She removed it and stretched out her leg in front of her, arching her foot. Brandon shuffled on his knees as fast as he could into position and began licking and kissing her foot.
"Don't forget between the toes Brandon - you need to worship every single part of me." Berenice looked across to Monica and raised her eyebrows. Her wry smirk told exactly what she thought about what was going on. Brandon did not see her look but Monica doubted if he would have cared. He seemed overjoyed to be able to debase himself before his mistress.
"Enough." Berenice finally ordered and Brandon very reluctantly released her foot. Tucking her heel back on, Berenice returned to her storage and pulled out a larger item made up of straps and something else.
Now Monica finally understood the nature of her task in the challenge. It wasn't something she had ever dreamed of doing but compared to what she had been expecting it was alright by her.
"Now you have arrived prepared haven't you Brandon - nice and clean I mean." Berenice asked.
"Yes mistress - as always." Brandon's voice was hoarse, his breathing ragged. His excitement was clearly as intense as it was obvious.
"Assume the position," Berenice said in a strict tone and Brandon scampered out to an adjoining room and pulled out something like a mini vaulting horse. With it in position he lay down on top of it leaving his bare buttocks staring back at them.
It wasn't the most appealing sight, for all that Brandon was fit and had excellent body-tone, however Monica had expected as much. Berenice completed securing the straps of the harness on her body and stepped forward with seven inches of plastic black cock sticking out in front of her.
He had heard her harness rattle a little as she approached and Monica saw Brandon's legs ease apart and his body seem to relax. This was certainly not his first time. Berenice moved up close behind him, lined up a plastic cock now gleaming with a viscous lubricating liquid and pushed it home into her client's receptive white asshole.
Brandon grunted but he did not resist and he did not try to move. Berenice pushed an inch or two inside him and then carefully, skilfully, established a rhythmn that took her cock a little further into him at each stroke.
"He is doing well Mistress Monica - you should give him a treat too." The African-American woman gestured to the chair and Monica knew what was expected of her. She settled down, removed an item of footwear, and offered her bare foot up to Brandon. Despite a large strap-on exploring his asshole Brandon's eyes had been locked on her feet from her first movement towards him. His regular grunts of effort were now replaced by a little gasp of distress.
"Should I stop now Brandon," asked Berenice. It was a rhetorical question since she and her clients always had a safe-word agreed long before they ever met.
"No mistress," gasped the man, "but I am getting hard again and..."
Berenice responded with a couple of harder thrusts and Monica could see that her plastic cock was now all the way into Brandon. That had to hurt but he only seemed interested in fondling and slobbering over her foot. She recalled the little pink cage locked over his penis and understood how that had to be uncomfortable too. Especially if he was getting an erection and apparently getting cock up his butt and feet in his face was a sure-fire way of getting Brandon excited.
The beautiful Black woman signalled to her storage draws and Monica knew what was coming next. She was only relieved on getting there to find that her own harness and dildo were still sealed in packaging. She ripped it off and quickly worked out how to wear the device. Soon she too had a proud Black cock of her very own.
Now Brandon's face was red and his eyes shone with excitement.
"You really want me to do this," she said a little uncertainly.
"Please, please, Mistress Monica - fuck me, fuck me hard and in the ass."
'Well,' she thought to herself, 'where else could I fuck you! Here goes...' She replaced Berenice behind Brandon and rather gingerly reached to grasp a sweaty pink buttock with one hand. 'Ew... gross', she thought but was careful not to say. She lined up her plastic shaft with a butthole still a little open courtesy of the pounding Berenice had just given it. Cautiously she put the tip of her plastic dick against his body and then leaned her weight forward.
"Ooooooooffffffffffffff," said Brandon, but it was a happy 'ooooooooofffffffff' if you could imagine such a thing. Berenice was moving around them and removing both of her own shoes. Seconds later two coffee-colored feet were in his face and he was truly happier than a pig in the proverbial.
Monica was trying to imitate what she had seen Berenice doing earlier. Setting up a rhythmn of thrusts and then maintaining it. It didn't feel natural in any shape or sense but, on the other hand, it didn't feel bad. She began experimenting a little, varying the speed and force of her strokes. Noting when she got a reaction out of Brandon. That wasn't as easy as you might have assumed. He seemed engrossed in the worship of Berenice's feet. What was it with white boys and feet!
Monica got a little annoyed that all his attention was on her new friend. At least that was how she explained it to herself later. She pulled back a hand from his hip and let it land with all her force onto his big tanned butt-cheek.
"Oh God yes!" She heard Brandon gasp. Well at least she had got his attention. Now she thought of how all week she had been worried about having to be fucked by a white boy and she put all of that annoyance into every thrust she powered into his butt. Into every one of the slaps she laid down onto his ass, watching the red glow build beneath that tan.
She might have later felt a little guilty about it but for the fact that Brandon obviously loved it so much. He was arching his back to thrust himself back against her hips and his buttocks into the line of her swinging hand. His tanned skin glowed red now courtesy of her hard spanking. His face was covered in drool and smothered under the soles of Berenice's feet.
"He's had enough fun for one day," the Black woman's languid tones were in stark contrast to what was happening. "Use your key Mistress Monica."
Monica moved herself back, allowing her strap-on Big Black Cock to slide out of Brandon's ravaged butt. She saw his asshole gape red for a moment or two before closing to a groan from its owner. She instinctively knew that it was a groan caused by the fact that she had stopped pounding his butt. She let the harness fall to the floor and reached for the small key that hung around her neck.
Brandon heaved himself up and off the little padded bench and stood on slightly shaky legs. Monica reached down, undid the lock and removed his cage. His long-confined cock sprang forth to another groan from Brandon. This time it probably was down to discomfort but that didn't stop Monica. She put her still gloved hand to the tender flesh of his cock and gently stroked him once.
"UUUUUggghhhhhhhh," grunted Brandon. Heavy spurts of cum shot out of his dick and it was lucky that Berenice had moved into position with the trash can. Once more there were the heavy muffled clangs of his spurts of cum going into the trash.
Finally his balls had apparently been emptied and his cum safely disposed of. Brandon stood gasping for breath, his face still red and sweaty with excitement.
"Go and get washed Brandon sweetie," said Berenice in an altogether new tone.
He disappeared into the bathroom, Again Monica was aware that he knew the geography of the flat. He was clearly a regular here.
"So did you enjoy your task?" Berenice's eyes had a sly amusement.
Her task had been the Two of Hearts. 'Fuck a white boy.' Well it was undeniable that she had performed it. There had been no live stream for obvious reasons but once Brandon's identity had been safely concealed the video would be available to the Network. She had seen the two small cameras and noted that Brandon had been unconcerned by their presence. Another sign that he and Berenice had a long-standing arrangement.
However, the question had been whether she had enjoyed it. Well certainly more that she had been expecting to but... "It was, err, different I guess. Quite something. I'm not sure I would chose it as my favorite."
"No," smiled Berenice, "I think we can both think of something that we would enjoy doing more together." She gave a delighted tuneful laugh at seeing the blood come to Monica's cheeks. "I know you've been wondering about that. Our lesson need not end when Brandon leaves. You like the idea?"
Monica nodded but knew that it was wasted effort. Berenice had known what her answer would be already, perhaps from the first moment that their eyes had met.
At which point Brandon reappeared and rather ruined the mood. Typical white boy. He began pulling on his clothes preparatory to leaving and when he was done he chastely held out an envelope.
Berenice took it and kissed him on the cheek. "Thank you sweetie - you remembered the arrangement?"
"Of course Berenice." Brandon's voice was back to normal from the lust-filled croak of a few minutes before. He held out a second envelope to Monica. She hesitated, guessing what it contained, but then took it. To her relief Brandon held out a hand rather than expecting a kiss on the cheek.
"It was a great pleasure to meet you Monica and thank you so much." Brandon might have been bidding adieu to a business contact as he shook her hand. Then, with that, he was gone.
She looked at the envelope.
"Open it up sweetie."
She followed Berenice's suggestion and was not surprised by what she found. What she had learned to call Benjamins and a quick count showed that there were twenty of them.
Berenice had said that they were both whores and now, officially and undeniably, Monica knew that was the literal truth.
The African-American woman saw the look on her face. "We supply a service sweetie. Brandon is a true sweetheart but, lets be honest, having to do anything with a white boy..." She gave a little mock-shudder. "Well, we deserve our compensation and my clients are happy to play by my rules and to pay handsomely for the privilege. In fact they wouldn't have it any other way. Now put the money away because we have better things to think about."
Monica put the money in her coat. When she turned back into the room Berenice seemed to have changed. Her amused purr had become a stern word of command.
"Now Monica - its time that we trained you properly. Assume the position."
Monica looked at Berenice. She searched her face and eyes for any sign that this was a joke. There was none - the beautiful desirable face of the Black woman was implacable.
Monica knew that she could leave. It wouldn't even break the rules of the Challenge - she had performed her task. She knew that she could leave but she also knew that she didn't want to. She moved across to the padded bench and then, copying what she had seen Brandon do before, she leaned over it.
"Good girl," the amused purr was back in Berenice's voice. "You see some things we just know instinctively don't we. You know - the way that things should be. With Brandon we both call the shots but when we are alone together then it's better for both of us if I am in charge. That's right isn't it sweetie."



Monica remembered her own tentative theory of the sexual hierarchy. With white boys at the bottom, white women above them and Black men at the top. Berenice could be echoing her own ideas. "Yes," she said.
Those heavy rubber gloves had gone now. Berenice drizzled some liquid onto one palm and then moved her hands to distribute it over them. She moved next to Monica and carefully pushed up her skirt.
"Yes... what," her mouth was close to Monica's ear, the warmth of her breath on Monica's skin.
"Yes mistress," said Monica.
"Good girl," purred Berenice, "such a beautiful sweetie too. But when you are with a Black master or mistress there is no need for these things." There was a snip and Monica felt the air on her pussy and butt. Her panties had gone - cutaway and left ruined on the floor.
Now she was totally exposed, her pussy and butt vulnerable to the desires of her Mistress. Monica put her head down onto the padded bench. She knew the signs. The surge of excitement and the heat of passion flowing unchecked through every part of her. She knew what it meant but this was different. It was with a woman.
She felt Berenice's touch and it was like an electric charge blasting through her reserves and her defences. Just the gentlest of touches of those perfectly proportioned brown fingers on the exposed lips of her pussy. Just the beginning but it was so intense.
"So very beautiful," purred her lover and tormentor, "has a woman made love to you before?"
Schoogirl crushes, exchanged dorm-room kisses, were from another world compared to this. She knew that and acknowledged it. "No mistress."
Those skilled fingers had been exploring now. Finding her most sensitive parts, pushing inside her. Now they were removed and replaced by the exquisite ministrations of a tongue. Monica had known that Harley was a man especially skilled at pleasing a woman with his tongue, she had enjoyed all that he could bring her. This was different but it was better. A woman understood these things in a way no man could and Berenice, Monica knew with fierce clarity, was a woman singularly skilled in her task. Monica lay on the bench and felt her fingers gripping it, knew the effect that tongue was having on her. She tried to hang on, to ride the emotions surging through her body.
There finally came a pause. "So delicious," the words purred into her ear, then moments later the exquisite perfect conquest continued. Sweeping away Monica's inhibitions, destroying any old boundaries and prejudices, teaching her that most important of life-lessons. Who she was.
Now a finger at that most crucial of moments and in that most perfect of places. The combination with Berenice's tongue and all that was happening to her drove Monica over the edge. Had her shuddering and gasping and, she knew, crying. Her tears dropping down onto the bench.
Berenice was with her then. Her soft gentle lips kissing away those tears and then finally, exultantly, meeting Monica's own lips. Their tongues twirling in a dance of new-found lovers.
Only then did the kiss finally break and Monica caught her breath and looked. She saw Berenice and again knew that she was the sexiest woman that she had ever seen. Knew, what's more, that appearances did nor deceive. Her experience had not been greater than that first time with Harley but it had been different. An equal but distinct experience, another aspect of what she knew was becoming the dominant powering force of her being. A sexuality that was being uncovered and released. It had already taken her to places she would not have imagined before she had met Harley but she knew that her journey had only just begun. She regretted nothing and she was achingly, ravenously, hungry for more.
The thought flashed through her brain. What about Harley? Would he approve of this new discovery that she had made about herself. The thought was, of course, ridiculous. Who had sent her to Berenice in the first place? Harley. He had known what might happen, perhaps had known what would happen. The thought crystallized into certain knowledge. Of course he had known - that was why he had sent her. He had known things about her that she herself had so long denied or kept hidden. The thought was a little disturbing but none the less undeniable for all that.
A tuneful little laugh broke into her thoughts. Berenice had been watching her, amused by seeing her face reflect the procession of those emotions and realizations.
"So that was really your first time with a woman?" Another purely rhetorical question. Berenice knew already but wanted to see Monica acknowledge the fact. A nod satisfied her. "That's beautiful sweetie. They should call me the missionary. I do so love to discover a new little baby dyke."
There was the laugh again at Monica's reaction. "Alright then - a baby bi if you prefer. Harley might not be amused if I took you all the way. Though back home I know a club where they would just eat a delicious little redhead like you alive! Did he give you his little talk?" She held a hand down near the floor. "Who's that?"
"White boys," responded Monica.
Berenice brought her hand up to her chest. "Who is this?"
"White women."
"Yeah, white girls that's right." Her hand reached upwards as far as it could go.
"Black men."
"Uh-uh," Berenice shook her head. She dropped her hand a couple of inches. "That's where Black men are." She returned her hand to its highest point. "Who is that?"
"You."
Perfect white teeth showed in a triumphant, delighted, smile. "Well technically I meant Black women but for tonight, if you want, it can mean me. Would you like that sweetie?"
"More than anything mistress."
Their lips met again and Monica knew, without an iota of doubt in any part of her being, that she would rather be there than anywhere else in the world.
***
There was only one issue with having your world rocked in the way that a night with Berenice had most definitely rocked hers. When the pieces all fell back into place you didn't quite know, at least you couldn't be absolutely certain, if all that you had once assumed still held true.
She had seemed, in her own mind, to have her path forward securely mapped out. She sincerely hoped that there were surprises and discoveries yet to be made, new sensations and pleasures to be experienced, but she had felt reasonably secure in the basics.
She had known what she wanted to do and how she was going to do it and then she had met Berenice. She had not only learned about that now undeniable other aspect of her sexuality but she had also learned just how good another woman could make her feel. That changed things. She needed to know by how much.
There was a way to find out. She knew that. Harley could help her out but somehow she didn't want to approach him. He already knew her so well and this she wanted to do on her own account. Not as part of the Challenge, or as arranged by Harley, but for herself.
She knew just how she could do it. It carried a degree of risk but at least there had been some, however unwitting, preparation. The idea had come to her on the drive home from Berenice's. It had taken her by a route she had not travelled for some time and it had taken her past a certain place. Twice since then she had driven out to the same place. Not to do anything but just to build up her nerve.
Now she was here again. She could see the store and this time it was not a dry run.
Her faithful clunker of a Nissan had got her here. This was not perhaps the best of neighborhoods and she felt happier being relatively inconspicuous. Something that her old vehicle could afford her at least until she stepped outside onto the sidewalk.
It wasn't leafy suburbia but it also wasn't any sort of a ghetto. She couldn't have mustered the courage to go to some of the places Harley and others had told her about. However, she had been here before and at about the same time of the day. She had also drawn courage from her reconnaissance trips. That experience had not proved unfounded. The sidewalks were pretty much empty - just one old lady headed for home in the other direction.
She took a deep breath and focused herself on what she was going to do. She pushed open her vehicle door, stepped outside and then locked it behind her. As she turned toward her target she felt the kiss of metal on her cheek. Just another reminder. The weight of those hoops in her ears and their swing as she walked. She remembered how Berenice had looked in an identical pair. She couldn't pretend to match Berenice but she was vain enough to have checked herself out in the mirror a few times before coming out here. She knew they looked darned good on her and she certainly knew that they sent a message.
That only reminded her of the other message that she was about to send. An arrangement had basically been made that last time and when she pushed open the door...
Her line of retreat would be pretty much cut off from that moment - she would have crossed her own personal Rubicon. She would be committed, her chips all in the middle of the table. A girl like Monica didn't front, a girl like Monica didn't tease - a girl like Monica delivered. At least that was what she wanted to be true - but she was nervous.
She could feel the warm air on her skin. her bare arms, her bare shoulders, her bare stomach, her bare legs. That was a lot of bare skin - again she had felt right following Berenice's lead in this. She recalled her reaction the first time she had seen the beautiful Black woman. She wanted people to look at her like that, she wanted to engender the reaction in others that Berenice had caused to flare and burn in her own being so intensely.
Her hair was loose around her shoulders, her make-up followed the pattern showed her by Berenice. Her top was really just a band of tight Black material covering her chest - the pale skin of her shoulders and her belly contrasting with it. She didn't need to look down to know that her excitement was obvious, her nipples hard against that material and showing through. Her skirt was short, black, shiny and tight - the thrill of wearing it in public beaten only by the knowledge that she wore nothing under it. On her feet were her comfort blanket, a pair of her favorite Chelsea Chick loubies in burgundy. Their heels clicking on the sidewalk seeming to count off the steps to her destiny.
Fortunately she didn't have too far to go - not nearly far enough to 'see sense' and turn around. Only when she was actually pushing open the door and hearing the chime did she realise that there were certain practical problems with her plan.
A glance at the opening times on the door told her that one thing had not changed. It was precisely ten minutes before the store closed.
Once inside she took an immediate look over to the counter, behind its shield of protective glass, and breathed a sigh of relief. She recognised the young man behind the counter though they had met only once before.
She couldn't deny the rush of pleasure it gave her when she realised from the way he looked at her that he had recognised her too.
"Hey - good to see you again." His words confirmed the impression that she had gained, increased her confidence.
"Hi - it's been awhile I know but I couldn't keep away from that special offer you mentioned last time."
He looked like he had won the lottery - which, to be fair, he pretty much had. Not too many store clerks had a woman as fine as Monica seeking them out and asking to take up that particular offer.
He looked through the many posters and adverts and out of his window. He glanced back. "Your husband not here?"
"He wasn't my husband - just a good friend. He's waiting - he knows it could be awhile."
The man nodded and then smiled. It seemed the arrangement suited him just fine. The little white lie was the one concession Monica made to being responsible. It couldn't hurt for them to think that people knew where she was - even if it wasn't true.
She was here on her own account, trusting her own instincts. It was thrilling and she knew that part of it was the risk, the knowledge that it was at least part-crazy to be doing this at all.
"See anything you like." He was still fencing with her but she hadn't failed to notice just how he was looking at her. She remembered that look from last time and what she had hoped it would lead to. Except, of course, that her 'driver' had stepped into the store and broken the mood. Well, today she was her own driver and only one other person was likely to walk through the door.
"I'm remembering last time," she smiled. Would he pick up on the hint. A moment later the clerk picked up his phone and made a call. She moved to the other end of the store to let him speak freely. She could imagine what he was saying and she felt the heat increase in her body. Only when he had finished did she move back to the counter.
"How long till you close?" She knew the answer but asked him anyway.
"Four minutes," he said.
"Any plans for afterwards?"
"Not until about a few minutes ago."
She liked that and rewarded him with a smile. Just to let him know that his instincts were not mistaken.
"How about you? See anything you like?"
A repetition of that question. She looked him right in the eyes and ran the tip of her tongue over her lips. "Apart from the obvious? Maybe I'll check out the shop till you close."
She did just that - taking every opportunity to lean over and examine goods on the bottom shelves. She knew his eyes were fixed on the shiny black vinyl of her skirt, stretched tight over the curves of her butt. He wasn't in any hurry - he was enjoying taking in the view
The chime of the door bell. Just like last time - except that it wasn't. This was no 'driver' come to check on her. This was the other man, the one that he had called at her discreet suggestion. The sound pleased her. She wanted him here too.
"Thass what I like to see." His voice was a low masculine rumble of pure satisfaction. "Still didn't hardly believe you'd be here - kinda forgot just how fucking hot you are too. Best close up the shop quick Mike - what's the plan?"
"Chocolate store - just give me a minute." Mike stepped outside to collect some signs off the sidewalk.
"Follow me," said the man. He walked across the store and into its farthest corner. The items here were strictly low-value and on a set of shelves were boxes. Next to them was a door with 'Staff Only' written on it.
The man turned the handle and Monica followed him inside. "They never bothered fixing the camera out there - nothin worth stealing in that corner anyway. The booze and smokes is all out the back. This place ain't hardly used any more unless Mike wants a break."
She detected a slight smell in the air. It reminded her of college. Seemed Mike sometimes enjoyed a smoke himself and not just of tobacco.
The room might have been a chocolate store once but that also seemed to be elsewhere now. Most of the walls were lined with metal shelves that held dusty old boxes, spare posters and adverts, cleaning equipment and broken or redundant store fittings. At the other end of the room was another, closed, door. Between the shelves there was a space with hard flooring and a couple of battered old chairs.
The man went to the far corner and pulled at an old mattress propped against one of the few pieces of wall not taken up with the shelving. He wasn't a young man. The bristles of hair on his head were all grey, there were lines on his face, his belly spoke to a lifetime of beers drunk while watching, rather than playing, the game. However, he was big and he handled the clumsy weight of the mattress with ease.
That mattress was very old and very dirty. In this back room with this man it was all suddenly extremely real. The sordid surroundings underlined just how real.
Mike came through the door and locked it behind him. The store had been secured and they wouldn't be interrupted now. He glanced at the mattress and made a face. "Hang on I got something will help." He went on through the other door and beyond it Monica could now see a further metal door.
She felt the older man's fingers on her arm and turned to see him watching her closely. "We got a moment before Mike gets back. He's no asshole and he might not like it but he could take a disappointment if you ain't sure about this."
He'd picked up on her moment of realisation and she appreciated the gesture. However, he had read her wrong. She hadn't been put off. Quite the reverse.
"I'm sure," she smiled, "but I've an idea. You've got a phone?"
The man shrugged and reached for his pocket.
By the time Mike was back with a couple of sheets they had already begun.
"So whass your name baby?"
"It's Monica."
"That your real name?"
"Probably not - does it matter?"
"Hell no. So, Monica, what you come down here for? You looking for something?"
"Yes. Something I've been needing for a long time."
"Whass that baby?"
"Black Cock."
"Yeah and if you find some you know whass gonna go down don't you."
"I'm going to get fucked."
"Yeah - pretty girl like you coming down here she gonna get a ride to pound town. All the Big Black Cock she can handle. That alright by you?"
"Sounds fucking perfect to me!"
"One mo' question."
"What's that?"
"What we waiting for?"
He just paused enough to capture her smile in response to his last words and then he turned his phone off and put it away.
Mike had fitted the sheets onto the mattress. Now he began to unbutton his shirt. She moved over to him and ran her fingers over his exposed chest. She felt the strength there, savoured his beautiful dark skin-tone.
He really was a beautiful young man. Just a couple of years older than herself he was handsome, fit, well-proportioned. She kissed him as she pushed his shirt over his shoulders and then off. She ran her fingers down his sides, felt the powerful muscles of his arms and back. He was magnificent but she also knew that she had more than one man to please.
The older man could never have been described as magnificent. Well, that was unfair. Maybe back when he was young. Now he was in his late sixties, grey stubble on his head and his chin. He had also removed his shirt to reveal wiry grey hairs on the coal-dark skin of his chest. She felt a sudden desire to run her hands through that hair and she decided not to resist it.
He saw the way she was looking at that junction of her hand and his skin and he gave his low rumble of a laugh. She felt it pass from his chest into her fingers and then she felt something else. His hand pushed up her short skirt exploring. It soon found what it sought and found no clothing in the way.
"Thass good - got us a white girl knows what the Black man likes. That right? You know what we like?"
"White pussy," said Monica. She felt her heart pounding - the adrenaline surging through her bloodstream. She bent her knees a little and allowed two of his fingers to slip inside her.
"Yeah - you know it.. White pussy. Hot wet white pussy. Just like your's girl. You gonna give that white pussy up. You want Mike here to fuck ya?"
"Yes," her response was quick, almost irritated. Of course she wanted Mike to fuck her. She had wanted him to fuck her ever since she had seen him on that first visit months back.
"You want a dirty old nigga bastard like me to fuck ya?"
For a split-second she was shocked by the words that he used. But then she understood. He wanted her to say it.
"Yes - I want you to fuck me too. I need a dirty old Black bastard like you to fuck me hard."
He wasn't going to let her off easy. "A dirty old - what - bastard?"
"A dirty old nigga bastard - I need that nigga cock."
That low rumble of laughter again, "You gonna get it. Don't you worry. You gonna get it and good. Just now tho..." He took her shoulders and gently turned her round.



Mike was naked and he truly was a magnificent young man. His handsome face and his beautifully-proportioned muscular body. He was any girl's dream. Any girl with any sense anyway.
She knew what to do. A knowledge that had never needed to be learned, a knowledge that was primal. The natural tribute that a woman owed to a man as magnificent as this young man was. She dropped to her knees before him, grateful for the mattress on that unforgiving floor.
Her hand went straight to his cock. She stroked it but that was purely a matter of form. He didn't need any help getting hard. Just the circumstances had his nine inches of cock standing up straight and tall. That was his tribute to her and her soul thrilled to see it.
Time to show these men what she could do. She opened her mouth, licked her lips and got to work. Mike's cock was long but not too thick. She could explore him with her tongue, discover just what he liked and just how to please him. On her knees before him, looking up at him, she made sure to give him the best blow-job of his life.
She immediately knew that she was getting to him. She had learned to recognise the signs. The look on a man's face, in his eyes, when he was enjoying every moment of a woman's attention.
She heard a click-and-fizz behind her, recognised the noise of a lighter. The other man had taken a seat and soon she smelled that smell again. She decided to step her work up a gear or two.
"Oh fuck but this girl is fucking good. This one got some talent! Don't look like no bopper but she a bopper for sure!"
'Well practice makes perfect', thought Monica, 'and I've had a lot of practice!' Well it was time to show these men a thing or two.
She had practised this too. Up to now she had just dealt with about three-quarters of Mike's Big Black Cock now it was time to show him and his friend that she could take it all. She relaxed her mouth and then pushed down and down and down his shaft until her nose was pushed up against the skin of his chest.
"Oh muthafucker!" Mike's hands were on her head now, holding her there. She pushed her tongue out to meet his balls, teased them as he held her in place. "Shit man - this one is the fucking best! Damn!"
Mike's grip relaxed and she could ease herself back up his cock and then down once more. She heard the low rumble of laughter from behind her.
"You didn't know she was the real deal Mike? Not from the first moment you saw her?"
"I fucking know now man - I fucking know now. You seeing this."
The chair creaked behind her. "About time I was enjoying some too. Time out young man."
Mike pulled his cock out of her mouth and found the other chair. He reached in the pocket of his shirt hung over its back and soon she heard a lighter again. Smelled that smell from her past that she realised might be becoming more familiar again.
That wasn't the issue however. The issue right now was the man in front of her, his big belly over the waist-band of his pants. Given his age the bulge that showed there was reassuring.
He moved up close and she knew what he wanted. She reached out and undid his belt. A few moments later and she was easing the waist-band of his shorts down over his bulge. She had already sensed something but only when she got a clear view did she understand.
His cock wasn't long, not nearly as long as Mike's. Maybe six or seven inches. However, it was thick - much thicker than any cock she had ever seen. If Mike was a rapier then this man was a cudgel or a fire-plug.
It was a mouthful as she immediately found out. There was no cause to practice her deep throat techniques now. This was just about fitting her mouth around that thing. Trying to get room to use her tongue, to lube him up. It felt so different in her mouth even compared to a cock like Julius Flint's.
'How would it feel in her pussy?' The thought came to her immediately and with it the knowledge that she needed to find out. She took him out of her mouth.
"Your cock is beautiful. What do they call you - Mr Plug?"
She had assumed that men like having their cocks complimented and in this case it seemed to be true.
"You can call me anything you like baby - so long as you keep on doing what you was just now doing."
"Not for too long Plug - you really need to fuck me with this big cock of yours."
He gently brought his hands up to her head and moved her back onto his cock. "No need to worry about that girl - best believe that's happening and for sure."
She did her best but her style was cramped by just how thick his cock was. She wasn't satisfied by her performance but apparently Plug was much happier about it. That cock stayed hard and he kept urging her on until finally he was ready.
"Down on that mattress girl - time to get just what you been asking for."
She didn't hesitate. Didn't think about the dirty old mattress barely hidden beneath a couple of thin sheets. Didn't care that this was a dirty little store-room behind a shabby convenience store. Didn't worry that Mike was watching them as he smoked his joint. Didn't pause to consider Plug's age or his race or his social status.
None of that mattered. What mattered was that she needed to fuck - she needed to feel that thick cock inside her. Then, after that, she wanted Mike too. She wanted both their Black cocks, so different and yet united by her desire for them.
Plug was in front of her now and shuffling up between her raised knees as she lay there.
He pushed his hard cock against the lips of her pussy, ran its head up and down her, teased her. Then he edged up and laid that thick hard cock down onto her belly.
"You know I was a delivery driver out in the suburbs. Can't believe how many of them housewives wanted a taste of this. Except I was married and the first twins was here and I wouldn't have felt right about it. Had kinda thought my chance had passed. But this is premium white pussy. I'm gonna enjoy fucking this pussy."
'Great', thought Monica, 'but stop talking and fuck me now. I need this.' By contrast she said, "It's yours. Claim it."
It seemed she had chosen the right words. Plug adjusted his position and lined the broad head of his thick cock against her pussy. He pushed and nudged inside. She felt the sensations spreading through her body. He pushed a little inside her and then seemed to wedge. The pressure against so much of her most tender, most sensitive, self was almost overwhelming. He pushed again but got no further.
"It's too big," she grunted.
"Nah," growled Plug, "ain't too big. Babies come out so any fucking cock can go in. Just need to get you ready for him. Which you is gonna be because this pussy belongs to us. Who this pussy belong to?"
"You," her eyes were fixed on his, unable to escape their demanding, mesmeric, intensity.
"And..." he pushed again to no avail.
"Mike."
"And..." Again he was advancing no further.
"Black men."
He broke eye contact and dropped his mouth onto her achingly hard nipple. She gasped as she felt his teeth sharp on her tender flesh. Then suction as he sucked on her breast. Another thrust and she began to surrender herself to him. Surging waves of passion and fulfilment claiming her as he moved his concentrating back onto claiming her pussy. She heard a laugh and then a mouth was at her other breast. Mike was taking a hand - making sure there was no mistake. She was here to fuck and these men were going to fuck her.
She felt her whole body quivering and opened her mouth to cry out but no words would come. It was that moment - a moment she had only felt with Black men or one certain Black woman. The moment of overwhelmingly joyous surrender. All the time that thick cudgel of a cock had been moving into her, brushing aside any resistance and pushing deeper, deeper, deeper. Until he had her. His cock was all the way in her, exquisitely stimulating so much of her. Demanding the tribute that she needed to pay.
She was gasping for breath now, feeling Plug start to establish his rhythmn. Then another Black cock appeared at her mouth and she understood what she needed to do. She began to suck him - began to pleasure two men at he same time for the first time. It wasn't so easy - that big cock in her pussy kept taking her attention off Mike in her mouth but she did her best. Tried to please both of them, to let them know how much she wanted them.
She heard a grunt and felt Plug push deep. She wrapped her legs around his body and held him there. Made sure that when he came all that beautiful potent African seed went just where it needed to be. Deep in her willing white body.
He tried a few more thrusts to finish up but he was a little winded now. She liked that - it showed how much he had wanted her.
Mike went to the pocket of his pants hung over the back of his chair.
"What you doing Mike?" Plug's voice was stern as he eased back out of her, his thick Black cock wet with their cum.
Mike flourished the familiar little wrapper.
"What the fuck," grumbled Plug, "you wanna use a rubber with prime pussy like this. Girl ain't come here to fuck no rubber. He don't need to wear no rubber do he?" His last question was aimed at Monica.
"No," she replied.
"You want him to?"
"Please no," she said.
Mike looked unconvinced. "But I don't want to be paying no child support."
Plug grunted. "Fuck that - besides if our girl here ain't on the pill then she already knocked up. My boys will have done the job 'fore you even stepping up to the fucking plate."
Mike thought a moment and then tossed the still wrapped condom into a corner of the room. A moment later, but not a moment too soon for Monica, he was in position and that beautiful long Black cock of his was sliding home.
It was so different to being fucked by Plug. Mike had all the athletic power of a young man in his prime, his cock was long and could push deeper into her, claiming more of her for their pleasure. It was so different but just as good. Her pleasure, her conquest, her climax were just as powerful and just as intense as Mike fucked her as only a Black man in his prime could. Skin on skin, raw, the way nature intended.
Plug's stubby, rough, fingers were on her tender nipple now. Teasing her as he spoke.
"Young bull is going to town now but he's too late. You got an egg in there then I already Blacked ya for sure. Got a little extra for you too. I'm a twin and so was my daddy and my grand-daddy. Got four kids and they in two sets of twins. If you ain't on the pill then you soon gonna have a little nigga sucking on each of these sweet little white titties. Stick with me girl and I'll get you a houseful, keep you barefoot and pregnant."
He was an observant man. His eyes had been on her throughout, registering her reaction. When he had seen how his words had affected her he had continued, stepped up the power of those words, the taboo nature of his remarks.
"How 'yo daddy gonna feel when he knows all his grand-kids are gonna be Black. When he knows his girl is gonna be Black only, that she ain't having no nice sweet white boy. All she wants is us Black men. That she don't care about nuttin but getting that Big Black Cock and all that nigga seed nice and deep."
Mike was a really good fuck. Powerful and strong, making her pussy beg for more. However, she wasn't sure if it was his prowess or Plug's words but she was off and on another planet as he fucked her. So far into the zone that nothing mattered but taking that cock and claiming that seed. In that moment it was all she was - all that she was put on earth for. Pleasing the Black man. The idea flashed through her brain and just sent her on, surging upwards and onwards and into the delicious, perfect, oblivion of climax. All without her control - all acknowledged only as her eyes came back into focus, as she felt the urgent, final, thrusts of Mike and she knew his seed had joined Plug's in her.
Thass good," said Plug. He paused to relight his joint. "Heard if two men's cum are in a girl that really increases the chance of her getting knocked up. So that'll really help you leave here a Black man's baby momma." There was that deep bass rumbling laugh of his - a laugh of triumph. The laugh she had come to love hearing from her Black lovers.
She caught her breath and then carefully used her mouth to clean Mike's beautiful cock. Finally she felt able to respond.
"You," she touched her long white finger to Plug's flat Black nose, "you are a very bad man."
"Yeah," he laughed, "just like you like them baby - just like you like them."
He took the joint out of his mouth and offered it to her. She hesitated - it had been a few years and back then it hadn't really seemed to be her. Then she accepted the joint and took a nice, deep, pull out of it. Made sure that the smoke went deep into her lungs. It felt good, really good.
"Stand up," said Plug as he reached onto one of the shelves.
She stood upon slightly shaky legs but Plug's other hand held her. Now she saw what he had been reaching for.
A Black marker pen.
"It's like this," explained Plug, "you as hot and as fine as fuck but you still ain't where you need to be. First thing."
He started writing with the pen on the smooth pale skin directly above her pussy and she knew what he was writing. She had seen something similar with Charli - but permanent, tattooed into her skin.
'BLACK ONLY'.
"Fine pussy like this needs to be reserved for the Black man you hear. No white boys. Don't matter if you got a white husband or a white boyfriend - they don't get none of that fine pussy or that whooty of yours. They reserved for the Black man. You hear me - you understand."
"Yes," she said. She knew the blood was pumping through her body again. She knew how this was making her feel. How she would do anything for him at this moment.
The pen wrote again - this time a little higher upon her belly.
'BLACK BABY FACTORY'
"Yeah - that looks good," said Plug. Thass what you is - even if you ain't started work yet. I seen it in your eyes girl. You gonna get Black Bred for sure and so you should. The finest white girls should all be Black Bred - just like you is gonna be."
"Yes." A single word response but it signified a lot and at that moment she meant every potential aspect of it.
The pen was moving again, this time on her thighs. Arrows pointing upwards at her exposed pussy.
'BLACK CUM GOES HERE.'
"Don't want no cum wasted - need to get that sweet little belly of yours full of Back baby. Then once we done that."
His strong fingers grasped her butt cheek. He spun her a little. She felt the pen writing again but this time, of course, she could not read it. "Tell her what it says."
Mike was happy to respond. Got an arrow pointing at your butt. "Black cocks go here."
It was awful, humiliating, degrading and - wonderful. It went against so much that she had been taught or even believed but she knew that, at that moment, it felt perfectly true and right and - proper. It was who she was, it was what she was for. It was her destiny and she embraced it.
"You come back here and I'm gonna tap that wondrous ass of yours girl." Plug had her facing him again and she knew he was enjoying every reaction that she gave him, conscious or unconscious.
She hadn't said no but instead she had just shook her head. "It's exit-only up to now and that big cock of yours would never fit in there."
Now he was the one to shake his head. "Nah girl - white girl with a butt like yours she gonna be taking a whole lot of Black cock. Mouth, pussy ass - you all gonna belong to the Black man - because that is who you is. We'd do it right. Mike over there would get you nice and opened up and feeling good before you got the main act." The two men laughed at the prospect and she felt her heart beat faster in response.
Plug stood back up before her and that big thick cock of his was hard again. Thinking about how he wanted to fuck her and breed her had excited him and the knowledge excited Monica too.
"Back on that mattress girl," said Plug, "time to make sure you Blacked for good."
There was no struggle this time. Not that he had resized her or any white boy bullshit like that. It was just that she was ready for him now, had been trained by him now. Her pussy now understood that she belonged to him and that fire-plug of a cock just felt perfect inside her.
"You going to pull out," she teased him as his rhythmn built.
"Fuck that," he growled and they didn't need to talk any more. Just to fuck, the way men and women have fucked since time first began. Fuelled by desire and pleasure and aimed at one perfect moment of mutual climax. A woman's body opening to accept her man and all he can give her both at that moment and potentially over the next few months.
***
She had only taken a couple of drags from that joint but it had been enough to realise that it was seriously potent. Besides, there had been a lot of second-hand smoke in that room by the time they were done. Before there were four loads of perfect cum, each enriched with powerful African DNA, planted just as deep inside her as her men could manage. Mike hadn't got into the breeding talk but after his initial hesitation it seemed to have revved his engines almost as good as it had done hers!
She felt a little light-headed. Despite her relative lack of experience she was pretty sure that wasn't down to the joint. It was more likely just the way that everything had happened. They way that it had been so good, so much better than even she had expected it to be.
Mike opened that big metal security door she had seen before. She and Plug stepped outside into a little rubbish-strewn yard. Mike was left inside to clear up, set the alarms and lock up the store.
She knew she only had a few moments more and she wasn't certain why but she knew that she wanted to ask him.
"Can I ask you something?"
"Fo' sure - I'll walk you to your vehicle. Quiet round here about this time but you never do know. Especially dressed like you is."
She gave him a smile. For all his talk her instincts about him hadn't been wrong. "I've been thinking about getting some help - I mean an enlargement..." She gestured with her hands.
He shrugged. "A boob job. That ain't rare. You know any good Doctors."
"I know the best but I've been thinking about it a long time and I'm just not sure."
"Your decision baby. Tell me - is that hair color of yours natural?"
"I'm a natural redhead but I've boosted it up a little."
"Why?"
"I know it would please a man I know."
"White boy?"
"No - a Black man."
"Figures. You dressed real sexy there girl you always dress like that?"
She giggled. "Not quite - I just knew it would please a couple of men I know."
"Two men?"
She knew what he wanted. "Two Black men - it got them to give me what I wanted."
Now he laughed. "So what you are asking me is would I like to see you with a nice big pair of white girl titties to go with that beautiful face and that sweet, sweet, white girl booty. That's what you're asking me?"
They arrived at her trusty battered old Nissan, "I think you've already answered."
He kissed her quite tenderly on the cheek. "Glad I could help."
She nodded and watched him walk on as she got behind the wheel and started the long drive home.
She had got her answer and she had made her decision. He hadn't made her decision for her, he had just shown her what that decision was always going to be. She couldn't say how much further down the road she had gone before she realised that she didn't even know his real name.
***
He looked around his living room and felt a distinct pang of regret. Life had sure been interesting over the last months and he had a feeling it wouldn't be hitting those heights again. It was all very well for Harley to talk but when you were a working man up here in Pennsylvania who could afford the gas money and such to keep going all the way down to Harley's stomping grounds.



No, life was just going to have to go back to how it was and that was all there was to it. He was going to have to relish his memories and take pleasure from the fact that it had all happened. Which was what made the way she had left hurt him some. He'd expected her to come see him a last time and maybe let him know where she was headed to. Instead, this morning she had just been gone. The computer said her file had been deleted after all records had been transferred to Oxford. It hurt his feelings - made him feel like something had gone sour.
What the fuck. Life went on. At least there was a game tonight. He turned on the TV and went to sit in his favourite chair but then paused and frowned. Something wasn't quite right. It took a moment before he realised what it was.
He walked over to the wall and looked at the old clock that hung there. None of this Chinese cheap plastic crap - this was a genuine old mechanical that his grandpa had bought and that had come down to him. Now it had stopped, its familiar ticking had become silent.
Opening the case he saw the reason why. Two bulky packets had been placed into the clock's case so that after a while the mechanism no longer worked. As he removed the packets the familiar tick-tock of the clock resumed.
It was second nature to set the hands to the right time and then to rewind the clock. He'd done that every few days since he had inherited it. Only then did he return to the packets and read the words on one cover.
'George - your share from our shows. Thanks. HC/M xxx.'
He slit open the package and looked inside. Fifties. A lot of fifties. He counted the notes and whistled through his teeth. He'd got to seventy and there had to be at least three times as many yet to go. It was crazy. What about that other package - couldn't be fifties too could it? He took his knife and gently slit the paper. One glance inside told him that it wasn't no fifties. That was Ben Franklin looking back at him and there had to be at least as many bills as in the first packet.
"No, no, no - I can't be taking her money. I'll have to give her this back." His reaction was unconsciously spoken out loud. A reaction based on how he had always lived his life, a proud man who wasn't beholding to anyone. Who didn't take hand-outs from anyone.
Then he thought a moment and it was enough to understand why she had gone without coming to say goodbye and why she hadn't left him a forwarding address. He shook his head, gave a little 'huh' of resignation and finally a slow smile. That girl always knew what she wanted and generally knew how to get it too. Well, good luck to her. He had an idea how she'd like him to spend some of that money and he was going to be very happy to oblige.
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The two of clubs - Get a Piercing.
Monica looked at the card and knew that Harley was behind this. Well, that was the nature of the game that she was playing, the Challenge. Harley was generally fair but he was not above tilting the scales a little.
She knew that and had taken advantage of it. Her plans required her last Challenge before the Summer break to be an easy one. Happily she didn't need to cheat her Members and subs of good content. Harley would arrange for the card picked to correspond with the Challenge to visit a Gloryhole. She already had the video of herself and Charli at Mo's in the Capital all ready to go. They would all love that.
So Harley had done her a favour. Should it surprise her that there was a price to pay?
As soon as her Piercing Challenge was announced the Direct Message had come from Izeye with the address of his place. As if there was ever a chance she would be going anywhere else.
Again it all sort of fitted together, shaping the path of her destiny. She had been feeling increasingly out of place in her exclusive College town. It was so blue-blood New England, so very whitebread. Her supervisor, Professor Solon, had actually suggested the move on one of their zoom chats. However, she had already known that she needed to move on. She needed to be closer to her 'researches', closer to the action.
For about the millionth time in her twenty-four years she was fortunate in that money was no problem. She was currently renting a neat little apartment in a rather nice suburb of the Capital. It was north of the city but still distinctly upmarket. A good address for when she had mail or visitors from her old life, when she had just been the heiress Heather Cameron. A nice relaxing place to live and to write.
It was only ten minutes (twenty at the busiest times) from her planned residence in the long-term, which she was having refitted to her specifications. It was an apartment in a converted warehouse on the waterfront in the Capital's notorious neighbour.
H-Town. Preachers and Moms in Middle America thrilled to the tales of that particular city. So-called because of the heroin epidemic that had fuelled its crime boom and urban disintegration in the eighties and nineties. The city had an official name of course but everybody there just called it H-Town unless they were tourists or the Police.
A city's reputation could be well earned and yet not be uniform. Gentrification had taken over much of the Capital and it had even planted its flag in H-Town, though the residents of the two districts concerned preferred to call it 'North Capital'. There was the College district and the surrounding tech and medical facilities, all much re-developed. Then there was her own new home on the waterfront. Quite apart from its amazing views and restaurants it had easy access to all of the best aspects of living in a big city as regards amenities and music or sporting venues.
None of which accounted for her decision to move there of course. There was almost a cordon sanitaire around these gentrified areas. The politicians, business professionals and celebrities lived there. Heavy police patrols meant that violent crime was rare and both burglaries and street robberies were investigated with ruthless efficiency. When people in these areas committed crime they were strictly white-collar.
It was a good place to set up her new base and studio - a whole floor of one of the wonderfully converted old warehouses. She intended to live pretty quietly there but if anyone had a problem with her renovations or her lifestyle then they could complain to the landlord. Since the landlord was now one Heather Cameron she didn't have too many worries about that!
This gentrified enclave was only a tiny part of the city - as separate from the rest as the old foreign legations that had once existed in Chinese cities. Beyond that line on the map separating 'North Capital' from H-Town there was a whole different world. That was the world that horrified Middle America but it was also the world that intrigued and attracted her.
The address that she had been sent was in H-Town and though she was relatively new she had learned what the neighborhoods signified. This one was OK by H-Town standards, a long way from some of the more dangerous areas or from the infamous dives of the 'Market'.
That didn't mean that you didn't notice the differences of course. An OK area in H-Town was still rather a culture shock. First, nothing seemed to get done. The sidewalks were cracked and sprouting grass. The walls were covered in graffiti, ugly tags and gang signs. Just like the gang sign in the picture Harley had sent her over a year ago when all of this had begun. Some of the old commercial properties were boarded up, the active ones were festooned with shutters and security equipment. There were houses in most streets that seemed to have been abandoned - their doors and windows boarded, or sometimes even bricked up.
There was one other little thing of course. In North Capital Heather did not stand out. It was well over 90% white and the only minorities you saw were the afore-mentioned politicians, celebrities and a sizable proportion of the Metro Police.
Outside that little enclave the real city was very different. Bustling and heaving with a hundred nationalities but mainly, indeed overwhelmingly, African-American. In some parts of the city that rose nearer to 99% than to 90%. Some of those districts were notorious the world over, courtesy of certain TV series and news reports. Their reputations kept them relatively affordable. Populations that the establishment didn't want in their own neigborhoods had long been dumped in the projects out there. Very few might want to live there but at least they could afford to do so if they had to.
She used her trusty Nissan for the journey. Her beloved Continental Speed convertible was left safely garaged. Her Nissan was old enough not to run to a built-in GPS but by the time she went her route was burned into her brain even without the cheap portable version propped on her dashboard.
Her directions led her to a row of two-story buildings. Most were occupied by commercial premises and front and centre was the address she had been given. She parked up - taking care to place easily removable items in a concealed lock-box before she ventured forth.
Whatever was Izeye's business he wasn't too bothered about enticing passing trade. There were no pictures advertising his skills, there was no shop fascia naming it. Instead, there were blanked windows and over the door a simple, small, sign.
'Izeye for Ink Plus.'
Not that Monica noticed it originally. There was something else there far more likely to capture her attention. Leaning on a car, observing all that went on around him, was a man. He was over six-feet tall and very well-built, dressed informally but smartly and with perfect style. Look up 'tall, (very) dark and handsome' and that was this man. At her first glance she knew that when 'alpha males' got together they talked in hushed tones about men like this. He was incredible and her heart went to her throat as she realised that he had noticed her - was looking right at her with a half-smile on his face.
"Hi," she half-gasped.
He gave a little nod and a slightly broader smile. "So you would be Monica." He paused and looked her up and down, from her head to her toes. She knew he was taking all of her in, appraising her as a connoisseur would appraise a fine piece of art or a superior vintage of wine. "Seems your reputation was not exaggerated. One moment please."
He reached into his jacket and retrieved a phone. A few taps with his finger and he spoke. "Hey babe - take a look at who we got here."
He held up the device and Monica saw an attractive blonde woman of about the man's age. The blonde was also examining her. "Hey there - I'm Dee. I see that Harley hasn't lost his touch. Watch out for that Izeye - he can be a naughty one." She giggled. "But you might enjoy that. What do you think of her Shaka?" The question was asked in a tone that left no doubt that she already knew what his answer would be.
"This one is just good enough to eat," said the man holding the phone. So he was Shaka. "If I didn't have my wife on the phone I guess I'd be making a move on her right now."
Monica knew the blood was showing in her cheeks, felt the confusion and the arousal produced by his comments. The amusement in Shaka's eyes as he watched her wasn't helping.
"You are a bad man Shaka," laughed Dee on the phone. "Don't worry honey he's on duty - so you are safe. Let the girl go about her business Shaka. There's a time and a place for everything."
Now Shaka laughed. Oh but Monica loved to hear a Black man laugh like that. A complaisant happy rumble of satisfaction. The sort of laugh that only the men she preferred could laugh. Shaka shut off the phone and stepped aside, taking a quick glance up and down the street.
She moved past him and with a casual movement his hand found her butt cheek. Strong fingers cupped and gently squeezed.
You were supposed to be outraged, offended, to run away or scream the house down.
She didn't. She just stood there and felt his hand on her. She looked up into his face and really saw his eyes for the first time. They were beautiful, deep, full of strength but also of mischief. This was a man who had a past and would take some handing. Dee was clearly quite a woman. Monica knew that in a heartbeat she would give everything to swap places with her. Shaka was that impressive.
"Down the road there'll be that time and place." His voice had a calm measured assurance. "Dee and myself will be real looking forward to it."
She had to work hard to break her look into those beautiful brown eyes but she finally managed it and moved on to the store's door where she turned the handle. 'Not as much as me', she thought to herself, 'not as much as me.'
She was next greeted by an even bigger surprise than Shaka had been. A pair of bright excited eyes and a frantically wagging tail followed by an excited 'yelp' of welcome. What an adorable dog! He reminded her of a dog her family had when she was a child. She wanted to pet him but hesitated.
"Does he bite?"
There was a laugh in a slightly creaky voice. "Nah - you OK. You got past Shaka and he's a damn sight more likely to bite than the dog is there." It was an old man's voice and as he emerged she saw that the speaker had to be in his seventies. He was very dark skinned with close-cropped greying hair. His perfectly trimmed moustache and beard were greyer still. He wore a dark suit, she immediately knew that it was Italian, with a red patterned silk tie. Monica had the foolish idea that she had seen him somewhere before but she had no idea where she could have and so dismissed it.
She had met many Black men and had been the object of their appraisal many times before. Shaka had just been the most recent. She knew the feeling - but this was different. There was just something about this man. She liked him immediately, felt inclined to trust him however foolish that might be. His interest in her was almost avuncular or was that quite right? No - it was more like a grandparent greeting a favorite grand-child.
Behind silver-rimmed spectacles a pair of intelligent dark eyes met hers. He smiled and held out a hand. She took it and noticed it was thin, the bones prominent.
"I've known Harley for quite some years. Since he stopped working for someone I really didn't like. Harley was always a smart one - he went off on his own before... Well, never mind that. He's a good man and he always had a very fine eye for spotting talent. In your case, my dear, I think he has surpassed himself. Ah well - ain't you going to pet the dog?"
She did and the dog truly appreciated it. Giving little excited yelps and running around in circles of ecstatic pleasure.
"Yep, the dog likes you too. I'm glad you with Harley to look after you. I can see you wearing Berenice's hoops too - another good person to have in your corner. Maybe my friend Izeye can sort you out a pair that combines Berenice's and Shaka's hoops. Even in this city no-one would mess with someone wearing those."
"I can do that," another man had joined them. Not quite another Shaka but he was impressive without doubt. He folded arms in front of him that seemed to swim before her eyes. The product of ornate and expertly-designed patterns and swirls of ink. So this was Izeye and he certainly did not disappoint.
"Well I'll leave you to your business," the old man said. "A delight to meet you Monica. I send my regards and compliments to Harley via you." He gave her a slow smile and nodded to Izeye as he left, happily pursued by his dog.
"Who was that?" She asked Izeye.
"A good friend of mine. I been trying to talk him into coming out here before the Capital is all gone soft. He won't and maybe him and Antwan are right. They got serious connections out there."
She noted that he hadn't really answered her question and assumed that was on purpose. "He's like a grand-pa," she blurted out almost before she knew it.
Izeye laughed out loud, a joyous powerful sound. "Yeah, yeah, I guess so. In a way he's a grand-pa hundreds of times over! Him and the Foundation." He paused - very obviously changing the subject. "So we got a Challenge task on the books. What was it again?"
He knew of course. He just wanted her to say it. "I want to get a piercing."
He was smiling at her, toying with her like a big Black cat playing with a mouse. "Any preferences? I mean design or size or location. Ear, nose, cheek, lip, navel, nipple or nipples, pussy lips or clit - I can do them all and do them in multiples." He smiled as he watched her face's reaction to his words. "My passion is ink but for piercing I know my trade. Come take the tour while your thinking about it."
Beyond the small entrance lobby there was a much larger room. It was pristine and its walls were tiled. There were three couches and surrounding them all the accoutrements and machinery of a very well-equipped tattoo parlor.
It was impressive and she told him so.
It was her turn to read his face and she saw the pride there in his establishment. "You know I had a place maybe a half the size in the Capital. Got bought out by the developers and it paid for all this and the other little alterations we made. Still with money in the bank too."
Beyond that room was another door for what appeared to be a storage closet. When Izeye opened that door she saw that she was mistaken. Instead there was only the top of a spiral metal staircase that led down.
"In the Capital we were using warehouses and back-rooms. Here, I got to design exactly what I knew my performers would enjoy."
"Performers?" She wasn't entirely sure what he meant by that though Members had talked cryptically about Izeye's 'shows'. She wasn't completely in the dark however. She remembered Izeye's past Direct Messages to her.
"We produce specialist material here. I used to work with my wife until her new store got so busy. I have a co-producer but we don't do shows together. Our markets are rather distinct if complementary. Either way the symbolism of going under-ground is very appropriate."
She decided to take the bull by the horns. "You mean like a dungeon."
He smiled and nodded. "Care to take the tour there too - strictly no obligations of course."
In any normal circumstances that would not have been a good idea. However, her life had ceased to be normal ever since that first time she had met Harley. Heather Cameron had become Monica and Monica knew that to experience all that her new lifestyle had to offer it was necessary to trust Harley and the people that came with Harley's recommendation. She nodded.
Izeye smiled and started down the well-lit stairs. There was nothing creepy or scary about them. They could have been in a factory or an apartment building. That impression was only reinforced by the fact that two flights down they left the stairs and walked into a workshop. There were all the tools for working in wood, metal, leather and perhaps more. Monica paused at one of the two benches and picked up what was being worked on. A collar in leather of a type very familiar to her - though this one seemed made for a large dog to judge by the silver mountings and the blank silver name-tag hanging from it.
Further on there was a worked piece of wood. It was being moulded and shaved to fit perfectly with a broad leather strap.
"A lot of our equipment is self-designed and manufactured." There was that pride in Izeye's voice again. "We don't use mass market crap. That means we can have the perfect tool for any job and also that we understand fully the potential and the power of any tool used. Kind of important in our game."
Izeye clicked on a set of lights as they advanced through a final black-painted door. This was the larger of the subterranean rooms and it was clearly Izeye's 'studio'.
The walls were painted dark red with black hangings. The light came from electrical fittings designed to resemble the torches in a medieval castle. Despite the walls the result was surprisingly well-lit. The reason for that was obvious. Monica noticed the cameras built into the room's corners and walls. Izeye didn't have to rely on phones to capture his content though he could no doubt use them too.
She noticed all of that but it was not what caught her attention. That was the contents of the room. There were a couple of the sort of mini pommel horse that she had seen in use at Berenice's. There were three large X-shaped crosses with metal manacles hanging from them. Against a wall there were other irons and an iron band at almost head height.
Izeye seated himself on a large padded chair with a tall back. It looked rather like a throne but his words were generous. "Be my guest to take a look around and examine anything."
She left the big racks and shelves until last. First she tested the irons on the wall. They were metal alright - they were not only meant for show. On a long table there were lengths of rope and chains, not to mention hand-cuffs. She picked one up. It was firm and solid. She tried to bend a metal rod which looked less sturdy but the material was deceptive. She could not move it.
Beyond the table was a row of five metal cages. On closer examination they had a padded floor but when she tapped the bars they were also real, solid, metal. The cage doors were open but she noted the locks and examined the mechanism. It was a working lock and if closed and secured then you wouldn't leave the cage unless someone let you out. She felt a shiver run through her at that realisation. What would that be like?
Glancing up she noticed great metal beams with rings attached. At her feet she noticed a small section of the floor, one of many placed at intervals. On examination it could be rotated and locked into place with another of the metal rings thus exposed. She wondered about that and also about some of the furniture. Besides the couches and the large chair from which Izeye watched her there were also several smaller chairs. She examined one and when she touched its seat it moved. A moment more and she realised it could be removed to leave the chair without a seat. This was not due to age or damage - the chair had been designed and constructed carefully to that end.
The couches and the chair, or should she say throne, were not the only furniture. There was, apart from all sorts of frames in metal and wood, at least two sets of stocks and another wooden construction that could act as a pillory.
She found a black-painted door in the far wall and turned its handle. Inside was a much smaller copy of the tattoo parlor above. Clean, white-tiled and equipped with all except the couches. There would have been no room for them in what was only really an extended cupboard. Instead there was a sturdy trolley on wheels.



She closed the door of the smaller room noting that the lights within were extinguished as she did so. That left the last wall of the studio which was covered from floor to ceiling with shelves and racks.
You couldn't help noticing the dildos, there was a whole rack of them - like in an old-style sex shop. They were of all sizes and shapes from the common-place to the frankly terrifying. Many were fitted for use with a strap-on harness. There were also some of a different shape. She knew that they played a similar role just in a different hole. Even the smaller ones were rather daunting and many of them were anything but small.
Next came shelves carrying leather equipment. Like the toys they were all black. She recognised some but others were frankly mystifying. She had no idea how they were used. Next to them she found a hood - black leather, of course, with gaps left only for the eyes and mouth.
"Some of my performers prefer to retain their anonymity." Izeye's voice roused her from her reveries.
She passed by the gags, some with balls and some with o-rings. She passed by the gasmasks and blindfolds. Next there were a series of draws and she opened one. It contained small metal devices and she picked one up. It was close enough to the nipple clamps that Izeye had made for her that she assumed it had the same purpose. There were also small metal weights and larger clamps. Next to them were harmless wooden clothes pegs that seemed very out of place. Unless...
Her mouth felt dry and the last section of wall did not help matters. There was a rack with hundreds of devices. Paddles, crops and even whips were there in every conceivable design and size. From a delicate light pink thing that wouldn't have killed a fly up to a thick black leather bull-hide whip. She reached for it and felt its weight.
"That one is largely for show. I don't need to use it - I can get the results I want with a little more finesse." Izeye's words came with the smooth delicious richness of melted dark chocolate. They radiated control, confidence and skill. This was his domain - he was sitting on that throne for a reason - he was the master here.
A shiver went through Monica's whole body. The very idea of being down here at the mercy of a man like Izeye - performing for his pleasure and at his command. It was startling, frightening, perhaps even terrifying. She knew that, she knew all of that. She felt the strength of those apprehensions. However, it was also thrilling, exciting beyond measure. Just the sound of his voice did something to her. She wanted to submit - she wanted to please her Black Master.
Was that what Izeye was? Was that what he would become? It was indeed a daunting thought but not an unattractive one. She looked at the Black man seated on his throne-like chair. His skin was coal-black with every inch visible, bar his face, covered in intricate inked designs. His body was magnificent, redolent with power and strength. His face was strong but handsome.
That should have been enough but there was more. Izeye's eyes were dark and compelling, his voice was smooth but insistent. He had that natural authority, that power, that Monica found irresistible. At her more reflective moments she wondered if she should have said dangerously irresistible. She knew that she might find a man like this difficult to deny anything.
"So what do you think?"
"It is ... quite something." She heard her own words tail off, so in contrast with Izeye's calm measured assurance.
"Here we explore the boundaries of sensuality and sensation. Each in our own ways. Be that via domination, submission or sometimes a mixture of the two. You, I believe, are naturally on the submissive side - at least to the right man. Do you deny it?"
It was a ridiculous suggestion. She might be there as Monica, Harley's protégé, but for most of her life she had been Heather Cameron, heiress to the Cameron fortune. She had never lacked for anything, she had the power and authority that money gave even to a relatively young woman. That social background meant that she never had to 'submit' to anyone or anything. Even without that she was of a generation and a gender that no longer felt obliged to do so, that rejoiced in their hard-won freedom.
Except, of course, that perhaps was the point. It was not something that she was forced to do. Instead it was something she was able to give, freely and openly. It was something, because of its very unreality for a woman like her, that intrigued and perhaps even excited her. Perhaps.
Izeye shrugged. "Maybe I'm wrong. It has been known. Not often - but it has been known. But there's an easy way to find out."
"What's that?" She hesitated and felt the blood colouring her pale cheeks. She knew she had spoken too quickly - had again allowed her curiosity to become evident.
Izeye didn't seem to notice but he did answer her. "Here we play by certain rules. Safe words of course - you can use the one Harley gave you here. For this little game we will have a few more. First, I will not touch you with any of my little toys. Second, you should remove your outer clothing but you don't need to be naked. Third, I will not tie or restrain you in any way. Fourth, I will not harm you in any way. Does that sound acceptable?"
She thought about it and even the knowledge that there had to be a trick did not reveal its nature to her. Now it was her turn to shrug in acquiescence. "How do we play this game?"
He smiled. "I have five minutes. In that time if you say 'yes' then you agree to come back to perform for my cameras in a more formal session. If not - well then you will have won and can go your way." His smile broadened.
That smile told her everything. She wasn't going to win. He was absolutely sure of that. Since it was his playing field and his rules he might well be right. However, the challenge attracted her. The chance to prove herself to a man like this.
"I want to do it."
He nodded and then his smile was gone. "Strip down to your bra and panties." Now his tone was authoritative.
She felt a certain little thrill at hearing that. Also at what she had to tell him. "I'm, er, not wearing..."
Now he did laugh. "Already following Harley's rules, eh?" He walked across to his shelves and opened a draw below a lower one He pulled out a package, tore off the plastic and tossed a small piece of clothing towards her.
They weren't nearly as cheap as they looked. The material was flimsy but of reasonable quality. Their black color allowed the message on the front to be read easily
"For Black Use Only."
Words framing that familiar Queen of Spades logo.
"Got a problem with wearing them?" His voice had that humorous edge to it again. Izeye was clearly enjoying playing with her.
There was only one way to answer that. She took off her shoes and stripped down. Then she pulled on the panties, felt their smooth material hug her body.
Izeye said nothing but his eyes were following her every move. Now he held up one finger and slowly rotated it.
She understood - other black men had made that sign to her before. She slowly turned around and let him see her from every angle. Especially that rear view - Black men seemed to love that rear view whether on screen or in person.
"Camera didn't lie. That is one premium quality whooty. Premium quality everything in fact. Old Harley ain't no fool. See why he wanted to show you off to the main man and Shaka - even they can't have often had anyone to match. I know you'll be the superstar of my shows. Unless - of course - you happen to win the game."
There was that deep low rumble of a laugh again. Izeye seemed very certain that she wouldn't be winning. She liked confidence in a man but it would also be very rewarding to prove him wrong!
Izeye pulled down a metal bar on struts from the ceiling and adjusted it. "Take a hold on this," he said.
She obeyed - well that was the nature of the game after all. He had adjusted and secured the bar perfectly. She could put her arms up and grasp it comfortably but it left her almost on tip toes and her body exposed and vulnerable in only her underwear.
Izeye picked up a remote and pressed it. A black screen suddenly showed stark scarlet numerals. '5 : 00'. The numbers immediately started to count down. "In this game you just have to keep a hold on the bar. Within the rules previously stated you only have to last five minutes and you win. If you admit defeat then you just say 'Yes.' Then we get to have some real fun down here. I and my partner are skilled in providing an education in these things. Of course if you leave hold on the bar three times then I'll send you home. You'll have failed your audition. You get that - three strikes and you are out."
He hadn't rushed his little speech - almost a half-minute had already ticked off the digital count-down. 'He knows he will win' was the thought dominant in Monica's mind. "I understand,' she said.
He moved towards her and she couldn't help tensing a little. His strong fingers were amazingly gentle as they reached her - dancing over the super-sensitive skin above her ribs. How had he known? Had she unconsciously revealed this fact about herself in one of her videos? The fact that she had always been sensitive, been ticklish - every since she had been young. Not for years, of course, not since other girls had tormented her in the dorm room. It had been a game then too - no malice intended - but the sensations had been exquisite.
It was amazing how gentle those powerful dark fingers could be,. Exploring and teasing for her most vulnerable places. Along her sides, up to her arm-pits and then down to her thighs. Rapid and gentle but remorseless where they secured a reaction. Because they did secure a reaction. The tickles impacted less than back in the dorm but now there were those added factors. Where she was, who she was with and the sight of his black fingers exploring, almost dancing, across her pale skin. She couldn't take her eyes off him and the sight seemed to heighten every sensation. She squirmed away from a particularly exquisite tickle of her side. Her hand slipped away from the bar and Izeye immediately stepped back.
The count-down on the clock stopped with two and a half minutes still to run.
"That's one," he said. "Can't you keep a hold?"
"Of course I can." She heard the tone in her own voice, a tone that reeked of wealth and privilege. She knew that she was capable of it and hated the fact. It only came out when she was frustrated, usually when she was annoyed at herself and feeling defensive. She glanced at the big man but only saw Izeye raise an eyebrow and smile.
"Best you prove it then - if you talk the talk you best be able to walk the walk. Not that I don't like a girl to have a little attitude - that spirit makes for the best performers."
His words set all sorts of thoughts going through her mind. She tried to shut them out as she reached back up to the bar. At that moment she understood that the effort of holding onto the bar and her efforts to avoid Izeye's teasing had made her hands and the bar damp with perspiration. It was slippery, treacherously slippery. She pursed her lips and gripped the bar as tightly as she could
Izeye pressed the remote and the display was counting down again. Now he moved fast, startlingly fast for such a big man. As she strained to keep him in sight a strong hand reached for her lower leg from behind, caught it and eased it up. She was left balancing on her left leg, relying on that treacherous grip to keep her position. Then his fingers were on the sole of her foot, teasing her with exquisite gentleness. She couldn't help hopping to try to relieve the pressure and her hand slipped off the bar. For a second she was falling and then strong arms were round her, holding her up.
"And two," the words were almost breathed into her ear.
"It's too slippery - I can't hold on."
Izeye set her down on her feet and then casually stopped the display clock with ninety seconds to go. "So are you admitting defeat? You wanting to go home?"
She couldn't bear the thought of that but she also knew she couldn't grip the beam any more. "No - I don't want that. But its just not possible, that bar is so slippery." She knew she sounded defeated but wasn't it just the truth. Attitude was all very well but if it came up against reality then only one was going to win.
"You want me to help?" Izeye didn't wait for an answer but reached for two straps on a surface to his right. With practised moves he swung one up over the bar and then looped it. "Put your hand here," he gestured and she placed her fingers on the bar and her wrist where he indicated. A moment later Izeye had flicked the strap one more and then pressed it into place.
It was not uncomfortable and her fingers were held to the bar so that they would not slip. However, when she tried to move her hand off the bar she found that she could not. The strap held her there.
Izeye was watching her and now moved forward to flick the strap. It gave way easily and her hand was released. "Just velcro," he showed her, "but it'll hold you to that bar."
Indeed it would and it would keep doing so until Izeye decided otherwise. There were, after all, two straps - one to hold each of her hands in place.
"So you want to just play the game or do you want to win?" He was playing her and she knew that he was well aware that she knew it. It was all a test - all an evaluation.
"I want to win." she put her right hand back up to the strap. Izeye fastened it and then did the same for her left. With both attached she let her whole strength and weight pull against the straps. They didn't give - instead they just tightened a little.
Izeye was behind her again, out of her line of sight. "Lesson Number One - When I tie you then you stay tied until I chose or until you give the safe-word. We ain't amateurs here - that clear?"
"Yes," she heard the word rasp out of her suddenly dry throat. Those little straps had changed everything. Now she really was in Izeye's power. Now she had to trust that her judgement of him and Harley had been right.
"I like my trainees to call me 'Mr Izeye'," he strolled back in front of her so his deep dark pools of eyes could connect with hers. "Or they can call me 'Sir'" - he was watching her intently - "or they can call me 'Master'. Depends how they feeling at the time. Understood?"
His eyes had her. They were powerful, almost mesmeric. She nodded - not trusting her voice.
She had almost forgotten the game but Izeye now set that display clock ticking down again. He smiled and took another dark piece of cloth which he looped around her face to cover her eyes. She heard the velcro hold it in pace. Then his fingers were exploring her, seemingly every part of her and without any warning. Her whole body suddenly seemed super-sensitive and her ability to shy away had been much reduced. She panted for breath, trying and failing to slow her breathing.
How many seconds had been on that clock? How many had ticked off since? Did it matter if she couldn't see the clock - if Izeye chose not to pay fair? She gave a frantic laugh as his fingers exacted their joyous little torture. It wasn't what she'd chose to be doing but the rules didn't really matter. She wasn't a child - she was a young woman and no amount of tickling could really impact on her.
An electronic voice suddenly broke into her thoughts.
"Ten - Nine - Eight..."
The clock was counting down. She would easily win the game now and she knew it.
"Seven - Six - Five..."
She would win and Izeye would release her. She knew that. She need never return, need never again place herself into Izeye's power, never again make herself as dependent on him as she was at that moment.
"Four - three - two..."
"Yes, yes, I give up - you win, I'll be in your shows." The words came out in a jumble, a gaggle of blurted syllables rushed out before that clock ticked to zero. Rushed out almost before she had really considered their implications and potential consequences. However, not before her deep and total understanding that she had to say them. She needed - and wanted - to experience what Izeye could teach her.
The blindfold was removed but not the straps holding her wrists up to the bar.
Izeye's manner hadn't changed. She knew why - he had known he would win from the moment she had agreed to play. "So," he said slowly, "you going to be one of my trainees. Perform in my shows for what will be a very appreciative public. Being here it ain't like you don't know the nature of my shows. That right girl?"
"Yes," she said and then corrected herself. "Yes - Master."
Now he smiled. "No more need to play games - now we got to get to the business at hand."
She returned his smile and waited for him to unfasten her hands.
He didn't.
Instead he walked over to the little room at the back of his 'studio' and re-emerged pushing the small trolley she had seen there.
The items on that trolley suddenly reminded her. The challenge.
The Two of Clubs - Get a Piercing.
"Ink is my forte but I have fifteen solid years experience with piercings. I see the standard ear piercing there - you have any others?
She shook her head.
"Well then we have a world of potential don't we? Each has its benefits and maybe its disadvantages. You got any preferences?"
She remembered her evening with Charli, the wife of Julius Flint the pornstar. Charli's tattoo above her pussy had first grabbed the attention - a tattoo inked by Izeye. However, Charli had also had a pierced navel with beautiful enamelled jewellery. The Queen of Spades symbol over her belly. Telling the same story as that tattoo but in a rather more subtle way. Was there a moment of the day when Charli didn't feel the cool of that jewellery against her bare skin? A constant reminder of who she had chosen to be, of who she was.
She told Izeye what she wanted.
He ran those beautiful eyes of his over her body again. "That would look real good. Its a commitment though. Maybe six months healing time. Want me to run through the alternatives?"
That sounded smart and Izeye very efficiently and with an obvious professionalism did just that. Each piercing with its healing time and its potential issues. Who knew there were thirteen (or was it fourteen) different types of ear piercing. The facial piercings -which were certainly not for her. The tongue. The navel (of course). Some others she had never even thought about. Then Izeye reached into his pocket and emerged with a small metal clip on his thumb. He moved it up to her and the small sharp edge cut through her bra strap. He let the item of clothing fall from her body and nodded.
The rules of the game had been that her under-wear stayed on. However, the game was over. The only rules now were Izeye's rules. She could protest and of course she had her safe-word. However, she didn't want to protest.
A fore-finger and thumb exquisitely teased each of her nipples. Made them stand proud, prominent and long on her relatively small breasts. She gasped and he stopped, his eyes meeting hers. Reassured the gentle pressure resumed.
"These are fine - beautifully responsive. Go to a fool and he can botch the job - damage the nerves. Getting any work done you need to go to the best.
'Like you," thought Monica, 'or like Dr Nikola.'
"Same is true doubly so..." his finger moved to her new panties and with a slight movement of his thumb they had joined her bra ruined and on the floor.
She was naked and at his mercy. This was supposed to be a nightmare for a strong, intelligent, young woman like her. It wasn't. The blood pumped through her body, the adrenaline fuelling her sensitivity and her desire.
Those skilled fingers found her most sensitive areas but he was all professional. Again describing the various piercings, their healing times and their potential. Her old white boyfriends would have needed a map and a compass to find a woman's clit but Izeye was very different. She struggled to control her breathing as those talented fingers explored.



"You lucky girl. Real suitable for a triangular if you wanted one. Us men know fuck all about it but my clients all say it has rocked their world. Maybe six months healing though so its an investment."
There had been a lot of information. She had thought about it before coming, of course, but all of that careful consideration seemed to have got lost in the recent excitement.
Izeye turned to a folder and flicked through it. Finally he showed her a picture. A bar of silver connecting the top of the ear to its edge half way down. On the bar an 'I' in enamel. "That's my sign - like the hoops I'm making are Shaka's sign."
She remembered what he had called that piercing. An industrial. Also what he had said about it. You had to be careful with after-care but healing wasn't a long process. However, as Izeye had put it, "that piercing could hurt like fuck."
"I want that one." No pain no gain - wasn't that what they said?
She could see he was pleased. Those long talented fingers stroked the side of her face. "Yeah - beautiful woman like you should be wearing my mark - first in silver and later, maybe, in ink. You still wanting the navel and the tongue? I'll throw them in for free once you wearing my bling."
Did that count as three or four piercings? Maybe this was getting out of control. "Is that safe?"
"Follow my instructions on after-care and its no problem. Come back if you have any issues, back in two weeks anyway for an inspection and shorter tongue bar. But I'll do your industrial first - after that we'll see how you feeling about it." The Black man chuckled and then turned for the back room. Soon she heard the hum of the steriliser.
***
Harley's cam network was strictly a revenue-raising scenario. An attractive and enthusiastic performer was a real asset. Not as easy to find as you might think. Her shows were also assets - not to be wasted. That was why he let the network rest for a month every Summer. Harley himself was generally over in Europe - Monica doubted that he went there alone. Some lucky girl would be enjoying Venice or the Greek Islands or the Cote d'Azur. All great locations but Monica knew they wouldn't turn out to be the most memorable elements of the trip.
The month out was also helpful if you needed to heal up. Not to mention if you were completing the first draft of the second section of your doctorate. Psycho-sexual Activity in the Commercial Sector with Especial Reference to Inter-Racial Imagery and Desire. Fortunately, being on a liquid food diet for a few days and having a swollen tongue didn't impact your ability to type. She was only relieved that she'd remembered to tell Izeye that she liked to sleep on her right-hand side. Trying to sleep on her other ear was certainly not an option for a while.
She had been to visit Izeye as instructed. The swelling in her tongue had gone down and she had received her permanent, shorter, bar. The navel and industrial piercings were both healing well - which was a reassurance to hear from a professional. Izeye had, indeed, been the ultimate professional. The inspection had happened in his main store where two other tattoo artists had also been at work. The whine of the inked needles setting a slightly intimidating note. She didn't intend to get any tattoos but then she hadn't intended to get any more piercings either. She sensed that her pale skin was like a red rag to a Black bull so far as Izeye was concerned. A beautiful potential canvass for his designs.
That first meeting, down in his studio, she had expected him to fuck her. She knew that he wanted her, had seen that in his beautiful dark eyes. However, when he had finished his piercing work he had just released her straps, waited for her to get dressed and then led her upstairs. She had carefully adopted a tone of glib enquiry but knew that it didn't come out as she had intended
"I thought that you were going to..."
"Oh we gonna fuck," Izeye had replied with that confident smile on his face, "when you've earned it."
What a bastard! The smug male pig! It only made it worse that he had read her so well. A momentary flare of annoyance followed by making the arrangements for her first show - once the Summer holiday was out of the way. He and she both knew that she would be there and they both also knew that she would be doing her best to earn her reward. Just because you knew you were being played didn't mean that you weren't willing to go along with it so long as the end prize was attractive enough.
That had not been her original plan. The Heather side of her still made sensible suggestions. Like asking Harley for a two-month break over the Summer. Enough time to get a lot of work done, in more ways that one, enough time to seriously consider if she was doing the right thing. The week planned with her parents in the Hamptons would take her out of this bubble that she had got herself into. Maybe a spell in 'the real world' would mean she reassessed her future activities.
Yeah - right! If she needed proof that wasn't happening she only had to reflect on the fact that both Harley and Izeye had thoroughly approved. They knew she was coming back. A couple of months out would just make the audience more appreciative when she returned.
Especially when they saw her and when they saw Dr Nikola's work. Now she was back in that little consulting room and the little Doctor with his exotic accent was carefully measuring her.
"34B - that confirms that. I see on your form that you suggested 32B but this is wrong. Which is very good. The slightly additional frame is very helpful in allowing very natural work. Even we great artists are reliant upon working to the potential of our canvas."
She was struck by the simile - exactly the one she had used about Izeye. However, she was in no doubt that Dr Nikola's boasts were well-founded. There was perhaps one surgeon in Florida who could pretend to match him and maybe another in Germany but Dr Nikola had a formidable reputation.
"We have talked about this before - and you are understanding my advice regarding the size of implants. In future perhaps you could go further but for now I would not wish to go beyond certain parameters. With my tear-drop technique and these start-of-the-art implants I can produce a very natural effect. Sculpted to the precise dimensions of your frame and exactly as I have shown you."
"I'd like to take your advice Doctor. Proceed as you suggested."
Dr Nikola beamed a smile of genuine pleasure. "Splendid, splendid! I am so pleased. So many young women want to go too far too soon and the effect is not pleasing to me. I cannot perform such surgery. I have to refer them to that fool in Miami or Friedricks. But a young woman of potential such as yourself - together your beauty and my genius will produce a master-piece beyond compare!"
Again there was a similarity with Izeye - when it was time for business there was no question as to Dr Nikola's professionalism. Sketching out the incisions on her skin, carefully measuring over and over again. Using a computer on his desk to confirm the intended end result and to check every calculation. It was reassuring if rather boring for her. She cast her eyes around the room.
Most notable, of course, was that large photograph of Dr Nikola's grandfather, or was it his great-grandfather? His eyes were amazing - like those of Rasputin. There was also something about him that suggested that, like the Mad Monk, he was not entirely conventional or respectable to say the least.
She had asked the Doctor about him and he had only laughed. Said that his ancestor had been a great scientific researcher, in many fields, had lived in Shanghai in the old European district and had disappeared somewhere in China before the war. "A great man - even if many at the time were not so sure? He had his own, er, morality you know and his fields of research were a little, or perhaps even a lot, er.." The Doctor had closed with a shrug and then returned to their consultation. The subject very much closed.
She again now noticed that smaller photograph at the top of the facing wall. Dr Nikola shaking hands with an elderly Black man...
"Keep still please!"
She must have physically reacted a little to her moment of recognition. She knew that man - it was the man she had met at Izeye's. The man that Izeye had said Harley had been 'showing her off to'. What did that mean? Did it mean anything?
The fussy little Doctor leaned back and nodded with a satisfied look on his face. "It is a simple procedure - no technical challenge. My assistant will help you with prep and advise you on after-care. Then I will see you in a couple of weeks to make sure all is well. Yes. You have an excellent basic body form and I am sure you will be most pleased and satisfied."
She had never been told that she had 'an excellent basic body form' before. Dr Nikola ws certainly one of a kind.
***
She was not going to lie. The next couple of weeks had not been the most comfortable of her life. Waiting for the swelling to go down and unable even to exercise to take her mind off it. There hadn't been much real pain but she'd spent a week really wondering if this had been a big mistake. She hadn't been able to focus her mind on writing and it had been really boring. No writing, no exercise, no shows to produce and perform. It had surprised her just how much she missed performing for her Members. Did that make her shallow or did it just mean she was a good performer?
Then the swelling and bruising had started to go down, along with the discomfort, meaning that she could really see the result. Then and only then did she know that she had been right. Dr Nikola had done an awesome job. His work had really corrected that imbalance that she had always felt in her appearance. Now she looked curvy rather than just bottom-heavy. Would they fool someone who didn't know they weren't natural? Did it matter if they looked as good as this?
She couldn't wait to show them off to her Members. However, she would have to wait. Family business.
***
It was a cousin's marriage. Arranged at the Hamptons over by one of her parents' places. Her invite had been for a week and she knew why. It allowed a celebration of her own anniversary, twenty-four years on the planet and the end of her trusteeship. Her father and his man of business had taken her through the process of becoming a very wealthy young woman rather than just a prospective one. Her mother had mentioned that perhaps she might be thinking about settling down, surely after her thesis was completed? Hadn't her cousin looked marvellous at the wedding, so happy?
It hadn't been annoying - just reassuring that she did occassionally feature in their thoughts. Her father hadn't joined in the campaign - perhaps he knew her a little better. At least he knew that her inclinations did not lie in that direction even if he didn't correctly identify the reason for that fact. She had no complaints. Her parents had no desire to mould her in their image. So her new visible piercing had attracted a glance or two but no comments, negative or positive. They just wanted her to be happy. Not that she felt comfortable with telling them just where her happiness truly lay - definitely not now and probably not ever. Her parents were cool - why test them like that?
So they had the huge conspicuous consumption fest of a wedding - which at least was a good excuse only to have a small family meal marking her birthday. Then they had attended a find-raiser for one of her mom's good causes. She had no problem being co-host. For a week in 'the real world' it had gone pretty well.
There had only been one little issue. The day before she had come up to the Hamptons she had received a message from Charli and a short video file.
She had immediately recognised Charli's husband, Julius Flint. A well-known African-American porn star who nowadays worked his own self-produced shoots. She had met him and Charli and both had been obvious, if not blatant, in suggesting that she could be a fine co-star. That wasn't happening - at least not yet. However, that didn't mean she wasn't interested. She'd just had time to watch it before setting out for the Hamptons.
The clip had opened with Julius on the phone. "Hey Clark - how are you doing? - Good, good. Just checking in to make sure that all is OK. You know the ground rules of this. We've found its best that partners not be present on these special weekends. They can find its too intense. But you got the video link and you've checked out its working - Great, great! - Yeah, I know but I gotta have the same rules for everyone."
There was a knock on the door. It looked like a hotel room, immediately the though came in to Monica's head that this was in Vegas.
Julius was walking across the room. "You hear that Clark? - That'll be yo' lovely wife." He paused with his hand on the door. "I'm gonna end the call and open the door now Clark. Enjoy the show but we won't be back in contact until Monday." He took the phone from his ear and pressed a button before tossing it onto a soft chair.
He opened the door and there was a beautiful woman in her mid-thirties with bright blue eyes and dark auburn hair. Her curvy form was shown off nicely by a stylish business outfit.
Monica noticed that the camera had moved - there was someone else there too.
"Damn but you looking good girl." Julius took her in his arms and they shared a long, deep, passionate soul kiss. "Your trip go well - all your business done?"
"Its been pretty good and its getting a whole lot better," Maddy smiled, "the rest of the weekend is all ours."
"Any issues with Clark?"
The woman laughed. "He's more excited than I've ever seen him - but he's sure its a fix you know, just a show, and that anyway nothing will happen."
"You didn't tell him - what I asked you to do."
"Of course - but it didn't make much difference."
Julius smiled. "But I got to ask Maddy - did you do it?"
Maddy smiled back, an excited smile. "Yes, yes I did."
Julius held out a hand and Maddy reached in her bag to give him something. It took a moment but then Monica knew what it was. A small case that some women kept their birth control in. She had one herself. Julius inspected the case and found two full packs. He nodded his approval. "So I'm guessing you ain't frontin' to find out if I'm frontin'. That right?"
Monica couldn't parse that but it seemed Maddy could. "Charli keeps telling me its the ultimate." She glanced at the camera and Monica now knew who was behind the lens.
Julius gave his low rumble of a laugh. "Hey girl you gotta know one thing - my girl Charli don't never front."
The camera moved as if Charli was shaking her head at the very idea.
Julius moved back in on Maddy and his strong arms encompassed her. "By the end of the weekend you gonna know the truth and its beyond time we got started."
Their lips met again and the clip ended.
***
It maybe hadn't been a good idea to watch that clip before she had set out for the Hamptons. Monica hadn't been able to get it out of her mind all her time at her folks. There was enough information to indicate pretty clearly what was going to happen on that weekend in Vegas. While her husband watched on a video feed Maddy would be with Julius and his artful wife. A very willing and very fertile partner in making the video. She'd heard hints of such things - even from Julius and Charil - but you didn't quite believe it maybe until you were where Maddy was. Until Julius had you in his arms and you felt his hard cock against you...
It was a scenario almost purposefully designed to set her mind racing. How could Clark allow it? How could Maddy go through with it? What would be the result of a weekend like that for the couple? Everyone went on about 'game-changers' nowadays. That wouldn't be a 'game-changer' it would be a life-changer. No doubts about that. Clark might learn he coudn't handle where his fantasies led him. Maddy might find Clark was just a part of her past, before she had really understood who she was. Underlying it all the image of the alpha male and his woman, making love as nature intended and quite possibly with the result that nature intended. The Alpha male meaning, of course, for women like Maddy and Monica herself - a Black man. It was an exciting but a really daunting train of thoughts. In fact it was downright scary and she knew why.
She understood why the scenario seemed tailor-made to attract her. It was because it was just exactly that and she knew that Charli was the person who had designed it and decided to send it to her. Charli was her husband's life partner and his business partner too, producing his video productions. When Julius was interested in a potential co-star then Charli made the arrangements. When the potential co-star wasn't yet confirmed then Charli would bait the hook - for instance by sending videos.
That first clip hadn't been the only one. Another three had arrived while she was in the Hamptons and she had know they were there on her phone, waiting for her to watch them, all the time she was there. Reminding her of that other life that was waiting for her. She hadn't watched them of course. This had been family time and she wasn't some out-of-control horny teenager. She could wait - obviously. However, it had been harder than she had thought. Also, time and temptation sent certain themes of thought through her mind.
She had learned a lot about herself since first meeting Harley. Not just her desire for Black men - and Black women too. Not just an exhibitionist side of her sexuality that she hadn't really suspected but which was now undeniable. There was also that aspect of chance, that frisson of risk. It was why she enjoyed the Challenge so much. When the dice rolled and the card turned you didn't know what it might mean. She remembered how exciting she'd found the earlier flashing challenges. Of course they had found locations where no-one would see her but there was always the chance...
Was that why the videos excited her so much, were so difficult to keep from her mind? Maddy would be taking one heck of a risk and there was no 'fronting' involved, that was for sure. It was as real as anything could be. Maddy was a mature professional woman and she knew all of that. She wouldn't be taking that risk unless she was ready for the potential consequences. Yet there she was and that fact was really powerful.
The drive down from the Hamptons had rolled by in comfort - despite the late afternoon heat baking the road outside. The Bentley Continental Speed drove beautifully, was supremely comfortable and was air-conditioned to perfection. After weddings and birthday meals and charity fundraisers it was good to be back in something a little more her style. It had been even better to be able to ditch the slight binding and sports bra which, along with her baggier tops, had helped conceal her new breasts. Again - why cause potential problems if you didn't have to? When she had to be 'Heather' then there were certain precautions that had to be taken.
Now she could be herself again and at the first rest-stop she had freed herself from that restrictive bra. She was alone in the vehicle but what she had done would have been obvious to anyone there with her. The cool air from the A/C felt delicious and her nipples apparently rejoiced in their freedom to press against the thin material of her summer dress. That dress was short-sleeved, knee-length and a restrained sea-blue It's only ornamentation the buckle of the light belt which displayed the logo of one of the world's premier design houses.
Traffic wasn't too heavy and the authorities hadn't decided to have works every few miles and so the drive rolled by. It was at nearly half-way that she made her decision. That was when she had decided to make the delicious idea that had come to her in the Hamptons become a reality. Didn't we all say it?



"I can't wait to..."
Well perhaps she didn't want to wait until she got home to watch those videos. Maybe she also couldn't wait to put on a little show for her Members. She knew there were always a few of them on the TKB Network Boards even if they wee only talking hoops. She could provide some better entertainment! A quick pause to refuel allowed her to make a little test transmission and she knew that the word would be going out.
She had travelled this road many times and one place had always stood out to her. Not far from the interstate was a big parking lot that seemed to serve no purpose. She had gone there with her father years ago to check it out for a proposed project that had never come off. Since then she had driven over maybe three times to see if anything had ever been done there. Housing or leisure or something - but instead the concrete had been that little bit more cracked, the vegetation had grown that little bit more wild. She seemed to recall remnants of a large building once but that had all gone by her second visit. The County there comprised a small town a mile away and very little else.
She knew that she could wait until she got home and she could watch Charli's videos alone before she did her show. She could do that but where was the fun in that! Instead she turned off the interstate and swapped the bright lights for the softer illumination of twilight transitioning into a full moon. She remembered the way perfectly and soon found herself looking at the familiar expanse. A quick check and she eased her Continental Speed across the lot and then behind a couple of sturdy trees growing up where they had broken through the concrete.
A little experimentation and Monica soon had her phone set up where she could see it in comfort from the passenger seat while the camera showed her and her reactions. Which just left one more thing needed. She unlocked her glove compartment and removed a paper bag. That done she reached forward and with a few taps she had the second video opened and ready to play.
***
"You sure about this baby - no turning back after this." Julius Flint's voice was deep and definitive. He meant what he said but Maddy didn't answer in words. She just pressed her mouth to his and then they were kissing, deep and long. The time for words was over. Her decision had been made long ago.
Maddy licked her lips and looked down. Monica knew what came next. Except that this time she was wrong. In a single fluid movement Julius Flint picked his woman up and gently laid her back on a deep couch. He moved forward and his hands were pushing up her skirt.
That was enough for Monica. She eased back into the comfortable passenger seat and pushed up her own dress. She hoped her audience would enjoy the fact that she was wearing a pair of the panties that Izeye had given her. She had turned on the internal vehicle light and along with the moonlight she knew that the message would be nice and visible.
'For Black Use Only.'
She let the camera take that in - relished the truth of that statement for her and Maddy - then pushed the panties down to her ankles. Her fingers found her pussy and she slowly began to tease herself. She was already excited but tonight she planned to try something new.
On screen Julius was on the couch his mouth dropping between Maddy's legs. Her pale hands held him there, her fingers moving through his short dark hair. She giggled and moaned, "Oh yeah." It was clear that Julius knew his work.
'Is he as good as Harley?' The thought raced through Monica's mind. Harley had been pretty darned good and if Julius was as good or better then she'd enjoy finding out.
Julius eased back and made eye contact with his woman, nodded his head in approval. A dark finger went where his tongue had been - teasing and keeping his woman ready for him as she undid the buttons on her shirt. Soon it was gone and her bra followed - all under the hungry gaze of Julius Flint. His mouth moved to Maddy's right breast and the camera moved in to capture his tongue teasing Maddy's nipple erect.
"Love these," intoned Julius, "so beautiful and so responsive. Lets a man know he's doing something right." Maddy gigged again - it was obvious that Julius was doing everything right. Wasn't that why his women kept coming back?
Monica wished she had been wearing a shirt. As it was all she could so was feel her hard nipples through the thin material of her dress. She hoped they were showing up on camera. She hoped everyone could see. Izeye loved her nipples and she knew Julius would too. It was so easy to imagine that Julius was playing with her just as he was with Maddy. Preparing her, making sure that what would come next would be good for both of them. No - way better than just good. More like epic.
On screen Maddy was gasping now - responding naturally to the ministrations of his experienced fingers and mouth. They faked it a lot in porn videos but there was nothing fake about this. It was that real energy, that real chemistry, that Julius Flint had talked about - it was what made his shoots and his content legendary. It was intoxicating in its power.
Monica reached for the paper bag she had taken out of her glove-box. Inside was the 'Julius Flint Mark II', the sex toy given her by the porn star himself. She had been waiting for a suitable moment to put it through its paces and what could be better than this! As she unwrapped it she saw Maddy on the screen undoing Julius Flint's pants and pulling out his famously large cock.
That Big Black cock looked quite something on the screen but when you had the replica in your hand it placed a whole new perspective on things. One thing was for sure - you had to be ready to play with a toy like this one. She had previously reserved her pussy for her pretty little pink vibe but tonight was going to be different. For her Members she was going to take the big one.
Just as Maddy was. Julius and his woman were naked now - the contrast in their skin tones delicious. There was a table there with Maddy's bag and coffee cups on it. Now she took up position leaning forward to hold its edge, her legs apart. Julius moved up behind her and Monica expected the camera to shift around to show the penetration. Wasn't that how porn worked? The camera didn't move. It was on Maddy's face as Julius's big Black body moved up close behind her. It was on her face to capture the moment when he began to fuck her. The gasp and the wide-open blue eyes. It wasn't Maddy's first time with Julius but this time was different.
"Oh my God, on my God, oh my God." She was chanting the three words like a mantra and Julius was very slow, very careful in taking her. Letting those sensations and that realisation surge through Maddy's brain. Only when he was satisfied did the faster, heavier, more insistent rhythmn of his fucking begin. A man claiming his woman - a man breeding his woman.
Monica couldn't hold off any longer. She put the big toy to her pussy and pushed. It was thick but it still popped inside and then the toy was easing home, just as far as she pushed it. She shifted her position on her seat and felt the toy slide further and deeper. Now her gasps were merging into those of Maddy. She felt the connection. To her shock she felt her fingers at the base of the toy meet her pussy. It was all the way in her - just as Julius was all the way into Maddy. Just as Julius could be all the way into her. With one big difference of course. Julius had those heavy Black balls swaying against Maddy, full of potent Black seed. His toy was just that - a toy - it couldn't match up. For now, however, it would have to do.
Monica's own breathing was ragged now, sucking in oxygen as her fantasies and desires ran wild. All the time her eyes were fixed on those of Maddy. Charli on the camera had been so right to focus on Maddy's face. The passion, the sensations, the realisation - all were there on the blonde woman's face and in her eyes. You could read it - you could know it. A strong dark hand reached down to grasp her breast and Maddy finally dropped her head, trying to cope with her body's reaction. Her cheeks puffed as she tried to get her balance back.
For the first time Julius's rhythmn slowed. His hands moved back to her hips and then one pushed on the small of Maddy's back. She knew what he wanted and adjusted her position, her legs slightly quivering. Then Julius pushed all the way home and Maddy's mouth was open, registering the new sensations coming from her body. Julius knew his trade and he knew what a woman needed. The moan coming through the phone's speaker was one of desperate longing, not of pain.
"Gonna seed you now. You ready?"
"Fuck yeah," said Monica as she watched and only a split-second later heard the words from Maddy from her phone.
"Fuck yeah - gimme that Black baby!"
Julius didn't need telling twice. Romance could wait. This was about fucking and he began to do just that. Hard and fast - claiming Maddy in a way that was unmistakable and undeniable. The camera kept on Maddy's face as strong Black fingers held her pale butt hard, as a famously huge Black cock plundered her pussy. It was remorseless and Maddy's face changed. Her fingers tightened on the table's edge and Monica could see that Maddy was trying to control her breathing. Her breasts shook with each thrust and finally her hands lost their grip. They slid forward on the desk and her position changed again. Julius didn't letup - he just kept fucking. Instinct and years of experience telling him what to do.
Maybe it was the change of position but at that moment the climax hit Maddy hard. She shouted out and her head dropped. Dark fingers circled in her long auburn hair and pulled her head back up, her eyes back into line with the camera lens. Now her eyes were really wide, she was a woman struggling to hang on, physically and emotionally. For that moment Julius owned her - mind, body and soul.
Monica was fucking herself hard with the Julius toy, trying to match each thrust into Maddy with a thrust into her own pussy. She though she knew how Maddy was feeling at that moment. She also knew that she wanted to be sure. The realisation was intense, undeniably powerful. She wanted to be where Maddy was.
On the small screen Julius pushed home hard and Maddy gasped with the realisation that her man was cumming inside her. Felt each thrust and knew that it was potent African seed being planted deep inside her body, sharing that space with her fertile white egg. She knew all of that and yet when Maddy looked back up at the camera it was with a beautiful smile of the purest triumph.
At that moment the floodgates opened. Monica bit her lip to keep from shouting out loud, closed her eyes and began to really put the toy through its paces. Exploiting that sexual high, letting the knowledge of what she had just seen fire off the rockets of sexual desire in her being. She rode that climax, rode it hard and all the time behind her closed eyes she was seeing that smile. That smile of achievement and joy and of the purest satisfaction.
The crescendo only built - fuelled more now by her own desires and fantasies than by anything she had seen on her phone. Finally she was shouting herself, free and uninhibited.
"Yes - fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me hard with that Big Black Cock!"
Finally the power of her emotions hit her like a truck. She withdrew the toy and sat there gasping for breath. The vehicle suddenly seemed super-heated. She reasoned that if she opened the door she could feel the cooler night air. She was acting on instinct now and had no sooner thought it than the deed was done.
She swung her legs round and out of the vehicle, automatically pulling her panties back up and her dress back down. It was just as well because from the moment she looked up she froze.
There was another vehicle there - not thirty feet away - and there was a man stood by the vehicle. He had a cigarette in one hand and a cup of coffee-to-go in the other. How had she missed him arriving? Then she remembered that her eyes had been closed and she had been sort of distracted. She hadn't seen him or his vehicle arrive. But what had he seen - or heard?
Had he been looking toward her when she had first noticed him? She couldn't be sure but she thought so. Anyway, now he was almost studiously taking care to look away from her. Whatever - one thing was for sure. She had to swing her legs back into her own vehicle, shut the door and drive away.
It was at that moment that Maddy's voice sounded out - loud and clear.
"Yeah, yeah, fuck me Daddy - gimme that Big Black Cock - Knock me up - send me home a Black man's baby-momma."
Her phone had clearly switched forward to the next video sent by Charli. Maddy's voice had to have sounded really loud in that hotel room but it sounded even louder in a nearly deserted parking lot.
The man couldn't help it - he just had to turn and look now. "Damn," was all he said - his voice deep. There was no outrage or rebuke in that single word instead there was only ... amusement.
How could you react but in kind. Monica's momentary shock transmuted into a somewhat self-concious giggle.
"Sounds like someone was having a good time." She saw the end of his cigarette glow as he took a drag. "Kinda wish I as there 'stead of here!" Again his deep voice was redolent with good humor.
She checked him out a little more closely. She had seen from the first that he was African-American and now she saw that he was in his later thirties, forty at the most, dressed in an almost-uniform of casual-smartness.
"I'm sorry," was all she could think to say.
He laughed, but not unkindly, at her words. "Don't worry none - you ain't gonna shock me. I work security over there." He pointed his cigarette over the trees beyond the lot, where you could faintly see the reflection of bright lights from beyond the highway.
"What's over there?" Possibly getting into conversation with a total stranger in a place like this wasn't too clever. However, she had always been curious and besides you had to rely on instinct and the fact that she could make a smart getaway in the Continental Speed if needs be.
"That's Hoss's place." He saw there was no recognition on her face. "Best gentleman's resort in the Tri-State area, whatever them bunk brothas in H-Town like to pretend."
She quickly translated 'gentleman's resort'. "You mean its a strip club."
He held his hand up to his heart in a gesture of mock-pain and smiled, showing a gold tooth. "Hardly - that is THE strip club for folks like me outside of the city. Shit," he waved at a bunch of trees, "since they knocked down the brake plant there's been fuck all else in this County. Just close enough to the city to draw trade."
"So you on a break," she asked. He seemed friendly enough.
"Nah - working the day shift - which is dull as fuck. Still though, when I'm done I like to decompress before I drive home. Have my smoke and my coffee for a few minutes of chill."
"Sorry for ruining it."
There was that smile again. "I can live with it. Kinda interesting choice of media you got there."
So this was the moment and she made her decision easily. "It's part of my show. I put on a show." Her voice trailed off - how did you explain this sort of thing.
For the first time he seemed to be really checking her out. "I'm damn sure you do. Remember - I have some experience in these things. Can't be YouTube unless they really changed their rules!" He looked more carefully at her. "Don't mind if I ask you to turn your head a little." He gestured with his finger.
She didn't mind and did as he asked.
He nodded. "Now I'm getting it. You with Izeye."
The comment would have started her but she remembered that she had shown him her ear, with Izeye's trade-mark Industrial piercing in it. "You know Izeye?"
"Shit," he took another draw on his cigarette, "Izeye and me go way back. To when we was in the Capital together. You with Mr Taylor?" He paused and clicked his fingers. "Nah - you doing shows. So I'm guessing you with old Harley right?" He gave a little laugh of triumph as she nodded. "Your shows any good?"
"No complaints," she responded in the same playful style that the question had been asked in.
"Guess so - if they earned them wheels." He paused.
Monica knew how she needed to fill that pause. "My second act is about to start. Like to check it out?"
The man nodded and dropped his cigarette end to the ground. She swung her legs back into her own vehicle and watched his next move carefully but he just walked round to the driver side of the Continental Speed and leaned down to look through the glass.
Monica took the video playing on the phone back to its start and then pushed her dress back up to expose her legs and underwear. She felt a little embarrassed to be caught wearing them but that was easily solved and her panties were soon back around her ankles. Then she made her decision and leaned over to lock her driver side door before pushing the button on the electric passenger window. The glass slid down noiselessly and she felt the late-evening air but that was not all that she felt. She also felt the man's eyes on her. Drinking in her beauty and her sexuality.
***
Maddy was in a hotel robe and obviously just out of the shower. Was it just after the previous video or the next morning? Either way it seemed that Julius Flint was ready for more. His big form came up behind Maddy and his arms closed around her. He was rewarded with a pleased feminine giggle and then his mouth was at the pale skin of her neck, kissing and sucking. Maddy arched against him, her face showing her pleasure. Dark hands came round to push her robe aside and fondle her breasts.
Now Maddy held out her hands to grasp the counter in front of her and moved her legs apart. Julius was wearing only a pair of sweatpants and he hitched them down to let his cock free. He was hard and ready.
Monica picked up her own replica of that famous cock. She showed it to the man watching her and then lovingly ran her tongue over it. She tasted herself on the toy and that somehow added to the moment. She put her head back and let the long shaft slide into her mouth and then into her throat. She saw his eyes and his smile widen. He wasn't an innocent abroad - he knew talent when he saw it.
However, this wasn't about her mouth and she just allowed herself one very deep movement of the toy. Just as an example of what she could do. The man licked his lips and nodded. Monica put the big toy to the entrance of her pussy and pushed.
The video on the screen was as hot as fuck. Julius Flint was showing Maddy just how a real man could fuck, just how a real man bred his woman. His strong hands looping round under her shoulders as his big cock thrust into her pussy. She wasn't going anywhere and it was obvious that was just how Maddy liked it. Right up to the moment when the dam broke and she had verbalised her taboo, but insistent, desires.
"Yeah, yeah, fuck me Daddy - gimme that Big Black Cock - Knock me up - send me home a Black man's baby-momma."
It had seemed loud out in the lot but it was seriously intense here in the vehicle. Even more intense since Monica knew the man's eyes had never drifted to that little screen on her dashboard. His eyes had been fixed on her throughout. She had his attention whatever the distractions and that felt good, amazingly good.
She felt the intensity growing within every part of her body, fuelled by her fingers and the toy but also by the knowledge that he was watching her. She was taking in every moment and that was why her eyes were not closed this time and that was why she did not miss the headlights or the sound of an engine this time.
For a supposedly disused and deserted location this place was starting to be remarkably busy. It killed the mood and Monica reached forward to shut off the video. The man had straightened up and was looking over at the new vehicle as it parked up at the other end of the lot. Like them the driver had found a location invisible from the highway but his was clear to anyone at the lot. After a moment the man with Monica seemingly unconsciously exhaled a long breath.



"It's alright - I know him. Never can be quite sure in a place like this." He took a couple of steps forward and held up a hand. The other vehicle's headlights flashed on once in recognition. It seemed they recognised him too.
Monica didn't care who it was. It very much seemed time to complete her journey home. she put 'Julius Flint II' back into its paper bag and adjusted her clothng.
He noticed that she was getting ready to leave. "Might want to wait around a little. Guy over there is from over the pond - Birmingham or Nottingham or some -ham or other. He and his girl have brought a little Brit tradition over here." He paused to give his little low laugh. "Seen them here twice around this time but hadn't expected them tonight."
She didn't much care and was thinking of how to tell him so politely - still rather annoyed at having the evening brought to a premature conclusion - when she heard engines and saw more lights.
Two more vehicles arrived and parked and they were followed by several more. Not as a convoy but rather in ones and twos. Until perhaps fifteen more cars were parked up in the lot.
Monica had seen enough and moved to turn on her engine.
"Hold on," said the man, "just watch a little."
The man from the first car had been moving around the later arrivals. Talking to each driver and having made the circuit, without coming across to Monica and the Black man, he walked back to his own car. He talked to the other occupant, who Monica could see had long blonde hair. Then he stood aside and Monica saw the phone in his hand. She knew what that meant - the man was filming.
The woman in the car flashed her headlights three times in fast succession. Then she paused for five seconds before flashing them three times again. An obvious signal and it was clearly understood. Doors opened across the lot and men emerged, usually one from each vehicle but sometimes two. They moved towards the woman in the car and her window came down.
As the first man reached her he was undoing his pants and a hand reached through the window for him. The next two men reached the vehicle, one pulling down his sweatpants while the other was undoing his own belt. More men arrived within seconds and soon were crowded around the woman in her vehicle and shutting out their view. The man with the phone put it back into his pocket and then wandered over towards the Black man and Monica.
"Fuckin' 'ell Josh - feast or famine ain't it!" He paused to light up a cigarette. "You know mate we always put out thirty invites and maybe twenty say they'll be here. Usually get five or six actually fuckin' turn up." He laughed and waved a hand. "Look at that fuckin' lot! S'posed to have Janey down here too tonight but wouldn't you know she had a fucking problem and so my girl's going it alone too!"
"Your wife's gonna be alright? You know my job yeah." The African-American raised an eyebrow.
The Brit laughed. "Ha ha! Thanks mate but no problem. These guys are nearly all regulars. My girl's a trooper even if her jaws gonna be fuckin' aching after tonight. She could do with some help but not that sort!"
It was the first chance Monica had to get a good look at the British man. Frankly, she was not impressed. About the age of her new Black friend Josh but not nearly in such good shape. He looked middle-management to the core with a spreading waist-band and mousy, thinning, hair. However, he might seem skeevy but he also appeared reasonably harmless.
The British guy also got his first real look at Monica. She realised the cogs were turning in his brain from his first look at her.
"Hey mate - who's your friend? I know she ain't police at least - not in that car."
Josh glanced across to Monica and she though she detected a half-wink.
"Got it on a loan and I was going to take my girl here for a drive. We both just finished a show."
The implication was obvious - that Monica was a performer at the club where the African-American was security. Now was the moment to speak up and prove that suggestion false. Not for one moment did Monica consider doing so.
Oh those cogs were moving fast in his brain now as he looked at her. "If your girl works for Hoss, er, well maybe err... Your girl be interested in, err..?"
Josh shrugged. "Why ask me? Ask my girl here."
The Brit tried to put on an ingratiating smile. It didn't work. "Maybe you could help my wife out. Stand in for Janey like. Would you be interested?"
Josh made an obvious gesture of rubbing his long dark fingers together - the universal gesture for money.
The Brit wasn't pleased to see that. "A couple of hundred?" The offer was obviously reluctant.
"Take a closer look and think on how much green a performer like this can make feature dancing. Two hundred ain't gonna cut it. Make it fair - what you've made on tonight cut in half - half for you and half for my girl here. Shit - just the chance she might come back will keep those guys coming back for a year. Am I right?"
"Fuckin' 'ell. Alright. Five hundred then. Just flash the lights like you saw and then its BJs and handies only so long as you stay in the vehicle."
She still hadn't agreed of course but she remembered what Charli had said on that other evening. It was all about content. "My friend Josh can video?"
"Fuck yeah, of course. I'll video too. Just keep attention off their faces mate although most wear masks if they could give a shit about that." He glanced back at the crowd of men surrounding his car. "It's a deal?"
She nodded and the Brit was about to go when Josh clicked his fingers and held out his palm. Five hundred in various crumpled tens and twenties found their way into his hand. Josh put the money into his pocket and withdrew his vehicle key. He handed it through the window to Monica. "Best you use mine - shame if this one got messed up."
She looked at him - she wasn't giving him her key that was for sure. He seemed to read her mind. "If you run off with my old rust-heap then I'll just have to wire this beauty. Besides I've still got your five hundred."
Which was OK but it did mean that she was apparently actually going to do this thing. The momentary hesitation must have showed.
"First time dogging eh!" The Brit seemed to have recovered from his financial reverse. "Don't worry its just the location that's different. A cock is a cock - or so Charmaine says and she should know." He laughed and Monica decided she didn't much like him but Charmaine was right and looking across she knew that it was only little white dicks she was dealing with. Her evening with Charli had taught her about content and also that getting off white guys could be real easy. No emotional input - just a matter of simple technique.
She moved her tongue and felt the stud there. This would be its first time in action - a chance to practise its use to please a man. Practice was always said to make perfect.
She stepped into Josh's vehicle and fired up the ignition. A few of the men around Charmaine turned theirs heads but only for a moment. She eased the car forward about half way across the lot and then stopped. She pressed a button and her driver's side window slid down with an annoying whine very evident after the controlled graceful silence of the Continental Speed. She moved her finger to the headlights and signalled three rapid flashes before pausing and then making another three.
That got their attention. The men on the outskirts of the little crowd looked her way again and now started to walk towards her. For a moment it was like one of those old zombie films - men walk a certain way when they are in mid-wank. She didn't have too long to consider the image before guy number one was at her window. He took a closer look and then hustled up to stick his dick through the open car window. It was just your standard four or five inch pink penis attached to a white guy in his forties with a developing beer gut. She took him in hand and gave him a couple of decent hand strokes. At least he was clean and by the looks of him he was excited so it wouldn't take too long. She popped her mouth onto his cock and began to use her tongue.
"Damn!" He seemed to enjoy that and his hand reached for her hair.
"No touching man - just enjoy that sweet mouth." Josh's voice was clear and authoritative.
The man withdrew his hand but thrust his hips forward and Monica went to work for real. Hand, lips and tongue all working together to produce the inevitable result. It didn't take long before she knew he was about to cum. She didn't much want a mouthful of white boy cum with such a recent piercing and so she took him out of her mouth and let him cum on her face.
The man came hard and strong, in steady spurts of cum that she felt land on her skin.
"Thanks," mumbled the man as he shuffled off. Another two men took his place. One was a little younger but it soon became clear that this site and the Brit had a pretty uniform clientele. White guys in their late thirties to early fifties. Josh only had to repeat his instruction once - the guys were pretty well-behaved. They were just there to get their rocks off and they were real happy to have Monica doing the honors.
With those second and third cocks she alternated between mouth and hand. However, the younger guy barely got into her mouth before she felt him twitch and she had to take him out again and felt a second load of cum spurting onto her face. She changed her position a little and once she had cautiously reopened her eyes she let her head and shoulders stick out of the vehicle's open window. She guessed that Josh would appreciate her effort to save his ride's interior. To judge by the first two guys there was gong to be a lot of mess.
Man number five took the initiative when he was ready to cum and stepped back before shooting a big load all over her neck and the top of her dress. Fuck! She just got a glimpse of Charmaine through the thinning groups of men and saw that the British blonde was working topless. The benefits of experience she guessed.
She took her annoyance out on the next guy - wanking him hard and bluntly telling him to cum for her like the dirty bastard he was. He didn't seem to mind - to judge by the four or five heavy spurts of cum that landed all over her it seemed that he didn't object at all.
Next up another man, maybe mid-twenties and quite a handsome young man. He didn't need to be here - she was sure he could get pussy whenever he wanted it. Seemed he liked the exhibitionist side of things, the risk of pubic sex. She could understand that and really went to town on his cock, teasing him with her stud and watching his reactions. His face was an open book and she soon knew just what he liked. Then she gave him just that and, sure as sure could be, a few moments later she felt the signs and pulled him out. A wee bit too late - he was shooting as he left her mouth and his first strong spurt just won the race with her closing right eye-lid. Mother-fucker! However, she'd been here before feeling that harsh sting. It didn't last - you got used to it. The feel of the warm seed cooling on your skin was the same. It came with the territory. If you couldn't take it then you were in the wrong place.
She beckoned to the last three men. They had all been kind of hanging back. Were they just voyeurs? Did they think they might get a little more than just a blow-job?
She glanced down and saw the streaks of liquid on the vehicle's bodywork. There seemed a lot of it but even so she knew that most of the cum hadn't landed on the vehicle's paintwork - it had landed fair and square on her. She felt her dress sticking to her body where the cum had seeped through the thin material. She had to look like a cheap whore. Wasn't it obvious she'd give any guy a blowjob tonight? So why were the three men all just wanking and still not making a move? What was she supposed to do now?
"Girl you done fucked up my ride. Look at all that! Get out of my damned vehicle!" That was 'stern Josh' again - his voice when he was working security.
She remembered what they had said. If you got out of the vehicle then that was a signal. However, she wasn't going to turn Josh down - she knew he had something in mind.
"Here!" Josh pointed to where he stood at the front of his vehicle. His phone was filming her as she joined him. His free hand found her left breast and squeezed it through her dress. The first time her new breast had felt a man's hand on it and it felt really good. She gasped and couldn't keep the look out of her face - knew that the little camera lens would be picking it up. The look of a young woman who desperately needed to be fucked.
A fourth guy had wandered over and they had all moved in a little closer around Josh's vehicle. Did they scent the prospect of easy pussy?
"See this baddie here." Josh was talking to the men now, still with that commanding note in his powerful deep voice. "This is premium pussy and if you know me then you know I'm a real good judge. Slim thicc just the way I like a piece. Got the skills too like we all been seeing. Premium pussy for sure and with a whooty like that you know she can get the best. You know she knows it too. You boys thinking she settles for less than the best?"
No answers but the men were all watching, all still slowly wanking their ridiculous pink penises. Now she had an idea where Josh was going with this and she felt the heat rush through her body.
"Yeah - this baddie knows the best and don't settle for less. Who fucks you the best girl?"
"Black men fuck the best." She heard her voice crack a little and knew it was with excitement rather than anxiety. "Only Black men get to fuck me."
Josh looked round and saw the Brit. The only white boy there who wasn't wanking and who just might be able to hold a phone steady. He under-hand threw his phone across to the Brit who caught it and resumed filming them.
Now Josh could concentrate on the job at hand and in a quick fluid movement he picked her up and carefully sat her down on the hood of his car. She felt the cool of the metal on her butt through the thin material of her dress and then the pressure of his hands had her lying flat and looking up at the stars. He took hold of her legs and held them up against his shoulders. That freed his hands to push her dress up and bare her panties.
"Fuck yeah," said the Brit. Otherwise it was quiet save for the heavy breathing of four white wankers as they crowded closer to see what they knew they would never get to touch. Now she knew why they had been holding off. They had been hoping for this - to see her fucked by a Black guy. Maybe to imagine she was their wife or their secretary.
Josh paused to make sure they had all seen that message on her panties. Then he pulled them down and off her body. He looked around and then tossed them to the nearest white wanker. The man got a stupid look on his face and then buried his nose into Monica's panties. What was it with white guys? First the feet thing and now this.
The night air was cool on her exposed body but Josh's skilled fingers wasted no time in finding her clit. She gasped again and Josh laughed.
"High-class piece like this only settles for the best. This pussy here good and wet and ready." His hand pushed her dress up her front and over her breasts. Again the cool of the air replaced by the warmth of his hands. Hard nipples squeezed and teased. "Fucking fine titties - love to see me a fine pair of titties on a white girl."
As if to prove the fact he edged back and pushed down his pants. She leaned forward, eager to see and was not disappointed. Josh had a beautiful cock - dark and powerful. Not a monster but big enough to please any woman. Most important it was hard and ready. Just as ready as she was and when Josh moved back towards her their junction was smooth, like this was just how it was always meant to be. Eight inches of Big Black Cock moving against her and then in a few careful strokes moving inside her.
"Oh fuck yeah." She relished every moment of it and laid back on the hood - its angle just letting her watch his face and read the pleasure there. She was pleasing her man and that felt really good. She heard the comments and laughter from the four white guys but she didn't care. What did they matter? She didn't even react when one swore and moved a step forward to shoot his load all over her face. That didn't matter. What mattered was that beautiful Black cock fucking her - the way it was making her feel.
There was the other aspect to it though. She saw it in Josh's eyes - his satisfaction and his victory. Not his victory over her. She had known boys like that but knew it didn't fly with Josh. No, instead it was their joint victory over the men watching. Those men would never feel like this - they would never know the ultimate in pleasure. Of fucking and being fucked like this. The way it was supposed to be.
Josh was no beginner at all of this. With his looks and his job he probably got plenty of pussy. She knew he could fuck her just as long and just as gentle or just as hard as she might desire. Tonight, however, they were putting on a show and that realisation was fuelling the intensity of the moment. Josh started fucking her hard, powerful strokes that claimed a woman. Another of the white boys came but she only felt the cum land on her shoulder and breast. Her attention was fixed and focused on one thing. Josh's face and his eyes. She saw the slight tension in his facial muscles and knew he was getting close.
"Where you want it?" He spoke fast - confirming her observation.
Her response was automatic, natural and without concious thought. Even as she was shouting them she recognised the words and knew that Josh did too.
"Yeah, yeah, fuck me Daddy - gimme that Big Black Cock - Knock me up - send me home a Black man's baby-momma."
It didn't really matter what she said. She knew what Josh wanted and she wouldn't deny him. However, it made for a good show and the last two white boys were lurching forward and shooting heavy spurts of their weak white cum over her face even as Josh was planting the real thing, premium African seed, deep inside her.
He made sure of her too - the way she loved a Black man to do. Making sure her pussy got it all and got it deep. Finally he gave a little laugh and stepped back, his Black cock sliding out of her and leaving her gasping for air on the hood of his vehicle.
"You fuckers got your cameras. Get a look of this." The Brit sounded delighted and excited.
Then there was a female voice. "Naughty girl - taking it raw. Well I'd better make sure of you just like you want."
Monica saw Charmaine. She had clearly been busy too. Her face glistened with cum and there was cum in her hair and on her chest. Her eyes showed a little pink where some clumsy or nasty bastard had cum in them. She looked a mess but a happy and satisfied one. Just as Monica knew that she herself had to look.
Then Charmaine's mouth was at her pussy and a talented tongue was exploring and teasing and building back the high that had just started to fade. Monica had known men like Harley who were very talented in eating pussy but when you really wanted the best then you needed to find a woman who knew her trade. One thing was for certain - Charmaine perfectly fitted the bill and it didn't take long before Monica was quivering like jelly in her grasp.
One last climax of an evening that had started pretty well and had only got better. Luckily Charmaine and her husband were old hands and had some water and cloths to clean up.
Soon there were only Josh and her left on the otherwise deserted old parking lot. It could all have just been her imagination, mused Monica, except for the fact that she was helping to clean off the bodywork of Josh's vehicle.
"You weren't worried this strange nigga was gonna steal your wheels? They are real fine." He spoke with humour but she knew the question was genuine.



"You had the key but I'd immobilised her via my phone, You want to try to start her up?"
Now Josh did laugh as he shook his head, a delighted laugh. "I knew there had to be something like that. Mind if I ask another question - an impolite one?"
"OK" She expected some interrogation as to why she was doing this, what she was doing here, etc, etc. Tedious but men, even Black men, often could be tedious.
"You got great tits - are they natural?"
He'd seen plenty of them and had even felt them up pretty good so she felt like putting the ball back into his court. "In your job you should be an expert on that. What do you think?"
He thought a moment. "I'd say natural but they seem like kinda too perfect for that. If its a job then its the best I've seen."
"So you approve?"
She was teasing him now and he knew it and didn't care. "Damn right I do."
Now they shared a smile but not a kiss. Maybe he didn't trust her clean-up! It didn't matter. They wouldn't be swapping numbers either. It was a one-night thing and they both knew it. Maybe they would run into each other again but probably not. In the meantime it had certainly been a mutual pleasure.
***
It was the following evening, back in her H-Town apartment, that Monica was putting on a little show just for herself. No cameras tonight. She still had that last video from Charli and she didn't want to waste it.
'Julius Flint II' wasn't quite up to Josh's standards or his ability to please her but the toy was still pretty good when used in conjunction with the images on her screen.
The original Mr Flint had seduced his girl like he really seemed to enjoy. Plenty of eye contact and deep kisses and both physical and emotional closeness. If it was just his professional act then he was certainly very good at it. When you were that good, just like one of Doctor Nikola's boob-jobs, did it matter if it was real or not?
Now Maddy was on the bed on her front with the original Julius Flint fucking her, his larger and much darker body on top of her. His mouth at the sensitive pale skin of her neck and his hands up under her shoulders. Long rolling strokes, breeding strokes, building up a beautiful big load of baby-making seed to plant just as deep in Maddy as he could.
Monica felt the heat rise in her body as she watched. The visuals didn't really matter. The scenario was everything. Maddy was there fertile and unprotected, taking a notoriously potent Black cock time after time after time. How many times had they made love, how many times had they fucked, since Maddy had arrived at that hotel suite? At least three and Monica knew that every time Julius had made sure that all his potent African seed was planted deep to hunt that white egg. If just one was successful then Maddy's life would be changed forever.
It wasn't hard for Monica to imagine herself in Maddy's place. She had been around enough Black men to know that she would not be wanting for volunteers! They hadn't been shy about letting her know how much they enjoyed the idea of knocking her up. Which certainly didn't mean that she intended to follow that path but equally certainly added a glorious edge to her fantasies about it.
She could imagine Julius Flint fucking her - or Harley - or Josh - or Plug. Maybe one after the other - making a real night of it! It was deliciously naughty to think about it. To imagine giving yourself fully like that, risking a big belly. Black men like these didn't shoot blanks and didn't pull out.
Monica shuddered and gasped for breath. That moment had got to her in a really delicious way. A way that just wasn't fizzling out courtesy of her fingers and that big replica toy of Julius Flint. You could feel that you were there - immerse yourself in the fantasy.
The camera lens was on Maddy's face in a shot that Monica had come to really love. Looking into a woman's eyes, seeing the effort and the energy and the pleasure in her face. Maddy's fingers were clutching the bed-sheet and Monica knew that feeling. Hanging on for dear life while a powerful potent man fucked you, feeling the sensations grow until they peaked and took you over.
Maddy's mouth opened in a silent cry and Monica knew that the women on screen was cuming. There were no theatrics - the climax was real and intense. Captured beautifully by the lens, a camera skilfully being operated by Charli, the wife of the man breeding Maddy.
That hit hard too. The idea of a couple working to breed you. It was so wrong and yet, in the circumstances, seemed so very right.
Monica saw Julius give a nod and then a little grunt. That was it - that was the moment. He had cum and now the clock was running. Until maybe a period or a pregnancy test would reveal the result. How would Maddy feel as she waited those days and knew what might be happening inside her body? How would Monica feel in that situation? She didn't know and while risks were intoxicating that one might just be a little too strong for her. Fantasy would have to do - at least for now.
The camera was moving. Carried around Maddy's body until it could focus on her pussy. A well-fucked pussy for sure and while Julius had planted his seed deep there was just a little to be seen as he eased his huge Black cock out of Maddy's pussy. Just enough to show that a lot more was deep inside the white woman and had even now begun the frantic hunt for her fertile white egg.
"Now isn't that a beautiful sight." That was Charli's voice through the speakers. "You came beautifully too - that really helps with conception. The more you come the more chance you get to be a Black man's baby momma. So..." The camera swung for a moment before the image settled again.
Charli had clearly handed it to Julius because now she was on screen herself. Her beautiful face framed by her long blonde hair. She moved between Maddy's legs and used her fingers and then her tongue on that freshly-fucked pussy. Charli was most definitely another woman who knew all of the tricks of that trade. Teasing and exploring and stimulating in all the right places and in precisely the right way. Maddy had still been half way there and Charli soon had her back riding the peaks and crashing waves of her emotion. Monica knew the signs and knew the reality of what she was watching. Peaking with a hard, hard, orgasm on the part of Maddy. Combining all of the events of that weekend with Charli and Julius's skills had wrecked her for the moment. Left her a howling, sobbing, woman - out of control and adrift on the surging tides of her own sexuality and sensuality.
The camera caught Charli's satisfied smirk. "Yeah babe - that's made sure of her. She's getting what she wants and needs - a Black baby for sure."
The words were just close enough to those of Charmaine the night before to bring Monica herself to her own very fine orgasm. As she regained her composure she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror and smiled a happy, satisfied, smile. It didn't get much better than that!
The thought was unchallenged in her head for only a moment before she remembered just how Maddy had looked into the camera lens as she was black bred and just how Maddy had looked when Charli had made her cum again and again. Suddenly Monica wasn't quite so satisfied with herself or quite so certain of the truth of her previous opinion. Perhaps orgasms did come better - much better.
It was a disturbing thought, not least because it carried within it an undeniable temptation. Now she said that there were certain things that she could never do, never risk. However, just a couple of years ago would she ever have thought that she would have done some of the things that she had now done, even some of the things that had become almost routine in her life. Desires and fantasies could grow fast, could bloom with a startling intensity. Could be hard to deny.
She shook her head at her train of thought. The power of temptation was undeniable but was surely nor irresistible. Suddenly a happier thought came to her and she went for her phone.
Just the thought of her selfie had her smiling. She pushed up her top and left her new tits nice and bare, her nipples stiffening at her idea. She checked herself on the screen of her phone and she smiled again. They looked good, really good, and she knew that her Members and Subs would love them once she resumed her cam shows.
First, however, she wanted to show someone else. She took a series of selfies and then carefully selected the best two. She made sure that each clearly showed her face as well as her new assets. Then she found the number of Plug, the older Black man who had fucked her in the back room of a store. He had given her good advice and she wanted him to see that she had followed it.
She sent him a blank message with the two pictures attached.
She smiled to herself at what Plug would think when he saw the pictures - when he saw that she had obeyed him. No - not obeyed him. Why had that word come into her head? He had just advised her.
Those thoughts had barely flashed through her mind when she heard her phone buzz. An incoming message and it could be from any of a hundred people but she knew that it was from Plug. She felt her heart beat a little faster as she reached for the phone.
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The reader will probably appreciate this story most if they are a fan of the works of M R James. Those who are not should hunt some out and explore them - Halloween or Christmas are the perfect time to do so. The master of the Ghost Story might not appreciate this tribute to his genius but it is proffered with humble appreciation none the less.
"Another snifter old boy - keeps the cold out don't you know."
"Don't mind if I do." The club was, as usual, enjoying Russian levels of heating on this dark December night. However, the excuse for another glass of that superb warming spirit was not to be neglected.
"Ha ha," laughed my companion, "say what they like about the United Universities Club but they can never deny that we retain a superb cellar!"
"Hear hear," sounded from a couple of nearby deep armchairs and more than one glass was raised in acknowledgement of the sentiment expressed.
"I believe we have good old Solon to thank for this particular case. Have you ever met the old boy?"
I shook my head My friend had perhaps forgotten that I had only been a member there for a short period.
"A most extraordinary cove but a man with a good few stories to tell. Given the nature of some of those he does relate it makes you wonder about those he chooses not to. Did any of you fellows happen to be here the night that he came into this very room and spoke about the Dark Pilgrimage?"
He had our attention now. Mr Solon was a man with a certain reputation. His wide travels and his notorious researches had put him beyond the pale of certain strands of polite society. However, we were all men of the world and scorned such close-minded attitudes. What Solon said was worthy of any scholar's attention.
"As I say old Solon was seated in that very chair. He had come in late and far from his usual self. Any of you who have met him will know that he is the most level-headed of fellows. Imperturbable I would have said if I had not seen him that night. Because he looked pale as he sat in that chair, pale and shaken to his very marrow."
"He did not seem to take note of us as his intelligent eyes looked searchingly into the unknown. Then he gathered himself together and began to speak. I still do not know if he was speaking for our benefit or purely to arrange his own thoughts. However, that tale he told has, I'll wager, never left the minds of those three of us who heard it. Sinclair has since been lost in the Amazon of course. Farquhar was already an old man and has since gone to his reward. Glossop was lost in the sinking of the 'Ajaccio' off Madeira last Summer. Then there is Solon himself. His recent trip to Nepal was undertaken for his health according to the yellow press. I suspect the truth is that he has gone to consult with the Tibetan masters and I suspect that he will choose not to return."
"Which leaves only myself. A strange thought and as I mull it over a heavy responsibility. For this story of Solon's deserves to be heard and to live on in the event that I should," he waved a hand airily, "be knocked over by an omnibus crossing the Tottenham Court Road or some such foolish nonsense."
The spirits were just as fiery and the heating just as efficient but for one fleeting moment there seemed a chill in the air of that sumptuously luxurious club-room.
My friend cleared his throat. "I feel a need to tell the story - just as old Solon told it to us that night. To the very best of my memory because he would never agree to repeat it. Not even to any of his original three hearers." He paused. "I would understand if any of you fellows chose to leave. It is not for everybody and it does not seem to have been a lucky tale for its original audience."
Needless to say nobody moved. My friend had set his stage with perfect skill and while Tutankhamen might have set a curse on those that plundered his tomb it was hard to suggest similar behaviour by the notoriously genial and generous Mr Solon.
"Let me begin. That afternoon Mr Solon was undertaking researches at a certain library well known to many of us. He was engrossed in his study of a unique hand-written manuscript when...
***
The heavy tick of the walnut grandfather clock gently sounded through the comfortable study rooms of the Library. Mr Solon leaned back to rest his eyes from studying the faded Arabic script on the priceless manuscript which occupied the desk in front of him. The personal first hand account of Ibn Foszlan.
A bowdlerised version was well known of course, even its shrouded details had astonished and outraged public sentiment. The Old Queen might be long dead but even after the Great War such spasms of Victorian morality retained their power.
It was the detail of this unexpurgated document that enthralled Mr Solon. Ibn Foszlan had travelled through that mix of peoples and religions so long ago but his observations had been acute. He had recorded details of ritual practices and social activities that could be found nowhere else. At least that was the general opinion.
Mr Solon was in the perfect position to refute any such claim. Who else had studied the arcane rituals and esoteric social constructions of the East as he had? Perhaps only one man and even that one had shared his knowledge on that long-ago weekend in the Rue de Lafayette.
He unconsciously glanced over to the more public area of the great University Library. The newspapers there were recording the tragic events in China, a war of almost unimaginable viciousness. A war to match the march of the Mongols or the depredations of the Huns. Mr Solon believed that Shanghai's little European cantonment, the leafy Rue de Lafayette and its equivalents, remained a relatively peaceful haven. For the moment at least. However, his old contact had long since left there and had last been heard of at one of the great temples of the interior. Who could tell if he had lived to see the war? Who could tell his subsequent fate if he had? One sadly had to assume the worst.
It made it all the more valuable that Mr Solon had been allowed to share at least some of the knowledge accrued by that notorious Serbian, if indeed he was a Serbian, adventurer in his chequered career. An unmatched knowledge of the ancient lore of a score of religious traditions in the great cultural melting-pot that the West simply called 'China'. Among them a certain psycho-sexual tradition that uncannily matched what he had read in the thousand-year old words of Ibn Foszlan.
Mr Solon carefully replaced his spectacles. He was a precise and fastidious little man only a couple of inches above five feet in height. A thick graying thatch of hair betrayed his age but lively intelligent eyes indicated that his zest for life was far from diminished.
To look at him one would have had no difficulty in identifying Mr Solon as a typical scholar of his time. Measured, calm, perhaps a little stuffy even. Many knew of his repute as the greatest living authority on the East. A status he accepted - assuming that the authorities mentioned were purely Western ones and that, even then, his old Shanghai contact was no longer a contestant. Compared to that remarkable Doctor he modestly considered himself a mere neophyte.
Curiosity had always fuelled Mr Solon. Had caused him to amass that great store-house of unconsidered scraps of information within his capacious brain. Details of every aspect of the East - most especially of those aspects ignored by the missionaries who formed so great a proportion of his intellectual colleagues in the field. Scraps that had made him the most sought-after consultant for those companies seeking to exploit the Chinese market. A sadly diminished trade now, of course, but on the other hand Mr Solon had already amassed Government bonds that would allow him to exist comfortably so long as he lived. It had also allowed him to provide an excellent education to his son. The young man showed promise - was already a Fellow of a prestigious college in this very University. It pleased Mr Solon that his family's intellectual traditions would last one more generation at least.
He frowned and rubbed his nose. His concentration had lapsed. Access to this manuscript was a magnificent opportunity not to be wasted in idle musings. The graphic detail of Ibn Foszlan's descriptions of those remarkable orgies along the Volga so long ago should have held his attention in an iron vice. In truth such matters held interest for him only as an intellectual curiosity. He had enjoyed a happy marriage but those days were long over. Now he lived in Chester Terrace the existence of a widower, a contented hermit alone save for his two tortoiseshell cats.
Mr Solon returned to his task and soon completed it. The account was relatively short but its every word was precious in confirming his long-held theories. Such exact likenesses with those tales told him long ago in Shanghai could not be mere coincidence. There was a hidden mystical congruence stretching across not merely thousands of miles but also across numerous centuries.
Now Mr Solon's heart did indeed beat fast. Not for the sexual nature of the descriptions but rather for their occult significance. The great tide of esoteric practice and learning that had flowed into the Western tradition. A cultural river that still flowed, unheralded and unobserved, to this very day. He himself had reason to know that some fools had sought to play with the forces bound into such traditions. They had sometimes destroyed others and almost always had destroyed themselves. Such knowledge was to be handled with extreme caution.
He collected his materials and prepared to return the priceless manuscript. Only then did Mr Solon look up and realise that he was not alone. How long had he been under observation by this remarkable visitor?
Remarkable in many ways. Even an old widower like Mr Solon could hardly fail to notice the young woman's beauty. Even when, as now, it was shrouded by an expression of confusion laced with terror. The power of that terror struck him so forcibly that it was several moments before he recalled that no woman, however beautiful, should have been seen in these hallowed, if sadly misogynistic, academic chambers.
"Mr Solon sir, it is you?" Her voice was every bit as pleasing as her figure. Truly a young lady of the sort that he had read about one day in an idle moment. An 'It' girl. She could grace any of those posters advertising the motion pictures that were the cultural phenomena of the age.
Mr Solon did not belong to this particular august academic institution and so felt no outrage at the young woman's presence. However, he was aware that he was it's privileged guest. However charming she might be his visitor was most definitely not allowed here. He wondered for a moment how he could extricate them both from a potential scene. Only for one moment because then the young woman spoke again.
"Mr Solon I have to ask you - have you heard of the Dark Pilgrimage or perhaps of the Strassov Codex?"
The latter part of her question was easily answered. Of course a man like Mr Solon was very well aware of the mystery of the Strassov Codex. A collection of ancient documents supposedly discovered by the Russian adventurer somewhere in the wilds of ancient Nubia shortly before the Mahdi's rising. Documents carrying what superficially appeared to be runes - though read as Viking runes they were utterly incomprehensible. Naturally enough since there was neither rhyme nor reason for Viking runes ever to have been used or found in the modern-day Sudan.
Most had come to regard the Codex as a forgery, an attempt to raise much-needed funds by Strassov. In the event such an effort would have been in vain since he had fallen foul of one of the Mahdi's spearmen while serving with the ill-fated Gordon. Finally the Codex had become rather a joke - a joke at the expense of two generations of cryptographers who had wasted their time trying to decipher it. Among them - in his under-graduate days - a much younger and perhaps much more foolish Mr Solon.
So he addressed the other, superficially more interesting, part of her enquiry. "I am aware of the Black Pilgrimage of course. The creation of Mr James. If you wish to learn of Khorazam and the Prince of the Air then perhaps you would be better off applying to that gentleman. The Black Pilgrimage is after all his invention."
He knew that he was being pompous but he was now a little annoyed. His work had been interrupted and, after all, a woman had no place here.
The young woman's reaction surprised, indeed shocked, him. A look of frustrated annoyance. "No, no, not the Black Pilgrimage. I mean the Dark Pilgrimage. That's what the Strassov Codex is all about. Even you don't know anything about it - I was rather relying on you Mr Solon. Do you perhaps know about what they call 'tramp signs'?
She had his attention now. "You claim to understand the Codex? Are you not aware of just how many great scholars have examined that document and ruled it a fake, a hoax."
"I do not claim it Mr Solon - I do understand it and I wish to God that I did not!"
The young woman pulled a piece of paper towards her and wrote down a string of runic characters. Mr Solon immediately saw that rather than being the true Scandinavian runes they were instead the peculiar characters used in the Codex. Then his remarkable young companion began sketching a cryptogram. Once completed she added a second line of writing in Norse runes followed by a third in the standard Latin alphabet.
Mr Solon watched with interest and then moved forward to inspect her work more closely. Rapidly he strode to a shelf and took down a book that he knew contained a plate depicting a page of the Codex. It took but a minute to translate the whole page according to the key provided by the young woman. In fact he did not need to translate it all. He halted on the fifth line when he met two words, 'Dark Pilgrimage.' He removed his spectacles to rub the bridge of his nose. It was remarkable. He looked at the young woman again but now with the utmost respect. He had been a fool indeed to under-estimate her so terribly. He gave her a nod of approval.
"It is a remarkable achievement but how did you come to discover this secret, this key to the Codex?"
"That is the thing." She paused before looking at him with eyes that betrayed a hesitation to speak but which also radiated total sincerity. "I have worked on the Codex for two years with no success. Then, one night last week, I dreamed the solution to the problem. I literally dreamed it. It just ... came to me." Her voice cracked a little as she spoke. "It came to me and I again I say that I wish to God that it had not!"
***
Mr Solon had heard enough. He hurried his new young acquaintance out of the Library, past the horrified stares of the staff, then out and into a cab. The journey to Sloane Square was a short one and soon his house-keeper had provided them each with a reviving cup of tea. Only then did he remember to ask her name - a startling oversight in one generally so polite but not so surprising when Mr Solon was on the trail of an intellectual mystery as intriguing as this.
"I am Helena Carr - I am one of the Wiltshire Carrs."
Mr Solon nodded his understanding. It was an affectation of the English landowning classes to identify themselves thus. Helena came from a 'county family' and he happened to know that the Carrs owned a lot of land around Wilton.
He produced his own copy of the Strassov Codex - a privately-printed booklet with plates providing a perfect reproduction of the original. How often had he pondered its mysteries but now with the key provided by Helena it was child's play to translate the first words.
'There was a man named Mord the Fiddler; he was the son of Sigvat the Red, and he lived at the Vale in the Rangrivervales.'
He paused and tried to comprehend the significance of those words. "But this is the.."
"..the beginning of the Saga of Burnt Njal," completed Helena Carr. "A saga written down a thousand miles away from where - and at least six hundred years after - this Codex was produced in Nubia. The Saga continues for two pages and then breaks off to allow the Codex to give its real message. The final two pages are the conclusion of the Saga. Clearly they merely hide the true document contained in the intervening pages"
Mr Solon had seen many mysteries and had played his own part in not a few. However, for the moment this one had him defeated. He found the plate representing the Codex's third page and resumed.
'What greater prize than to discover yourself, what better a partner than the man of your dreams, what finer a jewel than a woman's cunt satisfied. What worse a defeat than the acceptance of the bland, the expected, the tedious. To know true pleasure you must first know yourself and then not deny yourself. If, sister, you desire the true glory of womanhood then read these pages and follow their directions.'
Mr Solon coughed. He was surprised but not shocked by that reference to a woman's 'cunt'. He was used to such terms in his private studies. However, it was a different matter with a young lady present, even a modern young lady like Helena.
She sensed his reaction and gave a rueful half-smile. "Don't be concerned about the language Mr Solon. However, that is exactly the word that the runes denote and that is a very Anglo-Saxon term. It makes no sense."
"No more sense than any of this." Mr Solon rubbed the bridge of his nose and continued to translate. The next six pages were mixed short pieces of prose and poetry. All of an erotic nature. Fascinating in their symbolism and in their unapologetic celebration of female sexuality and arousal. He had seen the like before but it was rare - a tradition stifled by centuries of patriarchy and religious orthodoxy. The obvious comparison was with the work of Sappho. It was an amazing discovery but hardly a cause for Helena to seek him out and exhibit such clear distress.
'Sister - you have uncovered our secret and have earned your prize. If you follow our signs and imitate the courage of the Amazons then you shall truly enjoy the glory and the exquisite pleasure of the feminine. Be it with cock or with cunt you shall find your deserved and ordained destiny of the purest delight.'
More of that Anglo-Saxon vocabulary! The remainder of the document delineated signs and their comprehension. That brought Mr Solon's mind back to the strange words Helena had used before about 'tramp signs.'
He cleared his throat. "I, of course, know about 'tramp signs' Miss Carr. Those chalked markings made by vagrants, the gentlemen of the road, to designate locations where the locals will provide a bite to eat or a dry place to bed down for the night. Their exact interpretation varies from locale to locale but in principle is reasonably uniform. I can see a possible correlation with some of the signs described in this Cortex but there really cannot be one." He gave Helena Carr a reassuring and kindly smile from over his spectacles.
Helena moistened her lips with the tip of her tongue and carefully weighed her next words. Until the very moment when she decided that having come so far she should go on to the end.
"Mr Solon - have you ever seen those 'tramp signs'?"
Mr Solon again gave her his fatherly smile. "They are rather a phenomenon of a past age I fear, Miss Carr. In my youth I would often see them. Both the chalk ones in town and also the messages made of sticks and tied tufts of foliage in the countryside. Now I doubt that a vagrant in fifty would even know their meaning let alone be inclined to make them. Outside perhaps of some of our Romany friends."
Helena Carr reached across and put her hand on his. "Please call me Helena Mr Solon." He seemed to feel the vitality of youth and health flow from her well-formed, graceful, fingers into his own self. It startled him and he looked at Helena again. Her face had a beautiful unflawed symmetry, the complexion of the classical English rose. Her features were proportional and attractive. Her eyes were a deep brown, intelligent and full of spirit. Long light-brown hair framed her face in a most charming manner and cascaded down to her shoulders. Helena Carr was a very beautiful as well as a very worried young woman.



"Mr Solon I read those words and thought them a mere amusement. However, since I read them I have had dreams. Not every night but nearly so. I dream of men, of ..." She waved a hand to cut off Mr Solon's interruption. "I know what you will say. That they are the product of an over-heated imagination. The product of reading the Codex. However, I am not so foolish or easily influenced Mr Solon. Besides, it is not only the dreams - they merely build on past thoughts and such things have no substance. No Mr Solon they are not the issue. I have come to you because from the first morning after the first dream I have seen the signs and I have seen them everywhere!"
Mr Solon could see that the young lady was distressed and he wished to help her in any way that he could but again she cut him short, driven on by her need to say what she had come to him to say.
"You do not believe me Mr Solon, you do not believe me but I can prove that what I say is true. At least I hope to God that I can."
With that the young woman took his wrist and led him, a little quickly for his old bones, back to his own front door. She again took the initiative in opening it and looking out before turning to him.
"See!"
Mr Solon saw and felt a shock of amazement. On his very door-step was a chalked sign. Like an arrow but with a cross struck through it. He remembered the words of the Codex and felt a chill run through him. This was a sign with exactly the delineation prescribed by that remarkable document.
The idea of 'tramp signs' in Sloane Square was a nonsense but looking up he saw at the exit of the square another of the arrows. Walking across with a rapidly beating heart he saw that it too was struck through in the same peculiar manner. Further along the pavement he saw another and another and another.
"Someone has been very busy." He spoke softly but so that Helena could hear him. He had his suspicions who that someone might be. He was a man with a reputation, a rather outré reputation. It might well amuse some of the young bloods to play him for a fool.
He looked carefully at the beautiful young woman but her reaction suggested that he was wrong or that she was a very fine and considered actress.
"Thank God," she said and her relief was palpable. "Then you can see them too! For a moment I had feared..."
Delusions and madness? The vague visions conjured up by a hostile adept in one of the esoteric traditions? Mr Solon had seen such manifestations before but never like this. He was still far from convinced by them for all of Helena's apparent sincerity.
After all how hard was it to chalk a few signs. Then he considered for a moment. It was not just the signs. The translation of the Codex was real enough Had it inspired a hoax or was there a startling reality behind all of this? He made his decision. What did he have to lose? At the worst he would have an evening's stroll with quite the most charming young woman that he had met in many a long day.
He reached down and touched the sign - displacing a little of the chalk. It was real and tangible enough. "Have you followed the signs? Do you know where they lead?"
"I ... I have wished to and the desire to do so has been growing stronger within me, day by day. I wondered if you can help me resist."
If it was a hoax then that was a very clever line. Even if Helena Carr was playing him for an old fool Mr Solon could not hold it against her. She was doing it in such a charming and skilful way. If it was not a hoax then he knew what had to be done. Fears had to faced and potential dangers had to be identified. In this case the correct course of action was clear.
"We must follow the signs Miss C..., I mean Helena," he gave her a reassuring smile, "we must understand what lies at the bottom of all this. Then I am sure you will find it very easy to resist on your own account but I shall render any assistance within my powers."
Her hand found his and grasped it as a drowning sailor would grasp a life-buoy. "You don't understand. I could not resist my own curiosity. I know what lies at the end of these signs and it has not assuaged my temptation. It has fuelled it and I do not know what to do."
For a moment she seemed on the point of tears but she held herself in check. 'A strong young woman, determined and intelligent but badly shaken,' thought Mr Solon as he led her back indoors. "No more prevarications young lady. Tell me all that you know and then we will decide how to act."
***
"It was two weeks after I first saw the signs. Archie was visiting up from the country and I had told him but he thought it was all just some lark."
"Who is Archie?" Mr Solon made the obvious enquiry.
"Archie is Archibald Fellows, his people have a large estate a few miles from ours. There has always been an understanding between our two families." Her beautiful young face showed a trace of colour.
Mr Solon nodded. That was common enough among the English landed classes. They did not call them 'arranged marriages' but these young people's futures were as pre-ordained as any Hindustani's. "Was that arrangement to your satisfaction?"
The blush deepened a little in Helena's fair cheeks. "Archie has always been a good friend and an excellent companion. He is pleasant and witty but ..."
Mr Solon waved a hand. He had lived long enough to perfectly understand her and to spare her the need to spell it out. She understood and gave him a little grateful smile.
"Anyway once Archie was here I felt brave enough to examine what might lie behind all of this. The problem was that Archie said that he could not see the signs. That he saw some scratches and some litter but no signs. It was most peculiar and most disconcerting!"
Again Mr Solon's wise old head nodded. "They were not meant for him and so he could not psychically attune to their, er, frequency for want of a better term. I have known such things before."
"But you did see them Mr Solon?" It was more a question than a statement - a need for reaffirmation."
"I saw them Helena - I saw them and touched one. Those are interesting facts. Perhaps we shall understand them as you continue. Perhaps it will require further examination."
There was her grateful smile again. Her smile could light up her face and a whole room. Archie would have been a most fortunate young man but somehow Mr Solon doubted that events were moving in that direction.
"Once Archie had concluded his business in the City we set off following the signs. Or rather I followed the signs because Archie always insisted that he could not see them. I am afraid that he grew rather annoyed with me even though he tried his best to hide it. The signs took us in a long rambling circuit of it seemed half of London. Until the light was quite beginning to fade and we found ourselves, I fear, in one of our city's least salubrious districts. It was by the river and there was low housing and those huge warehouses that service the Docks."
"Archie was not concerned to bring a young lady to such a place as darkness was falling?"
She gave a little nervous laugh. "Poor Archie was very much concerned but remember that it was I that was leading him. Anyway we suddenly found the final sign."
Mr Solon leaned forward. "As in the Codex?"
"Precisely as in the Codex," Helena confirmed, "but it seemed to be pointing to just a nondescript building with the sound of what might have been machinery inside. It really was quite dark now and the sole street-lamp that might have helped was either unlit or broken. However, at that precise moment a cloud must have passed from the face of the moon because a thin beam of light struck a sign hanging from the building's wall. I saw what it portrayed and I confess that I felt my legs weaken under me for a second. However, I am not some Victorian to faint and have a fit of the vapours!" Her fine chin rose a little as she made that statement. Mr Solon nodded and smiled - he had quickly grown to like this young woman very much. She had spirit and determination as well as brains and beauty.
"May I guess what the sign said?" He asked with a wry smile. "Did it perhaps portray the 'Dark Pilgrimage'?
For the first time he saw her genuinely astonished. "But how could you know?" In a moment she had resumed her usual poise and control. "Yes it carried those words and also an illustration. I did not see the latter clearly but the words were absolutely clear."
"Did Archie see them?"
"No," she shook her head, "he said the sign was just an old broken one and that the patterns on it were only the signs of decay." Se hesitated as if to weigh her words before continuing. "However, both Archie and I saw what happened next."
"A heavy cloud passed over the moon and we could no longer see the sign. It was true darkness in the very heart of the city. However, to our right there seemed a sort of movement that seemed to coalesce that darkness into form. I confess that I was alarmed and I moved closer to Archie but he was looking to his left. When I followed suit I saw the same phenomena. Something was moving out there on each side of us and slowly approaching us."
"There was a spit and a fizz and a burst of light from beside the building in front of us. An old-fashioned vesta struck against the wall. A smell of sulphur that I knew came from the match but could only also carry other connotations. The match was used to light a home-made cigarette and for a moment we saw the smoker's face in the light of the match."
""This place is invitation only white boy." He smiled and his tone was amused but his eyes were fixed on Archie and just before he shook the match out we saw the two figures close to our right and left. They were also Black men and they were colossal. Archie has played rugger for his college but these men had at least six inches on him and they were built massively."
"Before I really registered what was happening Archie gave a little cry of, "Oh My God Helena we have to get out of here," and he turned and he ran. It totally took me by surprise and my arm slipped from his. I was left standing as he ran to the corner. There he turned and I saw his agonised horrified face looking back at me for a moment before he ran on in panic, the noise of his shoes on the pavement sounding out as he ran."
"The smoker took a deep inhale from his cigarette, its tip glowing in the darkness. The fragrance of the smoke reached me and it was unlike any tobacco that I had smelled before. Then he did something I would never have expected. He laughed, a low contented rumble of a laugh, and his two friends laughed too. I became intensely aware of my position. There were three of them and I could hardly hope to defend myself against one."
"He seemed to sense my alarm. "Never you mind girl - you'll be alright. You with me and Harvey and Jerome there will make sure no-one messes with you. Walk you to the nearest cab rank if you like." Now the man's eyes were on me and even in the sparse light I could see that they were deep and powerful. He gestured in the direction that Archie had run. "That your man?"
"I sensed the derision in that question and stiffened a little I confess. "There is an arrangement," I answered."
"He took another long inhale of smoke from his cigarette. "End it baby. You so far too good for him that it hurts to see it." His words struck me with some force. I am not a conceited woman I hope but perhaps I had accepted Archie as the easiest way forward. Pleasing our families and really because it was the way things are done. He is a pleasant enough young man but hardly one to kindle the spark of, er..."
"Romance," smilingly interjected Mr Solon - he wanted to keep Helena at her ease.
The young woman blushed deeply now. "I confess that I meant the word 'desire'. You do not feel the less of me I hope Mr Solon." Her eyes were beseeching now. Fearing that she had betrayed herself.
Mr Solon waved a hand and smiled. "Without desire the world is a place with no savour my dear. Those that tell you otherwise are fools who have never really lived. I have a son but if I also had a daughter I would want her to explore her feelings, her destiny, yes even her desires. I would want her to be who she truly was and not an invention patched together to please the moribund husks that dictate our society's terms."
The look of gratitude and wonder in her face almost struck him physically. The young lady had genuinely feared that he would turn her out of his house! What fools men and women had made of themselves. Well, he was no such fool and he had a good idea that Helena shared that trait.
Now she smiled at him and then continued her story. "I had no reason to trust this man of course. However, I found myself doing so. Perhaps because I had very little choice. He looked me up and down in a rather blatant manner and then smiled. "Like I say we are invitation only so lets get down to business. A Disappearance..." He said the last two words and then studied me intently."
Mr Solon had reacted to them as he knew Helena must have. They were the first element of the passwords, the key phrase notated within the Codex so many centuries ago and so many hundreds of miles away.
Helena continued, "I was startled as I see you are. However, I did not hesitate. I responded as the Codex had taught. "...and an Appearance." He smiled then, a brilliant smile against the dark of his face and of the night. One of the other men said, "Thass good." I noted that both seemed to have heavy accents - one of the Caribbean and the other of the Southern United States."
"As we spoke there seemed a heaviness in the air, air grown suddenly oppressive. There was a great crash of thunder and at that same moment huge heavy drops of rain began to fall. I was wearing this light coat and I soon knew that I would become drenched without shelter."
"The smoker stepped forward with his hand out in a very forward gesture. However, at the time it only seemed right to take it. I will confess," she raised her pretty chin in a manner that seemed charming to Mr Solon, "I do not regret doing so. He introduced himself as James Meredith and promised to be my, er, guide. Again it only seemed natural to follow him into the 'Dark Pilgrimage' given the climatic conditions. I do not feel any need to explain myself but again I state that there was no concious decision involved. It was as if the decision had been made for me aeons ago and it was only for me to accept that fact. I cannot explain it better."
Mr Solon nodded his understanding. He had heard similar stories of pre-destination from the acolytes of Maleek Taos far up in the mountains of Kurdistan. "Tell me Helena, what did you see when you followed him into the 'Dark Pilgrimage'?
"It was not so much what I saw, at first at least, as it was what I heard. I realised that I had been mistaken in my belief that the building contained machinery. Instead the noise had been made by the stamping of feet and the beating of drums. Now, within the building, I also heard the wailing of brass instruments as a musical band, a Jazz band, was playing as fast and as loud as it could. Two men sat behind huge selections of drums and beat a rhythmn on them - a rhythmn picked up by the roomful of dancers. They moved and jumped and spun and cavorted like the wildest followers of Bacchus upon an Arcadian hillside. The dancing men were all Black and so were most of the women but there were also some Orientals and others of the port community. There were some white women who by their clothing and their make-up ... err ..." Her voice trailed off.
"They were perhaps women of the town," said Mr Solon sparing Helena her embarrassment at speaking of the world's oldest profession. He trusted that his own casual reference and smile would help her to relax. Every detail of her story was fascinating and every element might be vital to its correct comprehension. "Were you not alarmed to be in such a place?"
"No," her response was immediate and clear. "Somehow with James, Mr Meredith, there I felt no alarm or distress. Only, I confess, curiosity and growing excitement. Can you understand that?"
Mr Solon had no problem in giving an affirmative response. He had seen the change in Helena as she had talked about James Meredith leading her into the Dark Pilgrimage. Her eyes had taken on a new sparkle of excitement, a slight pink glow had come into her cheeks. He had seen those signs before and he began to understand the young woman's confusion and apprehension.
"James led me to a table and offered me a cigarette. I do not normally indulge but the air in that place was so full of smoke already and I felt so nervous and thought perhaps it would be good to have something to do with my hands. He offered me a silver case of his home-made cigarettes and then I hesitated. You do hear such stories."
Again Mr Solon nodded his understanding. The 'white slavery' story was a staple of the yellow press. Young women disappearing from the streets or were hired for 'dancing' jobs and then ended up in a Buenos Aires brothel or the harem of a desert Sheikh. Drugging an innocent white girl usually played a prominent role in the, somehow always unproven, tales.
"James smiled and selected a cigarette before lighting it and taking two heavy inhales. He blew the smoke out through his nose each time and then smiled and passed the lit cigarette to me. I cannot imagine what possessed me but I took the cigarette and smoked it myself. Drawing the smoke deep into my lungs as he showed me. It was unlike any tobacco that I had smelled or tasted but I grew accustomed to it and I felt a great feeling of warm energy, of well-being and contentment."
"Mr Solon walked to his cabinet and produced a small pouch. he opened it and proffered it to Helena. She gave a cautious sniff and then smiled. "Yes, yes, Mr Solon that is the very smell."
Mr Solon nodded. He had suspected cannabis sativa rather than anything more alarming.
"I was brought a drink - a cocktail which surprised me. Again James first drank from the same shaker. It was delicious but strong and James joked that it was a benefit of being in Britain where there was no prohibition. It added to my feeling of well-being and when James suggested we dance I again felt the decision had been made for me long ago. As I said I had a strong feeling that this was all pre-ordained."
"As soon as we stood James signalled to the band and they started a wild cacophony of sound, the syncopation sharp and strong and wild. Everyone there began to dance and I joined them, trying to match my movements to those of James. He took my hands and guided me so that soon we truly were moving together, aligned with each other, the wild crowd of dancers and the powerful music."
"After some time I expected the music to end or pause but somehow it continued on. It continued to meld with my new sense of well-being and I felt enthused, full of energy. Every movement building on the last to drive me, us, we all, on and on and on. Until I seemed to reach a crisis point and I could no longer see or hear. I should have been frightened but I was not. I cannot explain why."
Mr Solon steepled his fingers as he sat in his arm-chair. "I think that I can explain. You have heard of the ecstatic dance - most famously of the whirling Dervishes? It is a global phenomenon. The expression of energy until a peak at which the shaman or the dancer or the dervish is taken into a new space. Where were you taken Helena?"
Her eyes were wide and on him now. "How did you know? But of course you know Mr Solon. That is why I knew I had to come to you. Because you are the only man in London who would know." She steadied herself and resumed.
"I came back to my senses and the dance was still going on. Except that it wasn't. Everything was superficially the same but in reality it was completely different. We danced in a room but instead of the 'Dark Pilgrimage' it was a huge cavernous place and the lights were so numerous and multi-coloured and seemed to spin on their fittings in time to the music. It was incredible, fantastic, seemingly impossible. There was music but I saw no band. The sound was so loud and deep and seemed to come from huge wardrobe-type things. The beat pulsed through you and became you. I and James were there and a crowd was there, but a much larger crowd of dancers. However, none wore the outfits that you would expect, that we had worn in the 'Dark Pilgrimage'. The men were more casual and many wore jewellery, even ear-rings. In one thing however they were the same. All were Black. We women wore outfits much better suited for dancing but also much more revealing and we were of all races. As many White as Black, with Mediterranean-types and Asians and Latins and it seemed women from every part of the globe."



"The dance was different too. If I though it wild at the 'Dark Pilgrimage' that was nothing to this new place. I saw couples kissing deeply, girls pushing their bottoms back into the crotches of their men, other girls sandwiched between two men. The proprieties were not being observed because here it seemed no such proprieties existed. Hands wandered freely, both male and female hands. In our London I would have expected a Police raid imminently but there I knew that no such thing would happen. In that place there were no such boundaries - instead there was fre... I mean instead there was license."
'She was going to say freedom,' Mr Solon mused and at that moment he thought that he knew why she had come to him. However, he was not sure that he could help her. He noted that Helena had paused and was looking at him with that look of indecision she had first showed.
"Tell me what happened Helena. Tell me it all - it will go no further. I would give you my word on that but you know of my reputation. That is why you came to me and if I can be of assistance then you have me at your command." A slightly ridiculous statement from an old man in a tweed suit but somehow the young lady made him feel quite the knight-errant!
She rewarded him with a smile to make the heart beat faster and the world seem a magnificently better place than experience ad all evidence suggested that it was.
"Excuse my reticence Mr Solon. What at the time seemed most natural and inevitable is rather different in the cold light of day. The crowd around us was a crowd of groups and couples. The latter were quite shocking in the openness of their affections - though at the time it merely seemed the natural way of things. When James took me in his arms and moved his lips to mine..." She paused and blushed most fetchingly. "No decisions were necessary. No logical thought. James was a most striking, a most attractive, man. He had an aura of calm confident control and amusement that I found intoxicating. More than any alcohol or whatever it was that we had smoked. When his eyes met mine I felt the world change, move and shift beneath my feet. It was like nothing that had ever happened to me."
The wonder was in her eyes and in her words and Mr Solon knew hat he had been right. Helena had discovered true desire and she had found it where it could not be pursued. A young woman of her background could not be with a man like James - not in their London. At best she would break her heart and at worst she would be left 'ruined' - to use the heartlessly stupid term common in society.
He must have let his thoughts show on his face because Helena continued. "I know what you are thinking Mr Solon but I am not a fool. I understand that here boundaries do exist. No one man could sweep me into disaster on a tide of romance, handsome smiles and passionate kisses. No one man could do that but it was not just one man. As the music continued James handed me off to another man, trading partners as you might at a country dance. This man was very dark-skinned with short hair and a trimmed beard. His strong white teeth flashed and he was wearing golden ear-rings and a heavy gold chain around his neck. His short-sleeved shirt seemed sprayed onto his muscular physique. His arms and neck were covered in an intricate, swirling, pattern of tattoos. He leaned in toward me and said loudly and distinctly into my ear...."
"Excuse me Mr Solon and I apologise but I must use the precise words." He nodded his approval and she continued. "He said, 'Oh baby but you are so fucking hot. I know what you are needing and you can get all you need right here. Any time you wanna take it to the next level you come find me. A booty like that just needs a Black cock in it.' Those were I think his exact words." Helena looked at Mr Solon with defiance in her eyes. To use such words, such phrases, was the opposite of ladylike but she clearly did not care.
"I am aware of what my reaction should have been Mr Solon. I am also aware that it was not my reaction. I instead found this second man extremely, intensely, attractive and I did not react as I know a lady should have. I did not scream, I did not strike him, I did not look to James for protection, I did not leave."
"What did you do?"
"We kissed Mr Solon." Again Helena looked at him with proud defiance. "We kissed there in public and his strong, beautiful, hands were suddenly all over me. Squeezing my bottom and holding me close against him. His tongue exploring my mouth and finding my own. I also felt him against me - a bulge, a large bulge that proved that his desire for me was not manufactured. Through all of this Mr Solon I did not respond as a young lady should, instead I reacted as a woman, a real woman of flesh and blood and desires and emotions. At that moment Mr Solon I was his. Then James was again by my side and taking my hand and leading me on."
"I have not told you yet that the change in costume was not restricted to the crowd. I had been in my usual walking gear at the 'Dark Pilgrimage' which is not best suited to dancing. Now I looked down at myself and I blush to admit it but I looked amazing." The young woman actually did blush. Her confessions and vulgar language had not caused that but admitting her own beauty did so.
"I was wearing a shimmering, sequin-covered, silver dress. To call it a dress is perhaps misleading. It was more two panels of material that covered my sides and my, er, breasts but little else. My throat, my arms, my shoulders, my legs were all exposed. The front of my dress plunged deep to reveal my cleavage. Hanging from the panels were many long strings of sequined material. They fell to cover my, um, private parts and my posterior. I was intensely aware that I wore only a tiny garment beneath those strings. I really do not know what I could call it - merely a tiny strip of thin material." She hadn't the words for the task and instead gestured with her hands.
Mr Solon recalled days spent in the islands of the South Pacific before too many missionaries had come. "Perhaps you might call it a thong?" He found a book and showed Helena an illustration.
"Yes," she gasped in surprise. "Yes it was like that but it had something more like soft strings where there is a band of material in that picture. It was..."
Mr Solon could imagine. He was a man of very mature years and no longer prone to amorous inclinations as a matter of course but he still had an appreciation for the female form. Clad in such scanty raiment the young woman in front of him would indeed be a sight worth beholding. "Did you find that costume embarrassing?" He asked - though he felt sure that he knew the answer.
Helena gave a little rueful laugh and shook her head. "I wish that I had Mr Solon. Since I returned I have tried to convince myself that I did. However, I did not. I danced that night with perhaps fifteen or twenty men and I knew, knew absolutely, that every one of them wanted me. They wanted to possess me and to make love to me. They could not take their eyes off me, could not take their hands off me. These were not callow youths Mr Solon, these were not pasty-faced estate managers and curates. These were real men. Strong and powerful and virile. They wanted me Mr Solon and I..."
Mr Solon nodded for her to continue. Now they were at the crux of the matter,
"...I wanted them. Their strength and their confidence. Their sheer attraction to and for me. It was deep and primal, an animal urge within myself that I could not have imagined existed. I wanted them to take me Mr Solon and I knew that I had only to say the word. It was a strange kind of power, a sense of liberation to know that." She stopped talking but her enthusiasm over the last few moments had been obvious. Her eyes sparkled and her cheeks blushed. She had confessed her deepest truth and...
And what? She was a young woman in Mr Solon's London. To act on such feelings would not be a mere leap of faith. It would be to hurtle into certain disgrace and almost certain disaster.
Helena Carr took a deep breath and rearranged herself primly in her chair opposite Mr Solon. The last few minutes might never have happened but both knew that they had. She gave a sad smile rich in pathos and then continued. "Eventually James Meredith came to find me again and led me out. I was almost giddy with excitement and asked him what the place was. He merely raised an eyebrow and led me out of the exit."
"A blast of cold air struck me and stepping out of the bright lights into the darkness it took a moment for my eyes to adjust. When they did I discovered that Mr Meredith was gone and I was standing by a cab rank. I recognised it as the one nearest to the 'Dark Pilgrimage.' The cabbie looked at me strangely and I felt extreme embarrassment until I realised that I was back in my usual clothing. I realised that he had merely been surprised to see me alone at that hour in such a district. I had my little purse and checking my watch I saw that only perhaps forty minutes had passed since I and Archie had arrived in the district. There was no rain falling but the streets were running with water from the storm. However, I know that I had sat in the 'Dark Pilgrimage' for perhaps half an hour before spending hours dancing the night away in the other place."
Mr Solon held up a hand. "This was the cab rank that the men had offered to escort you to when you first met them?"
Helena's pretty face flushed. "This was no mere fantasy Mr Solon, this was no figment of an over-heated girlish imagination. It was real." Her eyes were intense, mutely pleading with him to understand and to believe.
He nodded. "What had happened to Archie?"
"I saw him the next morning. He had run until he found a Police station. They had been reluctant to follow him but Archie is a gentleman after all and has some connections. Finally they went with him but the rain was falling by then and any signs had long, I suppose, been washed away."
"They could not find the 'Dark Pilgrimage'?'
"Archie thought that they had but it turned out to be an ordinary warehouse and the local watchman had seen nothing unusual that night. He certainly, according to him, had not seen any Black men - though he and Archie used a rather more unpleasant term."
In his youth Mr Solon had undertaken research trips for Morel into the Belgian Congo. He knew the terms that were being referred to and the very real evils that lurked behind their casual use. He paused and closed his eyes for a moment, mentally processing all that he had seen and heard since first meeting Helena. Finally he was ready.
"So Miss Helena Carr what is it that you want of me? My assistance - I fear I can offer you little that is practical. My experience - though wide it has never quite covered a story like this. It is perhaps my advice that you seek? Well I am a man of a certain age and perhaps my view on these things does not match with yours, cannot match with yours. Your opinion may well be rather more to be followed than my own. Perhaps you want my reflections on what has happened - drawing on all of my past researches and also my personal experience."
A smile and a nod from Helena gave him leave to speak. "There is a long history of people from many traditions coming upon the 'Black Man' in the woods or the jungle or the wilds. Most notably perhaps in the records of the heinous witch trials of Western Europe. That man was somewhat nebulous, apparently not of the material plane as we know it. Those contacted were usually young women - often young women that mysteriously disappeared or who returned only to face the vilest persecution. The assumption of the time was that the 'Black Man' was Satan or one of his demons. Of course in that period almost anyone could be denounced as a demon. Anything unusual was certainly in line to be ascribed to such. None the less, we must consider the possibility that a malign influence lies behind this or that it is a clever trick of a more mundane type of kidnapper. However, there are features that suggest you were right to come to me. This does not seem mundane in any way."
"As an issue of safety I would suggest that you try to put this behind you. Whatever dreams, whatever signs, whatever other phenomena you may encounter. You were lured to the 'Dark Pilgrimage' and that being the case you have never asked to be a part of this. Without yourself choosing to play a part there is no imminent crisis in my opinion. Experience suggests that the subject in cases like this must have made a choice, generally a concious one, to participate. For this reason I would strongly advocate that you never entertain any plan or inclination to return to the 'Dark Pilgrimage' or to seek it out again. To do so would mean that you have placed yourself within their plane of being, implicitly accepting their rules and their requirements."
Even as he said that last sentance he saw the beautiful young woman's face pale. He was grieved to see that because he knew what it meant. However, it was always best to know all. "When did you return?"
"Last night," admitted Helena. "I had not been able to exclude the memories from my mind and I could not resist the temptation. I went alone despite the nature of that area. I saw some local roughs but they took no notice of me I am glad to say."
Mr Solon was not as pleased to hear that as might be imagined. A young woman of the beauty and social class of Helena Carr alone in such an area was rich pickings indeed for the scum of the metropolis. If they had taken no notice then it was because they had not been aware of her. Even on her journey she had been put on a different plane to them, presumably to protect her but initial protection was not necessarily benign. Only the final outcome could tell that.
"I found the 'Dark Pilgrimage' easily via the signs and I again met James Meredith. We smoked and enjoyed a cocktail before dancing and soon, blissfully soon, I found myself there in the other place. Again the crowd was dancing and again I knew that ecstasy of exhilaration. I regretted nothing - it was all that I wanted, all that I sought."
"Were there any differences Helena?" He knew that this was a crucial point.
She blushed red to the roots of her hair. "There were changes. I wore a very similar dress but this time it was a golden colour rather than a silver one. I ws aware from the first moment of another change. That little garment - what was it you called it? - that I wore underneath was not there. My most intimate regions were hidden only by the dangling sequined golden strings that hung from my outfit. James Meredith proved that immediately by moving his hand through those strings so that his fingers..."
"That must have shocked you Miss Carr. How did you react?"
"I am not a prude Mr Solon. Nor am I a Victorian. I have some experience in such things. Archie and I had been together for over a year and we had explored our bodies. After all we were due to be married," she added in a superfluous explanation. Mr Solon noted only the use of the past tense. "Those were foolish juvenile fumblings. James Meredith's fingers found me and explored, causing me to gasp my surprise until his mouth met mine. I knew that he was claiming me and I knew that I wanted to be claimed more than anything I have ever desired. However, this was not romance. I knew that James would share me with his friends and I knew that I wanted that too. Does that not make me the worst of young women Mr Solon?"
She looked on him with such a look of distress and almost penitence that Mr Solon could not help but laugh. "I have been accused of many things in my life young lady but I have never been accused of being a moralist. Long may that continue - as I also trust that you will now continue your fascinating story."
"It was the same and yet not the same. A succession of dancing partners as before, all men that I found intensely desirable and all men that would have been denounced as utterly unsuitable at any occasion I know of. Perhaps because of their characters and their actions but in truth neither would have even been considered. They would have been denounced purely for the colour of their skin Mr Solon. Yet I could not deny that very characteristic made them intensely attractive to me, drew me like a moth to a flame."
"The moth seldom comes out of that collision very well. Should we say like a bee to a beautiful flower?"
She rewarded him with a delightful giggle. Was she only now understanding that Mr Solon did not judge in such matters? He only sought to help where help was both desired and deserved.
"This time it was all rather more, er, intimate, than the last. Hands had touched me before but now they sought their prize. Some were like James but more seemed attracted by my bottom. Strong dark fingers grasped me and held me firm as they kissed me long and deep, their tongues dancing with my own. They kissed my neck and shoulders. Two men danced with me at once, pushing themselves against me so that I could not help but discern the large bulges being pressed against my front and my rear, especially against my rear. The men were all very open in what they wanted. If I seemed to demur then they held back but if I showed approval or said nothing then they took the initiative. It was like nothing I could have imagined before and then I saw the door."
"The exit you mean?"
"No - this was another door. A green door in the very furthest corner of the building. This second visit I had also seen that there were other white women there. Some wore silver and seemed almost bewildered by all that was happening around them. Some wore gold and were more in control of their emotions even as they went much further with the Black men dancing with them. A third smaller group wore red and it was some of these that I saw going through that door. I saw several go into it but I saw none of them return. I wanted to ask about the door but I did not do so."
"Why?"
"I do not know. It was not a concious decision - it just never seemed to be the moment to ask. As we were about to leave - through the exit as before - James invited me to return again. However, he also said that the signs could only be followed thrice by any who sought to undertake the 'dark pilgrimage.' He spoke as a man imparting information rather than as a man giving a warning or a threat. Do you understand me Mr Solon?"
He understood. One thing was certain he could not condone that third visit until they knew much more. He told Helena such and she agreed - agreed almost with relief. She had not hidden how tempting she had found those previous two nights and she seemed happy to have an outside authority give her additional strength to resist. Was that not why she had come in the first place?
There was nothing more to be done that night. He would have to think and think seriously about these matters. He sent Helena Carr back to the safety of her family's town-house. They would see what the morrow would bring.
***
It brought nothing bar a hurried note from Helena. She had experienced very vivid dreams all through the night and had slept little. Cautiously she gave no details of her dreams but Mr Solon had little difficulty in guessing their nature. Were they the product of her own desires or were they somehow transmitted to her by this mysterious James Meredith? Mr Solon did not know but he hoped to find out.
It was truly one of those days when he missed his old contact from his days in Shanghai. He somehow knew that the mysterious Serbian Doctor with the piercing eyes would have had valuable information to impart. Instead he had wasted hours in the arcane libraries of the London Spiritualist and Psychical Research Societies. He had even visited Harry Price at his new 'Laboratory' but that had been about as useful as any of his previous visits there. Mr Price preferred to solicit information rather than to impart it.



He arrived home late and found a young man waiting for him. Somehow he knew the man's identity before he could introduce himself. This was Archie and his clearly agitated presence here could not bode well.
"Mr Solon - where is Helena? She received your note and went to meet you. I need to speak with her about her behaviour and had assumed that she would still be with you."
There had, of course, been no note. At least not from Mr Solon. However, the news told him that it was time for action. The evening was a pleasant one and Mr Solon paused only to collect his cane, a graceful piece of the finest English beech that hid a keen Toledo blade.
He was almost surprised at the Carr town-house to find that the alleged note did indeed exist. He examined it minutely but apart from the fact that his signature had been faked - hardly a great surprise to him - it told him nothing bar what the writing revealed.
'Helena - We have made a breakthrough. Come to meet me outside Mr Meredith's establishment as soon as is convenient. Solon.'
Only he had Helena knew of James Meredith of course. Which meant Meredith himself was probably responsible for the note.
"Who was it who dropped off this note - was it a message boy?"
The 'boots' had just laughed. "Not 'arf it wasn't. Just seeing the fella nearly gave young Jane there an attack of the vapors. He was a great big bloke and black as the ace of spades!"
Which told Mr Solon that he was right. However, it gave him no better idea of how to proceed until he stepped back outdoors and saw the chalk sign on the pavement.
"Oh My God," exclaimed Archie after Mr Solon had shared his intentions, "are you as mad as Helena. There are no signs there. They don't exist. We need to DO something. I am going to the Police." With that the young man had purposefully strode off leaving Mr Solon somewhat relieved by his absence. From what little he had seen of Archie he was sure that Helena could do much better.
There followed a pursuit of the mysterious trail set by the signs. Not the long winding trail described by Helena regarding her first visit but rather a more direct route that soon took him through Chinatown and into the areas around the Docks. Looking for a warehouse here was like looking for a straw in a haystack. They were everywhere and without the signs he could never have found his destination. However, with them it was a relatively simple task and soon he found himself looking up at the sign hanging from a warehouse.
'The Dark Pilgrimage' and beneath those words an illustration of a line of dancers. Male and female, black and white. He had just had time to take note of the sign's design when the door opened and a man stepped out.
He was well-dressed and dark-complexioned. His teeth shone white in the gloom as he smiled and offered his hand. "Mr Solon I presume. It is an honour to meet you sir." He gestured inside the building. "My name is Meredith but I know you will already have deduced that, Won't you step inside and take a drink. It is the least I can do after borrowing your name to lay a false trail." The man laughed - a long, low, complacent rumble.
Mr Solon gave a slight nod of his head and stepped inside the 'Dark Pilgimage.' Meredith's total confidence oddly reassured him. The man did not see him as a threat. As Helena had recounted the first impact of the place was noise. A Jazz Band was playing furiously, fast rhythms that drove on a floor full of dancers. Among them, as Mr Solon immediately recognised, was Helena. She wore a golden dress with a pattern of scallops that stopped high above her knees. The material was held in place by a sash around her waist that kept the material from flying out as she danced to the frantic music that filled the room. She was a strikingly attractive figure and it was no surprise that among all the dancers a group of young men were there dancing around her and competing for her attention.
The room was, as Mr Solon also immediately realised, exactly what he should have expected. It was a shabeen and the big room was solid enough but its fittings - the bar, the hangings, the stage for the band - were all obviously temporary. This place could be set up or dismantled very easily and it could move to wherever there was space enough to accommodate it. He felt Meredith's eyes on him and knew that his host knew exactly what he was thinking. He didn't need to look to know that Meredith was smiling again - his smile of complaisant confidence.
There was the sound of voices out on the dance floor and Mr Solon saw that Helena had fainted - had only been kept from hitting the ground by the many arms that had reached out to catch her and hold her before gently taking her to a long, low, bench where she could be laid down. As he moved to go to her Mr Solon felt strong fingers grasp his arm.
"Don't worry - she has taken the pilgrimage for a third time. She is elsewhere and she will make her decision tonight." The smile was gone and Meredith's grip on his arm told Mr Solon just how much younger and stronger the other man was.
"Where has she gone?"
"You want me to describe it? Why would I need to do that when you can see it for yourself. Do you wish to see it for yourself Mr Solon? It will be a novel experience even for a man like you I'm thinking." Meredith's smooth deep voice had a mocking tone now.
Mr Solon was an even-tempered man but his response was sharp. "You want me to smoke one of your cigarettes or drink one of your drugged draughts? Do you take me for that much of a fool Mr Meredith!"
The other man's broad smile returned. "I don't take you for any kind of fool Mr Solon and we are both men of the world are we not? We don't need such frivolities. I assume that you have taken the precaution of invoking the SaaaMaaa Ritual?"
Perhaps Mr Solon should not have been surprised to hear the remarkable Meredith invoke that arcane protection against evil and yet he was. The words also reminded him of the fact that he had done no such thing. Better safe than sorry and he waved the third sign before pronouncing the prescribed words of power. Not a very strong defence against the worst dangers and yet it had served him more than once in his past adventures.
Meredith nodded and then gestured to the 'Dark Pilgrimage' and its dancers. All continued as it had before. The band was playing again if at a rather slower tempo. Couples were dancing. The message was clear to Mr Solon. His Ritual had no power here. There were many reasons that might be so - some were reassuring and others were distinctly less so.
Meredith shrugged expressively. "Perhaps I can surprise even as learned a man as you Mr Solon. An honour indeed. If you will watch this pass that I make with my hands." His voice had taken on a soothing mellifluous quality.
Mr Solon did as he was asked and realised that he was being bidden into a trance just one moment before the world seemed to go dark.
***
His new location was instantly recognisable to him though he had never seen the like before in his long life. It was just as Helena Carr had described. A huge cavernous building with hundreds, no thousands, of dancers. A vast wall of sound sending driving rhythms out across the floor in harsh but powerful music previously unknown to him.
He looked around him and felt the need almost to avert his eyes. Many of the young women here wore just the outfit that Helena had described. It took a moment for Mr Solon to accustom himself - he was himself a Victorian of course. However, he had travelled in many cultures and the only real shock was that the women so scantily attired were white. There were Black and Indian and Brown-skinned women too but none wore those particular outfits. The men seemed overwhelmingly to be of African descent. Mr Solon looked around him but could see no other white men. Even the men were dressed outlandishly - he took a slightly startled glance down and was relieved to see that he himself had been allowed to retain his honest tweeds.
He felt a little out of place but it rapidly struck him that none of those around him seemed to take the slightest notice of him. They were engaged in the wild drama of courting and seduction - what did a white-haired old scholar like him interest them. They, by contrast, interested him deeply. He had always been somewhat dismissive of the barriers put up by his society to protect its sensibilities. In some cases, he knew, they were a sign of weakness rather than of strength. Now, as he looked around himself, he felt confirmed in his denial of such prejudices. Youth needed its day - love needed to blossom - let a million such flowers bloom. Pain and tragedy could follow in its wake but was that not true of anything of worth?
He followed Meredith through the dancing crowd until he saw what he knew he would see. A door, painted green, in the wall. Meredith leaned towards him and had to shout into his ear to be heard above the music.
"You and I can pass through that door and return but some - like one we both know - cannot. Once they venture beyond there can be no question of a return to what they were before. On the third visit here a partaker in the dark pilgrimage must choose whether to venture inside. They almost all do - indeed some visit on a second trip and even though they may emerge once more into their old life it cannot be maintained more than a few days. Then they return here and pass through the door again and forever. Do you wish to observe?"
Mr Solon was above all things a scholar. That instinct had taken him around the world and into many a culture and tradition. Many times he had been privileged to witness rituals that few or no other white man had witnessed. This, he understood, was on quite another level. Knowledge that would not be believed even were he to attempt to share it. However, he was a scholar and for him the acquisition of such knowledge was a vocation in itself. He nodded and followed James Meredith through the green door.
Before him was a square raised area with a metal vertical pole at its centre. Around all four sides were low leather couches. The set-up was repeated four times within the room and on the walls were extraordinary fittings - lights that seemed to make words and whose bright glow provided the illumination in the room.
Six men came through the door and took up position on one set of couches. Mr Solon heard and saw the fizz and flare of lighters and soon smelled that familiar smell of cannabis sativa.
"Man likes a smoke before he is entertained." Meredith said before producing his own hand-rolled cigarette. "You sure you won't? This is the best stuff - get it from a guy named Breeze. All natural and premium quality."
Mr Solon shook his head. He wanted all of his wits about him.
The door opened once more and this time it was Helena Carr. She looked extraordinarily beautiful in her red sequined costume and she hesitated only momentarily on seeing the six men watching her from the couches.
"Last time it was only me." Meredith deeply inhaled from his cigarette as he watched Helena with hungry eyes.
The young woman had clearly made her decision. She marched forward and climbed onto her small stage, seemingly oblivious of the dark hands reaching for her and, in at least one case, finding her to slap her rear end.
Then she was on the stage and dancing - her finely-proportioned figure barely concealed by her flimsy outfit. She moved her hips and swayed in time to the music still audible from the neighbouring room. She was greeted with shouts of approval from her audience.
"Yeah baby move them fucking hips."
"Push out them titties for real you teasing white 'ho."
"Show us what a fine little bitch you is."
"You keep doing that baby and you'll be getting all you need!"
"Yeah you fine piece of ass - you gonna be fucked for real tonight!"
If Mr Solon had expected to see her recoil from such vulgarities then he was disappointed. Instead Helena's cheeks showed some colour but otherwise she danced on with her eyes seeming to shine as she sought out each of the men watching her. If anything her movements became more overt, more provocative in their message to the men watching. She was theirs. They knew it and she knew it too. That was why they were all there.
To his surprise the watcher now saw two new figures appear. Two young Black women naked save for the tiniest of white thongs and bejewelled pasties covering their nipples. They moved forward and stepped up onto the stage. There was no room for manoeuvre and they soon had Helena in their arms. Black lips met White lips, tongues touching and twining. The second girl moved to Helena's costume and with two quick movements the red sequins lay on the floor and Helena was naked save for her shoes and her jewellery. A Black mouth found Helena's left breast and a talented tongue teased her nipple. The two Black girls were shorter than Helena but they were strong with dancers' physiques and legs. Fingers explored Helena's pussy and the young white woman was seem to gasp, her eyes wide. A Black girl dropped to her knees with a wicked smile on her face and then that face was pushed between Helena's legs. The white girl was shocked and for a moment squirmed and kicked but the second young Black woman held her arms from behind. The resistance was futile and perfunctory. The watching men laughed and cheered as Helena began to arch her body and force her most private parts onto the skilled tongue of the Black girl.
"Thass Romy and Cherise - two of my most talented girls. If a pilgrim needs a little warm-up action then they are always happy to oblige."
The talent and willingness of the two young women was obvious. Helena was gasping now and her legs were shaking. She cried out and that seemed a signal to the men. As one they stood and began removing their clothing. Romy and Cherise laughed and gave Helena a little push off the stage. She was caught by two of the men, both already naked, and big male hands began to explore her naked white body with purpose. Squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples, fondling and smacking the perfect curves of her buttocks.
"Oh my God!"
Mr Solon heard Helena's voice and recognised that there was no appeal for help in those words. Instead they merely denoted recognition of a self-evident truth. She was going to be fucked by these men and she desperately wanted it. He heard James Meredith's low triumphant laugh and knew that his interpretation had been correct. He had been brought here to see the show because then he would understand. Well, he saw and he understood. Mr Solon held out a hand and James Meredith obliged him by offering his cigarette case. Selecting a cigarette and accepting the proffered light Mr Solon took a few steps to the nearest couch and sat down. He was a man of the world and was not shocked. Had he not visited the most notorious night-spots of Cairo and the harems of certain African potentates?
The focus across from him had now moved onto hard Black cocks. Helena seemed surrounded by them - six Big Black Cocks demanding satisfaction. She was doing her best - each hand working a cock and her mouth bobbing down onto another. It seemed unlikely that she had done that before coming here but it seemed she was a quick and enthusiastic learner.
"Girl has a sweet mouth," said Meredith, "all the right instincts and with a little more training well..." There was that complaisant low laugh again. Was he trying to taunt Mr Solon?
Romy and Cherise were helping out now. Each blowing a Black cock and keeping it good and hard and ready for when it was needed. Meanwhile, a man laughed as he grabbed Helena and pushed her over the edge of the couch. It was comfortable enough but Mr Solon saw the girl tense. It was obvious what would happen next. The big man pushed up close behind her and lined up his long cock with her wet pussy. A simple movement and he was fucking her, each push claiming a little extra part of her pussy for his Big Black Cock. Each movement letting her feel him inside her, letting her experience all that the Black man could give a premium piece of white pussy like her.
The other men laughed and joked and closed around Helena. Now Mr Solon could only see glimpses of her from behind a wall of excited male flesh. The first man had taken it easy at first but soon he was fucking her just as hard as he could. Long deep rolling thrusts of his powerful hips planting himself all the way inside her. Then repeating and repeating and repeating until he was ready and primed to shoot his potent load of cum deep inside her. As he pulled out the next man was ready and it seemed that for Helena the rhythmn never stopped. Man after man, potent load of African seed after potent load of African seed.
"So Mr Solon you think Helena can ever go back?" James Meredith gestured to the beautiful young woman as she took a breather. Her hair was tangled, her face and body shone with perspiration and other fluids. Her pussy was white with the cum of many men. "Love these white girls from your time. Get a taste of the forbidden fruit and they go crazy for more, just as much more as they can get. Don't hurt that they ain't on no birth control neither. I can help them out with that but most got a good healthy belief in letting nature take its course. Talking of which," Meredith rose and undid his trousers, "time I did my best to seal the deal."
James Meredith strode across to Helena with a startlingly large Black cock preceding him. Helena looked haf-exhausted by her efforts but she smiled blissfully as she saw him approach and held out her arms for him. Meredith tapped the broad head of his big cock against the already well-fucked white pussy of his latest convert. "So girl who does this belong to?"
Mr Solon just heard the girl's breathless excited response. "To you James - to you all - to all of you Black men." Then James pushed home as his friends watched and cheered. Watched and cheered and stroked their cocks hard and ready for the next round.
***
Mr Solon had awoken in a small area of greenery not far from his own home in Sloane Square. He had been much embarrassed by the possibility of being taken for a tramp but he had managed to make his way home just as the earliest risers were appearing on the streets of London. He had remained at home only long enough to have a bath and then put on fresh clothing. He knew that he had a duty to perform.
Once again he found himself on the steps of the Carr family town-house but this time he steeled himself to tell them that their daughter would never return.
"Good morning," he addressed the same servant as before, "I am here concerning Miss Helena Carr."
"If you wait, sir, then Miss Helena will see you directly."
Mr Solon was, for once in his life, dumb-struck. He allowed the servant to lead him to a chair and there awaited what could not be.
Yet Miss Helena Carr was soon there in front of him - she and Archie too.
Helena explained that she remembered nothing of the last few days. That a Doctor thought that she had perhaps contracted some sort of a brain-fever. When Mr Solon asked about the Codex Helena had merely looked at him blankly.
It was then that it struck Mr Solon forcibly that something had changed. There was a certain vivacity, energy and charm that he had noticed about the young woman's eyes from the first time that he had set his own eyes upon her. Now - that was gone. She remained a very beautiful young lady but that spark was quite simply no longer there. She gazed at Archie with unalloyed affection and it did not surprise Mr Solon to hear the young man say that, what with all that had happened, he intended they should marry as soon as possible. Helena had merely shyly nodded her approval of the idea.
What could Mr Solon do but wish the young couple well. However, on many an evening as he attended to his two tortoiseshell cats or read the latest Austin Freeman he thought about that young lady. Also about the 'Dark Pilgrimage' and how he had never been able to find that building again. He pondered all such matters and ultimately he knew what he had seen and he knew what he believed.



***
"The bifurcation of the personality," our story-teller told us in that plush leather-rich Club smoking room. "That was how dear old Solon himself explained his experiences to those of us who heard him in this very room." He nodded and tapped out his pipe before refilling it and applying a fresh light.
We watched him eagerly but he made sure his pipe was going well before finally resuming. "He assumed that the adventurous spirit of Helena Carr had ventured forth while the staid placid aspect of herself remained here. A startling concept if true and it would not explain just who this man Meredith was and just how he could do what he supposedly did. Then there was the ultimate fate of those who took the 'dark pilgrimage'. They had their body and their spirit but how would they survive in that new future? For I think Solon was certain that it was someplace in the future."
Hmmmn," said the Colonel, "there is always the possibility that Mr Solon had himself over-imbibed in one of his splendid vintages or that he had smoked some of that sativa stuff. From there it would not be a far leap to the most vivid of dreams. Especially if one was quite as rum an old cove as Solon undoubtedly was." He waved a gnarled and tanned hand, "Not that I would speak ill of him. However, he was a most extraordinary chap. You have to admit that."
We all had no problem in doing so and for a moment there was silence save for the sound of the rain lashing against the windows. It was certainly a good night to be inside and by a roaring fire.
"Anyone heard about the new additional nine holes planned for Duncaster. I'm planning to motor over there for the opening meeting," said another of the members and so the topic of conversation turned to golf.
A very happy Halloween to you all. With thanks to the masters M R James, Guy Boothby and H R Wakefield for all that I have stolen from them!
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This chapter explores concepts of submission and sexual ownership. If that is a problem for you then perhaps leave this one alone. Our heroine is exploring her boundaries.
"Yeah baby - I'm seeing why you sent me them pictures. Them white titties of yours are looking damn fine. Hoping we got it done the natural way!"
His voice came through her phone speaker and she knew what he meant by 'the natural way'. This was the man she called Plug. She called him that because she didn't actually know his real name. She also called him that because he had a cock that wasn't so very long but was very, very, thick. It filled a woman up good and she could testify to that from experience. She might not know his real name but she had been fucked by Plug in the back-room of his friend's store. She touched the button that started her camera.
"Oh yeah - I'm seeing the link-up now. Damn but I love technology. Them titties look even better with a bit of jiggle on them. Show me sweet thing - show this old Black man a damn fine pair of white titties."
Plug probably did count as an old man. He was very much older than Monica was. However, he did not fuck like an old man. He fucked like a man who really knew how to fuck and he had a line in dirty talk that Monica found both amusing and exciting. Like that reference to the 'natural way' Plug was saying that he hoped he had got her pregnant and that her titties had grown because they were swelling with milk to feed the Black baby in her belly.
Except that he almost certainly believed no such thing. He just wanted to say it and he wanted her to hear it. He wanted to plant that metaphorical seed because he wanted to think that, in time, it might just turn into the real deal. Monica felt a frisson run over her and then a little wave of heat. The idea was not one she seriously contemplated but as a fantasy it was hot. Giving herself to her Black men and proving it just as nature intended. There was something primal about that - something fierce and powerful. She knew that a lot of Black guys really got off on the idea - Plug was just a little more vocal about it than most and she liked that about him.
She gave him a big smile into the camera and eased herself up and down on her chair. Just enough to create that little jiggle Plug was craving. It still wasn't entirely familiar to feel her breasts move in the way that they now did. There was just a little extra weight to match that extra fullness. Every time she felt that weight it reminded her of what she had done just to please her Black men. It also reminded her that she didn't regret it one little bit.
"Fuck yeah - thass right. See what you done to this old Black man. Showing off them big new titties of yours..."
On her own screen she could see his end of the link. A hard Black cock of course. Men always thought that women wanted to look at cocks. Ah well - whatever made Plug happy. She much preferred his words. They did more for her than any image could.
"So tell me girl - did I save you some money? That belly filling up same as them big ol' titties?"
She giggled at his persistence and reflected that he'd enjoy the little jiggle that created too. "Sorry Plug but these are all the work of Dr Nikola. I guess maybe you might be a little old to be able to get the job done." She sent him an exaggeratedly sad facial expression down the camera lens.
Some men would not have reacted well to that. However, she knew Plug despite their having met in person only twice. His laugh was genuine and his reaction totally predictable.
"Oh yeah girl? You want to roll the dice? Dump them pills and get your sweet white ass over here. I'll show you this old nigga got everything needed to knock your cracka ass up. Take them fine expensive shoes off you too. Keep you round my place barefoot and pregnant. See how them titties look even bigger when they full of milk."
That was the thing. Even when her guys approved that didn't necessarily mean they were satisfied. She held up her breasts to the camera - playfully taunting Plug.
"Can't do that Plug sorry - and you know why."
"What the fuck? You know you wanting more of this!" He waggled his hard Black cock at his own camera. That looked even more ridiculous but Monica was careful not to laugh. Even easy-going Plug might take offence to that.
Plug mercifully returned the camera to his face. "You got that big old toy of yours and some lube. Show me if them titties big enough for the job now!"
He meant her 'Julius Flint II' of course - modelled after the remarkable cock of the well-known African-American porn actor. His cock was much longer than Plug's but less thick. Visually she probably preferred Julius but Plug felt really good when he fucked her. Could Flint feel better than that? She hadn't had the chance to find out but she was pretty sure that one day soon that would change.
She took some lube and spread it over the toy. Then she pushed it up between her tits. Let the long shaft slide up and down between her tits, the tip emerging from her cleavage. It was a little awkward. She had one hand on the toy and that only left one to hold her breasts. The latter job would be a lot easier with both hands. She pushed the toy up a little further and stuck out her tongue to lick its end.
"Fuck yeah! I'm needing to have some of that!!" Plug was enjoying the show a lot - she could hear that in his voice.
"Sorry Plug," she repeated, "you know I can't do that!"
"Fuck it girl - what you raining on my fucking parade for. Why the fuck can't you come over here so I can fuck them damn fine white titties?"
"You know that Plug. You told me that the next time you saw me you were going to fuck my big round ass. There's just no way that I can take that huge dick of yours back there. Sorry!"
"Oh fuck," Plug's voice was scornful, "that all that's worrying ya? You can take it with a little practise but we can give that a rain-delay for the moment. We can think of something else you can do for me. Anyways you need to get them big titties over here and quick."
Plug was pushing forty years her senior and he wouldn't be getting any male-modelling jobs anytime soon. Monica was a beautiful red-headed young woman of 24 who made very good money as a webcam performer. Not to mention her other, original, identity as Heather Cameron with all that entailed in terms of background, wealth and privilege. It was ridiculous that a man like Plug would be making conditions before he allowed her to come around so that he could fuck her. Absolutely ridiculous. However, Monica knew how much she enjoyed the scenario.
She had a pretty full diary what with her shows and other matters but they arranged to meet up on her next free day.
***
"Ah!"
Monica gave a little gasp as the cold metal jaws of the clip closed on her erect nipple. She moved instinctively but that only secured a loud rattle from the short chains holding her to the wall in Izeye's studio-cum-dungeon.
Izeye was a master of these things. The lighting, the cool of the metal clips, the tendency of the chains to rattle - none of these things were accidental. They were all designed to play well on camera. Which was also why he was concentrating on her nipples. She knew how good they looked on cam and he knew just how sensitive they were. He didn't have to do much to get a reaction and that reaction might be sparked by pain but the pain was only very fleeting. Then it was replaced by something else - a warm feeling that was caused and then maintained by that stimulation.
The silver chain was attached to a long leather cuff, tightened by straps and buckles that extended along each of her forearms. Izeye returned from his props desk with a second clip and soon that was attached to her other nipple. Each clip carried a small weight that pulled on her in an exquisite way halfway between discomfort and extreme sensitivity. This time Monica stifled her desire to vocalise. There was little point in that anyway since she was wearing a leather gag. However, the real reason was that she had realised such vocalisation was a release. Wasn't that why you wore a gag in the first place? She had no desire to seek release in any sense. Rather the idea was to build the sensations, to build the experience, to build the sensual reality.
She watched Izeye carefully. In part because she found him inordinately interesting but also because it came as second nature for her now to put on a good show. In bondage and a gag it was really only the eyes that were left as a means of communication. So now she looked upon him with open expressive eyes that displayed a mixture of concern and excitement.
She could move her head from side to side despite her collar. That was a broad metal band that was attached to the wall. It actually allowed her enough movement for reasonable comfort but it looked rather more formidable than it was. It merely made it blatantly obvious that she was going nowhere until Izeye was minded to release her.
Izeye had a small metal device with blunt spikes that he rolled across the skin of her thigh. It was not painful but it certainly stimulated the skin with the touch of cool metal. On the outer thigh it was noticeable but when Izeye moved onto her inner thighs it was something else. Izeye brought his bare hand to land with utter gentleness on her pale skin.
Monica shivered, unable to stop her breath issuing harsh and jagged past the gag in her mouth. For the first time she saw a ghost of a smile on Izeye's lips. He traced his finger tips across her exposed skin. Stood up against the wall her belly was taut and flat. She felt every movement of his hand and sometimes despite her collar she could watch him too. The incredibly arousing contrast of his dark fingers against her exposed and vulnerable pale skin. She didn't know what it did for Izeye's audience but she knew what it was doing to her and by looking into his eyes she knew what it did for Izeye too. She knew that he wanted her and she knew that he could have her whenever he wanted and that didn't make the situation any the less spectacular for her.
He toyed very gently with her navel piercing, the enamelled symbol that he had earlier attached to the original small ring there. He had given her a choice and she had been a little predictable perhaps but the idea of permanently wearing that infamous 'QOS' symbol was very exciting. She could always switch it out another time if she felt so inclined.
"You know what wearing this means don't you?" Izeye spoke for the first time since the show had begun. His voice was deep, rich, smooth chocolate. Monica felt her body react just to that sound - knew what this man could do to and for her. She was his.
The gag sort of precluded an answer on her part but Izeye provided one to his own question. "Means that any Black man seeing this will know that you are his for the asking. That sweet white pussy just gets wet and ready when you even see a Black man. Any Black man. That right Monica?"
She heard the rattle as his put down his metal device. Now his second hand was going into play and she couldn't stifle the moan when his fingers reached her pussy and found it just as wet and warm and ready as he had been suggesting. His fingers slid in easily and explored. Then he withdrew them and held them up before her eyes. Fingers wet with her own juices, fingers that proved her arousal.
"You haven't answered me Monica but we all know don't we? You are real easy for any Black man with a hard cock. That's right ain't it. You a little white ho for the brothas girl?"
His fingers were back playing and exploring.
"Hmmppphhh," was all the gag would allow her to say but the collar did allow a slight nod of her head.
"Yeah," said Izeye, "like we ain't all known that for a long time. Guess if I keep playing we gonna see this high-end whitebread piece of pussy squirt ain't we."
Monica's eyes opened wider and her little nod turned into an attempted shake of her head. No, no, no - she hadn't expected that. She had been told all about that little urban myth. She knew the truth behind it and she didn't want to be out here peeing in front of the cameras. That was disgusting and shaming and she did not want to go there.
"Hmmmppphhhh," she said and then repeated it twice.
"You shy," laughed Izeye, "you ain't never struck me as being shy. Still maybe we can think of something. He brought a finger up to touch the small weight hanging from her right nipple. Another little surge of sensation was sent through her body. He was playing with her, toying with her, because he knew that, in the end, she would give him what he wanted. Wasn't that what she was here for?
"I'll make a deal with you," said Izeye. "I'm gonna enjoy this sweet little white pussy and you can try not to squirt. Ain't that fair?" His eyes were on hers as his long dark fingers slid back into her.
Now Izeye taught her what a Black Master could do. His fingers and his tongue working on her pussy and clit - teasing and stimulating her. Then he was working her nipples and kissing on the pale skin of her shoulder. All the while with those long fingers exploring her. It was intense and Monica felt her body move in response to his ministrations. She was starting to get that almost out-of-body feeling that she sometimes got when it was really good. She wanted to gasp and cry out but the gag prevented that and anyway that wasn't what she was here for. She was here to be taken to the limit.
Now his mouth was at her ear. "Are you going to give me what I want? Are you going to prove what a nasty little white whore you can be? Just like I want you to. Come on you little slut you now that's what you need to do. Once you done it you know it'll be easy next time. Just like blowing a Black guy, just like fucking a Black guy, just like getting fucked by lots of Black guys. Once you get started there'll be no stopping a dirty little 'ho you like you. Besides ain't you here to please the Black man? Well you know what this Black man wants to see."
She wasn't really thinking rationally at this point. Maybe if she could have pressed a button she might have given him what he wanted. Who could say? However, this instinct came from deep in her. Climax was good, better than good, but squirting was something else. That was fake and that was dirty.
Izeye didn't give up. He kept working her body, kept up the dirty talk, kept his mesmeric eyes locked on hers as she finally bucked against her restraints when the climax hit her and hit her hard. Wailing into the gag - issuing animalistic noises around the leather. Finally Izeye withdrew his fingers and left her sagging against her restraints, gasping for breath.
"OK - so I'll have to call in my partner - a specialist in these matters. Maybe downstairs already getting ready for their show later. Either way - you won't be going home till I get what I want."
Monica felt a shiver go through her as Izeye sent her a hard, dominating, glance. It was all for the cameras of course. Monica knew that she had her safe-word. She really didn't have to do anything that she didn't want to do. If she really asked him to release her and send her home then this man would do it. However, despite her unhappiness at the suggestion of squirting, especially squirting on camera, she was well aware that she had not used the safe-word. Even gagged Izeye had showed her a certain pattern of hand movements that she could make as a substitute. She hadn't tried to speak or to make those movements. Which meant all of her denials and her protests were all just so much hot air. In her heart she knew that and rather more importantly she knew that Izeye knew that too.
It didn't seem to matter though. Izeye had done his work and she had not given him what he wanted. Her sub-conscious was holding her back. At a very basic level it was something a respectable young woman didn't do. It was filthy and it really would make true all of those rude words that Izeye had been whispering in her ear.
Her Master didn't seem bothered. After making a phone call he had gone into his little back-room and emerged with a streaming cup of coffee. She could smell the aroma from where he was sitting on his throne-like chair. Izeye was watching her with a smile on his face - the smile of a man who knew he held the winning hand.
What trick did he hold up his sleeve? Monica again felt a shiver pass through her body, felt her nipples stiffen against those cruel metal clips. She understood that this was the main reason why she hadn't even considered using that safe-word. She wanted to know.
At that moment she heard the sound. The click of footwear on the stairway that led from the store above down into Izeye's studio. She knew that sound very well. The click of heels.
The young woman was about her own age or perhaps a year or two younger. She was 5'2 at the most and her figure was petite save for obviously enhanced breasts. Her skin-tone was pale and her hair was a brilliant platinum blonde. The hair colour was false too - a fact readily acknowledged by dark roots and curved teased eyebrows that retained their natural dark colour. She wore a short back dress edged in lace to cover her butt. The contrast only made her complexion seem paler. Her thighs were exposed and pale between lace and knee-high shiny black leather high-heeled boots. The heels were vicious, their height almost exaggerated by the petite nature of the young woman wearing them.
The outfit was very telling but no more telling than the expression on the young woman's face. Monica had seen it before. This was a professional and she enjoyed her work. Her mouth was a slash of vivid red lipstick and it smiled to reveal a line of perfect small teeth.
"Oh yes - I like her. Even cuter than that show of hers you sent me. Can I have her?"
Izeye gave a delighted little laugh. "She's called Monica and Monica this is Sophie my business partner."
"Mistress to you of course." Sophie's voice was one that Monica knew well. She had heard it all of her life. That accent of an educated New Englander. She could only be just out of College or maybe this was paying her tuition. The contrast with Izeye could not have been more stark. One was very White and the other very Black. One was petite and the other large. One was a truly mature male and the other a young woman. One thing united them though. As Sophie advanced on her Monica she saw that same look that she saw on Izeye. The look of total confidence and total command.
There was, however, one difference when Sophie drew close. As Monica noted Sophie did not bother to hide her frankly predatory delight in examining Monica from head to toe. Bright blue eyes taking in every inch of her. Sophie could afford to be more blatant. That look, yes it could only be called a predatory one, from a young woman like Sophie was incredibly sexy.
"Normally I only get to play with boys." Sophie pouted her bottom lip in an exaggerated manner. "It's such fun to have a girl to play with. Seriously - can I have her?"
"She belongs to Harley." That was Izeye who was watching with amusement from that throne of his. "However, you can maybe borrow her. So long as I get what I want."
"Oh that won't be a problem." Sophie's voice was dismissive. "Girls like Monica are easy once you have trained them a little. You'd like to be trained Monica?"
Monica didn't know what to answer and couldn't anyway courtesy of her gag. However, the disconcerted flicker of her eyes was enough for Sophie. The blonde woman laughed delightedly, a sliver tinkling laugh. In everything there was the impression that beneath the pretty feminine exterior there was a hard taskmistress.
"I really do like her." Sophie was up close now and her scarlet-painted finger-nails danced over Monica's exposed skin. Sophie paused and then reached up to loosen the gag and let it slip from Monica's mouth. Her skilled fingers released each of the nipple clamps and let then fall, with their little weights, to the ground. The release of the steel clips was a relief but also caused a last little jolt of pain. Monica gasped and as her mouth opened that of Sophie met it. Hard forceful young lips meeting her own and then pushing on to capture and suck Monica's tongue. An extreme intimacy demanded and as soon surrendered.



Sophie withdrew and with a pouting smile of triumph carefully re-positioned the gag and tightened it once more. Her finger moved to the enamelled charm below Monica's pierced navel. "I like this. Is she Black-only with the boys?"
"Black MEN," said Izeye pointedly. "In training on that too but pretty much."
Sophie giggled. "That's good. No boring white husband or boyfriend to ruin things. Myself I've never seen a pink penis that didn't look much better in a nice tight cage. Meanwhile..."
Sophie's fingers found Monica's pussy and from the first moment the latter knew that she was in trouble. The touch was of perfect pressure and in exactly the right place. Worse she knew that, even with her gag in place, Sophie had seen her reaction. That scarlet slash of a mouth formed its smile of triumph once more. Sophie would never settle for less than exactly what she wanted.
Izeye was no slouch in pleasing a woman. He had made Monica climax hard with fingers and tongue alone. However, no-one knew a woman's body like another woman. Who was it that had told Monica that? She couldn't remember in the next rather intense minute or two but she could vouch for the truth of the statement. Sophie had put the pressure on from the start and she did not let up. With fingers alone - teasing and stimulating and working. Building that momentum towards the result that she wanted. Claiming ownership of the pussy in front of her. No lips and no tongue - just skilled fingers. Monica knew that was a deliberate message. 'How are you feeling now - just imagine how you would feel if I REALLY wanted to get you off.'
The mind is the largest of the erogenous zones. Win the mind and you win the body. When Izeye clicked that last restraint in place Monica was already halfway lost. Now Sophie's 'stage presence' had done the same. Building on Izeye's work. Pushing her closer to surrender before Mistress had even lifted a finger. Yet when she did lift that finger, those fingers, the effect was in no way diminished. It was powerful and primal. The desire of a woman for another woman expressed in those skilled movements, that precise perfect stimulation.
Again Monica wanted to cry out, to scream, to tell the world how good she felt. However that gag was even tighter than Izeye had made it. There would be no release until she gave this Blonde temptress what she wanted, whatever she wanted. Another modification of technique and speed and Sophie had her. This was like nothing she had felt before. The blue eyes looking into her own and gauging every response, every reaction. Never letting her recover, never giving her pause and only driving her on and on. Making the sensations build higher and higher and higher.
"Mmmmnnnppppfff," she howled into the gag. She whipped her head as far as the collar would allow and arched her back. She moved her body against her restraints in a futile attempt to escape that constant, driving, stimulation. It was all hopeless. She was too held in place and constrained ever to be able to release the pressure. Even as she climaxed there was no pause in Sophie's ruthless plundering of her sexuality. On and on, more and more, driving her higher and higher. Until finally, as another climax crashed in immediately after the last, Monica lost control. Her body released and there was a spray of liquid. Even that didn't stop Sophie's remorseless fingers. They worked on and on as the liquid now sprayed high before splashing on the floor.
Far in the distance, or so it seemed, she heard Izeye laugh and slowly clap his hands.
***
If it had been left to her she would have gone home after that. She felt more than a little embarrassed and ashamed. Sophie had just unfastened her and sent her to fetch a mop and bucket. Those implements and a shower soon meant that both the floor and Monica herself were cleaned up. That was important because Sophie had a show tonight and Monica was most certainly going to be there. Hadn't Sophie earned that? More to the point was Monica ever going to be able to deny Sophie anything? At least when they were both here - when Sophie was Mistress.
It was something of a relief to Monica that she wouldn't be the center of attention that night. Sophie had some special guests coming. Which gave them time to get ready.
"Isn't this fun!" Sophie was sorting through the costumes out back of the store. There were five large wardrobes sorted according to size. "Izeye's wife runs a clothes store so she gets these all at cost for us. Keeps business expenses nice and low and lets naughty girls like us play dress up." Off stage Sophie was, Monica supposed, who she really was. A young woman with a ready smile and an attractive personality. She was now examining a pair of stripper heels that looked like you could easily break an ankle in them.
Monica was rather interested in just what sort of a store it was that Izeye's wife ran. It had to have a rather 'interesting' clientele! How many strippers, drag queens and assorted sex workers could there be in one city? Then she remembered she was in H-Town now. Besides plenty of folk liked to skirt close to the edge with their fashion and here was all the ammunition you needed to do that to your heart's content.
"Oh I want to see you in this!" Sophie flourished a somewhat minimal amount of leopard-skin print. The material proved rather more comfortable than it looked, stretching over Monica's curves easily while leaving expanses of skin bare. Sophie approved and to her surprise so did Monica. Then the mask appeared. It covered the top half of the face and ended in a pair of sequined feline ears. It took only a moment for Monica to discard the mask as too silly by half. Her outfit was fine without it.
There had been limited time before Sophie's 'guests' would arrive. It hadn't taken too much detective work to find out that those 'guests' were paying handsomely for the privilege. They were indeed contributing unknowingly towards paying off a student loan though Sophie was now out of college. It seemed her revenue-raising device had become a vocation in itself - well Monica could understand how that could happen.
The screen in the studio flicked on and showed the scene outside the main door of Izeye's store. A vehicle arrived and deposited three men who rapidly moved to the door where they were quickly admitted, presumably courtesy of Izeye. The moment that the men appeared on screen Monica felt uneasy though she could not say why. There was something about the tallest of the men that disturbed her though she couldn't define what that thing was until the men started up the stairs. That was when she heard his voice.
It was a voice that was extremely familiar to her. She had heard it at many of her parents' events - had often heard it at their more tight-knit gatherings at the Hamptons every summer of her youth. Carlson Jacobs was the boss of one of the largest advertising agencies in New York, which meant one of the largest in the world. However, he came from old money. He had a glib, stuffy, respectability that made him perfect for the boards of non-profits and the trusteeships of public undertakings. His advice was not only sought by both the Governor's Mansion and the White House it was often actually followed.
Now here he was with two of his friends. They were clearly cut from the same cloth but Monica, or rather Heather, did not know them. Nonetheless she was pleased that she had hung back a little because she certainly knew Jacobs who, more to the point, also knew her.
"Come on, come on - have you boys still got your clothes on. Strip NOW!" That was Sophie who had slipped seamlessly back into her role as the Mistress as soon as she had stepped out into the studio.
The men rushed to obey. Monica was certain that Jacobs had not seen her - his piggy little eyes were only for Sophie. She turned and quickly put the little cat mask on. A glance in the mirror to set it straight and she was at least partially reassured. The only real issue was her hair but that couldn't be helped. She would have to rely on the fact that she would be among the very last people that Jacobs would ever imagine to be here.
By the time she joined the studio the three men had discarded their clothing bar a somewhat reluctant right sock that Jacobs was still pulling off his foot. He was a portly man whose visits to the gym were gallantly but vainly trying to prevent middle-aged spread. His companions were of a piece. Their clothes and hair-cuts suggested wealth, their doughy bodies suggested office life.
Sophie walked up and used a single imperious finger to tickle Jacobs under the chin. "Back again so soon - it seems you can't get enough of me. Is that right little man?" You could see the sparkle in Sophie's eyes as she played her role. She was a natural at this. "Have you told them who I am and what I like?"
"Yes Mistress."
"Then you know how I like my slaves. Get in position."
The three men rushed to comply. Each standing with their legs slightly apart, their hands behind their backs and their eyes lowered.
"That's better. I promised you a special treat this week and we have my friend Monica here. She looks and is delicious but her little charm there should tell you boys that you have nothing to interest her. Talking of which..."
Jacobs and the bald man to his right had merely glanced at Monica before returning their eyes to the floor. The man on the left, with perfectly styled brown hair, kept his eyes up on her, or more specifically her cleavage. It seemed he liked what he saw because his four-inch penis had begun to stiffen.
"That will not do." Sophie's voice was harsh and redolent with shocked disapproval. She strode to a rack and returned with something like a large fly-swat. She brought it down with a resounding crack on the fleshy buttock of the man. Monica saw him flinch and his eyes opened in surprise but she suspected it sounded worse than it was. "Hold the position," cooed Sophie as she circled the man. His eyes followed only her.
Once in front Sophie brought her shiny leather boot up fast and stopped it at the last moment before it crashed into the man's vulnerable balls. He hadn't been able to hold the position and had tried to jump out of the way. His companions hung their heads further.
Sophie's tinkling silver laugh filled the room. "I was going to call you Horny but it seems I have to call you Scardy-Kat or maybe Old Yellow." Her laugh stopped. "Back in position NOW."
He didn't hesitate but obeyed and Monica noted that his face was red. Red with shame at having moved, red with humiliation at the names Sophie was calling him.
"I thought Dumbo over there would have told you what's expected." Monica managed to stifle an incipient giggle at Sophie's remark. Carlson Jacobs had prominent ears and was known to be a little sensitive about them.
"I did Mistress - please Mistress." Jacobs' voice was an unpleasant plaintive whine of self-abjection.
"How about Baldy over here." Sophie moved straight up to the third man and her boot shot up again. The man didn't move as the boot halted just as its shiny leather delicately kissed the underside of his testicles. "Now that's much better," she cooed her approval as she eased her boot against him. Monica was unsurprised to see Sophie hold her position so easily. She had recognised the musculature of a dancer's legs. It was surprising how that old ballet discipline could come in useful.
The touch of the leather had its effect. Soon another little pink penis was gallantly trying and failing to look at all appealing. He was hardly any larger than his friend.
"You are braver than Scardy-Kat over there," continued Sophie, "were you in the forces?"
"US Marines Ma'am, er Mistress, for two tours." For a moment the pudgy middle-aged man held himself erect and proud like the warrior he had once been.
"Thank you for your service - it means I will just this once forgive you for having this thing in my presence." Her fingers gently touched his hard cock. Monica was sure she saw it twitch at her touch. She certainly saw Baldy close his eyes for a moment. She knew what that meant - he was really trying very hard not to cum. He succeeded which rather impressed Monica who had come to learn that these white boys had hair-triggers as well as tiny cocks.
"Monica can you get that and just deal with Scardy-Kat for a while." Sophie pointed at an implement on the rack. "Now Scardy I want to hear you respond properly from now on." Monica saw Jacobs, or should she say Dumbo, whisper to his friend.
The item she had been directed to was rather like a table-tennis bat that had been covered in black leather. She took up position and delivered a tentative blow to Scardy-Kat's butt-cheek.
"Thank you Mistress," responded Scardy-Kat.
"Harder than that Monica," cut in Sophie as she took a seat. Baldy and Dumbo were on their knees in front of her now. Each was kissing and licking one of her shiny leather boots. "He can take it. He's a man or at least he pretends to be."
Monica put a little more effort into her next swing and was rewarded by a first red blush appearing on Scardy-Kat's fat ass.
"Thank you Mistress - harder Mistress." The enthusiasm in the man's voice was unmistakable.
Now Monica really wound up and hit his butt as hard as she could with the paddle. "You don't order me around slave - you understand!" Then she might have spoiled the effect by hitting his ass ten times in quick succession just as hard as she could.
His voice was a little shaky when he delivered his thanks but his penis was very hard indeed.
"I can't keep looking at that thing," said Sophie in disgust. "Dumbo go get me the ice and the cages."
"Yes mistress - thank you Mistress." Carlson Jacobs, one of New York's most respected businessmen, rushed to obey the young blonde as she toyed with her riding crop. His penis was hard now too and just as insignificant as it bobbed around ludicrously in front of him.
At least Monica was on slightly safer ground now. She had at least had one past experience of using ice to shrink a white cock so it could fit in a nice tight chastity cage. It took only a minute for all three men to be left nicely and neatly restrained. Monica mused that Sophie was right. Every white cock did look better for being caged. Especially in these nice pink cages with Hello Kitty designs on them. It rather put a white 'man' in his place.
"You boys are putting on some flab," scolded Sophie. "Time you all did some running on the spot for me. NOW."
The three men began to run on the spot but it was clear that expensive gym memberships or no they were rather out of shape. Faces grew red and sweat beaded on brows as they lumbered around on the spot.
Sophie stamped her booted heel in frustration. "Stop, stop, stop - that is just pathetic. Especially from you," she pointed at the ex-Marine who hung his head at his humiliation. "Even Scardy-Kat did better than you and we all know what a pathetic wuss he is."
"I was hoping to see some real men in action Monica weren't you? Just as well that my business partner has a couple of friends visiting." She crossed to the wall and pressed a buzzer.
A few moments later two men came through the door of the studio. They were, at least in Monica's opinion, magnificent. However, perhaps that was just in contrast to the three pitiful specimens that she and Sophie had just been putting through their paces.
Dumbo, Scardy-Kat and Baldy all resumed their positions by the wall with their hands behind their backs. One of the new men openly laughed at them. Flabby and weak with their pink Hallo Kitty cock-cages on display. Monica wondered if anyone else here knew that 'Dumbo' could probably buy half of the city they were in and had almost certainly bought off half of its local government over the years. Later she suspected that Sophie and Izeye probably did and that these three men were paying a very handsome sum to be humiliated like this. Just as she was very deliberately being shown the whole process. Being allowed to compare the three tubby slaves with the two men who had just walked into the room. One of whom was now kissing Sophie while the other was rapidly approaching Monica herself with a confident swagger and a hungry look in his eye.
Those two men were the very good reason why all such musing by Monica was delayed until her journey home. The one with Sophie was a few inches over six feet tall with a bald head and a smile that showed two gold teeth. He was mid-thirties and wearing long shorts and a white wife-beater. The material contrasted with his coal-black skin. He was delicious but his friend was quite something too and Monica wasn't complaining.
Her man hadn't got that West African blue-black skin tone so that despite the fact he was an African-American his tattoos were more obvious on him. That made sense because these were Izeye's friends but this guy also had to have been a very good customer. Before he reached her he had undone the two buttons holding his shirt in place and left it on the floor. He gave her a couple of seconds to admire him and then he came in for a long, deep, kiss.
Pausing to be admired before moving in on a girl just reeked of arrogance but Monica didn't care. This man was well worth admiring. Sculpted muscles, that beautiful dark brown skin-tone and yes even all of that ink. He had designs all over his torso and reaching up his neck. Even onto his face. Facial tattoos had never been something Monica had liked the idea of but on this man they just looked right.
She had immediately seen the tattooed insignia on the man's pec. The insignia that had got this whole thing started in the first place. The mark of a certain once notorious street gang. In their heyday they had tagged their territory and their members too it seemed. She remembered hunting all over H-Town for the location of that image Harley had sent her. Well this time it looked better than on any picture. It felt good too as she ran her fingers over the hard muscles of his chest.
Were there three nude white guys in ridiculous cock cages watching them? Monica had forgotten all about that. This man had a swagger and a natural confidence that she found irresistible. There were plenty of fakes out there but she knew that this man was the real deal. She knew it on instinct and even now she knew it from experience. She didn't even need to feel the hard bulge pushed up against her as they kissed She knew this man could fuck and couldn't wait to experience it.
However, first she had to pay her dues. Well that was no problem. Down on her knees and pulling down his shorts. Seeing a real cock emerge as her prize. Very big and very Black and very, very, hard. She liked that - it proved that he liked what he saw too, despite the damned mask.
She smiled as she stroked his big hard cock with her hand, enjoyed testing out his solid circumference by moving her fingers around his shaft. This was where she felt at home - this was her happy place. She used her tongue on his cock-head and then brought her piercing into play. She hadn't had much practice with it but she was confident that she was doing just fine. His face was impassive when she looked up at him, hard as granite, but he had given her a little, almost imperceptible, nod.
So it was time to show him what she could do. A real sloppy blow-job for starters. Using tongue and lips on all the most sensitive parts of that magnificent cock. Then swooping down to take him really deep. Hearing the little expel of air he made as she did so. Proof that she was getting to him - proof that he would remember this particular cock-sucking and this particular cock-sucker. He was a big man and she needed a couple of tries at it to take him all the way. Before she felt her nose against the wall of muscle that comprised his abdomen.



"Yeah."
The first word he had spoken and accompanied by his hands on her head holding her there with that Big Black Cock all the way in her throat. These were the times you were grateful for all the practice, all the training. Which stifled the panic before it could rise and allowed you to take that cock so deep and hold it there. Despite the fact it was blocking off your air-waves. The practice and the technique that let you take that cock and still look up. She did so because she knew that he would be looking down at her as he held her in place. Gauging her reaction - enjoying the sensations that reaction brought to his cock.
His eyes seemed hooded - hiding what lay behind them. This was a street guy - a man from a background incomparably different from her own. That tattoo certainly told a story. So did the scar she could see on his left-side. A long wicked pale line that had been subsumed into a maze of complicated inked designs. A knife had made the first and Izeye's needle the latter. The ink didn't hide the scar but nor was it intended too.
Life like that could make a man cruel. Was that what lay deep in the coal-black eyes that looked down on her? She couldn't help the fact that she tensed a little at the thought. That, of course, was just what you could not do when you were deep-throating a cock like this one. She felt the resulting spasm and the rising rush of panic.
The man said nothing but he did step back and then he laughed as she coughed out a long line of saliva that still connected her to that Black cock. She felt her eyes watering but still knew what she had to do. These things happened and you had to get right back to work. Back onto that big cock and back doing the job of bringing pleasure to this man.
His friend was already fucking Sophie. Monica could hear the sounds of skin on skin, the delighted noises of a young woman who was getting exactly what she wanted. Monica's own man seemed to be enjoying the soppy blowjob he was getting too much to want to cut it short. This wasn't just functional fore-play this was putting a fresh young white ho through her paces. Finding out if she was worthy of a place in his mental notebook of good fucks. Monica wanted that place and she wanted to be on the top of the list.
Soon she had him all the way again and this time she had her tongue ready to tease his balls. Letting me know just how ready she was to go buck wild on a cock like this. He had reacted by reaching down and gently but precisely holding her nose. Monica realised the message that he was sending her. He had known girls try to impress him like this before. He recognised the game and it didn't stop him playing with her like a cat with a mouse. Perhaps it incited it. He knew she was good but he was still the one in charge.
That did it and again she was coughing and spluttering and wiping the drool from her mouth. This time, however, he didn't let her recover but just picked her up as though she weighed nothing and laid her down on a bench. She felt the smooth hard surface at her back and then heard his simple words.
"Time you got fucked."
He let his actions match his words and moved up close before pushing his saliva-covered cock home into her pussy. He was a big man and any lubrication was welcome but she was ready and willing to receive him. The first probing strokes proved that and soon her pussy had accepted all of him. It was just as well because this man was not patient. As soon as he was ready he set off at a furious pace. Fucking her deep and hard and fast. Making her gasp and struggle to hang onto first the bench and then onto his muscled back.
There was very little else she could do except just try to hang on, to ride the sensations that his fucking was sending through her. He was not patient or fake or weak. He also was not subtle. He fucked like a machine. A man just taking his pleasure in the most powerful and technically-proficient of ways. That didn't mean that it wasn't good, it did feel good, but it was different and she wasn't sure how she could process that. Anyway she didn't want that job now - she really wanted to immerse herself in the moment. That was where her true pleasure lay.
For the first time Monica was able to look around her. She saw Sophie riding the other man, seated on his lap and with his head between her fake boobs. Her cheeks were flushed and she was laughing with pleasure as he powered his cock up and into her again and again. Beyond them were the three white men in their ludicrous cock-cages. All three were watching Sophie and her man - their eyes bright and shining with lust.
What were they watching? Were they really watching Sophie getting fucked hard by a Black guy or were they actually seeing something else? Their trophy wives or their secretaries or the pretty piece in the office or that cute barista who gave them their coffee with a smile. Maybe it was darker than that. Sophie was young enough be their friend's daughter after all. Maybe even their own daughter. At that moment Dumbo, the man she knew as Carlson Jacobs, moved his gaze from Sophie and on to her and her own man. For a split-second she wondered if her mask was still safely in place. Then she dismissed the thought because her man wasn't stopping whether she was 'outing' herself or not. She was here to be fucked and that was what mattered - putting on the show.
Sophie's man pulled her down over him - crushing her full, fake, tits against his chest. Their mouths met for a moment - with an incongruous intimacy. Then he was shouting across.
"Ty - come and fuck this little bitch in the ass. Need to double up on a fly bitch like this one."
Now his hands were on Sophie's back, his strong arms holding her petite body in place. This was part of the show too and Monica immediately recognised it as such. Sophie wasn't protesting, indeed she looked over at the man with Monica. The implicit invitation was blatant.
The powerful thrust into her pussy hesitated and then paused. A moment later her man withdrew and she saw him walk across to Sophie picking up a small bottle on the way. His actions proved its identity as he poured liquid onto his hand and then spread it on his cock. Moving up behind Sophie first two dark fingers found her butt and pushed inside. The arms holding the blonde young woman tightened their grip as there was a momentary reaction. The fingers explored and stretched a little, lubricating that tight hole or at least making a show of doing so because the man wasn't patient. His fingers were replaced by his Big Black Cock and now even Monica had to watch just as the three white men were watching. It seemed impossible something that big was going to fit into such a tight hole. Sophie grunted as he pushed his cock against her and for a moment it seemed it really wasn't going to happen. Then the man grunted and pushed and his body was sliding up and onto Sophie leaving her the pale filling of a muscular Black sandwich.
"Fuck me in my ass!" Sophie's cry rang round the studio. It seemed a little redundant given that the man was now balls deep in her and starting to lay down that familiar mechanistically strong pounding. Familiar to Monica from only a few moments before.
"Oh my God!" That was a male voice and Monica was shocked to realise that it came from Baldy, one of the white men. He had closed his eyes and was looking blindly up towards the ceiling. For a moment Monica thought it was down to disgust or horror at the scene being played out in front of him. Then she understood her mistake. The man was in pain - his cock trying to get hard in that cruelly restrictive cage. Any sense of sympathy for his discomfort was washed away by the realisation that this was exactly what he had come or, what he had paid so generously to experience.
There was, of course, an implicit rejection in what had happened. Sophie had taken her man - had lured him away with the tempting promise of her tight white ass. Monica understood. This was, after all, Sophie's show and as a show it was undoubtedly impressive. Her long platinum blonde hair was matted onto her face by sweat now, her small body sandwiched between the two thrusting cocks of her men. Sophie's eyes were wide, their brilliant blue very evident, her mouth was open and she looked across at Monica and laughed her silvery joyous laugh.
That could have been taken as an insult too but Monica was not so foolish. Sophie was not laughing at her, was not exulting in the fact that she had taken Monica's man. Sophie was laughing at all that was happening - at the image and the spectacle. Was laughing in triumph not at defeating Monica but rather at the fact she was taking two such men and taking ALL that they could give her. Big Black Cocks fucking her hard and fast in both holes with those three pathetic clowns in their cock-cages watching it all.
"Feeling neglected," came a deep rich voice from behind Monica. She hadn't seen Izeye come in and take his usual seat in that throne-like chair. He clicked his fingers and then used one to single her to come. She didn't hesitate to obey.
He was wearing slacks and a top - not his usual outfit here but then she knew that this chair was out of the range of the cameras. As she reached him she paused and awaited instructions. Izeye just smiled and raised an eyebrow.
Monica decided to interpret that as meaning that the ball was in her court. She moved her hand to his belt and then undid and pulled down his pants. That didn't seem to upset Izeye any and soon she once more faced shorts tented with a notable bulge.
Now he reached down and his fingers found her hard nipples. Rolling and teasing them. She pulled down his shorts and smiled when she saw his Big Black Cock. He would never disappoint and she dropped her mouth onto him, teasing his tip with her tongue and with her stud.
"Get me good and wet baby because I ain't wasting time. I want that pussy."
She let his words dictate her actions. Taking him deep and working to give him a really sloppy blow-job just like she had learned her Black men liked it. She kept her mind on her task and concentrated all her efforts on pleasing that cock until she felt his hands on her sides. She understood his signal and relaxed her hold to let herself be moved up his big body. Finally her mouth met his and as they kissed deep she felt the broad head of his thick cock against her and then inside her.
"Fuck yeah," she said.
"Hmmnn hmmmnn," responded Izeye and she saw that smile on his face - the smile she had come to love - just before he was moving back in for another deep, deep kiss. This was as different to a few minutes before as chalk was to cheese. Then it had been shallow, mechanical and almost brutal. This was deep, emotional and meaningful. She rejoiced as his cock pushed deeper and deeper into her. She felt the thrill of taking him inside her all the way. Their tongues and lips traded intimacies. Their bodies came into sync with each other and she pressed herself against him. She wanted to feel every part of his strong Black body.
"You been wanting my cock now show me how much. Ride my fucking cock." His mouth was against her ear, whispering his deliciously obscene instructions. She had been waiting for this moment and she relished it. Moving herself up and down on his hard cock, feeling him filling her up in that perfect way that, in her experience, only a Black man could. Not every Black man no doubt but when you found one that did then you had to make sure they came back for more. She focused her whole being onto doing just that - enjoying the little sounds and movements that a man made when he was being fucked just right.
She wasn't sure how much time passed until she heard a man groan behind her. She heard him grunt, "There's your nut girl - deep in that white pussy."
Monica felt Izeye shift in his chair and move them round a little. She didn't want to break the long-continued moment but she knew what he wanted her to look at. Sophie was climbing off her man with the second, tattooed, man still pressed behind her. They gave just enough space for the first man to extricate himself and then their own fuck continued. Tattoos stood Sophie up and was holding her body tight as he fucked her ass hard. He was so much bigger than her and it was an impressive spectacle. More performance art than romance but then wasn't that right? Weren't they putting on a performance? An obscene display of athleticism and sexuality for the small paying audience in the studio and the much larger one which would view the videos subsequently.
Monica wasn't sure how Sophie was taking that thing but just at that moment she didn't much care. She was busy taking her own Big Black Cock and she carefully varied her movements to ensure they both enjoyed this to the max.
Tattoos wasn't quite so considerate a lover. He pulled out of Sophie and went to wipe first his forehead and then his cock with a rag. The young Blonde just watched him with wide eyes and a wicked smile on her face. This was her strength. She knew she could take these Big Black Bulls and either make them cum or tap out for a breather.
"What's up Ty? Need a break? Am I too much of a woman for you?" Her light, amused, voice was like a red rag to a bull. Which, Monica knew, was exactly Sophie's intention.
Ty was fast for a big man. Moving across the room and grabbing Sophie as she gave a delighted giggle. Then a strong Black hand was at her throat and his cock was pushed home into her pussy.
"Gonna BREED that white pussy bitch. Putting my little nigga in that fucking white belly. Let everyone know you a ho that BELONGS to the fucking Black man."
"Yeah," gasped Sophie and then his hand tightened. She worked for breath as he fucked her hard, pounding his cock home into her body again and again. No subtlety, no romance, no love, just a man breeding a pussy.
Ty's technique didn't really do it for Monica but his words did. She liked a man who said what he was going to do and then did it. A man who could walk the walk as well as talk the talk. Without realising it she had increased the speed and intensity at which she was riding Izeye. She only really realised when she heard his hurried grunt.
"Gonna cum..."
"In me - make sure it's inside me," she responded and then her mouth was on his. Even as she felt his cock inside her and even as she knew he was following her orders for once. Planting his rich, potent, African-American seed just as deep in her as he could. Did it count as 'obeying orders' when you both knew that it was what you both wanted all along?"
Ty had that look on his usually impassive face. The slightly tensed lips, the hard eyes, the set teeth. Monica had seen that plenty of times before. He growled as he viciously thrust four, no five, more times into Sophie and then finally relaxed his hold on her. Leaving the pink marks of his fingers at her throat and on her side.
"Yeah bitch - you fucking Black bred." Then he followed his friend out of the studio.
Two of the white men were almost transfixed by watching Sophie. She let out a long exhale and then gave a huge smile for the cameras. "Now that is what I call getting fucked! You boys think you could match up to that?"
The two men shook their heads.
"Then you are no use to me." Sophie shook her own head in mock-sympathy but then let her face light up as if at an idea. It wasn't great acting but no-one was watching for the acting. "Perhaps you boys COULD help me out. You see I think it's such a pain having to take my pills and I can't really be bothered. Now this fertile white pussy is all full of Black sperm. Will you boys be my birth control? Come over here and eat all this Black cum out of my pussy. Come on Baldy - I know Scardy-Cat won't be able to make up his mind until its way too late and I'm knocked up for sure." Baldy dropped between her legs and soon his mouth was at her pussy, his tongue eagerly seeking all of that seed.
"Ooh that's good," cooed Sophie, "you can always rely on the Marines. Don't worry Scardy-Cat there'll still be some left for you. Those two men shot huge loads up inside me. I think they are really keen on knocking me up." She giggled as Baldy took a breather and Scardy-Cat replaced him at her pussy.
The third man, Carlson Jacobs, hadn't joined in. His eyes hadn't been on Sophie. He had been watching Monica and Izeye. Izeye wasn't like some other Black men Monica had known. It seemed he had no problem with a white boy watching him fuck. Now he got up and led Monica closer to Jacobs.
"Like what you see white boy? Enough not to join your friends."
Jacobs seemed flustered. "I - well yes, yes. I really like, er..."
"Monica," said Izeye.
"Yes, Monica. She really reminds me of someone. About the same height and the same lovely red hair."
"What about these?" Izeye brought his hands up to cup Monica's tits. "Girl you talking about got titties as fine as these."
"I don't know," confessed Carlson Jacobs and the hard-bitten New York businessman actually blushed. "I don't think so. But the comparison is close enough - it meant I really loved when you were fucking her."
Monica noticed that Jacobs was just talking to Izeye, as if she hadn't been there or as if she was just an object. Well fuck him!
Izeye didn't seem bothered but then Izeye was generally playing his own game. "She remind you of your wife or your secretary maybe?"
"No - it's a young woman that I know. The daughter of a friend of mine. She's beautiful but she's a real frigid bitch. I made a move on her once and she didn't even acknowledge me."
That was a bit of a stunner. Monica was sure he was talking about her but when the fuck had he come onto her? Then she remembered talking to him once at her parents' place years ago. He had got her alone and had talked a load of BS. She'd just thought he was being his usual self - an arrogant pig. Had he really thought he was seducing her - she could barely have been eighteen! She felt slightly reassured that even then he had been so far off being a potential partner that she hadn't even spotted what he was doing. Well double and treble that sentiment now!
"So white boy," Izeye continued, "you like the idea of a Black Bull knocking that girl up? How about your friend - how'd he like having Black grand-kids. You want to help him out by cleaning out this pussy."
Monica had to repress a little shiver as Carlson Jacobs dropped to his knees. The flabby white businessman paused. "If this was Hea-, I mean if this was that girl I'd probably leave her to get knocked up. However, Monica's pussy looks so delicious and I love the taste of Black man's cum."
Now Monica knew that he had enjoyed the show. Only a very over-excited Carlson Jacobs would say anything like that on camera. Well, it suited her just fine. Jacobs, or should she say Dumbo, would never want this stuff leaked. It would end his career and his reputation. She felt so pleased at the thought of such leverage that she almost enjoyed his slobbering at her pussy. She even went so far as to tug on those ridiculous ears of his. They would be red in the morning and she wondered how he would explain that!
"Hey - with ears that big you should be able to hear me. Get over here!" Sophie was with the other two white men. Each had a beatific smile on his face. Sophie had removed their cages and was rather mechanically wanking their small pink dicks. It seemed they had enjoyed the show too because soon they were shooting their loads onto the floor. All rather unattractive until you recalled they were having two of the shortest and most expensive hand-jobs in the history of the world's oldest profession. White boys at least had one use if they would pay up like that for so little!
"Here Dumbo." Jacobs lumbered across to Sophie and she swiftly removed his cage. "I heard you talking Dumbo. Just imagine if that girl..." Jacobs groaned and came four heavy spurts of cum. Sophie hadn't even had to touch him which, from the expression of triumph on her face, seemed to suit her just fine.



"Now my little pay-piggies get to cleaning this place up. Then we can talk about your next appointment."
-
"Why the mask?"
"One of them knew me and I don't want all this to come out. I 'm not quite ready for that."
"I hear you." He casually moved a finger to where some of his cum was on her belly. He collected it up on his finger and, almost as a matter of course, pushed it back into her pussy. "Just that if you go on like you are doing then something'll soon be giving you away."
Monica felt his hand lay gently on her belly now. She didn't need to glance down to know how right that looked - the dark of his fingers against her pale skin. She got his message but she wasn't sure how she should act on it yet.
For the moment she was looking forward to her shower. Especially if he shared it with her.
***
"Kinda thinking that supplies are running low and it might be legal, kinda, now but that don't mean it's free."
Monica knew that Plug liked his weed. He had shared a particularly fine joint with her on a previous occassion. That didn't mean she liked where this was going - especially after she'd driven all the way over.
"You want me to buy your weed for you?"
"Nah baby," he put on his most roguish smile, "I ain't meaning that. Let me explain and, after all, you does owe me one."
She apparently owed him one for coming over there and not being ready to have him put that big thick cock of his up her rear end. Why did she have the feeling that in return for not giving up the real thing she was just going to be metaphorically fucked up the Ass! Still she had to admit that she kind of got a thrill out of one of her Black men having secret plans for her. That instinct hadn't sent her wrong so far.
-
Which was how Monica found herself outside a rather nondescript store front just a block or two down from Plug's place. It had no obvious advertising but she guessed that it was the place run by a friend of Plug's.
She pushed open the blank door and was greeted by a familiar smell. She guessed the two guys working here were acclimatised because otherwise they would be in a permanent contact-buzz. The place really looked like an old head shop with plenty of bongs and other paraphernalia either on display or on sale. Looking more closely she saw other, rather more random, stock.
One man sat in a chair while his colleague was at the counter. The first man caught Monica's attention immediately. He had long tousled dreads and a trimmed dark beard. He was listening to music on his phone and tapping his pen on a wooden shelf in time with the beat. His friend was perhaps more what you would expect front of house in a retail environment. Wearing a short-sleeved white shirt. This wasn't in H-Town but it was on Plug's recommendation and so it was no surprise that both men were African-American.
As she stepped inside she saw both men turn their eyes onto her and a momentary silence descend. The man with the dreads waved his hand having apparently decided Monica was OK.
"Go on." His voice had a drawl of accent. Jamaican - or perhaps Jamaican via New York?
There were two other customers already there. A young man, white, obviously a college student by his dress and attitude. Then a young woman who was presumably his girlfriend. The student momentarily looked at Monica too. She knew that kind of a look.
"Yeah man but we're going on and we need a little something you know. I'm always good for it. You know me." He was putting on an accent to try to sound 'urban'. The overall effect was not good
The man in the chair shook his head. "It ain't our store boy. Can't be giving no credit. You gotta know that. We do know you - all about you. You gotta put something up - cash or equivalent. You know that."
Now Monica knew what this place's eccentric stock reminded her of. A pawn store.
Was that even legal for a weed store? Or was this just a pawn store that also dealt weed?
The customer's voice became a whine of protest. "But Leroy you already got my machine?"
"Which you have had the equivalent for. Now you need to put some cash on the table."
"I was after a discount." The young man gave a look at his girlfriend whose eyes hadn't left Leroy throughout. Monica couldn't blame her for that - Leroy was a fine-looking man.
Leroy leaned back in his chair. His eyes ran up and down all he could see of the girl. She stood her ground and even pushed her little tits forward a little. It seemed she was up for the deal. "What you thinking D?" This to his colleague behind the counter.
D put his hand under the counter. Pressing a button it seemed to Monica. "Looks like a good trade but like you say Leroy this ain't our store."
A buzzer was heard - presumably from the rooms above the store. A few seconds later a door slammed and then there was the sound of heavy foot-steps descending stairs.
A door behind the counter opened and a third man emerged. He was older than the other two and he was big. Not tall big but fat big. A heavy gut stretching his patterned shirt. He wore dark glasses that hid his eyes while his shaven head was complemented by a thick white beard starting at his ears. A heavy gold chain hung down from his neck and wiry grey hairs were visible on the coal-dark skin of his chest where the top buttons of his shirt were undone.
"What's doing?" His voice was a growl, that deep harsh tone of a life-long smoker.
"Girl here wants a discount." D was matter of fact. As if he hadn't noticed the girl's reaction to his boss's appearance.
It appeared that an arrangement with Leroy had been the deal sold to her by her boyfriend. She had clearly been up for that. Any sort of a deal with this fat old Black guy was something else entirely. Anyone could read all of that instantly on her face. Monica could read it, Leroy and D could read it, and the store owner could certainly read it.
He laughed in response - taking no offence. "Now boy unless you got some green or something to trade you best make tracks. You wasting our time."
To Monica's surprise the young man reached into his pocket and produced some bills. The only person more surprised than Monica seemed to be the boy's girlfriend. She looked daggers at him but he only shrugged in response. The transaction was made and the couple left. All they heard as they left was the store owner's low complaisant laugh.
"What's the odds that boy would have wanted to watch. Or would have been jacking himself off in the car thinking of his girl with a brotha. They all the same."
Had they forgotten she was there? Or did they just not care that she heard what the store owner said. Anyway it was time and she moved to the counter.
D gave her a bright customer-friendly smile. "What can we do for ya?"
Monica knew what she wanted to do. She returned D's smile and then looked straight into the dark glasses of his boss. "I'm looking to negotiate a discount."
There wasn't much choice about that - at least theoretically. Plug hadn't given her any cash to make the transaction. She had money herself of course but this seemed like more fun.
The big man laughed again - but this time with a more natural, amused, tone. "Oh yeah - you know you'll be dealing with me not one of these handsome young men."
"I know." Monica kept her tone nice and level and relaxed.
"Up them stairs girl." He pointed and she went. She only heard him tell his men to watch the store good because he'd be 'busy.'
At the top of those stairs was a bathroom, a small break room and an office. The office had a desk, a chair and a low couch. She took all of that in as the man puffed his way up the stairs behind her.
"Inside girl. Now we ain't doing nothing too illegal but old habits die hard. Just let me frisk you down."
In all honesty there wasn't too much to frisk down. Monica was wearing a pair of ankle boots and skin-tight, almost sprayed-on, jeans with a small yellow top that showed off plenty of cleavage and a reassuringly expensive little jacket. Leather - but supermodel white leather rather than biker black leather
Most of her outfit didn't exactly leave much room for secrets but listening devices could be very small now and the man was certainly thorough. Strong dark fingers running over every inch of her. Lingering in all the right areas - unless you were really looking for bugs.
He shook his head and clicked his tongue. "Just can't be sure. Maybe it's best you took them clothes off for me. She still couldn't see his eyes for his shades but he could see hers and he read her response. He moved over and took a seat on his couch - making himself comfortable.
Just through the floor you could hear the sound of the music playing downstairs. It wasn't great and there wasn't much room but Monica had learned to make the best of her opportunities. She swayed in time with the beat from below and began to shimmy off her jacket.
The man nodded and smiled. All of the encouragement that she needed. She made a point of neatly placing each item of clothing on his desk as she removed it. First her jacket which revealed the twin hard buttons of her nipples through her yellow top.
"Fuck yeah," he growled. Which, Monica guessed, counted as a good review.
She made a few dance moves and then removed her top - letting her new titties get a nice little jiggle on them. He liked that too - he seemed to be liking everything he was seeing and that made her feel good, made her want to please him more.
She eased off her low suede boots and then here was only the pair of jeans left. Now she hadn't tried seductively removing these before. Her butt filled them out well - which was kind of the point - but that made smooth removal as part of a slick dance routine rather unlikely. She made up her mind and moved across to immediately in front of him. She leaned forward so that her tits were in front of him. He raised a hand to cup her breast and then his tongue was toying with her nipple. That felt good even if the hairs of his beard were somewhat ticklish. Now he wouldn't notice if getting the jeans off was a little bit of a process. She undid her pants and slid them down in only two movements.
He took his mouth off her tit just long enough to say that she was, "damn fine." Then he was making that twirling motion with his finger that she had come to know from Black men so well. Black guys loved a big round white booty. She turned and felt his hands clamp onto her hips. She again felt the ticklish prickle of his beard as he kissed her butt cheek. "Fuck girl you is good enough to eat."
She shimmied out of his hold. Well, a girl didn't want to look TOO easy! He then paid her the ultimate accolade. He took his sun-glasses off. His face was fleshy and his eyes were small but bright, glittering as they examined her. This time he just nodded and gave a quiet hum of pleasure. Then he was pointing behind her.
"Pick yourself up a free gift for the hot weather. Try 'em on for size."
The latter comment was nonsense. Who had to try a bikini on for size? However, she did as he had suggested. The bikini was basically black but decorated with the familiar stylised green marijuana leaves. Printed in prominent lettering across the butt were the words, 'I got discount at Ed's'.
He saw her looking at that and smiled, showing three gold teeth. "If you hadn't figured it out I'm Ed."
Well no shit! She also just had the sneakiest of suspicions that you didn't get discount just for becoming Ed's walking, talking, billboard. Nonetheless she put the bikini on.
Ed ran his tongue over his bottom lip and seemed to consider for a moment. "I like them boots - you can put them back on too."
Well, he should like them. They were Harp block heels - five hundred dollars in beautiful black suede. Perhaps Ed was sharper than he looked. If he recognised the fact perhaps he knew she wasn't doing this because she was broke. Not that it mattered to her.
He watched approvingly as she pulled on the boots. "Now girl - you ready to earn that bikini and that discount? Couple a days since I got a decent blow-job so let's see what you can do."
He settled himself in his couch and Monica knew what was expected. The carpet in that upstairs room was pretty threadbare but at least it was there. Giving a little padding for her knees as she dropped down between his legs. His pants pulled down easily and his shorts went with them. So there was no suspense - just a very large, very hard, Black cock.
She licked her lips and then dropped our mouth over his cock-head. A nice little piece of suction, teasing with her tongue and her stud. She glanced up at him.
White boys were very little work. Show them a little technique and they'd cum real quick. She could tell immediately that Ed wasn't going to be giving up a discount so easily.
"What you looking at whitebread? Suck that Black cock."
Well wasn't that what this was all about? What he had told her, in his gruff voice, to get up them stairs for? What Plug had sent her round to his old friend's for? What she had got in her old clunker of a car to come and see Plug for? They were all getting what they wanted out of this.
Now she concentrated properly on the task at hand. Happily Ed was leaning back on his couch and that meant she wasn't too hampered by his big belly. She could work on his pleasingly large cock, head and shaft, teasing and pleasing him to her heart's content. She enjoyed this - enjoyed looking up into a man's eyes as she worked his cock. Seeing his reaction to each of her little techniques. Unconsciously adapting her methods to match the desires and preferences of her man.
It was so much easier with a Black cock. She loved the contrast of that dark shaft with her pale fingers. Loved the fact that, in her experience, Black men tended to have something to work with. Ed was probably pretty average, six inches of thick Black shaft, but that just meant she could go to town on him. Letting her saliva lubricate him and then taking his cock nice and deep before working her throat on him. No danger of gagging her. Ed wasn't interested in that. He was just relaxing and enjoying having a fly white bitch sucking his cock. His pleasure transferred to her and made this its own reward.
She began to bob her head up and down on his shaft building a rhythmn. She felt rather than heard a low rumble of satisfaction from the big man. Then she did feel his fingers in her hair. She knew he liked the contrast too. Dark fingers against the bright flame of her hair. There was a pulse from the cock in her mouth.
That was good. It was immensely satisfying that she was getting him off. Ed had given enough discounts to have those bikinis made up. He had to be a connoisseur of bops. They weren't building up to a main event. This was an end in itself. It was her job to get Ed off and she was succeeding. It was also getting her nice and warm and ready for Plug when she got back to that old reprobate.
She put her tongue stud to work teasing the head of Ed's cock and that was enough. His fingers tightened in her hair and he was soon shooting strong spurts of his seed into her mouth. She used her tongue to let it pool in her mouth rather than hitting the back of her throat. She didn't want to be choking and coughing like some amateur.
She pulled her head off him once she knew he had finished. Then she collected the cum on her tongue before she opened her mouth for him. She knew what her men liked. Show it off nice and clearly and then a quick, controlled, swallow. Open the mouth again and show your man you have taken it all.
She felt and heard the rumble of his laugh. He knew just exactly what she was doing and it pleased him.
"With looks like yours and skills like yours there ain't no reason you should ever be short of green." Ed's big hand complaisantly slapped his logo on her rear end. "With a premium money-maker like this baby you can do real well for yourself. Make plenty of cash doing what you love - with a little taste for your manager of course."
His words surprised her. She knew he was sleazy and a man with appetites but she hadn't got him down as a pimp. She pulled a face at him. "Manager, eh? You applying for the position by any chance?"
Ed raised his hands. "Not me baby. Not my style but I got contacts. We ain't talking the streets here. We talking high-end. We close to the Capital. You got sports stars, politicians, businessmen, diplomats and foreign Presidents, all coming through there and all needing a little company and entertainment. My friends just provide a service, er, bringing people together for mutual satisfaction. I can put you in touch if you interested."
'For a fee,' thought Monica. She didn't hold that fact against Ed. Everybody had a hustle in H-Town and they weren't so very far away from her new home city. "I'll think about it," she said.
He knew what that meant but he didn't seem to take offence. A lot of girls came up these stairs and maybe, just maybe, she'd be back herself and more amenable next time. Monica knew just what he was thinking as he watched her move to pick up her clothes.
He opened a draw and pulled out a plastic shopping bag. "How about we make a deal? Maybe you can put those in this and wear my clothes out. You look damn fine in them and that's just gotta be good for business."
She'd actually planned on doing that anyway. She knew Plug would love to see this proof of what she had got up to. However, she couldn't resist teasing Ed.
"So what do I get in return?"
He gave her that big complaisant smile of his, the flash of gold in his teeth as sun came in through the window. "You get a discount on the same terms whenever you is wanting one. If I ain't here then Leroy or D will be happy to oblige. But call first and I'll be sure to give you my personal attention."
She rewarded him with a look of mock amazement and then packed her clothes into his bag. Ed laughed a full, deep, belly rumble of a laugh. They each knew just where the other was coming from and they each knew just where they stood. What was it he had said about mutually beneficial arrangements?
She came down the stairs alone and back out into the front of the store. Leroy was leaning back in his chair again - reminding her of Ed on that old couch of his. He and D both noticed her change of clothing.
Leroy gave a low whistle of approval. "Now you looking the bomb girl." He tossed her a small package which she caught. "Hoping we'll be seeing you again."
She gave him and D each a share each of her brightest, most accommodating, smile.
Then she was back outside and making the short walk to Plug's. She felt the rays of the late afternoon sun on her skin and they felt real good. Something told her that the guys would be seeing her again before too long.
***
It seemed that absence did make the heart grow fonder. Her show after the break had been well populated and very successful. It seemed bigger titties were indeed very good for business. Dr Nikola's bill would be paid off in only a month or two if her next few shows went half as well. She could easily pay it herself of course but the knowledge was still very pleasing.
She had done a show with a certain new bikini that she had acquired and that had gone down very well. Not least because it exposed the charm she now wore on her naval piercing. Harley had taken the opportunity to suggest that future Challenge tasks be Black only unless specifically stated otherwise. She had assumed that would be the case anyway but it made sense once Harley put a 'bounty' on that understanding. Her white subs would now be paying, many of them paying a lot, to ensure that she lived by that 'QOS' charm of hers. She liked the idea but she knew that her Black members loved it even more.
Her first task would almost certainly have to be under the new Black-only rule. Harley had stepped her Challenge tasks up another level and this first task of the new season rather spelled that out.



Seven of Diamonds - Give a Stranger a Blow-Job.
That really was kicking things up a notch. Not the act - hadn't she just done exactly that with Ed? It was more a question of logistics. How did you get to the situation where you were blowing a stranger on camera? Because it had to be on camera. At least the time limit was extended to three weeks so she had a little time to think it over and then provide the proof.
Meanwhile she had also been performing for Izeye. Similar bondage, Izeye called it 'light bondage' which was intriguing, but now the shows culminated in something a little more spicy. She and Izeye seemed to have a natural connection and they performed well together. What was it they said about making sure to do a job that you loved? Well some might not call this a job but Monica could confirm that she loved fucking Izeye. The bondage just added a certain something - both in terms of restraint and in its proof of her trust in him. Izeye liked to play at being tough and mean but really he was a big cuddly pussy cat!
He had promised her another surprise tonight and that had instantly got her intrigued but also on edge. Izeye's surprises tended to have an educational element. It was not for nothing that he often referred to his shows as training sessions. He could decide to take you to places where you are never been before. But then wasn't that the whole point?
On being allowed inside this time Monica's first point of interest was the presence of Sophie, but a rather different Sophie. Gone were the black latex outfit and the formidable leather boots. Instead she was wearing a simple black T-shirt and a mid-length plaid skirt. As she came to greet Monica there was the slight squeak of tennis shoes on the hard floor rather than the hard click of heels.
It was evident to anyone that Sophie's looks played a key role in securing her success as both performer and dominatrix. She could look the young innocent, especially in mufti. The contrast of appearance and actions was it seemed both intriguing and arousing for her clients and viewers alike. However, her smile and pleasure at seeing Monica seemed absolutely genuine. Monica was a little struck by how pleased she herself was to see that. Having grown up in overwhelmingly female surroundings at school and college her last few weeks had seen a notable lack of feminine company. She missed it and it was nice to think that she could have a female friend who didn't have to be kept in the dark about certain matters. Indeed, who would understand in a way few others could.
"You aren't performing?" Those were her first words after accepting Sophie's kiss of welcome.
"It's not one of my shows today." That was her answer and there was a certain look in Sophie's eye that Monica had already come to recognise. A look of anticipation and of pleasure in knowing something that her new friend did not. "Today I am here to learn - just like you. Oshun is coming over for a warm-up session before she goes down to the Market. She has been promising to teach me some shibari."
The idea seemed to please Sophie but Monica couldn't understand a word of it. She had no time to ask because they heard the buzzer going and Izeye opening the main door.
Monica was not sure what she expected but it was not the person who came through the door. She was of about Monica's own height or a fraction shorter, with blue eyes and dirty blonde hair. She looked to be in her mid-forties and was dressed in an entirely unspectacular fashion. She could have been any reasonably attractive woman of a certain age that you passed in the street, lived next to in the suburbs or bumped into at the local school on parents' evening.
She blushed slightly as she introduced herself. "Hi - I'm Steph." She seemed a little nervous but that might just have been her English accent.
"Are you here to see Izeye?" Sophie did not seem convinced.
"No," said Steph, "I belong to Mistress Oshun." Her cheeks took on a little more color. "I will be performing for her tonight."
"At the Market?" Now Sophie's surprise was unconcealed. The Market had a reputation and this woman did not seem to fit at all.
Steph just nodded and her blue eyes were wide as she looked at them both.
They could ask no more questions as this time they did hear the click of heels. The new arrival was in startling contrast to Steph. She might have also been around forty but she was Black and she was tall, around six feet. She wore black leather ankle boots with stiletto heels, ripped jeans and a tight black short-sleeved crop top that left her arms and her lower torso exposed. In the loops of her jeans was a black leather belt with the word 'OSHUN' in silver forming the buckle. Round dark glasses hid her eyes while her hair was formed into long intricate braids that flowed down to her belt. The outfit exposed plenty of dark skin and plenty of muscle. Her figure was curved and feminine but unambiguously athletic. A body that spoke of many hours in the gym, that radiated strength and power. An inked decoration of climbing plants was apparent on those parts of her right leg and torso that were visible.
"Welcome back Mistress Oshun." It was strange to hear Sophie adopt such a submissive tone.
"Welcome me back properly - by showing respect!" Oshun's voice was clipped and authoritative, imbued with a deep but feminine tone. "Positions."
Sophie and Steph both dropped to their knees with their hands behind their backs and their heads lowered. Monica hesitated and that was enough to draw Oshun's attention onto her and her alone. Oshun reached up to her dark glasses and eased them down her nose by a fraction of an inch. It was enough for Monica to see her eyes. Those eyes were a wonderful light-brown amber and they were fixed in an unblinking stare on her. Not a word was spoken but the message was clear. Monica dropped to her knees and did her best to copy the position assumed by the others.
Oshun cleared her throat and walked around the three white women. She ran her hand through the platinum blonde hair of Sophie as an owner might stroke the fur of a familiar dog. She ran a languid hand over Steph's shoulders - secure in her ownership there. Then her attention was back on Monica.
"I like this red hair," said Oshun. "I don't have so many of your type among my playthings. How old are you?"
"Twenty four," responded Monica.
"Have you been bred?" The question was brutal in its directness. "I mean Black bred of course." Oshun's tone suggested that was the only sort that really either mattered or counted.
"Err..."
A long, elegant, dark finger reached for the point of Monica's chin and pushed her face up to meet Oshun's. "Mistress Oshun is my name and I expect obedience and respect at all times. Do you understand? Hesitate again and when I practise with my whip before this evening I will be using you. Now have you been bred?"
"No Mistress Oshun."
The Black woman took her finger from Monica's chin and blew air from her nose in an expression of disgust. "These Americans have no sense of what is right. Both you and Sophie would have been bred as a matter of priority if you were in my stable. What are pretty young things like you for if not to birth fine, healthy, Black babies? Otherwise what is the use of you?" Now she was back standing next to Steph and again her hand found the woman's shoulder with a gesture of ownership.
"Take an example from Steph here. She was very unfortunate in realising her true identity long after you girls. She was merely a swinger before her husband sent her down this path, perhaps not entirely realising the repercussions. She was forty two years old when her path brought her to me, to her destiny. However, she understood her duty and within a few months her belly was big and proud, growing a Black man's baby."
Monica glanced up and saw Steph. Her face was shining with pride and pleasure, looking up at her Mistress Oshun.
"Now we must prepare for tonight. Get ready."
Steph and Sophie immediately began to remove their clothing. Monica followed suit and kept an eye on the others to determine what should be left on. The answer to that was nothing - not even their footwear. Once naked Monica followed the others in resuming her position on her knees with her head lowered.
"Kinbaku with inexperienced subjects carries certain risks. So I have asked Izeye to supply some precautionary measures. Oshun reached down and applied a black leather collar to Sophie with a silver loop on its front. A few moments later and a similar collar was in place on Monica.
"We are working with ropes and the throat is vulnerable if you were to move foolishly. Now what has Izeye got for us." Oshun walked to the large canvas hold-all that sat in the corner of the studio. She produced a length of rope and observed it sceptically. "He knows his collars but not his rope. This synthetic slips too much. Ah!" She drove an arm deeper into the bag and produced a second length. "Perfect. Natural fibre and enough friction to hold and hold tight. She pulled the rope clear looping it around her left arm as a matter of course.
Back beside Sophie she told blonde girl to get to her feet and to place her arms above her head. Then in a series of deft knots and twists Oshun constructed a rope harness around Sophie's chest. "Arms down," came the instruction - immediately obeyed. New rope loops tied the top of Sophie's arms against her body. Oshun took a step back to admire her handiwork. "You see the symmetry - that is essential. This is an art and not merely a craft. You are comfortable?"
Sophie nodded but was not rewarded with a smile as Monica expected. Instead Oshun turned back to the hold-all and having found a second length of rope to her satisfaction approached Monica herself.
Monica stood and held up her arms. She felt the rope against her naked body. There was a slight roughness but this wasn't coarse fibre. You felt that it was there but without any pain or irritation. Strands of rope cross-crossed her body and framed her breasts. Then, on instruction, she dropped her arms and felt them tied to her body.
"Pet Steph..." Mistress Oshun did not complete the sentance but Steph stood and moved behind Sophie. "You both look splendid. Just place your hands in position behind your back..."
As she and Sophie moved their hands back it all happened very fast. Oshun gripped her wrists and placed a ready-made loop around them. A quick twist and the loot tightened. Across the room Steph had done the same with Sophie. Monica saw the shock on her friend's face and knew it had to be mirrored on her own.
Oshun laughed. "How perfect! Yes, yes, do exactly that tonight! It pleases an audience to see such a reaction. You can even talk a little if you like."
Monica opened her mouth to speak and a cloth pad came over her head and was pushed into her mouth. A loop of rope tied it firmly into position. A crude but aesthetically appropriate gag. Once more Steph had mirrored her Mistress's actions.
"At this point I will tell the audience about your safe-words and your hand signals. We will all have a good laugh at that!" Oshun's rich laugh sounded again. Gagged and unable to move their hands the message to an audience eager for depravity would be obvious.
Oshun strolled across to Sophie with her every movement redolent of power and grace. "Let us see what we have caught for our amusement. This one is pleasing isn't she Steph. She brought up a long dark finger to tweak one of Sophie's nipples. "These are fun - if a little stubby. Her breasts are OK but those nipples are almost as disappointing as yours."
Steph hung her head in shame. The first thing you noticed about a naked Steph were her breasts. They were big, very big. Over-sized for a woman of her height and body-type but they were also clearly natural. Each had their large dark circle but at their focus was an almost inverted nipple.
Oshun approached Monica. Again the latter was struck by the power that radiated from the Mistress. Oshun moved her head up close to that of Monica and for the first time the bound young woman really felt the power of those eyes. The coloring she had noted but not their almost feline appearance. She felt a slight shiver pass through her - Oshun was like a great cat of the forests. All power and strength and grace. Potentially dangerous too, perhaps, unless sated in her desires. Oshun gave a little smile as if she read every thought passing through Monica's mind. Perhaps she did read the younger woman's mind because Oshun was an experienced Mistress. She knew what she was doing and she knew the impact of her actions.
As now when strong fingers so delicately touched Monica's hard nipples. The voice, feline too in its power and tone, purred. "Now these are more like it. Long and proud, signalling a woman's sexuality and her excitement. I am surprised that Izeye has not had them pierced. You are a pretty little thing all told but you are still almost a blank canvass. Unclaimed save for this nice little charm at your navel and that can be removed. So are you really unclaimed? Or do you belong?"
Fingers traced over Monica's belly and down towards her pussy but then circled back and up to her breasts. All the time tracing a delicate pattern of sensations on her receptive skin. She had to answer.
"I belong Mistress." Her words were muffled into nonsense by her gag. Oshun used a finger to slightly loosen it. "I belong - please Mistress - I belong."
"Who do you belong to?"
"To Black men and..." Her voice trailed off.
Strong white teeth showed in Oshun's smile for the first time. "And..."
Monica felt the blood in her cheeks but she could not deny the truth. "To Black women."
The gag was allowed to slip back into place. Oshun produced another, shorter, length of rope. "As a reward," she purred as she deftly applied the rope's ends to those already around Monica's body. A couple of knots, a pull tight, a fastening of the other rope end and then it was done.
Monica gasped. The fresh rope ran directly over each of her erect nipples. Every movement she made had each fibre of the rope stimulating her. Her eyes widened and looked into those deep, amber, feline, eyes of Oshun. All that she saw was triumph. Oshun knew that she had her now.
The Mistress turned her back and returned to Sophie. With a fast movement she grasped a rope at Sophie's back and picked the smaller woman up. Held her for a moment and then tipped her forward onto one of Izeye's benches. Sophie was left head down with her legs up. Strong hands seized those legs and soon another rope had been applied. The young blonde was left tied and helpless with her pussy and ass exposed.
Dark fingers toyed with her and had Sophie whimpering into her gag. "Pussy or ass," mused Oshun. "Izeye likes to brag about you two but I doubt you can compete with my pet Steph over there. Perhaps we should find out and so ass it will be." She brought her hand down sharply on Sophie's exposed butt and left a sharp red hand-print on the pale flesh. "You need marking too don't you. Almost as much as you need to be bred. I understand though. You girls need to be taken in hand, shown what is expected of you. Fortunately we have a perfect role model for you. Steph," Oshun pointed at one of Izeye's collection of implements, "you can choose."
Steph's face almost glowed with pleasure and Monica knew why. She had felt the same when Oshun had mentioned that Izeye had been boasting about her and Steph. She had made her Master proud. Now Steph felt the same. The British woman approached the rack and selected a big toy. Then she paused before, having made her decision, selecting a much larger one. They looked ridiculously large to be going in Steph's pussy.
Except, of course, that they were not going to go in Steph's pussy. Oshun tilted Sophie back up so that, like Monica, she had a good view of the proceedings. Steph found a bottle and spread lube over the first toy. She then lubed her fingers and reached round to push them into her own butt. She did all this as if it came totally naturally to her. Perhaps it did - practice and experience and training. Training of the mind and also of the ass. Just as Monica had trained to deep throat Big Black Cock so Steph, clearly, had been trained to take big objects in her ass. Finally satisfied Steph presented the first toy and with the smallest of grunts slid it several inches into her ass.
Oshun recognised Monica's expression - part shock and part horror. "Yes - Steph is well practised in pleasing my guests. She understands her place and her roles. All learned since her idiot of a husband sent her down this path. Fortunately still when she was available for breeding and you can imagine that we did not waste time. A plaything with such attributes needed to be brought in milk and we have kept her so ever since. Feeding her own baby and then giving suck to the babies of my other slaves and pets who could not do so. Making sure their Black babies grow big and strong - like the milk-cow that she is. She can no longer breed but that other hole is a consolation for my guests. Also she is an entertaining watch. Getting Big Black Cocks nice and hard so they can fill the bellies of little sluts like you and Sophie here." Again a dark hand slapped an exposed pale butt, again the white girl struggled unconvincingly against her ropes and Mistress Oshun. She was going nowhere - just as Monica was going nowhere. Oshun, they instinctively knew, was not someone who settled for less than all she desired.
Was it just her imposing presence? Perhaps but there was also her voice - feminine but deep and rich. Her words were accented but not with African tones. Instead they were the tones you only now heard from a Shakespearean actress or on a BBC documentary about stately homes. An accent that indicated that its possessor had been born and trained to command.
Steph had puffed her cheeks as she removed the toy from her ass. She paused a moment and then picked up the second, larger, implement. She held her legs up as she pushed it home, seemingly with little resistance. Another example of training - this time an ass trained to obey.
Oshun patted Steph's head and the white woman looked up at her with adoring eyes. "You see what a good white pet can do for her Mistress? She must know that her place is to supply her betters' needs by all means available." Those amber, feline, eyes turned back onto Monica. 'I won't do that' and 'I don't do that' and 'I can't do that' are not acceptable. You exist to serve and to give pleasure." Her words halted but not the message in those eyes as they glared at Monica.
'Ah!' exclaimed Steph as the larger toy also went all the way into her rear. She moved it a few times and then smiled and withdrew it. "I'm ready Mistress Oshun," she said.
Oshun nodded her approval. It needed no more to set an obvious wave of pleasure and pride flowing through Steph. Oshun didn't smile but instead pointed at Monica. "Take that one and show her how to make herself clean and ready. She's not much use but I don't carry passengers at my shows.
Steph took a hold of the rope attached to Monica and led her over to the showers.
***
Steph was a very likable woman but the circumstances did not help in building a relationship. Anyway she was very brisk and efficient in teaching Monica the various tricks of the trade in terms of preparation and cleanliness. That wasn't too bad but Steph's good-natured tips on how to take objects up the ass were only a reminder of what was probably in store. In the back of her mind Monica always knew that she could just refuse to go with them tonight, she could just stop all of this right now. She could. So what did it mean that she had not said, 'No!'? What did it mean that she was going to go along with all of this?



She seemed to enter something like a fugue state. Barely noticed the reunion of their little band and the journey driven by Izeye. She just went with the flow until she found herself there and listening to the murmur of voices. They were in a small room getting themselves ready and those voices from beyond the door were an audience gathering. This was no theatre - more an old warehouse modestly adapted for its new purpose.
Fortunately it was all enough of a rush that nerves had no time to build, let alone any desire to back out. She was only just ready when Izeye opened the door and ushered them out. He led them across into the center of the old warehouse and left them in a space surrounded by occupied seating. Eyes watched them as they walked; the murmurs grew louder and were augmented by smatterings of applause.
Izeye pointed to the ground - a signal to stop - and then he backed off out of the central space. That area contained a couple of low couches and a rack of Izeye's toys. The three of them were left waiting but with different emotions. Steph was the only one who knew the night's program and she was looking forward to it. Sophie was excited by what might happen. Monica was just feeling the beginnings of doubts about the wisdom of being there when...
The loud crack of a whip, sounding like a pistol shot, sounded out twice and echoed around the big room. All eyes turned to see the source and were greeted by a vision striding purposefully toward them. Oshun wore the simplest of outfits. A top that comprised a sheer strip of dark material over her breasts. A thong that had a small dark triangle hiding her pussy but very little else. She wore long black leather boots up to her knees and their vicious stiletto heels rang out on the concrete floor. Her long braided hair hung down her back but a lot of Oshun was very visible and she looked magnificent. Not an ounce of fat and a body honed to athletic perfection, her muscles beautifully defined on arms, thighs and chest.
"My muscle mistress..."
Steph had said it very quietly and perhaps only Monica heard it. She tore her eyes away from Oshun and glanced at the British woman. Steph had a look on her face of the most unalloyed love and devotion. That made Monica think about the cameras. Izeye was in charge of those now and one of his tasks had been setting up the link with Steph's husband. So that he could watch every moment of their show. Monica wondered about how he could want to do that.
There was a huge noise that broke her thoughts. The whip cracked between her feet, his end almost touching her. She looked up in alarm and saw Oshun, the Black woman's eyes afire with anger. In that moment Monica understood her mistake. You did not take your eyes from Oshun - you did not share your attention between her and anyone or anything else.
"Strip and in position," Oshun's vice was hard and demanding. "All three of you."
They hurried to obey. Dropping their clothes where they stood and not pausing until they were kneeled on that hard floor, feeling the cold of the concrete on their skin. Their heads bowed and their hands raised in supplication.
"My pet Steph will deal with the little blonde whore while I tie this one." The deep amber eyes were hard and remorseless as Monica stood. Each knot and bend of the rope was pulled tighter than that afternoon. Having her feel the harness that enclosed her, the ties that held her arms behind her back. Up to and including the bonds that constricted and stimulated her nipples. Only when Monica gasped in reaction did Oshun show the first hint of satisfaction. A moment of eye contact that let Monica know that she was Oshun's plaything Monica savoured that feeling and did not resist when a moment later Oshun tied her ball-gag in place.
Oshun faced her audience and was rewarded with applause. Everyone there knew that this was simply an aperitif. The main course would follow.
Once more Sophie was left hog-tied on one of Izeye's benches. As Steph left to prepare for her next role Oshun's attention could be focused on Monica. She produced a white device and tied a rope cradle around it. Then she attached that cradle to the rope harness on Monica. Oshun pulled the ropes tight sending a jolt through Monica's nipples and pushing the device tight against her pussy. A flick of a switch and the Vibratex was engaged at half power. It sent a strong stimulation through Monica's body, the vibration seeming to resonate from her clit and out into every part of her being. The Vibratex's slight movement against its rope cradle just accentuated and varied those feelings. Sending the reactions shooting through her brain and body like nothing she had ever experienced before.
As Monica struggled against her rope harness she vaguely heard the laughter and applause of the audience. She tried to scream but her gag only slipped further into her mouth and left her silent. As the sensations built within her body with every reaction to the machine's deep vibration Oshun casually leaned forward and flicked the device onto full power.
The response was immediate. The sensations within Monica surged, peaked and then surged again. A pattern repeated again and again until she lost control of herself. The audience roared its approval as she squirted, their laughter ringing in her ears. The true humiliation couldn't strike home, however, until Oshun had finally turned off the Vibratex,
Now it was time for the main event - the act that the audience had come to see. Steph reappeared in the performance space but she had been transformed. She now wore a body stocking that left her butt, pussy and big breasts exposed. It was largely flesh-colored except for dark patches that gave her a piebald appearance. Behind her was a short tail and on her head was a band that carried two large ears and two short, curved, horns.
Oshun strode rapidly round her two white captives. She deftly pushed a butt-plug into each of their rear ends leaving them also with tails, though theirs were short and curly. Oshun then strapped a fake nose onto both Sophie and Monica.
"Now," she spoke out, "these two little pink piggies are only borrowed for tonight. Here," she gestured towards Steph, "we have my own property, my moo-cow Steph. Say hello to the audience moo-cow Steph."
"Moo," said Steph. Even above the peculiar discomfort of her butt-plug Monica could see that Steph was totally into her role, gazing at her Mistress Oshun with bovine adoration.
"Moo-cow Steph will now demonstrate her only true purpose in life. Come on now Steph let everyone see these huge udders of yours."
"Moo," said Steph and held up her big tits for inspection.
"On the frame," instructed Oshun and Steph stood against a vertical metal frame allowing her breasts to hang over. Oshun moved around and pushed a small trolley in front of her pet. Two suction cups were applied and then the milker was turned on. Steph mooed contentedly as the machine clunked and before long milk was collecting in a jar. Many in the audience leaned forward to observe more closely as the machine suckled on Steph's big tits.
"Very nice moo-cow Steph. We need to keep that milk following because there are many hungry Black babies waiting for you when we get home." Oshun went to stand between Sophie and Monica. "See how you two pink piggies could be useful moo-cows like Steph? We just need to have you bred and I'm sure the audience would love to see that."
The crowd roared its approval but Oshun only shook her head.
"I'm sorry but as I said these two are only borrowed and besides they are a little vanilla, a little whitebread. If they were mine I would breed them every available day but there we are. Perhaps they can supple some other amusements for us." A strong Black arm seized the ropes holding Monica and carried her over to the frame with Steph.
A rope was freed from Monica and then pulled around the metal to hold her in place next to Steph, her breasts now also dangling over that metal frame. An imperious signal from Oshun brought Izeye wheeling his small trolley of equipment into the space before her. He first turned to Steph and produced two metallic implements. He applied each to a nipple already red with the attentions of the milker. Steph gasped out a plaintive 'moo' as the tool's little jaws clamped onto her nipple and Izeye slowly turned a screw that stretched her strangely small nipples.
Monica heard a muffled gasp to her right and glanced across to see Oshun enjoying herself with Sophie. Helpless on the bench Sophie wriggled as Oshun pushed a large toy into her exposed and vulnerable ass. Above it all she heard the excited chatter of the audience, their occasional gasps, cheers or applause.
Fingers moved Monica's gag to one side. She looked straight into Izeye's eyes and saw the enquiry there. She had done enough shows with Izeye to understand the reason for this. Her Master set the rules but he also obeyed them. This was her chance to pull back, to halt this merely by saying the single word 'whitebread'.
It was something of a ritual. The offer was always made - and never taken up. Never before and not now. She kept her eyes on those of Izeye. He was her guide through this strange territory of bondage, domination and submission. You accepted your guide with caution but once accepted his or her advice had to be trusted. Even when Izeye showed her a tool that she recognised, a tool that set an excited murmur among the audience. At least those whose attention had not been monopolized by Oshun and Sophie.
Monica knew that tool and what it meant. However, she still did not speak and she still did not break her eyes' link with those of Izeye. He nodded and replaced her gag. Gloved fingers grasped her erect nipple and held it tight. A sharp thrust of the needle, the quick pull of the steel through her flesh and the following ring to keep the piercing open. The cheer of the crowd was still sounding as her second nipple was also pierced with a small silver ring.
She was left with Izeye to recover herself as Steph and Sophie were released from their ropes and took their positions on hands and knees before Oshun. She produced two strings of large black beads, each an inch across, that she began to feed into each of the captive butts before her. Now Monica understood. Izeye had known that this would have been beyond her and had instead suggested this alternative. After all - he'd never made a secret of wanting to have her prominent nipples pierced.
When each set of beads had been pushed home and then, after a few moments of alarming delay, were rather startlingly expelled Sophie dropped her head and gasped with the effort. Steph merely gazed ahead and uttered a proud and resonant 'moo'. Sophie was rather proud of herself and her sexual abilities and so perhaps she was being taught a lesson here too.
That idea was confirmed when Izeye and Oshun set up a machine behind each woman. On the end of a piston was a startlingly large dildo. Oshun addressed her audience. "These machines will indicate which pet should receive our ultimate reward." Each toy was paced against a yielding asshole and then the machines started, pushing the dildos deep into each woman with a resonant 'clunk'. Those 'clunk' noises continued as the artificial cocks were withdrawn and pushed home again and again.
Izeye had dressed Monica's new piercings as she stood beside the frame. Now he moved behind her and she heard the subtle noise of his zip being undone. She eased her legs apart and was rewarded by the sensation of the head of his real Big Black Cock pushing against her pussy lips.
A slight adjustment and he was pushing into her. Soon matching his strokes to the increasing tempo of the machines as they pounded the assholes of Sophie and Steph. Looking at the expression on Sophie's face Monica knew that she had the better of this deal. Even if she was just a hole for Izeye to get his nut - after all wasn't he her Master, hadn't she accepted him as such?
Monica's blonde friend was gritting her teeth and had an expression of utter concentration. Steph, by contrast, seemed totally relaxed. Her eyes closed and her mind apparently away in a distant nirvana. Oshun seemed amused to notice Izeye fucking Monica. She strolled across and stroked long dark fingers down Monica's cheek. "Your little friend is quite good but my pet Steph is at her sexual peak. She has so much more practice and experience... and she has been looking forward to today for so long. The day when she will earn her prize."
Izeye had been excited by the spectacle - that was clear. He had begun at such intensity that even he could not continue for long. His hands grasped Monica's shoulders as he plunged a last few hard strokes and then shot his load of potent cum deep inside her. At the same moment the noise of the machines picked up once more into a frantic urge of clanking vigour. Sophie wailed out loud and slumped forward exhausted. The dildo slid out of her ass at its next retreat and she was left defeated, her asshole red and gaping alarmingly for a couple of seconds before it recovered its normal form.
Oshun stood with a look of quiet pride on her beautiful face. She gave a signal and Steph eased herself off her machine which continued for a moment to pump impotently. With only a momentary wince as she stretched her legs Steph moved in front of her Mistress and then dropped to her knees.
"You are ready for your reward - to be truly marked as my newest slave?"
Steph nodded as she gazed upwards with devotion in her blue eyes. Oshun reached for a new tool and turned it on. They were clippers and with each movement of her hands a long tress of Steph's hair fell to the floor. The dirty blonde hair was first cut short leaving only stubble next to her skin. Then her head was lathered and shaved skilfully smooth. Her appearance was changed startlingly but once her horns and ears were replaced on her head Steph seemed to glow with the purest pride and happiness.
Oshun gestured to Sophie. "You - you have failed so go and join the other one over there." Sophie had recovered a little between times but her legs still shook a little as cautiously walked to the frame. She took up position. "No," said Oshun. "To the end so that my prize pet and new slave Steph may have the place of honour." Sophie shuffled across against the frame and left the center of it to Steph, her head now smooth and oiled and shining in the lights.
Now came the noise that had begun all of this. The crack of a whip. Oshun strode before them and again made it sing and crack. Monica noticed a small metal piece on the end of the lash that made it fly straight and true with additional force. She could not help glancing at Izeye but he gave a gentle calming gesture with his hand.
Oshun had disappeared behind them and the whip cracked once more but this time accompanied by a yelp of pain from Sophie. The audience roared its approval. A few seconds more and the whip sounded again but Monica did not hear it. Her senses were overwhelmed by the momentary but intense pain coming from her buttock. The place where that metal addition to the whip had been allowed to land, with consummate skill, at the end of its arc onto her butt cheek. Not enough to injure or break the skin but perfectly judged to leave a deep bruise for a couple of weeks. A bruise in the shape of a crowned 'O'.
Monica had reacted as Sophie had. Each young woman easing away from the frame - unwilling to face another strike of the whip. Monica cast a look at Izeye who only responded by pointing a finger. Oshun had adjusted her whip, replacing the metal at its tip with a new iron that seemed to glow with an inner light. Her arm came forward one last time and the whip-cord flew across the space between her and her newest inaugurated slave. The end of the whip landed for a split second perfectly in the middle of Steph's broad pale butt cheek. There was a hissing sound as it landed and Steph gave a squeal of pain. Monica now realised that the iron had been hot and Oshun's logo would remain on Steph's rear end for much longer than just two weeks. She had been branded as the property of her Mistress. Steph puffed out her cheeks and gave a couple of deep breaths and then looked up at Oshun. She saw her Mistress's approval and gave a little smile in response. It might hurt again later but at that moment the adrenalin had kicked in and Steph felt only pride at pleasing her Mistress.
Oshun took Steph's hand and led her to a large plastic bowl that had been pushed into the center of the performance space. She helped Steph gingery step into it and find a comfortable position kneeling inside. Oshun then snapped her fingers and eight men came out to take positions around the bowl. Each was Black and each undid his pants to reveal his cock. Among them, Monica saw, were the two men she and Sophie had performed their previous show with.
Izeye was collecting his equipment and seemed ready to go but Monica remained curious. The men were not crowding around Steph as she might expect and the plastic basin anyway would make it hard for them to approach to be sucked. She sensed the hush of anticipation in the audience and was very aware of Izeye's cum on her thigh where it had leaked from her inseminated pussy.
Across from her in the group around Steph was the man with the facial tattoo. He was looking straight at Monica when he suddenly shifted his weight on his feet and then began to pee. A golden arc that entered the bowl and landed on Steph. Monica just saw enough to realise that first jet of pee triggered others from the men and sent more streams of golden liquid shooting into the bowl and onto Steph. The new slave's only response was to close her eyes and open her mouth. Monica only saw that much until she turned aside. This was not for her.
"You wanted to learn about being a submissive and you were curious about the Market." Izeye's low voice was didactic rather than critical. "Well now you've seen one of the Market's more vanilla venues and you've seen what a true submissive is. Steph over there is the real deal."
Monica felt an arm take hers. Sophie's voice was more soothing. "I've seen enough too. Next time we come down here we should leave Izeye back home. I know a place that you'll enjoy loads more. But for the moment I think we need to get you to bed." Sophie's hand found hers and they headed for the showers while Izeye packed up the vehicle ready for the drive home.
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"That was really good. Thanks babe."
He felt his heart swell in his chest - it felt so good to see her happy, to know that she was enjoying her birthday. The moment was fleeting as such moments tend to be. The sweetness tainted by the knowledge that this could not go on. That he would soon lose her.
Kate looked heart-achingy lovely tonight. Just the faintest touch of make-up used to accentuate her natural beauty. Her long strawberry-blonde hair pulled back into a pony-tail, her cheeks a little pink from the heat of the restaurant. The classic peaches and cream complexion - a gift of her Scottish ancestry. He knew that it annoyed her - the fact that she burned instead of tanned - but he thought that she was perfection. Especially in times like this - when she was really happy. Her blue eyes sparkling with enthusiasm or mischief - or both.
She was amazing and he knew that he didn't deserve her. He already knew that tonight was going to be a disaster, just like so many nights had been over the past few months. He had used to think that things would change, improve, be different but he didn't even hope that any more. He knew how it would be. They would get home, kiss, go through all the preliminaries. She would give him one of her amazing blow-jobs and then...
Then it would be time to fuck. He'd undo the condom and put it on and it would happen. Maybe he'd last long enough to start but that was somehow worse. Losing his erection while fucking the girl of his dreams, of any red-blooded straight male with a pulse's dreams. Her disappointment, her frustration, his knowledge that they were one night closer to Kate going out and finding a man who didn't let her down.
She never said that of course. She was such a sweetheart. She said that it didn't matter, that things would get better, that they could get help. Little blue pills maybe.
What the fuck! He was only 24, a couple of years older than her. Why the fuck would he need pills to keep hard! When Kate was blowing him he was as hard as a rock. It was just when he put on the condom. It was as if a switch was flicked and his proud five inches became the limpest of limp noodles. It wasn't getting any better as time went on. Now just seeing a condom was enough to do it. One hundred to zero in under two seconds.
They had tried spicing things up. Playing sex games together - sharing their fantasies. It would all seem to be going great until it came time and then...
Kate looked like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth. The poster-girl for a certain sort of corn-fed 'good girl'. That didn't tell the whole story. She was a very sexual being with her own fantasies and desires. He was amazed that she'd been this patient, had given him this long. Sooner or later she would cut her losses and leave. He couldn't blame her. Even tonight at least four guys had giver her 'the look'. You know the one. If she dumped him she'd be single only as long as she chose to be and not one second longer. She could take her pick and the chosen man would be one lucky bastard.
She had grown up in the country - in a large family. Once it was obvious she had good brains and wasn't going to be satisfied with marrying a farmer and keeping house she had sort of been cut loose. Her folks had done their job. Even raised the cash to beef up the scholarships she had won and which got her through college without too much debt. There were three more kids coming along behind her and he guessed her folks figured she could look after herself.
She'd been pretty new to the city when they'd met. He had only a couple of years more experience. However, they had got on real well. They suited each other, had the same sense of humour, the same interests in films, art, food. Not music but you couldn't have everything.
She had that delicious look of youthful innocence but looks can fool. Still waters really could run deep. Life on the farm might not have offered too many opportunities but the mind couldn't be so restricted. They'd shared (some) fantasies back in the day. He'd never forget the look on her face when she'd told him how attractive she thought a certain type of African-American was. She had radiated excitement at the very idea. It was obvious that this was something she would never act on. Something so out there that it was safe to talk about, even to joke about.
It was the same as that time when she told him about her and her female friend. They'd talked about paying off their student loans by maybe setting up as escorts. He could still remember her joy at the look on his face. Kate enjoyed being naughty. She'd confessed that they'd ultimately decided to settle for OnlyFans if a job hadn't come along by a certain date. As it happened a job had come along and her friend had moved cities soon after. He knew Kate and that particular friend had been a little more than just friends. There had perhaps been another girlfriend too, as well as a couple of boyfriends, before they had met.
So despite her looks Kate was no naive innocent She was pretty open-minded on these things. However, not open-minded enough that he could tell her all his fantasies.
He felt her hand on his. She was looking at him with a wonderful expression of warmth, of caring, of love.
"Tonight has been wonderful babe. You don't need to do anything else to make me happy. I just know tonight is going to be amazing because you are amazing."
She was taking the pressure off, being so generous and loving, but he knew that it was hopeless. Even though he was hard in his pants now, even though he found her the sexiest woman alive. As soon as that latex appeared he would be limp.
The internet is a wonderful thing. All that you could ask for and available pretty much then and there. Like porn. Lots of other things too, of course, but in this case we are talking about porn.
You know those thoughts and fantasies that aren't quite crystallised in your mind. The internet likely has just exactly what you were looking for if you search deeply enough. As your tastes refine or change the internet can give (or sell) you that too. Even if you come off the mainstream you can find the mainstream follows you after a while. Sometimes - but not always.
His fantasies never veered towards non-consent. He had never had a thing for that. Initially for him it was just seeing a girl he liked the look of in porn. Then he saw a group scene. Lots of hot guys together with one (or maybe two) girls. Then he saw a scene with lots of Black guys and a white girl. You all know how it works. Refining your tastes and then perhaps surprising you.
This video had a cute little redhead and a tall blonde. With five Black guys. He was stroking away quite happily at the redhead getting all the attention. Then one of the guys pulled up the blonde's skirt and revealed what looked like eight inches of hard dick. He could still remember the shock. The feeling that he should shut the scene down, that this was like gay stuff. But he didn't. His cock stayed hard in his hand and he couldn't take his eyes off the screen. Not when one of the guys sucked the Blonde's cock. Not when two of the Black guys started fucking each other. Not until the scene finished. Not until he had shot about the biggest load he had ever shot.
Such a great feeling - instantly followed by such confusion, shock and guilt. However, the seed had been sown. No matter how long he held out. In the end he had to go looking for more, the moth drawn back to the flame. He not only returned to trans and gay material but he begin to refine his desires there too.
Gay porn was exciting and enticingly taboo, from his perspective at least, but it had one thing in common with his own life. There were condoms in a lot of the gay porn he watched. He always used them because Kate had suffered a bad reaction to the pill. She hadn't been happy having to take it - had even tentatively said that having a baby wouldn't be so bad. You would have thought that he would have leapt at that suggestion but life is hardly that simple. They were both just starting out on their careers. A baby then would have been...
Condoms were annoying but no big deal. A necessary precaution. It was second-rate sex fucking the latex but it is who you are with that matters - right?
Except that no-one fantasized about a condom. He knew he liked the videos without condoms more - whoever was in them. Comments suggested he wasn't alone. Worse - they led him to sites with hundreds of stories and thousands of forum posts that proved it.
Reading all of those stories and posts had just reinforced what he had always really known. Condoms were not just an annoyance. In reality they were the ultimate in anti-sex. Once that idea got into his head it just wouldn't go away. No matter how much he tried to shut it out. Just seeing one of the damn things had its immediate effect. A strong erection reduced to impotence and no way back.
He had started to wonder about himself. He was watching and reading so much gay material. Anyone looking at this from outside of his head would just have assumed that he was gay himself. He wasn't, of course, but he had always had a bi side. Nothing major in reality. Just a little fantasy and then, in college, a little experimentation. A drink or too and then a kiss and a fumble. Bill Clinton wouldn't have called it sex at all. After all what was a mutual blow-job between friends? No big deal right - but still nothing he felt able to share with his girl.
Anyway now, at this birthday celebration meal for his beautiful fiancée, the pressure in his pants was truly reassuring, It owed nothing to any of the more extreme aspects of his sexuality. It was all down to Kate, her physical attractions and her even more beautiful personality. He was so happy and so very lucky to have her. Tonight he would not disappoint her.
"Shall we go," she said. "I guess we can get a cab but its always seemed strange to me. It would only be about ten minutes walk via the park."
He looked at her in surprise. They had never ventured into the park at night. It had never even been suggested. That park had a certain reputation. At least it did if you cruised certain message boards.
"I'm not sure that's a good idea," he mumbled, "especially after dark."
She had that provokingly mischievous look on her face as she replied. "Come on - what's the matter? I'm not scared. I'll have my big strong man with me." She tut-tutted in mock disapproval. "You can't be scared can you?"
It really was not a good idea...
He couldn't pretend that he was the most macho guy. He might have been six feet tall but he didn't exactly look like a gym-rat. He wasn't scrawny but he had never been one for working out. He was just a young guy in his early twenties. He wasn't ex-military or trained in martial arts or any of that shit. He wasn't going to be employed as a bodyguard any time soon.
So he had insisted that they got a cab. Right? The thirty-minute cab ride round the park and over the bridge rather than the ten- or fifteen-minute walk through the park. He'd done that walk two or three times in daylight. No big deal. The city side of the park was well-maintained, the main paved trail wide and well-lit with the vegetation kept trimmed and cameras at regular intervals. There was some crime there, where wasn't there, but it was a pretty safe locale. Popular with the locals and young families from their edge of the city.
Popular in the daytime of course. In his 'researches' on the internet he'd always taken especial notice of anything happening in his state and especially in his city. He hadn't grown up around here and they'd only been living there under a year so he wasn't really up to speed on the reputations of local places.
The park figured prominently in 'field reports' on more than one site he cruised. If you were looking for no-strings, anonymous, casual gay sex then that park was apparently the place to be for the city and most of the state.
When he had read those reports his heart had pounded in his chest. The excitement of being so close to a place like that. Just of knowing that it was there - that men from culture within a culture were living their lives there, expressing themselves fully. It was an amazing thought!
It absolutely made sense when you thought about it. Anyone designing a cruising spot couldn't have done a much better job. The park formed an elongated triangle, the product of a disused piece of railroad, an abandoned mill and the wooded area around a little creek that gloried in the name of the Brownswill.
The city had come to surround the area but each of its three sides were different. On one was a prosperous area of homes, restaurants and nightlife. On another were the long sub-divided brownstone town houses where he and Kate rented their apartment. The third side beyond the Brownswill had been the last to be hemmed in. These were projects built in the fifties and sixties to house those kicked out of their communities by the coming of the inter-state.
The city's borders had moved out too - but only where there had been construction. The existing park and the surroundings were all in the city but that long finger of land between the official park and the projects had been left an orphan, the expense of maintenance shunned by either the city or the county. The creek ran there, through a thickly wooded area interspersed with marshy ground and by long-abandoned facilities.
Abandoned officially at least.
He knew that those areas were the ones that saw most business after night had fallen. Immediately by the projects it was mainly gang business, drugs and violence. This side of the Brownswill, beyond the lights and the cameras, that was where men came for sex. The scene of so many of the reports and the (fictional?) stories that he had read.
Land that no-one looked after, land that no-one seemed to care about, land that never saw Police patrols. Land that was very precious and very treasured by those that used it.
So, he could have answered Kate's question, 'no I am not scared. I am excited - just at the very idea of going down there. At the likelihood of what is happening over there - right now!'
That, of course, would only have raised more questions. So the smart thing, the responsible thing, was to maybe make a joke of the idea before making real sure that they took that cab home.
Sometimes people aren't smart or responsible. Sometimes an unlikely opportunity emerges and they can't resist taking it. However foolish they know that decision to be. He had fantasized about taking a look down there at night many times but he had always known that it would never happen. What would he have done? Reached for his jacket and kissed Kate goodbye with a cheery remark about going to the local gay cruising spot to see if he could spot a raw dogging? Maybe meet a local neighborhood barebacker in his natural environment? Not going to happen. Never going to happen.
He'd never imagined that the suggestion to venture down there would come from Kate herself. However, it now had and he was knocked off his equilibrium. Maybe he wasn't thinking straight or maybe he knew exactly what he was doing. He couldn't really say which was true. He didn't know himself.
It was very easy to make a case. Their route wasn't in the notorious part of the park. They need never step off the well-lit and camera-guarded trail. It was likely to be far more exciting in prospect than it would actually prove in reality. It wasn't as if he would actually see anything, let alone do anything.
"If you want to walk back that way then why not?" He tried to sound casual.
She gave him her beautiful smile - seemingly pleased to have won his concession.
A few minutes later they had paid the bill and left the restaurant. He felt his heart beat a little faster as they walked past a waiting cab and headed towards the park. He knew its reputation and he couldn't help wondering what might be happening at that very moment in its deepest, darkest, corners.
Once they had walked through the gates they continued on the broad paved well-lit track. It all seemed very vanilla but he knew that appearances could be deceptive. He felt his mouth go a little dry. Once or twice he felt, rather than saw, Kate glance at him as they walked. She knew him very well and she had sensed that something was up with him.
At some point she would ask him and then what was he going to say? He was still trying to think of something to defuse her suspicions when they saw the man.
Well off the path and beyond the well-kept area, just on the edges of the denser bushes there was a man. He had emerged a little to check them out but had then seen Kate. At that instant he had stepped back into the bushes.
Kate took a tighter hold on her boyfriend's arm. She asked, "Did you see that man? Do you think he was a mugger or something? I wouldn't want to be walking here alone."
Her boyfriend was pretty sure the man hadn't been a mugger. He had looked in his mid-thirties, sandy hair, the sort of guy you might see on Main Street in any Mid-Western town. He was here on quite a different mission.
Kate picked up their pace a little. She was ever more aware that there was something about this place. Turning a corner they saw a lone walker ahead of them. Again a man probably late twenties or early thirties. There was movement in the bushes ahead. Some sort of a signal. The man ahead of them cut off the path and into the bushes. They just saw two male figures meet and kiss and then they were gone. Deeper into the trees.
Kate's quick steps slowed now as she processed what she had seen. "Oh!" she suddenly said. He was relieved to hear that her tone was now more amusement than fear. "Did you know?"
"Know what?" He said and knew, even as he said it, how stupid and duplicitous he sounded. Truth was he would never have made a good lawyer or a successful politician.
She gripped his arm a little tighter. "You know what I mean. That this is a hook-up place for gay guys. Did you know?"
"I'd heard rumours. Do you want to go back and get a cab?"
"Of course not. Hey - each to their own. I'm sure they aren't paying any attention to us - well not to me at least." She laughed softly to herself at that.
As they walked on they noticed more traces of activity now that they were both looking for them. They would see a light every now and then in the otherwise dark trees, sometimes from a phone or flashlight and sometimes from a lit cigarette. Otherwise the occupants seemed to be relying on the moonlight. Where the grass was longer you could see trails where someone had passed. People that knew this park and the land around it like the back of their hands and didn't need light to navigate. Occasionally they would see shadowy figures, single or in pairs, moving through the woods.
"It's kinda hot isn't it," giggled Kate, "knowing what's going on in those trees."
She had no idea. He had seen enough field reports and read enough stories. He knew just what was going on. There was a lot of man-on-man sex going on. That might have startled a preacher or two but not Kate. There was a lot of activity going on in the shadows and he only knew that his cock was as hard as it had ever been. He wondered about the men they had seen. Were those men just here to hook up or were they here to fulfil a more primal need? The need to breed and be bred.
"Is something wrong babe?"
Kate's voice snapped him back to his senses. Pulled him away from his visions of flesh meeting flesh, raw sex in the moonlight unpolluted by any bastard fucking condoms. Latex-free and guilt-free. Men who had taken their lives into their own hands, accepted who they were and what they needed to do.



He felt Kate tug on his arm and draw him to a halt. He finally expelled his thoughts and saw a look of real concern on her face.
"Seriously babe - are you alright? Have you eaten something that doesn't agree with you? You look, you look, well I'm not sure how you look. What's wrong babe?"
He knew what it was. He was excited. He was horned up. The blood rushing from his brain to his cock.
He bit his lip a little to regain control of himself and then gave Kate a smile that he hoped looked reassuring. "I'm fine, really I'm fine. Just thinking. I don't know what got into me there for a moment."
No - but he knew what he wished was getting into him. Beautiful hard cock, claiming him for its owner and that whole lifestyle. Fully aware that each thrust was ending his ability to hide who he really was.
Again he hauled his mind away from the subject and tried to ignore the fact that his cock was trying to burst out of his pants. Kate really was looking worried now.
"I was only joking babe. I didn't think you were really scared. We can go back."
She was right. He was scared, really scared. Not of the men they had seen in the trees but rather of himself, of the feelings and the emotions running rampant through him. Of the desire - a desire stronger and more visceral than anything he had ever felt before. He couldn't fool himself that it was under control anymore. He wasn't about to go running off into the trees but he was going to have to keep a careful hold on himself for the future.
He exhaled a long calming breath and then gave Kate a genuine smile. "No problem - I think I just had some sort of a panic attack. I've never had anything like that before and it was stupid I know. Now everything is back under control. There's no need to turn around. It's OK. We can go on."
He kept his breathing calm and slow - letting at least some blood flow back to his brain from his cock. He thought about Kate as they walked, held her tight. For the first time in an age, or so it seemed, he thought about what awaited them at the end of their walk. They would go to bed and he would get out the condom. There might as well have been a slide-whistle noise. As he walked he felt his hard cock go limp and he knew that he would fail again when they got home. He would fail to satisfy Kate and he would fail as a man. Well that was a lovely thought but at least it got his mind off being fucked in the ass!
The last stage of their walk saw the Main Trail end and divide into two. The wider straight path led over to the outside gate of the park and then left them just a couple of minutes walk to their own home street. Otherwise there was an old narrow path, now pretty badly maintained, that had once led to an old picnic area over behind the abandoned works. That flew pretty close to the projects and a few years ago had fallen victim to a round of cutbacks. Replaced by a new site much closer to the more prosperous end of the park.
That little quirk of local boundaries had probably played a role. The City didn't want that bit of ground and neither did the County. All expense and no return. The decision had been taken to put up a large 'No Entry' sign where you left the City's territory. The County was apparently still in court claiming that it had no responsibility over it. That case had been going on for about ten years already and the end was nowhere near being in sight. The taxpayers' dollars were just too sweet for the 'competing' teams of lawyers. Either way those few acres were now a kind of no man's land. No-one paid for maintenance or lights or police patrols down there. They just paid for the signs and expected anyone with a brain to respect their message.
Things had calmed down a little in his mind by now. They stepped it out over the last hundred yards down to the turning but there they met with a problem.
Where the path split there were a couple of lit lamps and then it was darkness. Without any lights the moon might have served but in fact what light there was only made their required route look all the darker.
"Shit," said Kate. She looked at him. "What do you think babe?" For this moment at least he was accepted as the captain of the ship, the protector and guardian. It felt superficially good but underneath he knew that he was a fraud, a fake.
He considered a moment but the decision wasn't difficult. It really wasn't so far to the outside gate and their eyes would soon grow accustomed to the moonlight. So long as they were careful then they would be OK.
He was explaining this when he heard a laugh.
"Ain't you heard. There was a fight over there and they sealing that gate up nowadays out of hours. Ain't no way you getting out there less'n you climb the fence."
Which wasn't happening - they'd got dressed up for their night out and there was razor wire on top of that fence.
So they'd have to go back. After all of that and after wasting about half an hour they would have to go back! His face must have shown his frustration.
She emerged from her vantage point among the trees and pointed the way down the other path. "There's a route through there. A little out of your way but it misses the places where folk like you ain't too welcome." Again they heard her laugh.
'Folks like you.' That meant white people. She herself had a beautiful dark copper skin-tone and long straight black hair hanging down her back to her waist. Beautiful was the word for her. About 5'10" with a sweet big booty and amazing breasts. They had to be fake because her exposed midriff was muscular and her bare legs beneath her short skirt were similarly toned and athletic. A couple of things really stood out about her. First, women without an ounce of spare fat on them just did not have tits that fucking big. Not unless they had some real skilled help. Second, any woman down here at this time and dressed like that was a working girl. Which confused him because it didn't seem she would get many clients down there.
Her next words explained that for him. "I'm on my way home - want me to show you the way?" She was looking right at him and her eyes were an amazing shade of brown. So beautiful. It felt like a betrayal as his cock began to rise in his pants but he couldn't help himself. The woman just looked extraordinary and her seductive voice completed the package.
"Oh." It was so quiet that he had barely heard it. Kate's one syllable expression of surprise and wonder. He knew that, despite her 'good girl' demeanour, Kate had some experience with girls. Now one glance told him that she had been as struck by this woman's looks as he had.
The woman took something from her small bag. A lighter sparked and its flame caught on the prodigious joint she had put between her perfect lips. It glowed and she took a deep inhale of smoke, holding it before slowly expelling it through her nose.
"That's better. Take's the edge off." She looked at them again. "Well I'm going - come along if you're feeling brave. I have a feeling that you know you want to." A smile showing perfect white teeth and then a pause for just the right amount of time. "It's a long way back."
He glanced at Kate again and found her blue eyes already looking at him. He shrugged and tried to seem casual She smiled and took his hand and moved forward.
The woman had taken a couple of steps but now looked over her shoulder and stopped again to let them catch up. She almost purred as they reached her. "Now isn't this nice? A walk in the moonlight with two new friends - a beautiful young woman and such an adorable boy. Does she always take the decisions for you honey? I like that in a boy."
He felt a flush in his cheeks but Kate only laughed, a delighted naughty giggle. He felt the blood in his cheeks but knew that it had gone somewhere else too. Maybe it was her words or just her proximity but his cock was raging hard again, pressing almost painfully against the restriction of his pants.
"So are you two really just passing through - because folks like you down here are mostly looking for something?" She had a conspiratorial smile on her beautiful face. Oh God - what did she mean?
Kate took note of his confusion and she took charge. As usual. "No, really, we are just on the way home. We didn't know the gate was blocked."
The woman shrugged expressively. She seemed to do everything expressively and he found that really attractive. Maybe because most of the time he had to be so buttoned up.
"OK - just we get a lot of college and preppy types exploring. They want...", she casually waved her joint, "... or something a little harder." There was that perfect pause again. "But you two are vanilla - well perhaps that's for the best." There was just enough subtle mockery in her words - just the right amount.
"Hey we smoke! From time to time." If there was one thing that Kate really did not like it was being regarded as vanilla. Maybe her life experiences and background meant that she kinda was but she still hated to be regarded as such.
"Yeah!" The woman smiled. "I hoped you were fun." She took the joint from her mouth and offered it to Kate. "My man gets the best."
The hesitation was only momentary. Kate first took the joint and then took a cautious hit. A joint or two was nothing strange to either of them but since they had left college and started work it had not been so regular an occurrence.
"Oh," Kate giggled as she tried to pass the joint back, "that's strong!"
"Strong but good," the woman said.
"Strong but good," admitted Kate.
"Then hit it properly. Take that smoke deep into your lungs. For you vanilla is a waste." Her wonderful amber eyes were fixed on the blue ones of Kate now. Those eyes were as powerful as they were beautiful. Mesmerizing, bewitching, supremely seductive.
There was no question but that Kate would do as she was instructed. She took a much longer, deeper, drag on the joint. Held that smoke and then only very slowly let it go. Her eyes were sparkling now, her laugh infectious. Even if it did dissolve into a cough. "That is really good but so strong. Are you trying to lead us astray?"
The woman laughed. A laugh like melted honey. "What's your name sweet thing?"
"I'm Kate and this is..."
"Don't worry about him sweet thing. No Kate - I'm not leading you astray. I'm Jas and I might seduce you but that's entirely different isn't it? Now your boy is a different matter. I've led hundreds like him astray. You can't expect me to remember their names. Try this."
Jas regained the joint and took a heroic hit. Holding the smoke she moved her lips to Kate's. The white girl didn't hesitate this time. She parted her lips and their mouths met in a long deep kiss, sharing that smoke, their tongues entwining. Kate's eyes closed in ecstasy.
At that very moment Jas reached behind her with the arm that was not holding Kate. She had known that he would be a voyeur, that he would get up close to the action. Her long fingers skilfully and immediately found the front of his pants, found the bulge there, stroked it through the material.
He hadn't got anything beyond a scent of that weed but it didn't matter. His head was out of it on something much better than weed. Jas had him and she had Kate and she knew it.
Finally the women's kiss broke. Just as well because he was about to cum in his pants. "I have to drop something off with my man. Just a little bit out of your way. That a problem?"
"No," came Kate's immediate response. Her own eyes sparkled and her cheeks were flushed. She was excited and he knew that pretty much anything Jas wanted would be OK with Kate. His girl was seriously in lust.
He hadn't been offered the joint. However, now Jas did deign to glance at him. "Bet you'd like to come too?" She purred the words.
"Yes please I...," and then his words fizzled out. He sounded like such an idiot but then what could he say?
"Good," Jas gave him her perfect feline smile. "I think we can all have fun." Then she gave him a look that had his cock straining against the material of his pants. Her eyes flicked down to his bulge and then came back to his eyes, accompanied by an infinitesimal twitch of one perfectly sculpted eyebrow.
He was kind of out of it as they walked on - a bare amount of moonlight showing them the way. His feet were part floating on air, not seeming to touch the ground, and his mind was racing at all that had happened and all that seemed likely to happen. It should have struck him that they had been taken off the beaten path and out into the wilder country beyond. This sort of thing just didn't happen to people like them. However, he had been tempted and he had succumbed.
His logical, non-horned up, brain only kicked back into life when they turned the corner and saw the men at the old picnic area. Seated on one of the tables was an African-American with four others apparently playing cards at another. A couple of the old street-lights were illuminated to provide some light which struck him as odd until he saw the strictly unofficial cables leading to them. Seemed the park authorities were certainly paying for them whether they knew it or not.
The moment they came around the corner they obviously had those four guys' attention. Or should he say Kate had their attention. Appreciative comments and whistles like were maybe acceptable thirty or forty years ago.
"Look at this sweet piece of tail!"
"Hey Jas who's your friend - you bring us some white pussy?"
"Don't listen to him honey just bring your fine self over here. We won't bite."
"Whose planning on biting? Its fucking that girl needs."
So he had stood up and defended his girl right? Sure. There were four of them and they might have no longer been young but they were still formidable. Well-muscled arms told of hard physical labor rather than hours in the gym. The quality of several visible tattoos strongly suggested past time inside. They hadn't even acknowledged him - in their world he counted for nothing and he knew it.
Four pairs of eyes were solidly concentrated on Kate and she was well aware of the fact. Each of those pairs of eyes sent a certain message. They might have ranged from their early to their late forties, a clear generation older than his girl, but there was no doubt in his mind what they wanted from her. Perhaps the only one of them not to be certain about that was Kate herself. She had been fantasising about Black men so long that perhaps she was unwilling to believe just what was happening.
"Cool your jets now. Can't you see she's here with her man? Don't want to cause no trouble do we?" That was the fifth man - the one sitting on his own facing the track. He was as dark-skinned as his friends and a few years older. Despite his grizzled hair and his relatively slight physique it was immediately obvious that he was the main man here. A pair of hard eyes stared at the white boy from over high cheek-bones. They kept staring at him long after they had taken in all of the information available. He didn't understand why. Just like Kate when his fantasy presented itself right in front of him he was initially unable to recognise it.
However, Kate was getting there. She had a flush on her cheeks now and she couldn't take her own eyes off those four men seated around their temporarily abandoned game.
One of the men picked up his hand of cards. "Come over here baby. Your fine self can give me some luck against these ugly old bastards."
Kate hesitated. She wanted to go - you could see that in every atom of her being - she wanted to go but she knew just how unwise that was.
A manicured hand with long scarlet nails gently touched the small of her back. "Go and say hello baby. They won't do anything you don't want them to."
Jas's comment was capable of more than one interpretation but she gave Kate a friendly smile and she hadn't loaded her words in the way her man had.
It was just enough to tip the balance in Kate's mind. They were in Jas's world now and that seemed to convince her. Nervously she took a first step and then steeled herself to cross the rest of the ground to that table full of Black men.
She was greeting with smiles but with none of the earlier lewd remarks. The men introduced themselves by obviously 'street' names. Bull was the man who had called her over. Now he said, "Just massage my shoulders baby while we play - you sure to make me lucky."
Again a moment's hesitation but then she did just that. Worked her pale fingers on his broad shoulders. It wasn't hard to see how Bull had got his name. He was a big man, heavily muscled even for those four. She could feel the power in those shoulders.
It was a warm summer evening and Bull was just wearing a training top. Her boyfriend saw Kate glance down at her pale fingers as she kneaded the hard muscles of Bull's coal-black shoulders. The contrast had to be amazing.
"That's got rid of the distraction." Jas was purring into the white boy's ear - a secret just between them. He felt the warmth of her breath on his ear. "Now come and meet my man."
Closer up that man looked a little older, or perhaps more accurately he looked like a man who had lived a hard life. His eyes were dark and seemed to burn with a fire that could not be easily interpreted. His cheekbones were indeed high but that was accentuated by slightly sunken cheeks. He hadn't got the muscles of his friends but he still had an obvious strength about him. The strength of a whip-cord. He might have a pot-belly and be thirty years his senior but his visitor was in no doubt that this man could take him in a fight without even raising a sweat. The Black man was from another world and it made Kate's fiancé nervous just to look at him. Not because of fear - that would have been easy to accept and to accommodate. No - he was nervous because of the effect on him of just being close to this man.
"Look to have got yourself excited there white boy. That for me - or for Jas there?"
Now he panicked a little. Maybe the man would beat his ass if he admitted the truth. So he kept to a half-truth! "I've had it since I met Jas."
The man laughed at that and Jas said, "Oh aren't you just a sweetie."
When his laugh ended the man's own words were clear. "Stop wasting time boy and show Jas here what you got."
He glanced over at the table but Kate had moved around it. Now she was massaging another Black man, the one called Pro, who just happened to have took his shirt off to get the full benefit. His girlfriend's back was towards him and his deluded brain thought she might not find out and he was so fucking horny. He undid his zipper.
"Uh-uh," playfully scolded Jas. "Let's have that belt undone". She was a professional and it was no sooner said than done by her own hands. His pants and shorts round his ankles, his skinny pale legs and five-inch penis revealed.
Jas licked her lips provocatively and a moment later she was on her knees in front of him. Her hand cupped his balls as she dropped her mouth down onto his cock, engulfing it and taking him to the balls in one swift motion. It felt incredible and from that first moment he was fighting not to cum.
Jas knew that and she began to work him. Keeping eye contact and using her tongue, lips and hand to keep him perfectly stimulated right up to the edge but never any further. He gasped and took a hold on the table. All the while her beautiful eyes were fixed on him - gauging his reactions and exploiting all of his lusts and desires.
He had thought that Kate gave an amazing blow-job but this was just in another league. Only after a couple of minutes could he trust myself to speak. "Oh my God - you are amazing - so fucking good."
"Of course she is." The man's voice had the gravelly tones of a life-long smoker. "How you expect some girl to be able to match up. Jas knows just what a man wants and likes." Jas herself just smiled and let her skilled tongue wreak havoc on his sensitive cock-head.



He was breathing hard now, panting for oxygen and trying to keep his mind off cumming. He wanted to make this last. However, the man had other ideas.
"Fucking white privilege. Thinks he can come here and get his dick sucked without reciprocating. That right boy - you trying to play us like that?"
He couldn't identify what lay behind those words. Was the man joking or was he serious? "No, I'm not- honestly I'm not." he said but the words sounded weak even to him.
"Like shit you ain't white boy. What you say Jas - you want to see if this boy's got any talent?"
Jas sucked hard on the young man's shaft and then let her cheeks puff out before 'popping' her lips off the sensitive head of his cock. "About time," she purred as she stood up. "Been doing nothing but blow white guys all night."
So she was indeed a hooker but that was not the big surprise. The big surprise was to come a few moments later.
Jas hitched up her short, tight, black skirt to reveal a pair of lacy panties. In the split-second before she pulled those panties down the white boy finally understood. Trapped and almost strapped down by those panties had been Jas's secret. Seven slender inches of dark-skinned cock. Semi-hard for the moment but with freedom growing harder. Ready to perform and ready to be worshipped.
Her man laughed again, a low mirthless laugh at the young man's expression and at his expense. How many dumb young white men had he seen surprised like that? This should have been a moment for reflection - a moment of no return, a Rubicon. However, that laugh just distracted him and let his instincts take over.
Perhaps they would have dictated his actions anyway because those instincts were very strong. Jas had an exotic beauty that had intoxicated him from the first moment that he had seen her and this changed nothing, if anything it confirmed and strengthened her dangerous attraction. He reached out and tentatively touched her cock. He felt the flesh stiffen a little more at his touch, felt the blood pumping through her.
"What's the matter white boy - never sucked a cock before?" There was his harsh smoker's laugh again, almost as mirthless as it was merciless.
Jas purred a gentle rebuke to her man. "Don't be so mean Bone. He's a little sweetie and maybe even a virgin. A virgin how it counts anyway. He just needs to learn."
"I know what he needs and he's gonna be getting it."
There was menace in those words from the man who he now knew was called Bone. It didn't seem to matter. All that mattered was Jas's beautiful cock. It was time. He wet his lips and then cautiously kissed the tip of her cock. The broad flared head felt good and he opened his mouth. A flick of her hips and Jas had his mouth full of her cock. He grasped the shaft still outside of his mouth trying to establish some control but two could play at that game. Long-nailed hands gripped his ears and held him just where she wanted him.
"Use your tongue - remember what you like and do it for me. Do it really well and who knows I might let you do it again." A tinkling silvery laugh of triumph.
He did his best but he knew it had to be a really clumsy effort. He'd improve with practice of course, he knew that and also understood the implications of his thinking that way. This couldn't be just a one-off. It felt way too good. He explored with his tongue and lips, kissed along her shaft and then settled into blowing her.
"That's not so bad - at least as good as most of my businessmen. You look a lot cuter too. Lets see if you have what it takes." Strong nailed fingers tightened in his hair and she began thrusting into his mouth. She filled him and her cock pushed into the back of his mouth. He was scared she would go too far but she knew just what she was doing. He felt a pride at taking her - a joy at pleasing her.
"Reckon he's just like them flabby businessmen of yours Jas - pretending that sucking you don't make him a cock-sucking cracka queer. That how it is boy? You still fronting you is straight - that you can be any use to that fine bitch you had with ya?"
The man's tone drew the visitor's attention off Jas and he saw why Bone had earned that name. He also saw that Bone had decided he wanted in on the action.
"You all the way gay boy then its time you sucked a man's cock. Not like you ain't been hiding it from your girl there for fuck knows how long. You think I can't see your sort a mile off. You think Jas didn't know who you was from minute one. Now on your knees here and suck my fucking Big Black Cock."
Bone wasn't boasting without cause. Nine inches of coal-black meat but he wasn't slender like Jas. His cock was thick and powerful, strong veins visible on his shaft. On his body it looked obscenely magnificent. If Jas was a rapier then Bone was a cudgel and that cudgel was hard from watching the younger man suck Jas.
"Come on boy - time to serve your Master. Show the world how you worship Black cock."
Jas had eased away to one side with her cock, now wet with the white boy's drool, bobbing in front of her. She found something and when she returned he knew it was a camera and that she was filming him. It didn't seem to matter. All that mattered was opening his mouth and taking that impressive Big Black Cock. It was time to admit to himself and to the world who he really was.
***
Kate had known there was something going on with her BF all evening. He seemed preoccupied and off on another planet half the time. She knew what was worrying him but it really wasn't his fault. A man wasn't a machine and sure it was frustrating but he meant more to her than just sex.
Not that sex didn't matter of course. She had found herself practising rather more DIY than she would prefer but it was lucky that she had found her harmless little kink. A website with hundreds, no thousands, of stories about white girls just like her being seduced or dominated by or curious for or just plain fucked by Big Black Cock.
It was harmless, of course, because she'd never go any further than masturbating to those delicious words and the images that they created in her head. She lived in the modern world and she was well aware of just how attractive she found Black men, especially ones with a certain swagger, a certain attitude. Modern popular culture showed her a lot of those images and she enjoyed them all. However, that was for fantasies not for reality. Her BF didn't have that raw masculinity, he was really just a sweetheart, but he was a good guy and she was happy with him.
Tonight had been a night of surprises. Her BF's anxiety, his weird reluctance to walk home, that blocked gate and the appearance of Jas to act as a guide.
Jas was quite something. Kate wasn't naive and she had a good idea what (or should we say who) Jas did to make her money. What surprised her was how good Jas looked on it. Until that moment Kate hadn't realised that her little kink wasn't restricted to Black males - it could apply to Black girls too. Everything about Jas had just set a little fire burning deep down in Kate's soul and it felt really good. Just mingling with the evening's wine to make her a very happy girl indeed. Why not? It wasn't like it would come to anything.
Then Jas had shared that smoke with her. Fuck but that was so fucking hot! The joint was strong but Jas's sexuality was stronger. Sweeping through her and making her wish she'd met Jas in a club, in the street, anywhere but here and with her BF. Kate liked to tease him about these things but she knew that really she wasn't very experienced. She knew that Jas could teach her so much - take her sexually to places she couldn't even imagine existed. However, not with her BF here. She couldn't do that to him. Or was that just an excuse?
When they arrived at the old picnic ground that had been the greatest surprise of them all. Jas had talked about meeting her man but there were five of them there. Jas's man (the one she later found was called Bone) initially didn't impress. Greying hair, a wiry frame save for a slight pot-belly, eyes that were hard and cynical. He said nothing to her but he did look at her and that look sent shivers down her spine. Bone was a predator and she saw that from the first moment. What else could he be since he was presumably Jas's pimp?
"Look at this sweet piece of tail!"
"Hey Jas who's your friend - you bring us some white pussy?"
"Don't listen to him honey just bring your fine self over here. We won't bite."
"Whose planning on biting? Its fucking that girl needs."
Bone had said nothing but his friends were much more vocal and she felt the heat in her cheeks and spreading through her body as she heard them. The four men seated at the table playing cards were street too but very different to Bone. She sensed a real aura of menace around Bone. The other men might be loud and crude but she could handle that. In fact, though she knew a modern woman shouldn't feel this way, her body's reaction to their obvious appreciation was clear and undeniable.
It wasn't just the sexism thing. These men should not have been top of her list. For one, all the men were almost twice her age, not one of them was under forty. Second, they were hanging out with beers and weed in an abandoned picnic area. It figured that they weren't exactly the cream of society. Third, they were all African-American and good girls didn't go with Black guys. Fourth, though they might be preferable to Bone these men were street. Capable men who could look after themselves and who could take what they wanted. Finally, there were those tattoos on the exposed skin of each of them. Not a high-end artist's work. More like the product of time behind bars.
"Cool your jets now. Can't you see she's here with her man? Don't want to cause no trouble do we?"
That was Bone and she looked at him with more interest. There was cynical amusement in those words but they were an instruction Despite being the oldest and least physically impressive of the five men he was clearly the boss here. Despite everything - everything - Kate couldn't help finding that attractive in a man. Even when instinct told her, no shouted to her, that such attraction was dangerous.
At that moment their eyes met. Bone's were two dark black pools - unreadable. Her own blue eyes told him something though. He gave just the slightest of nods and she knew that he had understood her in that one glance. He knew just who she was and it was almost as frightening as it was exciting. Her breathing was suddenly a little ragged, she could feel the blood pumping through her veins, enriched with adrenaline. Fight or Flight or...
Well she wasn't going to run and she certainly wasn't going to try fighting this man. There was a third option but that couldn't be allowed into her mind at the moment. Jas had shared some good weed but not THAT good.
There was another option. She could feel the other men's gaze like a physical force. Looking her up and down, appreciating every curve of her young body. Four 'street' Black guys with the hots for her weren't the 'safe' option in many circumstances but when compared to Bone and that cynical, understanding, look of his...
Kate could feel the blood in her cheeks and knew that Bone would see it as a confirmation of what he had been thinking. She turned away to look at the other men sat round their temporarily abandoned game of cards.
Cards were fun and passed the time but she knew the men had scented potential for something much better. She knew they found her desirable and her whole body seemed to shiver at the realisation. She had never felt quite like this and she didn't know what to do.
One of the men picked up his hand of cards. "Come over here baby. Your fine self can give me some luck against these ugly old bastards."
Kate hesitated. She wanted to go but that sensible part of her brain was screaming out warnings, warnings that had the full weight of self-evident truth. Unfortunately, or fortunately, the sensible part wasn't running things here. Maybe Jas's weed had something to do with that. Kate's body and her sexuality and her primal desires were all ganging up on her sensible self and demanding that she take this opportunity - something she had fantasised and dreamed about for so long.
A manicured hand with long scarlet nails gently touched the small of her back. "Go and say hello baby. They won't do anything you don't want them to."
Jas gave Kate a beautiful, reassuring, smile but Kate knew her words could be interpreted in more than one way. However, it was enough. Jas had brought her here and she didn't want to let Jas down. She didn't want to be vanilla and whitebread like she had been all of her life. Nervously she took a first step and then steeled herself to cross the rest of the ground to that table full of Black men. There was barely enough ground for her 'good girl' side to play its last card. Whatever she did she couldn't cheat on her BF. He might be weak and basically impotent but he was a good guy and she couldn't do that to him.
She was greeted with smiles but with none of the earlier lewd remarks. The men introduced themselves by obviously 'street' names. Bull was the man who had called her over. Now he said, "Just massage my shoulders baby while we play - you sure to make me lucky."
Again a moment's hesitation but then she did just that. Worked her pale fingers on his broad shoulders. It wasn't hard to see how Bull had got his name. He was a big man, heavily muscled. She could feel the power in those shoulders. Bull was wearing only a training top on this warm Summer evening and as she looked down Kate was mesmerised by the contrast between her pale, slim, fingers and the hard muscles of Bull's coal-black shoulders.
BF loved her neck massages and she knew she was good at them. It seemed Bull agreed. She felt him lean back into her. "Fuck baby but you know how to make a man feel good." She felt a thrill of pleasure at his commendation and knew that the other three men were watching. That just made it all the hotter.
Bull slammed down his hand of cards.
"Fucking hell!
"Three of them fuckers."
"Damn - you been winning already and you ain't needing no mo' luck. Get your fine ass over here girl and ease the tension out of my shoulders."
That was Slick. He wasn't as formidable as Bull but he was still quite something. That almost blue-black skin-tone that she found super-attractive. His head was shaved and he wore a heavy gold chain around his neck. She moved her hands onto his shoulders and began to work. Finding the cord-hard muscles and gently massaging them. The world suddenly seemed made up of just this small table and these four intoxicating men. Her slim, pale, fingers against the beautiful dark of their skin. Pleasing them.
"Now I'm feeling good" Slick put down his hand and there were two pair.
The rest threw their hands in with disgust. The third man, who had introduced himself as Rake, had the least money left in front of him. That might have been connected to the fact he was the only one smoking some of Jas's special blend. A long scar curved down the left side of his face and under his ear. "Can't win a fucking hand tonight," he said resignedly, "get on over here and console me baby. Maybe you can bring the Rake some good fucking luck for a change."
The angle of the table as she moved around it left her BF and the other two out of sight but Kate didn't really notice. Rake was a fair man and he offered up his joint for her to take a hit as she massaged his back and shoulders. It didn't have as much effect as earlier but just kept everything really cool and feeling good. It let those stupid fears and hesitations be put where they belonged - way to the back of her mind. Being a 'good girl' could wait for tomorrow.
Rake laughed a low wheezing half-laugh, half-cough. He laid down a straight and scooped the biggest pot of the night.
Kate knew what would come next. The fourth man was Pro. The least large of the four but, after Bone, the one that set alarm bells ringing. His eyes had that same hard, feral, look. The other three were enjoying having a pretty girl with them but Kate knew that Pro assessed her in a different way. Potential for green. She instinctively knew this was Bone's lieutenant and knew what business he was in.
He didn't say anything to her now he just looked at her and she moved round to him. Pro didn't have to ask - this was Pro's by right. As she approached he took advantage of the warm Summer air to strip off his shirt. His bare chest and back were covered by tattoos. The dark skin a maze of intertwining ink marks. Names, dates, designs.
"Don't let nothing come between me and my bitches."
She heard the words but didn't bother to process them. She knew who he was and what he meant. Her job was to massage those hard muscles and make Pro feel good. Working on that bare Black skin looked and felt so damn good!
"Watch out girl or the Pro will be turning you out!" That was Rake and she knew his warning was only half a joke. She knew from the way that Pro had looked at her that he would do just that in a heart-beat. She didn't stop massaging him, she didn't stop making sure he felt good. That hint of danger was just another spice - another intoxicant.
Pro threw his hand in. "You ain't bringing me no luck like you done for these three fuckers." He eased his chair back. "Come round here and play the next hand for me." He turned and looked back at her with a glint in his cynical, wicked, eyes as he noticed her hesitate. "Don't be no whitebread little bitch," he mocked her as he tapped his hand on his thigh.
He had chosen just the right words but then Pro was a past master in the fine art of handling premium white pussy. His challenge had colluded with her own doubts as to her real courage in a situation like this. Just enough to push her on and make her move round to in front of him and then to very carefully take her seat on one knee of his track pants.
A strong arm came round her waist and carefully but just as surely moved her onto his lap. She felt the strength in that arm and looking down she saw its dark skin encompassing her waist. It looked so fucking good! His hand slipped down and dark fingers started to explore the fastening of her skirt.
"Oh," she said. That was all. She didn't try to get up, she didn't tell him to stop, she didn't shout and holler for help. She just said, "Oh."
Pro gave a little laugh which was rooted in triumph rather than humour.
"Hey now Pro," said Bull, "you gotta know this fine little piece came here with her man."
Pro just turned his head and spat onto the ground. What the fuck did he care about any white boy? However, he moved his hand back up onto the slightly safer territory of Kate's thigh.
Kate's brain was going a mile a minute. She had sensed her automatic reaction to Pro's move just the same as the men had. She knew that had Pro persisted she wouldn't have resisted. Rather the reverse in fact. That knowledge was undeniable and despite all those years of fantasies it was still shocking to her.
Something else was shocking her too. Beneath her she felt a bulge and that bulge was growing. She shifted in her seat but Pro's strong arm just held her there.
"Easy baby," his voice was breathed into her ear, "just play your hand."
Another comment capable of a double meaning. However, Kate knew it would at least prove a distraction from the feelings rushing through her body and mind. She picked up the cards. Two threes.
She had been watching and knew how the game was played. She discarded the other three cards and got back...
Another three and two Kings.
The others were betting and she left that to Pro. Watching the pile of currency grow in the middle of the table. Nothing of high denomination but it was still a tidy pot and she knew the reaction she would get when she laid her hand down.



"Mothafucka," said Rake laying down his two pair - Kings and Aces.
"Shiiiiit," swore Slick as he tossed his cards in.
"Girl you need to be coming back to me," was all Bull said.
She found his instruction something of a relief. Sitting on Pro's hard cock when she was here with her poor BF hadn't been the right thing to do. Even if it had felt kinda good and even if a couple of layers of clothing had been between them.
Pro released his hold and she moved back to Bull. However, as she turned she was suddenly transfixed by the sight that met her eyes.
Jas was idly smoking and she nodded with a confident smile as she saw Kate trying to take it all in. First, Jas was seated in such a way that her skirt wasn't hiding her hard cock. In fact she directly looked at Kate now and calmly gave her seven inches a gentle stroke from her perfectly manicured hand. The message was obvious but sort of over-shadowed by what else was happening.
Her BF was half-naked, on his knees and was sucking Bone's cock. He wasn't finding it easy and that wasn't surprising. Bone's cock was big, really big. Bone glanced at her and then pulled her BF's head down further onto his shaft. Her BF flailed a little and gagged. What had they done to him? How had they made him do this? The thoughts flashed through her mind and were then destroyed by what happened next.
Her BF smiled. Right into the face of his tormentor. Her BF smiled and then went right back to work sucking that thick, long, coal-Black cock. Taking it just as deep as he could. Then Bone grabbed him again and pulled him further. Began pounding that long shaft of his into her BF's throat. The latter was having some trouble breathing now and he jerked his body, revealing his pink prick standing up hard against his belly.
It was all fucking shocking but that last point was the kicker. How long had it been since her BF had got hard like that for her!
"Seems Bone has got himself another little pet," said Rake.
"Seems to me there ain't no way a white boy like that could keep a hot piece like this satisfied." That was Bull and he accompanied his words with a gentle caress of Kate's butt. She barely even noticed - she couldn't believe what was happening.
"Shit man there ain't no white boy gonna be able to do that. Fine piece like this was made for the Black man."
"So, girl," that was Bull again, "he been able to keep you satisfied and happy?"
She opened her mouth to lie to him. Then she closed it again. She was beginning to understand why her BF had been so 'off' since she had suggested walking the park route home. He had known and he had known what his secret fantasies were. At least she had been honest about her fantasies. He wouldn't get such a shock as she just had. So Kate didn't lie but she just looked at Bull and he knew what that look meant.
"Time to stop wasting time on white boys girl. Time you came here." He clicked his fingers and his eyes were hard on hers.
It was only two steps and she took them without concious thought or decision. She knew now that the whole evening, perhaps her whole life, had been leading up to this moment. It was time.
Bull stood and he moved his head down so that their lips could meet. Lips and then tongues. One hand clamped onto her butt while the other pushed up under her skirt. She tensed a little and then relaxed into the moment.
"Yeah girl," said Rake, "you're getting it. This is what you was made for girl."
Pro said nothing. He was filming on his phone. That was just good business practise. Ensured no little bitch got cold feet next morning and started denying she was into it. Also, these vids could sell for good money in certain circles. Provide good advertising for potential stable talent down the line. He'd known who Kate was since the first moment he'd seen her. Known who she was and what she was. Handled right she could be a serious money-maker for sure.
Bull broke their kiss and looked at Kate with confident, triumphant, eyes. She met his gaze without hesitation or qualification. He nodded and then turned her a little.
Slick was right there. "We ain't like them cracka boys girl. Us Brothas know how to share a good thing." He began unfastening her top and soon it was on the table. "Don't wear this next time," he said as her bra followed it. Kate felt the air on her newly-exposed breasts. Then rough hands were fondling them, the dark palm of a hand pushing against her nipple and making it swell and grow in response. Other hands grasped her panties and eased them off.. Fingers explored and she gasped but did no more. The train had begun to roll and she was dimly aware that she no longer had any desire to stop it even if she had the power.
Warm mouths kissed on her breasts and sucked her nipples. Skilled fingers explored her pussy. Hands seemed to be everywhere. She closed her eyes and rode the waves of sensation and pleasure as they coursed through her body. There was none of the immature fumbling of the white boys she had known. These were real men, men of experience who knew what they were doing. She thought of her BF and felt a moment's guilt.
Bull clicked his fingers again and she opened her eyes. She had eight inches of hard Black cock in front of her. Close up it looked very big.
"This is what you was made for girl. No reason for a bomb bitch like you ever to settle for less. You hearing me?"
He eased forward to within reach of her mouth. Kate knew what was expected of her and had absolutely no desire to resist the temptation She opened her mouth wide and moved it over him. Felt the thickness of his shaft and immediately wondered what a cock like that would feel like in her pussy. She dismissed the thought - it was obvious she would be finding that out soon enough. Now she had to dedicate all of her mind and body to pleasing these men. She wasn't playing at this any more - now she was in the Big Leagues.
She sucked his shaft and teased at him with her tongue. Until another cock was tapping her cheek - demanding her attention. She lost track of who was who as the cocks kept coming, all of them a beautiful Black and all of them putting her sorry excuse of a BF to shame. Fingers were exploring her pussy and she was dimly aware that Jas, using plenty of lube, was doing something similar for Kate's BF. Kate's men weren't needing lube - she was warm and wet and ready for them. A whole life spent building up to this night.
Strong hands grasped her and moved her up onto the thick blanket already laid down on the wooden table to receive her. As she landed Slick was down between her legs with his mouth at her pussy. The building excitement already had her primed and on a hair-trigger. Now his skilled tongue and fingers drove her over the edge. She kicked and squirmed against the sensations of her climax but those same strong Black hands held her in place. They refused to let her emotion dissipate and Slick drove her onwards and upwards. For the first time Kate felt one climax build from another. What was happening and how it was happening both coming together to fuel sensations that she had never felt before.
Only when they eased a little could she reach for the hard Black cock on either side of her. She sucked first one and then the other, alternating between them and thrilling at just how hard and ready they were. So different to her BF at home. These were real men and they wanted her. Slick moved up with his mouth at her left breast, his tongue teasing her nipple fully erect.
Rake had swapped places with him but Rake wasn't going to eat pussy. One experienced glance had told him that this piece was ready. White pussy all wet and warm for him. He knew how good she would feel around his cock and he was in no mind to delay matters too long.
He took his hard cock and gently tapped it on Kate's pussy lips. The young woman gasped and looked straight at him.
"Ready to get fucked girl?"
She looked at his long Black shaft as it lay on her belly. Then back into Rake's amused eyes. "A condom?"
Was that a question or a request? Not that it mattered. Rake joined his friends' laughter and heard Bull answer her.
"Condoms is only for white boys girl. You wanna go home?"
That was the benefit of good prep work. There was no way this girl was stopping now.
"Fuck me!" The words came fast and imperative, expressing a primal need. Rake was satisfied but he had one other little ritual to perform.
"First time with a Black man girl?"
"Yes," she admitted.
"First time getting fucked for real then," said Rake before pushing the head of his cock against her pussy lips, against and between.
Kate gasped again. The four men enjoyed her reaction, enjoyed the blood flowing into her cheeks and the sparkle in her eyes. She was learning the truth of what Rake had said. With every thrust his big Black cock was finding and stimulating new parts of her. Pro tapped his cock against Kate's cheek. Just because the girl was learning what real fucking was about that wasn't no reason to forget the rest of them!
Kate worked hard and found the need to concentrate on pleasing two men with her mouth blended with and yet seemed to magnify that constant building sensation though her body. The reaction being produced by Rake's skilled cock. Variations of rhythmn and angle exploring his partner, finding what pleased her most and then mercilessly exploiting that knowledge. Pushing her on until she finally had to take the cock from her mouth and howl out her orgasm.
Rake had been waiting for that moment and then really fucked her hard. Making her ride that orgasm out and only letting up when he had his own. Heavy spurts of potent Black seed shot just as deep into her as he could.
Pro had plenty of experience getting head but he was really enjoying this with Kate. Maybe it was that 'good girl' look of hers that turned him on so much. Not bad with her mouth either and that combination could be real lucrative for a man like Pro. Which, of course, was a big turn on for him too. Rake had taken his time but Pro knew he didn't need to. One look at her showed that she was already way beyond anything she'd ever felt before. Now she just needed another heavy load of baby-making African seed planted good and deep. He moved round and began to fuck Kate hard. Enjoying a pussy that was just as premium as the rest of this girl. He let things move to a rapid conclusion and came hard. There'd be other days and nights with this one - he was already pretty sure about that.
Kate was tiring now but she felt Pro push home hard and knew he was cumming in her. In the moment's pause as he pulled out fr her Kate for the first time heard the noises from across the clearing. She looked and saw her BF stood there with Bone's wiry arms wrapped around him. Bone was behind her BF and she knew what was happening. Knew that he was being fucked and saw how hard her BF's cock was as it bounced against his belly. Harder than he could ever be for her. At least Kate now knew that wasn't down to her.
Proving the fact she felt Slick's hard cock sliding into her pussy. When men like this wanted her it hardly mattered that her BF wasn't up to it. 'He had his chance.' The treacherous thought flashed through her mind in that instant and she didn't regret it.
Slick was setting a steady rhythmn now, streaks of his friends' cum showing against the coal-Black of his cock. Didn't matter none to Slick. Wasn't like it was the first time or even the twentieth. The fact this one was such a premium piece only made it better.
Bull was left the only cock to be sucked. She was a little relieved he would go last. Bull was big. All of them were big compared to her BF but Bull was really big. Now he was careful to make eye contact with her.
"Best hope them pills of yours are extra-strong because you full of extra potent nigga seed girl."
He saw her react a little to the word. Which was why he had used it. He knew who Kate was. Not your usual ho. Which meant there were additional buttons it was real fun to press. Her reply still surprised him - gasped out between Slick's thrusts.
"Not - on - the pill..."
"Fuck," grunted Slick. Those words had his cock twitching and he wasn't in no hurry. This pussy was too damned good. With an effort he adjusted his rhythmn and managed to keep himself in check. Bull didn't help him none by keeping up his talk.
"Not on the pill, eh? Well then. Guess you could soon have a belly full of little Black baby too. Won't even know which old nigga put him there! Guess its down to the calendar. This a good time for knocking that flat white belly up girl?"
"Don't know - don't care." Kate lied and knew that she lied. This was about the most likely time for her to get pregnant, this and the next couple of days. She knew it and knew that it might well already have happened. It was true, however, that she didn't care - in fact she thrilled to the fact. It was the fuel behind all that she had felt since she had seen Rake's Big Black Cock laid down on her pale flat belly. She knew instinctively that this was how it was meant to be. Again a treacherous thought flashed into her mind and she knew it would never leave. 'Natural selection.'
"Give me a Black baby." She seemed reluctant to admit it but she had said it just loud enough. Slick surely heard it and gave up trying to hold off. Three powerful thrusts and he was cumming hard in the girl. Hoping he was giving her just exactly what she was asking for.
The fourth man wasted no time. Slick had barely stood aside before Bull's cock was pushing hard to gain admittance. Three heavy loads of cum were helping lubricate him but Kate still felt the difference. That powerfully thick shaft filled her up in a different way. She didn't know if she preferred it - she'd need lots more practice to find out. Anyway it did feel fucking good and though she was tired now she still felt her body react to him and push her on.
Bull wasn't even in third gear - just doing enough to keep the girl on edge. How the fuck had that miserable cracka even been with her! Bull had to guess she had never known better. Well she did now and Bull was pretty sure she'd take the lesson to heart. This one was way too good for any white boy. 100% Black Man approved and soon, like nature intended, 100% Black Bred!
Bull sensed movement to his left and glanced across. Jas was gifting the white boy a pity-wank. He guessed Bone had finished with him. For Bone it was all about getting his nut and that old bastard loved breeding a white boy every bit as much as Bull loved breeding their girlfriends. Each to his own!
Anyway now Bull knew what he needed to do. Just to make sure everyone knew where they stood. "Tell me what you wanting girl."
He saw Kate's eyes flick over towards her BF. Bull felt her tense a little - well aware of her audience. He eased back and let his cock, slick with Black seed and Kate's cum, slip out of her pussy and push up against her flat white belly. Now Kate's eyes followed his every move. Bull waited the couple of seconds it took.
"Fuck me." The words were forced out and were not loud but Bull still knew he had her now.
"Nah girl - tell me everything you wanting. Nice and loud this time."
"Fuck me. Give me a Black baby." That was normal speaking volume. A definite improvement but she could do better than that. Bull tapped her belly with his hard cock, let her feel the weight of his shaft against her.
"KNOCK ME UP - BREED ME BLACK FOR GOOD!" Well that time Kate was probably heard over most of the park. Bull was satisfied and pushed his big Black baby-maker back to work in her pussy. He felt the girl relax and her arms came up around his body. That was good. She knew that this was what she was made for. Didn't want Bull pulling out again - which was just fine because he had absolutely no intention of doing so.
Jas was an artist in her own way. She timed her masturbation of Kate's BF to match the moment. A skilled finger up the ass and some practiced strokes had the white boy shooting his load. A lot of the nasty weak stuff but all dumped safely and uselessly onto the ground. Timed perfectly to match that cry from Kate. The moment that white boy knew that, whatever happened in the future, he could never again be the beautiful strawberry-blonde's 'man'. If he stayed around now then he'd be raising Black babies for sure.
Bull powered on, deciding that subtlety wasn't what Kate needed just now. She needed to be fucked - that was what would keep her coming back. So he did just that until he was finally ready to seal the deal. Then he grunted and planted his load good and deep. They reckoned more than one man's seed helped a girl's chances of getting knocked up. He fucking hoped so. This one was going to look good with a Black baby swelling out her belly.
***
Their return to their apartment covered relatively little ground geographically but seemed to take forever. What could you say after that? He still couldn't believe all that had happened. He couldn't know what effect it would have had on his girlfriend. Worse, he had absolutely no idea what to say in order to find out. He glanced over at Kate a few times but each time she was just looking straight ahead. He couldn't read her expression.
Once he had tried a, "Are you alright?"
"Yes," had been sort of reassuring but really hadn't told him much. They had walked on home, both tired and coming down hard from their exhilarating highs. Once home it was into the shower and then bed.
At least Kate had been able to sleep. He had laid awake and relived the events of the evening time and time again. He still couldn't believe it had happened. However, his body was insistent that it had. He felt tired and worn out but when he thought back his prick insistently became hard. He lay awake but exhausted through most of the night and finally came to the absolute, firm, decision that nothing like that could ever happen again.
They never saw much of each other in the morning. The rush of preparation and breakfast before heading out to work. They had always had a real kiss before they parted but this time Kate just gave him a peck on the cheek. They had talked but in a somehow distant fashion. The previous evening had not been mentioned but it was there none the less. Looming in both of their minds.
He wasn't exactly the model employee that day. His mind was going a thousand miles an hour in a million different directions and the lack of sleep really didn't help. He just had to bluff it and hope no-one noticed which pretty much worked out for him.
Jas had told him what to do. He was sure she had told Kate too. A clinic to get tested and to get PEP and PrEP just in case this wasn't a one-time thing. Except that it had to be a one-time thing. He was absolutely determined about that. He also called in at he pharmacy for a morning-after birth control. Just in case Kate 'had not had time'. With the pill in front of her he was sure Kate would do the right thing. Fantasies were all very well but this was reality,
He knew Kate had planned to call in at the clinic on her lunch break. That was one good thing about all of this. They had got it all out of their systems and there shouldn't be any long-term consequences. Things would go back to how they had been.
He finally got back home after a day that had seemed to last decades. As soon as he opened the door he knew that Kate wasn't back yet. There was nothing unusual in that. She sometimes had to work late. The place had that silence that only an empty dwelling could have. He wondered how long Kate would be. Would he have time to...
From the moment the idea entered his head he could feel the adrenaline pumping through him. His fatigue washed away and his mind could not settle on anything but what had happened the previous evening. He was seized by a desire to go back over there - if only to see where it had all happened in the daylight. Maybe that would cure him of this. Or maybe Bone would be there...



He didn't like to think of himself as a weak man. He hoped he could resist temptation with the best of them - usually. Just not today. He only held out long enough to change out of his work clothes. Then he was out of the door and heading for the park.
It wouldn't be dark for an hour or so. The park looked very different in the daytime. Where he was going everything looked a little more derelict, a little more obviously not the place someone like him should go. He wasn't sure what he expected to find at the old picnic space. He wasn't sure yet that he wanted the men there to see him. So he left the overgrown path and headed out into the trees to approach from another angle.
He heard the noise first. The slap of skin on skin. Soft rhythmic grunts. Then a very familiar voice.
"You know - the rules - college boy. You come up - with the money - or you - paying - with this - ass!"
"Fuck yeah, sir, fuck my ass hard!"
It was Bone alright. He was fucking a white boy who only looked about twenty. Taking him up against the shed, a strong hand grasped in the young man's blonde hair. Pulling his head back as he delivered vicious strokes. The watcher could see how it was. Bone supplied a lot of the college kids and some of them liked to pay this way. Well that was playing with fire but maybe that was why they kept coming back. He registered the thought without noting that he had also come back.
He didn't have time because he had suddenly noticed something else. He carefully moved round through the trees into a better position. He had seen Jas and she was standing in a way that strongly suggested she was getting her cock sucked. He felt his own prick, already hard from watching Bone, twitch in his pants. This he wanted to see.
He moved further round until he realised just who it was on her knees before Jas. he wondered what he should do. It was a shock but also not a shock. The forbidden fruit was just too tempting. Things were never going back to how they had been. He eased down his pants over his hard cock and began to wank as he watched them.
***
The long grass was cool under her knees. She knew that it had to be messing up her work skirt but she didn't care. Kate hadn't wanted to wait another moment before coming down here. She had really hoped that Jas would be here and here she was. They had kissed and then Jas had asked her why she had come back. Kate had realised that putting it into words would not be easy. So much better to just get on her knees and push up Jas's skirt To pull down the lace panties and then find that beautiful dark cock growing in her hand. On her knees and sucking Jas's Black cock there was no need for words or explanations. This was where she wanted and needed to be.
There was the crunch of boots on a little of the remaining gravel. A sigh as the bulk of a man settled in one of the seats. Then the fizz of a lighter as he sparked up.
"Ain't no problem." That was Pro's voice. "it's just this one's white-boy. He's back in the trees over there jacking off." He gave his rattling laugh and then got back to the hard work of chilling out. Round here Jas getting her dick sucked wasn't any big deal.
"Aw babe you just look so cute sucking my cock. Not too bad at it either. A natural I'd say. You just need a little more practice and we can certainly help you with that!" Jas gave her tinkling little laugh.
Long dark fingers entwined in Kate's long strawberry-blonde hair. She liked the feeling. Jas was in charge and that felt so good. Just as good as last night had. Kate took Jas as deep as she could. She felt the pressure on the back of her throat but before she could pull back Jas held her there. She coughed and spluttered on Jas's dick. Only for a second or two before she was released. A healthy trail of drool ran from Jas's cock. Kate gasped for air and blinked the tears from her eyes as she smiled and looked up at Jas.
"Oh yes babe you are going to be really good. It'll be such fun training you!" A slight nod and Kate already knew what that meant. She got back to work on the cock, pleasing and teasing and sucking for all that she was worth.
Finally Jas decided that she had seen enough. She waved a finger at Pro and the big man immediately got the blanket to spread over the bench. There was no way that had been washed since last night but Kate didn't care. The blanket was a really good sign.
Jas wasn't in the mood to waste time. She quickly got Kate up onto the bench with her skirt up around her waist and her panties down by her ankles. A touch with her fingers was enough to tell Jas that this piece of white pussy was excited and ready for the main event.
"Do I need a condom babe?" Jas wasn't like those brutes of men. She was always polite enough to ask - if this one had taken her advice about the clinic then she'd get the answer she wanted.
"No - condoms are only for white boys." Kate carefully left the giggle and the impatience out of her voice. She knew they all enjoyed this verbal sparring but she just needed to get fucked. She needed to feel Jas inside her.
Pro certainly enjoyed hearing his own words quoted back to him. She heard his rasping laugh again but it seemed a million miles away. At that moment all of Kate's being and all of her attention was focused on the hard Black cock pushing against the entrance of her pussy.
There was a brief moment of pressure and then the cock pushed smoothly inside. Jas moved her body up over Kate's and their mouths met, tongues duelling in the delicate dance of desire. A flick of the hips and Jas was pushing deeper into Kate's pussy. Every movement claiming a new part of her, exciting a new aspect of her. Kate shuddered a little in anticipatory desire.
"Easy baby," Jas's voice was seductively warm in her ear, "you were made for this. Let Jas school you in who you really are."
Jas's cock wasn't as big as any of the men last night but to Kate it felt just perfect, as if it belonged in her. She looked up and saw Jas's amazing deep brown eyes. They stayed like that, looking deep into each other's souls, as Jas made love to her. Because this wasn't just fucking. Even if Jas had done this a thousand times before to men and other women Kate didn't care. To her this was very special - this sealed the deal. There really was no going back.
That realisation combined with Jas's building rhythmn to trigger Kate's orgasm. It hit just as hard as the night before. For the men's raw power was substituted Jas's seduction and technique. Kate didn't know which she preferred and didn't want to find out. She wanted them both, she wanted it all.
"Do you need me to pull out?"
Kate's reaction was instinctive. Her legs came up and hooked around Jas's slim body. Jas took the hint and came hard and deep inside the young woman. Kate swore that she could feel the pulses, the spurts of seed as they were planted deep and strong. Enough for her second orgasm, the really big one. Then she could savour the feel of Jas's big tits against hers as they lay there - both taking in oxygen after their exertions.
"You got to the clinic and the pharmacy?"
Kate nodded in response.
"So its all OK?"
Another nod.
"You might need another Plan B or it'll be Black Baby time. Our gurl don't shoot no blanks." That was Pro's interjection but Jas confirmed it with a raise of her elegantly sculpted eyebrow.
Now Kate felt ready to speak. "I didn't take the one I got today. It's still in my bag."
Pro laughed again. "Now I really like this one."
"Doesn't spoil your plans?" Jas loaded her question to Pro with scorn. Maybe those two were not the closest of friends.
"Shit no," said Pro. "Girl looks like that she always gonna be in demand. High end for her and lots of them brothas just love getting with a pregnant white girl - so long as the baby's Black of course."
"Oh your poor BF," purred Jas to Kate in a tone that suggested no sympathy for him at all, "well he had his chance. If you keep him around he'd better get used to raising our babies."
"Either way I can find work for him." It seemed Bone had finished with his young 'friend'. "You way out of his league and you gonna look real fine knocked up. If that twink hadn't needed a lesson I'd be making sure of you myself. Be here tomorrow and I'll remedy that - have that belly swelling nice and round for sure. Meantime..."
Bone gave a signal. Pro stepped up to Kate and pulled down his sweat pants. She was happy to see that his Big Black Cock was beautifully hard at the prospect of knocking her up. If it hadn't happened already. She wondered if the others would be here soon. If not there was always tomorrow.
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There's No Place...
Lavon Crawston looked around himself with interest. This had been his home town, off and on, since his dear departed old Mom had brought him into the world. The city had changed almost as much as himself over that intervening half a century or so. However, just like him it had always retained its identity, its sense of self. The world had branded it 'H-Town' and it had taken on that name, made it its own for all that. He'd been away many times and returned just as often but the old city had always been there, waiting for him and essentially unchanged.
This time it was different. Nothing too surprising about that, nothing to be honest that he hadn't known was coming. The city, or at least this part of the city, was changing and changing fast. Everywhere you saw that name, 'North Capital', selling this district for what it had never been, separating it with brutal efficiency from its past identity.
It was ironic that this was the historic part of the city. Its finest buildings and all the sites marking its heritage, both good and bad. This place had turned back the Redcoats but its port had also been a key hub of the slave trade. All those places, steeped in heroism and blood, misery and evil, they were all now part of 'North Capital'. He didn't grieve for the fact. Change happened. That fantastic old bakery on the corner had been converted into yet another coffee shop. The produce market where his mom had seemed to spend half her life had been swept away so the new inhabitants could park their luxury SUVs. He turned a corner expecting to see an old favorite bar and saw a brand new gym.
Change happened and there was no point grieving for it. So he kept that to a minimum. The grief and his little trace of guilt. Hadn't he made his money by predicting just this. Buying property dirt cheap that now was coining it in for him. It wasn't like he could have prevented it. You might as well go down to the docks and tell the tide not to come in. That was life. You went with the said tide or you drowned.
None the less the realisation did hit him. He didn't feel at home any more walking these streets. Even in the two years since he had lived here full-time they had changed that much. The realtors had worked their magic; 'North Capitol' had become a thing no-one except him even took notice of any more. Prices and rents had gone through the roof and the old community couldn't live here any more. They had been replaced by the conspicuously affluent. There were no signs that said 'No Blacks' but there weren't too many ordinary African-Americans that could afford those new rents.
The distances involved were not great but he had his bags with him and so he had taken a cab. Outside of Police and advertising bill-boards the cabbie and Lavon seemed about the only Black folks in North Capital.
"Been away long?" The cabbie spoke over his shoulder in a Jamaican accent. Which probably explained his short dread-locks.
"It shows that much? I ain't been away long but this place is changing fast."
"Preach it! Not that I'm complaining - plenty of money come into the city. Shame is the assholes that bring it!" The two men shared a cynical laugh at the certain truth of that.
"Not that they all assholes - a few get with the vibe you know, but only a real few. Thing is," the cabbie continued, "go a few streets that way and there ain't nothing changing. May as well have fucking check-points and passport control. Ain't too many of these fucking yuppies going up to the Heights to live anytime soon!"
Lavon laughed again. That figured. The Fillmore Heights and gentrification were two concepts that really couldn't hang together in any world Lavon knew.
"Thank you brother." Lavon tucked a hundred in his hand and passed it to the cabbie after his bags had been unloaded. The driver nodded his approval and then he was gone. No need for a showy tip or a grovelling acceptance - these two men understood each other perfectly.
It wasn't hard to see Lavon's destination. It had what he hadn't seen up to now in the city. Two African-American men out on the porch and shooting the shit in the pleasantly warm morning air.
They both greeted him with broad and genuine smiles. For the first time that made Lavon feel at home. One of the men was DeShawn, the young man he thought of as his informal 'nephew'. The latter's frame had filled out a little as he had matured. Now he was a fine young man. Lavon noted with approval that the old ugly jailhouse tats on his arms had been replaced, or rather subsumed into, full tattooed sleeves of swirling patterns that seemed to shimmer on his dark skin. The young man also seemed to be looking after himself well. He hadn't lost the gym gains that had been the other result of his eighteen months in juvenile.
The other man was another very familiar face. Josh was a plumber who helped out on any maintenance jobs that DeShawn (or previously Lavon) couldn't handle. Given it was the end of the student year he wasn't surprised to see him there.
"How's it going man? Here for the usual?"
Josh laughed. "Yeah - same as always. They jammed the fucking pipes with paper and got the toilet overflowing so I made sure to check all the others too. No problem here but your other two houses got the usual. Regular as fucking clock-work!"
That figured too. DeShawn's house was 100% female. The other two houses were made up of male students. Prosperous trust-fund types who paid their rent on time but seemed totally unable to avoid blocking toilets and breaking fittings. If something broke the girls would tell you and you could fix it. White boys not so much.
"How you been getting on?" He kept his tone neutral but he knew that DeShawn would read him right.
DeShawn gave a slight nod and a slow smile. "It's all good Lavon. Nothing here I couldn't handle. Been a real good year."
Lavon didn't doubt that for one moment. DeShawn had matured into a likeable, handsome and powerfully built young Black man. Lavon had no doubts that his house's tenants had been kept well satisfied. Any repairs or other services required would have been handled almost as well as if Lavon were still here himself.
DeShawn picked up his bags. "Hey - I nearly forgot. We had a girl round here a couple of days ago looking for you. Said she used to live here."
"Name?"
"Didn't leave no name or no number but I told her when you'd be here. Just said she'd be back. Not the first to come looking for you but I gotta tell you that this one was a real fine piece. I mean built to the perfect specs and real sweet with it."
Why did Lavon suspect his 'nephew' had tried hitting on her. "Oh yeah?" He asked with a questioning look.
DeShawn gave that generous young smile of his. "Sadly she was only interested in talking to you. Seems she prefers the classic stylings."
They could both laugh at that. It wasn't like they'd ever be falling out over a white girl. First, experience showed that if you gave white girls what they wanted and needed then there would never be any shortage. Second, friends didn't fight - friends shared.
The BMW Club
It had been a mistake ringing Preston to let him know that she had got the job. Rachel had arrived home to a note reporting that he had gone out to celebrate. One thing was for sure he hadn't bothered to clean up before he had gone out. She had long been asleep by the time he rolled back.
Rachel had just about got the place in order the following morning before Louise called for her. Her husband, as usual, had not exactly been much help. Pretty much as soon as she had begun cleaning Preston had retreated into the other room saying that he had a great idea for his game and he needed to work on it while the idea was fresh. The idea might have been fresh but the excuse wasn't.
Louise had showed up looking her usual self, long raven-dark hair flowing over the shoulders of a black leather jacket left open to display a plunging neckline and a seriously impressive cleavage. She was squeezed into a tight pair of jeans.
She'd smiled when she noted Rachel's look. "Your learning curve starts here honey." She shook her shoulders and set her big breasts jiggling. "No point in having assets if you don't show them off. Besides I like the guys to know that I might not be a teenager any more but I've still got more than most of them can handle." She laughed and turned her Lexus out and onto the freeway.
Rachel was grateful that Louise had arranged to collect her on her first day. She wasn't sure she'd have found the club on her own. The Fillmore Heights were a maze of streets and buildings that Rachel didn't know at all. When they arrived the Club turned out to be a large building, old and with no visible sign that it was a place of entertainment.
Rachel had turned to Louise and given her a quizzical glance.
"Members only and by word of mouth," said Louise and then she had grinned and wiggled her big breasts again. "When you got these you don't need to advertise - the guys will surely be coming..."
Around the Club was a parking lot and some other buildings that all looked to be commercial save one. That had a pair of heavy iron gates in a surrounding wall that backed onto the club. A flag was flying from a staff but Rachel didn't recognise it.
Their first task was to change. She understood that all staff kept their uniforms at the Club. She and Louise both went into the back room to put on their server's outfits. The first thing she noticed was that their tops were different, if only in colour. Hers was white while Louise's top was black.
She asked about it.
"You'll find out about that soon enough but for now it just shows time served. You newbies get white." She smiled, "Our members enjoy the contrast," and ran a finger-nail along the border between her own black top and the pale skin of her arm. "You'll get the idea soon enough."
"Hey - no-one told me my Hot Mama was around!"
Louise's face broke into a wide smile as she embraced and kissed a sturdily-built dark-skinned man. "How's my Black Bull doing - how's that hand of yours?"
Rachel saw the cast on the man's right hand.
"Muthafucka's jaw was stronger than I thought. Still this comes off in a week and that fool's still eating through a straw. Anyways I'm on the earlys for a piece..."
"Keeping you out of trouble?"
"Shit - no trouble round here 'cept when my Hot Mama gets my blood-pressure up. You back for a while?"
"Just for a couple of weeks - we have three or four newbies for you. First one is Rachel here. What you think?" Jenny gestured over at Rachel.
The African-American raised his uninjured hand in a gesture of welcome. "Hey girl - any problems you come to Darnell. But I'm thinking you could be REAL popular round here." Was he the third or the fourth person who had said that? Rachel chose to take that as encouraging.
With casual ease Louise's hand moved down to the front of Darnell's pants outlining a big bulge there. "Same old Darnell," she laughed, "you have to watch out for this one. Now who's this for - me or sweet young Rachel here?" She raised an eyebrow as she looked up into his face in mocking enquiry.
"There's plenty enuff for both of you Hot Mama - like me to show you when we done here?" His free hand moved onto the pale exposed skin of her arm. He moved in again and his mouth found Louise's.
Now it was Darnell's turn to throw a question Louise's way. "So how's that husband of yours?"
Louise made a show of examining her wedding ring. "He's at home - waiting to hear what his wifey's got up to. If he knew you were here he'd be wanking already..."
Darnell laughed. "So we gonna give you something to tell cucky-boy when you get home? Its been a while."
Louise was teasing him, flicking her long hair, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "You sure you're up to it - being injured an' all." She always had that slight Southern accent but Rachel had noticed that when talking to Darnell Louise had made it more noticeable.
"Oh yeah - I got plenty for my Hot Mama. Need me to remind you?" Darnell's tone was swaggering, a man confident in what he had to offer.
"It'd be good but I'm looking after the newbies today and Rachel needs a ride home. Tomorrow, mind, then I can maybe fit you in."
"Alright - that's settled then. You gonna tell that white-boy why you gonna be home late."
"Of course," said Louise, "you don't think I'd cheat on him..."
Darnell was laughing as he went back to his work.
Louise's attention returned to Rachel. "Don't be looking all shocked! Darnell there is quite something. Very well-equipped and extremely skilful in its use." Louise's eyes sparkled and her skin almost glowed with pleasure. "One day I might get tired of men like that chasing me but when I do you can nail down the lid 'cos I'm dead!"
"But you're married..." Even as she said it Rachel realised how naive and out of place she sounded.
Louise slightly shook her head in mock-amazement but her smile remained in place. "Who do you think got me into swinging in the first place? Everything else has been a natural progression. I love my husband very much but now if it came to a choice between being me and being with him then there'd only be one possible answer wouldn't there. He knows that but happily he loves me being a slut, especially since I went Black-only." Louise laughed again, her big breasts quivering as she pointed to the dark mark showing on the exposed skin between her top and her skirt.
That hadn't really registered with Rachel before but she took note of it now. Black ink etched into her new friend's pale skin - the mark of a spade, just like on a playing card. Over it in clear script the letters 'C' and 'C'. Rachel didn't understand the letters but she did understand that symbol and what it indicated. Louise was a 'Queen of Spades', a white woman who went with Black men.
"Your mouth's hanging open baby - you'll be catching flies..." Louise wasn't laughing now. "You got any ink?"
Rachel came to herself with an effort. "Err, no - I don't like needles..."
The dark-haired woman nodded and peeled down a stocking to show three circular designs around her left leg. "Signs of my wild side," she said, "check with Theo before getting any tattoos or piercings. The management like us to LOOK classy!"
That wasn't going to be a problem Rachel thought. It was another matter that had caught her attention.
"My husband wouldn't like..."
"Is your husband putting food on the table or keeping a roof over your head?" Louise looked at her with an almost world-weary expression. "Or is it you doing that for him? Remember you don't have to do anything here until you're ready. Also - let your husband worry about what he knows, all he'll know about this place is what you tell him." She nodded. "You understand?"
Rachel understood. She also noted that Louise had said she didn't have to do anything until 'you're ready' rather than 'you don't have to do anything you don't want to.' The assumption was that there would be a time when she was ready. The assumption right from the start was also that she would, if necessary, deceive her husband about what went on here. They assumed that she would lie to Preston, if only by omission. She brought her thoughts up with a start. She wasn't here out of choice or out of preference.
That other comment of Louise's had also struck home. She was putting the food on the table and paying the rent. That was why she was here in this ridiculous uniform and that was why she would have to make it work. Until Preston went out and earned he didn't have much say in the matter.
Louise got down to business. "Now we'll sort out your station and introduce you to the guys and girls in the bar and kitchen staff. This place varies in how busy it gets. Its usually pretty quiet from five to nine, that's why we start you new girls out here. After that up until closing it can get pretty damn busy and of course some of the girls do the after hours work as an extra."
"What's that?"
"That can get pretty wild," admitted Louise, "but no-one has to do it unless they feel so inclined."
"Two really simple rules," she continued. "First you have a few set shifts but otherwise you work when you want to work - seven days a week or one day a week. If servers are short then you'll be real busy but you'll take home some good money. If you girls are out in force then you'll have to scurry for your money and make sure you keep the members happy. Most of our patrons aren't exactly loaded but you'll do OK if they like you. Soon they'll be asking for you by name and that's when you know you'll be getting tipped well."
"Second, the colour of your top shows the level of your work here - from white," she pointed to Rachel, "all the way up to black." She pointed at herself. You can stay in white if you like or you can choose to move up - but if you do move up you stay that way. If you, say, graduate to a blue top then you are expected to work as arranged for that grade. If you wanted to revert to white then there are no doubt plenty of other bars that need servers and you'd better find one. OK?"
Louise presumably noticed Rachel's anxiety. She gave her a brilliant smile of reassurance. "You'll soon see how we roll. Until then any questions you just ask me or one of the other girls in a black uniform."
The rest of her orientation was pretty par for the course but certain questions kept arising. How could that be a smart way of staffing anywhere? What was behind the different uniforms? What was with the 'after hours' work?
She decided to wait for an opportunity to raise those questions and later her new boss, Theo, provided one.
He had just given her a couple of stickers to place on the side windows of her car. "They should keep you out of any trouble but stick to the route Lou showed you just in case someone's new in town and doesn't know how things are round here." He saw her face and then smiled. "Been a long time since we had to send a message like that. Nowadays its more a sort of free advertising. That pretty face'll help bring the boys to the yard." He hummed a few bars of music and kept the reassuring smile on his face. "Anything strike you - anything you need to ask?"
So she did.
Theo held his hands palm upwards. "That's how we run - don't force anyone to work here, don't need anyone doing what they aren't happy to do. The tops bring a bit of color and let everyone know where they stand. As for 'after hours' - nothing to do with me or my Club. If some patrons and staff want to party after we close then that's up to them. Security earns a few extra bucks over there keeping things all cool. I may even take a walk over there sometimes myself when the mood takes me but over there I'm not the manager I'm just another patron. There's extra green there if you need it - but you only signed up to work for the Club and you needn't do anything else if you don't want to."
He'd raised his eyebrows as if to ask, 'Anything else?' Rachel chose not to push it - it was her first day after all.
The first session was indeed quiet. There was Louise, herself, and a very curvy older blonde called Vicky. A few regulars strolled in and ordered their food and beers. A large screen was showing the game. Rachel was happy to just get to work. Service that was prompt, efficient and delivered with a smile. Vicky could probably have handled it all herself but it was obvious she was also there to supervise Rachel on her first shift and introduce her to some of the customers.
Rachel began to feel a little foolish about her previous caution. The customers were all African-American of course and all male but otherwise they were just like the clientele of any other local bar or diner. They trended a little older perhaps and they were definitely blue-collar but that perhaps changed as the shifts progressed. As it was things were busy enough to keep the two of them moving - the men enjoying their food and talking together as they watched the Hawks win again. Each delivery rewarded by a dollar or two. The men's eyes were everywhere - hardly a surprise given what she and Vicky were wearing - but they kept their hands to themselves. Except when they were dropping their tips into her apron.



It was a strange thing but Rachel felt kind of disappointed. In her mind she had so built this place up and in the end it was just another serving job. That meant sore feet - just as Louise had promised - but while the tips were small they did keep coming. This was going to be hard work but she figured she might just be able to make it work.
After a couple of hours the clientele began to change. The older guys headed for home and were replaced by men only just old enough to be her father! The club filled up a little and another server arrived and changed into a blue uniform. Maddy seemed friendly enough and Rachel was relieved to see her because it meant that she got a few minutes break.
That allowed a very welcome trip to the rest-room where she had a few moments to herself and to get her thoughts in order.
"I'm tellin' you man - you keep your eyes open in there. She gotta be the sweetest piece of ass to start work here in ... fuck knows how long!"
"Yeah, yeah - just the thing is that you never seen a piece of fresh white pussy didn't send you to bone-town."
There was the sound of laughter. At least four male voices. Rachel looked up and saw a ventilator high in the wall of her cubicle. The noises were coming from outside. She heard a scraping noise and then a cough. She recognised the noise - a man crushing his cigarette butt out on the asphalt with his shoe. The men were having a smoke outside the club. She felt a little guilty for eaves-dropping but also intrigued and that feeling only increased as the men continued.
"Ha - yeah but he ain't wrong. She got a sweet little body and she's a looker for sure. Bit of a flat white-girl ass but everything else is right on the money."
"Looked long enough to see she wearing rings."
Another laugh. "Yeah - but you just know that's a white boy she got at home. Shit - ain't most of the girls here got some limp-dicked cracka waiting for her. Half the time that's why they coming here in the first place!"
More laughter and Rachel thought to herself that they were right in her case - Preston was the reason she had ended up here - but she had an idea they didn't mean it in quite the way she did. That impression was rapidly confirmed.
"Yeah - she is a honey but she probably like all them frustrated white girls. Can't get what she needs at home and just needs a real man to show her what she been missing!"
"That be you Joe..." Louder laughter.
"Don't wanna be harshing your dreams Joe but I ain't seeing that with this new one. Got a lot of the whitebread about her from where I was sitting. The whole world knows what she's needing but likely she'll up sticks and outa here before she can summon up the courage."
"Damn - but that would be a crying shame."
The fourth voice finally broke in. "That's for sure but I'll say one thing. That one, Rachel ain't it, she's as smart as she's hot. She'll make her decision pretty soon. If she's still here in a coupla week's time then she'll be in blue and angling for black."
"In more ways than one..."
There was again the sound of laughter and then of feet moving and the men were gone. Rachel checked her phone and realised just how much time she'd spent listening to them. She quickly got herself in order and back out into the club.
All she had heard did give her a new little interest. Trying to spot just who had been talking about her like that. She pretty soon had her suspicions.
They were seated at one of the benches and watching the latest of the seemingly never-ending series of games. Three of the men were in their late thirties or early forties. The fourth was a few years older. They were all still in their work clothes - construction by the look of them. Rachel wasn't sure, was equally unsure why it should matter, but something told her that these were the men she had heard.
She was still too busy to really think too much about it. She was in demand - most of the men wanted her bringing them their plates and brews. She was happy to oblige. She knew that novelty didn't take long to wear off and in the meantime she was collecting those dollars and the occasional five. Make hay while the sun was shining!
Finally she saw one of the four men signalling to her. She went across and took the order. She still couldn't be quite sure that they were the men she had heard but that didn't matter. She was here to sell food and booze. If the guys liked the view then they would hang around. It was all part of the job out here in the real world.
She got back with the four glasses and a big jug of cold beer. For the seemingly nine-hundredth time that night she declined an offer to have a drink with a table of guys. The refusal didn't cause offense. Almost as if it was just a ritual.
"You been busy baby," that was the older man and she absolutely, definitely, recognised his voice. It was the fourth voice she had heard as the men discussed her. "You gotta want to take a load off'n them feet for a while."
Boy was he right! Her feet were aching and resuming after her little break hadn't helped none. However, as a first-night girl she knew she would be being watched. Another server - blue uniform - had arrived and as Rachel looked around she saw Vicky was taking a break seated at one of the tables. Laughing with the guys and her arm round the shoulders of the only man who'd tipped Rachel ten dollars all night.
It was tempting to take the weight off her feet but happily the decision was rather taken out of her hands. The seats were pretty much full. She pointed that out.
The older man just smiled and tapped on his knee. His friends were all watching and seemingly enjoying her apparent discomfort. Her first reaction was a desire to tell the old bastards to fuck off but that was not really in the job description so instead she gave them a distinctly artificial smile and politely declined.
The man on her other side had maybe started earlier than his friends. He weaved a little as he turned to her and his voice had a slight slur that she also recognised from just earlier.
"Hey baby don't be mad - we all just having a little fun." His arm moved and before Rachel really knew what was happening a set of strong fingers had clamped onto her butt. She felt she must have jumped about a foot in the air but it was probably just a flinch in reality. She stiffened a little as the man's hand kneaded her butt cheek.
The older man, the one who had invited her to sit on his lap, spoke sharply in a hissed whisper. "What the fuck Den. The girl's in white - keep your fucking hands to yourself."
The hand was removed and Rachel felt her body relax a little.
Another voice broke in from behind them - deep, stern and authoritative.
"Everything OK here Rachel?"
Darnell's voice cut through her thoughts. The big security man was standing by the table. Rachel realised that all eyes were on her. Instinct told her what was expected of her.
"Everything's cool Darnell - thanks!"
The big man gave a slight nod and then headed back to his post. The drunk guy leaned back in his chair with a muttered, "fuck!" His three friends were looking at him with a distinct lack of empathy.
"Girl here just saved your sorry ass from being kicked out of here." That was the older man again. "Thanks baby - Den here just got a little too enthusiastic about a new pretty face - no offence meant. That right Den."
Den nodded. His contrition didn't seem entirely convincing to Rachel. She somehow doubted that he regretted his actions one little bit.
His older friend gave a little grunt of dissatisfaction. "Well anyway," he fished in his pocket for a five dollar bill which he deposited in Rachel's apron, "I'll show my appreciation and so will Den here." He looked at his younger, more powerfully built, friend. Den also produced a five.
"A lot more appreciation is called for than that Den." Another of the men backed up his older friend.
Den found a ten. The fourth man at the table coughed. Finally, without too much hesitation, Den managed to find a twenty for Rachel's tips pouch. It had only taken a few seconds but Rachel noted how things stood among the four friends.
The older man now gave her a real smile. "There now that's mo' friendly baby. What's they calling you? Rachel ain't it." He pointed to himself and each of his friends in turn. "I'm Jack and over there are Marcus, Joe and my generous friend Den." The others were also smiling but their eyes were pretty much everywhere on her body. Enjoying having her to themselves for the moment. She felt the color come to her cheeks and cursed the fact. They would probably enjoy it but it was not what she needed at that moment.
"Gotta excuse Den over there," said Marcus who was the biggest of the four men, muscular arms honed by years of hard manual work. "You do look damn fine in that uniform."
Shit - she could really feel the color in her cheeks now. She wasn't a teenager to be blushing at every darned compliment. She knew the reason for her response to the words and it wasn't very comforting. Marcus was an attractive man, a very attractive man. So was his friend Joe. Even Den wouldn't be bad if he had just a little less beer in him. Jack was older than his friends and definitely too old for her but hadn't she lived in Lavon Crawston's house! How many times had Britney and her friends told her of the benefits of being with a man of experience, specifically a Black man of experience. Den was no Lavon Crawston but Rachel found herself looking at him through the filter of those words.
Oh God but it was crazy. She couldn't work here if every African-American guy was going to be making her feel like this every time he looked at her. What had just the thought of Lavon done to her? For perhaps the millionth time she regretted never taking that short walk down to Lavon's door, regretted not knocking on that door to pay her rent the Lavon way. She couldn't turn back time but she could get an idea of what she had missed. Any of these four men would be delighted to show her - any of them or all of them. Just the thought had its impact on her. For so long she'd basically been reduced to her husband's bill-payer and personal servant. These men looked on her as a desirable young woman and that knowledge had a real power.
"What you think Marcus," that was Jack's voice again, "you think our girl here would look better in blue?"
"Damn sure," rumbled Marcus's deep voice in response, "girl like that was made for it."
She was watching him as he responded and caught the casual movement of his deep brown eyes, prompting her to look to her left.
It was now approaching ten and the club had really filled with patrons and with noise. Almost all of the tables were filled out and now there were seven - no eight - servers catering to their requirements. In more ways than one. Looking where Marcus had indicated she saw Maddy seated on the lap of a big African-American man. One strong Black arm was holding her in place but Maddy didn't seem to have the slightest problem with that. She was laughing and talking to the table-full of men. Six young Black men whose eyes were fixed hungrily on her, taking in every part of her. Maddy had to know it but she was certainly not blushing - she seemed entirely comfortable with the fact, to be relishing it in fact.
The man's hand around Maddy's waist dipped a little lower. For a moment Rachel thought he was going for the tips pouch but he had another objective entirely. With consummate, practiced ease he found his goal and Maddy actually eased her legs apart as she felt his fingers at her pussy. It obviously wasn't the first time and it obviously wasn't unwelcome.
"Yeah girl," said Jack in his crafty knowing way, " we need to get you in blue. Got an idea you'll enjoy that almost as much as we will."
"Fuck yeah," echoed Marcus and Joe. Den seemed to have fallen asleep.
Well now at least she knew what the score was. She knew what upgrading to a blue uniform meant. She also knew at least part of why Vicky and Maddy were so popular and earned so well. She knew all of that and she would have to think seriously about it when she got home.
Jack's face showed the wrinkles by his eyes when he smiled. He smiled now - the smile of a man who knew how things worked. A man who had seen many a pretty girl and knew how to read their faces and movements. Now as Rachel stood he beckoned to her and she didn't hesitate to lean back down towards him.
Brown eyes flickered momentarily down into her cleavage before moving back up to her face. There was his knowing smile again and he moved his mouth near to her ear - breathing warm words directly into her consciousness. "We all got to behave here. Girl like you should get in blue and then be asking to work after hours. That's where we can have some real fun and you can make some real money. You worth way more than nickles and dimes." He gave a low rumble of a laugh that seemed to pass right through her. "Now go get back to work baby - there's men thirsty around here."
"For more than just beer too." That was Jack's friend Joe. She'd heard enough to know how he felt about her but the way Joe's eyes hungrily followed her would have told her in any case.
She got back to the counter and found Louise there. Louise just gave her a nod. "You could do really well here babe."
Rachel didn't doubt that she could. However, it was pretty obvious that it could involve more than just sitting in a guy's lap. How did she feel about that? After all it wasn't just her. What about Preston? What could she tell him?
Louise had been watching her. "That was a good first night babe. I'm hearing good things from the guys. They want you working peak hours as soon as possible. We'll talk about it while I get you home."
Friends Reunited
There was a ping from his phone as a notification. Lavon checked the message and smiled. It came from a certain blonde and it contained only an image. A pregnancy test showing a positive result. Lavon nodded with satisfaction. It didn't matter how many times it happened that moment was always special. He tapped out a return message and mentally noted the need to pay a visit out there in six or seven months time. He did love to see his efforts rewarded and he was sure she'd send pictures but nothing quite matched giving his congratulations in person.
He was still smiling to himself when he heard a noise on his window. Glancing up he saw that DeShawn had tapped on the glass. Now the young man made a beckoning gesture. Seemed Lavon was needed outside.
"Well ain't this day just getting better and better!" Lavon was down the Town House steps faster than in years and with his arms held wide in welcome. There was no hesitation. The young woman accepted his offer and was soon in his arms. He held her tight and relished the feel of her body against him, smelled the delicious scent of her hair. He held her there and he held her tight - it had been much, much, too long. It instantly struck him that even a day would have been too long.
That was a real rare feeling for Lavon but this girl earned it because he knew she was real special and until that moment he had never known if he was ever going to see her again.
He sensed without really noticing that DeShawn had moved away. The young man had some discretion too. Because this was a moment only for the two of them. He kissed her cheek and tasted the salt there. Shit - he didn't never want his women crying over him. It might be gratifying to a weak man's pride but it surely wasn't his thing.
"What's up baby? No call for tears. I'll kick that DeShawn's ass for not telling me who it was calling for me. If I'd have know it was you..."
She was pushing a smile through the last rearguard of her tears. "I wanted it to be a surprise. Even when you was not here at first. But when you came out the door and I saw you again..." Her lip quivered again and Lavon knew he had to take action. He moved his mouth to hers, kissed her like a man should kiss his woman. He felt her body relax in his arms and then her lips and tongue respond to his. This girl had always been a real good kisser and she hadn't lost none of her skills. He kept their kiss going just as long as each of them needed, enough to know that they had each other and for just as long as ever they could desire.
Finally he broke the kiss and held her at arm's length. "Let me look at you girl. Damn but you was always fine but you seem like you just got finer still."
Any idea of tears had gone now. Her brown eyes sparkled with joy and excitement and her mouth formed its usual smile. "My surprise was not a, er, disappointment then?"
He heard the accent to her words and remembered how it got stronger and her English a little weaker when she was excited. Just another thing about her that he had missed a whole lot. "You hungry - we can eat or I can show you just how much I value this surprise of yours."
Yeah - that was his Britney. That full smile and that little giggle. He wasn't sure how she had ended up back here on his door-step but he knew without the slightest doubt or prevarication that it was one of the best things that had ever happened to him.
Eating could wait and they went back up into the old town house.
***
DeShawn had taken over Lavon's old room of course but it didn't matter much. Those of his things that had been left behind were now in the second ground-floor room. It had been storage back in the day and it wasn't as big as his old digs but it held a bed and his stuff and that was all he generally needed. With a little more time they could take the stairs up to the rooms that Britney herself had occupied back in the day. Just now, though, they weren't ready to sacrifice a single moment. They moved as one, sharing a kiss, as Lavin guided them into the town house and then directly into his new room. The decor and the surroundings meant nothing to either of them. They were on a mission, one as old as time, to re-establish physically that mental link that had held true through years apart.
Britney reached for the bottom of her top but Lavon's hand gently caught her there.
"No baby - I wanna unwrap my gift."
Her smile showed her strong white teeth. "You like your present?"
"Best I've ever had - best any man could ever have." He took hold of her top and smoothly pulled it up and over her head.
Fuck but the girl looked amazing. He'd known a lot of women, in every sense, but few if any could rev old Lavon's motors like this one. So many girls wanted to be thin as a rake. Britney had just the right amount of curve to her, a feminine softness that made a man like Lavon hard as a rock.
He reached behind her for the strap of her bra. "See you're out of training. No-one ever told you the Black man prefers his bitches without these?" His voice was stern and didactic but he mixed it with a wry, amused, look that had her giggling again. When she giggled just the right parts of Britney jiggled and so he really liked that too.
Oh yeah - that was what Lavon was talking about. He could appreciate many female forms but he was caveman enough to admit that he really loved a premium set of white titties and one thing was for sure - Britney was truly blessed in that department. She giggled again as he took her breasts in his hand, felt the curves and the softness there. A gentle touch of his fingers and her nipples stood proud.
"Oh I remember these," he said with satisfaction.
"You missed them then?" There was that mischievous, teasing, lilt to her gently accented voice. Everything he had always liked, no loved, about this young woman was coming back to him and was coming back hard.
"I know what I've missed," Britney continued. Her finger tips traced the firm bulge in Lavon's pants. She smiled again at the evidence of his arousal. Lavon kind of liked that too - that she could be surprised by the fact. He couldn't really imagine how any man could be this close to a woman like Britney and not be ready for action.



A gentle raise of her sculpted eyebrows and there was that teasing smile again. The things this young woman could do to him with such little things! Now her hands were undoing his belt and she eased his pants down before gently manoeuvring him onto the edge of the bed. Britney was taking charge and Lavon felt no pain about it at all. He really liked the way things were going.
He was pleased he'd had that new carpet put in over the old boards. He'd done it for noise but it was way more friendly on a girl's knees too. He remembered thinking that ridiculous thought as his shorts joined his pants round his ankles. He picked his feet up out of the clothes and kicked them aside.
Britney had held back a moment but her beautiful big brown eyes had remained fixed on his hard cock. She moved a hand forward to stroke his hard shaft and then joined it with her other alongside it. Together they almost, but not quite, covered the full length of his shaft and Britney giggled again.
Her eyes flicked back up to his face and Lavon knew he had to have a big-assed smile on his face. He didn't care. Only fools went through life pretending that nothing could touch them. At this moment he was a happy man and he had an idea that he was about to be even happier. He didn't care who realised it and he damned sure wanted Britney to know it.
There was her cute little smile again and then she dropped her mouth over the top of his shaft. Lips, suction and tongue all working on the most sensitive part of his cock.
"Oh yeah girl - that is real fine." He purred out the words as he watched her suck his cock. She always had been really good at that. Not showy, no party tricks, not trying to make a man cum - just a beautiful mouth that got a man hard and ready for what came next. His job was to show appreciation and to enjoy - both of which he had absolutely no problem in doing. There would be time for reciprocation later and he would make sure of that.
Enthusiasm, technique and an understanding of the benefits of eye contact. For Lavon those were the three golden rules of a premium blow-job. This one got 10s across the board until he made his move. He moved his hands to her shoulders and she immediately understood. She was moving back onto her feet when he took a firm hold and lifted her up and onto the bed. His reward was a throaty giggle and soon her pants had joined his on the floor.
She was soon naked except for a tiny wisp of panties. Lavon followed suit by stripping off his shirt. He noted the way that she was watching him. Enthusiasm and anticipation were both great but was he missing something? He reached for her panties and eased them down.
He couldn't help but laugh himself - joining Britney's delight in his surprise. Written just over her shaved pussy were the words,
'Property of Lavon'.
"Best be careful making offers like that - I might take you serious."
"Oh - I'm very serious. We'll go and make it permanent later if you want."
He looked into those wonderful eyes of hers and knew that she was serious as taxes. He shook his head. "No need for that but be aware I could take ownership on a real long-term basis."
She smiled again. "That was my idea Lavon." Then she held her arms up to him and he knew the time for talking was over. They had so much lost time to make up for.
Their lips met again and his fingers explored to confirm what he knew would be the case. She was ready for him, wet and ready. He eased himself into position and felt his hard cock brush against her pussy lips.
A gentle but purposeful motion and they were united. Lavon felt his body relax into the moment. Britney's lips formed into an almost inaudible, "Oh yes," and then his mouth was on hers, his body against hers, his being joining with hers. He began slowly to make love to her. He wanted to savour every moment of this and he, instinctively, knew that the same was true for Britney. They had been apart for so long, far too long. He had realised that from the first moment that he had seen her again. He would ensure that it didn't happen again if it was within his abilities.
Lavon Crawston was a man who enjoyed women. Not to be too crude about it - he was a man who enjoyed fucking. All of that experience hadn't been wasted. He knew how to please a woman, took the greatest pleasure himself in doing so. He could slip into a practised technique without diminishing the enjoyment on either side. Not this time. This time he was careful, weighing every movement, every change of pressure or speed, by the absolute need to make this as good for his partner as it could possibly be.
He knew the signs that he was doing something right. The slight change of breathing, the marginal flush on her cheeks and that certain look in her eyes. He dropped his mouth and kissed the soft pink skin of her neck - savoured its feel, its taste and its smell. He knew at that moment just what he wanted to do. A little extra pressure, that little extra suction that brought the blood to the surface. He felt as much as heard her moan when his mouth did its work. He put a little more pressure and speed into the thrusts of his hips.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, fuck me Lavon."
That was what he had been listening for. Now Lavon could relax into a game that was already nine-parts won. Could enjoy his own sensations as he sealed the deal. Building up the pace and the strength of his thrusts, exploiting all the potential that his earlier care and attention had unlocked. He already knew that he could make this beautiful young woman cum for him. That wasn't arrogance or pride - it was just the way it was.
Her arms tightened around his back and she tried but failed to clasp her legs around his body. Her muscles hadn't quite obeyed and he knew why. The rush of sensations and desires flooding through her body and being. He knew he could cum now and she would be satisfied but that was not the Lavon Crawston way. At least not now and not with this particular girl. He moved on, doubling down on his effort and his concentration. He rode on, through and over the crest of her orgasm. Kept her there until he could trigger a new, stronger, surge. Only then - when Britney was shouting out her lust and joy - only then did Lavon cum inside his woman. Each thrust forward deep within her triggering a strong, potent, spurt of his seed.
***
"Kinda surprised to see you back here. Only ever spent a couple of nights in Vienna, when I was based over there, but it seemed a great place to be."
"It is - but it doesn't have what I needed."
He smiled at her. "No Black guys?"
She shook her head. "Plenty of Black guys, lots more than since I was growing up, but no Lavon Crawston."
His smile didn't change. Their eyes and souls remained locked in the warm after-glow of sex. He knew the dangers of being with a beautiful young woman like his. Things could get too serious - a man could find himself caught up in commitments. The only thing was that, since the first moment he had seen her today, Lavon Crawston knew that he wanted to be caught. More than anything.
Did Britney sense that? There was a little triumph in her slight exhale of breath. He gently ran his palm along the perfect curve of her lower back. There was that giggle again and he felt his cock half-stiffen in response. Damn but this girl did it for him like few or any others ever had. However, man and woman did not live by great fucking alone.
He tapped her pale butt cheek with his long, dark, fingers. "Time to shower girl. We need to go out and get some food."
Career Progression
"Pitcher and three it is."
Rachel turned to begin it seemed the thousandth walk back to her service point of that first week. Being a new girl got you a lot of attention and a lot of business but that meant a lot of walking and a lot of work. Not that she could complain about the returns. Checking out the finances that morning and her income she had almost felt able to relax a little. The tips weren't big but there were a lot of them. The BMW Club had its expectations of customers as well as staff. Assholes who didn't tip would soon find out there were plenty of other men eager to replace them on the club's membership list. Apparently that had happened more 'back in the day.' Membership was by reference only and existing members knew what flew and what did not.
Still, it was a lot of walking to draw in all of those tips and Rachel still had that nagging realisation that novelty, by its very nature, did not last. She'd have her regulars and they would be happy to tip but relying on much beyond that might be a fool's game.
She had quickly seen how the club operated. Theo and his co-owner were ultimately in charge of course but they were not there too often when she was. Then it was generally either Louise or Vicky operating as supervision for the servers. That was cool because both those women, while they insisted on a good job, were a lot more 'house mom' rather than slave-driver.
She knew Louise of course. Vicky was a curvy woman with long blonde hair that cascaded down her back. She was perpetually cheerful, or so it seemed, and maybe that accounted for the fact that she seemed younger than she really was. Judging by the stories Rachel had heard from Louise and the others Vicky had to be at least in her late forties. Well, if she was then she didn't look it and she certainly didn't act like it! 'Good for her,' Rachel couldn't help thinking. Maybe that was just because Rachel herself was well aware of the passage of time. Where had it all gone since she had married Preston and what had been achieved?
After arriving on shift today Vicky had sought her out. She disarmed any anxiety with her usual broad smile, made more obvious by her usual distinctive lipstick. Someone told her Vicky wore that shade because it stood out well if she kissed a customer. It hadn't taken long to realise that all of the customers loved Vicky and that she wasn't above taking advantage of the fact.
"Hon," said the blonde, "we've been keeping an eye on you and you have been doing good work. Drawing really good comments from..." she waved to the club floor. At that moment there were only about five of the early regulars in but Rachel understood what the gesture meant. Later all of those tables would be crammed full of patrons. It would be busy in a way that only a Friday or Saturday night could be.
"We like your work ethic too," continued Vicky. "Some girls come here and just want to coast. Especially if they have certain looks and a certain style. You understand?"
Rachel understood and accepted the implied compliment.. After a week at the Club she was well aware that most of the customers enjoyed her as 'eye candy'. She also knew that she was from a little different background to a lot of the servers. She spoke and acted like a young woman with a good education spoke and acted. There was no 'front' to it and it could have embarrassed her to have ended up serving tables in an H-Town establishment. However, it had soon became apparent that the men liked the fact that she was a 'class piece' almost as much as her looks.
"When a girl is as ready to work as hard as you that usually means she has mouths to feed. You got kids at home?"
Rachel ruefully flourished her ring-finger. "Just the one kid - and he's a big one."
Vicky liked that, threw her head back and laughed. "Ain't that true for all of us hon! The only thing my husband ever got right was wanting me to get a job. That worked out real well - for me at least!" She looked around her and checked that no customers needed service. "Does your husband know you work here?"
"Of course," responded Rachel. Even Preston was likely to notice her disappearing for several hours most days!
"No - I meant does he know you work here." The final word was loaded with all of the meaning that Vicky could put into it.
"Yes - well sort of, kind of he does."
"So no," smiled Vicky. "Well husbands only need to know what we tell them. I only asked because several of the girls have husbands who approve or even suggested that they work here."
Rachel had heard about that too. She could remember how it had taken her off guard on her second day working at the BMW Club. She'd been called over to take a pic of Hayley and a table full of customers. Hayley was in blue and the men were taking full advantage. Black hands were all over her uniform, possibly inside it too if you looked hard enough. As soon as the pic was taken she had handed Hayley back her phone.
Hayley had pressed the screen a couple of times.
"Thass right girl - keep the old man happy!"
"White boy be using that picture for months."
"If he wants a little extra just come back see us Hayley girl!"
What sort of a husband did that? How could he send his wife to a place like this knowing what might happen here? She had an idea of what 'using that picture' meant and it genuinely did shock her. Say what you liked about Preston at least he wasn't a pervert like that.
That had been her initial response. However, as the days passed you became accustomed to such things. Hayley was most definitely not the only woman working there who had a husband eager to hear all the details when she got home. Wasn't the only one who sent an occasional picture back to keep hubby 'amused'. In some ways that had to be sort of convenient didn't it? Not that Preston was like that of course.
Except - she did remember him asking what the club and its customers were like. She hadn't been minded to lie and he had shown no problems handling the truth, or at least the partial truth. Later he'd asked if everything was OK - he said he wanted to be sure that she was comfortable working there. That there wasn't anything shady about it - 'hands on' customers and the like.
He'd seemed a little excited when he had asked. She'd rather liked the fact - Preston standing up for her and making sure she wasn't in a bad situation. Not enough to get off his backside and go get a job of course but that might have been asking a little too much. It was only days later that it struck her that she might have misread Preston. Maybe his excitement was of a different nature altogether. Maybe he wasn't so different from those other husbands.
She didn't think that was the case. One of the things that had always irritated her about Preston was that he didn't really understand people. All of his friends were white and from much the same background as he was. If he talked about women or other races they were always sort of lumped together, never seen as individuals. Even she sometimes thought she was only tolerated as some sort of an honorary one of the guys. Her viewpoint or experiences as a woman weren't really considered at all. It wasn't any sort of prejudice on his part - it was more a case of indifference mixed with a liberal dose of ignorance.
"Anyway hon," continued Vicky, "much as we love your enthusiasm you have to be careful about burning out. When we find a good one we want to keep her around."
That was all very well but she needed the tips and if you didn't work you didn't get paid.
Vicky read her expression without her having to speak. She laid a hand with long scarlet nails onto that of Rachel. "I know what you're thinking hon. However, there's those that work hard and those who work smart. You could take a lot of the pressure off if you step up to a blue uniform believe me."
Rachel had suspected the offer would come, it was just that she hadn't expected it so fast. She knew there were servers here who had worked months before being allowed to step up. Servers in blue might earn less tips but they got fives to twenties instead of ones to fives. Of course she also knew why.
"No rush hon," said Vicky. "You just tell me if and when you are ready."
Those words kept coming back to her all that evening as she dashed from table to table. Serving, collecting, cleaning. Earlier on it was relaxed but once the place filled up it was hard, if remunerative, work. Not just covering her own tables but also, some of the time, those of the servers in blue.
That was the case now. Siena was across the way sat on the knee of a patron and entertaining his table-full of friends. That meant Siena couldn't go fetch the hot-wings. It was up to Rachel to step into the gap. At least she would be tipped even if it wasn't well. It had become apparent working here that after the clock reached a certain point the men held onto their money so they could tip a blue uniform well. Not every table could have the services of a Siena, let alone a Vicky, so it wasn't wise to look cheap.
As a system it was pretty fucked up. She was running around doing all that she could and yet she knew the tables were disappointed at having to 'settle' for her. It wasn't stated but it was obvious. It almost made it worse that she knew it wasn't down to her looks or her abilities. So many patrons asked her when she was going to get in blue and said how much they were looking forward to it. It was just that to really succeed here you needed that blue uniform.
Rachel thought back to the previous night. Her husband had obviously been out while she was away at work. The flat was a mess and there had been dirty dishes left out. His coat had still been wet from the rain that had fallen that evening. He had been going out a lot recently and he always said he had just gone for one drink with his friends. Was that really true? She had no real reason to suspect something worse but the while situation was getting to her. Would a real man be so relaxed living solely off his wife's hard work? Especially if he loved her?
It all made her fell like a fool. Taken for granted by Preston and yet spending all of her time taking his feelings into consideration. She'd seen how the BMW Club worked. The servers in blue got a little fresh with the patrons but it was nothing too hot and heavy. Certainly nothing she couldn't handle. Preston wouldn't approve but then Preston hadn't really got much right to criticise had he?
There was a laugh from across the room. Rachel looked across and saw the twenty being tucked into Sienna's tips pouch while another was waved in her direction. Fuck - that did it! Rachel caught Vicky's eye. She pointed to her uniform and mouthed the word 'blue' through the noise of the club. Vicky broke into a broad smile and waved her over.
"Sure you're ready for this hon?" Vicky's eyes gleamed with amusement. "The way they've been talking about you since you came here the guys may just eat you alive!"
Rachel knew Vicky had done this many times before. She probably said the same to every girl stepping up to a blue uniform. Made sure no-one could pretend that they didn't know what the blue uniform signified when a patron squeezed their behind.
"I'm ready," she responded in a calm clear voice.
Vicky's smile didn't moderate. "Go look in the back staff room - I laid your blue uniform out for you earlier tonight."
Rachel couldn't disguise her surprise. "How did you know?"
Vicky shrugged and pursed her lips a little. "Me and Louise have been around at the BMW awhile now. We know who the really good prospects are. We'd had a uniform ready for you since your second day here - the guys pretty much demanded it. When you came in this evening I just had a notion that tonight it would be needed. You get an instinct for this kind of thing. Now stop wasting time and get into that blue outfit!"
Rachel went to the back room and changed into the blue uniform. It didn't take long but it was long enough to ponder Vicky's words. Vicky had known she would make her decision tonight. Why - had her annoyance with the situation at home been so obvious? She hoped not but she couldn't really see another explanation. Anyway she would give it a go and see how she felt about it. As for Preston - what Preston didn't know wouldn't hurt him. She gave a little half-laugh and shook her head a little. What Preston didn't know was pretty much everything!



Sealing the Deal
"You know I was really a bit worried when I got here and saw DeShawn at the house."
"You remembered him then?" Lavon smiled as he asked her the question.
"Of course I remembered him!" Britney's mock-annoyance was negated by her ready smile. "You should know why. You set us up with him that time!"
He remembered alright and returned her smile before letting his face become serious. "You know I wouldn't do that now. Thing about time passing is it sometimes teaches you what's really valuable."
He was surprised but very gratified to see a slight blush in her cheeks. Even more so to see the obvious pleasure in her face as she looked back at him. "For me too I guess. Especially when DeShawn opened that door and I thought something might have..." She steadied herself. "You know what I mean. I couldn't believe it when DeShawn said you had handed over the place."
"A man can't retire?"
"I never thought you would. I kind of thought you had set up a perfect little situation for yourself."
He nodded contemplatively. "So did I - enjoyed every moment of it. However, time passes and that last year was so good it kind of spoiled it for me. At some point I would have handed the place over but it brought things to a head. Starting the next year I spent every moment wishing a certain couple of my girls were still there. Every time I turned a corner or a door opened I was hoping it was them and knowing it never would be. A real strange feeling to have. How's that song go, 'You don't know what you've got till its gone'?"
"I know the feeling? So did I know either of these two girls?"
That infectious smile of hers was there again. Lavon knew she wanted to hear him say it and he had no problem obliging her. "You know one of them real well - a certain firecracker-hot Austrian piece. Name of Britney." He saw his confirmation gave her pleasure and he enjoyed that fact in turn. "Don't think you'd guess the other in a month of Sundays though."
"Rachel," said Britney without missing a beat. She'd already known she was right but it just made it all the better that for the first time ever she seemed to have taken Lavon Crawston completely by surprise.
***
DeShawn hadn't needed to be given any hints. Even without the special circumstances Lavon's presence would have freed the young man up to follow his own interests. If Lavon had to guess he'd reckon those interests mostly revolved around premium white pussy. Anyway they had the house to themselves and that suited Lavon and Britney just fine.
It had been a good meal, good company and good catching up with all that had gone on in the last couple of years. However, they had both known that all of those things were just the preliminaries. Reminding each of them just why they found the other's company so sympathetic, so natural. Opposites, or should that be contrasts, sometimes really did attract. There wasn't that much in common between Lavon and Britney but what they did have in common was what mattered. Each had missed the other, had found that sense of an absence growing rather than fading as time passed. Each had known from their moment of reunion that they didn't want that separation to be repeated.
Lavon had moved his favorite chair across into his room. It wasn't DeShawn's style anyway. Now he sat for a moment and relaxed and ruminated on just how lucky a man he was. A few moments later Britney came in and confirmed the fact beyond any doubt or gainsaying. She had freshened up and now only wore a pale blue matching set of bra and panties that showed her big breasts and juicy booty off to fine effect.
Lavon gave a low whistle and was rewarded by Britney's delighted little laugh. She twirled on the spot to let him examine all of her but Lavin didn't want just to look.
"Over here sweetness," he growled as he beckoned to her. She moved smoothly over to him and her fingers were already undoing his shirt as their lips met. They kissed and his shirt hit the floor. He eased himself up out of his chair and soon his pants and shorts had joined the shirt. Britney looked at him and licked her lips. That made a man of Lavon's age feel no pain at all - made all the hard work to keep in shape worthwhile.
Britney kissed his lips, his chin, his chest and then dropped her head to lick his nipple. That wasn't something he was too used to - even with all of his experience. Strong young fingers squeezed at his butt-cheeks. If Lavon hadn't known better he would have though he was being taken advantage of. Either way he was enjoying every second of it.
Britney gave him that infectious smile of hers and put a hand to his chest. He let himself ease back down into his armchair. She followed him down and for the first time her fingers found his cock. That was all it took - he was hard and ready for her in a second. She cupped his balls in her hand and dropped her mouth onto his shaft. She eased her way into a steady rhythmn of sucking with her mouth and stroking with her hand. It felt real good and Lavon felt on more familiar ground now. Britney was good but what made her blow-jobs special was the fact that she was the one giving it. That sparkle in her deep-brown eyes was something Lavon couldn't get enough of.
Just now, however, he wasn't getting that. Britney's eyes and all of her concentration were focused on his Big Black Cock. Her long hair swung a little each time she moved over him. He let his fingers touch it as it moved. Her usual light-brown hair but now with a touch of red added to it. He liked that. It suited her.
He moved his hands to the side of her face and eased her off him. She looked at him now - a little unsure just what that meant. He showed her by leaning forward and kissing her, pushing his tongue into her open mouth so they could kiss long and deep and hard. As they broke their kiss her head dropped straight back to his cock. Damn but this girl was good! He moved his hands back to the sides of her head and this time held her hair a little more firmly. Britney kept sucking and he eased forward and up out of his chair. Standing and gently using his hands to tell her what he needed. She responded and now they had their eye contact. Now he knew she was the best - just exactly what he enjoyed.
How long had they been apart and yet they didn't need to speak. Britney dropped her hands from his cock and held them both behind her back. Then she looked up at him and infinitesimally raised one perfectly sculpted eyebrow. No words needed at all - Lavon knew what Britney wanted. He held her head gently but firmly and began to move his cock in and out of her mouth, feeling her tongue teasing the underside of his shaft. He didn't have to go too crazy about it. Britney just liked her man to take charge at moments like this. He didn't know many young women as self-possessed as her but maybe that was why.
He kept going until he felt, or rather sensed, her readiness to pull back. He released and she pulled her mouth off his cock. She gasped for air and once more looked up into his eyes. There was that sparkle and the broad smile that went with it. He felt the thrill of a craftsman knowing that he was doing a good job. She dropped her head back onto his cock and this time he let her set her own pace. After a few seconds Britney leaned back and gasped for air again. She puffed out her cheeks and then went back to work. Maybe her mouth was getting tired or she had just forgotten to breathe. Either way Lavon took charge again. He held her and picked her up so that he could pivot and deposit her into his armchair.
She had been here before and she knew what was coming next.
"Yes!" One accented word of delight and that was all that Lavon needed. His fingers grasped her panties and eased them off. They'd been in a rush earlier but this time Lavon was not going to deny himself. That sweet white pussy needed to be eaten. She gasped as his mouth found her and his fingers joined the exploration. Sometimes there was just no substitute for experience. Lavon could consciously or unconsciously recall every time he had been with Britney before. He knew what this sweet piece liked and now he went all out to give it to her.
"Oh yes!!!" Britney laughed and now her fingers were locked in his much shorter hair. Making sure he was going nowhere - keeping him locked into his task. He liked that but it wasn't necessary. Lavon wasn't going anywhere until he got what he wanted. He warmed to his task and followed up on every signal her responsive body gave to him. Kept going until he sensed a slight tension in her. Then he redoubled his stimulation of her clit with his fingers and explored as deep as he could with his tongue. He got his reward. His strong arms held her legs as they quivered and as she moaned. Just a little one but it was what he needed.
He moved fast for a big man. Before she fully recovered he was pushing his cock into her warm, wet, perfectly prepared pussy. Britney ran a hand through her hair and gasped with her head thrown back. Then she was leaning forward and he knew why. She wanted to see his Big Black Cock claiming that perfect white pussy of hers. He made sure she had a clear view because it just looked so damned fine. Then he started a rhythmn of short thrusts into her, letting his cock claim her slowly but surely.
He grasped her legs and pushed them up and back a little. Opened up that pussy for his thrusts. Again she put her head back and gasped for air. This time he was ready for her. He dropped his own mouth onto hers. Kept fucking her as he kissed her deeply. Two bodies, two individuals, became one. Now and for always. He didn't ever want to let this one go again. They were made for each other - a perfect combination.
He only broke the kiss to allow himself to use longer, deeper, strokes of his cock into her. He saw the blood flush her cheeks, heard her pant for breath and saw the look in her beautiful brown eyes. He eased his rhythmn a little but only to take a firmer hold on her legs and ease her forward. That let him go deeper and he wanted all of her. Let him still kiss her too, just by adjusting that rhythmn and angle. Keeping it all fresh and stimulating new parts of her. Again he was rewarded. The quiver of her legs and the gasp as her eyes stayed locked on his.
He let her relax a little again with gentle short strokes and then grasped her hand. Again no words needed to be spoken. A simple gesture and Britney was turning . Knees on the chair and her arms on the top of its padded back. He took a moment to enjoy the view. That was one sweet, sweet, white booty. Then he slid his Big Black Cock back home and began to fuck her with long rolling strokes.
It didn't take long for her arms to buckle a little and then she slid down onto the back of the chair. He reached forward and undid her bra strap. The material was tossed aside and his hands found her big swinging white girl titties. He leaned over her and fucked her deep. Heard the little grunts as he slid home all the way again and again. It felt good but he wanted more.
He grasped her sides and lifted her off the chair. Britney gave a little laugh of surprise and then he walked her carefully across the room. Once he had her on her hands and knees on the bed he started fucking her hard again, this time with each hand firmly grasping a perfect pale butt-cheek. Britney was doing her part. Letting him get just the right angle, giving herself to him perfectly. Each thrust put a perfect jiggle into her booty, set that long red-brown hair swinging. This was perfection, paradise for any man with a pulse and a hard cock. He put a little of his weight onto her and then fucked her hard and fast for a few seconds.
"Oh fuck!!!" Her cry confirmed for real that he was hitting the spot. So he kept on doing it - letting her reaction build. He felt the sweat on his brow and decided to change things up again.
He kissed her neck and tasted the salt there too. Then he pulled out and laid back on the bed. Britney looked at him a moment and then smiled. He knew that she liked this position and she seemed pleased he had remembered. Like he was ever going to forget!
Britney hooked a leg over him and then carefully lowered herself down onto his cock. He slid all the way home in a simple movement and he reached up to grasp her full breasts. Used his fingers to tease her nipples erect as she began to ride him. However, that was just the preliminary and they both knew it. He opened his mouth and showed the tip of his tongue. She understood and leaned forward to kiss him. He felt her beautiful body pressed against his and he took her in his strong arms, held her to him as he began to thrust upwards, hard and fast. Meshing perfectly with her own movements.
That was good, really good, but Lavon knew what Britney needed. He moved her around and onto her back. He eased her knees up and slid his cock back home into her yielding wet pussy. He put a hand forward and gently held the side of her face. She looked up full into his face, just as he had wished. Their eyes and souls met. His eyes drank in every part of her, relished the look of desire and enthusiasm on her face. Together they were so good - that fact wasn't new but it was massively reinforced and validated by the knowledge that Britney was feeling just the same.
Without concious decision they found themselves kissing deeply once more and then it was time. Lavon leaned back and began to put his whole self into pleasing her. Long powerful thrusts that soon had Britney lying back on the bed, her eyes wide. Her legs quivered against him once more and he leaned forward into his efforts. Britney's mouth opened in a silent cry and Lavon luxuriated in the knowledge that he had her. For a moment her deep brown eyes fixed on his once more and then her head was back and she was howling out her orgasm for real.
That was all that Lavon needed. He dropped his body down onto her and held her tight, fucked her hard and fast until he could hold out no longer. He felt the rush of his own orgasm but continued to thrust, planting a heavy, potent, load of his cum as deep into his woman as he could. All the time he felt her body react to him, her own orgasm building to a climax.
Finally Lavon lifted himself off his woman and suddenly felt fatigue in his arms. Damn but it felt good. He smiled and carefully kissed her again before sitting up.
"Wow," said Britney and then she rewarded him with that delicious little laugh of hers. "That was intense! Just like I remembered."
"I don't want to be relying on memories any more," he admitted and saw her smile at his words. If she'd set out to catch him then she had done so and he didn't care. In fact he rejoiced, felt as good in that moment as he had ever felt.
"I didn't just mean the sex," her accent was a little stronger as it always was when she was a little uncertain. "It was special this time - very real - just like the last time when I was here before."
Now he understood. Back in the day at this house Lavon and his girls had an understanding. Firstly, if they chose to visit him down in his room there weren't going to be any condoms. Second, they could take the pill or adjust their rent-paying calendar to their 'safer' times. Lavon liked to seed unprotected white pussies but he wasn't an asshole about it. He understood that his girls were just starting out with lives and careers. Generally a Black baby wasn't going to be too convenient just at that time. The fantasy was fine but there were practicalities.
That last time before her return to Vienna he had known that Britney had come to him at her most fertile time. She had given herself in the most important way possible and he had accepted the gift. He remembered that night and its intensity. The inference about today was obvious.
"I spent a couple of months looking forward to a text back then," he admitted. He stood up and found his phone. He showed Britney the message and photo he had received that morning. Before she got herself into something she needed to know that the old leopard hadn't changed his spots that much.
"I guess you'll be waiting for a text again."
"Nah," he smiled and reached in to kiss her again. "Lavon Crawston ain't that much of a fool. You ain't going nowhere till we got the job done properly this time. Never seen a sweet piece who'd look better with my baby in her belly."
She adopted an expression of mock-severity. "I know your sort Crawston. Leave a poor girl all barefoot and pregnant."
"Not when they as near perfect as you girl."
"Near perfect?" She did mock-severe real cute.
He took all the humour out of his face and voice - this was real serious. "Black man likes to fuck a white girl with rings on her finger. You ain't got none. However, if you feel so inclined I'm minded to change that."
From her reaction Lavon knew that Britney was genuinely shocked and surprised. That was followed by a moment, a moment that seemed to last for an eternity. Then she smiled and Lavon knew he hadn't made a mistake.
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Men were easily pleased. They had been a bit of a mystery in her old life as Heather Cameron but in her new incarnation of Monica the cam-girl she felt that she had come to understand them very well.
Like Plug - the older African-American man who was currently with her, sliding that remarkably thick Black cock of his up and down her well-lubricated cleavage. Plug liked a pretty girl, he really liked a pretty white girl and he particularly liked a pretty white girl with big tits. Looking up into his crafty, time-lined, face she was happy to see just how much he was enjoying this.
There was perhaps only one thing he'd enjoy more. Monica remembered a couple of days before when her phone had signalled a message from her friend Charli. A simple message. A picture of a positive pregnancy test accompanied by emojis of popping champagne corks and a thumbs up. Simply a friend passing on her good news? Monica knew better. It was a little bit more complicated than that.
She had seen the preceding video sent to her by Charli. A blonde woman being fucked by Charli's husband, the porn-star Julius Flint. Monica glanced down at the thick Black shaft which was pushing between her firm breasts. She felt Plug's thumbs teasing her nipples as he held her tits firm against his cock. Monica's nipples were prominent and very, very, sensitive. Plug knew how to play her to keep getting what he wanted - just as Charli did.
Which did not mean that Plug or Charli were exploiting her. One of the best things about being Monica was that she was also Heather Cameron, an heiress already in receipt of a very padded trust fund. She didn't have to do anything she didn't want to do. She played the Challenge, she 'starred' in Izeye's BDSM shows and she came over to see Plug because she enjoyed doing it. She relished it all. That was really the secret of her success in the adult business and she knew it.
People with experience in the business - people like Harley, Izeye and Charli - were well aware of the fact. She knew Harley was keeping her cam audience hungry for more. You didn't do everything all at once - you spun it out a little. That hunger in the audience kept the subscriptions and the donations rolling in. However, there was a hunger in her too. Which was why she sometimes came over to see Plug.
That wasn't his real name of course. However, he had a Black cock that wasn't so very long but was formidably thick. It filled her up and made her feel like no other man had. However, she was aware that probably wouldn't remain the case. There was a comparison with her favorite sex toy, the big Black dido modelled on Charli's husband, Julius Flint. He was as thick as Plug but was formidably long too. She had sucked Julius once and had felt the weight of his huge cock in her hand. There was no faking there. He was the real deal and the idea of fucking him was daunting but that didn't mean that at some point it wasn't going to happen.
She had never told Charli that but Charli knew it none the less. She booked the 'talent' for her husband's shows. Monica knew that potential partners were not in short supply. What pro-am performer or hotwife didn't want to feature with the legendary Julius Flint? It was no doubt good for business but it was also something any interracial performer needed on her resume. So Charli had potential bookings come to her - she did not need to chase them.
So why did Charli make so sure to keep Monica updated? To recruit her? No, that wasn't necessary. They both knew that when the time was right Monica would ask to join a shoot. There was no 'if' involved - only 'when'. Julius Flint had a magnetic attraction for a certain type of woman and Monica had been totally aware from her first meeting with him that she was undeniably of that type. Charli was keeping in touch because she was already pressing Monica to go further, much further.
Julius liked his scenes to go a certain way. No condoms, of course, and the scene ended just as nature intended. A man who desired a woman was not going to pull out. He was proud of the authenticity of his scenes. He chose co-stars that he desired and he made love to them as a man would with a woman he desired. That was what made his scenes so popular, that was what kept his co-stars coming back and sometimes, just sometimes, that led to the result Charli had messaged to her. That positive pregnancy test.
That was the nature of their seduction and Monica enjoyed thinking about it. She had to be honest with herself and admit that while a tit-fuck did a lot for Plug it really didn't do that much for her. She needed a little extra stimulation to warm things up. Thinking of the potential results of being seduced into Julius Flint's circle was exciting. Even more stimulating was the fact that the knowledge didn't put her off, not one little bit, just the opposite in fact.
Not that she wanted to be producing any positive pregnancy test of her own. That wasn't in her plans so far and she wasn't sure it ever would be. However, there was a visceral basic rawness to such things. Sex was so pleasurable because nature wanted it that way. There was no ambiguity in determining the reason for that. Reproduction was, at the end of the day, the name of the game for all living things. Monica certainly appreciated the fact because she had come to understand that she really enjoyed sex. A fact which made her curious to explore her boundaries, to try new things.
'You know that you think you know about fucking but you really don't until you have fucked fertile. When you know that you are off the pill and the man with you is going to breed you or at least to try his damnedest! With our men the knowledge they might knock you up really seems to inspire them. Combine that with the fact your body is all primed to respond and it takes everything to another level.'
She remembered Charli telling her that on the evening they had spent together, just after they had sucked off multiple cocks at a sex club. (Well you had to be there - it had just sort of happened). She knew Charli had three children, two of them with her husband but all of them with African-American fathers. So Charli should have known what she was talking about. Maybe - or maybe it was a load of BS designed to lure her into a Julius Flint shoot sooner rather than later. Whichever, Charli had certainly planted a seed with her words.
Monica brought her hands up to cover Plug's. Pressing her breasts tighter around the dark shaft of his cock. She saw him smile. He was enjoying this but she was ready to finish it. It was just as well that men were very easily pleased especially if you knew what they particularly liked. Plug had that much in common with Julius Flint at least.
"You know how you are always talking about breeding me Plug?" She put the flirtatious note in her voice that she knew Plug loved.
"Uh-huh." His eyes fixed onto hers and she knew she had his attention.
"Well, its just that you are getting on a little bit Plug. Do you think you would still be man enough for the job?"
Some men would take that amiss but she knew Plug by now. She knew that she'd get that big smile of his in response. "You want to find out girl - dump them pills and you'll soon be seeing who's man enough! Have that belly nice and full and them titties all full of milk!"
She took the flirtatious note out of her voice and looked at him hard. "Then show me Plug - show me how much you want to knock your little white bitch up."
Plug liked the idea as she knew that he would. He pulled his Big Black Cock out from between her full beasts and began to stroke it hard. "I'll show ya - like I'll show you off with a big Black-bred belly to all my friends. Teach them I ain't so old I can't knock up a sweet cracka piece."
His words had been delivered in a gabble of breathless passion and he ended them with a heavy first spurt of semen delivered over her cleavage and up onto her neck. Followed by a second and third spurt, just as heavy and just as powerful Then a fourth and a fifth that covered her tits and finally a last spurt that half found her cleavage and half hung from his cock.
"Jeez," she said in genuine surprise. She'd seen a lot of cum that evening at the glory hole with Charli but this was different. This was all from one man! It coated her cleavage and breasts and the underside of her chin. The idea of making her pregnant really did seem to inspire old Plug.
"So you still reckon I'm not up to it?" Plug was laughing as he spoke - still enjoying the rush of that big cum-shot.
"I reckon I have to be careful around you," she responded.
"Oh you'd best believe it girl! Not just around me neither - round any Brotha with a pulse and eyes in his head."
She recognized that as a Plug compliment. In fact it was almost romantic for him. She beckoned and he came round to her. She took hold of that lovely thick cock and carefully cleaned it with her lips and tongue. Made sure to get every bit of his seed. She saw him use his fingers to scoop up cum from her tits and then hold his fingers up to her. She knew what he wanted and carefully sucked each dark finger clean of its load.
It was only natural to note just how hard Plug had cum. He almost always came inside her and if that was a typical example he had planted a lot of his Black seed. Without those pills then old Plug would have knocked her up for sure. She felt the warmth rush through her body at the idea. That didn't surprise her - she knew the idea had its taboo attractions for her. What surprised her was quite how strong the feeling was. She really was going to have to be careful - but perhaps of herself rather than of her men.
She needed to get her mind off that line of thinking. "So you think these were a good investment? You approve of my new white titties?"
Of course he did but old Plug was playing a longer game. He had been watching closely. "Real fine girl. Gonna look even better when they good and full of milk for the Black baby in your belly."
Monica just kept her green eyes on his brown ones as she sucked the next load of cum from his fingers. Plug wasn't letting her off the hook. Just like Charli he wanted her thinking about pregnancy, about being bred by a Black man. Well they were succeeding in that at least. Whether that meant they would get what they ultimately wanted well that was another matter entirely!
***
The rain started to fall.
Monica cursed a little under her breath but it really made very little difference. Walking to the local transit stop hadn't really been an option anyway. It was her own fault for letting the boredom translate into alcohol consumption. Not that she was in any way drunk but she certainly wasn't going to be driving anywhere tonight.
She had been foolish to take a drink in the first place but she had needed something to distract herself from Tyler Arundel. She was always happy to support her father's charitable events but awarding a pity-fuck to Tyler was most definitely out of the question. Not least because he knew just who she was and she always seemed to see dollar signs in his eyes when he looked at her. That might have been understandable if Tyler didn't already have more money than he'd ever be able to spend.
That was something she even found to some degree with her parents. The desire of the elite to keep their wealth in their tiny social group. Charity was fine around the edges but what mattered was that the real money stayed in-house so to speak. Monica, even when she was having to be her old self as Heather, had never quite understood that. She was fortunate enough that money, while she understood its importance and necessity, did not really need to concern her. She certainly didn't make acquiring it a religion as she suspected Tyler did.
Getting home wasn't really a problem of course. Her parents would find her a driver back to her supposed apartment in the suburbs. However, there were two problems with that. First, she wanted to go back to her real home in H-Town and it was probably for the best that her old life didn't know about that place. It was definitely good that what happened in H-Town stayed in H-Town at least for the moment. The second issue was the identity of the driver. It would almost certainly be Tyler Arundel. A piece of unsubtle match-making by her parents. Well thanks but no thanks.
All in all a good thing she still had an uber account. Arrange a pick up from around the corner and she would soon be home. Except that the driver hadn't showed and his location was stubbornly unchanging.
Which was the moment when that rain began to fall. She was wearing a little black D&G number and while it was suited to the temperature it was nothing you wanted to get soaked through in.
Thank the lord for this coffee place. At least she was in the dry as she watched the stubbornly uber-free street outside. She checked her phone again and pursed her lips with frustration.
She didn't want any more coffee and she wondered if it was her that had made the mistake. Maybe the vehicle was waiting just beyond her line of sight. Perhaps the rain was easing off just a little bit? She pushed open the door and stepped out.
She didn't see her lift - well it certainly wouldn't have waited twenty minutes anyway. What she did see was a taxi and at least that could get her to the station. She waved nice and clearly and to her immense relief the cab stopped.
"Where to lady?" The driver was early thirties. A deep-brown skin tone with his hair arranged in short dread-locks. Monica could not quite place his accent. Definitely from the Caribbean but not the Bajan she had heard at Carnival. Jamaican perhaps?
"I'm trying to get to North Capital," she used the new name of the gentrified downtown part of H-Town, "so if you can get me to the main station here that would be great."
The driver sniffed a little. "Got bad news I'm afraid. Last Amtrak will be gone by the time I can get you to the station." He looked out of his window and up into a night sky made darker by foreboding clouds. He considered a moment. "Maybe I can do something a little better for you. Been on an airport run and I'm headed that way home myself. So you can ride back to H-Town with me OK and I'll set you down where you need but it'll have to be on the clock. Its a Company vehicle you know." He named a likely figure.
Well, first, that was well above top dollar for a cab trip of that distance. Second, she highly doubted his firm would ever see any of the money. However, third, the rain had just started up a little heavier again. She'd pay twice as much just to get home the way things were going. "That won't be a problem," she said.
The door clicked open and she stepped inside. The driver put his vehicle in gear and they were off. Her driver might have been mercenary but he was thoroughly professional. He drove smoothly and at an appropriate speed on the best route home. All attention on the freeway and traffic and no attempts to start up a conversation.
It wasn't so very long a drive and soon they were crossing over from the Capital's suburbs to those of H-Town. Just enough time for Monica to shake off the annoyance and frustration of her wait. Enough for her mind to start along other channels.
Her latest task in the Challenge was still unmet and she hadn't quite worked out how to do it. Harley, who ran the Challenge, had warned that things got more complicated as you stepped up the levels. Well, this was certainly a new level. 'Give a stranger a Blow Job.'
On the surface that wasn't so difficult. She could walk into any club or bar and probably find a willing participant. Monica was well aware that men found her attractive. A lot of men paid a lot of money to watch her shows. However, there were a couple of complications. First, she had to prove that she had performed the task. That meant video proof. Second, the Challenge hadn't reached this particular rule yet but Monica had already decided that she was only interested in Black men. She had lost any interest in white boys long, long, ago.
A string of red lights up ahead. Their vehicle drew to a momentary halt behind the last of the tail-lights. Monica glanced up from her phone. She took in the delay but also saw the driver's eyes in his mirror. She knew the nature of that look. He was a professional driver but he was also interested. She looked back at him considering him in a new light. As soon as he noticed her eyes on him he looked back up the road. Which was how it should be. How was he to know his interest in her was reciprocated? It was for her to decide whether he would find out.
"Is there likely to be a long hold-up?" She asked.
"Happens a lot here. Bad junction but it looks to be moving a little up ahead. Shouldn't be too bad."
His eyes were back on her via the mirror. Her words had given him the excuse and he was obviously very happy to make use of it. She was sure now and sure what she wanted to do about it.
"I've been thinking about my fare. That figure you quoted was pretty steep. Isn't there any chance I could get a discount?"
His eyes took on a touch of world-weariness. "Sorry lady I'd like to do something for you but the rates are set." He gave a little shrug into his mirror.
Yes - she was absolutely sure now. The driver was very interested in her but he was a professional. He drove for a living and you starved if you gave every pretty girl a free ride. She had to sweeten the pot a little.
She smiled to show no hard feelings. "Oh well, I understand. Rules are rules! How long have you been a cabbie - do you enjoy it?"
His eyes softened again and after a glance up the road at the still stationary traffic he answered her. "Six years - ever since I come up to the States. It's alright but it gets boring sometimes like any job and it takes long hours if you want to put some money aside."
Well it was time to see if her instincts were right and to see if she could catch her fish. She got out her lip-gloss and applied some. "Perhaps I can help make things a little more exciting?"
He'd watched her throughout and she knew she had him now. He took a moment to make his decision but it wasn't a long moment. He gave a little half-laugh and a half-shrug of surrender. "Guess I'll be giving you that discount then? Down to a round hundred?"
Well, she wondered how far she could go. "Maybe you get a show for that but," she licked her lips, "I'd much rather cut it down to, say, fifty."
The idea wasn't an instant winner with him. He turned back to face the road and she thought she had over-cooked it. At that moment the traffic moved up ahead and soon they were slowly progressing again.
"It was North Capital you're wanting," he said automatically. They weren't far away now - just another couple of junctions. For the first time while moving she saw his eyes on her again. She waited and then got her reward.
"If I cut the fare to seventy-five what do I get?"
He hadn't been able to resist and she thrilled to the fact. "You'll get the best blow-job you've ever had. Satisfaction guaranteed. Sound fair?"
She got a smile in response and waited as he took the correct junction but then turned off again before they reached North Capital itself. He pulled to a halt behind a low building. There was a street-lamp and some moonlight. They were only a few yards from the street but this was a quiet spot despite the cars parked around.
The driver indicated the building. "Thass a club I know. Don't worry they'll all be busy inside there and anyone does come out won't be too shocked by anything they see."
She saw that there were a couple of cameras surveying the parking lot. Well that made one thing a little simpler. "What about those?"
"You shy?" His expression suggested he already knew the answer to that.
"Well I was kind of hoping you could help me with something." She held up her phone.



She had been nervous about persuading someone to let themselves be filmed. It proved much less of a problem when the man was doing the filming. Then they knew they couldn't be identified.
They both got out of the cab. Before he started to video she asked him his name. Well it only seemed polite. He was called Denzel and he was quite something. She had only seen him behind the wheel and he was taller and bigger than she had expected.
"Seven of Diamonds," she said into the lens of her phone once Denzel had turned it on. She saw him smile - he didn't understand that and she had better things to do than to explain. She kissed him and moved her hand to the front of his pants.
She didn't need to ask him whether he was looking forward to it. That hard bulge told her all she needed to know. She couldn't see his eyes through the camera but she could see his smile as she undid his pants and eased them down. That bulge was really evident now.
"Seems I really have something to work with here. " She licked her lips again for the benefit of the camera. It seemed Denzel liked that too judging by his broadening smile as she eased his shorts down.
"A moment," said Denzel and he opened his passenger door before pulling out a floor-mat and dropping it onto the ground. She liked that. It showed consideration and to be honest she hadn't thought out the practicalities of kneeling on wet asphalt, let alone in this dress.
As he swung back into position she touched his cock for the first time. She always loved that moment. The sensations of touch and vision working together to excite her.
"Fuck yeah," Denzel's low exclamation was proof that he enjoyed her pale fingers on the dark meat of his cock. That helped set the adrenalin flowing, the excitement mounting.
"Your cock is beautiful," she said. Perhaps a slight exaggeration but he had a good eight inches with impressive girth and he was very, very, hard for her. That deserved a little recognition.
"You know what I want." There was a little steel behind that soft Jamaican lilt now. Monica approved of that too. She liked a man who knew what he wanted and wasn't afraid to tell her. For this moment Denzel was her man and she had to do all she could to please him.
She was confident in her abilities and from the moment she put his cock in her mouth she knew that she could set the pace. Her first explorations with her tongue, her first strokes with her hand and movements of her lips. Denzel loved them all and didn't hide the fact. It didn't seem this would last very long.
Denzel apparently thought the same. He put the phone down on the front of his cab so it could film them from an angle and then he brought his hand down to remove hers from his cock.
"Uh-uh baby," he said with humor in his voice, "you gotta earn that discount. Put your hands behind your back and show me what real skills you got."
Monica liked that too. She put her hands behind her back and clasped them together. She was confident that her mouth could do the job unaided. She moved back onto his hard cock and began to work on its sensitive head. Lips, tongue and saliva all working to make Denzel feel like the king of the world. She might be sucking him out in the parking lot like a cheap hooker but he knew that she was no such thing. Her appearance, her dress and accessories, even her destination. All of that told him a lot about her and she figured that all of that made her blow job seem that little bit better - she certainly hoped so.
She approved of his move with the camera. She liked to see her man's face when she was sucking his cock. It helped her gauge his reactions and to discover what he liked, what he really liked and what he really, really, liked. She could read it all in his eyes, in the tiniest movements of his mouth. She loved to read her man like that - loved to lock eyes with him as she worked to give him pleasure.
Denzel had relaxed a little into the blow-job. With the first excitement and her hands out of the picture she knew that he was confident that he could set the pace. She had no problem with that but she did feel that she should show him a skill or two that she had learned.
She dropped her mouth down his shaft until he was at her throat and then let him slip past her gag reflex. That got easier with practice and she had done this with Julius Flint so Denzel wasn't such a challenge. She eased her tongue out to lick his balls once his shaft was all the way into her mouth.
"Oh you mothafucka! What the fuck!!!" Denzel's previous passive attitude was abandoned and she felt his hands on her head. It seemed he hadn't had a girl do that for him before! She liked his new involvement but she was a little concerned that he was going to cum right there and then. She hadn't had a man do so straight down her throat and she wasn't in a hurry to start. So she pulled her mouth back halfway to let herself catch some oxygen.
He had just the sort of cock that she liked to work on. Just the right width, just the right length and exactly the right color. Just the memory of her pale hands wrapped around his dark shaft was enough to arouse her. She wanted to see that again but held her hands in position behind her back. There would be time for such things in the future - at the moment it was purely about pleasing her man, or at least her man for tonight.
"Damn but you good - never had no bopper could take all that before." She acknowledged his words by taking him all the way to the balls again and holding herself there. The gag reflex wasn't an issue, she had basically trained herself beyond that, but this did involve issues with the airways. Taking a cock this size all the way meant not breathing for a while. Once you accepted that then the dangers of slipping into panic-mode, the other source of gagging, receded.
She knew how her men loved it. It also told her a little about them. Some men liked to lay back and just enjoy. That was cool - it let her do her job of pleasing them. Others liked to take charge and hold her there. That could get messy but it had its place too. There was a visceral excitement to the moment when she felt a man's hands hold her in place on his cock. A certain loss of control, a testing of her limits.
Denzel didn't hold her in place - his hands stayed down by his sides. She worked his shaft and balls while her breath held and then withdrew.
"How long can you hold that?" His voice had that edge again, beneath his Jamaican lilt. She recognised it and thrilled to hear it. Denzel was enjoying himself and with a little prompting...
"That's about as long as I can do it easily."
"Not what I asked." The corner of his mouth was turned up in a little smile. He was challenging her and everyone knew that she loved a challenge!
"Oh I can go a little longer - if a man takes charge." She made sure her green eyes were locked onto his deep brown ones as she said it. When it came to challenges she could lay one down too!
"Show me."
Two words but she thrilled to hear them. Now they were working together and that always made for the best encounters. She settled herself and then dropped her mouth back down the length of his shaft, taking it almost all in one fluid movement. A slight adjustment and she had indeed taken him all again, coating his strong shaft in saliva and sticking out her tongue to tease his heavy balls. Just like before.
Except that this time she felt his fingers in her long red hair. Smoothly moving to hold her head in place. Some men were tentative or undecided in what they wanted. That was OK but she knew what she liked.
Now Denzel's strong hands held her head in position. His strength was just applied enough to tell her that she hadn't made the wrong choice. Denzel was exactly the man she had been looking for since she had been set this challenge by the turn of the seven of diamonds.
She relaxed into it and reached that sort of zen state of existing to please her man. It was something you could find participating in one of Izeye's BDSM shows but this was the most original and intense that Monica had experienced. That intensity was down to its brevity. Nature didn't allow you to go so long without oxygen and fortunately that over-rode even the strongest submissive tendencies. In the end you had to cough and splutter and release.
"Fuck man - that girl's got some skills." The new voice came from behind her. Her brain registered the fact but she was a little busy drawing in enough oxygen before Denzel encouraged her back onto his cock. She knew her men tended to be greedy that way and Denzel was no exception. She gulped air and then got back to work.
"Yeah - Monica here is known as a bop but until you experience it yourself you cant really know it."
Monica kept sucking on Denzel's Big Black Cock but those words were something of a distraction. Thinking back she was well aware that she hadn't told Denzel her name. She remembered the way he had looked at her in the cab before they had spoken and in that moment she understood. Denzel had known who she was all along and he could only have known because he was one of her show Members. She reasoned it out but felt surprisingly unmoved by the fact. She knew a lot of her members were based up and around H-Town. Hadn't that been one reason she had moved up here? Sooner or later she was sure to run into one and it had apparently been sooner.
"She your girl?" There was a slight slur to the voice that suggested the speaker had taken a drink but wasn't actually drunk. It made sense - he had obviously come out of the club.
"Nothing like that - but we ain't exactly strangers." Denzel laughed and the other man joined in but in a way that suggested he wasn't quite sure why.
If he hadn't understood Denzel's choice of words then Monica certainly had. Why was she here in the first place - the challenge demanded that she give a blow-job to a stranger. Well, Denzel might be a stranger to her but she certainly was not to him. So did Denzel really count as fulfilling the challenge task?
"Fuck it - had to leave early to get home to the wife but its 'bout ten years since I got head from her and even then it weren't up to much."
Denzel's pause for thought was so minimal that it was barely noticeable. "You want to find out what you been missing?"
Denzel had shifted his feet a little and she knew why he had done that too. Now she could see the man. He was perhaps fifty with grey at his temples, dressed smartly but not expensively. All the signs of a man who had been a little beaten down by life - a man whose chief pleasure was his evening a week at the club. Except this week he'd had to cut it short.
The man laughed again but a little nervously this time. "Chance would be a fine thing!"
Denzel had set it up for her and again she knew why. No-one could deny that this man was a stranger.
She pulled her mouth back off Denzel's cock and took a deep breath of evening air as she admired her saliva glistening on the dark flesh of his cock.
That was what decided her. Apart from anything else she noticed that the man was a very dark-skinned African-American. She shifted on her knees so that she was looking straight at him and then gestured for him to come over.
He wanted to - that was obvious in every fibre of his being. Temptation had appeared before him in a way that he had never imagined possible. He wanted it in the worst way but something held him back.
"Ain't got no money left," he finally admitted.
So he thought she was a prostitute. Well she couldn't exactly be outraged given how he had come across her. So she wasn't offended but just answered him with the honest truth.
"I don't want your money - I want your Black Cock."
It might not have been too subtle but it seemed to do the job. The man walked over in front of her and stepped close enough for her to make short work of opening his pants. She explored with a hand and found the welcome bulge within. Not exactly the biggest of Black cocks but it was just what she needed at that moment. The only problem was that the man was clearly very, very, excited. As she touched his cock even through material she felt it twitch a little.
She slowed her pace a fraction. Was careful to ease his shorts down without too much contact on the cock. She gambled that exposure to the fresh air would ease things a little and that seemed to work out too. Six inches or so of very dark shaft with a reasonable thickness to it. She needed to see her skin against his and reached out to gently stroke him.
"You Black guys have such beautiful cocks." Again it was maybe an exaggeration but she did love the contrast between her hand and his shaft.
"Maybe girl," his laugh had lost much of its previous nervousness, "but just now I need you to suck it for me."
That was more like it. She wasted no time in obliging him. Nice and sloppy for a first few standard head-bobs and then a little of her extra-special tongue action.
"Oh fuck - you weren't lying," he said.
"Twenty bucks you can't hold out five minutes." That was Denzel. She knew he was filming them. The man didn't seem to care. Maybe he'd find the vid or they could get it to him. She liked he idea that he would always remember this evening.
Six inches weren't too much of a challenge for Monica. She kept it nice and simple for him for a couple of minutes and then decided to see how he liked her party tricks. She took him all the way and was pleased she was holding onto him with her free hand. His whole body seemed to react to that one and she heard Denzel give a low laugh behind them.
She licked down his shaft and tongued his balls a little. Not too much because manscaping was clearly not on this man's agenda. Back up to the shaft and she set to work with a will. Mouth, lips and tongue demanding her tribute. She felt him quiver and knew it wouldn't take long. Another couple of bobs of her head and he was shooting his load. Thick streams of cum shot onto her tongue and pooled there.
She knew what men liked. As soon as he was done she opened her mouth to show him what she had collected. Then she closed her mouth and swallowed it all down before opening up again to let him see her mouth and tongue clean as a whistle.
"Damn but she is something else. Thanks man and er I guess..."
She gave him her best smile as his words dissolved into confusion.
"Told you man - now she still got another little job to finish." Denzel's cock was waved back in her face as the man turned and finally headed for home. A girl's work was never done but at least Denzel was nice and hard. It only took a minute or two before he had cum too and she had repeated her swallowing trick for him.
Since Denzel had been so good and excited it seemed that maybe he was something of a voyeur too. That raised some interesting possibilities and she decided to discuss them with him on the rest of the short journey home. One thing was for sure - despite all of the talk of 'discounts' Denzel would be getting his full fare. That only seemed right since it would be coming out of her bonus for completing her Challenge task.
***
It didn't look that big. She had handled many a larger object in many a different way. However, this particular object still looked plenty big enough considering where it was supposed to go.
She had prepped herself properly just as Steph had taught her. Clean as a whistle or at least she hoped so. She thought about Steph. Even after they had left the sex-show down at the Market she knew that Steph had performed for almost another hour. If Monica was known for her blow-jobs in certain circles then Steph was a legendary anal performer. She had seen some evidence of that. One of Izeye's improbably large toys had been made to almost vanish in a way that seemed impossible given Steph's size. After they had gone she had heard Steph, under the supervision of her Mistress Oshun, had been fucked by some of the biggest Black cocks available in the Market. An anal-only gangbang which would have been a formidable challenge even if Steph hadn't just had her butt-cheek branded with Oshun's mark.
Monica knew her limitations. She wasn't about to compete with Steph in such matters and she was pretty sure that she never would be able to. However, it was obvious that an awful lot of Black guys really liked booty, especially if it was a white-girl booty with some shape and volume like hers. That butt was no accident. Years of dancing and then a lot of specific exercises had helped to build and tone those muscles. It was the easiest of pleasures to dance for her men - to shake her booty before the camera. Bend her knees and stick out her butt and give it some wiggle She knew that her men, which is how she had come to see her members, loved to see it but she also knew that they wouldn't always be satisfied with just the visuals.
Even in the network run by Harley she knew that she wasn't the only attractive white girl twerking for the cameras and for the members. Enough of her viewers told her that she was the best but still you couldn't rest on your laurels. To stay on top of the tree her shows would always have to progress. Which was why she had asked her friend Sophie to find her this little toy.
The item was made of stainless steel with an enamelled broad end. She had considered having the QOS symbol on it but had instead chosen the initials of the TKB network within that familiar spade outline. From its broad flat enamelled end the toy narrowed sharply before expanding back out into a plug a couple of inches across. The toy was smoothly curved throughout and was nothing like the size that she had seen Steph handle but it still looked plenty big enough to Monica.
Sophie and Izeye had both offered to help with her show but she had declined. The whole idea made her nervous and she wanted to be sure to keep everything under control. She could probably trust Izeye but Sophie might get a little over-enthusiastic. However, she had welcomed their advice. That basically boiled down to take it steady and use plenty of lube.
The show had been going well. She had stripped for them of course. Then she had done a little Q & A followed by showing them the video taken by Denzel. While they were all enjoying that she had been able to get herself ready for the final part of tonight's performance. She saw her members' comments rolling up the screen and tried to read as many as she could. They were loving seeing her perform her latest challenge and she'd save the comments to read later.
All too soon the video finished and it was time to perform. For the first time in a long while during one of her cam shows she felt a very real nervousness. She knew her heart was beating fast and she had that certain super-sensitivity that an adrenaline rush could produce. The realisation pleased her. She didn't do these shows to feel humdrum and safe. The thrill of excitement was as much a reason for tonight's program as her knowledge that it would please her men.
She had wondered what would be best to say but she just hadn't been able to formulate the right words. So she decided to just respond to her instincts in the moment. They had never let her down so far. In the event she just held the object up to the screen and showed them the enamelled end before turning it in her hands.
'Big D in H' - "Our girl got what I think she got!"
'Monicafan57' - "Oh yeah - all branded and ready. Gonna own that sweet booty."
'Whootyman420' - "Been waiting a long time - that booty made to be Black owned."
'Mr 12incher' - "Get that girl in training 'coz I need to fuck that whooty Gonna be a stretch for her!"
'NeedToOwnMonica' - "Soon as we get our girl bred that booty's gonna get a whole load of action."
Those and it seemed hundreds of more comments went streaming up her screen. In another panel, too small to see, were even more. The comments of her white subscribers - the people who actually funded all of this. The people whose donations kept the little chime notifications ringing.



Now she knew what to say. "This," she tapped her butt cheek with the toy, "is all fresh and unused. Which means it's only ever going to be Black only. No little limp pink prick is ever going to stand a chance of getting this." Her speakers let out a cacophony of chimes as the white boys delivered her gifts of cash tribute. They did love being denied. She might never understand it but it was most certainly the way things were and she had no trouble riding that wave.
It might have been wiser, more professional, to have done a test-run. However, Monica knew that was the safe route. If you wanted to be the best then you had to understand the importance of spontaneity. She knew that the fire in the video her members had just seen in large part came from the fact that it had not all been planned in advance.
Ultimately it seemed to her that it was easier to enact spontaneity than to imitate it. Why try to express how it felt to take a butt plug for the first time when you could just do it live and on camera. She carefully applied lube to the plug and used her similarly lubed finger to prepare the way for it. Certainly a moment to be grateful for her well buffed finger nails. The sensation did not do much for her even if it was not painful. Certainly not enough to prolong the preliminaries even seconds more than was necessary.
Which meant that her members didn't have to wait any longer. She took a hold of the plug and presented it to her asshole. It might not have measured up to Steph's toys but it certainly seemed large enough back there. She tentatively pushed but found the plug's additional diameter was firmly resisted by her body. She tried to remember her advice from Sophie and Steph. It had reminded her of her realization when working on her deep-throat technique. It was all about control, relaxing through any fear or reflex response.
She closed her eyes and breathed deeply through ten cycles. She focused her being into relaxation. On the tenth exhale she tried her re-lubed plug once more and this time she made progress. The toy slid forward a little but then stalled half way in. Monica felt her body begin to tense and the discomfort start to increase. The natural response was to pull the toy out but Monica knew that would indicate failure and would only make the next attempt more formidable in her own mind. This had to be done - she knew that others on the network were far ahead of her in this field if in no other.
So she used her experience and her techniques of concentration to beat down that tension and that discomfort. She kept her breathing steady and her focus on relaxation. A gentle pressure and the plug slid home leaving its enamelled base the only part visible. The feeling of fullness was not painful but it was very odd. She moved cautiously and noted the sensations, the increase or diminution of that strange, full, feeling. To her pleasure she soon realised that the sensations did not really impact on her flexibility. She showed her rear to the camera and then essayed a gentle twerk.
She didn't need to see her screen or to review her movements. The noise of the continuous donation chimes told her all that she needed to know. She showed herself off a little and then prepared for the potentially difficult 'dismount'. What went in did not necessarily come out so easily and it was hard not to remember that this would be a real test of her preparations. She took a firm grasp on the plug and gently pulled back. The toy was happily smooth and well-lubed. In fact it came out really quite easily though it again created that strange feeling and only at the very end was there any meaningful discomfort. A discomfort that was noticeable but also momentary and entirely manageable.
She was relieved to look and find that all was well. The last elements of discomfort were swept away by her pleasure at having succeeded. Once you had done these things then it really was only ever a matter of practice and technique. She demonstrated the fact by sliding the plug back home. Again the unusual feeling but she was getting used to it already. She turned back to her screen and the comments rolling through. One immediately caught her attention.
'H' - "We need to take this show on the road. How you feel about that girl?"
Since she didn't know what he meant she really had no idea. She found her microphone and clipped it on. "How do you mean Harley?"
'H' - "East Coast Expo is down in the Capital next month. Planning on taking a select group down there. How do you feel about being one of them?"
She still wasn't sure. What did that entail?
Harley clearly saw her doubts and posted again. "Izeye and Sophie been down there last year. Ask them - they'll give you an idea. A little performing, a little signing, a little networking in the industry. Its good for TKB and I like TKB to show itself at its best. You up for it?"
Well fuck it. Why not? "OK."
'H' - "Yo heard it members and subscribers. We got an offer from Monica to go down to the Expo. We got just under four weeks to cover the bounty of $20,000 if you want to see her down there in 3D and in person. Lemme hear it now."
The chimes began sounding as both Harley and Monica knew that they would. There were a few postings in protest that Expo bounties were generally only $1,000. That didn't matter to Harley - he knew the higher figure would be reached and quickly too. It also didn't matter to Monica - a girl didn't like to be considered cheap unless she wanted to be of course!
'H' - "Meanwhile we just got a Challenge completed so we better set a new one. You ready?"
She was ready. She always enjoyed this - even if she did suspect that Harley sometimes 'fixed' it. She rolled her dice and used the numbers to select the three cards she dealt face down onto her table. Then she paused and selected one to turn over.
The Ace of Hearts.
Comments raced up her screen and she knew that her members liked the turn of the cards. It seemed they all had a good idea of what that card meant even if she didn't yet.
'H' - "Always a favorite the Ace of Hearts. Your challenge is to perform in a strip club."
Monica began running through her mind the logistics of making that happen. At no moment did she consider trying to duck the assignment. It was only later that she remembered what Harley had said about there being performances at the Expo. She checked online and found out all that she could about the event he had mentioned. There was definitely a stage and life performances there. It seemed very coincidental that Harley's challenge just happened to let her get some practice in before a live audience since he apparently aimed on showing her off to the whole adult entertainment world. She was more sure than ever that Harley had tilted the scales a little in his favor even if she had no idea how.
***
Monica liked to consider herself a well-informed young woman but the strip clubs of H-Town would certainly not have been her specialist subject. A cursory internet search had given her a list but most of them were just a series of names. She knew that Harley or Izeye would help her but she didn't want to appear too dependant on either of them. For a moment she cursed not getting the number of that security guard she had met. Who had he said he worked for? She was sure it had been 'Hoss' but good luck putting that into a search engine.
The only strip club she had visited had been 'Play the W' and that had been surprisingly high-end but even if it had 'beginners' nights' that particular club was owned by the notorious Cassius Green. Monica had met that gentleman and despite, or maybe because of, his reputation she had found him very attractive. Dangerously attractive. Some temptations were very definitely best avoided. Harley and Izeye might have horrified the average Middle American Mom but she knew them for who they were. Cassius - not so much.
Monica unconsciously touched the industrial piercing in her ear. A message to everyone in the know that she was associated with Izeye and Harley. More a mark of protection than of any sort of ownership. It was good across most of two cities and there were very few strong or fool enough to ignore it. Cassius was one of them and it wasn't because he was a fool. His clubs were definitely best avoided - at least for now.
She had called Plug but he hadn't been able to help much. So it seemed best to give Denzel his first test.
"I thought I might be hearing from you." His accented voice came out of her phone. He had watched her show of course. "Where were you thinking of going?"
"I'm not sure. I only really know 'Play the W' and..."
Denzel's voice cut across her. "Not a good idea - you know who owns that place?"
Monica smiled to herself. That was very good. First, because it meant Denzel knew his city - though she had never really doubted that. Second, because Harley had hinted long ago that Cassius paid a 'finder's fee' to those who scouted out talent for his clubs. If Denzel had suggested she go to one of them then she would have known he could not be trusted.
"I know he's someone I don't want to owe any favors to. So do you have any suggestions Denzel?"
She suspected that he did. A taxi driver probably got to know such clubs and their clientele pretty well - the same as any other places of entertainment and night-life. He was also a TKB Member and this challenge was clearly a favorite so he had probably seen it fulfilled before. It stood to reason because Harley knew his business better than anyone. To be a really top TKB performer a woman had to expand her comfort zone and this was a classic way of doing just that since dancing for a live crowd had to be a whole different ball-game to just performing for a camera lens.
"A couple of places come to mind. There's one outside of the city run by a guy who everyone calls 'Hoss'. Used to have a place here but Cassius was poaching way too much of his best talent. Best you know that out in that particular County they are a lot less strict in supervising the VIP rules. Hoss would put you on for sure but he'd most likely want to audition you first you know what I mean."
She had an idea - even without the strong inference Denzel had put into those last few words. Hoss ran a strip club with extras and that might be a little too strong a venue to choose for her first performance.
Denzel continued. "I'd say you should go for the Carlton. Kinda new but I know the man that runs it..."
***
The Carlton was located in an old town-house that had clearly once had a store on the ground level. Those large windows were now made up of dark glass while the club's name was spelled out in neon on the brickwork above. Walking in with Denzel she was immediately aware that this was a very different club to the 'Play the W'. Firstly, it was much smaller and secondly it wasn't so high-end. There was vinyl instead of leather, the lighting was much more functional, the decor was simpler. What there was, however, was in good condition and was clean. It was clear that the owner looked after his club and she liked to see that.
"Grace - is the man around?" Denzel spoke to an African-American woman arranging glasses behind the bar. Grace shot one glance at Denzel and Monica and nodded her head towards the back of the club.
Apart from the bar the main part of the club consisted of a stage area surrounded by seating with other tables and benches back against the wall. They could walk between the two sets of seating but there wasn't much extra space. Beyond the main club was a glass half-wall with 'VIP Area' etched on it. Denzel led them beyond it and she saw that here there was leather and maybe the chromium wasn't so thinly plated. Deep chairs surrounded a table with a built-in pole. Beyond them was a door and Denzel knocked on it.
"Yes," came from within and she followed Denzel inside.
The voice came from an African-American man in his early thirties. He had been working on a computer but now he stood and held out his hand to Denzel. "My brotha - its been awhile. What brings you here?"
Monica was surprised to realise that only now the man's eyes glanced at her before returning to Denzel. That was certainly not usual in her various adventures since she had first met Harley. While Denzel explained their visit she took the time and opportunity to look at the club's owner.
He was handsome and well-dressed. Not quite as dark a skin-tone as she preferred but still very easy on the eye. He also radiated that sense of authority that she found super-attractive in a Black man.
Denzel didn't go into too many details but he did make it clear that Monica wanted to try out as a dancer. Now the man's eyes did return to her and she recognised that she was being carefully appraised. That had happened plenty of times before but not in quite the same way.
"So you are Monica," now she felt his full attention on her, "well I am Blaine. I started, own and run the Carlton. This business ain't easy - maybe especially so in this town - but we thrive because I supply my patrons with the best. We cater to our local community and we don't do amateur shows." He paused and let the words rest for a moment but she knew what he meant. Cassius' high-end clubs catered to the politicians, athletes, businessmen and tourists. That wasn't the case here. Blaine had built his business on catering to local needs and local tastes. "What dancing experience have you had?"
She told him and he listened but with a sceptical look on his handsome face.
"That's all OK but in front of a crowd, a Carlton crowd. How's it gonna be then?" He tapped his pen on his desk reflectively and then shrugged. "Well I'll give it a go. Tonight I got three new girls starting. Be here at 8 and you can see their shows and go on after them. Given the headliner we'll have a good crowd in. Then we'll see what you can do."
Monica tried to hide her surprise. They wanted her to dance tonight and without any sort of practice? She'd at least expected a rehearsal or something. She finally remembered to blurt out, "Thank you Mr, er,..."
"Blaine will do just fine. Like I said - tonight I'm going to know if you have what it takes. I'll see you then." He swung his chair back in front of his computer and resumed work.
***
The next few hours were a haze of preparation and anticipation. Time at the little store run by Izeye's wife to secure some of those all-important accessories. Realising that she had to select some music and prepare a routine if she didn't want to come across as a total time-waster. Then prepping herself with a moment or two of relaxation, a refreshing shower and then the application of her make-up.
Denzel picked her up and had her back at the Carlton with plenty of time to spare. This time, however, they went to a smaller private entrance. The buzzer summoned a man who seemed almost as wide as he was tall. There was a gleam of gold from a tooth when he smiled as he allowed them inside. Immediately they went through the door she heard the noise. Music from amped up speakers and below it the racket of a crowd of humanity. Blaine had not been fronting with his prediction that there would be a good turn-out tonight.
When Denzel commented on the fact the big security man just laughed. "Always a good crowd for Toloria. That's how Blaine reckons he can trial some newbies on the under-card. Your girl there dance as good as she looks?"
Denzel glanced across as Monica and she caught the amusement in that gesture. He obviously enjoyed having her described as 'his girl'.
The security gestured with a hand. "Changing room is in there with a screen through to the main club. You'll have to follow me out man - only women allowed back there."
So she was left to enter the door indicated alone. She found four other women already there, all African-American. Three were in front of mirrors putting final touches to heir appearances. The fourth looked at Monica with a glare of obvious annoyance.
"First thing you gotta learn girl is to be here in plenty of time. If you ain't working you ain't earning and if you ain't reliable you won't be working."
Monica felt the blood run into her cheeks as the other girls turned to look at her. It was pretty obvious that they were enjoying the show. "I thought Blaine said I would be on last."
"Huh," was the response. "What if someone else couldn't get here? What if there was an emergency? What if we needed you on earlier? Blaine is the boss but round here you listen to me you hear and you don't be answering back. You here to learn and you ain't learning while them gums are flapping. Now get yourself ready - maybe I'll decide to put you on first for the hell of it."
Monica wasn't used to being ordered around but she knew what was expected of her. She really was here to learn. Not just so that she wouldn't make a fool of herself tonight but also so that she could represent Harley properly at the Expo. Disappointing Harley was not something she wanted to do. So she quickly arranged her props and began to change into her performance outfit.
She wasn't half done when the clock ticked round to almost the hour.
"Since our white girlie ain't ready we'll have to stick to the original schedule," said the woman, "so that's Chardonnay up first. Good luck sweetie and remember what I told ya." For the first time the harshness left her voice as she ushered one of the girls out.
There was a muffled roar from the crowd outside accompanied by the loud music being cranked up even more. It sounded like nothing more than feeding time at the zoo when the hungry lions were smelling fresh meat. Not a soothing comparison and Monica felt the butterflies building up in her stomach. She focused back onto completing her preparations and then making sure her make-up was exactly as she wanted it.
A monitor was suspended in one corner of the room and showed a color picture of the stage outside. Once she had her equilibrium back Monica felt able to take an interest in it. Chardonnay had a stunning body and looked amazing but she was not a great dancer and that was immediately obvious. Her sound-track was essentially a heavy beat and that was probably the right choice. She could show off her curves and move to the rhythmn without exposing too many of her technical weaknesses. Anyway the crowd seemed to approving of it to judge by the noise coming through the walls.
"Good crowd out there," said the woman. It was obvious from the expression on her face what she meant by that. The crowd was there to have a good time and they were letting Chardonnay get away with it. A fresh face made up for a lot of things.
"Darcey - you think I should try the pole?" That came from the next girl up.
The woman gave a non-committal response. "Shondra honey you got to go with how you feeling on the night. I can't be telling you what to do. If you feeling the energy then go for it. But you know you following Chardonnay there so..."
Shondra understood. She knew she was a better dancer than Chardonnay and you could see the confidence surge through her. Soon enough Chardonnay was back and it was time for Shondra to head out into the lion's den.
Chardonnay was glowing with enthusiasm and perspiration, the adrenaline-rush of live performance very evident in her. Darcey gave her a broad smile, perfect teeth very evident against her dark-skinned face.
"You forgot what I said about making a routine and sticking to it and you got to risk a little more in terms of what you trying to do but they all loving that booty girl. We all know you gonna be a smash in VIP but just remember you got to dance to get the men into VIP in the first place. That's the business baby but anyway well done for tonight.
There was a knock on the door and the security man handed over a thick handful of currency to Darcey. Monica had noticed then collecting it from the stage between performances. Darcey handed the cash to Chardonnay. "Listen to me and them fives will be twenties girl - go your own way and they might soon be singles. You hearing me?"



By now Monica was busy watching Shondra. She was the youngest of her three co-performers and she started her routine fast. Monica heard Darcey click her tongue and immediately understood what the older woman was thinking. Set off that fast and you would run out of gas way before the routine ended.
Sure enough the music was still blasting out power chords when Shondra was naked save for a tiny thong and obviously running out of energy. At that moment she reached for the pole and her hand slipped off it. The girl stumbled but managed to keep her feet and complete her routine even if it was somewhat subdued compared to a few minutes before.
Shondra had no big smile as she returned. She was crest-fallen. However, Monica and Darcey had both seem the same thing. Loads of potential even if it hadn't been matched with skill and experience quite yet. "You done fine honey," said Darcey showing a softer side, "but we need to get you trained up for stamina in the gym and you need some sessions learning the basic moves with one or two of the girls. Then you'll be a real dancer."
Shondra seemed a little happier and even more so when her bundle of currency duly arrived. Whatever her dancing Shondra had got real naked real fast and that seemed to have pleased the crowd out there.
By now Monica was feeling a lot better too. This clearly was a beginners' night - almost an audition. She wasn't entirely confident in her own abilities but she was sure that she could put on a better show than Chardonnay or Shondra. No offense meant - but she'd trained as a dancer and she had experience in performance, even if not before a live crowd.
That cushion of confidence dissipated a little as she watched the third of the dancers. Briony took the stage and from the first moment you knew that she owned it. Briony had curves almost the equal of Chardonnay but also had the dancing skills to match. More than that, as well as her moves being connected to the music she herself was in connection with the crowd. Looking, laughing, almost taunting them with her beauty and sexuality. There was no question of Briony running out of gas before her routine ended. She had the muscular legs of a dancer and she powered through to a conclusion. She lost the superfluous parts of her costume seamlessly within her performance - left herself topless and naked save for her thong and stripper-heels with plenty of time for the crowd to enjoy her, to drink in the vision of her. She ended to a roar with the stage covered in currency.
Follow that! Well, such was the task ordained for her and so Monica had to do just that. Not helped by the look of triumph that Briony gave her as they passed each other.
She was already doubting herself. Doubting the wisdom of her heels, doubting her choice of music, doubting her hastily constructed routine. It was massively fortunate that all such nonsense was swept away by what hit her as she stepped up on stage.
Humanity, densely packed humanity, and noise, a roar of approval as the men saw her take the stage. There had to be two hundred men packed into that space and they were truly, as Blaine had said, from the community. If there were any white guys there then Monica did not see them.
It was now that she really understood the difference between performing for a camera and performing for a live audience. The air was warmed by the bodies and breath of hundreds of men. Filled by the noise of anticipation and desire that her arrival on stage had provoked. Wherever she looked she saw their triumphant smiles and the hunger in their eyes.
This was it. The moment when you sank or you swam and for that brief moment Monica was Heather Cameron again. She froze in front of that hungry, eager, audience. It was the music that saved her. For all of her doubts about the wisdom of her choice of track the sound of it coming from the speakers was enough to prompt her back into action. Like an actor reminded of her words the music was enough to inspire the movements she had practised, not as much as she would have wished but apparently just enough. From those first movements the adrenaline of performance began to flow and her mind caught up with her body. Heather was Monica once more and she began truly to dance. More than that - as the music flowed through her she began to seduce that crowd of men. To captivate them with every movement of her body, with every toss of her long red hair, with every glance from her green eyes.
Darcey nodded as she watched on the back-stage monitor. In this game you either had it or you didn't. That ability to win a crowd and to own them. Good technical dancers weren't so rare. She'd always rather start with a girl who had that stage presence It was easier to bring the dancing up to scratch than to try to put that spirit into a performer who just didn't have it. This white girl had some skills but more important she had that natural charisma, the spirit of a true performer. If she had brains enough to look after herself then the girl could go far.
Monica might have imagined an undertow of discontent when the crowd had recognised her musical choice. However, she had no time to consider such matters. From the first notes of 'Uptown Funk' she had eased into her routine. Letting her movements flow into and out from the beats as they were played. Even with only a couple of rather perfunctory and hasty run-throughs by way of rehearsal she could perform her steps with confidence and ease. Once firmly established in the rhythmn she could look out into the crowd, smile as eyes fleetingly met. She could beckon them on and flaunt her young beauty. If anyone had really hated her musical choice that much then they would be at the bar by now anyway. Looking out at the sea of faces and sensing the mood of the room she knew that she had them. They were captivated, their eyes following every movement. She was so pleased that she slightly amended her original plan and dispensed with her spangled and rudimentary top well before she was half way through the extended version of the song. The roar of the crowd told her that her instincts had been right.
Feet were stamping on the floor and shouts and whistles filled the air. They made a wall of noise through which she danced, now down to her skimpiest thong and a pair of heavily sequined wedge-heels. Adrenaline surging through her veins and carrying her through the remainder of her dance, giving her the energy to sell her performance. Working her booty, her tits, her eyes and her smile. Making sure they knew they were seeing something special.
Off stage to uproar and unable to keep the smile off her face as she went back-stage.
That had been fun but even better she knew that soon she'd be doing her second set.
***
The men in the club were again roaring their approval and stamping their feet. Blaine was handing Briony her cash-prize for winning the impromptu audience poll as 'Best Rookie of the Night'..
Now Briony had been good but Monica was sure as death and taxes that she had been the best dancer on the night. She might have been showing it as she went back-stage because Darcey suddenly took a great interest in her and engaged her in conversation about her training, her accessories, pretty much anything that meant they would still be there when the other three had collected their belongings and gone to meet their friends outside.
Finally, the older woman could come to the point. "Don't fret on it - Briony kinda had the home-field advantage you know. Besides if you are worried about the prize I'll book you in to dance here right now. Just we'd have to do something about your choice of music. It kinda worked but that's a little vanilla for our men's tastes. You hurrying or you want to learn?"
"I'm happy to learn."
For the first time Darcey gave her a genuine, broad, smile. "That's what I like. We'll go out front and meet up with that man of yours. Let the guys see you ain't no tourist or carpet-bagger. Then you'll see someone worth seeing."
***
It was very different watching from the audience, the lights and attention focused up and away into the center of the room. She knew the men around her had been watching and cheering her own two performances but now she barely drew a glance. All eyes were on the stage and the woman performing there. She was only about 5'3 but she radiated power with every movement. A graceful power, a feminine power, rooted in her attractions as much as in her obvious gym-work.
The dancer was a Latina with a beautiful face and the sort of body that Monica knew her kind of man loved. That wasn't what initially captured Monica's whole attention however. She thought that she had seen her before. When Harley had taken her to that club, the 'Play the W'. The dancer then had been a beautiful Latina too. She had picked Monica out from the crowd and had made a point of kissing her, exploiting her presence to excite the male viewers. It had hit Monica hard - but then Monica hadn't really existed then, she had still simply been Heather Cameron and Heather had been much more easily shocked.
She kept her attention on the dancer. Could it be the same woman? Did her surroundings just make her think it was? She felt a little ashamed if she really just saw all Latina exotic dancers alike. That wasn't good.
The dancer, hadn't security said she was called Toloria, certainly knew her craft. The whole crowd was cheering and whistling and plenty of currency was being thrown onto the stage. Just like back in the day at the 'Play the W' if on a rather smaller scale. Maybe it really was just the context that was making things seem so familiar to Monica. The music was deafening, a strong powerful beat which the woman captured and embodied.
Toloria's eyes looked out over the crowd but she wasn't seeking a connection. Her expression was proud, confident in the knowledge of her own beauty and presence as a sexual being. She was in command here and Monica had to admire her skill and stage-craft. She knew at that moment why Darcey had insisted that she watch. Monica might have some training and natural skill but she still had a lot to learn. Toloria was in a different league.
As if to prove the point the Latina turned to the pole in the center of her stage and began to work it. First slowly circling it and then using her strong arms and legs to grasp the pole and climb it. She swung from the pole and climbed it with what seemed impossible ease and speed. Every movement thrilling with its grace and power. Every movement rewarded by roars of approval from her crowd of willing worshippers. Among whom, now, was Monica.
Monica had never pole-danced but she knew just how strong Toloria's thighs had to be to execute such a routine and with such apparent nonchalance and ease. She also knew that she had not been mistaken. She had seen those skills demonstrated before.
Toloria was back center-stage now and tossing handfuls of currency into the air, flaunting her audience's tribute and demanding more. She received it too. Perhaps lower denomination notes than back at the 'Play the Win' but security was still collecting them long after Toloria had strutted her fine self off the stage.
Darcey took Monica back and knocked on a door. "You set for a visitor baby," she called through the wood.
"C'mon in pana - you know I ain't shy!" Toloria was adjusting her make-up. "You got a good crowd out there." She turned from her mirror to directly look at Darcey and Monica. "You brought a friend." A perfectly-manicured brown finger pointed at Monica. "I've seen this one before."
"When she was dancing?"
"Nah," Toloria had a mocking half-smile as her eyes caught Monica's and held them. She shook her head. "Nah - long before tonight. You was with Harley that right gata?"
Monica felt a surge of excitement that Toloria had remembered her from one night two years before. How many shows had the Latina danced since then? She remembered how she had felt as Toloria had teased her and she felt that same desire surge through her.
"She blushing," laughed Toloria, "but she can't be so shy if she wearing Izeye's mark". Her finger now pointed to her own ear. "That's fine but I like my girls to wear hoops, good and big hoops like mine." Toloria herself wore hoops that extended down beyond her jaw-line and almost to her shoulders. "But ain't you just delicious - I'd take you VIP but Izeye might scold me." Toloria's tone suggested that being scolded by Izeye or most anyone else didn't worry her at all.
Monica didn't know what to say. She had felt in control out on stage in front of a couple of hundred men but this was very different. Just one woman but she had such confidence and self-assurance. A quality that she shared with men like Harley. Izeye and Cassius. A quality that Monica already knew that she found supremely attractive in both men and women.
That wasn't the main cause of Monica's temporary confusion however. It was provoked by the obvious and undeniable fact that Toloria knew just how Monica was reacting to her. It was obvious from every word spoken and every movement made by the dancer.
"If you know Izeye then you know Sophie," stated Toloria. "Perhaps I talk to her and we maybe arrange a show together. You like that gata?"
Monica nodded in response and said, "yes please", only to instantly regret it. Her voice had come out like a croak and the two words seemed so desperate, so needy. Why had she said that?
Toloria smiled a triumphant smile showing even, sharp, white teeth. "Maybe I call Sophie real soon. I think I can teach you a lot." She laughed to herself. "Now I got to get ready for second show and VIP. I see you soon gata." She half-dismissed them before turning back. "What's your name?"
Monica told her - her stage name of course. Heather Cameron could never have had contact with so amazing a creature as Toloria. Which was why she was so pleased that sometimes she could be Monica.
"You hadn't told me you knew Toloria." Darcey sounded a little annoyed.
"I don't - we only met once. It was a long while ago. I wouldn't ever have thought she would have remembered."
Now it was Darcey's turn to give out a short, amused, laugh. "Maybe you don't know her after all! That woman never saw a pretty face that she didn't remember. She's one of them dancers who have the men for the green," she rubbed her fingers together, "but girls for fun. Since she's had her own place she can kinda be like Cassius. So be wide awake around her you hear?"
Monica had of course met Cassius too - knew all about him. A man who enjoyed seducing women and had the game to back it up. A poacher of other clubs' best talent. He would sweep you off your feet, fuck you like you'd never been fucked before and then, once he had enjoyed what he wanted, he would move on. Opinions differed on whether it was worth it to experience that whirlwind.
Was Toloria really like that? It didn't really matter. Monica already knew that if Toloria whistled then she would come running. Even if she regretted it later. Some things you just had to experience - at least once.
***
"Goodness me, goodness me, such progress you have made in such a relatively short period of time." Professor Solon beamed benignly from behind his eternally-slipping spectacles. "I have reviewed your first submission and I have of course amended a few notes. In general, however, I think your work has been first-class. Sociologically significant in its analysis of the role of race and gender power dynamics within the webcam and BDSM communities. Really quite remarkable. I'll confess that a simple edit and then a thorough analytical section are really all that is required from the academic perspective. I have no doubt that, with a careful selection of the evaluators to exclude the prudish and the prejudiced, this will fulfil all the requirements of a PhD."
Heather Cameron couldn't help beaming happiness right back down the camera at her Professor. This was a real achievement. Independent of her family's money and influence she had done this all by herself, on her own merits. A PhD from one of the most prestigious seats of learning in the world and under the direction of so impressive a figure as Professor Solon! It validated and vindicated all of her desires in research and scholarship. She felt a sense of fulfilment and pride that she had never felt before.
"As I say there really is no need for any further research projects. It is a relatively simple matter of merely completing your thesis. I trust you will be able to disengage from your various projects with a minimum of complications?
Her pleasure and triumph dissipated like a rime of frost before the first strong March sunshine. It seemed foolish that she had never contemplated that this moment of success would involve ending so many strands of what had become her life. The prospect hit her with a force that she had not imagined possible.
"It is just," Professor Solon's voice was measured and judicial, "that I had been contemplating a future potential project. The PhD can I think be completed in the short term but it seems somehow wasteful and irresponsible to abandon the remarkable progress that you have made in your more practical researches into such a fascinating topic." He looked down at his notes and his spectacles inevitably slid down his nose. "I really do think there may be a full publication in it. Not just mere articles but a major book project seems to be in order. Though of course that would require considerable future research. Analysing these sub-cultures to the deepest and most thorough extent possible. It is probably too unrealistic an expectation even in so talented and naturally gifted a researcher as yourself Miss Cameron."
"Do you mean that you could write a book based on my work?" She was genuinely surprised by the suggestion. However, she was well aware that it was as welcome as it was shocking. The idea of stepping back from her double-life had not been attractive. That double-life might have started on behalf of her researches but things had progressed far beyond those early days.
"I think that we could produce a work of interest and importance. If I assist in the writing and thematically then perhaps we could cite it as a co-work."
A co-credit with Professor Solon was more than Heather had ever hoped for. However, her greatest feeling was relief. She didn't want to go back to being who she had once been. She didn't want to stop in her experience of those sub-cultures and even less to stop her exploration of her true self. She wanted to go on and Professor Solon's suggestion would enable and allow that. She accepted his suggestion without hesitation or prevarication.
"How splendid." The Professor steepled his fingers and gazed at her benignly from her screen. "Our co-operation portends to be both fascinating and fruitful. Speaking of which," he checked his notes, "this Expo mentioned by Mr Harley seems a superb opportunity for networking does it not?"
***
"So where is it man? You telling me you've left it down in the van?"
"I kind of put all the kit for the job together Ash. I dunno where it is but it probably ain't in the van."
"What the f-" Ash, the older of the two African-American men just remembered himself in time and glanced at Monica. She had the good manners not to notice. Ash turned back to his apprentice, a young man who looked barely out of school. "Man that's a lesson you need to be learning and fast. You always need to be properly equipped for the job at hand. You got to stop filling your head with video games and watching all them tac-tic videos or whatever the f-, er, whatever they called. So you left them back at the depot?"
"Maybe."
"Maybe my black ass. So what you got to do man?"
"Go fetch 'em?"
"No - it means you gotta go fetch'em NOW. Meaning we'll be at least forty minutes late finishing up so think on that while you going. But don't be getting no tickets you hear?"



An abashed young man checked for his keys and then headed out of the door.
Ash held his hands out palm upwards in a gesture of apology to Monica. "Sorry to delay things a little. Jay is generally pretty good but you know he's on a placement from the city college and young men's concentration..." He shrugged as if that said everything.
The two men had come over to do a little work at Monica's place in North Capital. Nothing too complicated - just installing a stainless steel pole between floor and ceiling in the center of the room that she used as a studio. It could be useful for shows but it was more for practice. Before too long she wanted to at least come close to what she had seen Toloria doing.
"Anyway we are basically in place and finishing up the floor padding won't take me five minutes. Just need those key bolts to ensure you don't end up taking the ceiling down when you use this thing. Can't do without them so we'll have a little wait I'm afraid. Apologies for any inconvenience."
Ash was all professional. A man of about forty who knew his job. That wasn't all that Monica noticed about him. He was pushing six feet tall and he clearly looked after himself. No surplus fat and an athletic build. His hair was dark and cut very short. The same was true of the beard that framed his mouth. Add in the fact that he was very dark-skinned and Monica had to confess that she found him very easy on the eye. It had been a very good idea to ask Darcey for a recommendation.
However, Monica knew her role at this precise moment. "Coffee?"
Ash flashed her a smile. "Perfect timing, thank you ma'am."
"Have a seat while we wait."
When she got back with the coffee she noticed two things. First, Ash had accurately selected her most comfortable chair. Second, he had taken off his dusty overalls and left them on his work-sheets. He looked pretty damn fine in his open-necked shirt and jeans but she knew that was not why he had done it. He had done it because his overalls would have dirtied her furniture. She liked that little display of consideration too.
"You got a real nice place here," said Ash as he accepted his mug of coffee. He let his gaze turn back to her big window looking out over North Capital's water-front.
She pointed at the photo-frame which she had carefully supplied as a prop for just such eventualities. A stock-photo of an immaculately turned-out white man standing in front of a Ferrari. "My boyfriend works in Wall Street."
"Nice work if you can get it," smiled Ash. His soulful brown eyes observed her over his coffee mug.
Now that was interesting. Did he mean working in Wall Street or did he mean being her boyfriend? Monica liked to trust her instincts and her instincts told her that Ash could be fun.
Ash drank down some of his coffee. He nodded approvingly. "That is real good and made just like I enjoy it."
She wondered if she should tell Ash just how much the coffee machine and that supply of beans had cost but decided against it. "I'm glad you like it. It is supposed to be some of the best coffee you can get."
"I won't argue and thank you again. I'm guessing you both like the best things in life to judge by this place and that car." He nodded at the photo and its distinctive red car.
Monica almost hesitated but decided to go with the flow. "The problem with cars like that is they are sometimes a compensation."
Ash manfully kept himself from coughing out half of a mouthful of coffee. Then with it safely swallowed he laughed a low rumble of a laugh. He looked at her meaningfully but she sensed still with some indecision. Finally he spoke again. "So I'm guessing the pole is part of a fitness regime. That's been real good for our trade."
She liked that too. Sometimes she liked her men to be decisive, to reach out and take what they wanted. However, in circumstances like this it was good for a man not to make too many assumptions, not to take a girl for granted. He was very interested - she knew that. However, it was her call as to whether he would get to follow up that interest.
So it was time for a little truth - or maybe some half-truths. "I need it to practise my routine "
"You dance - I should have guessed. Well, you look real good on it."
She smiled then because she knew she had him right and she wanted him to know it. "It keeps me fit but I also need to perfect my pole-work for the clubs."
One eye-brow arched up infinitesimally - that was the only way that his surprise registered on his face. "You danced in the clubs?"
She knew she wasn't his idea of a stripper. That was good too - she knew men loved those contrasts, those surprises. "How do you think I met my boyfriend?" She loaded the last word a little - the man in the photograph was in his late fifties at least.
Ash considered that. "So I'm guessing he ain't fool enough to let his woman keep dancing."
"That's why I'm out of practice a little. However, I think I'm going to take it up again. I've been working on it. The only problem is I haven't had an audience."
Ash nodded and smiled. Now he was sure. "Show me," he said.
The same two words that Denzel had used back in that parking lot. Greeted with the same pleasure and willingness that Monica had also shown on that earlier occassion
She couldn't use the pole of course but she had a nice area of floor to work with. She hadn't selected her clothing for this purpose but it would work pretty well. A pair of flats, a multi-coloured loose top and her tight pink pants. The top would allow some nice shimmy while her pants showed off her whooty to full effect. To dance properly though she would need some music.
"Ask your speaker for 'Deli' by Ice Spice", said Ash. She liked the fact he knew what he liked and did as he asked.
Her speaker started out a heavy rolling beat and she made a mental note of the name of the track. You never knew when it would come in useful. She closed her eyes for a moment and let herself get into the rhythmn of the music. Then she began to dance, to move in response and then synchronicity with the notes coming out of her speaker. After just a few moments she had the musical pattern down and knew that she could dance to it with ease. She opened her eyes and smiled at Ash. Saw his tiny nod of response. Seated in that chair he looked like an African Emperor and now she was going to make him feel that way too.
She began to make steadily more exaggerated movements letting her loose top swing around her body, one moment tight to her breasts and then loose. A shimmer of thin material. Then moving up to him close, leaning down over his face and locking eyes with him as he felt her breath on his cheek. She knew her top hung loose and that he would not be able to resist. Sure enough his eyes darted down and at that moment she giggled and skipped away from him.
She moved her hands to the first of her top's buttons. "You want to see," she teased him, "you only have to ask."
"Show me baby, show me." There was a slight hoarseness to Ash's voice now. She knew that was a sign that beneath all of his cool, placid, exterior he was a man and she was exciting him. That just made her want to dance better for him.
One button went and she eased back closer to him before undoing the second and then another. Just one central button remained fastened and the light material was moving fast now as she danced, leaving her largely exposed to his hungry gaze. But she moved up real close to him now.
"You want to undo the last one."
He half-reached for her but then hesitated and smiled. "You know public clubs in this city got a strict no-touching rule." He sensed he wasn't getting out of line but he wanted to hear her say it. She kind of liked that too.
"Just as well we aren't in a club." She put a little wiggle into her breasts and that was enough. His fingers found that last restricting button and released it. A shimmer of her shoulders and the material was on the ground leaving her topless.
"Damn but you are fine girl." The way his eyes were following her she thought she could probably hypnotise him with her titties and she giggled at the thought. She skipped away and danced again for him before moving back and leaning over with her breasts almost in his face. Now she felt warm breath on her skin. She half-expected him to reach out for her but he kept his hands on the arm-rests of his chair. He was enjoying her performance, letting her set the pace and the rules. Maybe because he knew she wouldn't deny him in the end but she appreciated it anyway.
She'd seen enough to know that Ash loved a pair of big white titties but was he a whooty man too. Seemed like it was time to find out. She turned her back on him and stuck out her rear, its curves obvious in her tight pink pants. She described circles with her butt and didn't have to look to know his eyes were following her. His chuckle and whistle just set her moving faster. She gave a couple of hip bumps and then undid her pants, letting them drop and stepping out of them.
If this had been planned she 'd have worn a thong as she had at the Carlton. Instead she was wearing a pair of panties but even so they didn't hide much. She put her hands on her thighs and began to twerk for him, letting him get the full benefit nice and close-up.
"Fuck yeah - you got the moves baby." Again she half-expected to feel his hands on her, claiming her. She was certainly aware that she wanted to feel that and in her heart she knew that she would indeed be feeling that but only in Ash's own time and when he was good and ready. She realised that he was extracting every ounce of pleasure from this that he could. He didn't want to rush things and she loved that realisation.
His phone rang.
"Shit!" There was annoyance in Ash's one word. It seemed he might have gambled and lost - maybe he should have pushed the pace a little. She silenced the music and the moment was broken.
"What's that you saying Jay? - And that means? - Well I guess we gotta live with that ain't we? Gonna be a late evening but maybe you should take more care loading the kit in the morning - Am I right man? - Well don't worry about it. We all gotta learn when we start out. Drive safe and let me know when you five minutes out."
He ended the connection. "Well, well - seems there's bad traffic getting into the city. Jay reckons could be an hour's delay in getting back here. Ain't that a shame." His face broke into a smile.
She returned it and paused only to order the speaker to resume. Then it was back into the rhythmn and back into the moment of performing for Ash. Thrusting her perfectly-rounded back-side within inches of his face. Reverting to long rounded movements and then turning to dance for him. Savouring the hunger in his eyes - right to her reluctant stop as the track ended.
"You enjoyed?" The question was rhetorical - even with him seated she couldn't miss the bulge in the front of his pants.
His eyes met hers and he gave another of his smiles. "Pretty damn fine but I wish I wasn't in the city."
"Why?"
"Out my way we got Hoss's place. None of them City ordinances about 'topless only' and his girls really know how to make a man feel VIP."
"You getting greedy Ash?" She made sure to put the right tone into her voice when she said that. Just a little humor but not the slightest suggestion that she would deny him.
"You wanna find out just how hungry you got me? Another thing I like about Hoss is his girls know how to groove old school you know what I mean? How you with that baby?"
It would help if she understood what he was saying. So she awaited clarification.
Ash laughed softly to himself. "Well seeing is believing. Put on Tumblin Dice by Johnny Copeland."
She thought she'd heard of the song but had no idea of the artist. She repeated his name carefully and moments later her speaker responded. An old-style guitar and drums heavy medium groove. Well that was absolutely no problem for a girl who'd heard a whole load of nineties and turn-of-the-century rock growing up. Easier than the Ice Spice groove in fact. It was music made for swinging your hips and shaking your tits. Catching the rhythmn and putting it into your movements. Ash obviously liked the song and every time he heard it from now on she wanted to make sure he was thinking of her. Thinking of her and just as hard for her as he was now. That was her power - a power fuelled by their mutual pleasure.
She knew she had him. The look on his face, the glitter in his eyes as they followed her every move. She didn't need to do more but Ash had made his requests and she felt minded to fulfil them. First up, plenty of close-up dancing. Moving with the swing of the bass and drums and putting herself so close to him, apparently certain to touch and yet judging it to a nicety. She seemed to sense the heat of his body or was that just her own imagination?
She predicted the onset of a guitar solo and timed the removal of her panties for the first soaring slide-guitar note. Heard Ash's exclamation of approval and then she moved in real close. Ground out the final notes in contact with him and with her mouth locked to his.
She eased herself forward, still pressing her body against his and felt the bulge that proved her success. Still kissing him deeply she dropped a hand to undo the front of his pants.
"Yeah." That was all he said but his actions spoke for him. His big hands pushing down his pants and shorts in one and leaving the dark, firm, shaft of his hard cock standing up against his belly. Her hand found it and held it in position so that, their eyes still locked, she could slide down onto him. Not far that first time but she followed it up again and again and again. Rocking her body on and against him until his Big Black Cock was all the way inside her. Her pussy prepared to welcome him by the shared excitement of her dance.
His big strong hands held her hips now and helped her to ride him. Setting a rhythmn and a pace. His cock filling her up and heightening her sensations with each reluctant release and hungry re-acceptance.
They hadn't much time. Even the traffic from the Capital would only delay Ash's young apprentice so long. There was a limited window of opportunity and they moved with determined purpose. Sex that was fast, frantic, sweaty and very, very, good. Sex that properly reflected just how hot her dance had been for Ash and just how hot she herself found the whole situation. He was just her kind of man and she thrilled to his desire for her.
It couldn't last long and it didn't. She rode Ash hard and deep and savoured every sign of his increasing excitement. The sparkle in his eyes, his shorter breaths and the firm set of his mouth before she kissed it again. She noted them all and let the knowledge of his pleasure fuel her own.
"Yes." Now it was her turn to utter the one word. As she felt his body move within her in that indefinably different way. She knew he was about to cum and felt sure she felt a first heavy spurt of seed deep inside her before Ash managed to pull his cock out and shoot five heavy, powerful, loads of seed over her pale flat belly as he held her there.
Ash let out three great exhales of breath, drawing in the oxygen after each and then with infinite care let her drop back onto the chair. He looked a little unsure of himself, something that didn't match too well with his handsome dark face, but she understood when he spoke.
"I'm not sure I pulled out in time."
Was it something about her taste in men? They weren't all as up-front as Plug about it but none of them seemed inclined to consider such matters until after it was too late.
She glanced down and saw the cum still laying on her belly. Just like with Plug there was a lot of it and she had no reason to doubt its potency. She felt the same subversive thoughts run through her mind and moved to shut them off quickly. "It's OK - but since you did and made all this mess we'd better get in the shower,"
***
Jay had not had a good day. Making a fool of himself by not packing the van properly and then sitting for forty minutes in traffic backed up most of the way from home-base right into the city. Then he'd got here and Ash had sat down on his fat ass and basically just watched Jay finishing off all the work installing that fucking pole. What the fuck? Wasn't like Jay hadn't been scrabbling about driving here there and everywhere while Ash had been taking it easy, drinking coffee and chilling in a fucking armchair. Soon as there was work to be done today Ash had been acting like he was tired. Shit - Ash was old but he wasn't that old!
At least the job had got finished and the fine-assed white bitch who owned the place had been pretty complimentary about the way it had been done. Sweet when someone showed appreciation even if she had directed her remarks to Ash. Like he'd done any of the work!
Only one good thing about it. The owner suddenly started talking about maybe having the work checked in a couple of weeks in case any problems arose. Again - what the fuck! Didn't she know she could just make a phone call? Did she think he couldn't do a simple job like that right? He'd got the brains not to say what he thought about that shit but he figured Ash mush have read his thoughts on his face. Leastways Ash had said it was just a one-man job and he'd be sure to swing by himself at a convenient time.
So if that waste of time was gonna happen then only Ash would be making the drive out to the city. Well, so far as Jay was concerned, he was welcome to it!
***
'Do what comes naturally. S. xxx'
A handwritten note. She had been surprised not to find Izeye there for her weekly booking at his studio. That could involve a show with him or with Sophie and while she was surprised to find neither of them there the fact of a surprise was in reality no surprise at all. That duo knew that familiarity and complacency were the absolute enemies of their product. Their models could not be allowed to be too comfortable, to feel either too in control or too confident of what would happen next.
Being honest with herself that was certainly why Monica kept coming back. She learned so much from Izeye and Sophie and experienced so much that she had never experienced before. She didn't need the exposure and she certainly didn't need the money. She came here because it excited her and she kept being called back because that excitement showed so well through the camera lens
'Do what comes naturally. S. xxx'
A message from Sophie obviously but what exactly did it mean? She decided to go down to the studio to see if anyone was there. She found no-one but did discover the lights on and heard the slight electrical noise that suggested that what happened in the room was already being recorded. That was a little annoying because she hadn't got changed. She was simply in her street clothes. At least she didn't usually wear special make-up for these shows so that wasn't an issue. The studio had all of its usual equipment and fittings but there was something extra today. In the center of the floor-space was a cage, clearly only recently unpacked. A stage prop she had to assume but when she went to examine it the bars were not fake they were genuine metal. She tapped them cautiously and then found a screwdriver presumably used to remove the wooden casing that surrounded the cage.
A sharp rap on the bar with her screwdriver and there was the unmistakeable sound of solid metal on solid metal. A little twist of the screwdriver between two bars showed that she was nowhere near being able to shift or bend them. the cage had a door with an undone large padlock attached. Again the screwdriver proved the lock was solid and functioning, not just a prop or an easily manipulated toy. The cage itself was four feet long and almost as high. A person could not stand or lie straight in it but they could sit or kneel.



Next to the cage was a large bag and curiosity got the better of her since it was open. She took a peep inside and then cautiously emptied the contents out onto the floor.
The first thing to capture her attention, quite naturally, was her name written on a large envelope. She picked it up and felt objects within it as she heard the clink of metal on metal. She tipped the contents onto her palm and found that they were two large hooped ear-rings, silver in color and looking sufficiently well-made to be the real thing.
At that moment she was wearing Izeye's industrial piercing in her ear but otherwise only small golden studs. The implication of her name being written on the envelope was obvious. She went to the large mirror in one corner of the studio and made use of it. She replaced her studs with the hoops and then considered the result. First, they were nowhere near as heavy to wear as she had expected although they did feel very different to her usual adornment. At least for a while she wouldn't forget that they were there. Second, they framed her face in a new way and a new way that she rather liked. She considered herself from various angles and felt the hoops swing. That was different too but again she rather liked the sensation. She tucked her studs into the envelope and folded it right down before tucking it into her jacket pocket.
She walked over to the back-room and put her jacket on a hook there. She had seen enough of the other contents of the bag to know that she wouldn't be needing it. Back at the cage she began to sort the other objects as she removed them one by one.
'Do what comes naturally. S. xxx'
She remembered back in her college town the first time that she had really come into contact with Izeye. How she had experimented. with the clamps and ties he had sent her. This was the same but on a rather grander scale. He had been busy in that little workshop of his. He was a craftsman and very proud of his skills. The ear-rings were not his work but the rest of the bag's contents were very much in his line. She laid each out on the top of the cage and examined them.
Last out of the bag were the only other items that she knew Izeye hadn't made. More likely they had been supplied by Izeye's wife and selected by Sophie. They clearly implied Monica's expected next move and she took it. In a very short time her blouse, boots and socks were joined by her jeans in a neat pile to the left of the cage. Her underwear soon joined it to be replaced by those left for her. A black mock-leather bikini top that tied behind her back and her neck and a matching pair of bikini bottoms. She didn't need to look in any mirror to know how great the contrast would look between them and her pale skin-tone.
Now it was time to examine the rest of the objects that she had removed from the bag. She knew they had been selected carefully and with her in mind. If she had any doubts on that score then they were removed by the first object. A stainless steel chain with a thick collar attached. The chain did not weigh that much but a swift test proved that it was strong. When she pulled her hair out of the way she found that the collar itself fitted perfectly around her neck allowing the adjusted mechanism under her chin to lock it into place. It did so with a firm click.
The other end of the chain had an attachment that looked made to fit the cage's top bars. She experimented with its size and it immediately locked to the metal. A magnet obviously but when she tried to adjust the attachment it just slid around and a click told her that a mechanism had replaced the magnet in holding it in place. She gave a rueful smile. Izeye knew her too well. He had exploited her curiosity and she knew that he made his 'toys' so skilfully for a purpose. There would be no breaking free unless Izeye wanted her to.
In the next few moments she realised that Izeye had set more than one trap for her. The chain and collar would not let her stand up straight and its length also restricted her to the area of packing cases. Bare feet or worse a bare bottom on those wouldn't be very pleasant. Looking around her she soon realised the obvious. The cage was made up of simple bars between a barred top and a solid base with a slightly padded flooring. She felt it with her hand and instantly understood. That collar and chain meant that there was really only one place that she could be comfortable.
Monica cautiously eased her way inside the cage and sat down with her legs in front of her. There wasn't ample room but there was enough. She could stay there comfortably until Izeye and Sophie came. However, how long were they going to be? She experimented with the door of the cage. It swung easily and precisely into place with a click. A quick, if perhaps belated, examination showed that there was a sort of adapted padlock mechanism in place there. It had been activated and she swiftly felt and found a keyhole but sadly no key.
At least the bars were wide enough to allow plenty of light and plenty of air. That was a mercy if perhaps one largely provided for the benefit of the cameras. She would be readily visible in the cage but there was no way that she was getting out through those gaps.
Was Izeye watching her now? She knew he'd be enjoying it if he was. She also knew what he would want to see next. There was a simpler latch at the base of the cage doors and she had already seen a padlock to fit it. She fastened the second latch and then clicked the padlock into place. Now two locks were holding her in the cage and applying the second had been her conscious choice. Izeye would particularly enjoy that.
She wasn't going anywhere for a while and her attention turned to those remaining items retrieved from the bag. She cautiously pulled the first down from the top of the cage. Another chain but much shorter and with a shackle at each end. They latter had a mechanism like hand-cuffs but were too large for that use. She fitted one around her ankle and clicked it into place. It secured and, of course, would not release again. She had hardly expected it to and swiftly placed the second shackle around her other ankle.
Of course she could always call out for help. There were microphones in the studio as well as cameras. Someone would come. The next item pulled down from the top of the cage was a red pierced plastic ball on a black leather strap that matched her bikini. The ball fitted snugly into her mouth as a gag and then the strap fastened tightly around her head. It could be removed again of course unless...
The final item remaining where she had left it was now pulled down into the cage. A pair of hand-cuffs connected by a chain. She clicked one cuff shut around her right wrist and then put her hand behind her back. Reaching behind her with her left she scrabbled and first missed the other cuff before finally locating it. Concentrating hard to operate only by touch she pushed her left wrist through that second cuff and then also clicked it shut. Having done so Monica relaxed only to immediately hear the scrape of metal on metal. A tentative movement confirmed her immediate suspicion. The chain had passed beyond one of the bars of the cage and so now limited her potential movement. Not enough to prevent her lying down but certainly enough to stop her removing her gag.
'Do what comes naturally. S. xxx'
Well she had done what instinct had told her to do and had enjoyed the somewhat perverse nature of it. However, now she was well and truly trapped, absolutely unable to release herself or to signal for help. She would have to wait until Izeye or Sophie came. She really was totally at their mercy and the knowledge sent a frisson of excitement through her. She wondered what the future held in store and in the meantime she did her best to make herself comfortable.
***
Time passed and it was really impossible to tell how much. Minutes or hours. She was dozing when she finally heard noise followed immediately by the lights being turned off. Now there was darkness and she could see nothing but she did hea footsteps on the floor and then sensed presences around her cage.
"Hmmmppphhh," she said into the gag.
Whoever was outside the cage took no notice. They just picked up the wooden packing and replaced it on the sides of the cage. What had seemed darkness was now replaced by a very real and almost complete pitch darkness. The only glimmer of semi-light came through small holes drilled in the wood. Enough to let air in but from her position impossible to see out of.
She felt movement and the cage shifted up and then down before moving forward. Obviously on a trolley of some sort. It rumbled across the floor until she heard another noise she recognised. The goods elevator up out of the studio to the store above and then, via a rattling sliding door, out into the world outside.
More movement and then a rumbling noise that she also recognised. A truck's engine followed by the vehicle's movement over the roads.
Excitement and fear are a heady cocktail and she was tasting it now. This went far beyond anything that she had experienced in her life as Monica. The fact of her helplessness was not negated to the slightest degree by the fact that she had put herself in this position. She felt the adrenaline rushing through her but to no purpose. She could not resist, could not escape and could not alter whatever was planned for her.
That was her only refuge. This had all been planned by Izeye and Sophie. It was part of a BDSM relationship that you had to trust your master and/or mistress. To trust that your vulnerability would not be exploited beyond negotiated bounds.
It was perhaps a little late in the day to reconsider how much she should trust Izeye and Sophie. However, despite her situation, she discovered that she retained faith in her previous judgement.
Not that it made much difference. There was something planned for her and she had little, indeed no, say in the matter. Time would tell what it was. Monica took a few deep breaths and concentrated on slowing her racing heart beat. She slowly took back control of her emotions and then again made herself as comfortable as she could.
The truck eased its way across H-Town towards its destination. It had an appointment to keep.
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"Mark a newbie for the Madison"
The voice was deep but given a certain edge by pleasure and perhaps excitement.
A piece of paper appeared on the screen showing a date written in marker pen. The date shown was only a couple of days earlier. Below the date a dark finger held in place a driving license from their state. The picture showed a blonde young woman quite clearly while her name and address had been blurred. Also sharp and clear was the woman's date of birth. She was still a couple of months off being able to go into a bar in their city. Happily, they weren't planning on going to a bar and twenty was old enough for what they had planned in any state of the union.
"Now we gonna earn some points - you ready baby?"
The camera, more probably a phone, moved round until a young woman's face was front and center. She was easily recognisable as the owner of the driving license.
"Ain't she sweet - first timer here of course. But its even better ain't it baby? You gone Black before?"
A nervous smile and a shake of the head.
"Well enjoy baby - I gotta feeling you soon gonna be making up for lost time in the biggest way."
The camera moved back a little and behind the woman a dark form moved into place. A dark-skinned torso with clearly defined muscles, inked designs showing clearly. A gun was easily recognisable, a car, a hand of playing cards or was that currency? A deep dark 'M' with the outlines of naked girls entwined around it.
The inked torso dipped a little in the camera and then moved forward.
"God."
Her eyes, a deep blue, widened as the word escaped her lips.
"Fuck."
Long dark fingers showed at her hips as he held his position. Waiting. Letting her adjust.
"Yes."
"So you ready to be fucked?" This second voice was also deep but with a more gravelly sound. A voice that carried authority, that knew what it wanted and pretty much always got it. "I mean fucked for real - not by some little white boy."
"Yeah - fuck me."
That was all he had been waiting for. His body moved slowly but with purpose. Pushing up into her and then easing back. Each repetition edging further forward, claiming a little piece more of her. She'd seen his hard cock of course, had sucked it real nice, but feeling it was something else, feeling it was what sealed the deal. Feeling it was what kept girls like her coming back, always wanting and then needing more.
Now he was into a steady rhythmn and the young woman was clearly getting into it too. No-one looking at her face could have doubted that. The sparkle in her eyes, the slight blush on her cheeks, the excited smile into the camera. She was learning something here, having something confirmed that she had always wondered about, had always fantasised about.
The muscular Black body behind her picked up the pace. Firmer, deeper, longer strokes and the slap, slap, slap, of bare skin on bare skin. The woman was breathing fast now and almost laughed at the realisation. She had taken all of him, all of that Big Black Cock.
"Yeah," his deep voice was almost a growl "yeah - you getting it all. What's that make you girl?"
"Fucking lucky." Now she did laugh, a slightly manic breathy laugh.
"Maybe," his voice was stern, "but you know what we wanna hear. What we gonna make you? What you gonna be." He stepped up the pace of his fucking again, every thrust with a weight of intent behind it. "Tell me."
The laugh had gone now. She was looking forward and suddenly seemed to notice the camera capturing her again. She gasped and brought her hands up to her face.
Strong Black arms swiftly grasped her white ones and gently, but firmly, pulled them away from her face. Moved them behind her back where one strong Black hand held them in place. The other Black arm hooked round the top her chest and held her upright in front of the pitiless lens of the camera.
"What we gonna make you girl?" The same question and delivered in the same tone. He would have to be answered.
This time she didn't try to duck away from the camera, didn't try to shy away from the truth. Every second was confirming in her mind what she had suspected and then dreaded and now welcomed. This was a fuck like she had never had before, these were men like she had never met before. Everything had changed for her - she wouldn't be able to reverse her course now.
"A slut." Her words were almost soundless, mouthed into that merciless, all-seeing, lens.
"Yeah," now his voice had that lilt of triumph in every word. "A Black mans woman, a Black man's slut, a Black man's ho. Preach it." Every couple of words punctuated by a powerful thrust forward, his cock balls deep in warm, wet, white pussy.
Now he really took the brakes off. Fucking the woman hard, making sure he got what he wanted.
Her mouth was open now, gasping for oxygen. The blood and adrenaline surging through her arteries and veins. Sensations that she had never felt before remorselessly claiming her body and brain.
The camera caught it all. Her flushed face, wild eyes and also on camera her bared nipples, standing proud and hard as diamonds.
"Preach it." You couldn't see his face and indeed never saw either of the men's faces but you knew he was talking through gritted teeth. He was getting close.
A wild glance at the camera and then the moment of acceptance, of realization. She had mouthed words before but now she shouted them, howled them, as the knowledge of her own surrender to her fate took her over the top. "I'm a Black man's slut, a Black man's whore!!!"
Her body quivered and she might have collapsed onto the bed but two strong Black arms held her in position. The position that he wanted as his hard Black cock kept fucking her, powering her through one peek and towards another. At its moment of realisation his muscular body pushed hard against hers and even through her own climax she had to know it. He was cuming in her. Another couple of hard, deep, thrusts and then his movements were more careful, more professional. Making sure his new little bitch got it all.
"Oh God!" she was sucking in deep breaths of air as he finally allowed her down onto the bed.
The camera moved around and caught him as he finally withdrew. Pulling back inch after inch of thick dark cock from her pussy, a pussy sated for the moment but that would always now be hungry for more. The dark shaft gleamed with moisture as it withdrew until finally its head emerged, still with a bead of cum dripping from it.
A dark finger skilfully, almost nonchalantly, explored her and found her most sensitive area. He worked her like a man who had done this many, many, times. The microphone caught her groan of pleasure at the same moment that the lens caught a well of his potent, African, seed inside her well-fucked white pussy.
"Yeah mark it up for the Madison. Thass the points for a newbie and one more for the creampie. First of many cos you is gonna be coming back ain't you bitch?"
"Yeah." There was no resignation or anxiety in the girl's voice now. She was just stating the obvious.
"Why you coming back Girl?"
"Because I'm a Black man's slut."
The two men laughed and a Black hand slapped her butt hard, making her gasp in response. "You sure as fuck is - but the evening ain't done yet."
The camera swing round and came to rest on a beautiful young brunette, her long hair framing her face. She saw the camera move but didn't try to escape it, didn't even remove her hand from inside her panties. She had clearly enjoyed watching her friend getting Blacked.
"You a virgin too?"
"No," her response was annoyed at the idea, "I've fucked loads of times."
"With Black men?"
She paused and then admitted, "No."
"Then you a virgin," his voice had a playful tone to it, "but get them clothes off and you ain' t gonna be one much longer.
The brunette didn't hesitate. Her jeans and top were on the floor even before the second man had found her ID in her bag ready to be shown to the camera.
The screen went dark. 'Session 24-158 part ii will be available tomorrow,' scrolled onto the screen in white letters. 'Score for Madison confirmed -               10 points for a new recruit and 1 point for a creampie on camera. Check DeSV.com for the latest confirmed score.'
Then the video ended.
For a good ten seconds she just looked at the screen. Isobel Denver had never, in her twenty-six years on God's good earth, seen anything like it. She had a nagging thought that she should have turned it off as soon as she had realised the nature of the video. However, she hadn't. She had somehow needed to see it all the way to its conclusion.
Even now she could still see that powerful, muscled, Black body. Could still see that Big Black Cock pulling out of freshly-seeded white pussy. It took a moment to remember where she was and to carefully restore everything to how it had been before she could close the lap-top. She took a deep breath and then laughed at herself. It was crazy - it wasn't like she was a sex-mad teenager or something.
So she dismissed those dangerously alluring visions from her mind. However, as time would soon tell, it is not so easy to exclude some things from your fantasies or your dreams.
***
There were apparently such things as amicable break-ups. Unfortunately, that had not been Isobel Denver's experience.
Isobel Denver. It was strangely reassuring to be Isobel Denver again. Taking her husband's name had been a mistake but not nearly so big a mistake as marrying him. Let alone marrying as young as they had. How did you pledge your future life to someone who didn't even know who they themselves really were yet?
At least she had understood her mistake reasonably quickly. Perhaps that had been her maturing too. Understanding that she couldn't go on as she had over those four years.
She no longer had any animosity towards Simon. She had no doubt that he would do well, had little doubt that he would find a wife that more fitted his idea of what a wife should be. An adjunct, an accessory and a servant. Always subordinating her desires and needs to those of the master of the house. When he did find her he'd no doubt ditch his newly-found Catholic refusal to agree to a divorce. Then he could have one - a nice easy amicable one. In the meantime she didn't care because she was not planning on marrying again. Once bitten twice shy!
She didn't want his name or his money. The only things she had kept were his rings. They were useful in fending off the lounge lizards who made a pastime of sniffing around women as attractive as Isobel was.
She was pretty sure Simon hadn't always had those attitudes - especially when they had first met. You never knew though. Maybe he had just hidden them. Now that would be cause for animosity but she didn't believe it had been the case. It was just that as she had grown up Simon had failed to do so. As if everyone else in his life was just another NPC to be considered only in so far as their actions and feelings had an impact on him.
She'd stuck it as long as she could and then had, very calmly, pointed out what was happening. If he had denied it or got angry then she might have had a little more hope that the situation was salvageable. Instead he just hadn't understood, had been emotionally incapable of grasping the first part of what she was trying to say to him.
In truth she had pretty much subordinated her career and needs to his. A serious mistake in those crucial years. A worse mistake when she found herself surrounded by his friends and family in his city. Even working for the same firm though of course that hadn't lasted long. 'Bad for team spirit' apparently. Well fuck them. Still - she was beginning to repair the damage.
In two ways she had been fortunate. First, they had not started a family. With children in the mix things could have got very bad or, more likely, she would have been unable to leave him. The very idea made her shudder a little but perhaps with children it would have been different?
Her second piece of luck had come via her sister. Hayley's husband was quite the high flyer. He'd won a Project Leadership role for his company down in Chile for six months. Which meant their house would be empty and they didn't need to rent it out but they didn't want it left obviously empty. Even in their leafy suburb that would be a little too much of an invitation.
So Isobel found herself house-sitting their really beautiful home. With six months to sort herself out and get herself in a position to start again. It was a peculiar feeling to live surrounded by other people's family pictures and furniture. She had carefully based herself in the guest room which she could make her own to some degree with what little had survived the wreck of her marriage.
Essentially she had the house to herself but not quite. Her elder sister was the second wife of Paul and while they had no children he did have a daughter from his first marriage That young woman, Zoe, was now at college but she had visited when Isobel had moved in and she was due back during the break.
That was no problem for Isobel. Apart from anything else she was really Zoe's guest rather than the other way around. Whatever was the case she liked Zoe and hoped the feeling was reciprocated. Despite being her step-aunt (if there even were such things as step-aunts) there were actually only five years between their ages. In fact, Isobel had a much bigger age difference with her own sister.
Anyway Zoe was an attractive and intelligent young woman. They had never really talked properly before Zoe's first visit back home and when they had done so it had been a really pleasant surprise. The talk had been superficial of course but they had got along very well.
In the meantime there were CVs to e-mail and applications to fill in. In truth she knew it was something of a lost cause. That model of journalism was dying fast. Her old employment had, she had to admit, been secured largely on her ex-husband's family influence. If she wanted to earn a living that way then it would have to be as a freelance and even that most definitely required a big story to get her name out there. The alternative was writing fiction - an even less likely source of a steady income.
Her first two weeks of house-sitting saw the pace of life slow down. It was a nice place but it was big and out in the suburban desert. Boredom could goad you into more job-hunting but the effect was lessened somewhat when you half-admitted it was a futility. Then it was a rapid slide into total boredom.
It really had been very fortunate for her that this surrender was followed very rapidly by Zoe's arrival on her break. At least for a month or so there would be someone sharing the house.
***
"Your phone's ringing."
Through the door Isobel heard the slight chaos of a person being startled out of their previous thoughts. She had heard a rhythmic squeak as she had come to the door but that had stopped now too. Isobel felt a certain guilt at interrupting Zoe's studies. However, it was rare for the younger woman not to have her phone on her and it had become clear that she hated to miss calls.
"I can answer it for you if you want."
Now the noise through the door redoubled. It flew open and Zoe dashed out blurting, "NO, no, I thought it was in my jacket. Sorry - I'll get it."
Now Isobel really did regret disturbing Zoe. There had been something very strange about her. Looking through the still open door she saw a lap-top with its screen showing a blank word processor document.
Journalists, even failed ones, are curious. Isobel was curious even for a journalist. She couldn't resist taking the few steps into the room to see what Zoe had been working on There was a minimised video window but that didn't interest her. Next to it was a text window which was also minimised and labelled 'Project'.
Isobel wanted to take an interest and who knew maybe she could help. That would serve to pass the time at least. She clicked the tab and the text appeared on the screen.
Two seconds were all that it took. Her eyes taking in one word and then another and then another. This was no college project. Her surprise gave way to a feeling of some amusement. It seemed that she was not the only one trying her hand at some fiction but Zoe's version was spicy to say the least! Not exactly PC either or woke or whatever the favoured term was nowadays. Her young friend would need a good pseudonym if she was going to put this out!
Isobel carefully restored the computer to how she had found it and then left the room. She was clear and free before Zoe arrived back. The latter gave her a look of mock-frustration and a smile and then closed her door behind her.
Isobel looked after her but saw only the closed door. Amazing to think of all that was going through her young friend's mind. She turned to go back to her own room and only just noted the resumption of that strange squeaking noise.
***
Left to her own devices Isobel had got really lazy in the matter of meals. Maybe some cereals for breakfast if she bothered at all, a delivery or something real easy otherwise.
That changed when Zoe got back. The younger woman seemed to have no problem with being in the kitchen even if she wasn't too practised there. Isobel was no chef but she had practical skills and was happy to pass them on. It was nothing much but it gave her some purpose.
It helped that the younger woman was a real quick learner. Show her once and she pretty much had it. The only problem was a month of Zoe's meals would force Isobel onto a diet once the Break was over!
This morning she had found her breakfast waiting for her and Zoe almost finished. She remembered that the latter had talked about meeting some friends today. Isobel had declined an invitation to join them. Getting out of the house might be good but she didn't want to be in the way. At least that was what she told herself.
There was an anxious moment or too waiting for Zoe to leave. A relief when the younger woman left with only a small bag. Isobel had wondered a little too late if Zoe planned to do some work and would take her lap-top with her. However, that wasn't the case.
It would be a lie to say that Isobel didn't feel a little guilty. She really did like Zoe very much but that glimpse at her computer screen had been like catnip for Isobel's well-trained curiosity. Besides, didn't she have a certain responsibility to her sister and Zoe's father?
Even when she tried to be convincing on the latter fact she knew that she was lying to herself. If it had just been something a little risqué then Isobel wouldn't have thought of mentioning it to anyone. Zoe was an adult and people were allowed their fantasies and desires. Isobel certainly had her own even if they had always been carefully kept hidden from herself as well as everyone else. The stress of the last few months had helped put such things way, way, to the back of her priorities.
Until she had seen that computer screen. Some of the words there had echoed her own deepest, most repressed, fantasies. Had sent them roaring back into the front of her consciousness. Just a few words on the screen had done that and Isobel had seen enough to know that there were a lot more such words inside that computer.
In the meantime, however, she had to wait for Zoe to leave. It was somewhat humiliating to understand just how anxious she was to see some, no all, of those words. It had set a fire burning in her that she hadn't felt the like of in way too long. Or perhaps that it would have been best if she had never felt again. She wasn't sure which was true but nothing could alter the reality of the situation now. She needed to see more.
Finally, yes finally, Zoe was off with a cheery smile. Isobel waited until the vehicle was gone and then immediately dashed to Zoe's room. There was no real need for hurry. The younger woman would be gone all day. However, Isobel didn't want to wait another moment.



The lap-top was there on Zoe's desk. Isobel paused a moment to contemplate what she was about to do. It was a gross invasion of privacy, really a betrayal of a young friend, because Zoe really had become a friend. Besides, as a twenty-six year old woman she had to have more control over herself than this. She had to have learned that such impossible, foolish, desires were a waste of time and energy.
All of that went through her mind. Then she opened the lap-top.
A password screen. Shit. Of course there was a password screen!
It was ludicrous but, in a way, Isobel felt a certain sense of relief. She had sort of got used to being in control of herself, to being buttoned up. The excitement and anxiety to see inside that computer had taken over the wheel in a way that was a little disconcerting once you were out of the moment.
Next to the computer was a small notebook. Unusual given that girls of Zoe's age generally used their phone for such things. Without really thinking what she was doing Isobel picked it up and opened it.
'Passwords'
Underlined and written across the first page. Isobel turned the page and there was the word computer and 'Soph2004' written next to it.
Not the greatest password but Isobel didn't care just at that moment and she typed it into the lap-top.
No response. She had to have made a mistake. She tried again and with the same lack of success. Now she paused. Maybe this device locked after three failures. Did they still do that?
She finally took the time to leaf through the little book. Most of it was empty but three pages in from the back she found,
'P - Wfcg938gT!
L - 45DH<23%'
The bottom entry looked promising and proved to be so. The lap-top chimed and came to life. It had clearly been in sleep mode and reverted to the last thing Zoe had been looking at. Isobel recognised it immediately. She immediately spooled to the top of the document and began to read.
It was a short story of around 20 000 words. About a college student named Zoe. About her adventures or rather her misadventures. A little clunky in places but really quite well written. However, that wasn't what struck you. What really grabbed Isobel's attention was the fact that the fictional Zoe was very, very, sexually active. Active in a number of locations and scenarios but there was always a uniting theme. Isobel remembered the first words she had seen on the screen a few days before.
'Zoe squealed as Jamal began to fuck her hard. His Big Black Cock was almost too good as it plowed her fertile pussy.
"Shut the fuck up bitch," growled Jamal and his big Black hand closed over her mouth, stifling her cries.
Her eyes opened in surprise as she felt his cock rammed deep into her and then his thrusts began to slow down.
"Fuck yeah," said Jamal in a satisfied tone. "Thass good pussy."
He pulled out of her, leaving a slight string of cum between the end of his cock and her cunt.
"Hey," said Zoe, "did you cum in me?"
"Fuck yeah," confirmed Jamal. "Thass what you for ain't it bitch." He held up his softening cock covered in their combined juices. "Now clean this up ho and if you real lucky I'll give you another load of prime nigga nut 'fore long."
Zoe knew she should have insisted on a condom but his Big Black Cock had just looked so big, so powerful, so dominant. You couldn't ask him to wrap that beautiful baby-maker in latex.
But she had expected him to pull out. She'd have to get a morning-after pill.
Meanwhile, she settled down to cleaning up that beautiful Big Black Cock. It might have been her first but it wouldn't be her last. She already knew that. She already couldn't wait to earn her second load of precious Black cum.'
The rest of the story was in the same vein. 'Zoe' liked her men very dark, very dominant and very street. A succession of encounters each ending with a white pussy full of Black seed. Some rather improbable reasons as to why 'Zoe' never quite got to the pharmacy to pick up birth control or even the morning after pill.
It was obviously a work in progress but somehow Isobel could guess where the story was headed.
Now an author does not necessarily share the opinions and desires of her characters. Isobel knew that - she'd been an English Lit major after all. However, there was such a thing as a 'Mary Sue' and sharing your name with the main character was surely a serious give away.
She glanced at the clock quietly ticking on the wall. She'd been there an hour but it only felt like a minute or two. The story had captured all of her attention, all of her imagination, and she knew why. She might have consciously subjugated her sexuality but that didn't mean that it wasn't still there. That there weren't certain buttons that you could press to make nice, respectable, Isobel feel that she didn't want to be nearly so 'nice' or any sort of 'respectable'.
That made her want to be where 'Zoe' was in the story. Bent over a trash-can out back of a club while some Black stranger she'd just met fucked her hard. It'd only be better if three or four of his friends were there cheering him on, waiting their turn.
Letting her own imagination take over was a little too much for her. She undid her pants and let a hand sip down the front and inside her panties. She was wet, she had known she would be. Her fingers explored and pleasured herself as she closed her eyes to visualise herself there, being fucked by those men. She began to build up the rhythmn of her fingers and then...
She heard the squeaking, the rhythmic squeaking, that she had heard from outside Zoe's door a few days earlier. It was the chair's response to her movements. Now she knew what Zoe had been doing and the moment was broken so that she had to stop and laugh but her laugh was rather low and uncertain. She understood the significance of her discovery. She had reacted to those words on the screen just as Zoe had. It was a common bond with the younger woman that she hadn't imagined existing.
She would have assumed that Zoe had found the story but for its unfinished status. Had found it, enjoyed it and kept it. That would have been clear enough proof. However, she knew that Zoe had not simply found the story. She had written it herself. Some still waters clearly ran very deep indeed.
Isobel closed the document and checked out the icons on the laptop screen. There were plenty of folders and she checked out two or three but only found routine college work.
Isobel sat back in the chair and pondered. Better to work smart than to work hard. She recalled the name of the story and searched for it. Sure enough a likely file appeared and she scanned its properties.
On the lap-top there was a folder called 'Old Projects' and in that another called 'Lecture Notes' and inside that a third called 'Statistics' that led to a fourth named 'Plus'. Only on opening that could you discover a final folder called 'SSS'. What that stood for Isobel had no idea but she soon discovered its contents.
In one folder named 'st' she found stories. Hundreds of stories in all sorts of formats but apparently with a central defining theme. Black men and white women. A cursory scan of the titles showed that. How long had Zoe been collecting all of these?
There were two other folders in 'SSS'. The first said 'logs' which wasn't promising. The second was titled 'v'. That seemed more promising and it duly delivered row upon row of video files all with numerical titles.
Isobel clicked on the first one a clip named '24-158 part 1'.
The voice was deep but given a certain edge by pleasure and perhaps excitement.
A piece of paper appeared on the screen showing a date written in marker pen. The date shown was only a couple of days earlier. Below the date a dark finger held in place a driving license from their state. The picture showed a blonde young woman quite clearly while her name and address had been blurred. Also sharp and clear was the woman's date of birth. She was still a couple of months off being able to go to a bar in their city. Happily, they weren't planning on going to a bar and twenty was old enough for what they had planned in any state of the union...
***
There were a lot of clips and Isobel had little doubt that they were also variations on a theme. She wasn't quite sure what she was supposed to do in this situation. However, she did know what she wanted to do. She went to her room and found a memory stick. It was a decently sized one but it still took three trips and a lot of downloading and uploading to get the contents of 'SSS' copied into her own storage.
Half way through the last download she heard a message notification. Glancing up she saw the visual accompaniment to the tone - a simple message stating '24-158 part 2'.
She understood immediately. Zoe was being sent the video files. Had possibly been sent a lot of the stories too. What was going on here? She tried to find the source of the message but 'Manzikert' told her nothing. She had to open the message itself to find any details. A string of perhaps Cyrillic characters identified the sender's address. Was this what they meant by the dark web? She didn't know but she felt inclined to find out.
She searched 'Manzikert' on her phone but unless the sender was an eleventh-century Turk it didn't seem likely to help much. Clearly an identifier picked at random from a list of battles on wikipedia or the like.
She recalled the last thing she had seen on the video she had watched.
'Session 24-158 part ii will be available tomorrow,' scrolled onto the screen in white letters. 'Score for Madison confirmed - 10 points for a new recruit and 1 point for a creampie on camera. Check DeSV.com for the latest confirmed score.'
That was a potential lead. She entered the website into her phone and got - a blank screen. Not a 404 message just a blank screen.
Time had been passing. In between reading sections of stories and watching clips of videos and downloading and uploading Isobel realised it was almost time to get everything straight for Zoe's return. She did so immediately. Making sure to leave everything exactly as she had found it.
Finally Isobel was satisfied that all was in its proper place and then she went back to her own room. She had to resist the temptation to check out the copied folders. There would be time enough later for that.
***
Perhaps it was Isobel's imagination but Zoe seemed nervous when she got home. Had she fallen out with one of her friends or something. With a shock Isobel realised that she only had Zoe's word that she had been to see friends. What if she had been somewhere else entirely. Meeting a Black man. Isobel felt her heart start to beat faster. Just the very idea was worrying but also horribly exciting. The men on the clip she had watched would love to get their hands on a cute little blonde like Zoe. They might enjoy it almost as much as Zoe would.
"Are you OK Izzy?" Zoe was looking at her with a sort of nervous concern "Is everything alright?"
Isobel was ashamed of herself for letting something show. That wouldn't do. She had put herself in a self-appointed position of trust now. She had intruded herself into Zoe's secret life and that intrusion carried serious responsibilities with it. She wouldn't betray her younger friend but she also needed to try to make sure that Zoe didn't put herself in harm's way.
There was only one thing for it. She would have to find out more.
They were making dinner together when Isobel's phone went.
She recognised the number. "Hi Hayley." She tried not to notice that Zoe was watching her with a look of painful intensity. "It's your Mom," she confirmed but that didn't seem to help. Zoe always had a peaches and cream complexion but just now she looked ashen-white in the face. She cast one last agonised glance at Isobel and then left the room.
"Yes sis - Yes - Everything's OK but you were right about the back porch shingles. I got the man you suggested over to sort them out and took the oil delivery too - Who? - Well I guess he might be but he also wasn't my type - No the oil delivery driver wasn't my type either before you start asking about him." She laughed to herself at her sister. She really was incorrigible. "Well I've just been job-hunting. Apart from that its been super quiet but I've really enjoyed Zoe being here. I'll miss her when she goes back to college - Yeah sis that's all there is to report. Nothing to worry about and precious little of interest happening - We were just making dinner - You didn't know Zoe can cook?" Isobel was about to add something else but chose not to. "Anyway settle back and enjoy the Chilean sunshine. We still haven't really got the Spring sun and it's freezing up here! - Yeah - Yeah - Talk again soon."
She ended the connection and just at that moment heard a noise outside the door. A second later Zoe came back into the room. Isobel had the strongest feeling that Zoe had been listening to their call. It might just have been a coincidence of timing but the look Zoe had shot her before going out had to mean something.
"Have you hung up?" said Zoe, "I was going to ask Mom something." Was that it? Had the events of the day caused Isobel to misconstrue all of these events around the phone call. It was possible of course.
"We can ring her back." She suggested the obvious and smiled. She felt on a little too uncertain ground for the smile to be entirely natural but life with her ex-husband had made her an expert in faking it.
To her relief Zoe returned the smile, her usual youthful ebullience back in evidence. "It's no biggie. Let's finish making dinner and afterwards I can give Mom a call."
***
'There's a lot you don't know about your step-daughter.' The thought had flashed through her mind as she had talked to Hayley but she was extremely glad not to have put it into words, even words meant in fun. Especially if Zoe really had been listening.
She didn't know if Zoe had rung her Mom. Zoe had retreated to her room not long after dinner. That wasn't unusual and now Isobel had a few ideas about what kept her so busy in there. She was studying no doubt but not anything on her college curriculum.
Not that Isobel could really hold that against her friend. After all she was very much planning to do the same.
Her first discovery was that the website address that produced a blank phone screen was marginally more effective on her own lap-top. A very simple single-page website. White text on a black background.
'Standings - two weeks remaining'
Stratford 2101
Madison 2026
Heights 1975
Village 1799
Berry 1778
Fayette 930
Which told her pretty much nothing.
She opened the videos file and clicked on the most recent. There was the usual hand-written note of the date but this time posted by Heights.
The video opened sowing the interior of a parked vehicle with drill music playing. Smoke drifted across the camera lens. The camera looked out of the window to where a man could be seen.
"See," drawled a voice, "thass a homie. Watching for trouble - same as I'll be doing for him some time."
The man outside turned and signalled.
"Now thass how I likes it. Good little cracka ho right on time. So's I can serve out her prescription." The man laughed softly at his own feeble joke. "Here she is."
The woman was in her late twenties. She was tall and wore her blonde hair in a long ponytail but what you noticed first were her scrubs. She had to be a nurse or perhaps a Doctor. She smiled at the man on look-out before moving on to the vehicle and opening its door.
She smiled again. "All ready for me I see."
The camera panned down to a cock, a hard Black cock. "You want this girl?"
"Of course," she said with a sly smile and got into the vehicle, closing the door behind her. She began to push her pants down, revealing the pale athletic length of her legs. A dark hand came to rest on her pale thigh in a proprietary gesture.
She knew there wasn't time to waste. Her break only lasted so long. She had nothing under her scrub pants and she prepared to move on top of him.
"Not so fast," he drawled, "you been thinking about what I said?"
She looked at him and then glanced down to his hard cock. "Do I have to?"
"Shit girl - you don't have to do nothing. You know that. Its just that I want you to do it. Gotta represent for the Heights. Besides its no big deal and it lets our bitch be who our bitch really is."
She gave him a wry look. "Also its twenty points for the contest."
He laughed a low triumphant laugh. "Heights always has the best bitches. Won five years straight and that streak ain't stopping on our watch. One for the pie, five for in public, this will make twenty-six points in all."
She looked at him again and then made up her mind. She reached into her scrub top pocket and pulled out her work photo ID. She held it up for the camera to see.
"Preach it baby."
The woman looked at him and then nodded. "My name is Abbie Tomlinson and I'm a nurse at the St Collette Medical Center. You want my address too."
He laughed again at that, the same low pleased laugh. "Nah baby - we just won't blur your license next time we use that for ID. Now get on this Black cock like you been jonesing to since you got here."
She didn't hesitate. She just swung her leg over him and then lowered herself down onto his hard cock. The camera capturing every detail in fine HD quality.
"Ain't that better. No more hiding or worrying. Never thought you would do it mind."
She didn't answer him. She was concentrating on riding his cock. Moving herself up and down that hard dark shaft. A look of pure concentration on her pretty face.
A lock of long blonde hair escaped and swung down over her face. Automatically she reached up to tuck it back behind her ear. Light glittered from the rings on her finger.
Black hands pushed up under her scrub to and found her breasts. She gasped and put her head back, kept riding that hard Black cock.
"Yeah," he said, "fucking fine white girl titties." He moved one hand to push her garment up and reveal one. It was either naturally perfect or had been shop-bought from a very top surgeon. A long nipple stood proud and his dark fingers reached to play with it. "I want this beautiful fucker pierced so's it can carry our sign. You gonna do that for me?"
Either his words were getting to her or she was tiring a little. Her movements becoming a little more staccato. The man obviously decided it was time he took over. He dropped his hands to her hips and began posting her up and down on his cock.
Abbie really liked it. That much was obvious. She loved the feel of her man taking charge, setting the pace, fucking her like a real man fucked his white bitch. Making her feel like a slut out there in the parking lot behind the hospital, while she was supposed to be on her break. She loved it all, she relished every delicious aspect of it and all of that was immediately evident when the camera lens returned to her face.
"Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me." It hardly needed to be said but she said it anyway. Her eyes closed, riding that Black cock all the way to snow-bunny nirvana.
"Yeah," there was that edge to his voice. The edge that said he was enjoying this just as much - that he was getting ready to seed his woman. "Want the world knowing how much you a ho for the Heights crew?"
"Yes - I'm your slut, fuck me like your slut."
"Want the world knowing you a nigga-loving cracka slut?"
"Fuck yes - fuck yes." Now her voice told a story too. Realisation, acceptance and apparently welcome submission. She was his bitch for sure, she belonged to him and the Heights crew and she didn't care who knew it. "FUCK YESSSSS."



She howled out the last words and then she was falling down onto him but the rhythmn of his hips was unchanged, his strong hands kept moving her up and down on his cock. That remorseless rhythmn didn't break until he growled his triumph and it was obvious that he had cum deep inside her.
They shared a pause to get some oxygen back into their lungs and then his strong Black hand slapped her rounded pale butt cheek. "That fucking pussy of yours is something else. A fucking hungry pussy - wants all the nigga nut it can get."
She didn't respond verbally. She just looked at him - her light blue eyes meeting the dark brown pools of his. They both knew he had spoken the truth.
"Fucking beautiful," he said as his lens captured her cum-filled white pussy. "Thass how a Heights ho should look. Chock full o' nigga nut!"
The image captured and the creampie proved she was cleaning herself up and reaching for her scrub pants.
"How's hubby gonna feel about you going public?"
She was half-way out of the door. Half-way back to a life that she knew she had put in danger. "It doesn't matter. It was going to happen sooner or later."
She left and he laughed softly again as he saw his friend approach her and exchange a few words before she went back to work.
A card appeared for a couple of seconds before the vid clip ended. 'Score for Heights confirmed - 20 points for full ID, 5 points for public sex and 1 point for a creampie on camera. Check DeSV.com for the latest confirmed score.'
Isobel starred at the screen of her lap-top for a few seconds before she could gather her thoughts. The women in the clip had risked everything - her job, her marriage, her reputation. That clip was out there now. Some would say she was very brave and some would say she was very stupid. Either or both might be true but Isobel was absolutely certain of one thing. The woman had been very driven - she had known that she needed to do what she did. Whatever the consequences, whatever the cost.
How did it feel to be in that position? How did it feel to know that you had taken an irretrievable step. What was the saying, pretty much a cliché now - 'Once you go Black you don't go back'. Abbie on the video had made sure there was no safe way back for herself and Isobel thought that she understood why. Abbie didn't care. Abbie didn't want to go back and Abbie knew that she never would go back. Once you understood that it made a kind of sense.
Understandable but that didn't make it any the less shocking, any the less brutal, any the less exciting. Isobel had to admit the last part. Her body's reactions while watching the video play out had been undeniable. The thoughts rushing through her mind even now only confirmed what her body was telling her.
She didn't despise Abbie, she wasn't disgusted by Abbie, she didn't fear what had happened to Abbie. However, she was scared. Despite all of society's BS, all of the accumulated armour of twenty-six years of being a 'good respectable girl/woman', Isobel couldn't deny how she felt. Deep down, where the real her dwelled. There, in her true self, she knew that she envied Abbie and that really did scare her.
***
Disturbing thoughts but Isobel had put them to the back of her mind courtesy of reading some of the stories from Zoe's computer. All those she read involved white women or girls. Mothers, wives and daughters. Company Executives, teachers, doctors, employees and students. From all social and professional backgrounds, of all ages, from all parts of the country and from some other countries. All of them ended up with a man or woman or with a multiple of one or both. The theme could be romantic, erotic or blatantly pornographic. There could be a happy ending, an ambiguous ending or a very bleak ending. The stories told a multitude of tales and covered a multitude of themes but one thing united them all. Every one of the white female main characters went Black.
Isobel had a journalist's eye, an editor's eye. She deleted stories she didn't like or which didn't hang together as a narrative. She made a new folder for those she wanted to keep, those that deserved more than just a skim-read. It soon struck her that a defining factor in the decision of which stories to keep lay in whether or not she could see herself as the major character. Whether she could imagine herself going that same path. It was just that the last few days had rather expanded the potential range of life choices that she could see herself making - at least in her fantasies.
It startled her to look at her clock and see it was gone two in the morning. She had to go to bed but first she went to her bedside table and found her vibe. There were a couple of the stories that really needed her close attention. Then, she could go to bed.
***
"Hey Izzy - did you sleep well?"
Zoe had taken to calling her Izzy. Well, Isobel didn't mind. It wasn't like she hadn't been called worse. However, she could have done without the noise of the greeting. She had most definitely not slept well. Quite apart from hitting the sheets so late she had spent a mostly restless night of intensely vivid dreams fuelled by what she had seen and what she had read.
Music was coming out of Zoe's room - which was unusual for her. Not that she didn't sometimes listen but this was jacked up pretty loud. It also most definitely wasn't her usual female singer-songwriter. She was about to ask her friend nicely to turn it down a little when she realised that she recognised the music. She wasn't pretending to be any sort of an expert on drill but a certain lyric was very recognisable. It was the song from the video that she had watched the previous night The man from the Heights had been playing it in his vehicle while he was waiting for Abbie.
"That's an, um, different kind of song." She tried to sound casual.
Zoe smiled and swayed her hips in time to the beat. "I heard it yesterday and I thought it was fire so I found it on spotify. You like it?"
"I'm not sure its really my thing."
"I used to think that," smiled Zoe, "but now I'm kinda getting into the urban sound."
The comment was made quite casually and Isobel watched her friend for any sign of a deeper significance. There was none - it was apparently just a simple comment about musical taste. However, that pause allowed the music's lyrics to fill the silence
"Your fly white bitch
you can't scratch her itch.
I got her in furs,
her mind in a blur.
Make that pink pussy purr
Till my baby's in her."
Isobel's reaction must have shown on her face. There was no missing the delight in Zoe's giggled response. "Hey that's just the sound - the image you know. Lil Stir kind of sings a lot about white girls. You should look him up Izzy - it's kinda cool. Anyway breakfast's on the table and I'm out of here. Supposed to be going out to the paddocks with Jess."
The moment the front door clicked shut Isobel felt the desire to check out Zoe's lap-top. To see if she had received anything new. It took all of her self-control just to eat her breakfast, do the washing up and set the kitchen to order. Then she could resist no longer.
The background to Zoe's laptop had changed. Now it showed a young African-American man in a B-Ball shirt leaning against a Bugatti. His grimace showed a gold grill on his teeth and he had long lank dreadlocks hanging down over his eyes. The ink of crude tattoos was visible on his face and covered his arms. He held up a flaming $100 bill apparently in the process of lighting what looked like a startlingly large joint.
It didn't take a genius to work out who that was but 'Lil Stir' was on the Bugatti's plate for the hard of thinking. All in all if you wanted a poster boy for what scared the shit out of the white moms of Middle America then you had it right there. Which, Isobel realised, was exactly the point.
Neither Lil Stir nor his music did much for Isobel. She had a liking for some of the older r'n'b and hip-hop though she couldn't pretend to be an expert. Drill she could do without.
She found a couple of new stories and a new clip. White she was downloading them she heard the notification sound again. Presumably a message had come through since the lap-top had been closed down. This time she saw the notification and clicked it.
'I'll be on at 9 PM tonight. Be there.' The sender was, once again, a string of meaningless characters.
Isobel turned off the computer having retrieved the information. She was just leaving the room when she noticed Zoe's clothes closet door was open. On the ground level under the hanging coats and clothes was a large trunk and some objects were on its lid. In that one glance Isobel noticed what they were.
No-one could ever have called Isobel a prude. Absolutely not. She was well aware that sex toys existed and in fact in her own room she had a little vibrating pink number very similar to the one visible on the trunk. However, she didn't have the six-inch black dildo that was next to it and she most definitely did not have the third item. She could not resist and moved across the room to tentatively pick up the large box with 'Julius Flint II' emblazoned on its side. A swift glance showed that the box didn't contain a lot of padding as she had assumed. Just a very, very, large Black sex toy. The idea of anyone using something that big was pretty startling let alone a little slip of a thing like Zoe.
Her young friend must have been in a hurry or perhaps she had been tired last night. Not only had she left her toys in view but the padlock that was used to lock the trunk had not been secured. That message had set Isobel's mind racing. Just who was it that was making a virtual date with her friend? Presumably the same person sending her all of the interracial erotica and porn but who could tell? Zoe was living a double life it seemed and wasn't it Isobel's responsibility to make sure she didn't get into any trouble she couldn't get out of?
Even as she thought those justifications through Isobel knew that they were as phony as a three-dollar bill. She knew why she was doing this and it had nothing to do with looking after Zoe. Zoe wasn't a naive ingénue. She was a modern and intelligent young woman and generally speaking she could look after herself. In any case no matter what might be said here once back at college Zoe would get up to exactly whatever she liked. No, Isobel wasn't doing this to protect her friend. She was spying on Zoe because she wanted to know everything that was going on. Not to write a story or to betray her friend's secrets but because she, Isobel, found it all incredibly exciting. It had reignited that fire within her that a failed marriage had seemed to have extinguished. She felt alive again, herself again. Something that developed with each new discovery. She couldn't turn back now.
Isobel looked at the trunk with its temptingly open lock. Her instincts told her that there were more secrets concealed inside. It had also been pure luck that Zoe had left it unsecured. That was unlikely to happen again. This could be Isobel's one and only chance to see inside.
Curiosity. It had a reputation for being hazardous to the feline health. Trunks were a sort of box and as the case of Pandora showed it could be much better to leave such things firmly closed when you had no reason to be prying in there. These things were proverbial and proverbs got to be proverbs because they had a lot of truth behind them. The logical, sensible, side of Isobel knew all of that and she was thinking hard as she looked down at that unopened box. An unequal struggle was fought out between doing the right thing and finding out just what was in that trunk. It was fierce indeed but only lasted about five seconds.
Then Isobel carefully moved the sex-toys aside and opened the trunk.
She was initially rather disappointed. She wasn't quite sure what she had expected to find but in fact she discovered what she probably should have predicted. Clothing.
On top was a long sleeved-yellow top. Isobel didn't like the color much but, thinking what to do next, she picked it up out of the trunk. On the front was a design. A solid black 'spade' just as you would see on a playing card. On the left above the symbol was a 'Q' also in black. Now at least she understood the vivid yellow - it was ensuring maximum contrast with that symbol. Making sure that no-one missed it. Of course not everyone would understand it.
But Isobel did. She had heard of the idea of a 'Queen of Spades'. She put the top aside and found another. This one was short-sleeved with black shoulders but a white body that showed off wonderfully the large symbol that would be worn across the chest. Again that black Spade from a playing card but this time with a white Q within it. Below that was the same logo but on a crop-to that would barely cover a woman's breasts.
Did Zoe wear these? If so then it could only really be at college. They were too blatant, too obvious. Anyone understanding that logo would also know the nature of Zoe's fantasies. Assuming, of course, that they were only fantasies. The African-American population in her family's suburb was slim-to-none but that wasn't true of the city where Zoe went to college. Far from it. Wear those shirts in public there and fantasises would very rapidly become reality. They might already have done so.
Isobel felt the excitement surging through her, her heart beating and pumping the adrenaline around her body. Not for fight or flight - purely to fuck. To fuck as she could imagine Zoe doing if she wore those tops over in the city. She imagined it a little too clearly and felt guilty at doing it but only for a moment. Zoe clearly knew just what she wanted and apparently knew how to get it.
Was that why the tops were here? Did Zoe perhaps not trust herself if she took them to the city? Here they were a tease, a naughty pleasure, a suggestion of what might be. There they would be a blatant invitation and one that many men would be very ready to take up.
Another fact clicked into place and Isobel was disappointed that she hadn't thought of it before. She had been surprised when she had found out where Zoe had gone to College. Not that the institution itself was not extremely prestigious. It certainly was - it was known world-wide in fact. However, the city in which it was located had quite the different reputation. Did anyone even use its real name anymore besides its Mayor and its Police Department? Most everyone else just called it 'H-Town'. Some folk might try to argue differently but it was called that because of a Heroin epidemic that had raged through it in the early 1980s. Such tragedies had still been worthy of note then and so everyone with the means to do so had got the hell out as fast as they could.
Leaving behind, of course, those that couldn't move and that meant, in H-Town at least, almost all African-Americans. Then the city had been left to rot - probably no coincidence but Isobel wasn't sure of all of the ins and outs of that. She just knew that H-Town had a real bad reputation. It was kind of like the Little Stir of cities. It scared good little boys and girls and made them pleased that however bad shit got at least they weren't in H-Town. Attitudes that first the press, then TV and nowadays the purveyors of social media bullshit had spent decades carefully locking into place.
Isobel began checking out the rest of the trunk. Another top with a pattern made up entirely of that Queen of Spades symbol. Then another with QOS emblazoned across it. Most folk might not notice them but if you knew the meaning then the message was blatant. Again Isobel wondered just how it would feel to wear such clothing out in public.
Next up was a thin white dress. Zoe was a few inches shorter than her and a little less curvy but that didn't mean Isobel couldn't hold it up against her body. It was held up by thin straps but that scoop top would reveal a lot of cleavage. Even on Zoe the material would end well above the knee and it was stretchy, it would cling. This was not a dress that you wore if you had any modesty even if you didn't take into account the design on its front.
Isobel had become used to giving into temptation ever since she had first entered this room without Zoe's knowledge. Now the lure of new experience again proved too strong. She needed to know how it felt to wear something like this. She stripped off her clothes down to her underwear and then pulled the dress over her head.
It certainly did hug the figure - showing off every curve, almost every detail, of her body. She went and checked herself out in Zoe's full-length mirror and immediately saw a problem. The dress showed everything - including her bra straps and panty line. That was no good and she knew what had to be done.
Perhaps a minute later she was back in front of the mirror. The ugly bra straps were gone and replaced as a focus of attention by two well-defined bumps where her nipples were hard, stimulated by the feel of the dress's material. The scoop top did indeed show her cleavage off to wonderful effect. Was it bitchy to rejoice that she had a little more to show off in that department than Zoe did. Probably - but Isobel did it anyway. It was impossible not to feel very sexy and very naughty in this dress. Not just because of her cleavage either.
Her panty-line had disappeared of course but whereas the dress would end halfway up Zoe's thigh it was rather higher on Isobel A little experimentation showed that any serious movement saw the dress ride up and leaning over would leave no-one in any doubt that she was going commando. 'I'll have to wear a thong with this,' she immediately thought before remembering that it wasn't her dress.
In fact the only chance a man might not notice her lack of underwear was because his focus was on her breasts and Isobel again enjoyed just how good she looked in this dress. She couldn't claim to be overly-developed up there but it showed off her cleavage and the curve of her breasts to the maximum. She felt a twinge of pleasure as she realised just how much Black guys would love that. White guys too probably - except for that design right below her cleavage.
The Spade logo with 'QOS' inside it had in bold Black lettering around the design the words, 'For Black Use Only'. White boys wouldn't like that at all but Isobel loved it. Loved how just the fantasy of being out in public wearing that dress made her feel, the mere concept of a Black man seeing her wearing it. His reaction - what it might lead to. Had Zoe done that? She couldn't believe so. It was just too daring, too explicit, too taboo.
She didn't like applying that last word but facts were facts. It wasn't her fault that so many people had a real problem with the mere concept of one person being with another. That society tried to make people deny their own desires. Something that only ended up, in many cases, reinforcing them. Adding a certain spice to what was already a delicious prospect.
That word 'Use' on the shirt was the same. Logically she knew that was something nobody should get behind. However, the top and its design were made to shock. To push boundaries and perhaps even feed into a sort of BDSM. Hadn't that been what was happening on the first video she had seen? She could certainly understand how that could be... interesting. Or did she mean enticing?
She admired the dress in the mirror again. Turned to see the swell of her hips and her butt. The dress was really tight there, blatantly drawing the eye to the curve of her buttocks. Normally that would be an issue with a dress. Here, given the intended audience, it was most definitely a selling point,
She walked across to her room having to pull down the dress every couple of steps. Until she remembered she was alone in the house. She found her camera and returned to the mirror to snap two or three images of herself. Each with her phone carefully positioned to block out her face.



The door-bell rang and almost had her jumping out of her skin. Immediately afterwards came two raps on the front door. She knew what that meant. The mail-man needing a signature. She dashed across to her room and found a sweater to cover her top's design.
Then across to the front door.
It was the regular mail-man, Fifties, bearded, already in cargo shorts though Spring was only this Morning deigning to make much of an appearance. She apologised for the delay. He smiled and proffered the parcel.
A quick glance showed that it was for Zoe. No great surprise - it was almost a daily occurrence. She signed and he was on his way. As she closed the door Isobel again felt that rush of excitement, of daring. Her long sweater had covered the dress completely but she had still been wearing it. In public - or at least in front of someone. She laughed to herself and decided that the dress had to go back where it had come from!
She did just that but not until she had checked out the last two items in the chest. A last top - this time with 'White Slut Training Academy' on it. Then beneath it a thong - just perfect for wearing with the dress as Isobel subconsciously realised. It was all-white save for a pattern of small lettering stitched into its band.
'P - R - O - S - P - E - C - T.' With that ubiquitous Queen of Spades symbol framing it at both ends and the letters repeated on the back.
Isobel carefully replaced the clothing back into the chest. Then she put the sex-toys on top of them and closed the lid. She had to consciously stop herself clicking the padlock shut. That just seemed natural but she couldn't be sure that Zoe did not know how she had left it.
***
A roar of noise came out of her speakers but her screen was dark, only illuminated by episodic quick flashes of light that illuminated vague moving shapes. A club and people dancing. She knew that much and followed the camera as it moved through the space. On and on until it met a door and emerged out into light, the music reduced to a muffled but still very present sound. This was some sort of a small foyer with opposite them an unmarked door. A young African-American man was leaning next to it with a foot against the wall. He certainly wasn't club security but he also showed no nervousness about being there. He made a signal to the man with the camera and a dark hand pushed the door open.
You could still hear the music but very muffled now and the lighting was that harsh brightness you only found in places like this. The door clanked shut behind the cameraman. It was a small room - clearly a staff wash-room. A couple of basins, a mirror on the wall and a coupe of cubicles. One was closed and a noise came from within. The camera was raised up the wall of the cubicle and then allowed to slip between its top and the ceiling.
The man looked up. His features were blurred but it was obvious that he was Black. "You fucker," he said to the phone, "door's fucking open - don't need none of that fucking detective shit."
There was a laugh, presumably from the man with the phone, then it swung down and round. However, there had been time enough to take in the scene. A big man standing in the cubicle. On her knees in front of him a white girl. His dark fingers entwined in her beach-blonde hair. Holding her just where he wanted her while she was sucking his cock.
With his free hand he reached for her bag where it stood on the old-fashioned toilet's tank. He fished around for a few seconds and then pulled out her driver's license.
"Time to represent girl. Now all you niggas out there better put it on record - this bop is the bomb. She's getting free admission any time she likes. She that good. Wish you could find out how good our girl here is man."
"Yeah, yeah, rub it in you lucky old bastard." The man with the phone wasn't laughing now.
It was very hard to tell the age of the man getting the blow-job. He certainly didn't look particularly old - mid-thirties at the most and he certainly looked after himself. Even clothed you could tell he was a big man, muscular and toned.
Now he tapped the girl on her shoulder and gestured. She got to her feet and he spun her round, at the same time letting his pants slip the rest of the way downto his ankles. He casually steeped one foot outside them to give himself space. "Feeling generous tonight man - show my friend here how you roll baby."
A glimpse of her looking up as she undid the man with the phone's pants. A smile on her face and bright blue eyes seeming to shine in that tired old rest-room. Pale hands finding and stroking his cock. Not the proverbial Big Black Cock but she didn't seem bothered. Average was just fine so long as it was Black.
Her expression changed for a moment as the man behind her pushed up her short skirt and moved in close. He shifted his position and then eased forward.
"Fuck yeah," she said and then dropped her mouth down onto the cock in front of her.
Neither man needed telling twice. The man fucking her had his hand clenched in her skirt at the small of her back. Powerful dark thighs powering his cock into her pussy. His other hand reached under her. From her muffled response you could tell where that was. Muffled because the second man's cock was in her mouth and just maybe she was as good as the first man had said. Even getting fucked good and hard she was still paying due attention to the cock in her mouth. All the spit and tongue any man could wish for.
"Shit brotha - where did you find this piece. She is fucking good."
"Always sweet when College is in session. No shortage round here but this one is real good. Might let her stay round if she keeping playing so well. You want that girl?"
Another muffled sound. It might have been 'yes' but there was an average Black cock currently occupying her mouth.
A Black hand came down on her bared white butt-cheek with a resounding crack. "I said do you want that girl?"
She finally let the man with the phone's cock out of her mouth for a moment.
"Yes daddy - now fuck me!"
He laughed a deep, rolling, laugh and slapped her ass again. A second pink set of his finger-prints showing on her pale skin. "I ain't your daddy girl but if you ain't on the pill I'm gonna be your baby-daddy. Just remember that girl. Pussy like this gets my nut - every time - you can swallow my man's there."
His little speech was delivered with a breathy tone. Spaced out by his hard thrusts into the girl. Intent concentration in every fibre of his being even if you couldn't see his face.
"You want that?" She asked the cameraman as she gave a youthful almost angelic smile up into the lens.
He pushed her head back down onto his cock. "Keep sucking - you'll soon find out."
They weren't there for a marathon of blissful romantic love-making. They were there to get their nut and the man doing her doggy-style was getting close. Fucking with a purpose and finally signalling his climax with only a growled, '"Fuck." The girl wiggled her butt as she felt him cum in her but very carefully not quite enough to stop him putting all his seed in her.
The sight was too much for the man with the phone. He eased back and wanked a couple of hard strokes before shooting his cum onto her waiting tongue. It pooled there until she was sure he was done and then she swallowed it down with a smile.
"Didn't I tell you - this one is something else. Fucking knows what she was made for." The first man showed his approval as the girl cleaned off his cock with her tongue.
"Just as advertised - premium product for sure." The man with the phone was still watching her with hungry eyes as she prepared to leave and her every movement showed that she knew it and relished the fact.
"Yeah girl - you earned your free admittance. Now us men gotta talk so..."
She knew it was her dismissal and paused only to ask. "Would it be OK for me to come back in here again?"
The big man only laughed. "Sure - any time but I might be busy. If I am then you and (a tone obscured the name) here can renew acquaintance. I also got plenty of other friends will be keen to meet you after seeing this. Still interested?"
She had taken it all in her stride. Maybe alcohol or something else had greased the wheels. However, his words seemed to break through the pretence she had been putting up. For a moment she was who she really was - a college girl in a dirty back room with two strange African-American men. You could see it - or was that just in the mind of the viewer? Either way - even if there was hesitation it was momentary. "Yes please," she said politely.
The man with the phone put his arm around her and drew her close. It was hard to see but you knew he was kissing her, deep and hard. "Don't keep us waiting - I want that fucking pussy."
A few moments later the door banged behind her as she left.
"Don't little white bitches as fine as her get free admission anyway?"
"You know it and I know it but you want to know the best thing?"
"What?"
"She knows it too."
The two men laughed again and the screen cut to its end-card.
'Score for Berry confirmed - 10 points for a new recruit, 20 points for a full ID and 1 point for a creampie on camera. Check DeSV.com for the latest confirmed score.'
'For Black Use Only'. Isobel remembered the words on the dress she had found in Zoe's closet. The girl in the clip had been 'used' but that didn't mean she hadn't got what she wanted out of it too and what she had wanted most certainly hadn't just been free admission - no matter how good the club was.
***
"Yeah - it was fun."
It had to have been. Zoe had been away rather longer than Isobel had expected. Not that it had been a problem. She had planned to do some more job-hunting but the lure of those folders on her lap-top had proved too much. She had watched four more videos and had read another thirty-plus stories. Her trusty little pink vibe was getting more action now than in a long time.
They ate dinner together and talked about the West Coast. Zoe was interested and Isobel had, or course, just returned from there. She tried to be honest without sounding like the California Tourist Board. In truth she had learned that it was how you felt that mattered. If you were miserable then the best place on earth seemed like a hell-hole. If you were happy when you could put up with a lot and barely notice it.
Having cleared the kitchen Isobel expected Zoe to head to her room. However, this evening was a little different. Zoe wasn't usually hesitant to speak out but this was one of those occassions.
Isobel tried to keep her tone light. "Is everything OK? Can I help?"
She half-expected Zoe to come clean and spill the beans - if that wasn't mixing too many clichés in a fine old gumbo. Instead, Zoe surprised her.
"Izzy do you ever, you know, sort of feel unhappy about how you look?"
It was hardly rare in a young woman - a lack of confidence in her appearance. Frankly, Zoe had nothing to worry about on that score.
"Everyone does - but it doesn't last and if you have a problem just go look in the mirror. I wish I had your hair instead of mine and no-one can tell me that you aren't beautiful. Has anyone been giving you problems?"
It was hard to imagine that anyone had. Zoe had been particularly blessed in terms of bone-structure and body-type. Her face had a perfect harmonious symmetry to it and she had emerged unscathed from puberty with flawless skin. Perhaps that was the issue. There was a fashion for mahogany tans now and Zoe was like her whole family, very much a peaches and cream girl. Well - that was much better for the skin in the medium and long term and besides Isobel was a little biased being a natural redhead herself with the usual very fair skin-tone that accompanied that.
"No it's just something I've been thinking about for a while. I just, you know, wish..." She gestured with her hands and then finally came out with it. "I've been really seriously thinking about getting an enlargement."
Another surprise. It wasn't as if Zoe was flat-chested. Someone had to have been getting into her ear about this. Or was it just the media's constant barrage of images of supposed perfection? "You really don't need it but why do you want one? Just to look better for guys? Its a serious operation with weeks of recuperation and discomfort or pain. That is if you can even find a surgeon who you can trust not to make a mess of it. I'm not saying its a bad idea but you would need to be really sure, you would need to do you homework and or course," she looked at Zoe with a meaningful gaze, "you'd need the money. Maybe $10 000 for a surgeon you can trust. Something tells me your parents wouldn't be funding you."
Zoe nodded her acknowledgement of the last point. "That's true but the rest of it is no problem. I've been thinking about it a lot and it's definitely what I want. We even have one of the best surgeons in the world almost here on our doorstep. Look up the Nikola Clinics sometime." She paused, looked intently at Isobel and then decided to go on. "Haven't you ever thought about it?"
"No," lied Isobel and the lie caught in her throat. Strangely perhaps. She had betrayed her younger friend's trust on several occassions now but those betrayals seemed made inevitable, beyond her control, by the sheer power of temptation. Lying to Zoe's face, in cold blood as you might say, was something else entirely. She regretted it and corrected herself. "OK - well I can't say I never have."
She saw Zoe seem to relax a little. Her friend had sensed the lie. Isobel might be better equipped up there than Zoe but at 5'5" she was also two or three inches taller and Isobel had been a late developer. Through many of her school days the fact that she was a 'ginger' had vied for infamy with a very obvious membership of the 'itty bitty titty club.' She had known there were solutions to both 'issues' but she had not dyed her hair - or at least had not kept it dyed. Just as she had also not had a breast enlargement but that didn't mean she hadn't thought about it. Considered it and then come to the conclusions that she had just recycled as advice for Zoe.
"Let's just say that I would need a really good reason to actually go ahead with something like that."
Now Zoe smiled and changed the subject. Isobel didn't really know what to take away from that but it wasn't for her to lecture Zoe, let alone to refuse permission. She would have to trust to the younger woman's inherent good sense.
The subject was allowed to lie while they talked about other matters. However, Zoe seemed a little distracted and ultimately Isobel noted her friend glancing at the clock three times in fifteen minutes. That was immediately followed by her deciding to retreat to her room. The clock registered ten minutes to nine and Isobel remembered the message she had seen on her friend's computer. Clearly Zoe had found it and acted upon it.
***
The camera moved as its owner carried it. Through one room and into another. This was obviously the kitchen and a young woman with long brown hair was attending to the stove.
"Damn - but that's good." He put the camera down with a good angle of vision and then moved forward.
"Your hungry," she giggled as she felt his lips at her neck and his hands on her butt.
"Real hungry," he confirmed and his hands eased her shorts down her tanned legs.
He nuzzled her neck and she arched her back against his bigger body.
"Your beard tickles," she giggled but that just renewed his teasing of her. His hand slipped down the front of her body and he was rewarded with a gasp and a smile.
"I'm cooking breakfast." This complaint was even less seriously delivered.
"Good because I'm working up an appetite." He began to move her along the work-top and barely left her time to adjust the heat of the stove. Once they had a clear space in front of them he pulled his hard cock over the top of his sweat-pants and then moved up close behind her,
"Hhhhhhmmmn," purred the girl. Even the mock protests were gone now.
His big body dwarfed her and seemed ready to crush her against the edge of the work-table but he knew better than that. His arm around her waist spun her and then he lifted her as if she was made of nothing and gently placed her upon the work-surface.
She laughed and then his dark, bearded, face was buried between her legs. Making sure she was ready for him. She gripped the short dark hair on his head and laughed as he reminded her of his talents. Her laughter was his signal.
He stepped back a pace. His Big Black Cock was prominent, standing hard and proud in front of him. He looked at the young woman and smiled, the smile of a cat about to get the cream. She edged her legs further apart - an invitation hardly necessary between them. This wasn't their first time together.
The man moved forward and taking a firm hold moved her to the edge of the work-surface. He was a big man in every way. Well over six foot and that surface had her at just the right height. Perhaps by accident but this was a man who planned in advance. He retraced his step forward and this time their bodies met and united.
After his first few exploratory strokes he settled into a rhythmn. That rhythmn didn't break as he hooked his arms under her shoulders and lifted her off the hard work-surface. It still didn't stop when he picked her up and held her, his hips and powerful thighs pushing himself deep into her with every thrust.
There was neither time nor inclination for small-talk now. The couple were bound together in an age-old ritual. Showing their desire for each other through every movement, every gasp, every shared moment as heir eyes locked. They kissed deeply as if they would never need to breath again - but still that rhythm didn't break or hesitate.
Finally she broke the kiss and gasped for breath, laid her head on his shoulder and gripped his body hard with her arms and legs. He felt that and knew it for the signal that it was. He stepped up his pace and concentrated on getting his nut. First claiming her pussy with each solid thrust and then with a heavy load of his Black seed.
She laughed as she felt him cum - a laugh of pure pleasure and joy. The joy of a young woman who knew the power that her beauty gave her with a man, even a man as powerful as this one.
He set her back down on her feet with an easy motion. Was he really so strong that he hadn't even felt her weight as he fucked her? The girl was only about Zoe's size but still.
"Oh shit!" The girl suddenly seemed to remember. "The breakfast!"
His laugh was a low rumble of pleasure. He watched for a moment and then added, "Is it saveable baby?"
"Just about - no thanks to you," she was smirking as she mock-scolded him again.
"Entirely down to me," he corrected her, "I'm a man knows there's lots of pretty girls but you find one that can cook then you gotta pick her." He laughed again as he dodged the cloth thrown in his general direction.
He retrieved his camera and centred her in its lens.
She saw him do it and knew the reason. "They all know who I am. Grace Masters for the Village. Represent!" She stuck her tongue out at him and began plating up their meal as the screen went black.
'Score for Village confirmed - 1 point for a creampie on camera. Check DeSV.com for the latest confirmed score.'
Isobel noted the different nature of this clip. They had seemed more like a couple than a pair of strangers. They knew each other and knew each other's bodies. She had already worked out that the contest, or whatever it was, played out over six months. How many times had they been together? How many times had she identified herself? There was an attachment there even if Isobel doubted it would ever be a standard relationship. The way the pair interacted wasn't quite like that - but who knew?



Something else struck her too. Those comments about always picking a girl who could cook. Isobel knew that Zoe had seen this video at least once, maybe many more times. Was it crazy to link that to Zoe's new-found desire to learn to cook?
***
It was a good thing that Zoe still had so many friends in the area. It meant that she was out with one or the other of them almost every day. Something that was extremely advantageous for anyone wanting access to her lap-top since whatever she was doing she never took it with her
This time Isobel only found one new file - left carelessly on the main screen without being filed away in a folder. It was named '25Log10' and the word 'Log' took her attention to the folder 'Logs'.
She had taken a copy of it of course. However, early on she had checked and found all apparently empty bar one. That one had a password protection and unsurprisingly the log in password did not work. She had contemplated deleting the whole folder but once she had lost a week's work by not checking the size of the supposedly empty folders she was deleting. Once caught that way you learned better!
There certainly was something there and Isobel had decided not to delete it. Now, however, she had a 'Log' file available and she eagerly clicked on it. She swore with unusual vehemence as a password prompt appeared. However, this time she was on Zoe's computer and almost immediately another prompt appeared.
'Use saved Password?'
Isobel clicked 'Yes' and a password was automatically entered. She clicked to see the entered password and immediately knew that she was on the right track.
'ManzikertZoe'.
It still might not work of course. She tried to temper her triumph but a single click told her the truth as the video opened with no further issues.
The image filled half of the screen and was divided in half vertically. One side of the image was dark. The other was lit but shown only a literal desk-top, the grain of a stained wood surface. There was movement and hand with four heavy gold rings came into view. The hand obviously belonged to an African-American man.
"Hey girl - ain't I told you punctuality is important!" His voice was serious but also had the tone used by a man repeating something for the umpteenth time.
"I'm here," responded a immediately familiar voice. The other half of the screen became illuminated and revealed the face of Zoe.
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The image filled half of the screen and was divided in half vertically. One side of the image was dark. The other was lit but showed only an actual desk-top, the grain of a stained wood surface. There was movement and a hand wearing four heavy gold rings came into view. The hand quite clearly belonged to an African-American man.
"Hey girl - ain't I told you punctuality is important." His voice was firm and serious but also had the tone used by a man repeating something for the umpteenth time.
"I'm here," responded an immediately familiar voice. The second half of the screen became illuminated and revealed the face of Zoe.
That was the biggest surprise so far for the watching Isobel. However, she couldn't spend time finding out more. Zoe had only gone down to the store this time and so she had to move quickly. Practice made her fast at downloading the file and setting everything in Zoe's room to rights. She was out and clear long before she heard the front door.
***
It had been a long day. Concentration on the everyday business of life and job hunting had become increasing difficult over the last few days. Today, knowing what remained unwatched on her computer, it had been well nigh impossible. Zoe had apparently suspected that something was happening - had asked her more than once if everything was alright.
That hadn't made things any easier. Isobel felt herself engulfed in the complications of what she had uncovered and it only grew more difficult as she found just how deeply her friend was involved in all of this. It wasn't just file-sharing or seeking out sexual stories and clips.
How was she supposed to react to that? Should she get in contact with her sister and Zoe's father? That would mean coming clean on just how she had found all of this out. She couldn't honestly say that she felt guilt about that because if she did she would have stopped doing it - right? However, if her snooping on Zoe wasn't a betrayal of her friend then telling her business to her parents most assuredly would be. Zoe wasn't a vulnerable minor. She was a smart young woman of twenty-one and she made her own decisions now. Her father had got ahead in life by knowing just what he wanted and being unafraid to go after it. Maybe Zoe had learned that lesson and was putting it to use. Besides, Isobel's sister and brother-in-law were pretty liberal types. If the racial aspect of all of this offended them then they wouldn't appreciate being forced to show it.
All of the above was just a tortuous minefield of potential disasters. It also kind of ignored the fact that she had known about all of this for over a week now. How could she explain her silence since then. 'Well you see sis I've been too busy jilling off to all of the interracial hardcore pornography I've stolen from your daughter's computer.' That would be just great. So each passing day made it more and more impossible to reverse her initial inactivity.
It would be a much better idea to talk to Zoe herself. Initially embarrassing perhaps but she could get over that. Except, again, what could she say? It would be too easy to come across as having the wrong motivations. To end up pushing Zoe further and faster along the route she was exploring. When it all came down to it what was a little dirty talk on the computer anyway? Just because the man on the other end was African-American that shouldn't make any difference should it? Except that it meant the man on the screen was that much more attractive for certain women. Women apparently like Zoe. Women, as Isobel now had to admit, like herself.
So her mind churned around the same old facts, the same rejected courses of action, the same eagerly grasped reasons to end up doing nothing. She was only really jolted out of her reverie at dinner when Zoe announced she was going away for two or three days. 'Staying with friends - to sort something out before she went back to college.' Those words could hide a lot. Who were the friends and just what was planned? It wasn't her place to interrogate Zoe unless she wanted to open up those multiple cans of worms.
It was so difficult and she knew what she herself really needed. Too many hours over too many nights had been spent reading those stories and watching those clips. It was all scrambling her brains. She needed a good night's sleep and then she might be able to think straight again.
***
That night she dreamed those same dreams once more. Dreams that had dominated the hours she had spent in bed over the last week. Dreams following a certain theme. Always herself, sometimes Zoe too, replacing the women in the stories and the videos. Becoming submissive playthings for Black men and offering themselves up as willing tribute. Not exactly the feminist ideal but when she was in that dream-world she felt that this was the true reality and she felt herself happy and satisfied. More than in her waking life, much more than in her failed marriage.
Waking from such a reality was always a disappointment. So it was today but she still noticed a certain change to the usual light. She glanced at the clock on the wall and saw it was nearly noon. So despite her dreaming she had also got a lot of deep sleep. She wondered about Zoe and then remembered that she had been heading off pretty early to be in the city for nine. Isobel appreciated that the younger woman had clearly decided to let her sleep on.
Isobel certainly felt better for it - especially after a wash and some cereals. The light looked wonderful outside and she decided to go for a walk. It really did her the world of good. Fresh crisp air, the welcome developing warmth of the Spring sun, the signs all around of nature's revival. She felt as she walked as if all her recent fatigue and a solid two years of serious disappointments were sloughing off her. She seemed to have escaped her recent confusion as surely as she had escaped the house's four walls. By the time she got home she knew what she should do.
On arriving back she opened the screen-door and found a parcel. It was no surprise to find Zoe's name on it. She picked it up ready to put it somewhere safe. A piece of the wrapping had been insecurely attached or had come adrift in transit. It flopped to one side and through the remaining wrapping she could very faintly make out some written letters. 'M - A - N- Z.' before a second layer obscured the letters completely.
Isobel felt her heart beat faster and the old excitement of the last two weeks return. That had to be 'Manzikert', a word used as part of a password in a lot of Zoe's secret online activities, didn't it?
Isobel took the parcel to Zoe's room and left it on the desk there. Her friend hadn't taken her laptop with her. Isobel gave the machine a glance and then turned and left the room. She felt a certain satisfaction at abiding by her new felt resolution. Later on she would delete all of the 'borrowed' files on her own computer. That was really the only thing she could do. If Zoe wanted to talk about anything then she would of course be happy to help if she could. Otherwise, she had no place interfering.
So that decision was made and she felt all the happier for it.
Except, of course, that she had at least two days in front of her and very little to do. She cooked herself a midday meal and spent the afternoon cleaning the whole house from top to bottom. She tried to get into some job-hunting but the whole idea had become a little ridiculous to her. It was more realistic to just find herself a job in retail or the like.
There were a hundred channels on the TV but nothing she wanted to watch. The momentary pleasure of her resolution had long departed. Instead she remembered the excitement of the last few days - a savour in her life that had now utterly departed. She was realist enough to understand that this was no coincidence.
That fact played its part. Allied with the fact that what she did was so easy to justify. At least it was if you wanted it that way. She never had looked at that 'log' video properly and it was perhaps the one that could actually tell her something because it was the one that featured Zoe.
So, in the end, her determination didn't last out the day. She found herself typing in the password and watching the video's opening moments again.
***
"That's not fair," said Zoe, "I'm not late and besides you know I've had a busy day."
"You went then." It was odd for the other half of the conversation to effectively be a disembodied voice. Only the man's hand appeared on camera. It had struck Isobel before that while the female participants in these videos were always shown clearly, sometimes blatantly identified, that was seldom true of the men. That had to be a power dynamic thing but if so then all participants seemed OK with it. Zoe, for instance, seemed excited to be there on camera.
"I went - I was curious I guess. It's sort of one of those things I've thought about a lot but that I kind of needed motivation to move on."
"So you found that motivation?" His voice was like melted deep chocolate now - smooth and seductive.
"You know it." That was all Zoe was giving him - for the moment at least.
"So what was it like? What did you make of our friend?"
"He was kinda funny. No I shouldn't say funny. Not funny Ha Ha anyway. Its just that he has an accent and he's kind of, what would you call it, kind of 'fussy'. Maybe a little conceited too but when he talks you know that he really does know his business."
"Just as well." His hand moved across the table in a gesture. "You have to put a lot of trust in him. I can tell you he has a real good reputation. But you already know that."
"Yeah," Zoe was thoughtful. "When I came out of there I knew he would be the one if I was going to do it."
"Still an if?"
"It was, yeah," Zoe admitted. "When I got back home though I had a real good talk with a friend of mine - someone whose judgement I trust."
"Was she in favor?"
"No - not really. She raised a few issues and objections. Pretty good ones in fact. Just like I knew she would."
She paused abut the man didn't break in. He was listening to what she had to say.
"Well," she continued, "I took all of that and weighed it against how I felt and what I've been thinking about. What you told me. How it would help me get selected. So, well anyway, he said he could fit me in next week and I'm going to do it."
"Oh yeah," his voice was deep and sonorous even through lap-top speakers, "that's my girl. It'll complete the package - get you selected for sure. I'm thinking you'll be taking your pick."
Zoe laughed - the natural laugh of a young woman relieved of a difficult decision. "I'm not sure how I'd do that - I'm just hoping to be picked."
"As in everything baby you just come to me for advice. I won't set you wrong. For now though did the good Doctor say anything about cost and projected outcomes."
"He said his normal fee is $20 000."
"You have to pay top-dollar for the best. Usually. You told him you were coming from me?"
"Yeah," she positively beamed into the camera, "Dr Nikola said it would be at cost - only $9 000."
"He's a good man. Always been a real friend to the community. What did he suggest?"
"He suggested two," she paused a little, "but he said three would be possible given my type."
"So what you thinking? You know we can make this happen and you know how soon. Remember what I said."
"I want to go for three."
A low amused laugh came over the speakers. "I kind of knew you would. Now let me see what I'm investing in and tell me again what Dr Nikola said."
Zoe reached for the top of her T-shirt and then pulled it over her head without any hesitation. "You can still see the pen marks the Doctor made." There was no hint of embarrassment in her voice.
"So they'll be up to 34DD - that right."
Zoe wiggled her seemingly perfect breasts at the camera. "That's right." Over the next couple of minutes she outlined her Doctor's advice and suggestions. Isobel, watching, took very little of that in. She was more interested in her friend's face and voice. Any trace of doubt or fear had been washed away. Instead she now sounded enthusiastic, excited at the prospect.
It seemed the man had noticed that too. It certainly explained his next remark. "34DD titties would look amazing on you girl but just looking at you I gotta say that you gonna be picked anyways most likely. Maybe you don't..."
Zoe cut him short. "I don't want to just be picked - I want to be picked first. I need this."
"Then you know what to do. Extra specially looking forward to seeing you in two weeks time girl."
The clip ended and Isobel was left looking at the lap-top. She understood exactly what she had seen and understood the implications. Zoe had undoubtedly made the phone call and then Zoe had gone away early. She reached for her phone and called her friend but it immediately went to voicemail. Zoe's phone was turned off but it really didn't matter. It was too late anyway. If it was going to happen then it had already happened.
That wasn't so serious. It wasn't as if thousands of women didn't have similar procedures every week. If this Nikola was as good as they said..." She searched on her phone and soon found press reports on Dr Nikola and the Nikola Clinic. That, at least, had been on the level. The chances were that everything would have gone according to plan. It was a concern but not her biggest one.
The biggest concern was money. $9 000 was probably a reasonable price-tag for one of the best in the business but that didn't matter if you hadn't got it and Zoe surely hadn't got it spare. Any more than Isobel herself had just at the moment. The implication of the conversation was clear. The money was coming from that unknown man. Which was OK except that you very, very, seldom got something for nothing in this world. Being in debt in circumstances like this could have serious implications.
Her past resolution, only hours old, was abandoned. She was business-like as she went to Zoe's room and once again turned on her friend's lap-top. A message immediately appeared and she went to it. A video. She wanted to see it - she needed to know exactly what Zoe had got herself into.
***
"You ready for this girl?" A female voice with a heavy Southern accent. The faintest glimpse of a pale arm above the blue latex glove as it lay on more pale skin.
"Yeah." Some nerves in this second voice, again female.
A noise started, an irritating high-pitched whine. A second gloved hand entered the shot holding a machine with a pipe running from it.
"Relax baby," the Southern voice again, "this is a real easy one. Have it done before you know it."
The first gloved hand moved now and revealed a design already traced out. The camera shifted away enough to reveal that it was positioned just above the recipient's bikini line. The camera switched to the face of a concerned looking young woman in her early twenties.
"Be cool baby," that had to be the man with the camera, "you think we ain't done this before? Gonna be fine."
The Southern woman held the tattoo needle in her gloved hand. "I'll bet once you got this one we'll be seeing you again. Izeye there reckons its addictive for us white girls." She turned off the needle. "But if you want to back out then this is sort of the last chance. You want to go ahead or not?"
"Yes I want to go ahead," there was a real edge to the young woman's voice,
A dark gloveless hand gestured across the screen. "Gonna hurt like fuck if you all tensed up like that girl. Take yourself some deep breaths and close your eyes. Once we start you gonna wonder what the big deal was."
The camera showed that she was following his advice. After a few moments the dark hand signalled again.
The needle whined once more and this time did not halt in its descent onto the sketched out design. The tattooist's attractive face, a vision of concentration, came close as she used the needle to make the design permanent, etched into the young woman's skin.
The latter was laying on a padded bench with her hand beside her. The cameraman's dark hand found it and allowed the white one to grip it and grip it hard. She was feeling it alright but nothing she couldn't handle and it seemed the gesture of support was appreciated.
The tattooist was as skilful as she was fast. Precise accurate movements of the needle pausing only to remove excess ink. The video had the fascination of watching a craftsman at work. The design was not large but that meant it required a steady precise hand. Soon half of the design had been inked in.
The camera shifted back to the recipient's face and her eyes were no longer closed. They were watching the movements of the tattooist's hands, watching the needle as it marked her skin.
Back to the design and another section had been completed. As the ink was added the lightly traced design became ever more visible to the camera. A transformation only taking minutes but which would last for a life-time.
Isobel would have put serious money on the Queen of Spades symbol and she would basically have been right. However, this was no crude dark mark. The outline was of the spade symbol but within it were swirling patterns. As it was completed you could see the 'Q' within that spade. Obvious if you were looking for it and given its location this was a blatant symbol of its owner's sexual preferences.
Finally the needle halted and the noise ceased. "Not so bad was it," soothed the Southern voice of the tattooist.
"Ange has done you proud," the camera shifted and showed a powerfully-built African-American man as he collected a mirror to show off the completed work. Interesting that he wasn't worried about showing himself or, apparently, about his name being used. Hadn't it been Isaiah or something the like?
The young woman looked at the image in the mirror and for the first time in the clip she smiled.
The screen went dark and words appeared, a variation on the usual theme. 'Score for Madison confirmed - 50 points for ink. Check DeSV for the latest confirmed score.'
Isobel glanced at he clock on the wall. She had let herself get drawn into watching that video the whole way through. It was just as well that time wasn't an issue. Zoe was away for at least another day and she had all night if necessary. She was determined to find out all that she possibly could. Apart from anything else she knew she could never sleep until she knew more.
The videos were a distraction - she had learned that. Even on this computer only the most recent 'log' video seemed playable. She opened e-mail but found just over 4000 stored messages. She ran through a few pages but none seemed connected to her search. That could almost literally take forever. For the moment she was puzzled as to the way forward.
Then her glance moved off the screen and to the other item on the desk. The package that she herself had put there earlier. This would be a new level of spying on her friend but Isobel managed to convince herself that she was really only doing any of this to help Zoe so it wasn't really so bad or indeed even bad at all.
She carefully undid the package making sure that she could reseal it when the time came. It was clothing and remembering Zoe's trunk in her closet that made sense. Where else would she have got all those provocative items?
First up was a standard T-shirt. Across its white chest in two broad lines of black lettering was written, 'My Black Daddy Bought Me These Titties'. If Zoe wore it for her next webcam session then that would be the literal truth.
There were two other items. First was a crop-top again in white, cut to leave the navel and belly exposed. It seemed a little out of place. Didn't lots of women wear things like this to the beach? She looked a little more closely and saw the small design on one breast. A logo. It showed the line of a white torso with a bulging belly and a Black baby inside. Around the logo was, 'Black Baby Momma in Training'.



Maybe there weren't so many women wearing them then. She couldn't help imagining herself doing just that though. She felt the excitement surge through her and had to consciously get a grip on herself. Such thoughts were such a distraction!
The final item of clothing was a dress but seemed strangely bulky and heavy. Isobel held it up to get a better view and gasped. This time she couldn't resist the temptation. When would she get another opportunity? She stripped down, remembering this time to remove her underwear. Then she pulled the dress over her head. Again it was a little short since it was meant for Zoe but on these dresses ending well above the knee didn't seem at all out of place.
The dress had felt odd when she handled it for a reason. It was heavily padded at the front. Producing an extremely noticeable bulge. The intention was obvious and it was successful. Isobel went to the mirror and turned this way and that. It was very realistic in producing the effect of a heavily pregnant belly. It even had a weight to it. That wasn't the first thing anyone would notice though. Printed across the front of the bulge in the light blue dress, within an extremely distinct yellow diamond, were the words,
'Black Baby On Board'.
If wearing the dress here was a curious sensation then imagining wearing it in public was way more intense. She envisioned herself walking along the street, perhaps arm-in-arm with that handsome Black guy from the tattoo parlor. Everyone's eyes would be out on stalks! Maybe he'd want to take her to his neighborhood bar and show her off to his Black friends. Let them all know what a hot little white slut he had knocked up.
What the fuck! She had to get a grip on herself. She thought about taking the dress off but relented at least long enough to take a few pictures of herself in the mirror. More pictures that would have to be kept very, very, private.
Back in her own clothes she inspected all three items more closely. They had washing instruction tags but no other identification. Made to order perhaps? They really told her nothing except what she already knew - the men behind this were very organised.
She picked up the remains of the package and turned it upside down. A small piece of paper fluttered down onto the floor. She bent and picked it up.
'Just like you asked - maybe soon we'll make it for real. OGdaHsl5?w!'
The note told her nothing new about the men's desires. However, it did very much tell her something about Zoe's. So soon after experiencing her own feelings when wearing the dress she couldn't in all conscience be surprised let alone shocked. If she had learned anything in the last week it was how quickly your fantasies and previously repressed desires could take you further than you would ever have imagined possible. Had it been the same for Zoe?
However, what interested her most about that note was the signature, if you could call it that. The jumble of letters and numbers. It might be a key to at least uncovering part of this. In all honesty it seemed about her only chance of doing so.
She searched Zoe's lap-top once more but this time she got a result. A single e-mail signed six months before. This had been going on that long? A quick multiplication of possible two-week gaps between 11 'logs' suggested that was about right. It just confirmed what Isobel already knew. Zoe had been serious about this for a long time. Her decisions of the last few days had not come out of nothing.
The e-mail was an invitation. It contained a link also apparently made up of meaningless numbers and letters. Isobel knew she was on the brink of a break-through. She clicked the link. A new browser opened, notable largely for a purple color-scheme. There was little of note bar a prominent button labelled 'connect'. She pressed it and after a few moments the screen flashed up a simple message.
'Link expired.'
"Shit!" Isobel wasn't particularly given to obscenity but her frustration demanded to be given verbal form. "Fucking useless thing."
Well swearing felt cathartic but it didn't progress her researches any. She tried to think it out calmly. Something had to have caused that e-mail to be written. She turned her search to the 'sent' folder for the two or three weeks before the assumed answer had been received.
She struck gold almost immediately. Zoe had e-mailed them only fourteen minutes before that invitation had arrived in response.
'Hi
I am a regular on 'H-TDF' discord (I'm WGB2004) and they've been telling me about what you do. I'm really interested and want to learn more. Maybe be a part of it?
Zoe.'
Now she was onto the track for real. Isobel quickly discovered the existence of the 'H-Town Desires and Fantasies' group but their discord was very much invitation only. You needed an existing member as a contact and Isobel was in no position to have one. She was not, for example, a college student in H-Town.
However, as of now she didn't need to be. She had the link directly.
Isobel quickly drafted an enquiry and then remembered to send it from her own lap-top.
'Hello
I have heard about what you do from the H-TDF discord. Is there still time to find out more and maybe get involved?
Isobel.'
She sent the message and half of her expected to get a response almost immediately as Zoe had. However, the screen remained stubbornly blank. She had reached a dead end for the moment but she had also done all that she could. She tried Zoe's phone once more but it was still off. Then she went to bed.
***
The image was a close-up. Pale skin contrasting with the black ink of a familiar tattoo. That same spade image with swirling patterns inside it that formed a 'Q' if you knew what to look for. The camera eased back and now a shaved pussy was visible below the tattoo.
A black shape appeared and the camera auto-focused onto a very dark-skinned cock. It was too close to the camera for proper perspective but it looked big. It looked even more impressive after its owner laid it down against the woman's belly. Thick, hard, cock stretching up from well below the pussy to beyond the tattoo and the navel.
Isobel paused the video and went over to the chest in Zoe's cupboard. Inside she found the boxed sex-toy modelled on porn star Julius Flint. He had crossed over into the mainstream enough for even Zoe to have heard of him. However, she had assumed that the toy was a form of false advertising. Cocks did not come that big.
She had no intention of using the toy. That would have been way too much in more than one way. However, she wanted to compare something. She stood by her lap-top and held the unboxed toy against her body. Mirroring the image on the screen she could see that the toy was bigger, but only by perhaps a half an inch at most. Maybe it was a little more accurate to the original than she had suspected.
She unfroze the video as she carefully replaced the toy in its box. On screen the Big Black Cock moved and tapped gently on the softer flesh of the woman's belly. Gently moving the still-visible tattoo.
"Who does this pussy belong to girl?" A complacent deep drawl of a voice.
Its Madison pussy - belongs to all you Madison men."
"Fuck right. When we've won the competition. What about then? You going back to white boys?"
There was a giggle in response as the hard Black meat of his cock eased down her belly and then pushed forward, teasing the lips of her pussy.
"Tell me girl - tell me so I'll give you want you wanting."
"This pussy is bare Black only."
The cock's angle was slightly adjusted by a dark hand and the next push forward took him into her pussy. Dark skin pushing home. A welcoming half-sigh, half-moan of approval coming from his woman.
He might not have quite measured up to Julius Flint but this man was still big. Much bigger than Isobel had ever seen, let alone felt. Rather bigger than she imagined was comfortable unless the man really knew his business.
As she watched she had confirmation of a phenomenon that she had noticed before when watching these videos. She felt a visceral, primal, attraction to that contrast in skin-tones. The dark skin of the cock just made it seem larger, more powerful, more attractive. To her and also apparently to Zoe and the women in the clips. She wasn't alone in understanding the message of that beautiful Big Black Cock claiming a white pussy. Once she had grasped that much it wasn't hard to move beyond that simple truth. To compare what she was seeing with what she had experienced in the past.
She could not resist the temptation and now went to find her own vibrator. At least she didn't have to worry about Zoe hearing her! Not that it would matter anyway given what Zoe might be getting up to at this moment. Her blonde friend might end up being the 'star' of the next video. Zoe would certainly look amazing with one of these big Black guys.
Isobel experienced a momentary spasm of guilt at thinking about her friend like that. Guilt stifled and extinguished by the power of the pictures on her screen, by the power of the thoughts in her mind. Most of all by the fact that Zoe wanted it and the realisation that, however she might want to deny the fact, Isobel totally understood and shared that desire.
His big cock was almost hidden now at every thrust forward. Disappearing into the white girl's body to emerge glistening slightly. His partner had been ready for him, her pussy prepared and warm and wet for him. Eager to take all of him and to feel all of him. One thing was absolutely clear and obvious - this man certainly did know his business. His increase in tempo was almost too small to notice but over time his pace did quicken. Accepting all that she could give him at any moment. Becoming a perfect partnership.
Isobel knew that what she was feeling was only a fraction of what the woman on screen was feeling but it was good and hot none the less. Until she glanced down and saw her little pink vibe. That sort of killed a good half of the moment. It just didn't look right. She dropped the vibe and replaced it with her fingers. She sent her eyes back to the screen and let her mind take her back to that other place. The place where things were as they should be. A man who knew how to fuck, how to please his woman, dark flesh and white flesh together, contrasting but united. A Black alpha male claiming by right his reward, his privilege, his woman.
"Oh fuck," Isobel gasped as she felt her climax hit her. Not earth-shattering perhaps but very much real. The product of her vibe and then her fingers but much more of her mind. The images and desires that she now allowed free rein there.
"Fuck yeah," came from the screen. The long Black cock slowly withdrew from her pussy, retaining its firmness until finally the head, carrying a last heavy drop of cum, emerged. The camera moved to shoot up her body. Showing her face in the background and in the foreground a cum-filled white pussy.
"You know the brothas from Stratford still got 150 points on us - them fuckers been upping their game. If we gonna win we gotta match and beat them. You up for it girl?"
He tapped his softening Black cock against her belly.
"You know I am. So its time?"
He hummed his approval. "Yeah - three months should be enough. Let them Stratford brothas know the game ain't over till its over."
Isobel didn't understand any of the last part but that very fact only super-charged her curiosity. She knew that this video had to have been taken a couple of months ago. The usual card confirmed a single point for Madison. Not much towards a 150 point deficit but clearly an unspoken extra commitment had been requested and willingly granted. What was it? She could imagine a number of possibilities but imagining was beginning to not be enough. She needed to know.
***
Curiosity had always been a big part of Isobel. The desire to know, to find out, to uncover. It was only magnified, or perhaps in this case enabled, by her concern for Zoe. She needed to know what was going on and what lay behind this. Perhaps to stop her friend going too far, stepping into something from which she would find it hard or impossible to retreat.
That was all very well and good but it wasn't concern for Zoe that set the blood pumping through Isobel as she discovered the messaged reply the following morning.
"What we do ain't for everyone. Send your details and a photo ID and we'll talk about it. Just be aware you'll be expected to be on camera with no filters or covers."
Unsigned. Really explaining nothing. She sent back a reply anyway.
"Why do you need my ID?"
She went to tidy away the breakfast things and came back to find a new reply.
"Why do I need to tell you anything?"
Point taken. She was going no further unless she followed his requirements. Even if those requirements felt more like demands than expectations.
Did the latter really matter now? She knew that she needed to go on even if it broke all the rules of security on-line and almost of common sense. However, since he was there she felt the need to show some agency.
"Can I know who you are?"
The response came within a minute
"Maybe some time - or maybe not. Meanwhile, this ends unless you come through with that ID. Nice and clear with nothing blurred or distorted. Understand."
It was crystal clear and she was too wrapped up in the moment, in her pursuit of the person at the other end of the connection, to hesitate. She had thought through all of the potential negatives but none of that survived contact with those words on the screen. She needed to do this.
Isobel went and found her driver's license. She took a picture and then put it up on screen. One edge was obscured where she held it That was not what he had asked for. She propped the license up against her desk-tidy and tried again. That was more like it. She spent a moment looking into the face of the young woman on screen. Felt some of her anxieties about this coming back. Quickly she attached the image to a blank message and sent it off. There - now any further worry was made pointless. The die had been cast.
She waited, feeling the prickle of anxiety across her skin. It seemed like forever but it really was only another minute.
"We're interested. I'll send a link and you join up there at 9 tonight."
"Can't we do it now?" Isobel feared her hesitations, her worries and her common sense. She was ready for this now. After hours of re-consideration she might not be.
"Seems you don't know how to follow instructions. You come with us and we'll put that right. If that picture is accurate it looks to be worth our while but maybe we'll find out at nine. Wear something nice."
"What do you like?" She messaged back but got no more replies.
A glance at the clock showed far too many hours to wait until nine that evening. She found her phone and rang Zoe. It still went to messages. She decided to go for a run. She needed to think.
***
Isobel had taken a longer than usual run that morning. Letting the rhythmn of physical movement take her into a sort of meditation. She knew deep down that she needed to be sensible about this. That might mean reporting Zoe missing if she continued to remain out of contact. There had been something about the tone of that last message.
No woman was inexperienced in hearing some version of that from men. She had certainly heard it from her ex-husband often enough. Not as a threat but as an assured assumption of superiority. Coming from her ex-husband it had been ridiculous. Indeed it had become ever more ludicrous as time had passed. He just didn't measure up to his own pretensions in any way. Far from a threat his preening nonsense had just been tedious.
Those words on the screen had been different. She could perhaps assume they belonged to the man in contact with Zoe. However, she knew him only as a hand on a screen and a voice through lap-top speakers. Had he been in any of the other videos, the sexual encounters? She had no idea. Her lack of any such knowledge should have set alarm bells ringing all over the place, In fact it did do just that but Isobel tried really hard to ignore them. This wasn't just a man at the end of a computer. This was an organization and that much was very clear. The alarms sounded louder and louder but she still sought an excuse not to acknowledge them.
Almost before she knew it she was turning back into the last leg of her run. A pleasant slight fatigue, the spring sunshine drawing beads of perspiration onto her forehead. She heard the chime of her phone even above all of those internal alarm bells. She kept jogging as she reached for it and pressed the button.
"Hi."
"Hi."
That broke the mood and had Isobel ease down to a stop. "Where have you been - I've been calling you."
"What about? Is something wrong there?" Zoe's voice showed anxiety now.
"No - I thought you might be in trouble. I..." How could she explain the basis for those concerns. She thought fast. "I, er, I mean you never have your phone off."
There was Zoe's giggle of amusement. "I'm at a spa and no electronic devices is rule number one. Its amazing - but I thought I'd let you know I'm taking another three or four days here. Just chilling you know."
'Just chilling.' Rest and recuperation from her boob job more like. However, Zoe sounded happy and OK which was really all that mattered. Isobel wondered for a moment how Zoe planned on hiding the results of her operation when she did come back.
"Sounds great," is what Isobel actually said. "Hey but aren't those places expensive?"
"I'm super lucky. One of my friends knows the owner of this place. I kinda want to take advantage of it you know." There was her giggle again.
"Well I can't blame you - I'll see you in three days then."
"It might be four - I'll let you know in a couple of days. Anyway I've gotta bounce and give my phone up again. Bye babe."
Isobel barely had time to reply in kind before the connection was cut. She slowly started to jog again for the last part of her run home. At least she knew Zoe was OK and apparently happy enough. However, there had been a certain amused accent applied to those words, 'one of my friends.'
What did that mean? Was it the man she had been communicating with earlier that day? Was it part of this Doctor Nikola's rather expensive treatment? One thing was for sure - it would not be one of the 'college friends' Zoe was supposed to be hanging out with.
Whatever the truth of that it was clear that Zoe wasn't being forced into doing anything against her will. So the need to report anything had gone. Telling her sister about all of this really would seem like a betrayal. Maybe if she was an aunt rather than a step-aunt she might have thought differently but that was not the case. If anything was to be found out or followed up on then it really was down to her and her alone.
So a quarter to nine o'clock found her seated in front of her lap-top. She hadn't exactly got a wardrobe like Zoe's but she had hunted around for something appropriate or perhaps appropriately inappropriate.
In the end she had settled on a mauve top that had once been a favorite but now fitted a little snugly for the average shopping trip. She wasn't hugely curvy but this top could kind of fool you a little. It also left her arms and shoulders bare while showing a nice little cleavage. She pondered over wearing a short skirt before she remembered a pair of cut-off jean shorts that she'd almost thrown out when she had last packed her clothes up. In her late teens she had won them a lot - showing off a nice bit of leg and show-casing her behind. As a wife she had never worn then and as an ex-wife they didn't seem much more appropriate. However, for tonight they might just be perfect.
Her messages showed the expected link received from the usual meaningless string of numbers and letters. She clicked it and a prompt arrived for a download. She recognised the program involved and she was no expert but it made sense. Thanking her lucky stars that she had thought to make a full back-up of her system that afternoon, just in case, she approved the download. Soon her screen matched the one she had seen on Zoe's machine. A purple color-scheme and a very prominent 'connect' button. She pressed it and this time there was no 'invalid link' page displayed.



Instead she saw a screen. One side was blank but a dialogue box flashed up asking her to connect her camera She did so and immediately saw herself on one side of her monitor. The other half remained basically blank. Only by looking closely did she see it was the top of a desk or work-surface. Utterly unidentifiable from a million of such across the country.
A count-down emerged on the screen flashing down second-by-second from ten to one. She might have panicked a little but suddenly remembered to check her microphone and speakers were on.
"Very good." His voice came over her speakers like a deep smooth wave. "Here on time just like you was told. That's fine. More important - you are matching your photo girl. Very nice indeed - some real potential for what we might have in mind."
"Thanks," seemed a silly thing to say but Isobel couldn't think of anything else. Her heart was beating fast in her chest and it was hard to get any words past a strangely dry throat.
"So I'm seeing a ring there."
'Oh damn,' she thought to herself. She had intended to take that off but had forgotten. Would that ruin everything?
"So you married," persisted the voice, "to a brotha or some white boy?"
"My husband was white but we are separated." She moved to take the ring off.
"No," the voice calmly stopped her, "leave it on girl. Nothing better for us than some dumb white boy putting a ring on a piece way too fine for him ever to keep. Makes her coming over to see us all the sweeter. Never gets old - no matter how many times it happens."
"It happens a lot?" She asked hoping that she hadn't visibly reacted to his 'compliment' nearly as much as she suspected that she had.
"Happens all the time girl. Ain't you the living proof? White boy's wife all eager to be the Black man's plaything. Ain't that what we here for?"
She had realised that was what this was all about, of course, hadn't she seen enough videos and read enough stories? However, it was still a shock to have it stated in so matter-of-fact a way. For this man, she realised, this was nothing unusual. It was just the way things were.
"So lets get down to business girl. Set that camera up right and then get up out of that chair. Let a man see what he's got to work with."
This was not the way a man was supposed to speak to a woman. It was not a way that Isobel had ever tolerated being spoken too. However, somehow, this felt different. That deep smooth voice was heavily loaded with natural authority but also with amusement. It didn't seem threatening, instead it seemed more of an invitation to role-play. To be someone you previously hadn't been allowed to be. Maybe hadn't allowed yourself to be.
If she was going to react negatively then this first moment was the time to do it. She knew that then as well as afterwards. Instead she simply stood up and checked her screen to see that she was properly in shot. Not because he had told her to do that but because she wanted to do that. She wanted to find out what this was all about but that perhaps wasn't the only or even the main reason. She didn't feel inclined to explore her motives too deeply at this moment. Instead she just wanted to go with the vibe because she found herself enjoying that vibe. Enjoying it a lot.
She stood in front of the unblinking lens of the camera. Stood for what seemed minutes before she spoke. "What would you like me to do, err. What should I call you?" A name would be a good lead.
"Hush there girl," his voice had more than just a trace of amusement now. "You've gotta let a brotha drink in that sight. You are one fine piece of tail and no mistake. Talking of which - just take a hold of that chair and lean over it."
She knew what he wanted. She had wide hips and a quite large rump, especially for a white woman. It sometimes made her feel a little bottom-heavy but she also knew the cliché that some African-American men really loved to see a girl with curves back there. Not much of a consolation - until this moment anyway.
Isobel took a hold of the top of her chair and leaned forward over it, letting her butt stick out. The jean shorts had surely been a good choice. They hid nothing about her curves and she essayed a wiggle for the camera.
"Fuck yeah - gotta love a white girl with some booty. Bend them knees girl and shake that money-maker for me."
She did just as he asked. Just as it seemed natural to do. Bending her knees and shaking her ass. Trying to remember to keep herself directed into the camera's lens at just the right angle. It didn't come naturally - such a provocative sexual display. That had never really been her style.
'Because I never met a man worth doing this for.' The thought flashed through her mind. So why was this man worth it? She didn't know anything about him. Not even his name or what he looked like. All she knew was that dark skin-tone and his voice redolent with calm authority. Was that all it took?
She felt her thighs begin to protest at the unusual activity. She kept herself fit but intensive twerking had never been on Isobel's roster of exercises. She kept going through that slight discomfort. Wasn't it worth it? To please her man.
'Her man'. Where had that come from? Was she so desperate after the collapse of her marriage? Was she reacting to that misery in classic rebound style? She didn't care. She just knew that in this moment she wanted to please the man watching her. She didn't want to seem weak or unwilling to do as he asked. That realisation suddenly mattered to her and it mattered a lot.
"Take a seat baby," he said, "I can see you're not used to that."
So he had noticed after all. She felt disappointed in herself but it taught her a lesson about him.
"You look fit as fuck girl. But you ain't a dancer?"
Now she felt a little deflated. She thought she had been doing OK. "I jog and go to the gym."
"Yeah, I reckoned so. Well jogging fit ain't the same as dancing fit I guess. Just as well with them curves you can get away with most anything. Still I'll send you an exercise sheet. Twerking, squats and such. From tomorrow you do at least thirty minutes a day, record them and send the video to me. Now you hear that's not some days or maybe that's every day and always. You hear me?"
"Yes, um," she realised he hadn't answered her earlier question. "I'm sorry to ask again but what should I call you?"
His response was a relaxed, positively complacent, chuckle. "You want to call me anything then you can call me Sir - is that a good enough answer for you?"
"Yes sir." The words were out of her mouth before she even knew it. Said and unable to be unsaid. Even if she wanted to.
"Good. Now there's jogging fit and there's dancing fit. We got to get you dancing fit and you know why don't you girl?"
"No," she admitted.
"Because dancing fit is close as we can get to fucking fit girl. That's what you gonna need to be if you want to be part of this. Ready in body, ready in mind, ready in soul. You want to be all those things girl?"
"Yes sir." Again the response was automatic - no need for thought or consideration. She didn't know quite how it had happened but it was undeniable. Maybe it had been the long build-up, her discoveries about Zoe, her own destroyed self-confidence. Any or probably all of them played a part but there was something else too. Growing up you knew some things were unobtainable, were beyond the pale. Social rules were one thing but you also knew that you probably wouldn't interest the sort of man that you really wanted. To risk all of that only to be rejected was unthinkable.
Well she wasn't being rejected. This man's compliments were sexually-charged and often somewhat crude but they were also undeniably genuine. She knew how that realization made her feel. She knew that she wanted more and she knew just how to secure more. She wanted, no she needed, to please this man.
"Back here tomorrow at eight. So long as I get that first proof of exercise tomorrow. We don't play around and ain't got no space for time-wasters you understand. But you have surely got potential. I'll send you a clip to let you know what I'm thinking just at this moment.
"Hey..." she started but the link ended. She had wanted to keep him on for a little longer but well he was the one in charge. That was clear enough and surprisingly alright by her. She needed a guide through this and who better?
She checked her messages and there was a download link. She reached to click it but then changed her mind. Instead she went to her draws and opened one. Inside was her little pink vibe. If he had thought of her in connection to this clip then she would think of him as she watched it.
***
"Just wait! It's not so easy on camera." The young woman's voice was pitched at exasperated but there was clearly something underlying it. Amusement or excitement or both?
The first thing noticeable was that she was sat on a toilet. The second was what she was wearing. A tight dark red almost purple top with a pair of jean shorts, though they were round her ankles now.
"Forget the camera. Look the other way. Its only here because you know it has to be. Too many fakers and time-wasters otherwise. Besides we need the points." This second voice was also female.
"Yeah but its not you having to do this."
"In a couple of days it will be - then you can hold the fucking camera!"
The young woman on screen laughed and put her hand to her mouth. The camera shook a little as her friend also laughed.
Then the girl very pointedly turned away from the camera and seemed to stare at the ceiling. After a few moments there was the soft tinkle of liquid. The camera caught her reaching for a small plastic pot and then holding it to collect some of her own pee.
"See - its easy," said her friend. "Now I've got the strips."
The camera never left that small transparent pot of golden liquid. There was no cut as the pot was placed on a surface beside a sink or when something was placed into the pot with its tip absorbing some of the liquid. The camera held until one clear line showed.
Then the first young woman bent to examine it before flourishing it in front of the camera. "There," her voice held a note of triumph, "that's twenty points."
"Not yet it ain't - but it sure as fuck soon will be." This new voice was deep and masculine. Its owner reached an arm to the young woman who took his hand without hesitation.
His muscles tensed and he pulled her to him. Her small pale body against his larger dark one. As usual the camera did not show the man's face but their bodies' attitude showed that they were kissing.
"Get a room guys," came from behind the camera. Its tone aimed for humor but fell a little short. There was an edge to her words now. Was it anxiety or anticipation? It was hard to tell.
The kiss broke. "Yeah - I been waiting on tonight way too long." There was an edge to his voice now too but it was far easier to define. Desire.
He led them out of the bathroom and through to a barely furnished and decorated room, barely furnished save for the big bed. It had no blankets only a sheet and there was a bright light shining in the room. This place was made for a purpose and that purpose was certainly not sleeping.
Some of the other videos had a stationary camera but in this one the camera moved, obviously operated by the second young woman. Careful to avoid showing the man's face but that was probably a wasted effort. The inked tattoos visible against his dark skin would have served to identify him. Names, crosses, a pistol and a set of dates. Some were clearly professional and others more crude.
Strong dark fingers grasped the bottom of the first girl's top and pulled it up over her head as they walked. Revealed her pale skin clearly against the dark of his chest. His hands rose to her breasts, fingers teasing already hard nipples. The young woman looked up into his face and gasped, her eyes alight with anticipation.
"Fuck yeah," came from behind the camera again, "that is so fucking hot. You're slaying it guys." There was no mistaking the excitement in her voice now. Excitement at what was about to happen to her friend and what would soon be happening to her.
The couple ignored her. They were deep into the moment. A casual movement and he had picked her up and laid her on the bed. A hand reached for her and his finger found her and explored. The camera caught her looking up at him, her body ready for him and her breathing coming fast now.
"Yeah - thass what I'm talking about. That's what a man wants. Tell me girl - what's this man want?" His voice was assured, certain of getting all that he might desire.
"Pussy," she replied in a faint voice that carried a hint of a croak. She cleared her throat and corrected herself more assuredly. "White pussy."
"Kinda," his voice was playful now. "Never gonna turn down some premium white pussy but tonight I'm getting something extra special ain't I." He moved his body forward and let his hard cock lay against her body. It was powerfully dark against the pale skin of her belly and it reached up beyond her navel. "Getting me a real Grade A treat tonight ain't I. What I got here girl?"
"Fertile white pussy," she replied. The croak and the faintness were gone now.
"Fuck yeah," from behind the camera.
"Gonna fuck this fertile white pussy and plant my seed good and deep, coat them eggs of yours. You know that don't you girl. Man sees a fine little bitch like you and he wants her carrying his babies. Thass just natural, thass just the way it's meant to be." He eased back and let his hard cock slide down her belly and to the entrance of her pussy. The camera moved in close.
"You ready girl."
"Yeah."
"Fuck yeah you are girl - you was made for this." His words were quietly spoken but they were also direct and meaningful. He eased forward and pushed the head of his Black cock against her. She gave a little gasp as her body accepted him, her pussy wet and ready for him.
"Fuck but that's good pussy." Those were his last words for a while. He was concentrating fully on gauging his movements and making sure to claim an extra part of her with every thrustt forward. His lean, dark, tattoo-marked body laying down over hers, his solid muscular chest against her hard nipples, his mouth on hers. With his hips all the while keeping up their persistent movement. Strangely gentle but none the less demanding for all of that. He wanted her, he wanted all of her and he wanted all that she could give him.
Their kiss broke and the man pushed himself up and off her. He was perhaps thirty years of age and was a man who kept himself in shape. No weakness and no flabbiness. Just raw natural power and strength. An alpha male intent on claiming his due.
"Oh fuck..." It wasn't a wail or a shout from the young woman. Just a realization perhaps. This man wasn't going to stop until he got what he wanted and she had to have known that for some time. In the camera's images, however, you could see that perhaps for the first time she had grasped that she herself wanted that too. She wanted all of it - no half-measures or hesitations. It wasn't a game any more. It was for real and she wanted and needed it to be that way. "Oh fuck me - yes!"
He grasped her legs and pulled her closer to him, held those legs up now. Allowed the camera to catch the slight quiver there as his strong dark hands held them up. Now he began to build his rhythmn and the power of his thrusts. The girl wanted to fuck then she had come to the right place and at just the right time.
Her friend behind the camera recorded that for a while but then switched to the young woman's face. Her mouth was half-parted, blood coloring her cheeks, her eyes wide and sparkling. Eyes that were fixed on her man as he fucked her, as he bred her. Totally in the moment, grasping and savouring every aspect of its intensity.
"He's breeding you girl," the woman behind the camera almost whispered. There was a hint of disbelief in those words. Perhaps a moment of realization there too. As the man had said she herself would be in that same position in a week's time. Her man working hard to seed her, to put a Black baby in her. To change her and her life for ever. Did she regret it or did she embrace it? Her next words gave the answer. "He's gonna knock you up babe."
Another almost whisper but loud enough for her friend to hear. Loud enough for the words to penetrate her consciousness and to trigger her reaction. Bright blue eyes closed as her mouth opened wider in an initially silent cry. Not of despair or of fear but of pleasure and of ecstasy.
"BRRRRRRRRREEEEEEEEEEEEEDDD MEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!"
The words burst out of her and carried it seemed almost all of the breath in her young body. That body bucked in his hands but their strength kept her where he need her to be so that his Big Black Cock could keep fucking her, demanding and remorseless. Her pleasure just made it better for him too, made her more receptive to how this needed to end.
As her climax peaked he was picking up his pace another notch. Each thrust forward claiming every part of her for himself and his brothas. Knowing he was taking her through that peak and on to another and another and another. Her body prepared for just this moment by Mother Nature. Preparing her to be a mother herself.
He was a powerful man, experience and plenty of practise meant that he knew how to please a woman. However, he was still just a mortal man and his woman tonight was young and beautiful and fertile. He had been looking forward to this moment since he had first set eyes on her and his body was ready to play its part.
"Too fucking fine..." His words almost remorseful as he felt the surge within him, knew that he was cumming good and deep in the young woman. Not at the consequences of his actions but rather at the temporary conclusion of them. It didn't really matter. They would be doing this again, doing this at every available opportunity. Making sure that they got the job done. He hadn't been fronting. This girl really was premium and premium white girls were made to be Black men's baby-mommas. It was just a matter of getting them to the point where they realised it.
Every spurt of potent African DNA-enriched cum deep into this one proved his success in doing just that. She wasn't the first, far from it, but every single one of those victories retained the power and sweetness of that first one.
"Uh oh," giggled the woman behind the camera. "Looks like he shot a huge load."
He was just powering down with a few last deep strokes. Making sure she got all his seed, making sure what was already there was pushed good and deep. Coating her eggs just like he had promised. Finally he let his cock slip out of her, its job done. The camera caught the cum on its shaft, the cum at the entrance of her pussy. Proof that much, much, more had been put where it needed to be.
The camera shifted. Handed over to the man and it now showed a second young white woman's face as she licked his cock clean. No words had been spoken. Again it just seemed to come naturally. Everyone there knew their role. His free hand tapped the first girl's hip. "That was fucking phat girl. Piece like you inspires a man." He gave a low rumbling laugh of pure pleasure.
Camera girl kissed the head of his softening cock and looked up into the lens. "Did you ruin her for the white boys?" A question delivered with such teasing fake concern that he laughed again.
"Fuck - you both way too fine to be wasted on any limp-dicked white boy. Always were. Just that now this one understands that. Next week you will too. Meanwhile you know what you here for. Best get to work or your fiend there's gonna have a date with the maternity ward."
She didn't need telling twice. Her head ducked down between her friend's legs and her mouth found that well-fucked pussy. Began cleaning her up and then let her tongue and fingers explore in search of that rich, premium, Black seed.



The camera moved up to the first girl's face. She saw it coming and her eyebrows flickered upwards for a moment before she smiled. An open, blissful, smile. One of he purest satisfaction and fulfilment.
Isobel just had time to lean forward and freeze the play-back with her free hand. She wanted to capture that moment as she continued to use her vibrator. She wanted to look into those eyes, to somehow share that moment. She knew that she had never been where the girl on camera was in that moment. Throughout Isobel had most enjoyed those moments when the camera had shown the girl's face. It had been a open book. Showing the emotions and sensations which had claimed her. Emotions and sensations of a power and intensity that Isobel knew she had never felt.
Just thinking about how that girl was feeling in the moment, combined with her vibe, was enough for her. She came and came hard. Enjoyed the surge of feeling and emotion even as, deep down, she knew that this was merely a second-hand high. The same as reading all of those sexy stories. However, it still felt damned good!
That night until she slept, all the next day until her appointment with the man, she already knew that the thoughts would be growing in her mind. If the second-hand high was so good then what must it be like to feel the real thing? Just an idle curiosity perhaps but Isobel had always been a very curious person. She liked to know the answer to such things.
***
Finally she had let the video play out its final few seconds to the end-card that she had known would be there.
'Score for Heights confirmed - 20 points for a primed fuck, 1 point for a creampie on camera. Check DeSV for the latest confirmed score.'
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She wished her friend Zoe was here. The problem was that being in the house alone you couldn't help your mind pursuing certain avenues. You also had absolutely no incentive not to spend all day reading erotic stories and watching video clips that you might just have found on that self-same Zoe's lap-top.
There were a lot of things she wanted to ask Zoe. That instinct came naturally to Isobel since she was after all a trained journalist, if a (hopefully temporarily) chronically under-employed one.
She had been sent a little researching job but how did you get your head around that with all that was going on? Her sister had been in touch just to make sure that everything was OK. She'd reassured her, of course, had done so almost without thinking. The house hadn't burned down, there hadn't been a hurricane, everyone was fit and healthy. Of course her step-daughter Zoe had got a boob-job and was deep into a scene of interracial porn and pregnancy risk sex. Something Zoe unwittingly shared, courtesy of last night, with Isobel herself.
She hadn't told her sister any of the last pieces of news of course. If she had been going to tell on Zoe then she would have done so long before this. It had only in fact been a couple of weeks since she had made her first discoveries but those two weeks seemed like an age to Isobel now.
The morning had been easier. Quite apart from anything else she had been setting up her phone to record her new exercise routine. The man had been god to his word and had sent her a thirty minute program. Heavy on the squats and the leg work. She had thought herself in pretty good shape but that routine had been hard to get through. It had left her limbs aching but she knew that with time it would get easier. They always said 'no pain no gain' but just exactly what was she trying to gain here?
She didn't really want to admit that part to herself. However, the fact was that she had checked the video of herself exercising and had then sent it off. It was all being done to please a man and not just any man. An African-American man whose name she did not know but who was certainly involved with Zoe and with the people behind all of those stories and videos of interracial sex.
She knew that and she knew that she wasn't supposed to act like this. It didn't matter though. She still sent that video off and she still found herself desperately hoping that it would please him. This man who she knew only as 'Sir.'
Through the day she couldn't keep her mind off him. Had found herself thinking out scenario after scenario, following each thread to a conclusion and then thinking it through again and again. She hadn't felt like this since she had been a teenager experiencing her first crush. The comparison embarrassed her as an adult woman but that fact couldn't shake her fascination with the man and what lay behind him.
Finally the clock ticked round to close to the agreed time and she was in position in front of her lap-top a good ten minutes early with the connection established. She had remembered his comments about punctuality.
The clock kept moving but the holding screen remained stubbornly unmoving. A minute, two minutes, even five minutes. She was annoyed but more than that she was very disappointed. She had been waiting for this moment all day. Had something gone wrong?
After six minutes the screen flashed into a familiar image. A dark hand on a wooden desk-top. A familiar deep voice came over her speakers.
"Well done girl. I enjoyed your video and I noticed you were here good and on time."
'More than you were,' she couldn't help thinking but was careful not to say. However, perhaps her face gave her away.
He reacted with a gentle amused laugh. "You know how many time-wasters and wannabes we get? How many fakers and catfish? I been here since the hour and I been watching you. Just like I watched your video and saw you was doing things right. Putting in the work. You're doing good so far but if you want to be selected you need to be keeping that up. You was kinda late to the party but, well, you got a lot going for you. You gotta look that I and a lot of the brothas really appreciate you know what I mean."
Isobel felt a rush of pleasure at his words and inwardly cursed herself. It was ridiculous to react so to words he had probably said to a thousand women. However, the flush of pleasure was undeniable.
His gentle laugh came over the speakers again. "You blushing girl. Shit you gonna have more to blush about before we done." He tapped a finger on his desk. "Now like I said we ain't got no time to waste. Pretty faces ain't so uncommon. Might even have more than one nice juicy whooty being lined up for the next season. Anyway let's get down to business. Got any ink or piercings?"
"I don't have any tattoos or really any piercings. Oh, except my ears of course."
"OK - now's the time to prove that girl. You know how."
She had taken some time deciding what to wear for him tonight. Beyond just the tight exercise leggings that she knew would show her rear-end off to the max. Well that time had apparently been wasted because she knew just what he wanted. She had known this time would come and she had prepared herself for it.
Isobel stood up and eased her chair back. She took off her top and then eased herself out of her tight leggings. Then she faced the camera again wearing only her bra and panties.
"You think I want half-measures?" That was his only response.
Again she understood. This man and the people with him had never shown any sign of settling for anything but 100% of what they wanted and demanded.
She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra letting it fall to the floor. Then she eased her panties down until she could step out of them. Now she was naked and now she could face the screen again.
The only response from him was a casual rotation of a dark finger on the screen. Again she understood him. She slowly turned round allowing him to examine her from all angles.
"You don't disappoint girl. What was your name? Isobel. Cute name for a real fine piece of white tail. You got a booty for the ages but maybe a little light in the titty department. Still that's easily put right. Good to see you really ain't got no ink - amazing how many white girls think a little butterfly or unicorn or some such shit don't count."
"You don't like tattoos?" She was surprised given at least one of the videos she had seen. However, of course, she had to remember that she wasn't supposed to have seen that.
"Love to see a girl with plenty of ink - just so long as it's our ink." The emphasis he put on the word 'our' could not be missed or misunderstood. "You got a damn fine skin-tone. Pale till it kinda glows. The sort that looks real good when a Black man is fucking you."
She tried not to react to the crudeness of his last words. It shouldn't have been a surprise - it was absolutely obvious that whatever else was going on here this was about Black men fucking white women. That was why he was here. That was why Zoe had got involved with him. That was why...
A part of her mind tried to cut off the train of thought there but it failed. Whatever else she had told herself that was why she was here too. That was why she had read all of those stories and watched all of those videos. They had awakened something long suppressed in her.
"You like that idea." The amused tone was in his voice again but this time he really did surprise her. Could he read her mind? She looked down in a little confusion and saw her nipples standing hard and proud. It was a warm room but he didn't need to know that. This man knew his trade and knew the signals. Her nipples were probably only the most blatant sign of her arousal, of what his words and actions were doing to her and had been doing to her over the whole day.
"I'm guessing by the ring you ain't no virgin - technically at least. So you ever been with a Black guy?"
"No. My ex-husband is white as I said and so were my boyfriends at home and college."
"So you never been fucked for real?"
She gave a moment's thought to her husband and to the earlier fumblings of her first boyfriends. "No. No, I've never been really fucked."
His voice was relaxed. Just a tide of molten rich chocolate washing through her speakers and into her ears and mind. A voice that spoke of total confidence and total control. He didn't demand anything of her and she knew why. He already knew that she would give him everything he wanted and in return...
In return she would get what? She didn't know and something told her that perhaps he hadn't decided yet. However, she knew with all of her soul that she was desperate to find out.
"You want to be fucked, you want to be Blacked?"
"Yes." The word came amazingly easily. As if it was the most natural confession in the world.
"Since how long?"
"The last couple of weeks I haven't really been able to concentrate on anything else. Since I found out about you."
"And before then?"
"Before then," now she did struggle to put her thoughts into words, "before then I didn't want to admit it."
"Why not?" His voice was still smooth and full of assurance but that didn't hide the probing nature of his question. She wasn't going to be allowed to evade saying it.
"I was brought up... Well it was just understood that white girls shouldn't have anything to do with... black guys."
"Who was saying that to you?"
"Everyone - you know it was just understood." She repeated the phrase as if that made it any better. As if he would find that any more acceptable this time.
"I'm guessing it was white guys and their girls told you that. I'm guessing they didn't call us Black guys or African-Americans either. What did they call us girl?"
She almost squirmed on her feet, grimly aware of her nakedness and not just in the sense of being unclothed. He wanted her to say it though she hated the word.
"I'm not comfortable using that word."
"Damn right and you shouldn't be. Not unless a Black man wants you to. So you ain't calling me that word - so what word are you calling me?"
"Sir." She was rewarded by his low rumbling laugh through her speakers.
"So no ink and just the ears pierced. You always wear studs?"
"Not always," she replied, "but unless its a special occassion."
"Always been partial to a nice big pair of hoops myself. Tells you something about a girl if she can wear them."
She had never worn hoops. They looked tacky to her - way too showy, calling attention to yourself. She decided to keep that particular opinion to herself and happily he changed the subject again.
"You watch that video I sent you?"
She nodded, He had sent her a video just as he had previously sent many videos to Zoe. It had been interracial sex of course but with a certain twist. "Was it for real?"
"Everything we do is for real girl. That's why anyone involved needs to know the nature of the game. There ain't no fronting from us and we expect the same from you."
She hadn't ever really doubted that what she had seen was real. The ovulation test, the sex, the creampie and the casual talk of 'breeding' and pregnancy. Most of all the camera focused on the young woman's face. Those pictures really had fulfilled the cliché. They really were worth thousands of words. Someone like Isobel couldn't help but understand that she had never felt anything like that young woman was feeling in the moment. The intensity of it, the emotional power and evidently the pleasure.
"So what did you think?"
"It was hot." She paused a moment and then decided to be honest. "I wondered what it would be like to be where she was."
"Yeah, is that right?" In that moment she knew that he had seen through her last comment. He knew that she hadn't just wondered what it would be like. He knew that she had wanted to be there, in the young woman's place. He had known that because otherwise she would have turned the video off and failed to show tonight. The fact she was here now told him all that he needed to know. That was why he had sent the video in the first place.
"So how did you watch it?" His voice was casual but it was obvious that he was enjoying himself. She sensed that he was a man who took pleasure in every moment of a woman like Isobel confessing the truth about herself.
"I masturbated. It was, er, very good." That sounded weak but she wasn't used to discussing such things.
"With your hand or with a toy?"
She moved over to her draw and the returned to the front of the camera showing her little pink vibe.
There was his laugh again. "Maybe we can find you something more appropriate. Expect a delivery tomorrow. Meanwhile remember to do your exercises and send me that vid. Like to see a girl work for her reward. Same time tomorrow."
The connection ended and she was left standing naked in the middle of her room holding her vibrator and looking at her laptop screen. She glanced at the clock and was surprised by how long they had been online. It had only seemed like a couple of minutes.
Her machine gave a message notification. From him of course. A couple of links. The first to a site carrying thousands of stories. The second to another with hundreds of video clips. The latest posted only a few minutes before. Now she knew how Zoe had got all of her stash of porn. It hadn't all been sent to her. She had found it here and then selected what spoke to her. That made all the stories and clips she had been reading and watching over the last two weeks that bit more personal, that bit more visceral.
Videos were fine but maybe she was strange in that she preferred the stories. They made their own images inside of her mind. She scanned the lists and wondered where to begin. Well, first she began by putting her top back on and going to get a skirt. Her panties stayed on the floor and her vibe stayed right to hand. She knew she would have use for it this evening. Especially when she saw the title of one particular story.
***
'"Thank you Gregor."'
'Lady Caroline glanced up and saw her driver's eyes in the rear-view mirror. Gregor was impeccably loyal and unquestioningly discreet. It would not be wise to leave a vehicle like hers in a locale like this but Gregor would take it and return as usual.'
'She found her little hand-held mirror. Just a little routine at moments like this. She checked her make-up and thought a moment before applying a fresh application of lipstick. Selected especially for today its vibrant scarlet contrasted pleasingly with her pale skin-tone and her long blonde hair.'
'She smiled at her image - pleased by the effect. She liked to think that she knew what was appropriate for the occassion. That was why she was wearing an outfit she had originally bought to wear at Board meetings. After today it was unlikely to ever fulfil that role but she knew what was expected of her.'
'You could not, after all, hide who you were. She was Lady Caroline Travers and while that did not make her an aristocrat, whatever so many of her American friends thought, it did mean she had been married to Sir Geoffrey Travers. Knighted for fifty years of 'services to industry' also known as being able to sell loads of cheap crap for more than it was worth.'
'She had given Sir Geoffrey two of her best years and had never stinted in her wifely duties. A dedication that had sadly proved too much for his octogenarian heart but at least the old man had died happy. Of course there had been claims that she was a gold-digger. Such a suggestion! Just because a beautiful young woman in her mid-twenties had married a very wealthy man in his mid-eighties. People did rush to such conclusions! Another three years making sure her beloved husband's last will and testament had survived the jealousy of his children and she had found herself still young but now free, single and quite startlingly wealthy.'
'It hadn't taken long to discover that business and the expected social activities bored her horribly. Even her relocation to the good old United States had only provided a temporary respite. Temporary, that was, until she had made a discovery or two.'
'One of them was Gustav. Six foot five of blue-eyed, ash-blond haired, muscular Adonis. Anyone observing from the outside no doubt thought they understood why she had hired him. They couldn't be more wrong. Gustav was much more valuable to her than that. Hadn't he told her about this place?'
'She stepped out onto the sidewalk, noting the broken paving and the resilient weeds pushing up between them. She walked carefully the few required yards, her heels and those crooked paving slabs were not a match made in heaven. She reached a door notable only for the paint peeling from its exterior and a bell-push. She raised a long, elegant, finger and depressed the button.'
'At the same moment she heard the self-satisfied purr of her vehicle as it started. The DB12 eased off on its journey back downtown. She knew that Gregor had been watching her until he had seen the door open. Now she was on her own. Just as she desired.'
'The door had clicked open but she had to put a hand against it to make it open fully. She stepped out of the glare of early May sunlight and into a lobby stained from decades of nicotine. There was an ancient television noiselessly showing some sports event or other and a monitor showing the world outside of that front door but the man was looking at her.'
'She knew that look. Any woman as attractive as Caroline knew that look. Two things struck you immediately about the man. He was obese and he was African-American. Grey hairs showed out of the top of a stained wife-beater. Strangely contrasting with two heavy gold chains worn around his neck. His beard was grey too but his head shaved. His eyes were almost hidden in folds of fat but she saw them glitter and then he smiled, showing three gold-capped teeth.'
'"You the one that Gregor called about?" His voice was lazy and heavily accented - at least to her English ears. "Well he didn't lie none about you. Real nice. But I'm running a business here." He held out one hand.'
'Caroline had left her bag safely in the DB12. It was Gucci after all. She was also well aware that places like this did not deal with cards. For them it was strictly a cash economy. She reached inside her jacket for the agreed sum of money in crisp bills and handed it over.'
'For the first time she saw a smile flicker across the man's face. He heaved himself up off his chair and moved round to casually push the outside door shut from he inside. There was a clear click but he turned the handle anyway and tested it.'
'The door was locked now and the man's smile broadened. He reached into his own pocket and produced a long strip of dark material. A pudgy finger indicated that she should turn her back to him. Caroline hesitated but the man just shrugged.'
'"That's fine but there ain't no refunds. You best be knowing that. If you're wanting I'll let you out but looking like that you'd best be hoping that driver of yours gets back fast. Not everyone around here is as friendly as me." His eyes were hard and his smile was a fixed one. It was clear that this was a man who couldn't abide fools and time-wasters.'
'She looked into his eyes. Gregor had recommended this place even if he had said it would be a step up from her previous adventurous evenings. She was beginning to understand what he had meant but she had also come to trust his judgement.'
'"What do you need me to do?" After asking the question she tried to meet his gaze. The man's flab made him look soft but such first impressions could lead you very much astray.'
'He stroked his chin with one hand and finally nodded. "OK then. First, I need you to turn around and take off that jacket. Second, from now on you just do as you're told and I guarantee you'll get your money's worth. Understand me girl?"'



'Lady Caroline Travers was not used to being called 'girl' but now was not the time to stand on ceremony and she knew it. Instead she turned round and removed her jacket. The man was in no hurry now - he knew she would do what he wanted. He carefully took her jacket and hung it up. Only then did he move back behind her. She was momentarily aware of the dark material moving over her head and then it was placed over her eyes. A pressure on her face and head told her he was fastening the blindfold into place. Then his hand grasped her own and there was a metallic click. A moment later the process was repeated for her left hand and she realised they had been handcuffed behind her back.'
'He was moving around her and then she heard him speak - but not to her. "Anyone out there can get here in the next hour we got this fine piece of ass here. As you can see she's a premium chassy and she's available for your entertainment on the usual basis. All members served and none turned away."'
'From his tone she understood that he was talking on his phone after sending out images or even video of her. She felt her heart beating fast. There was no turning back now.'
'A hand in the small of her back guided her forward and she allowed herself to be led through at least two seats of doors and into the building. Finally she felt the movement of air as a curtain was drawn aside.'
'"Fuck yeah - thass what I'm talking about."'
'"About time - she best be ready to suck some dick."'
'"Get the cuffs off her you old bastard. She gonna need her hands, mouth and all she got before tonight's out."'
'At least three people, perhaps more it was hard to tell. All deep, gruff, masculine voices. The first man was laughing behind her as he unlocked the hand-cuffs. "Enjoy - I'll be sending the rest down as they arrive."'
'She sensed him leaving but immediately another presence was there behind her and strong arms grasped her. It would have been pointless to resist even if she had wanted to. The new man hustled her forward a few steps and then down onto her knees. She braced for contact with the floor but found herself landing on something almost padded. A yoga mat perhaps?'
'As she was accustoming herself to her new position something gently tapped her in the face. Blindfolded or not she was in no doubt what it was. The feel and warmth of flesh, too big for a finger.'
'Lady Caroline knew what she was there for. She opened her mouth and the first cock of many that evening slid inside. Only then did the man holding her hands release them. She brought them up and almost immediately felt an anonymous stranger's cock against each. A gentle exploration with her fingers and soon she was jacking a cock in each hand while her lips and tongue worked on a third. She heard the clink of belts being undone and knew more men were getting ready for her.'
'The man behind her undid the first button of her blouse. Then his fingers fumbled with the second. "Fuck this," was growled into her ear and then she felt a pressure as he gripped her blouse and pulled hard. There was a ripping sound and two or three buttons pinged off onto the floor. She gasped on the cock in her mouth but still kept wanking and sucking. The ruined garment was gone now and big rough hands grasped her breasts. Squeezed them hard as calloused skin rubbed over her sensitive nipples."'
'The man in her mouth seemed to like her titties. She heard a grunt and spurts of his warm, viscous, cum were filling her mouth. She swallowed as quick as she could even though she knew that was probably setting a bad precedent There would be a lot of cocks and a lot of cum tonight.'
'"Fuck yeah - gimme that cum," she gabbled, words running into each other in her hurry. Then another cock was at her lips and she opened her mouth to take him in.'
'The men were laughing around her. Had there been four originally? Well there were certainly more than that now. Hands pulled her back onto her feet. One heel slipped and she almost fell but many hands held her up. Her heels were pulled off and she felt her bare feet on the floor. Hands and fingers were all over her breasts and body. Her skirt didn't last long and soon her panties were round her ankles. They weren't just going to settle for a mouth and hands. She had known that from the beginning. These were the kinds of men who wanted all that she could give them. That was, after all, why she was here.'
'She felt the prickle of a man's beard on her belly. Then he adjusted his position and his tongue was licking her just where she liked it. She arched her back and groaned her approval but there was a cock in her mouth and she was here to serve.'
"Fuck it you always wanting to spend an age eatin' pussy Floyd. Can't you see the bitch is wet and ready. She all in fuckin' heat. Either fuck the ho or stand aside and let a man go to work."'
'The words had been crude and demeaning but Lady Caroline only felt the warmth of desire surge through her to new heights. These men knew how to get what they wanted and they wanted her. She gasped and had to concentrate to keep her mind on sucking and jacking the cocks. She was here to serve and then, only then, she could take her own pleasure. Hard cock pushed against her body and then pushed inside her. Now she had to pause and cry out. More cheers and laughs from the men around her. The feel of warm liquid against her face and breasts. Men were cumming on her. Maybe they didn't have much time or they had a wife at home. Maybe they would hang around and fuck her later when they had their second wind. She hoped so.'
'The man fucking her wasn't wasting time either. There were lots more waiting their turn and she was a beautiful little ho even if she said so herself. He fucked her hard, almost frantically and then his hands grasped her hips even harder. His fingers would be leaving marks there just as his cock was shooting a big load as deep into her as he could.'
'Her body reacted to that rush of seed. She gasped for air and her legs shook but many strong hands held her up, held her in place. So the next man could push home. He felt larger but he slid home easily. Like her pussy was made for him.'
'Another strong bodily reaction to that thought. A memory of the other man's words. That she was 'in heat'. She had explored many sexual adventures since the unfortunate demise of her husband. Free to experiment and to test the boundaries of desire. Nothing had ever felt like this. Nothing had ever come close to its intensity, to its visceral reality. She felt the climax surge and peak, had to hang on for dear life as the emotion claimed ever part of her.'
'A man laughed and a cock was jammed into her mouth. "Back to work girl. You got a lotta men to please and these ain't no limp-dicked crackas from the Hamptons. You're in H-Town girl and we got a lotta H-Town cock and H-Town cum for ya."'
'As if on cue the man behind her grunted and she felt the familiar grip of hands on her body and the deep, plunging thrusts of a man cumming in his woman. "Fuck yeah," gasped a new voice, "thass filled that pussy good. Best be on extra strength pills girl cos I've already got five kids back at home."'
'She hardly even felt the next man's cock claim ownership of her. His words had taken her to another level. She had identified this evening's new intensity and reality and those words only confirmed the cause. The knowledge that she had stopped taking the pill a couple of months ago and had kept herself for them since then. The fact that she had timed this experiment for the moment when her body would be the most receptive, the most ready to grant their seed its due tribute.'
'She shook her head and someone had the brains to understand her gesture. The blind-fold was wrenched off and the sudden light momentarily kept her blind. She blinked and then, right on cue, some fucker shot his load all over her pretty face, closing up her right eye. There was a cheer and then another, maybe two more men, followed suit. She had to snort cum out of her nose, blinked desperately to try to clear the cum in both eyes. It took a while but it really didn't matter. She had seen enough in those few moments of clear vision. The men surrounding her were all African-American. Even those sat back and watching. The men who had already shot their loads and were resting up ready for round two.'
'She automatically reached for two fresh Black cocks and offered her mouth for another. A body slammed hard against hers and she knew that next load of premium African seed had been quick in coming. She suddenly felt a little devilment in her and paused sucking cock. "Be careful guys - I'm not on the pill at the moment."'
'She had expected a reaction but the laughter and cheers were the loudest she had heard from them that night. Two of the old bastards who had already shot their loads deep inside her even high-fived. She didn't care. It was good that they enjoyed her so long as they were giving her what he needed.'
'Only one man didn't join the celebration. He was the one getting his cock sucked and he'd have had her attention anyway. He had the biggest and the Blackest cock she had ever seen and she had seen a lot of cock in the last couple of years. It was long and thick and it filled her mouth real good. She gave him his due but was careful not to use all of her little tricks on him. She didn't just want to feel this big Black cock in her mouth.'
'His hand gently tipped her face up, careful to avoid the streaks of cum all over her face and hair. Her light blue eyes met his deep brown ones. Noticed the slight wrinkles around them. "Don't worry about nothing girl. If it's meant to be then you're already knocked up for sure. Gonna have H-Town babies filling out that flat white belly and sucking on them fine white titties. Just like its meant to be. So just relax and enjoy."'
His voice was calm, deep and resonant. Strangely reassuring if Caroline had been in any need of reassurance. She understood the concept of risk, enjoyed it to the full. As a gambler you should only stake what you were fully prepared to lose. She knew that and she lived by that rule - even tonight. She went to suck his big cock again but couldn't resist from asking him one question.
'"You are going to fuck me?"'
'A complaisant low rumble of a laugh in response as she took him all the way into her mouth. "Satisfaction guaranteed girl. Do my best to make sure you always remember tonight."'
'Lady Caroline already knew she wouldn't quickly forget tonight. She also knew something else. Whatever the results might be she would be coming back.'
***
Isobel was breathing hard, her mind racing with images and imaginings. That had to have been her favorite story to date and her little pink vibe hadn't really done it justice. Not that she was anything like Lady Caroline or that she would really want to be in such a situation. However, it was a hot scenario. A girl could fantasize couldn't she?
It had really hit home when it turned out the story was set in H-Town. She doubted there were such places there. That might be too much even for that city with its amazingly sketchy reputation. Of course Zoe went to college in that same city, if in a rather more salubrious district. Indeed to judge by their two brief phone calls Zoe was there now and Zoe, of course, was in close contact with the people behind these stories. That realisation set her mind racing along certain rather taboo lines.
She shook her head and pushed such thoughts away. It was time to go for her daily jog now that the rain had stopped.
***
The parcel had arrived early that afternoon. Express delivery of course. She had recognised the style of the packing immediately. Just like those that Zoe had been receiving.
The contents shouldn't have been a surprise. Except that the box was rather larger than she would have thought necessary. She took it to her room and opened it.
The first item was a sex-toy in its sealed packaging. She removed it and examined it. It was six inches long and jet black in color. 'Sir' could not be accused of being subtle in his messaging. She put the toy onto charge.
The second item had wrapped the toy. It was a packaged T-shirt. mainly white but carrying the 'Queen of Spades' logo prominently and the words -
'WHITE SLUT
IN
TRAINING'.
There was a note too.
'Wear this in town today. Have a video for me this evening.
Your Master.'
She hadn't really planned to go into town today but she guessed she could get some groceries while she was there. She was well along that line of thought before she pulled herself up short. She wasn't going to be wandering around Main Street wearing that top and its message for all to see!
An hour later she was in town but on the trip over she decided to make a second stop. It was only a small family-run jewellers and most of its trade was in rings but looking in the window she saw what she wanted. Nothing too flash or expensive but she hoped they would do.
Then it was on to the grocery store. Selecting what she needed and keeping an eye out for the opportunity she required. Fortunately things were not too busy. She paused as if to check her phone in one of the less frequented parts of the store. In fact she had it set up to take her required video. Conveniently it also allowed her to check out what was behind her. A shelf-stacker and a couple of customers but no-one paying the slightest attention to her. She quickly undid her coat and held it open so that her phone could clearly see the T-shirt and its provocative message. In the moment she paused to lift the bottom of the T-shirt a little and hold it up to show her flat, toned, belly. The camera's lens caught the glint of the store's lighting on her wedding ring. She felt that was plenty brave enough and readjusted her clothing. Pausing only to blow a kiss to her camera she headed for the check-out.
Isobel half-expected to feel an arm on hers or a voice in her ear. Someone taking her to task for lewd behaviour in the store. However, nothing happened. It seemed that no-one had noticed and it was only way too late that she realised that she had almost certainly been covered by a security camera. Way too late to do anything about it and way too late for regrets. She just had to hope that any angle wouldn't have given her away too much.
She hadn't wanted to be caught of course but it was undeniable that it added a rush of excitement to a shopping trip! Her heart was still beating fast and she had to giggle to herself as soon as she got back to her vehicle in the parking lot. Just knowing that you were wearing something like that, even if no-one could see it, was quite something.
***
"Did you check out the links I sent you?"
She was still wearing her 'White Slut in Training' T-shirt but now with nothing covering it or beneath it. Isobel felt her nipples stiffen against the material as she recollected the story she had read. "I did - I enjoyed the stories. I hadn't enough time for the videos."
"Yeah I guess we're fast-tracking you a little. Your application was kind of late but premium grade white pussy gets put to the front of the line."
She presumed he said that to get a reaction out of her and she knew that if that was the case he was succeeding. He was a man who knew women and he certainly knew how to read their responses. The little signs that told him she was rather more into this than she would ever have imagined.
"So you see any stories you liked in particular?"
She tried to recall a title of one of the less outrageous ones but realised it was a wasted effort. She had checked out the stories on their site and perhaps her visit had been logged. If so they would know where she had spent all of that time. It was safer to just be honest. "I really enjoyed the story about Lady Caroline. I sort of found myself wishing there really were places like that!"
Her laugh of assumed bravado was joined by his rolling bass. "The story and the main character are made up, they are pure fiction, but the club is based on a place over here. That's real enough. Ask the right people and they could point you to that door." His hand, all that she had ever seen of him, made a casual pointing gesture. Clearly he was one of 'the right people.'
"I don't think I'd be brave enough for that." Her laugh this time was a little more forced, less convincing.
"Person never knows what they is capable of until the time comes. I'm sure you'd get a warm welcome there."
It wasn't hard to imagine the nature of the 'welcome' and Isobel was sure that the blood was showing in her cheeks now. Betraying just how much she enjoyed her time with him.
"So you just read it?"
He knew that she hadn't. Just as surely as if he had watched a camera on her at that moment. "No - I...," she paused, "...I masturbated while I read it." She felt a certain shame in admitting it. She was a grown woman - she shouldn't be so prey to her fantasies, especially fantasies like that.
"My gift get there in time."
"No but I had my old vibe."
"Show me."
It was an outrageous request but she didn't hesitate. She got up and walked to her draw where she found her vibe, nicely washed and neatly put away. She returned to her chair and held it up to the camera.
"Now you got mine. Hold them both up."
His toy was in its box on the desk and she quickly retrieved it and followed his instructions. The contrast was obvious, even blatant. The new toy was much larger and very much darker.
"Good girl. Now put them back on the desk and stand up for me. Time we had your training season since you're wearing that new shirt of yours. What's that shirt say you are girl?"
"A white slut." Her voice was quiet despite the fact that she was alone in the house with no chance of anyone over-hearing her.
"Now that's a real hesitant answer." His tone was playfully accusatory. "Just like you was real careful how you followed my instructions over in town earlier on. Like you think being a white slut is a bad thing. Well I'm telling you that from my angle a white slut is pretty much the best possible thing you could be. Let's face it if you wasn't one you wouldn't be here right now and that would be a real waste. So tell me again - what are you girl?"
"I'm a white slut sir." Her voice was clearer this time. Still not loud but it seemed sufficient for the moment.
"I like you in that shirt but I like you better without it." Isobel understood the meaning of his laconic phrase and pulled the t-shirt up over her head. It had been a good idea to wear nothing under it.
"Seem a shame to leave a job half done." Again she didn't need his desires spelled out. She bent down and took off her shoes. Then she eased her pants down and stepped out of them.
"Show me that booty girl. I been trying to remember how fine it is."
Isobel gave him a nice camera angle and then leaned over for him. She gave her rear-end a little wiggle because she knew he would love that. It felt naughty and very, very, delicious.
"Now you're getting the idea but you're still a beginner. Care for some notes girl?"
She hadn't expected that. "I guess," she said.
"OK. First, I like my girl to wear skirts not pants. Second, for the same reason, you don't need them panties. Maybe a thong at times but nothing more. Just like bras - we ain't needing them here. They just wasting time when I could be enjoying that cute body of yours girl. Besides when I'm putting my hand up your skirt I'm wanting to finger premium pussy not cloth. You getting me?"
"I guess," she repeated.
"Ain't no need for guessing girl. You just follow what I'm teaching and we'll get along real good. Am I right?"
"Yes sir." She tried to make it sound resolute and determined. This man, whose name she did not know and whose face she had never seen, was objectifying here. More, he was having her objectify herself for him. Why did she think 'more' when she should have thought 'worse'? She asked herself that question but she knew the answer. Her body's reactions to this stranger's talk were undeniable. He was tapping into something deep inside her in a way she would never have thought possible. Now, however, she knew how he was so skilled in doing that. Lots and lots and lots of practise. With Zoe and how many others before her. That certainly should have made it 'worse' but it didn't. She could not deny the truth - that she craved more. He might never have been within a hundred miles of her but he had her. Could stimulate with casual ease that most powerful of her erogenous zones, her mind.



"You were wearing flats there. Myself I like a girl in heels. You got any heels there girl?"
She hadn't had much cause to wear them recently but she had a couple of rather nice pairs. Gifts from her husband it seemed an age ago. When things had gone awry she had thought of dumping them or returning them but what was he going to do with them and they were really too good to throw away.
She went to fetch one of the pairs and on the way suddenly remembered her purchase of earlier. She moved to her mirror and took out her studs to replace them with the rather showy big hoop ear-rings that she had bought at the jewellers. She moved her head and felt them swing against her cheeks. The sensation was different but not unpleasant. It wasn't a look that she would necessarily have chosen but then she wasn't wearing them for herself.
She took out the heels and put them on. Then she returned to the view of the camera and stood there nervously. She was greeted with a whistle.
"Hoops and heels - my favorite. With a fine body like yours girl anything else is being seriously over-dressed. You know how to stand to attention girl. Face front, legs together, hands down by your sides."
She had a rough idea and did her best to follow his instruction.
"Not too shabby. But fingers straight down your sides girl and don't be leaning forward none. Keep that back nice and straight and stick that chest out. Let a man appreciate what you've got for him."
She did her best for him.
"I was a drill sergeant for ten years but I gotta say I much prefer the recruits I been getting since retirement." His low rumbling laugh came through her speakers. "Now that is 'Attention'. I want you just like that when I say 'Attention' from now on you hear.
"Yes sir."
"Thass right but wipe that big smile off your face girl. This is serious business. We got to get you in shape and ready. Now when I say 'Stand Easy' you do just that. Relax yourself and bring them hands round in front of your body. Now you can smile if you want to. That's pretty good. - Now 'Attention'. - Now 'Stand Easy.'"
She followed his commands to the best of her ability. Something not made easier by the fact she was still self-concious about doing this naked in front of a stranger. Knowing that he was recording her.
"Thass pretty good girl. It'll get easier with practice. Now stand at attention but with your hands behind your back and your legs apart. No, apart a little farther. Let a man see what he'll have to work with. That's more like it and that's the 'Wait' position. Appropriate for when you are awaiting orders from your Master. Stay basically the same but with your hands behind your back. That's perfect girl. Real nice. We call that 'Inspection'. For when your Master wants to show you off to his friends. You best get that one right because any Master is surely going to want to show a piece like you off all round town. Especially if it's this town."
He laughed again and Isobel wondered if he saw her reaction to his words. She knew the 'town' he was talking about, H-Town. Where that story had been set. Would he take her to that club and show her off? It should have been a frightening thought and it was a frightening thought but not in the way she would have assumed. She didn't dread the prospect - quite the reverse and that was the frightening part.
"Now turn around and go back to that wall I can see. Put your hands up against the wall and cross them. Yeah you get the idea but move your legs nice and wide apart. Thass the 'wall' position. Stick that butt of yours out girl - don't be shy about that now. Thass your money-maker and mighty fine it is too."
She obeyed his words and his suggestions without the need to consider whether to do so. That didn't surprise her after the first time. Knowing that his role was to order and hers was to obey. Maybe it was that Drill Sergeant's voice though she knew he was only playing with her. At least so far. The surprise, the thrill, in all this was how much she enjoyed it. She knew he was doing this because he enjoyed it - because he found her desirable. It was good to be admired by a man again, perhaps especially to be admired by a man like this.
"Nah - baby you hold that position right there for a moment. Thass real good." She held her position facing the wall, arching her back a little to stick her booty out nice and round. Just like she hoped he liked it. "Yeah now I'm ready for ya Come on back an kneel down in front of the camera there." She tried to judge where the camera would pick her up best and knelt down on the carpet with her hands on her thighs.
"Thass the 'kneel and wait' position. Now push your legs apart and put your hands behind your head."
She felt the material of the carpet under her legs as she eased her legs apart. She joined her hands behind her head. She had never felt so exposed but she didn't care. She only felt the blood racing through her arteries and veins, the anticipation of her master's next words.
"Thass the 'servant' position. How's it feel girl - you like being my servant?"
"Yes sir."
"Thass good because I'm surely enjoying watching you. Guess maybe you've earned the privilege of seeing just how much." The camera shifted and she no longer saw his hand or his desk. Now she saw his hard cock standing up and below it a heavy set of Black balls. It looked dark and powerful, enticing but also undeniably dangerous.
"Oh wow - thank you sir." Why had she said that? It wasn't like it was the first time she had ever seen a man's cock. It was just that it seemed like the first time. Previously she hadn't felt like this. The mixture of attraction and the knowledge that such attraction was so risky. That was a heady brew - a brew that had already intoxicated her. It made her feel as she had never felt before. She already knew that after this she would want more. You couldn't just do this once. At the very least you had to know if it was just the novelty of it. Though even in that moment she knew she was just making an excuse for coming back. It wasn't the novelty that was making her feel like this. It was the realisation of what she wanted and the knowledge that this man and those like him could give it to her.
That was the excitement of this and yes also it's danger. She wanted more and when, not if, she surrendered to that desire then she was well aware that it might only make her crave yet more. She had not felt like this before and she did not know how far it might take her.
The image on her screen was in close-up. It didn't suggest any scale but it seemed he had thought of that. Well of course he had - he had done this before - probably many, many, times before. Now his hand reappeared holding a universal remote. He held it alongside his hard cock.
He didn't say anything but then he didn't need to. There had been a remote like that in every house she had ever lived in. She know its size instinctively and she saw that his cock at least matched it for length. Once you knew he was at least nine inches long you could gauge just how thick he was.
"Wow," she let the word drift away into a laugh. "I guess the stories about Black guys aren't all lies then."
"Not hardly," he responded. "If you are wanting to find a Big Black Cock then they are out there. As you watch the videos you'll see it ain't just me. If you are wanting this then you've found the right people. So are you wanting this?"
"I'm... I'm not sure. It's - well, uh, it's kind of, er... She laughed again but more obviously from nerves this time. "I don't know how to say it."
She half expected him to be annoyed or even angry. She knew that he despised time-wasters and maybe he would think that was what she was.
Instead his voice reverted from drill sergeant to that smoothest of smooth chocolate. "Don't worry about it girl. I've got some experience in these things and I knew from the first how it is with you. Maybe you ain't quite come to terms with it yet but we got time for a piece as fine as you. Ain't no rushing and ain't no making anyone do what they uncomfortable with. Once you ripe and ready then everyone's gonna enjoy the fruit."
He tucked his cock back into his pants but the bulge was there and very obvious until his camera tilted back up to its usual image of his hand.
"I'll send you a package to help you get used to the idea. Be back here at eight tomorrow evening. You done well tonight girl - I'll send you a video I just got today. Show you what you training for."
***
She expected the video to be like the others. Sexual activity. In fact she was in for a surprise - or two.
The video opened to a scene of gardens and a large area of turf.
"Kinda nice about here ain't it."
"Yeah bro - kinda different to the Heights."
"Wouldn't think it was the same city my friends but it is. Owned by a gentleman who is always ready to do us a solid. North Capital types pay top dollar for the facilities at this spa. Then on the occasional half-day he makes it available to us. Little treat for our girls you know. Useful for recuperation too when there's been some surgery like last week."
"What's he charging?"
"Nothing - to us. The girls pay the set rate. Goes on their account with us."
His hearers didn't respond to that. They had presumably assumed that was the case.
Isobel didn't understand that bit of their talk but she had ascertained a few things. First, there were three men and one sounded very much like the man she had been on camera with earlier. Second, all three men were African-American to judge by their voices. Third, this video captured her attention in a way none except perhaps the first had.
Why? She knew the video was recent and she knew they were at a spa and that someone had recently had surgery. That could all tie in very closely with what she had heard from Zoe - in fact it tied in way too closely to think it was mere coincidence.
"Everyone here girl?" He was addressing a woman in her mid-twenties. She was at the entrance to the building and obviously waiting for them. The woman was wearing her gym outfit with her long blonde hair tied back in a pony-tail. She smiled and advanced.
The camera did not show them meet but you could tell that they were kissing. Once again it was brought home to Isobel that the videos showed the women's faces but not the men's.
"Hey Nikki it's good to see you at last. Got my two brothas here with me. Thass Jerome from the Heights and DeSean from Madison. Both come down to check out the prospects."
"This one ain't in doubt leastways. Gonna give me some of that sugar baby?"
There was the laugh that Isobel knew so well. Now she was absolutely sure that the man guiding the proceedings was indeed the man she had been chatting with earlier. "See girl thass the way with the Heights. They kinda cut to the chase!"
"Don't be showing no favoritism honey. Get your fine self over here." The third voice.
What happened next did surprise Isobel. The camera, more likely a phone, was obviously now with the man she knew as 'Sir'. He swung it up and for the first time Isobel saw the faces of the two other men. They were, of course, both African-American, very dark-skinned. One looked in his mid-twenties and was tall and good-looking. That was the one currently engaged in a deep soul-kiss with Nikki while his large hands roamed over the rear of her gym pants.
The other man, presumably Jerome 'from the Heights', was rather different. His eyes had a rather cynical look and he lacked the obvious handsomeness of his friend (or rival?). However, this man had a little something about him. He was in at least his late thirties and was stocky and powerfully-built. He wore a sleeveless shirt that left his muscular arms exposed. Their dark skin was covered in an intricate pattern of tattoos. Not like some of the rather crude ink work she had seen in some other videos. This was more like art and its patterns seemed to move and shimmer with the man's muscles.
Now he gestured to the man behind the camera. He was obviously tired of the delay. He had checked out Nikki and that was fine but he had more business in hand. Isobel felt she could read all of that in his face - despite the close-cropped beard that he wore. Jerome seemed to her to be a man who didn't brook delay, a man who knew how he expected things to be and who made sure that was how things were.
She had met men before who wanted to be perceived like that. She had even been fool enough to marry one. They had pretty much all turned out to be a sham - a weakling trying to project strength, an inadequate trying to feign competence. Those fakes weren't hard to spot because they constantly told you how great or important they were. How talented or rich they were.
The man she called 'Sir' and this man Jerome were very different from such blowhards. They didn't need to tell you anything. Just looking at Jerome you knew who he was. She couldn't exactly say how or why but she just knew.
"Hey DeSean - c'mon now. That's a real cute piece but we got business here."
The younger man didn't seem to take offence but he certainly did take the not-so-subtle hint. He flashed a brilliant smile and then tapped Nikki on the butt playfully. "Get yourself ready for inspection girl." His voice carried a smile in it and he really was a very good-looking man. It wasn't hard to see why Nikki didn't take offence and why the blonde woman preceded them into the building without demur. It would be easy to fall for a man like DeSean. Isobel understood that as she watched but she didn't find herself attracted to him in the way that she was to Jerome. The realisation surprised her a little but it was undeniable.
The men finally made their way in and after a short corridor they entered a large space that obviously served as a gym. It was expensively well-equipped and several of its machines were in use. The clientele, today at least, were exclusively female. With Nikki there were eight or nine there - all white or possibly Latina and all in there twenties or thirties so far as Isobel could see.
The men split up and the camera proceeded around the machines clearly picking certain of the young women out. 'Sir' addressed them all by name and with a relaxed familiarity. Their response told Isobel that these three young women knew him well. It wasn't hard to guess how. The same way that Zoe and Isobel herself knew him.
The other two men were going around the other machines. Maybe those young women had been chatting with them or with someone else. It was clear 'Sir' wasn't the only one vetting potential recruits.
Isobel watched it all carefully. Watching the reaction of the young women. She was convinced no-one was there who wasn't very happy to be there. Perhaps there was some nervousness but nothing more.
"OK people - enough small talk. Good to see you all working hard because you know what you're working out for is a program that's only interested in the best." That was 'Sir' for sure - back in his drill-sergeant mode. "Don't need no slackers or quitters or half-assed fronters. All of you here need to be ready and eager to be selected. Anyone here want to take a backward step?"
There was a nervous silence. Only the slight noise of the gym machinery.
"I need to hear a Yes or a No on that girls - let me hear it!"
"NO SIR!" Nine young female voices spoke as one. The camera caught Jerome watching with a half-smile on his face. There was again a certain cynicism about that half-smile. He had clearly seen this all before - he knew it was a performance. However, that didn't necessarily mean he didn't enjoy it.
"So you all ready to be drafted - you all ready to be a part of this thing?"
"YES SIR!"
"Well OK. We'll see about that. First I need you all lined up and ready for inspection right here and right NOW!" The last word was growled with magnificent urgency as he pointed out an imaginary line in the open space in front of him.
The women knew what was expected of them. Maybe they had been told before hand or maybe they had seen a video like this one before. Each left their machine and began quickly stripping off their gym clothes. Isobel noted that none of the women showed the slightest embarrassment or any hesitation. That surprised her but only momentarily. Hadn't she herself been naked on camera for 'Sir'? In person would be more intense but perhaps being part of a group helped?
Whatever the truth of that in under a minute there were nine naked women lined up in front of 'Sir' with each adopting the approved inspection position that he had taught Isobel herself earlier that night,
"Now we see a lot of photos and even a lot of video clips. Nowadays they got the AI and all that sorta shit for trying to front with a man. Thass why we always insist on having an in-person, hands-on, inspection. Which will be carried out by Jerome and DeSean here. Anyone got an issue with that?"
"NO SIR!" It was of course the expected response but from those interactions Isobel had already seen it was clear that it was an honest one. There was no need for coercion or bribery. That, she realised, was what the cam sessions were about. They were auditions yes but they were also training, preparation for this and for what lay beyond this. There were unpleasant terms for such activities and seeing this from outside she knew she would have applied them. Terms like 'exploitation' and 'grooming'.
However, she wasn't seeing this from the outside. Isobel herself was involved enough to understand there was more to this than those words could capture. It was odd for 'groomers' not to actively recruit or to force that first contact either physically or socio-economically. There was none of that here. To be involved you had to actively seek them out. Even discounting Zoe's material, which she was not supposed to have seen, she had been sent sufficient information to tell her exactly what she was getting into. This was no trap - unless it was perhaps a honey-trap.
There was a lure here and she knew that it was a lure that applied to her just as much as to any of the women on screen. There was an excitement about it, an undeniably addictive quality to it. Taking you further into the process, into this world that even a month ago she had no idea existed. Any pressure to be involved was internal rather than external. At first she had thought about the wisdom of getting involved and had even decided to end it. It hadn't happened Instead her own desires and needs had taken her further on - had left even the idea of such thoughts rather ridiculous. Were you being 'exploited' if you were getting what you wanted from the arrangement too? Perhaps but such semantics were powerless before her own sexuality. That was a force whose power she had never really understood before now. The power of her own sexual desire and the power of others' evident desire for her. She might have sensed such things in the past but now the realization was strong and potent. The motive power that was driving her on and rewarding her. Just like these women on screen and, also just like them, she knew she wanted more.
'Sir' pointed to the woman on one end of the line. "Step forward and tell us who you are and why you're here."
She was in her early thirties with an athletic toned body and long chestnut hair. "I'm Mandy and I'm here because I want to be drafted."
DeSean stepped forward, a smile on his face and why wouldn't there be. He looked Mandy up and down and nodded. He twirled a long dark finger and she turned for him. A large, Black, hand cupped her booty and then gave it a gentle slap. Mandy reacted a little but she didn't move. He gently took her shoulders and turned her back to face him. Isobel knew why when she saw him make eye contact with Mandy. He'd checked out her body and now he was examining her mind.



"You know what this is all about don't you?" Her nod assured him of that. "So you still ready?"
"Yes DeSean."
"Approved." His word set a bright smile onto her face and she returned to the line. At a signal from 'Sir' she took up the kneeling position that 'Sir' had called 'kneel and wait' when he had shown it to Isobel earlier that evening,
'Sir' pointed to the other end of the line and a second young woman stepped forward.
"My name is Violet and I am here because I need to be drafted." Violet was shorter and younger than Mandy. Younger than Isobel herself - perhaps twenty-two or twenty-three. She wore her brown hair relatively short framing her attractive face. She smiled a little nervously as Jerome approached her.
His voice was clipped and authoritative. "Let's make sure you all know how it is. You get drafted by us or any of the teams and we gonna be working that fine cracka ass of yours hard. You gonna be a beck-and-call girl for us. When we whistle you come running. When we wanting a piece of fine white pussy..." His fingers explored her body and finished the sentance as no mere words could. "If selected you gonna be our piece - exclusive to me and my team. You got any husband or cracka boyfriend you best be buying them a cage because our women are Black only. No ifs, no maybes and no exceptions. You know I'm from the Heights. We don't compete - we win. We choose the best and we expect the best. We know what it takes to win and we expect our girls to be ready and willing to do what's necessary. You gots to be up for the challenge."
Jerome moved up close. He wasn't as tall as DeSean but he was a good six inches taller than Violet. He casually reached out and twisted a long, erect, nipple. Not very hard but just hard enough.
Violet was looking up at him and she didn't wince or try to pull away. Instead her eyes just widened a little and her tongue moistened her lips. There was a palpable chemistry between her and Jerome. His previous words had not deterred it - had perhaps fuelled it. One look at Violet's face told you that Jerome could do pretty much whatever he liked with her and she wouldn't be complaining.
Jerome smiled, the first one free of cynicism that the camera had captured. Instead it was a smile of triumph. "Approved."
Violet's face broke into a wide smile and she moved back into line to take the 'kneel and wait' position.
So the process went on. Each young woman called forward and declaring her desire to be drafted. Each examined and approved by either Jerome or DeSean. Isobel watched it all - noted the slight differences in approach and in reaction. An earlier suspicion was confirmed. These young women all knew the drill - even to the extent of making sure they were at the right end of the line. Because while some like Violet couldn't get enough of Jerome others, like Mandy, were not eager to catch his eye. Frankly if you liked Black guys then you were going to love DeSean. Jerome, however, he was way rougher round the edges, rather stronger sauce. He was a taste that perhaps most wouldn't chose to acquire but, once acquired, would prove intensely and undeniably addictive.
Isobel knew she would have no complaints with DeSean but she would be making sure she was on Jerome's end of the line. The fact she was already contemplating what she would do when, rather than if, she was there was not lost on her. It was a video that perhaps should have horrified her, certainly should have scared her off. It hadn't - it had just taken her a few steps further down the rabbit hole.
One thing had surprised her. She had put two-and-two together about this linking to her phone conversations with Zoe but she had apparently made 'five' as an answer. Her friend and temporary house-mate had been nowhere to be seen. That felt somewhat anti-climactic but even such a thought made Isobel feel a little guilty. You weren't supposed to think about a step-niece like that even if she was only a handful of years younger than yourself. However, it was undeniable that it was easier to take this route when you knew someone who was ahead of you on it. Not that you wouldn't take it anyway - it just let you convince yourself that it wasn't so extreme, that everything was OK.
Eight young women now knelt - their rapt attention still fixed on 'Sir' and the other two men. The ninth stood and looked from Jerome to DeSean. She gave no obvious sign but Isobel instantly suspected that the ninth woman preferred the younger man.
Maybe Jerome sensed that too. "We got a no-show?" His voice was low and stern - the tone of a man who took such things as a personal affront. "Kind of a let down on your side eh." That had to have been directed at 'Sir' behind the camera.
"Could just be Jerome. You know these things are never a certainty. If I recall rightly four years ago, despite all I ever taught you, Heights selected two who flaked in the first week. That the real talk?"
Jerome gave a half-grunt half-laugh. "Four years ago maybe and then I wasn't making the final calls. We talking now and we a girl short. Who's gonna take this last piece?"
"I figured the Heights would be confident enough to let DeSean and Madison deal with this." The voice of 'Sir' was calm. "But if you ain't so sure of your crew?"
Jerome looked hard at the camera. It was not a look that most men would enjoy being on the receiving end of. The look of a man who wasn't pleased and who was used to getting what he wanted when he wanted it. Jerome's hard eyes kept looking straight at the man behind the camera for a long couple of seconds but then his eye-brow moved marginally and he shrugged.
"Fuck it - guess it'll be more interesting if Madison gets a boost. Only way they're getting any closer this year. She's with you DeSean."
The younger man was watching with his usual pleasant smile and gave a nod of acknowledgment
There was a low rumble of amusement from behind the camera. "You think I'd short you Jerome? Our other girl just ain't in the gym - less then a week since she was with our host downtown. She been resting up - just through the way there"
Isobel didn't really take note of those last few sentences. She had been too fascinated by the conversation between 'Sir' and Jerome. The big tattooed man was clearly not someone who many stood up to. He certainly didn't seem a man to play games with. Yet 'Sir' had done so and Jerome hadn't been inclined to push it. However sugar-coated it had been Jerome had ended up doing what 'Sir' wanted. Jerome was no fake, he was most certainly the real deal, but 'Sir' was the one really in charge. Isobel liked knowing that.
The camera followed Jerome's powerful back as he walked out of the gym.
"First on the left." The voice of 'Sir' was calm and relaxed just as it always seemed to be. Dealing with Jerome had been no big deal, just a minor amusement for him. Was it crazy for Isabel to feel a certain pride about that? Jerome was an alpha for sure but compared to 'Sir'...
Jerome laughed. "Damn - yeah man you ain't shorted me none. This one is fine as fuck. What you doing there baby?"
They could have obscured the face and Isobel would still have known. The tenth recruit, or perhaps that should be applicant, was wearing tight black pants and a sleeveless black top which plunged at the top to reveal an impressive cleavage. The dark material of her clothing contrasted with the paleness of her skin-tone and with the long blonde hair that cascaded beyond shoulder length. Her shoulders and upper arms were dusted with light freckles.
Everything bar the display of cleavage were very familiar. However, as with the other young women, the face had not been obscured. As final confirmation she heard a very familiar voice through her speakers.
"I'm not allowed strenuous exercise just yet so I've been getting in a little practice." She smiled and pointed at her own particular piece of specialised training equipment. It was a large sex-toy, black of course, attached to the big picture-window with a suction cup. The toy's shaft was a good nine inches long and it was clearly flexible since it quivered obscenely in position.
"What's your name baby?"
"I'm Zoe - like to see how far I've got?"
There must have been a signal or maybe Zoe simply assumed she knew the answer. After all she was a very attractive young woman and these were men who knew what they wanted.
She smiled and then settled down kneeling in front of the toy. She opened her mouth and swallowed the thick head of the rubber cock. She allowed it to bulge out her cheek as she cast a look into the camera's lens.
There was no doubt about the fact that Zoe was one of those women who the camera loved. No doubt too that any man watching this would take the message. Above that it was obvious the right kind of man watching would want to fuck her. Just like the two men watching her in person wanted to fuck her. Zoe was reading that in them and she was drawing energy and excitement from the fact.
The camera moved in and Zoe pushed her mouth further and further forward onto the big cock. It looked an impossibility but over half of that shaft had disappeared now. Just as the watcher wondered how far she could go Zoe pulled back off the cock and drew in big lungfuls of air. She laughed her silvery pleasant laugh, a laugh Isobel knew very well, perhaps enjoying the reaction of her live audience.
"Not too shabby girl - you been practising for sure." You could hear the pleasure in the voice of 'Sir.'"
"Pretty good for a beginner - but you doing it the easy way." The camera was on Jerome now. He had that cynical little smile again but his face showed something else too. You might have expected desire and lust and they were there alright. Jerome was a man of experience but even his poker-face wasn't perfect when confronted with so fine a little piece as Zoe. That wasn't all though. Mostly, Jerome looked interested. Isobel felt a little frisson run through her as she saw that.
Zoe had smiled at Sir's compliment but it faded as she turned her attention to Jerome. "What do you mean?" Those words could have been a complaint but they were really a simple question. Zoe wanted to know. She was interested too.
"Most any man with a pulse gonna be happy having you sucking his dick but maybe you gonna come across a man who wants a little more. Wants to make sure you ain't cutting corners, make sure you're putting heart and soul into it."
Zoe's eyes were wide and excited now. She swallowed a little and then simply said, "Show me."
Jerome's movements showed no hurry but he was beside her before there was any chance of her reconsidering. "Suck that dick girl."
She again moved her head onto the big black rubber shaft. This time, however, Jerome reached forward and took a hold of her hair, his strong dark fingers entwining among the blonde strands. He began to set a pace moving her head up and down the long shaft, pausing every now and then to push her as far down the shaft as she had already shown she could go. The camera had moved in close and caught the blood in Zoe's cheeks and the look in her eyes. Half-panic because she wasn't in control any more. Half-excitement because Jerome was. Then her hands came off the window and waved. He pulled her off the dick immediately and she coughed and spluttered.
Jerome let her gasp in some oxygen and then he was pushing her back onto the fake cock. "Suck that dick girl," he mockingly instructed her, "you just got one here. How's it gonna be when you got five or six men wanting that mouth of yours. You gotta be a well-trained little slut ready to do what's required. You hear me?"
She didn't answer. She couldn't with five or six inches of thick rubber cock in her mouth and throat. Instead she worked hard at taking as much of it as she could. Pushing down hard and deep.
He laughed - it wasn't an entirely reassuring sound. There was a lot of confidence and relaxed triumph in that laugh. Jerome held her head with one hand and moved the other round to let his fingers clasp her nose, pinching it shut.
Zoe's eyes were very wide now. However, she didn't struggle. She had practised enough on that big fake dick to understand that panic was the absolutely worst thing you could do. You had to relax and she tried to do just that. She really did try. However, she was getting no air and that could only last so long. Seconds ticked by and still she held her position.
Blue eyes flicked across at the camera There must have been a signal from 'Sir' because Jerome spoke again. "My man there would let you go now but I got real high standards for my cracka sluts. Ten seconds and I been talking for five. So - one - two - three - four - five."
Zoe had listened to him with no movement save in her eyes. Conquering her panic, holding out for those last few seconds. Now his hands released her and she pulled quickly off the shaft. She coughed hard and a long trail of saliva dropped down and onto her top. More coughs and more spit and only then she could finally look up. Still panting for air as she smiled. A peculiarly shy smile of achievement and satisfaction.
"Not bad," said Jerome. "There's some potential there. I can maybe make something out of you. Even if you only playing with little toys so far."
"Little!" Zoe was smiling her more usual smile now. "That cock's huge."
"That ain't no cock that's just a rubber dick. How'd you do with the real thing?"
"Well they won't be as big as that. For all the stuff about Big Black Cocks." She swung her hand against the rubber cock and set it quivering, still shining with her saliva.
Jerome gave an amused grunt and undid his pants. One practised movement and his pants and shots had been pulled down enough to release his cock. He'd clearly enjoyed the show and he was hard for her. If he didn't match the toy for length and girth then the camera was lying. Nine inches of thick coal-Black cock over a heavy pair of balls.
"Wow." The camera caught Zoe's enthusiastic smile. She reached out and her fingers just about extended around his shaft. She made a couple of exploratory strokes up and down his length, her blue eyes fixed on the junction between his and her skin.
"That ain't no rubber dick girl. Thass a real cock, a Black man's cock. You think you can handle that?"
"That is big," admitted Zoe. "I've only ever seen one as big as that." A glance at the camera and then her concentration was fully focused on his Big Black Cock again,
"Well I know that wasn't no white boy. Truth is it wasn't even no average Black man. But in the Heights crew we ain't just average you know what I mean. How you gonna deal with four or five Big Black Cocks like this? You think you up to it baby?"
"I don't know," Zoe admitted, "I want to find out though." She laughed that beautiful silvery laugh of hers.
There came a knock on the door and DeSean's voice. "We all ready for you."
"Shit," grumbled Jerome. "Just getting interesting."
"Strip down to your bra," 'Sir' told Zoe, "then follow us out."
'Sir' waited until all ten young women were lined up in the 'kneel and wait' position, nine naked and one with a bra protecting her healing new breasts.
"I got good news for you all. You have each been approved for the draft. So there'll be a position on one of the six teams for all of you. Today though we are going to have our two resident Bosses select their first two team properties for the new season. Others will be selected by the remaining teams in due course. DeSean..."
The younger and taller man moved up to the line and picked out Mandy and a tall redhead. "You both want to be part of my team?" He hadn't really needed to ask- their delight at being chosen by him was very evident.
"Now it's my turn." Jerome walked down the line making eye contact with each of the remaining eight. From Violet at one end right down to Zoe at the other. Then he moved round behind them and fished in his pocket for a couple of items. Once back behind Violet he produced a black leather strap with silver letters punched onto it and a silver buckle at one end.
He reached around so she could see the collar and the letters spelling out -
'H - E - I -G - H - T - S.'
"Our girls wear this so they always remember who owns them. Owns their mouth, their pussy, their titties, their booty - owns them all. You ready for that Violet?"
The petite young woman nodded her head.
The cameraman broke in. "Nah, nah, nah, that won't do girl. Jerome ain't fronting. His crew will own you - not just body but mind and soul too. You ready for that?"
They were offering her a way out - at least in theory. They knew that Violet didn't want any escape and Isobel watching knew it too. Their offer was all for show but it wasn't the real performance. Even before it happened Isobel knew that what mattered here was the girl's rejection of the safe route back to whatever she had come from.
Jerome was smiling his wolfish smile as he spoke low, but still just audible on camera, in Violet's ear. "You wanna be a slut for my crew then you best say it out nice and loud."
"I want to be a slut for the Heights crew."
Jerome smiled and placed the collar around Violet's neck, carefully securing its buckle. "Now you can take that off to wash but otherwise you need to be wearing it until the contest starts. Get you in the right mind-set you hear." His big hand slapped Violet firmly on her butt. "You're ours now slut. That sound good."
"Yes."
The camera caught Jerome's shared eye contact with the young woman. Then he smiled. He was satisfied with this selection. However, he had one more to choose.
He strolled behind the remaining women tapping his collar on his hand. Finally he stopped behind Grace. In all except age she was quite the contrast to Violet. A 5'10 brunette with very pleasing curves. Definitely a college girl. Her accent suggested her background had absolutely nothing in common with the notorious Heights. He ran a finger along the line of her spine and Grace visibly stiffened.
"Now you babe - you would be real fun to train. Wanna come to the Heights with me and the boys. You'd be real popular up there."
Grace wasn't saying no but she didn't exactly look enthusiastic either. You knew from one look that she had much preferred DeSean - in fact might prefer any assignment except going to the Heights with Jerome. He was too rich for her blood.
Jerome gave his cynical laugh. "Don't worry baby - I can see you ain't ready for what we're laying down. Not yet. Maybe after the contest you'll come see me and we'll have some fun."
He moved back down the line. "Now experience tells me not to take on a slut when I ain't seen all they have. However, our host the Doctor doesn't tend to fuck up and this one at the end here has sort of got my attention." He took the last few steps and stood directly behind Zoe.
Just as with Grace the camera caught Zoe's whole frame stiffening when she realised that Jerome was behind her. This time, though, the quality of that reaction was entirely different. Grace had dreaded being selected but it was obvious that Zoe was yearning to feel the kiss of his black leather collar as it was put around her neck.
His voice was spoken softly into her ear. "I asked before if you was up to this. We expect a lot from out sluts. Most teams got one or two potential individual winners. We expect all our sluts to be up there and in the mix. You know what that means."
"Yes sir." There wasn't a quaver in Zoe's voice.
"Sir or Master or Daddy or maybe just Jerome - any of them will do. Words are easy but are you really ready for this. Be aware that a hot little slut like you - well - me and my crew are going to expect everything from you. You really ready for that?"
"Yes Master."
Jerome gave a satisfied low rumble of a laugh as he fixed his collar around Zoe's neck. He seemed finished but paused and pointed at the camera. "Now he might get to see them new titties first but I'm gonna be the first to fuck them. From this moment you belong to the Heights crew. That understood."



"Yes Master." Zoe's face was bright with excitement and anticipation. If the video was supposed to prove that the recruits were all wiling participants then the four chosen had left no doubt.
"You done talking yet. Damn bruh I was done ten minutes ago," chided DeSean.
Jerome just shrugged. "You do it your way man and I'll do it mine. That's fine. Just means my hood will keep winning. His cynical smile was back as he followed DeSean out.
The camera paused and scanned the ten young women one last time. "Thanks girls. Sorry to interrupt your training. Just remember to keep fit and toned and ready. New season will be here sooner than you imagine."
The video ended. Isobel was again left to contemplate its results. There was now no doubt how far Zoe had progressed on her journey. Also there was very little doubt how far she was wiling to go. How should Isobel herself react?
She knew that she should be in contact with her sister, Zoe's step-mom. Didn't Zoe's dad deserve to know what was going on? Wasn't it Isobel's responsibility to make sure he did?
She knew all of that. However, Zoe was almost out of college. She was her own woman now. What right did Isobel have to tell her secrets, to betray her? Isobel herself had taken so long to understand what she really wanted and needed. Could she punish Zoe for understanding herself so much better? Did she want the responsibility for creating the chaos that would result from such revelations? That chaos might be inevitable but why should it be Isobel that brought it on?
She thought again about all that she had seen. She reached into her draw and found the sex-toy that 'Sir' had sent her. Not very big compared to the one in the video but big enough and beautifully Black. Isobel put the toy to her mouth and watched herself in the mirror as she tongued its tip. Imagined that it was Jerome's cock. That was good but his wasn't the only Big Black Cock she had seen. She popped her mouth over the head of the fake cock and imagined it belonged to 'Sir'. She would need a lot of practise if she was going to handle a cock like that. Practise with more than just her mouth of course and so she moved the toy down to her pussy.
The idea of telling her sister about any recent events was allowed to drift away as Isobel settled down to more important matters.
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Isobel Denver closed her eyes. Her face was a picture of concentration and her body tensed as she felt a wave of desire move through her. Her breathing was audible as her hand moved fast. Pleasing herself with her new black sex-toy.
It was a repeat of the events of the previous night and that was no coincidence. On the screen of her lap-top was the now familiar image of a dark hand. The proof that 'Sir' was present and watching her. Isobel had never lived a wild life, at least until the last couple of weeks, but she had also never been a nun. It wasn't so unusual for her to masturbate but on this occasion she had an additional second motive. No-one watching her, especially the one person who was actually watching her, could fail to interpret the signs of increasing passion. They were genuine, Isobel wasn't that good an actress, but in their absence they would have had to be simulated. This was not just for her pleasure - this was a performance.
The day had fallen into its usual pattern, a pattern that would have been utterly extraordinary only a few weeks ago. She had exercised, following the prescribed routine set down by 'Sir', making sure to video all as proof for him. She had jogged and returned home to find the parcel from 'Sir' on her doorstep. Then she had tried to get some work done but it was difficult when your mind was constantly straying onto other matters. Once she had almost managed it only to be interrupted by a phone call from Zoe - announcing that she would be back tomorrow. Just hearing the voice had set her mind running again and she had abandoned her effort at research. Instead she had plunged once again into her treasure-trove of erotic stories.
The day could pass incredibly quickly once she had made that particular decision. She had barely managed to eat before she found herself needing to be ready for her evening video call to 'Sir'.
***
His first question was about the parcel and whether it had been delivered. She was able to show him it and thus also prove that she had followed his instructions and left it unopened.
"You can open it now."
Inside was a smaller box and a much larger one. She recognised the branding on each. The recognition moved things up a notch. She wasn't exactly in poverty but she hadn't the sort of money to throw around on names like these.
"I'm not sure I can...
"They're yours," his voice cut her protest off with a definite finality. "I'm thinking a fine piece deserves the best."
"Yes but how much did they cost?"
"Thass my business. I ain't hurting for it and you ain't got to worry. Dime like you ain't never gonna starve. The point is - you want to open them up and check them out?"
Well - yes, yes of course. So she did. The Tiffany's box and Peretti branding suggested there was something rather special inside. 60mm hoops in white gold with a diamond at the ear. They were elegant and undeniably beautiful.
"They are wonderful but I can't..."
"You take them and I'll know you one of my girls." A simple statement but the implication was obvious. 'Sir' did things his way. If you didn't like that then he didn't need you wasting his time. He wanted her to own these and so...
"Thank you Sir. They are beautiful."
"Thass more like it. Its all on your account girl. Checked out the other pair?"
She hadn't even noticed the second item in that smaller box. It was clearly jewellery too but without any prestigious names proudly displayed She opened the box and saw another pair of hoops. 'Sir' clearly wasn't lying when he said he liked them. There were even larger than the Peretti's but that wasn't the only difference. They were larger, somewhere near 70 or even 80 mm. Instead of white gold and diamonds they were silver plating and cubic zirconia, lots of cubic zirconia. If the first pair were classic elegance the second were the purest unapologetic bling.
"With them training hoops you was wearing yesterday you have kind of got a full outfit now - a set for just about every occassion. That's good because my girls pretty much always are in hoops. You all know how much I enjoy that."
Again he wasn't coming out and saying it but he knew that she understood. Once they knew how to please him then 'Sir' expected his girls to act accordingly. They didn't need to be ordered to do it - they did it because they wanted to be his girl. Isobel understood that all instinctively, decoded it all from the silky smoothness of that rich deep voice coming through her speakers.
"Open the other box."
This box was branded too so it didn't contain any great surprises. Just an immaculate pair of Louboutin Pigalle heels. Nothing outrageous - but undeniably beautiful in design and manufacture. When her ex-husband had bought her heels as a present they had considered Louboutin but he had said it was crazy to spend that sort of money on a pair of shoes. She had thought he was right at time but they did look amazing.
"Thass how I like my girls - in hoops and heels."
'Sir' was testing her and she knew it. He presumably expected her to pass since he had invested so much into this delivery. This had not come cheap. Yet he was testing her none the less and she knew why. It was because he enjoyed it. He enjoyed his girls understanding his desires and working to meet them. He enjoyed how much they, how much she, wanted to please him.
Because she did want to please him. At a deep level, coming from her very essence. Since she had first contacted him she had felt a bond between them, not an equal bond but a very strong one none the less
That was why she reached up and began to undo her blouse. Did not stop until she had removed all of her clothing. Replaced them with only her new designer ear-rings and footwear. She knew he was watching her every movement, tried to make each of those movements fluid and sensual. Just the thought of his eyes on her made her feel so good - the knowledge that he desired her, that he wanted her. There was a power in that, a power that made her heart thump and her blood race.
Her relationship with 'Sir' was unambiguous. He knew all about her and she knew almost nothing about him. Not even his name. 'Sir' called the shots and she obeyed but that wasn't because she had to. It was because she wanted to. She had discovered that making 'Sir' happy, making him proud, was deeply satisfying. It filled a big gap that there had been in her life. Filled it and then spread over into all parts of her. It had been so quick but now these moments on cam with 'Sir' were what she lived for
"Fuck girl but you never disappoint. Some girls are so fine you just know they're made to be Blacked."
She didn't know how to respond to that so she didn't. She just basked in his compliment. How was it that a few crude words from men like 'Sir' and Jerome seemed to mean more that all the compliments of her husband or any white man? She didn't know the answer to that either but it didn't alter the fact that they did.
"You watched the video." A comment by him rather than a question.
"Yes."
"How did you watch it?"
That was a question but what answer did he expect? Isobel didn't know so she just told the truth. "Well I just sat in my chair here - it was right after talking to you. Then I watched it and after a while..."
She paused and expected him to urge her on but he didn't. He just waited.
She cleared her throat. "So, um, I was watching and sort of enjoying it. Wondering if any of it was really genuine or was it just some scripted thing."
"So you come to a realization on that?"
"It was real." Her voice was definitive on that point. "I know it was real because... well certain things about it made me know it was real." She had almost blurted out about Zoe but she still had enough discretion not to want to expose all of her secrets.
"What about the men? DeSean is a real favorite with you white girls."
"I can see why but I preferred Jerome. He just had a sort of swagger about him, a confidence you know."
'Sir' gave his low pleased rumble of a laugh. "Oh yeah - I've known Jerome getting on for twenty years. That man was never short of confidence. Got him into trouble sometimes but believe me he has brains too. Not just street smarts. So our beautiful, classy, Isobel likes her men to be 'street' huh. Well, well. You'd be picking Jerome to be your man then."
"No."
"No?" For the first time the tone of his voice changed. She had surprised him and she liked that.
"No." Again her voice was assured. "I want the third man - the man with the camera. He'd be my man - if I got the choice." She was pleased to hear that her voice didn't quaver. She wanted him to know that she had thought about this and was deadly serious.
He laughed again. "You didn't even see the third man. Besides, remember that he ain't no easy option. He taught Jerome all he knows. Might be as well he's been out of the contest a few years. Give him a sweet piece like you and things could get real intense. Might be a little rich for your whitebread blood."
He was using the third person but 'Sir' was talking about himself. They each knew that and what's more they each knew that the other knew it too.
"With him - with you - I wouldn't be whitebread long. That's why I want to be yours."
He didn't laugh this time. "Careful what you wish for girl. Might be we'll see whether you can back up those brave words. Not that I didn't enjoy hearing them."
Isobel smiled as she saw his camera tilt a little. She knew what was coming. He pushed his pants down and pulled out his cock. It was very big, beautifully Black and wonderfully hard - hard, as she understood, for her. Hard at the prospect of her giving herself to him. Not just for sex but - she tried to remember his words in the video.
"I want you to own me - body, mind and soul. All of me." She was proud to hear her own voice - firm and resolute. Not so whitebread after all!
A dark hand slowly stroked that big cock on screen. "You did watch the video - thass good. Nothing sexier than potential. So you just sit and watch all that time?"
He knew- of course he knew. Just one benefit of his experience. It made it easier for her too. You weren't really admitting something when the other person already knew.
"I got excited watching and I, well, I used what you sent me."
"Show me." He'd used that imperative phrase before and she no more thought of disobeying it than before. Instead she reached into her draw and found her sex-toy where she had cleaned it and put it away the previous night. It had been good then with the images on screen exciting her. It was better now. Much better - because she knew he was watching her.
So Isobel Denver found herself masturbating for the entertainment of a Black man whose name she did not know. Felt the excitement surge through her body as she knew he was watching her, enjoying her beauty and, yes, her obvious desire to please. Found herself closing her eyes to imagine herself where her friend Zoe had been in the video. On her knees with a powerful, confident, Black man claiming her. Felt the much greater rush of desire and longing and need take her over the top and leave her crying out and panting for air.
Isobel opened her eyes. Despite her nakedness she felt warm and knew the blood was in her cheeks. The cock had gone from her screen and once more there was just a hand.
"Well aren't you full of surprises. Real cute when you cum too. A little quiet though. What was it got you off?"
"At the end - when Jerome put the collars on. That was hot."
'Sir' sighed. A few moments later an object was placed on the desk in view of his camera. It was a black leather collar with words picked out in sliver lettering.
' M. A. C. K.'
"Like I say - I taught him everything he knows. Didn't teach him everything mind."
"That's your name - Mack?"
"Not back in church or with the Government. It's just what folks call me. You want to call me that?"
"No sir - I prefer sir."
Mack did laugh at that. "Yeah - you got potential girl. Like that last dime on the video - you remember her? The blonde. Zoe. She reminded me of you. Real sweet on the eye but that only gets you so far. Combine it with a certain spirit and willingness to learn and we have a real good time for a man like Jerome - or a man like me." He paused and tapped the collar. "Zoe really earned this. Had the total package except for she was a little lacking in the titty department. Told her what she needed to attract the Black man and she didn't hesitate. When a girl has a good attitude like that, a real readiness to please, a man like Jerome is going to test that to the limit. Girls like Zoe enjoy that. Who knows maybe girls like you too?"
"Maybe." There, after it all, her voice let her down a little. She knew that he noticed the fact - it seemed Mack noticed everything. She tried to recover. "At least I don't need to worry about that." She shook her upper body a little - drawing his attention to her breasts. A well-formed 34C they had always attracted plenty of male attention and absolutely no complaints. In the past they had sometimes been a cause of embarrassment but that seemed ages ago now.
"They are real fine," said Mack, "but in my experience there ain't a fine pair of white girl titties wouldn't look better for being bigger - one way or the other."
"Or the other?"
"Dr Nikola does a fine job, maybe the best there is, but white titties always look best when they nice and full of milk. Especially when they all ready for feeding a Black baby. Of course you can always do both."
Isobel had learned many things from their cam sessions. One was the fact that Mack had a certain tone to his voice when he was enjoying testing a woman. His voice had that tone now. So she knew that was what this was but she just didn't know how to respond.
Mack allowed the silence to hang for a few seconds and then laughed. It seemed that no response had been an acceptable response. Well maybe. Unless she had given something away, something non-verbal. She knew that Mack was always watching her closely. If she had given any such signals then Mack had approved of them.
"I enjoyed watching you with that toy but maybe we need to trade you up girl. I'll get something to you tomorrow. Help with your training and your exercises. With you tomorrow at 8."
The cam session had raced by. They always did. They were usually thirty minutes - the longest had been forty. She knew why. Mack would be setting up another session with another possible recruit now. A white woman didn't become Mack's girl - she became one of his girls. That was unspoken but obvious. Except that didn't really matter because Isobel was only doing cam sessions here. Even as she told herself that she made the obvious correction. She was only doing cam sessions so far.
***
The man on the motorbike wasn't afraid of being noticed. He was revving up the big engine of his machine and apparently making sure that everyone in the quiet suburb knew that he was there.
Isobel closed her lap-top in frustration. It was pretty much impossible to work anyway given the state her head was in. Talking to Mack always worked that way. In the evening it was fun and exciting. Challenging too - she knew Mack had a lot of 'projects' and she was aware that he wouldn't waste time on those that he suspected would not pan out. So she wanted to please him and certainly never to disappoint him. That way the cam sessions would keep happening.
However, it was the following day that you remembered some of the little comments and suggestions that Mack made. When they could run wild if you were a woman with certain fantasies. It made it almost impossible to concentrate fully on anything else. So with all that noise outside she had no chance of working.
Isobel moved to the front of the house and looked outside. No wonder it was so loud - he was parked right in front of the house. The rider was in full black leathers and his full-face helmet had its visor down. Riding pillion was a familiar figure who shook out her long blonde hair as she took her own helmet off.
Before she knew it Isobel had gone to the door and opened it. Maybe it was the surprise allied to the fact that she had always been very nervous about motorbikes. You heard about accidents so often. Seeing Zoe on the back of a big machine like that was a real shock.
The man - by his physique he was very clearly a man - had opened storage on the back of her bike and Zoe took out her bag. It was replaced with her helmet and leathers. She waved to the bike's rider. He returned the salute and prepared to leave. At that moment he noticed Isobel for the first time and nodded to her. Then the bike was gone - strangely seeming quieter when in motion than it had been outside her window.
Zoe came up and gave her a hug. Which was nice but didn't explain the fact that she'd come home on a motorbike.
"I thought you were coming back on the transit."
"I was - until Jerome offered to give me a ride." Zoe had a wicked little smile on her face but that didn't really register with Isobel. That name 'Jerome' garnered all of her attention. She knew who Jerome was. The deeply sexy and impressive Black man who she had seen put his crew's collar on Zoe in that recent video.
The recollection sent her glance straight to Zoe's neck but the younger woman had been wearing a baggy sweater under her borrowed leathers. It effectively hid her neck and that wasn't all. It also hid the curves of her upper body.
Spring might be on its way but it still couldn't be called warm. Wearing a sweater was hardly the most surprising choice. However, Isobel knew that it wasn't being worn for warmth but rather for its qualities of concealment. She tore her eyes back up to Zoe's face.
"Who is this Jerome - your boyfriend?" She tried to keep her tone flippant.
Zoe giggled and her face was suffused with the purest pleasure. "Not yet but maybe he's working on it."
Isobel let that pass. It seemed sucking a man's cock didn't make him your boyfriend nowadays. Well, she realised, in certain circles that might well be the case. If she sucked Mack's cock then she'd be his woman but he wouldn't be her boyfriend. Men like Mack and Jerome weren't 'boys' in any sense and surely didn't align with those sorts of white suburban definitions and understandings.
"Hey Izzy you look miles away," Zoe was laughing again, "I know Jerome's a hunk but no need to go overboard!"
The blonde leaned down to pick up her bag and then preceded Isobel back into the house. She was talking nine to the dozen and clearly still on a mini-high from enjoying the ride home with Jerome. Probably also still excited by all of her 'adventures' while she had been away. Had there been any doubts left in Isobel's mind then as Zoe leaned down for her bag the barest glimpse of black leather around her neck had removed them.
***
"Muthafucka's late. Not too much of a fucking surprise. Trust a cracka to fuck up." The voice was clearly coming over a phone and sounded pissed off.
"Cool down Ty. The poor dumb fuck just thinks he's taking his girl to catch a ride. Ain't got a clue just what sort of a ride!" That second voice was in person.
"Yeah thass fine but even a white boy should be able to read a fucking time-table. Meanwhile we got you stuck out over there in whitebread city. You drawing any heat over there?"
The camera swung around showing a wooden palling fence and beyond it a double rail-track. Nobody was in sight. "All quiet out here man. Just a few folks on the platform and still a few minutes till our train. Besides, no-one's gonna be surprised to see me waiting here - even Calvinton has uber."
"True, true. Fuck but you're a lucky bastard, You seen the picture this piece sent us. Fucking fine as fuck."
"That's the cut of the cards my brotha. Besides, you know how this plays. You'll be getting a taste soon enough. Not like you short of pussy!"



There was the unmistakable sound of a train coming down the tracks and the man swung his phone to capture it pulling into the station past boards marked 'Calvinton'.
"Now we getting there. Talk to you later brotha." He ended the call with a gentle laugh to himself. Then he reached across to his passenger seat for the marker pen and a large piece of cardboard laid there. He carefully wrote the word 'JULIE' in large, bold, black lettering.
He swung his legs back out of the open door of his vehicle and stood up holding the sign down at his side. He'd done much the same a thousand times but not too often with such a sense of anticipation.
People had got off the train and moved to their own vehicles or to the cab rank. No-one paid him any more mind than he was paying them. He was waiting on that next Northbound train.
A few minutes later that eagerly awaited train duly arrived and he stood by his vehicle once more with the makeshift sign propped on his car's hood. In that position it would be easily visible to anyone coming out of the station's main exit.
Several people did get off the train and come past him. It was far from rush hour and there had been more people travelling the other way but the man ignored them all.
Even through the screen of her lap-top Isobel could sense the tension. Despite the fact that she had seen this particular video twice before. All of the others were 'one and done' but she really enjoyed this one. It dated from six months before but from her first watch this morning it had captured her attention.
The man let the departing passengers stream by him and held up his sign. His eyes scanned the faces coming off the platform. "I wonder..." he spoke low as the last of the passengers passed him. Despite the fact the station looked empty now he still stood tall and held up his sign.
This was a part of the video that Isobel loved. The station looked empty but she knew that it was not. Another passenger had got off the Northbound. So why hadn't that passenger left with all the rest? Isobel could guess.
This was a big moment for that passenger. Potentially a life-changing moment. They wanted to be sure and checking out the man with the sign before he saw them was a very sensible precaution. There was also the fact that they perhaps didn't want to be seen meeting him. The man might be posing as a driver making a pick-up but he was still a tall, impressive, African-American man.
He only stood there waiting for perhaps half a minute after the last of the other passengers had gone. However, it always seemed longer to Isobel as she watched and it must have felt an age to him.
"Oh yeah - worth the wait." The words were spoken under his breath as he held his homemade sign up one last time. He moved his phone so its camera could pick her up as she came out of the building. There was real pleasure in those five words and a sense of relief too. Isobel really liked that.
"Hey baby - you're Julie right?"
He didn't really need to ask She matched her photo, if anything she surpassed it, and she'd also clearly seen his sign. There was a look on her face that Isobel could recognise and that the man clearly identified too.
Barely suppressed excitement. It radiated from the young woman like a halo and Isobel thought that she knew why. She could imagine being in that suburban rail station and waiting for the others to leave while all of the time being able to look out and see the man waiting for her. The thoughts rushing through her mind as she understood what he represented and what he might mean. The moment of steeling herself before she took that first step and moved outside to where he would see her. A first step that would signal that she had made her decision.
Isobel could imagine all of that - could imagine how that might feel. However, the woman on the screen did not need to imagine. She had taken that train and got off at the station and then waited before stepping out to meet him. A series of decisions that were no accident, no mistake and the result of no spur of the moment confusion. She was there because she wanted to be there and her strength in making those decisions left her thrilled and excited. Isobel wanted to feel what the young woman at that moment ws feeling. So different from how her last few years had been. She wanted it and the video was proof that she could have it - if she was brave like Julie. It was an inspiring but daunting thought. It was also why she loved this video so much. Even to the point of watching it with the sound low as Zoe was busy in her room just down the hall.
"Hi," Julie answered him. "You're Josh yes. I'm sorry I'm so late. My, er..."
"I'm Josh. Don't worry about it - I got your message so I stayed around. Maybe you should tell me why were you late?"
Julie hesitated. For a moment she looked straight into the camera lens. She had told him in the message but she knew he was filming their meeting. She quickly understood that he wanted her to say it for the video.
"My boyfriend was giving me a lift to the train. We don't normally use this line and he couldn't find parking so we missed the train I'd planned to catch."
"So tell me baby - this boyfriend of yours. He a white boy?"
"Yes."
"He know what you here for?"
"He thinks it's a study trip." She smiled at him, a conspiratorial smile. A smile that said that her old boyfriend was indeed at the end of the line. Even if he didn't know it yet.
He gave a pleasant, pleased, little laugh. "Well who knows maybe we'll teach you something at that." He opened the passenger door for her. "Get in baby."
It wasn't only his laugh that sounded pleased. Every word he spoke and probably every movement he made were suffused with his pleasure at meeting her. He had checked her out and he very obviously approved. A fact that was clearly giving additional confidence to Julie. Either that or she was a very good actress.
The man, Josh, had very little cause not to be pleased. Julie was a beautiful young woman and she had clearly made sure to look good for him. Had her soon to be ex-boyfriend wondered why for a simple study trip? Perhaps he just hadn't noticed and just maybe that was a strong clue as to why she was here.
The trees in the background confirmed that the video was from a few months before. Fall rather than Spring. Her clothing showed that too. No need for thick coats, gloves or hats but Summer had gone enough for her to wear a cute little fur-collared powder pink jacket. It was waist-length and below it she wore light-blue pants or leggings of a stretch material. They were slim-cut at the thighs but allowed to flare a little at the ankles. Just the sort of retro look that, to judge by Zoe, the local students were into this year. Of course she might actually be an impoverished student - if you ignored her black leather kitten-heeled ankle boots. They didn't look like copies and the real deal were not cheap.
Julie's eyes flicked to the camera again as Josh got back into the driving seat. "Do you record all of this?" She nervously ran her hand through her shoulder length dark brown hair as she spoke.
"Oh yes." Josh's voice was smooth but assertive. "Just so it's real clear everyone is here because they want to be. Talking of which..."
His dark hand reached out and pressed a button on his vehicle's entertainment system. Julie's voice had a distinctly cultured, probably expensively educated, speech pattern and now it was echoed by her voice coming out of Josh's speakers.
"Hello - is that (a name was bleeped out)." There was a pause and then a nervous laugh. "My name is Julie and I'm not sure what to say. Just that I've been talking with a friend about... Well you know what about. It's really exciting and I'd like to know more and that's why I'm calling you. It's something I've thought about for a long time but until Zoe told me about this I never imagined I could ever actually well..." Another nervous laugh was cut off by the man pressing the button one more.
"So," his voice was deep but pleasant, "you sent that message, you talked to my friend, you've done like you was asked and now you are here. You want that lift home or are you ready to tell me what you are here for?"
"I'm here," again a moment's hesitation, "because I wanted to meet you, to meet Black men. I want to... fuck Black men." The last sentance started normally but the last three words were said with extra determination and a little more volume.
"That right," the amusement was in his voice again, "well let's see what you've got to offer." His dark hand moved to her jacket and began undoing its buttons. One, two, three and then he could move the jacket aside. All the time she was watching him, her eyes apparently gazing into his face. As if she couldn't quite believe this was happening, as if she was afraid that she might wake up.
Under the jacket she was wearing a crop top that matched her pants. Tightly stretched light blue material covered her breasts but left a delicious cleavage exposed and also a toned, flat, belly.
"Seems you know what a man likes." His words brought a smile to her face, a little more confidence into her expression. She was an attractive young woman and she couldn't have lacked for male attention. However, this had clearly been different. She had dressed to please him but hadn't been sure it would work. After all - this wasn't just any man. This was the man she had dreamed about since she had first learned about sex - her first Black man.
"Your boy friend really thought you were going on a study trip? He must be even dumber than the average white boy."
He laughed a quiet, amused, laugh and she joined in. Nothing brazen or loud but enough to betray the young man left back at home, the young man who had just lost his girlfriend.
"One thing." The laugh was out of his voice now. "You now this ain't no exclusive deal - far from it. Just be aware that we like to share but we don't share with white boys. You getting that? So from now on you gonna be Black only. Understand?"
"From this moment I am Black only." You could see from the look in her eyes, from the intent set of her pretty features, that she was enjoying this, that she was excited by this.
"Fuck yeah," he said, his dark fingers traced a pattern over the flat pale skin of her belly, "you are way too fine for any white boy. You were made for the Black man's enjoyment." The fingers dropped lower and explored inside the waist-band of her pants. "You a good white girl - you do what we asked?"
"Yes." There was a weight of anticipation and acceptance in that one word.
"You keep doing like we say and you going to be real popular baby - gonna be kept real busy. Now let's see." His fingers stretched up the material of her pants to partially reveal for the camera a shaved white pussy. "Oh yes - thass what I'm talking about. A sweet white piece and easy access - now there's a real winner in this man's book."
He let the material fall but his hand pushed deeper underneath it and the camera's microphone captured her gasp of excitement.
The camera moved back to her face and caught real excitement reflected there. Excitement that mixed with nervousness to make an intoxicating blend.
"Make me some space baby."
She understood him and moved her hands to the waistband of her pants. She gently wriggled her body as she pushed the tight material down over her hips and on to the top of her thighs.
A dark hand moved between her legs, a heavy gold ring glinting on one finger. It wasn't a young man's hand any more than his voice was a young man's voice. His fingers brushed over the exposed, naked, lips of her pussy. A finger crooked and found her most sensitive place, his hand moved exerting carefully measured pressure.
"Oh..oh God," her voice had a shake in it now.
The hand picked up its pace a little and perhaps exerted a little more of that delicious pressure. Not a movement or a moment were wasted. The man knew his business.
The finger crooked a little more and vibrated as his hand cupped her pussy. The camera moved back up to her face. Her eyes were wide open now, light blue and full of wonder. Those talented fingers of his appeared before her - stopped before her mouth.
Neither said anything in that moment but she understood. Opened her mouth and let the fingers in. Licked and sucked them before they returned to their work.
Now he spoke. That same tone of voice. An experienced man who was in command, utterly confident in his abilities. "You're getting it baby. You was nervous when you got here weren't you - nervous about someone seeing you with an African-American, a Black man. Maybe your boyfriend or your daddy would call me something else eh?"
She nodded. Was she confirming her previous nerves or answering the last question? It wasn't clear and he didn't care. He knew how things were, he was a man of experience. It wasn't his first time doing this. Isobel understood that and she was pretty sure that Julie did too. You didn't have his obvious skills at the first try.
"Yeah - you was all cute and shy. Now here you are in a parking lot with me fingering your pussy. Finding out just what the Black man can do for a sweet piece of young white tail like you. Gonna be doing a lot more too ain't we baby. You look all fine and high-class but that pussy ain't lying - it's beautiful and wet and ready ain't it Julie. Thass what you come for ain't it girl."
She nodded, the small even shape of her teeth pressing onto her lower lip.
"Tell me what you came for girl."
"To meet you - to have fun, to have sex."
"That how your friend sold it - tell me properly."
That cute momentary hesitation again but his demand and his still working fingers were undeniable.
"I came to get fucked, to get fucked by a Black man."
"Now tell me how your daddy would say it. Exactly how he'd say it"
"I came to get fucked by a nigger." Her cheeks were red now, from excitement but also from shame. She wasn't supposed to be here, she wasn't supposed to be doing this, she certainly wasn't supposed to use that word.
His fingers appeared again and this time they glistened with moisture. She took them back into her mouth and understood. She was tasting herself on him. That didn't lie, her body didn't lie. Whatever she had been taught, whatever she had been taught to think,this man offered her something to outweigh all of that. He offered her the chance to be herself, to understand and follow her own desires. Isobel could read all of that in the girl's eyes and from her obvious excitement.
"You understand the power of taboo girl, you understand the power of a word? We use that word because our ancestors earned us the right. No-one else got that right except someone like you. You can earn that right - in the right moments and with the right person. You understand?"
She nodded, still sucking on those talented Black fingers and looking at him with her bright blue eyes.
"Yeah I'm thinking you'll be a quick learner. Now take off that jacket."
There was no hesitation now. She pushed her pink jacket back off her shoulders and onto an arm. His dark hand helped her take her arms from its sleeves. Her top had thin straps and from the camera's angle left plenty of side-boob exposed as well as her fine cleavage.
"Now thass what I'm talking about." His fingers stroked across the smooth, perfect, pale skin of her shoulder before his hand cupped her still clothed breast. Now the line shone off a heavy gold wrist-watch as well as his ring. A dark thumb moved over the tight material of her top and was rewarded twice over. First by her smile and then by a small bulge of material pushed forward by a growing nipple. "Looks like butter wouldn't melt in her mouth but I think we got a live one here. That right Julie - you a live one, a girl who likes to be naughty?"
"With the right kind of man." She had apparently forgotten that she was half naked in a parking lot with a man she had met only a few minutes before. Her smile and the light in her eyes were not assumed, there was no pretence going on here.
Isobel watched and Isobel understood. She felt her own body's reaction to Julie's obvious excitement. She knew her own powerful desire to be where the young woman was - to be strong and brave enough to acknowledge who she was, her own desires. Isobel wanted to pleasure herself but she was well aware that Zoe was back home. She needed to be able to shut the lap-top in a second so she would not be discovered. She might have gone much further than she would ever have imagined but she was not as brave as Julie and she certainly didn't want to have to explain her actions to Zoe.
Back on screen Josh's hand moved down Julie's exposed flesh and pushed her pants further down. Beyond her knees until the material fell and gathered around her ankles. Long pale legs were exposed and Josh allowed his hand to move back up her inner thigh.
"You are fine as fuck baby," he said, "there ain't no doubting that. We gonna have a lot of fun. You almost so fine that I forgot what we here for. This might all be life-changing for you white girls but for us it's a contest we want to win. You are claimed for the Stratford Crew as of now. Get your ID and we'll seal the deal." She reached for her jacket and found her ID as his hand was back at her pussy.
She held up the ID for the camera. It was unmistakeably her and neither her name nor her address had been obscured.
"Tell us who you is and what you're here for."
The hesitations had been cute but they were in the past now. Her response came nice and clear, each word savoured as she smiled into the camera. "I'm Julie Bradley and I'm here for Big Black Cock."
"Well fuck it girl you got to reach out for what you're wanting. Don't you know that?"
The ID was tossed back onto her jacket and Julie was almost laughing now, her natural enthusiasm showing through beautifully on camera. That camera shifted a little to show the top of a pair of jeans held by a leather belt. Two white hands reached for them and quickly undid the belt. A moment later and a button and zipper had been dispensed with. The jeans slipped down to reveal his shorts but not for long. Julie was greedy now. She had waited too long already for this moment. She wanted that Black cock.
The shorts bulged and as she manoeuvred them his cock emerged. She reached for it and slim pale fingers grasped his thick dark shaft. One hand could barely reach round half of him and the other joined it. He eased his position in his seat and let his pants and shorts slide clear. Now she could see all of what she had been wanting to see since she had got there.
"That is a fucking Big Black cock," she said. Rather stating the obvious but Josh only gave his low rumble of a laugh. It confirmed the idea that he had been here many times before. Julie was far from the first white girl to discover that, at least in his case, a certain modern myth had rather more truth to it that most white boys liked to admit.
A last delighted look into the camera and Julie was dropping her head down towards his lap. Her hands holding that dark shaft so that she could pop her mouth over its broad head. As she sucked a dark hand pushed aside the thin strap of her top and as her top slipped down moved to caress and fondle her breast.
Julie just sucked away at that Big Black Cock while she looked into the camera or perhaps into the eyes of the man holding it. She moved a hand up and down his shaft as the other held it steady. Sucking on the delicate head of his cock and using her tongue to tease him. She moved a hand to ease his shorts down further and cup his big Black balls.
She kept giving his cock all of her attention, hand and mouth working to keep him hard as a rock. Paused only to push off the second strap of her top and leave both of her breasts exposed. She was right to draw attention to them because they were beautifully proportioned and a good size. Leaning forward she wrapped them around his Black shaft and then sucked at his exposed head.



"Fuck girl you want to make me shoot. I got some more plans for us first." He laughed and gently eased her away from him.
For a moment she was surprised because making him cum was exactly what she had wanted to do. A moment later, however, she smiled - a delicious smile of pure delight and mischief. Proud that she had excited and pleased him enough that he had to call time - for the moment at least.
"Are you going to fuck me now?" Her hand was at her pussy now. Drawing his attention back to it. Making it quite clear that she was his for the asking, that she wanted it that way.
"Oh yeah girl you are surely going to get fucked. Just maybe this ain't the place for it. I got a better idea and its only two minutes away."
"Let's hurry," was all she said.
The image cut to a new location. There were trees to one side and the back of a building on the other. They were out of his vehicle now and you could see that it was a mini-van. It probably had seats in the back usually but they were gone now. Today it was being used for more than just carrying passengers. Blankets had been put down in the back and the doors were open.
If it had taken two minutes to get there then it had clearly only whetted their appetites for the main event. Julie was pushing down her pants as her pulled her top up and over her head. His mouth went to her full, white, breast and his tongue teased her already hard nipple. They had been irresistible but Josh was impatient and wouldn't delay any longer.
He spoke low to the girl and she went to step up into the back of his van. His hands caught her as she stepped up and held her there. His body moved in behind her and the stationary camera caught the moment that she eased her legs apart for him. Josh moved in real close now and bent his knees for a moment before pushing on.
There was a gasp and it was obvious that his cock, or at least the first instalment of it, had claimed her pussy. An almost languid few movements of his hips and she was leaning forward in the van. Hr face almost in those blankets. The camera couldn't catch her face now but Isobel thought that she knew what it looked like. This was a big moment in the young woman's life - perhaps the biggest to date. A moment that divided her time into two clearly defined parts. Before this day and after this day, before Black cock and after Black cock.
Isobel remembered what the man had said earlier and wondered if Julie did too. When he had said that however important the moment was to her for him this was all just part of a game. If she did remember then Julie didn't seem to care. Her hands were holding onto the blankets, her feet planted with her legs apart. Meanwhile that gentle rhythmn back and forward of the Black man's body was eloquent of what was happening. His hands were on her hips, the contrast between his dark fingers and her pale skin captured easily by the camera lens.
His body began to move with a little more purpose but with barely more speed. Always letting her adjust to him, always appearing to have many more gears at his command. Each stroke that little bit longer, his big cock moving forward a fraction at each repetition. reaching and stimulating another part of her, claiming her second by second. Each movement a step further away from her past and towards her future. A first taste of what would soon be life's chief sweetness for her.
His strong arm reached for her and adjusted her position but all of the time that Big Black Cock didn't stop or hesitate. This was a man who knew his business and who knew how to get what he wanted. The better this was for her the more Julie would remember it. Remember her first Big Black Cock and how much better it had been than anything she had known before. After that - well she was a smart girl. She'd always be chasing that same feeling and she'd know how to find it.
She was ready now, perfectly prepared, He hooked his hand under her shoulders and pulled her up towards him. He put his mouth to the soft pink skin of her neck and kissed her. Then he allowed himself to cut loose, to really enjoy this prime piece of white pussy. He quickened his pace but kept each stroke deep and full. Her mouth opened and she gasped. At the same moment he sucked hard on the skin of her neck. Made sure to leave his mark. That would fade quickly but the other impressions he was leaving would not. She would never forget this and would always need more. He held her firmly as he fucked her hard, feeling her body quiver and hearing her moans and finally smiling as she cried out.
Now he shifted his arms to pick her up and move her inside the back of his vehicle. Laid her on her back in the blankets he had prepared there. A pause as he looked down at her and then his body was on top of hers. The rhythmn starting again as her pale legs wrapped around his dark body, keeping him there and trying to draw him deeper.
The camera wasn't at so good an angle now but you could see and hear enough. Two bodies becoming one in a sweaty, almost frantic, dance of sexual fulfilment. No words just the sound of skin on skin, the gasps of the girl and the creaks of the vehicle. Josh was good at what he did but he was still a man and this girl was real hot. Finally there was a grunt of, "Fuck yeah", a little squeal from Julie and it was done. A few more thrusts and finally her legs released him.
"Stay there," he said and he got back out of his vehicle to collect his phone. The camera swung up and its lens focused on Julie framed by the interior of the minivan. She laid there breathing hard, smiling as she saw him.
He moved forward and on screen there was just a well-fucked white pussy. His dark finger appeared and teased until he got what he needed - a glimpse of his seed in her.
The screen went dark and the usual card appeared. 'Score for Stratford confirmed - 10 points for a new recruit, 20 points for a full ID, 5 points for public sex and 1 point for a creampie on camera. A score of 36 points in all. Check DeSV.com for the latest confirmed score.'
Isobel almost jumped out of her chair as she heard Zoe's voice at the front door. Had the bell rung? How long had Zoe been out of her room where Isobel had thought her to be? Her laptop's volume was set at the lowest that she could hear it but did that really mean that it could not be heard outside her room? She tried to pull herself together. She was an adult woman. It was ridiculous to be skulking about like this. She would have to be stronger.
The front door closed with its usual solid thump.
"Parcel for you." That was Zoe and she was clearly headed for this room. Isobel closed her lap-top and took a panicked look around to ensure there was nothing to betray her. All the time knowing how foolish she was being and annoyed to find herself in such a position.
Zoe poked her head into the room and smiled. "They needed a signature but I saw to it." She flourished a foot-long narrow parcel. "I guess you ordered it?"
An odd thing to ask and was there something sly in that smile of Zoe's? Isobel felt even more foolish. Now she was letting herself read nonsense meanings into perfectly normal comments and facial expressions. Zoe could have her secrets if she so desired without suddenly becoming untrustworthy or Machiavellian in general. If she was going to look down on Zoe for having secrets then, quite apart from anything else, it would be gross hypocrisy. Not a trait that Isobel had ever had much time for and certainly not one she would allow to develop in herself,
She had simply answered, "Oh has it arrived. Thanks."
Zoe had looked at the package and then at Isobel. Her smile was still there as she placed it on the desk in front of her friend. She looked like she would say something but in the end just left the room and soon Isobel could hear the sound of food preparations from the kitchen. A timely reminder that Zoe's return might be inconvenient in some ways but there were compensations.
Cooking was no great passion of Isobel but it was fun preparing meals with Zoe. They had got on well before Zoe's trip and Isobel wanted to restore that easy relationship. She would feel responsible if she allowed things to break down. Any estrangement between them wouldn't be down to Zoe's activities but rather to Isobel's prying into them. She knew that.
As a result Isobel was quick to put the parcel away and go out to the kitchen. She spared only a few seconds to check it over and determine what, if anything, had caught Zoe's attention. There was absolutely nothing that she could see. She had to put it down to her over-stimulated imagination and spent the next hour or so with her friend preparing and then eating their meal.
Zoe was just her usual self, bright and vivacious. She was enthusiastic and funny as always with none of the seeming slyness that Isobel thought she had noticed before. It had been as if Zoe had a secret and was enjoying keeping it to herself.
Zoe prepared to load up the dishes into the machine and pushed up the sleeves of her loose sweater. In that moment a huge wave of understanding and relief flowed over Isobel. Now she understood! The 'big secret' was being hidden under that sweater - it was Zoe's trip to the Nikola Clinic. A serious matter no doubt but rather easier than having to address certain other matters. Isobel would deal with the issue only when or if Zoe chose to bring it up. She had meddled enough in her friend's business.
***
"You liked that one huh? Yeah Julie was a real good pick-up for the Stratford crew. As you may have noticed."
His hand was on her screen again. It and his cock were really all she had seen of him but it somehow didn't seem to matter. The desire to give herself to Mack had nothing to do with his looks. It was the strength of his personality, the power behind his voice and most of all his ability to bring her out of herself. The last few weeks had been a bit of a whirl but she knew that Mack could take her further.
"You check the rest of her stuff?"
"I'm sorry..."
"Just find that video again and you'll see a tab underneath marked Julie. Links to all of the videos featuring her. Enough there to keep you busy because Julie has been a real hit like I said. Pretty much certain, subject to one big detail, to be the individual winner this year. Now did you get my package?"
"Yes thank you sir. I haven't opened it yet. Can I ask about what you meant sir - about an individual winner?"
"Well now that's only really something you'd need to know if you were being selected to take part. So I can assume you are wanting that?"
She had come this far and hadn't she already said that? She couldn't remember but the idea helped the words flow easily. "Yes please sir."
His hand moved to a computer mouse on his desk and moved it before making a couple of clicks. "There we go - that's your details sent through to the main men in each crew. Makes you an official prospect. Keep up the training and convince them you ain't going to flake and I'd say you have a real good chance of being selected."
The 'main men'. Men like Jerome, Josh and Desean. They would be looking at her picture and interviews. Assessing her potential and perhaps deciding to choose her. The idea was hot but also somewhat intimidating. What if they didn't pick her? What if they did?
"The contest is for a trophy. The winning crew gets to hold it for a year. For you prospects there's an individual prize - $500 000 - winner takes all."
"That's a lot of money sir." Indeed it seemed highly improbable. Where would Mack and his friends get that sort of money and if they weren't being straight about that then how could she believe them about anything? In a few seconds the whole edifice that had been constructed in her mind looked threatened to totter and collapse.
Mack brushed her comment aside. "For me and for you - not for some people though. A friend of ours knows plenty who are happy and willing to donate in return for access to the videos. Especially now they can write it off against their taxes. Works out easier than in the old days when we used Government money." He tapped a finger on his desk. "If you have doubts well I'll be clear - if you are getting into this for the money then you won't be picked anytime soon. The prize is there because our individual winner always has some serious expenses to defray. That answer your questions?"
"Yes sir." She knew he wanted to move on. They only had so much time and he didn't want to spend it answering her questions. That was most definitely not how these things worked. "Thank you sir."
"Remember what I said before. Any woman fine enough to make selection with us is never gonna need to starve. Now let's get down to business. Hoops and heels girl."
Isobel was out of her chair and taking off her clothes before she even really had to think about it. That was one of the good things about working with a man like Mack. In a world of complications and concerns being with Mack was really simple. When he said 'hoops and heels' you stripped down to your hoop ear-rings and your high heels. When he said 'Inspection' you stood up straight with your legs apart and your hands behind your back. You didn't ask questions or hesitate you just did it. That way you kept your Black master happy and that way, as her prominent nipples now proved, you kept yourself happy.
"Before selection you'd be expected to get a medical. That any problem girl?"
"No sir."
"Before starting and then every month. Same for all crew members and recruits. We lucky over here because for all of it's faults our city has a real good record on sexual health. Courtesy of the Nikola Clinics. You heard of Dr Nikola girl?"
"I think I have sir." She didn't want to lie by saying no. Telling lies to Mack didn't seem a wise habit to get into.
"Well he has a worldwide reputation. The Clinics mainly but he didn't start out that way. What size are them titties girl?"
The last question took her by surprise and that wasn't necessarily the route she would have chosen for the conversation to take. However, her master had asked her a question. "34C sir."
"On somewhere round about 5'5" I'd judge. Them are a real sweet pair of white girl titties. Turn so I can see you in profile."
She obeyed and stood there as the blood pumped through her body at the thought of him looking at her, appraising her.
"Hmmnnn, so you are 34C what about your other figures. Something like a 25 waist and 34 or 35 hips I reckon."
"25 and 36 sir," she said.
"That right - are you indeed." He made a note and then tapped his pencil on his desk. "Lean forward and keep your legs straight." The sound of him making another note "Right, now go back to Inspection."
Isobel turned back to the camera and awaited his verdict.
"Not too bad a booty for a white girl. That'll be real popular but it does set a real high standard. You got nice titties but they need a little more volume to balance you up. Put on a couple of cup sizes and you'll be a treat for any Black man with eyes in his head. Fortunately our Dr Nikola is about the best there is at that game - at least if you ask him he is. I'll get him to take a look when you go see him nest week."
"Next week? I hadn't planned... I mean I don't think I can afford that sort of an expense."
"The best don't come cheap but don't worry about finding the cash. It will go on your account. Same as the contents of that parcel today will and the one I'm sending you tomorrow. You don't need to worry about that. Like I said girls who are with us don't never need to starve. You understand?"
She didn't but still replied, "Yes sir."
"So I should make an appointment with the good Doctor for next week?"
"Yes sir." She wasn't quite so quick or certain with the confirmation this time but if he noticed then Mack didn't seem to care.
"Now get that parcel from today and open it up for me."
It was just out of camera shot on her desk. She stepped across and picked it up.
"You can take a seat while you open it."
She did just that. She took off one set of packaging and found another. Discretion presumably since these little 'gifts' that weren't really gifts were being sent to women
in all sorts of circumstances. With roommates or boyfriends or even husbands. As she undid the second set of packaging she saw and recognised the box.
She had seen one before - in Zoe's unlocked secret trunk. That one also, presumably, a gift from this man. It also explained the length of the parcel. A twelve inch sex-toy needed a foot-long box. Checking one of these things out a second time wasn't any the less daunting. She opened the box and felt the weight of the toy inside, felt its texture and flexibility.
"That's pretty darned big sir. I'm not sure I can, er,..." Her words tailed off.
"This year's contest wrapped up at the end of last week. The next one is due to start in three months. That leaves plenty of time for your exercise regimen to do its work. Our recruits need to be at the peak of fitness - in every single way that you can interpret that. Our crews are selected too. None of them are going to disappoint you - we can say that for sure. Every man has his skills and every man is well-equipped. So you need a little prep work for that too. If you can handle the 'Julius Flint II' there then you'll be ready for anything. With a little time you can work up to it at your own pace. If you are wanting to be selected by one of our crews then you have to be ready to put the work in and you have to be ready to show commitment. You hearing me?"
"Yes sir!" Her voice was crisp and clear.
"...and you'll be going to see Dr Nikola next week?"
"Yes sir!" Not a moment's hesitation.
"Yeah - you're coming along nicely. Kinda makes a man think. Mack's hand disappeared for a moment and when it reappeared it was carrying another object she had seen before. A black leather collar with silver letters. that read, 'M. A. C. K. ' Like the collar worn by a pet to identify it's owner.
Exactly like that. Isobel felt her heart beating fast as she looked at the collar. The suggestion was pretty clear. She could earn that collar - she could be Mack's pet in reality as well as just in these web-calls. Did he do this to all the girls he 'interviewed', had he done this to Zoe? Was it just a temptation or could she really earn it? Her head spun with the possibilities in a way that only Mack seemed capable of producing.
"Back at eight tomorrow. You can show me how far you've got with your new friend there." The connection was ended.
Isobel looked at the big imitation cock in her hand. She remembered all Mack had said and her mouth felt dry. She needed a glass of water.
She put her top and pants back on and carefully removed her hoop ear-rings. They were so much not her usual style that they were rather a give-away. Not that she disliked them - quite the reverse. When she put them in and when she felt them in her ears it was impossible not to remember their meaning. She wasn't, after all, wearing them for her own benefit.
She opened her door and took a few steps out onto the hard flooring of the corridor. It took a few moments for her to recognise the noise. That certain rhythmical squeak that she had heard before. Outside Zoe's room the noise was at its loudest and Isobel noticed that the door was just ajar.
She didn't need to see inside to know what was making that noise or why. It was Zoe's chair and her friend was using her toy. Perhaps even the big one modelled after the notorious Black pornstar Julius Flint - the same as the one she herself had received earlier that day.
The thought caused Isobel to halt outside the door. She remembered the look Zoe had given her as she handed her that apparently anonymous package. Not so long ago Zoe had received one of those herself. Had she put two and two together - had she understood what was inside that package? Perhaps she recognised something about them that told her their origin.



There was a gasp and then a laugh of pure joy from inside the room as the squeaking rose to a peak and then stopped.
"You enjoy that Jerome? I did!"
"Fucking fine you cute little bitch, fucking fine for sure. I know that's good pussy. Who does that fine white pussy belong to bitch?"
"To you - to my Black daddy Jerome and his Heights crew. Aren't I wearing my collar to prove it?"
"Looks fucking good on you When you back in H-Town bitch? Need to up your training I'm thinking."
"Next week - I'll be all yours next week."
His laugh came through despite the slight distortion of the speakers. "Keep your eyes on the prize girl. You still just in training. When you done finals then we can start your real education."
"I didn't exactly get the work done I had planned for this week - there were some distractions."
"Yeah well - guess you better get to work and make your white Daddy proud in June. After that it's going to be all about pleasing your Black daddy you hear?"
"I fucking can't wait." There was no doubting the sincerity in Zoe's voice.
There was a pause then and Isobel had to face her situation. She was poised outside her friend's door listening to her private conversation. That wasn't good and she would have quietly moved on to the kitchen but for the inconvenient fact that she was still wearing her heels and any move on that hard floor would sound like a gun going off.
She cursed herself for not taking her heels off with her ear-rings and felt her throat feel drier still. It was embarrassing and not a little humiliating to have put herself in such a position. This was Zoe's house more than it was her own. She was the guest here and to be caught listening at a door would be humiliating to the extreme. She had to wait until Zoe was distracted again. Instead there was what seemed an age of silence but was probably only a few seconds.
Finally she heard Jerome's deep voice. "Who was that fine redhead piece of ass that was at your house today?
"That was my, um, my house-mate."
He picked up on her hesitation - well of course he did. "She a little bit more than just a house-mate? I got no issue with my girls liking a little female companionship."
Isobel felt the blood in her cheeks at the idea. At the same time, however, she reached down and quickly undid her heels. Jerome had just provided a distraction for the ages!
Zoe had laughed but it was a nervous laugh. "No - no - I mean she's my - she's my step-mom's younger sister. Not that I ever really met her before a couple of weeks ago."
"Hey," Isobel could imagine Jerome 's smile as he said it, "like I say it ain't no big deal. If you ain't got a thing for girls thass cool too. Just that I know my crew would love to see you two put on a show together. Still if you a little too whitebread for that."
Listening to them Isobel could see just what Jerome was doing but apparently Zoe did not. She was all too eager to deny his diagnosis or should that be his accusation. "I'd fucking love that. You saw Izzy - she's amazing but she'd never..."
Isobel did not stop to listen but having leaned down to remove her heels she wasted no time in carefully padding her way to the kitchen in her bare feet.
***
"I been looking forward to showing you off girl."
The voice was totally familiar and Isobel turned to try to see the man behind her. Somehow she could not quite get him into her line of sight but she knew that he was behind her. She knew that even before she felt the band of leather placed around her neck and the click as it was secured in place. Somehow she could see that or maybe she just knew that the letters on the collar spelled out the name of her master, 'M. A. C. K'
They moved across the ground and then through a nondescript door. The whole atmosphere changed as they stepped through it. Instead of the moonlight it was now darkness illuminated by the flashing of search- and strobe- lights. Instead of the noise of traffic over on the freeway there was a heavy bass beat with music building upon it. How big was the club? It seemed more like an old warehouse and perhaps it was. The partial and moving lights revealed the forms of people, men and women, dancing or sometimes just standing.
Far away at the far end of a building she saw a solitary figure high up on a stage. Holding a microphone and performing over the solid basis of that heavy musical beat.
He seemed very far away but somehow Isobel knew who he was. She even seemed to recognize the music. Hadn't Zoe shown her that man's picture? She remembered his name, Lil Stir. She also remembered that she hadn't liked his music when Zoe had played it.
Now it was different. Here that music seemed right, it seemed natural. As they moved on across the floor of the huge building she looked around her and realized that she was the only white person there or at least that she had seen no others in the weirdly concealing half-light. She knew that the fact should concern her but it did not. She was here with Mack and had his collar on her so somehow everything would be OK.
Finally they reached their destination and she saw the other men. There were five of them that moved forward to greet her and Mack. After them there were others in a sort of outer circle. She heard their greetings and tried to respond as naturally as she could. It was difficult when those lights never let you get a really clear look at them. All she could be sure of was that they were men and they were African-American. Like everyone in the little crowd now surrounding her.
She turned to where she knew Mack was and yet strangely he was not there. She took a quick look around but couldn't see him. She realised that he had to be behind her but the press of people meant that it would be hard now to turn round.
The music had been ever present but now the nasal drone of Lil Stir seemed louder, seemed to pulse through the air and through the crowd. His words were distorted and the musical tone shifted to a much deeper, resonant, old-style beat.
"You know what you here for..."
She heard the words booming out through huge speakers. She felt a mouth at her ear and the same words breathed into her soul.
"You know what you here for?"
She knew that she did - that it was her destiny to be there. So she nodded and said yes. The lights flashed over to another part of the floor and they were left in virtual darkness. Hands reached for and found her body, felt through clothing and then underneath. Then she felt herself bodily picked up and held in the air. Hands were inside her top fondling her breasts and teasing her nipples. Hands grasped her tight black leather skirt and pulled it over her hips and then down her legs and off. She could see movement but little more detail. Just the paleness of her own body that itself seemed to strobe as dark hands and mouths moved over it.
She hadn't been wearing anything under that tight skirt and now she was left exposed and surrounded by the men. She knew this should be a terrible experience, a horror story. However, it wasn't. She seemed to understand that this was nothing surprising and certainly nothing to be feared. 'It's what I'm here for', flashed through her mind and everything seemed right, to be pre-ordained and perfect.
Dark hands covered her eyes and robbed her of what vision she had. She gasped out loud as she felt a new sensation. A warm teasing presence at her pussy. She knew what it was - a tongue and a skilled one at that. She felt fingers there now too. Teasing, exploring, stimulating fingers. Like nothing she had felt with any of her old boyfriends, let alone her husband. This mouth knew how to please a pussy, to unleash the power of her sexuality. A power that, in that one moment, Isobel realised that she had never really understood.
Well, now she was starting to grasp it. The driving momentum of her own sensations and desires. Most of all the desire to scream out loud and to clasp her legs around the head that was at her pussy, to keep that teasing tongue there and force it to finish what it had started. She shouted alright but hands held her body and denied her any movement but the slight quivering triggered by her sexual excitement. It was all out of her control and that very knowledge drove her excitement higher and yet higher.
The music drowned out her cries even strangely to her own ears. But she could vaguely hear the men around her. Laughter and unintelligible words. Strong fingers squeezed her nipples and had her gasping for air and through it all the skilled tongue kept working on her pussy.
The music kicked up a beat again. Suddenly the words of Lil Stir were very discernible.
"White girl in our hood..."
The response coming from hundreds of throats including the men around her.
"Knock the bitch up!"
That call and response repeated again and again. The hands removed from her eyes allowing her to see vague shapes around her, a paler shape down between her legs as the men held her there. Moments of light allowing her to discern the long blonde hair, the blue eyes watching her from above the junction of tongue and pussy. The moment of realisation and the shattering power of that rush of sexual excitement through her body. A body moving in the hands that held it but unable to break those bonds. The tongue continuing its exquisite ministrations until she screamed and was left gasping for breath.
The light returned and she saw the laughing, triumphant, face of Zoe. Her face was the most beautiful and the most perfectly full of mischief that Isobel had ever seen it. The blonde spoke and though Isobel couldn't make out the words the men around her did. They cheered and then the familiar voice in her ear spoke again.
"You on the pill girl?"
"Of course not." Where had those words come from? It was obvious how they would be understood but still she felt no regret at saying them.
The shapes around her moved. The paler shape of Zoe moved to one side and was almost lost to vision as two larger, darker, shapes, surrounded it. Another dark shape moving down her body from her head until it stood before her. She knew who that was but again the lighting seemed designed to frustrate her. His face was entirely in shadow but she could clearly see what stood out from his body and towards hers. A cock, a Big Black Cock. Long and thick and powerful. The shape moved forward and she felt the cock's head against the entrance of her pussy, a pussy so expertly prepared for it.
"Knock the bitch up!" shouted the crowd's latest response to Lil Stir.
"Knock your bitch up," shouted Isobel against the cacophony surrounding them. Again she had no concious knowledge of framing the words but post-delivery she knew they perfectly encapsulated her wishes.
Though his face remained indistinct she saw the flash of his teeth as her smiled with triumph. Then he was moving forward and into her. That beautiful cock of his claiming a pussy that seemed perfectly made to receive him. Hands released her and she reached for him, held him tight as he fucked her. The club, the lights, the noise all vanishing as she found herself devoted entirely to their fucking. Each thrust bringing her closer to the consummation of all of this, the reason for her bring there, the reason indeed for her being at all.
She heard a gasp and cry of pleasure from nearby and knew that it was Zoe.
"Fuck us - come on - fuck us and knock us both up - breed us Black!"
Her own voice screaming out the words and a shouted "Yes" from Zoe to her left.
Then the voice of Mack. Clear and resonant and undeniable. "Ain't that what you're both for?"
A rush of new, ever stronger, sexual excitement and below it, no within it, the knowledge that he was cumming inside her, seeding her, making her...
Isobel's eyes jerked open, her mind amazingly clear and awake. There was a moment of confusion as she tried to comprehend what was real and what was the workings of her own mind, A glance around her showed that she was in her bed with the first light of day just discernible past the closed heavy curtains. It had been a dream but was that a relief or a disappointment? The fantastic scene was fading already save for three very clear memories. Mack's last words to her, how those words had made her feel and the vivid image of Zoe's triumphant smile after Isobel had realised just who had been licking her pussy so wonderfully.
Isobel let her head fall back onto her pillow and stared at the ceiling of her room. None of it had been real - it had all been a dream. However, dreams often had meanings and of one thing she was absolutely certain. Even looking at it from cold reality she knew that it had been no nightmare. Not one single, solitary, piece of it.
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An image appeared on the screen. A man leaning against a tree and smoking a homemade cigarette. Instead of blowing out the smoke he inhaled deeply before letting it trickle out of his nose and mouth. Lazily he opened his eyes and looked at the camera or presumably at the person holding it.
"About time?"
His friend must have nodded because the man carefully moistened his fingers and extinguished his cigarette with a technique that indicated much practise. The remainder went into the capacious pockets of his track pants and he sniffed a little before lazily scratching the dark skin of his chest where his unfastened shirt revealed it.
The camera moved position a little as the phone was carried up to scan down a long track which was also shaded by trees. Several seconds more movement and the camera saw beyond the trees to where a strong sun was beating down on parched and blanched grass. The camera moved on the spot and captured more grassland with men and women laying out to capture the sun's heat and power. A typical piece of city park on a summer day.
"Yeah." One word spoken under his breath proved that the camera was being held by a man and that he had apparently approved of whatever he was looking at.
He moved back those few seconds into the trees and apparently into a different world. The noise of the people on the grass receded and died away. The calm and shade of before was restored. The first man was looking up the track way and obviously waiting for something.
They had got their timing right. Within a minute a woman emerged round the corner of the bend, her long blonde pony-tail whipping from side to side behind her cap as she jogged along the track.
The waiting man stepped onto the path with outstretched arms and a broad smile. The jogger saw him and returned the smile. His arms closed around her and their mouths met in a long deep kiss of reunion.
"Where's your husband at Faith?" The man with the camera laughed as the woman responded with a raised middle finger while never breaking her kiss with his friend.
He was in his late thirties and Faith perhaps five years younger. Both old enough to know exactly what they wanted. He had high cheek-bones and very dark skin. His strong hand held her booty through her jogging pants as they kissed. When Faith finally broke the kiss and looked up into his eyes her face was afire with anticipation.
Watching the video clips you could not fail to be struck by the women involved. They ranged from their early twenties to their late thirties, they were all white and they were all physically attractive. Faith absolutely fitted that template. Her natural blonde hair was pulled back into a pony-tail, her eyes were a brilliant blue and her smile was a delight, A naturally attractive face was made even more so by her obvious enthusiasm. Her jogging outfit didn't hide her finely proportioned feminine curves.
Her man took her hand and led her off the path. It wasn't busy but enough people used it and it was way too close to the families enjoying the sun out on the grass. The man with the camera followed as they moved further into the woodland.
A little way into the trees the camera picked up an old hut - probably used to store maintenance equipment in the past. Now it appeared abandoned, the door broken in by someone looking for anything they could sell. It seemed unlikely they would have profited much.
A few feet of scuffed concrete was laid down in front of the hut's door and an incongruously clean blanket had been placed down on it. This meeting had clearly not been accidental.
A gold stud glinted in the man's ear as he turned, his smile framed by a short dark moustache and beard. He reached out and his dark fingers showed a beautiful contrast with the fair skin of her cheek. "Faith - you are so fucking fine." He moved his face forward and she met him, her hands gently holding him as she kissed him again and kissed him hard. Dark hands pushed aside the straps of her top and then, the kiss still unbroken, unfastened her sports bra and let it drop. Now the kiss broke but only to allow him to kiss and lick her exposed breast. Back for one last kiss and then he stepped back and with a natural swagger pushed down his track pants.
His cock was hard even before her hand gently stroked it. The slightest movement of his head and she was dropping to her knees on that conveniently placed blanket. She began sucking him with her bright blue eyes looking up into his dark ones. Her hand stroked his shaft as she sucked, allowing the light to pick out her wedding ring. His cock was big but made to look larger by that dark skin. She sucked on about half of his length, the other half stroked by practised fingers. This wasn't their first time. Faith knew what her man liked and was obviously keen to provide just that. His dark hand stroked her hair with an unlikely gentleness for a man of his physique.
The camera had not moved since they had reached the planned spot and now anyone could understand why. A whistle sounded, short but loud. The couple froze and it was obvious the warning came from the second, unseen, man. There were faint noises of someone passing through the trees. After almost thirty seconds of nervous waiting there was the sound of a single hand-clap.
That was clearly the all-clear. Faith giggled and then resumed sucking her man's cock. Only enough, however, to make sure he was still hard for her. Then she looked up into his face and very deliberately said, "I need you to fuck me now."
He reached down and helped her back onto her feet. Then he moved her against the wall of the old shed with her hands against it. He eased her jogging pants down her legs until she could step out of them. Then he wetted his fingers with his mouth and moved them to her newly-exposed pussy.
Faith moved her legs slightly apart and bent one knee forward. The invitation was clear if unspoken. The man eased forward and his cock found her.
"Yeah - come on - fuck me."
He didn't need the encouragement. He reached for her hands and pushed them up high above her head. She responded by arching her back a little to push the round curves of her butt out further. Meeting his impatient, hungry, thrusts. Offering herself to her man as he finally gave her what she wanted and needed.
His hands moved to her shoulders as if to hold her there but they weren't needed. Faith wasn't going anywhere. She had surrendered herself totally to her man and to her men. There was no hesitation and there were no regrets. You could see that in her face and in the way her body reacted to him, responding to every thrust of that Black cock. His hand grasped her pony-tail and the muscles of her neck became taut, showing under her pale skin.
"Fuck yes!" There was power behind those words even if they were almost snarled out through her gritted teeth. She still knew that this was too public a place to be too vocal.
His free hand came down on her exposed butt cheek and slapped it. Then he squeezed it hard and left the pink outlines of his fingers on her pale skin.
"You giving us what we want Faith?" His voice was low and level but still clear above the sound of their fucking,
"Yes."
"All we want?"
"Yes."
He smiled at that and picked up the pace. He released her hair and now his hands were on her breasts. Claiming them as he had claimed her pussy and as he had claimed her butt. Dark fingers worked her hard nipples and Faith gasped. Moved her body off the wall and further toward him, greedily meeting his thrusts.
It couldn't go on much longer. Each was powered too strongly by their desire for the other. Was it his cock that finally made her shout out loud in pleasure or was it the realisation of her own beautiful surrender? Either way her warm welcoming pussy had earned her reward. The man grunted and pushed deep into her, keeping up a few more almost automatic thrusts as he shot his heavy load of cum as deep inside her as he could.
The camera turned now and scanned around but there was no-one there. If anyone had heard her cry out then they had ignored it. The man holding the phone moved in close as they stood breathing hard. The man was pulling up his pants while Faith moved, on legs that were a little shaky, to pick up her bra and top.
"That a good celebration girl?" It was the cameraman.
"Perfect." She smiled her perfect, butter wouldn't melt in her mouth, smile straight into the camera lens.
"Celebration?" The man had retrieved his half-smoked joint from his pants pocket and now lit it up again.
"Our girl here thinks she might be earning our 500 points."
"Yeah?" That had his interest.
"I have to wait a week yet," she admitted, " but I think so." She put on her sports bra and winced a little. "You didn't help much - you have strong fingers." It was a statement of fact without a hint of accusation.
He went to offer her the joint but hesitated. "You allowed this?"
She took it and drew the smoke deep into her lungs. Finally she relaxed and smiled at him. "For another week at least." She handed it back. "Now I have to get back to my husband."
"He know?" That was the man with the phone.
She shrugged expressively and pulled her top down over her flat white belly. They walked together back through the trees until they reached the path.
"See you later guys." She set off with exactly the same loping jog that had brought her to them. Once again her blonde pony-tail swung behind her at each step. You could almost have believed that none of it had ever happened.
The man crushed the last of his joint under his foot. "Not too subtle man. Didn't Jerome tell you her husband bailed?"
"Shit - you ain't baggin' me?"
"Nah - it was his fantasy but reality didn't match up whereas for our girl there it was just the reverse and with extra topping too."
"Fuck it - that bitch is way too fine for any cracka anyway."
"Ain't it just the truth. Anyway let's roll I hear that..."
The sound dropped out as the screen faded to black and then to a card. 'Score for Heights confirmed - 5 points for public sex and 1 point for a creampie on camera. Provisional score of 500 subject to confirmation video. Check DeSV.com for the latest confirmed score.'
The video was a few weeks old. That particular contest had now concluded. This time it really had looked like Madison or Stratford might pull it off but the Heights had come over the top for a sixth straight victory. It had been close - only fifty points between the three crews but the Heights always scored real big in the last month. It was well known that their leader Jerome took a particular pride in that. Still there was always next time and there'd be another contest along in just a few months.
***
It had originally only been planned that Zoe would stay over for a week. That, for various reasons, had been extended somewhat but now Isobel's young blonde friend had gone back to college.
Isobel missed her but Zoe's departure had also been something of a relief. Those last couple of days it had been a little difficult to look Zoe in the face. Not with the knowledge that her friend was featuring rather prominently in her dreams and that those dreams were unambiguously sexual in nature
That was the problem with prying into other people's affairs and listening at other people's doors. You could find out things that then took on a life of their own. Each evening now she was chatting online with an African-American man who made no secret of the fact that he wanted to fuck her. That was quite sufficient to rock her previously placid life but Zoe - well that was something else entirely.
It wasn't as if they had grown up together or that there was any huge age difference between them. However, Zoe was her sister's step-daughter. Definitely not someone who should be featuring in those sorts of fantasies. But, but...
That didn't mean there was any sort of a blood relationship and until last month Zoe had basically been a stranger to her. It also wasn't as if she hadn't experimented a little with girls in her early college days. None of that had to necessarily be an issue.
However, she was here house-sitting rent-free courtesy of the generosity of her sister and Zoe's dad. She had grappled with the problem of what, if anything, to tell them about their daughter's activities. Ultimately she had decided that by telling or not telling she actively betrayed either her sister Hayley or her friend Zoe. Instead she had deferred the decision until it really had effectively already been made. Simple passivity transformed into an acceptance she was going to keep quiet.
It was an entirely different matter to become involved in some sort of a relationship with Zoe. It was unthinkable even if she could not now pretend that it was unimaginable. After the first couple of nights the dream had not returned but the fact that she had it at all had been disquieting. What was happening to her? It couldn't all just be the rebound from her failed marriage could it?
It was ironic that chatting to Mack had come to seem so very normal, so much a natural part of her life. Only a few weeks ago she would never have imagined doing such a thing but now she somehow needed it. It wasn't all about sex. They would talk fashions and design. She would try to pry information out of him about the contest - never with much success. Mack always told her that everything she needed to know was out there in the videos and stories and she knew that was true. She didn't need to ask really. The fact he liked her to dress for him and also to undress for him told it all really. She knew that for him she was an object of sexual desire and she knew that right now that was just what she needed to know. Even if, as a modern woman, she also knew that she wasn't meant to feel that way. Any doubts on that score hadn't survived long. When you felt a certain way you knew it and no amount of social pressure made the slightest bit of difference.
Isobel went to her mirror and put in her large, frankly gaudy, hoop ear-rings. Mack loved to see his girls in big hoops. Now just the process of putting them into her ears sent a thrill of anticipation through Isobel.
She made a last check of her room. Today's package was on the desk by her lap-top. She had her office chair and otherwise had left plenty of room in front of the camera. She needed the space for when Mack wanted her to strip for him. Again she felt a little spike of excitement at the thought. She loved getting naked for him - loved it most when he got his Big Black Cock out and stroked it for her. When she could imagine being there with him, naked and ready to serve him.
Modern women weren't supposed to want to do that either. There was just something about Mack and most of his friends that made all such thoughts irrelevant. It wasn't just that they were all African-American. That made them attractive to her and Zoe and how many more but that wasn't all or even most of this. Mack had that sense of total confidence, of earned experience and of easy control. She found that particular cocktail utterly irresistible and that feeling hadn't diminished as they had kept virtually meeting. Quite the reverse in fact - every day her attraction to him seemed stronger, her desire to please him more acute.
A couple of minutes before the appointed time she made the connection via her lap-top. Mack always liked his girls to be on time. Sometimes he was a little late but he would always make it up to her by staying on a few minutes longer. Mack seemed fair with his girls.
The thought sent a smile onto Isobel's attractive face. She always felt the same when Mack called her one of his girls. If she really was on the rebound from her ex-husband then one thing was certain - romance certainly didn't come into it. This was much more simple than that, much more raw than that. Mack's girls and Mack's women were always in the plural. Zoe had been one until he had apparently handed her on to Jerome.
Mack wasn't looking for a life-partner; he was auditioning women for the contest. There were many applicants; Mack had told Isobel that much. Some applied for a thrill or for a joke and Mack weeded them out quickly. Many didn't match up to his requirements.
She had come to learn what some of those requirements were and why he made them. The next contest would consist of five crews who each selected ten recruits for each season. Mack knew what the crews and their chiefs, men like Jerome, were looking for when they made their selection. If you didn't match up then you were a time-waster and Mack didn't allow his time to be wasted by anyone.
First, a prospect had to have 'the right look'. Second a prospect had to have 'the right attitude'. Third, a prospect had to be 'a team-player'. Last, a prospect had to be ready to 'do what it takes to win'.
Mack had been ready to tell her that much but he had not elaborated then or since. However, it had been enough. In the long hours between their chat sessions, especially since Zoe had gone back to college and left her with time hanging heavily, Isobel had been given enough material to work upon. Her fertile mind had constructed great fantasies with that trail of hints and clues so artfully laid for her by Mack. She knew what was happening but she didn't care. It made life seem fresh again, exciting again.
Of course Mack could do that. Just as easily as a half-blurted confession by Zoe had. Isobel closed her eyes for a moment and tried to center herself. Such thoughts - whether inspired by Mack or Zoe - formed a heady brew indeed. The calm didn't last long.
"On time as usual - thass what I like to see." The rich deep chocolate tones purred through her speakers and Isobel instantly felt a wave of excitement flow through her. This had become the key moment of her day, the moment all else was merely a preparation for. She had neglected other aspects of her life that needed her attention badly but somehow just the sound of his voice washed all of that away. It made her feel what she otherwise struggled to feel - relaxed and happy.
"Looking extra fine too. A man appreciates that. Even if a woman has real natural beauty a man still appreciates her making the effort."
A fresh rush of pleasure and confidence ran through her. Even if it was all BS it was a very lovely form of BS and it was just what she needed to hear at that moment. How long had she tried to rekindle the spark with her ex-husband and found that her efforts were not even noticed? That had been worse than if he had rejected them but then, as she realised more and more, her ex-husband was not a real man. Not a man like Mack and his associates.
"I like that top too - it suits you. That coloring and that form really works for you. Pleased to see you growing your hair out some too. A woman has hair like that then she needs to be drawing attention to it. Fine redhead like you she's like a red rag to a certain sort of bull."
She knew what he meant and again it was just the right note that she needed to hear. Being a 'ginger' had been the bane of her life at school. The fact that her pale skin adamantly refused to tan but merely burned and then flaked had made sections of her childhood miserable and horribly itchy. As the fashion for tanned skin had swept all before it she had been left out and as a teenager being different in look or attitude was often an uncomfortable thing to be.
One of her boyfriends had said that he loved redheads but that hadn't stopped him dumping her for a tanned platinum blonde. Her husband hadn't seemed too bothered - an attitude that had gradually spread to everything about their life together. To find men who prized her looks was a very pleasant surprise and also a very serious temptation. A temptation that, for the moment at least, she had no problem about surrendering to.



She felt her excitement still growing. She knew that soon he would ask her to strip and pose for him. She didn't know quite why she found that so enjoyable but it was undeniable that she did. Baring herself for him, body and soul, was a privilege rather than a chore. Mack had steadily, surprisingly, become a hugely important part of her life and she wanted to give him something back. Giving presents was always easier when you knew what the person wanted and she knew, or at least she hoped that she knew, just what Mack wanted. He wanted her.
"You get my package?"
She reached for it and pulled it into sight of the camera so Mack could watch her open it. She knew he really enjoyed that. At the same time she couldn't help noticing that both their minds had turned to gifts at the self-same time. Sometimes she did wonder if Mack could read her mind. Or perhaps he had just done this many times before and he was very good at what he did.
She had seen something very similar to the first items in her package before. White thongs with a stark message printed on their front in blatant black script. 'For Black Use Only' framed by the familiar 'Queen of Spades' symbol.
"Make sure to be wearing them from now on."
Isobel heard his voice and the calm assurance embodied in it. He didn't have to order her or insist on anything. His mere suggestion would be enough. She'd seen the same garments in Zoe's trunk and had to assume he'd made the same suggestion to her. Had her friend been wearing a pair of these every time she had seen her?
Probably not - but only for the same reason Isobel herself wouldn't always be wearing them. She had taken to wearing a skirt more and more for her chats with Mack and you didn't wear anything under your skirt when you were talking to your Black master. Just another of Mack's suggestions that it was now impossible to even contemplate reversing.
"Oh my..."
She heard Mack's pleased low laugh as her words died away. She had seen the main contents of her parcel now. A long box with a very familiar branding. She knew she had mentioned liking them a couple of nights before but she had never imagined being sent them.
She opened their box and they looked wonderful. Long suede boots with four-inch heels and those distinctive scarlet soles. Kate Botta design and they were unmistakably the real deal. You were lucky to get change from two thousand dollars buying those!
"Put them on girl."
She almost didn't want to. These were way too expensive and they would obviously have to go back. Damaging them somehow would be a very expensive mistake. However, the temptation really was too much. She kicked off her heels and pulled on the boots. Took a few exploratory steps and then checked herself out in her mirror.
"Made for you girl - just add the right skirt..." Mack endorsed his sentiment with a low whistle.
He was right of course. This skirt wasn't right but she had just the right idea of what would go with the boots. In the meantime, even with this skirt, they looked great and felt even better. Wearing something like this just made her feel so different, so alive, so sexy.
Which was probably one reason why they were so expensive. Isobel felt her pleasure deflating. What had her old journalism tutor talked about once - 'a state of pecuniary depletion.' He had been warning about purple prose but 'a state of pecuniary depletion' beautifully summed up her own situation and it was likely to be depleted even more in the next few months. Two grand a time boots were surely not on the agenda and were way too big a gift to accept and she told Mack so.
"You trying to hurt my feelings girl - besides these ain't available for any returns. They look way too good on you and I've told you before - I want my girls to look their best. Don't worry about the coin - we'll settle that down the road if needs be."
Sometimes, in fact usually, it felt best to just let Mack take charge. To accept that he was making the rules and setting the pace here. If it came with a sweetener like this it became easier of course.
"So - how did you get on this morning?"
***
That was the less attractive part of Mack taking charge and setting the pace. Getting out of the house had been no sacrifice and taking a free medical check-up wasn't something most people would turn their noses up at. However, his ulterior motive wasn't exactly a secret.
She had driven over to the nearest of the clinics as arranged. One just inside the Capital's sprawling suburbia rather than over the line into the notorious H-Town. Everything had been very clean, very professional and very competent. Right up to the moment when a fussy little man had appeared and taken charge of her.
She couldn't have identified his accent but thought it was probably some sort of Eastern European heavily overlaid with a rather upper-class and old-fashioned English. At first sight she had thought him 'fussy' and that word was pretty much reinforced in every aspect of him. He was also somewhat pompous but in a strangely endearing way. Almost despite herself Isobel found she took an instant liking to this Dr Nikola. She knew his reputation of course. Hadn't she looked him up at Zoe's request? The man Mack simply called 'the Doctor' was, despite all his humorous little mannerisms, a man you took seriously.
"Well young lady in today's world we must be careful. This does not mean we must be monks and nuns but we must accept our responsibilities towards ourselves and to others. Our medicine and science, whatever fools and dotards may pretend, can help us to do so. We need only to be informed and to take the necessary measures." It had all made perfect sense and Dr Nikola had explained things marvellously. She felt no qualms in metaphorically signing up to all of his suggestions and advice.
He had smiled a benign, avuncular, smile at that. "This was the required part of the visit. Your friend asked me to take care of you personally and I am glad to do so. I am always happy to assist friends of Mr Taylor."
Isobel didn't know who that might be but decided to let it ride. Getting a free consultation from someone like Dr Nikola was a gift horse no one should look in the mouth or question too far.
"Your friend also asked about another matter - you perhaps know my reputation in a certain field?" The little Doctor looked at her with a certain anxiety.
Isobel knew better than to duck this question. She strongly suspected that the little man was not short of pride in his reputation and achievements. "Of course Dr Nikola. I understand your reputation and am immensely grateful that you have taken the time to see me personally."
The little Doctor once again beamed his avuncular smile at her. "It is a great pleasure young lady but," and he raised a warning finger, "I understand the ways of some of Mr Taylor's friends. For me the consultation is completed. We need talk of no more unless you desire us to do so. I will simply report to our friend that any procedure could be potentially risky or counter-productive. It would be no lie though the chances of such in the masterly hands of Nikola would be almost infinitesimal as any perusal of my surgical record will show."
A flash of the light of battle had emerged in his generally placid eyes. He had seemed to puff up inside his surgical coat. Isobel realised that they were moving, for the little Doctor, on from mere duty to his chosen vocation. She herself chose the path of least resistance. "What do you suggest Doctor?"
From then the purest professionalism animated Nikola as he checked notes, made measurements and assessed her form with the practised eye of a great sculptor examining a block of marble. In ten minutes he took her through the practicalities of preparation, procedure and recovery. Once she was clothed again he took her photograph and used the image to show her some potential results on his computer. It was strangely fascinating but...
"You are not convinced Miss Denver." He still smiled as he said it. "Well this is quite alright. For me I want any subject to understand and to be sure. Perhaps you will go and consider but please to remember that I am no mere ordinary surgeon. My services are not cheap for the simple reason that I am the best. Do not, I beseech you, even consider venturing elsewhere. To make a mistake, to flaw your beauty, this would be unthinkable. Should you decide on this procedure you must come to Nikola. Together you and he will create perfection!"
He had risen and shaken her hand before ushering her out of his little, photograph-lined, office. Her mind was still in something of a turmoil even when she had arrived back home. Speaking of yourself in the third person was something of a red flag but then English was clearly not Dr Nikola's first language, however well he spoke it. His reputation was certainly undeniable. She knew that almost at first hand - hadn't Zoe been to this self-same Doctor?
***
"So - how did you get on this morning?"
"It all went OK though I get some of the tests back in a few days?" She had an idea that wasn't what he was really asking about.
"Thass fine - do like the man says and you won't go far wrong - you talk about anything else?" Mack wasn't going to let her off the hook but then she had always known that hadn't she?
"He took my measurements and we discussed... that procedure. I'm sure he is the best at what he does but that also makes him very expensive and I can't..."
"Nikola is the man. All my girls needing that service go to Nikola. No ifs and no buts because that man don't never fuck up." Mack didn't cut her off mid-sentance too often and she knew that when he did you were well-advised to listen. His serious tone of voice would have told her that anyway.
"It's all a little hypothetical anyway. I can't afford that sort of money and I don't think I need any help. What about you Sir? Do you think I do?" That put the ball back into Mack's court quite nicely.
Those expressive hands, still almost all she had ever seen of 'her man', showed their palms on her screen. "Ain't my decision to make? Do I think you look just fine as you is? Fuck yeah. That ain't the point though, is it? You ain't out there to please this old nigga - you out there to qualify for the contest. That means impressing the men out there and making the draft. What do you think they prefer? Sweet little breasts or big white titties?"
"Well I guess some of them..."
"You busy tomorrow girl?" His tone suggested that wasn't the question it appeared.
"No Sir."
"Good - you know my home town at all?"
Isobel felt her heart beat faster in her chest. That meant H-Town. "No sir."
"Best you pay attention then and set your GPS just like I'm sending you. Get there ready for 1 PM tomorrow - you got that?"
***
It was, strange to say, a bit of an anti-climax. Part of the notorious H-Town it might be, in theory, but this area was strictly commercial and out on the very south-western edge of the city. Her drive had consisted solely of the freeway and a short spell travelling through archetypal suburbia. Perhaps there was a lesson to be learned there.
Without incident she arrived at her destination. A single-story building with large sliding doors opening onto a concrete forecourt. The sound of slightly distorted music leaked out of those open doors along with the noise of metal on metal. Isobel parked up among the vehicles out on the forecourt. A few moments later a man emerged from inside wiping his hands on an oily rag.
With a professional smile he walked up to her as she got out of her vehicle.
"Can I help you ma'am - problem with the car?" It was a sensible suggestion since the sign on the door and the name printed on his light blue overalls alike said, 'Lime Motors.'
Isobel did her best to return his smile. "No - I was asked to meet a man called Mack. I've come to the right place?"
The man's eyebrows twitched upwards and his smile broadened. "It's the right place for sure. Mack told us to expect someone. Can't say I had you figured for the gig. Guess it's our lucky day and some." He held out a hand in welcome. "I'm Lime - it's my name over the door."
Isobel shook the offered hand and tried not to notice just how much her hand was dwarfed in his. Lime was a big bear of a man - clearly over six foot and barrel-chested with powerfully muscular arms and legs. His deep brown eyes crinkled with pleasure as she told him her name.
"Mack is pretty much always late and you are a good five minutes early. Care for a coffee - we got a decent machine for the customers."
She didn't really want anything to drink but accepting the offer only seemed polite. He turned and led her into his building.
Inside there were more cars and more men. One working on an old sedan, another surrounded by an engine in it seemed a million pieces and two more examining the under-side of an SUV up on a lift. They weren't all as dark as Lime but they were all certainly African-American.
One of the latter saw Lime and came to greet him. "It's like we reckoned boss - intake manifold for sure. That with the discs and pads we seen earlier. Want me to check if they want us to go ahead?"
"Nah - leave it to me. I'm getting a coffee for our friend here while we waiting for Mack."
For the second time in very short order Isobel saw understanding and then pleasure move across a man's face.
"Alright!" The voice came from behind her where the mechanic was re-assembling a motor. No other words were spoken but Isobel didn't need to turn round to know that every eye and all of their attention was on her.
Lime gave a half-laugh and half-grunt. "C'mon now. There's still ten minutes to break-time. How about we try to get some work done today."
He led her into the back office but she knew they were all watching her all the way there.
"You'll have to excuse the guys. Mack has brought a lot of fine girls up here but we hadn't got you tabbed for one of them." He placed a steaming mug of coffee down on the deck in front of her. "If you'll excuse me I got that call to make."
She was left with her coffee and her thoughts. Lime's words could be interpreted in a thousand different ways and her mind was doing its best at frantically working through them when a new noise came from outside. Male voices greeting someone. She couldn't make out the details but understood who it had to be. She felt her throat go dry and her heart beat faster.
The door to the office opened and a man entered carrying a large bag. He was just over six feet tall and looked to be in his late-forties perhaps. He wore suit pants and an open-necked shirt. His skin-tone was very dark, almost as black as his neatly trimmed hair. He carefully set down his bag and then he turned his attention onto her.
It was like a switch had been flicked. A pair of deeply, richly, brown eyes found hers and he smiled a greeting. Creases in his blue-black skin framed his well-formed mouth. A dark eyebrow twitched upwards. There was no single thing about him that was remarkable but behind all of them there was a power that was undeniable. A power that she felt the moment his eyes met hers - before she even heard that very familiar voice.
"Well now Isobel - seems you made quite the impression out there. I figured that you might." There was amusement in his words but there was also pleasure or even pride and they were beautifully judged. She had been leaning towards a less favorable interpretation of Lime's comments but now she felt rather better about them.
"Dre and Julian are putting up a couple of lights for us. Nothing too foolish but they will suit better than them workshop fluorescents." Mack opened his bag and pulled out a small leather case. " He tapped it with a finger. "Digital but it gives a better result than the camera on any phone I've seen. Now - you done a shoot before?"
"We're here for a photo shoot?" She didn't know whether to feel relieved or not.
"We need some decent pictures. Ones that everyone knows ain't been faked or edited. I also needed to get a look at you in person. Technology is clever as fuck nowadays and sometimes you think you've hit the jackpot but find out someone's trying to play you. The finer the supposed prospect is the more likely all ain't what it seems. So today has started out real well." He nodded at her significantly. "So you ain't done no shoots before?"
"No," she laughed. Even the idea seemed ridiculous to her.
"Well that's everyone else's loss. You got a look to you and there ain't no doubt about that. Anyway the process ain't hard. You just do what I ask you to do - keeps things simple in this just like most everything else." Mack smiled but she knew it wasn't a joke. "In the bag there we got four outfits. I'll make sure everything's right out there and once you ready in the first then join us and we'll get started."
"Outfits?" It sounded foolish even as she said it.
"Well now you look fine in the one you wearing but the men out there gonna want to see a little more skin you know." He saw her expression change. "There ain't no shame in being shy but it ain't no use to me. Lime and his mechanics are all good men - so every now and then I supply them with some entertainment. Something to add a little flavor to their bag lunches. You gonna give it a go for me?"
It somehow seemed a lot harder doing this in person compared to even being naked
or 'putting on a show' for Mack online. However, she knew that if she was to be a serious prospect then this was very small beer indeed. It was in fact rather a gentle test of her willingness to participate. If she wasn't up for this then what the heck was she doing here at all.
"Which outfit should I try first?"
"Got 'em all marked for you. Gimme a smile girl 'cos I got a suspicion once you get going you gonna enjoy this." He gave her his own lazy confident smile and then he was gone closing the office door behind him.
So at least she got to change in privacy - or did she? She took a quick look around the room. The glass in the door was frosted and there were no cameras. That made her feel a little better. It was a little ridiculous perhaps given how many times she'd stripped on camera for Mack but there it was.
She checked out the four parcels within Mack's bad. One was labelled 'Outfit One' and she opened it. Inside was a small outfit in tan leather effect and a pair of big silver hoop ear-rings. On top was a note - 'Ask Joe how he likes this?'
So who was Joe? Presumably one of the mechanics but that question had to wait. First she had to get into the first costume. The hoops were simple enough and she again felt a little rush of anticipation as she put them in. Just as usual except, of course, that this would not be usual. She was no longer in the familiar secure surroundings of the house and this time, for the first time, she would be performing for a live audience. She took off her skirt and replaced it with a pair of fringed tan shorts. She had to wiggle a little to pull them all the way up. They were very tight - really the definition of booty shorts. Then it was off with her jacket and blouse. Replacing it was a fringed tan top that matched the shorts. It was sleeveless and had a plunging top while it only reached to just above her navel. The outfit wasn't indecent at all but it certainly fulfilled the mandate of exposing a lot of skin. Her arms, her legs, her belly, her neck and a plunge into her cleavage. She missed the full-length mirror back at the house but she guessed the men would approve.
Emerging from the door she wasn't left in much doubt about that. Whoops and whistles greeted her as she walked across to the men where they had taken seats on her side of a long work-bench. It wasn't something that she was used to and it took all of her nerve to keep herself from running back into the office. Somehow she got across to in front of the men where Mack was waiting with his camera.



"Strike me a pose Isobel."
She did her best. The outfit was sort of sexy Pocahontas so she tried the closest she could get to a 'warrior woman' pose.
"Thass good," purred Mack and she heard the click of his camera shutter as he moved to capture her from various angles. "Just move your face so you keep looking into the lens. You got fine eyes there girl."
"She got fine pretty much everything!" That came from a brawny man in his mid-forties who was running to fat a little. His head was shaved but Isobel could see from the shine there that he had just accelerated the inevitable.
The man next to him was much younger, perhaps Zoe's age, and looked like an apprentice or trainee. He wasn't saying anything but the way he was looking at her was quite eloquent enough.
Lime was next and after him was a man in his late thirties or early forties. Tattoos crept out from under his over-alls at seemingly every opportunity and he wore a cap well back on tightly-cropped head. He watched her with an amused expression and he had been the one whistling loudest as she came into the room.
Last was the man on the far right end of the bunch. He was rather older, grey hair fringing his head and his mouth. He was reading some paper-work and munching on a sandwich. Bar the occasional glance in her direction he didn't seem too bothered by what was going on. Well, Isabel told herself, you couldn't please everyone all the time and she surely had the attention of all of the others.
Mack talked her through the shoot in a couple more poses. She had been wise to take his advice and to just do what he suggested. It was easy and quite exciting knowing that the men were all, or nearly all, watching her so intently. It could have been intimidating but the atmosphere wasn't like that at all. Mack's presence was reassuring and the men were enjoying watching her. She'd always liked getting dressed up to go out and who didn't enjoy turning a head now and then? Well, now she felt that rather exhibitionist part of her nature maturing and growing with every click of Mack's camera.
Finally Mack nodded his approval When she turned to go back to the office, however, he stopped her.
"You forget something?"
She looked at him for a moment, unable to understand what he meant, but then it came back to her. The note!
She turned back to the men. "Who is Joe?"
"That would be me." It was the man with the tattoos. Well, to be fair, the man with the greatest number of really obvious tattoos. Darker patterns over the deep-brown coloured skin of his neck and hands.
Isobel remembered the note. "How do you like this outfit Joe?"
He smiled - a smile that showed a couple of gleaming gold crowns. "Come over here and I'll tell you."
She thought she knew Mack and had taken a liking to Lime but she didn't know this Joe at all. He had that sort of a look that wannabe rappers adopted to scare middle-American whitebread types except that Joe didn't look like any sort of a wannabe. He looked the real deal.
Isobel wanted to glance at Mack for reassurance but she knew that she shouldn't. Joe was watching her with that sly amused look of his and she was sure that Mack would be watching her too. So she didn't look at him. Instead she put her head back and marched resolutely over to Joe stopping just a foot in front of him.
"So do you like my outfit Joe?"
His smile broadened a little making him look even more like a hungry fox approaching a promising hen-house. He raised a finger and made a slow circuit with it in the air.
She understand and began to do a little twirl for him but, whatever her inclination to do so, she made sure it wasn't rushed. This had to be slow so that he could enjoy every angle of her. She turned slowly until he was behind her.
"Just stop there and move back say six inches. That's the way. Now lean forward a little."
She followed his instructions without hesitation. Not really considering until it was too late that she was left standing there sticking her butt out almost into his face where he sat.
"Now bend them knees and roll them hips a little baby. Show me what you got."
She did her best. She wanted to please him and not only because that would also please Mack. She could still hear the click of his camera's shutter as it recorded her. She could imagine what those pictures would look like. The look of pleasure and lust on Joe's face and on her own - well what expression would be on her own? Embarrassment, shame, perhaps even fear? If so then it would be proof that the camera could lie after all. In fact she felt only a steady determination, a solid concentration on performing for these men. The mechanics, Lime and most of all for Mack.
"She pass muster Joe?" That was Lime's voice.
"Fuck yeah - she is real fine. Thank you baby."
Isobel straightened up and only now felt a certain lack of confidence. One glance back at Joe put that right. His enjoyment of her outfit and her little dance for him was very evident. She felt a little surge of pleasure and pride herself.
Back to the office and she clicked her tongue as she opened the second parcel. This was something of a cliché but she quickly put it on none the less. Even pulling the totally redundant garter up onto her right thigh. The outfit was black and white, a thoroughly stereotypical French maid's costume. She was only relieved it didn't come with a big feather duster. She glanced at the relevant note and then headed out.
Joe and the fat guy whistled loudly. Lime had a smile like he had just won the lottery. The young man's eyes looked like they were going to pop out of his head. Isobel was well aware of why. The costume wasn't exactly modest viewed from the front but its real punch came from the back where the skirt was short enough to show a lot more than it hid.
Mack took charge and got the images he wanted. Mostly those seemed to consist of her bending forward to various extents. Her viewers didn't exactly disapprove to judge by their reaction. Finally Mack signalled to her.
She turned to them and asked, "Who is Dre?"
The tubby man with the shaved head beamed a delighted smile that gave her the answer to her question.
"Can you think of anything I can do for you Dre?" She leaned forward this time and saw his eyes disappear down her cleavage. Reluctantly they finally moved back to her face.
"Oh I can think of a lot of things you could do for me baby?" He winked and his friends laughed as Isobel headed back for her next change.
None of the packages had been large but this one was the smallest of them all. She opened it and knew that this time even her thong would have to go.
Outfit number three basically consisted of a head-band and three tiny pieces of cloth in leopard-skin pattern with tapes and a certain addition attached.
She got naked and then put the alleged outfit on and used the tapes to keep everything in place. That leopard-skin material was very clingy and very thin. In certain light and from certain angles it might even seem see-through. As it was there was so little material that it barely covered her nipples and her most private parts. Wearing this the men certainly couldn't complain that they weren't seeing any skin! She felt a real satisfaction that she had kept her training up. Any slacking would have been seriously shown up in a get-up like this!
The outfit had a couple of cute little features too. The band on her head held two distinctly feline ears. From the piece of material gallantly failing to cover her booty there hung a leopard-skin tail. These ridiculous additions almost defused quite how sexy the outfit was. Almost - but not quite!
She knew what to expect as she stepped back out of the office. If they had liked the previous outfits then they would love this one. Their calls and whistles proved her right and she smiled and gave them a little pose to acknowledge them. Through the photos with Mack and then on to ask her question - though she was almost sure of the answer.
"Who is Julian?"
The youngest man nervously raised his hand. He looked like a schoolboy hesitantly offering an answer.
"How old are you Julian?" She ignore the sly smiles of the other men as she locked her eyes onto the young man's.
"I'm eighteen."
"Well in that case." She did a little shimmy for him and then turned so that she could gently move her rear-end out over his lap. The young man was sitting rigid as a board with his hands gripping his chair like grim death. He was enjoying it though. She could tell that. She felt her tail brush against his chest and then skipped away from him.
"Bet you'd like to take that pussy home J!" It was Lime that cracked the obvious joke but the other men still laughed like it was the funniest thing they'd ever heard. Even Julian smiled but that didn't stop his eyes following her all the way back to the office.
One last package. What would this be - a postage stamp? To her relief she found that it was a dress. A rather nice black evening number. The material was black and while it was light it certainly was not cheap. She disposed of the cat outfit and put the dress straight on.
It felt wonderful and Isobel knew that it had to look good. She regretted not having her full-length mirror but something told her Mack's taste in such things was to be relied upon. He knew what would fit his girls and he knew what would suit them too.
The dress did have one thing in common with the other outfits. It showed plenty of skin since the cut left her shoulders and upper back exposed. Slashes up to her hip exposed her legs while long pieces of dark material hung down at front and back. A little daring perhaps but positively demure after the last outfit.
No whistles this time - but appreciative murmurs in their place. The outfit might be rather more subtle but she still felt all of their eyes following her as she posed for Mack's camera. She followed his instructions and felt like a million dollars all the way through. You couldn't help feeling that way in this dress. All too soon the shoot was done.
No need to ask a question this time. There was only one mechanic left and he was watching her with a rather knowing look on his face. She wasn't sure when the old man had abandoned his paper-work but she knew that she had all of his attention now.
"What you got for me baby?"
This man wasn't an embarrassed youngster like Julian. He was a man of experience and a man that obviously knew what he liked. Perhaps that was why she said, "What would you like?"
The tip of his tongue emerged from his mouth and the wrinkles deepened at the corners of his eyes. He smiled at her conspiratorially. "Maybe a little dance and then some of what Julian got."
He was the oldest of the mechanics but there was still plenty of fire in the grate and that was for sure. She could see that in his eyes, in that confident smile. She had been totally in control with Julian. That would not be the case with this man. Isobel felt a little thrill of anticipation at the idea.
She began to move for him, enjoying watching his eyes as they drank her in. She moved with more intensity and the material of her dress moved between her legs with each motion.
"You are one class piece of ass," said the man. "Now bring yourself on closer - just like with my young friend there."
Isobel couldn't help shooting a glance over at Mack who had been busily shooting with his camera. Her ex-husband or any of her ex-boyfriends would have stepped in at this point. Mack just lowered his camera for a moment and smiled at her. Different rules applied with men like these.
She turned her back on the older mechanic and began to really put herself into her dance. Swinging her hips and shaking her ass, making those long drape-like pieces of her dress really move. She remembered what he had said and began to move herself back and closer to him just as she had with Julian.
She felt her dress move and something told her just what had happened. The man had caught the swinging material of her dress at the back and was now holding it in his hand, lifting it up. She might as well be naked and as the thought went though her head she just kept dancing for him, kept moving her butt in the full knowledge that he was seeing everything,
"Hey Mack - where the fuck did you find this one?"
She heard the pleasure in his voice. He might be a man of experience but she knew that she had his full attention, she knew that he wanted her. That just encouraged her to move back right over him, to lower herself closer and closer to him. His hands moved to her hips and eased her down the little that it took for there to be contact.
She gave a little laugh of the purest delight - she couldn't help herself. The man had appeared self-confident but a little world-weary and now she knew she had helped with half of that. She was feeling a bulge in his jeans under her bared booty. A hard and really surprisingly large bulge.
If it had been Joe or Dre then she might not have felt so good about the situation. If it had been Julian he might have cum in his pants. With this man she just kept wiggling her ass right onto that hard bulge in his pants. His hands still held her arms but they didn't grip her tight. She could get up any time that she wanted to. She knew that even as she kept working her booty on his body.
"How's that going for you Sly?" Mack's voice was heavily weighted with amusement.
"She is fucking fly man - I tell you this one could get me out of retirement!" Sly laughed and then his hands held her tighter and pushed her up and off him.
Isobel looked towards Mack. There were no more packages left in the office. Mack just smiled and pointed to the owner of the repair shop.
Lime reached behind him for a box and held it up for her to take. She did so and looked inside. It was her final outfit of the day - another black dress but a complete contrast with the one she was still wearing. Instead of flowing lines of material this was vinyl and it looked very small.
"Need to get these men back to work so maybe you can just change here." Lime wasn't smiling but the other men all were. She knew that she could head back into the office but she also knew they were all watching her to see just what she would do. Mack was watching too and she remembered his comment about having no use for shy girls. That was enough to make up her mind for her.
"You'll have to give me a little help with these." She pointed at her fastenings.
Having got into the dress on her own there was little doubt that she could get out of it the same way. However, that didn't seem to occur to Lime as he stood up and undid her dress for her.
Isobel had finished removing her dress by the time that Lime had resumed his seat. She tried not to make too big a deal of it or take longer over it than necessary but it really made very little difference. Her previous outfits hadn't exactly been modest. Were they seeing much they hadn't seen already? Despite such prevarications she was well aware that she had all of their attention riveted onto her and she heard the clicks of Mack's camera as he captured the scene. She picked up the new vinyl dress and began to pull it up onto her arms. The material certainly stretched but there really wasn't much of it.
When she had pulled the dress over her head and began pulling it down that impression just grew stronger and stronger.
"I think you've made a mistake. This isn't going to fit." Frankly the 'dress' now seemed to be about an inch of black latex held in her hands and by straps on her shoulders.
"Don't look like no mistake to me." Lime's remark drew smiles from all his technicians but one.
The older man wasn't smiling. His eyes were fixed on her with the fierce intensity of hungry desire. "It'll fit." That wasn't a question or a suggestion - it was a statement of fact, delivered in a way to end any doubt about the matter. He wanted to see her in that dress and that meant that the latex dress would just have to fit.
She tried again. Inch by inch she managed to just about ease the dress down over her breasts. The straps slipped but that didn't matter. It was so tight that the dress wasn't going to drop off her any time soon. She paused to replace the straps and glanced down.
The latex was jet black and holding tight to her body, moulded perfectly around every curve. At its edges there was a sharp contrast with the paleness of her skin. At least the dress had no back which meant that she could breathe easily enough.
If her breasts had been an obstacle to wearing the dress then her butt was a rather larger one. The material was already stretched by the time that it even reached the lower curves of her body and it then had to be eased forward inch by inch. However, the material did continue to stretch little by little until, after some gyrations and a couple of involuntary gasps, it finally stretched over her butt.
Isobel moved a little and the dress kept its position. She readjusted the straps and looked down. She hadn't been mistaken earlier. The dress perfectly moulded her body and showed every detail. Never mind the twin prominent bulges of her nipples, grown hard against the constricting material, she was also showing a clear and undeniable camel toe.
She regretted that she had left her thong in the office but only for the moment it took to remember the message on that thong.
'For Black Use Only.'
Maybe it was just as well she hadn't been wearing it when she stripped for them. Anyway she was here - effectively naked in a dress apparently made more to reveal than to conceal. She glanced back up at the men. Their eyes were greedily eating in the sight. If she thought she had captured their attention before then that was nothing compared to now. Just at this moment it seemed that there was nothing more important in the whole world to them.
"What do you think of it? Do I look OK?" It was the purest devilment on her part of course. She knew just what they thought about it. Every aspect of them told her. She really didn't need the rather obvious bulge in Julian's pants to tell her how he felt. She shimmied to one side a little and relished the fact that four pairs of eyes followed her with fierce intensity. They were enraptured by the sight of her and that gave her a sense of being, perhaps a sense of power, unlike anything she had felt before.
Mack had finished his photographs and was now seated next to the older man. They were talking together but in low tones so as not to disturb the others. These two weren't enthralled like their friends but they were still watching her. Mack had a look of satisfaction that she found particularly pleasing. The older man had the same little smile that she had noticed when she had first arrived. It was a smile of enjoyment but was there also cunning there or perhaps a sort of experienced cynicism? Anyway he wasn't as obvious as his friends but his eyes still glittered as they followed her movements. He wanted her just as much as them and she knew that for sure. She had felt the proof when she had sat in his lap earlier.
Mack had put his camera down but she still made a point of assuming some poses for the men. Of course their favorite was her bending forward so that the latex dress would ride up a little over the rich curve of her booty. Their little gasps and laughs of pleasure were enough to make her keep doing that. Flaunting her beauty before them like a red rag before Black bulls. Exercising a privilege ensured by Mack's presence. The men were enjoying the show but understood that it was nothing more than a show. She was one of Mack's girls and Mack wouldn't want it to go any further - at least not at this time.
How did she feel about that? She wasn't sure. Had the men made a move for her now then she knew she would have been terrified. Just as a few weeks ago she would have felt the same about a man like Mack making a move on her. Yet if Mack made a move now then she'd follow him home or to a seedy motel room or to the back seat of a car or to wherever he wanted to fuck her. She knew that with absolute certainty. Being around Mack had changed her perspective on some things. She knew that staying around him would change her feelings a lot more. Soon, perhaps a lot sooner that she yet cared to admit, she'd be just like the girls in the video clips she had seen. Ready to suck and fuck with any cock just so long as it was Black. Maybe to do a lot more.



"Damn just look at the little white 'ho - she's surely gettin' into it. Fuckin' love it when a cracka slut shows it like that."
"Fuckin' A man - fuckin' A."
That was Joe and his fat friend agreeing with him. She knew they would both know just how to deal with a little white slut like her. The notion sent waves of passion through her as she half-posed and half-danced for them. So she didn't want all of them but maybe Mack and a couple of the others? She couldn't help smiling at the thought and the realization. What was the point of trying to fool herself. They could all have her if Mack only chose to snap his fingers and tell her to fuck them all. They could have her and she would make it real good for each and every one of them.
At that moment Mack snapped his fingers. Isobel looked at him in startled surprise - could he really read her mind? He just smiled at her with a knowing look on his dark face.
Lime stood up from his chair and the others followed suit. It seemed the break was over. He took a step across to where Mack had now joined Isobel. "You got a winner there," he told Mack, "you need any help packing up?"
Mack demurred and started collecting the kit. Lime looked Isobel up and down, from top to toe, as if he was trying to imprint the look of her onto his memory. Then he held out a large Black hand. "Thanks babe. You don't know how tough it is to keep good technicians. An occasional treat keeps all the men sweet. Makes the boss happy too." He flashed her a brilliant smile and then was gone. The older man followed him.
The three mechanics who were still there all lined up to thank her. They were strangely formal in their words and she felt odd hearing them. The adrenaline rush of performance had passed. Soon enough she was back in the office and putting her regular clothes back on.
***
She waved response to a chorus of cheers as she left the auto repair shop. There was the tingle of blood in her cheeks which was frankly ridiculous given what she had got up to earlier.
Mack had got his kit and her outfits together and was waiting for her out front on the concrete. He was in conversation with the older man. She noticed the manner of that interaction and recognized it instantly. The relaxed demeanours and comfortable back-and-forth that you got when two people knew each other very well.
"Here she is," the man's cunning old eyes were on her again, amusement delineating the wrinkles by his eyes and mouth. "You never did introduce me Mack."
"Generally I've always found I could leave that to you. This sweet piece is Isobel and that worn out homie is Sly."
'Is that his given name or just what his friends call him?' thought Isobel. Either way it suited him down to the ground but that didn't stop her taking his proffered hand.
Sly winked at her. "I ain't so worn out I can't spy when Mack here has someone a little special. Enjoyed your show very much." He paused and then asked Mack, "Talking of which what about the little blonde piece you had a month ago."
Mack was slightly dismissive in tone. "Nothing set in stone quite yet but pretty sure Jerome is taking her on."
Sly chuckled and even that normally friendly sound somehow matched his name. "Steady diet of chocolate for that one then. Jerome'll be making sure she has a full belly afore too long if I know anything." His eyes flickered back to Isobel for a moment. "What about this one - Jerome's got his eyes on her too I'll bet."
Mack let out a 'huh' and then let out a short, dry, laugh of his own. "He has made mention of her. Why? You serious about coming out of retirement?" Now he had his usual confident smile.
Sly's eyes were on her for real now. He arched an eyebrow and that cunning smile of his broadened a little. He took a step away from Mack and towards her. He raised his hand and gently caught a strand or two of her red hair between his long, dark, fingers. "Always been real partial to a redhead - fake or real don't matter much. But you know that Mack 'cos we singing from the same hymn sheet there. She got a sweet little body too." He released the strands of her hair and then his fingers traced their way down her back.
Isobel felt herself stiffen a little. She saw the old man's smile broaden a trace more. He'd felt the reaction alright but he was more interested in the fact that she hadn't moved away. That she still didn't move away when his long fingers cupped and squeezed her butt. She just kept looking up into those old, cunning, deep eyes.
It must have been seconds but it seemed a lot more before Sly laughed again, released his hold on her butt with a gentle slap from his hand.
"Thass the money-maker like you know and this one is nicely supplied. Good shape, good volume and good tone. Pretty much perfection back there." His voice was that of an appraiser deciding the value of a car.
"She has your seal of approval then?" Mack was still smiling, quite relaxed despite what had happened. It hadn't been a surprise to him and it was certainly not perceived as a challenge or threat. Isobel at that moment realised just how close and how old friends these two probably were.
"Shit yeah," Sly spat on the ground. "She's an A-Grade for sure. Only thing short is that she's bottom-heavy. Needs a little help up top and that ain't hard to arrange. One thing you can always be sure of is any Black man with a pulse loves a nice big pair of white titties. She had them then she'd be a Triple-A with a cherry on top. Shit but you know that already young 'un and I got business to do. See you around man."
Sly turned and headed back to the repair shop. Mack and Isobel watched until his lean figure disappeared through the big sliding doors.
"You sure got old Sly's attention - ain't seen him that enthusiastic in a long time." Mack laughed as he packed the outfits into the trunk of her car.
That reminded Isobel of something she had been wondering about. "What did he mean about coming out of retirement?"
That just seemed to amuse Mack more. "Well Sly is what you might call an OG. Had a name around here long before the contest. When it started he was a natural to head up a crew. Those first couple of years I was in his crew - until he stepped down and I took over."
Isobel knew enough to understand what 'heading up a crew' meant. What Jerome was now and what Mack had been. Both men with that natural authority and confidence that she found so attractive. Did they become that with the job or, more likely, did they take that role because everyone knew it was right for them.
So Sly had held that role too. That explained a thing or two. Despite his age there was something about Sly. The grey hair and wrinkled face didn't quite hide the strength behind them. Sly wasn't a weak old man - not by a long chalk. She'd seen and felt proof of that but she would have known anyway. His eyes had a power behind them that she'd really only experienced once before and that had been less than an hour before when Mack had locked his eyes onto hers.
"That's hard to believe." She hoped the hollowness of her words didn't leak through into their delivery. To judge by Mack's shrug of response she seemed to have got away with it.
What happened next drove such matters from her mind.
Mack closed the trunk of her car and paused to look at her. "I'll be available online two weeks from tonight."
They had been messaging daily. She had spent her days looking forward to it. She had been so excited at their meeting in person. Now she had to wait two weeks before they talked again. She put all of her thoughts and disappointment into a single anguished word.
"Why?" She tried to pull herself together. "What did I do wrong?"
His face was impassive but not cruel. "Nothing. In fact you've been doing really well. I've devoted a lot of time to you. Now we need to see whether you can take the initiative. I might be busy with other things but I'll be sending you some homework. We both need to be sure this is right for you."
He loaded the last of his equipment into his vehicle and then, almost before she had realized it, he was gone. She got in her own car and set off for the house.
'Fuck him - fuck all of them,' she thought as a sudden rush of anger coursed through her. 'Who the fuck do they think they are?'
It was a good question and an understandable reaction but not the mind-set for a safe drive home. She forced herself to slow down a little in all senses. At the next available stop she paused for a sandwich and a coffee. The white-out anger fizzled out into a degree of cool misery. However, she remembered his last sentence,
'We both need to be sure this is right for you.'
Two weeks seemed like an age from where she was now but it would pass.
***
A couple of days later Isobel found that two links had been left for her. One directed her to a photo gallery online. Labelled with her name it contained thirty images. Ranging from one in the auto shop's office to others with her wearing each of the outfits supplied for her photo-shoot. The maid outfit still looked ridiculous but otherwise she thought they looked OK. The last of the photos showed her with the mechanics. The slightly sinister face of Joe transformed by a broad smile as she danced for him. The contrast of her toned body with the bulk of Dre. The apprentice, whatever his name was, looking like he was close to a heart attack as she lap-danced for him. Then there was Sly. His face showed nothing more than cool appraisal as she did the same for him. Here the surprise was visible on her own face and she very clearly remembered why.
Then there were a couple of photographs of her undressing for them and a few more of her squeezing into that tight latex dress. Now that really did look good - showing off the fine curves of her body. She looked carefully at herself in the images. Mack and Sly's words came back to her as she did so. She looked good but she knew that she could look better and she wanted to look the best that she could for Mack and his friends. She wouldn't rush into anything - she would sleep on it.
Below the photos were a list of tags. One was 'Contest 38', another was 'prospects' and the last was 'Isobel'. She clicked on the latter but found it produced only the gallery she had already seen.
Now she turned her attention to the second link. It took her to another, much smaller, collection of images. It was simply tagged 'Contest 1'.
There were four images. Two men and a woman. She was a very pretty brunette of Isobel's own age. Judging by her dress and the furnishings behind her this photograph might have been taken in the late 1980s or perhaps the early 1990s at the latest. It had the slightly grainy quality of a pre-digital image, a stark border suggested it might even be a scanned-in Polaroid.
The woman was standing with one leg up on a chair's seat to show off her stockings and garter. Behind her was a young Black man, tall and muscular. His big hand was at her waist and his confident smile was visible over her shoulder. The woman obviously didn't mind - her own smile was as relaxed as it was beautiful. The second man was seated next to her with one hand holding a well-filled glass, bourbon to judge by the bottle on the table beside him. He was wearing a colourful shirt and a cigarette was held lazily in his other hand. On his face was a smile of the purest confidence and assurance.
The photograph had been taken a long time ago but Isobel still recognized him. She thought she would have done so even without that smile - a smile she recognized from two days earlier. This was Sly without a doubt and that made her look more carefully at the younger man. She wasn't quite sure with the lighting and all but it could easily have been Mack. The more she looked at it the more convinced she was that it was him.
The woman was naked in the second image. She had a tidy little body with relatively small breasts. Had fashions changed in that regard or was it down to the fact that Nikola and his techniques were about twenty years in the future? Mack wasn't in this picture but Sly surely was. His lean, hard, deep-brown body contrasting strongly with the woman's. He had the same smile and it wasn't hard to see why. His cock was very big and very hard and it was being sucked by the woman..
The third image was simpler. The woman on her hands and knees on a bed. Sly was fucking her from behind and the contrast of her feminine beauty with his tough masculinity was more evident than ever. He wasn't carrying an ounce of spare flesh, muscles and ribs were visible as he pushed up against the rounded curve of her butt. His hands were pushed up under her body and grasping her breasts. Isobel took all of that in with one glance but then her attention was focused on the woman's face.
This wasn't an actress or a pornstar. This was an ordinary woman. Isobel checked the other pictures and saw what she was looking for. The woman was wearing her rings. In those pre-internet days how did a housewife like her end up in that room being fucked by a man like Sly. No doubt by a man like Mack too.
She couldn't answer those questions but she did know one thing. At that moment the woman had no regrets, no second thoughts about her choice. Her face was an image of satisfied concentration, seeking to savour every moment of what was happening. The woman had a husband at home but Isobel knew instinctively that this was different. He couldn't make the woman feel like this - that was why she was here.
The last image was from somewhat later. The previous ones were probably, to judge by the furnishings, taken in a motel or a cheap hotel. This one was taken in someone's home. That wallpaper had never been seen on the walls of a motel and a set of draws in the background was covered with an assortment of household items. An old-style cathode-ray TV took pride of place. No-one was watching it - there were better things to do. Sly was lying on a bed in the foreground, the upper half of his brown body shown. His hand was clamped on the woman's butt as she rode him, her brown hair cascading over her face. It wasn't just the sexual position that was different. Her body was different too. Her previously flat belly was bulging out and her breasts were larger, round and firm and full of milk.
So it was all true - all that Mack had told her. These men were not playing games. Isobel looked again into the face of the woman in the pictures. Meeting with them had changed her life and of that there was no doubt. Had she regretted it? Had her husband known about it before his wife's body swelled with her Black lover's baby? At that moment it didn't look like the woman ever wanted to be anywhere else but riding Sly's Big Black Cock. Had it been worth it? Would it be worth the risk just to find out?
There were no more pictures and no video. In those days it probably would have meant using one of those big camcorders. However, there was a link to 'Home'.
She pressed it and saw link upon link, folder upon folder, all arranged by contest number. She found and clicked the latest of them, Contest 38. Within there were pictures and names. A quick count showed thirty per page and there were apparently four pages. On the fourth page, the latest additions to it, were her own first name and picture. How many crews had Mack said there were and how many prospects did they recruit for each contest? Certainly those numbers were well short of the 100-plus prospects listed here. Mack clearly hadn't lied about just how in demand places in the contest were.
Isobel flicked back to the third page and ran her eyes along the faces shown. The women were all white, all in their twenties or thirties and all attractive in their various ways. Those high standards that Mack had talked about. You had to pass a certain bar to even be listed here.
Which she, Isobel Denver, was. She felt a little surge of excitement and pleasure at that. It might have been somewhat shallow and superficial but it still felt good, very good.
Back to page two and more images, each a woman hoping to become a woman of one of the crews. Knowing what that meant and what that might mean. She kept scanning back until she reached the bottom of the first page and the picture that she knew she had been looking for.
Zoe. She looked young, excited and seriously beautiful in that head-and-shoulders image. There was a button below her image and Isobel pressed it.
There were two sets of images and three videos. Isobel opened the first expecting it to match her own. However, Zoe was simply shown before a whitewashed wall. There was no suggestion of exotic outfits or of an audience except the person taking the pictures. She was in her usual style of dress - at least initially. The images followed the process of her divesting herself of that clothing until she stood before the wall naked.
Isobel might have felt ashamed to be looking at those pictures except for the expression on Zoe's face. There was no trace or fear there and the only nervousness was the excited sort. There was no doubt that she was a willing participant, indeed an eager one.
Isobel scrolled down the screen and noticed, for the first time, that there were postings below the final picture. Each was identified only by a letter and a number.
'V3 - Real cute. Got my approval.'
'S2 - Love me a little blonde ho. Always look good riding my Big Black Cock.'
'M6 - Give that girl a fine pair of titties and she'd be top grade.'
'H4 - Take that little bitch round some places I know and a man could retire on the proceeds.'
'B4 - Her tits ain't bad. Got a nice shape to them. I kinda prefer natural.'
'H1- Nothing better than big natural titties but I'll settle for big fake ones. Besides I like a girl to make an effort.'
'S6 - Yeah - she's in for sure if she'll show some commitment.'
'V5 - Best you be reading this little bitch. You want to ride well you know what we want."
The second set of images were superficially similar and had been posted only a week or so ago. However there was a very real difference and once you noticed that difference it was blatantly obvious. Zoe herself had changed. Her breasts were larger and fuller though they did not look obviously fake. Without the earlier images you might never have known. Again there were comments after the last image but they were different this time.
'H1 - Now that little ho looks worth owning. The Dr knows his business.' Next to the comment was a tick symbol.
'M3 - Thought she was fine before but you all was right. Pair of bolt-ons suit her real good.' The tick symbol followed it.
'S1 - Blonde hair, big tits, little feet - this one needs breeding for sure.' Then the tick again.
'H1 - Gonna compete for her? Don't worry about that 'cos when we win we'll make sure to get the job done!'
'B2 - Watch out Blondie looks like us niggas all planning on knocking you the fuck up!' The tick symbol.
'B1 - Bitch'll look good with a full belly. Maybe we need to stake a claim.' The tick symbol.
Those were just the first of many, many, more. A stream of comments vividly and obscenely describing just what they all wanted to do with Zoe. Each accompanied by the tick symbol until a final message appeared.
'Mc - That's the majority. Zoe is an approved prospect subject to draft. What you say J you still want her as your No 1?'
'H1 - Yeah - she'll put points on the board and we'll put a baby in her belly. Thass guaranteed. Heights draft her No 1.'
'Mc - Then that's in the book. Zoe belongs to the Heights crew.'
Isobel looked at the words on her screen. It didn't tell her anything that she hadn't already guessed but it was something else to see it all spelled out like that. Somehow she had assumed it would all turn out be a fake or a scam or a joke or something. Now her own experiences suggested that wasn't true. The words she was reading carried a lot of weight once you understood and accepted that fact.



Isobel cast a quick eye over the rest of Zoe's page. Alongside the images were three videos. She recognised one immediately. The one at the gym when Jerome had collared Zoe. Jerome was the leader of the Heights - or you might call him 'H1'. At least you could say that Jerome and his friends didn't hide their plans for a woman. Zoe had to have seen this and yet she still...
Isobel couldn't help wondering how she would react in the same circumstances. The thought was barely in her mind before a realization hit her. She went back to her own page on the site and to that photo gallery. This time she went to the final image and scrolled down.
Even as she went to her page she still told herself that there would be no comments, that she would never have attracted the sort of attention that her younger friend had. That just didn't happen to women like Isobel Denver.
Well, on that point she was wrong. There were indeed comments, lots of comments. There were those tick symbols too.
Isobel looked away from the screen. Did she really want to do this? Everything sensible told her to put a stop to this now. This was no game but it was also no trap - those who went beyond a certain point knew just what they were getting into.
Isobel gently bit her lower lip with her even, white, teeth. She took a deep breath and then she began to read the comments.
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V2 - 'Where the fuck this one been hiding - need to see more of her.' Tick mark.
M6 - 'Might be the best of a real good year.' Tick mark.
B3 - 'This one is made for the Black man.' Tick mark.
M1 - 'Just my type - consider my crew very interested.' Tick mark
S1 - 'Potential for sure but small titties and how's her attitude?'
Mc - 'They ain't so small and her attitude is good.'
S1 - 'Well if she proves it by trading up then she gets a tick.'
H1 - 'Shit man did you ever see a girl and not what her to have bigger tits?'
S1 - 'White girls always look best with real big titties.'
H1 - 'True - but this one got a donk on her. Fucking made to take Black cock.' Tick mark.
V2 - 'Don't look the type to give her booty up to us niggas.'
B5 - 'Just makes it better when they do. Love to fuck that ass of hers.' Tick mark
S4 - 'White girl needs to be all holes available. Gotta keep her men happy. She up for that M?'
Mc - 'Early days.'
OG - 'Fuckers ain't got no sense. Booty waits till you filled that sweet flat belly out full. Knock the bitch up first and then think about tapping that booty.'
S4 - 'Means nothing if bitch all whitebread and shit.'
OG - 'I've looked into this one's eyes and had that sweet whooty dancing for me. She might not know it all the way yet but she a prime piece in the making. A slut finding out all she for is to please the Black man, make him hard and take his cum. Whenever and wherever her men want. Good enough for ya?'
S4 - Tick mark.
V2 - Tick mark
B3 - 'If OG approves then that's good enough for me.' Tick mark.
S5 - 'Bitch won't look so whitebread once she got a little nigga swelling out her belly.' Tick mark.
V3 - 'Thass a deal. Sweet piece needs a Black baby-daddy.' Tick mark.
***
So it went on - on and on - the comments written under her pictures. Men who wanted to fuck her, to knock her up, to own her. It had been intense reading their comments about her friend Zoe but reading them and knowing they were talking about her. That took things to a whole new level. Daunting for sure but also exciting.
It shouldn't be - she knew that well enough. The crass crudity of some of the comments, the objectification of her body and self, her reduction to a mere sexual plaything of these men. A focus first for their fantasies, then their desires and finally, as she could no longer doubt, for their planned reality. Becoming part of the contest with all that was implied by that.
She wasn't supposed to be doing this. Any of this. She was Isobel Denver and women like her didn't do this. The thoughts flashed through her brain even as she was scrolling back up to the top of the screen. She was wearing a skirt just like Mack liked. Now she also appreciated one of the benefits of following his preferences. She could easily slip off her panties and her fingers could find her pussy as she read all of those crass crude comments through again, but slower this time.
She had needed that touch and her breath quickly began to come in ragged gasps. Her excitement making it easy, fluid. She could put faces to some of those labels. 'Mc' was Mack - her Black Master, the man who had recruited Zoe and then her into this whole thing. The man who was training them and leading them down the wondrous rabbit hole of interracial desire. 'M1' was DeSean, the intensely attractive African-American leader of the Madison crew. It was impossible not to be pleased and excited by his expression of interest in her.
'H1' was Jerome, the leader of the Heights crew. An intensely confident and dominant Black man who had already collared Zoe and claimed her for the upcoming contest. The thought of what Jerome had planned for the blonde only made Isobel's fingers move faster in her wet pussy. If only Jerome was here now - she'd willingly take that collar too. Take it and do her best to earn the privilege of wearing it. Jerome was a man who knew what he wanted and just how to get it.
'S1' had to be the leader of the Stratford crew, coming out of another of the more tough areas of an already notorious city. Just as was with the Heights the videos coming out from the Stratford Crew tended to have an edge to them. A lot of crude talk and enough raw action to prove their words weren't just hot air. Just as he wanted proof that Isobel herself wasn't a mere wannabe. The proof Zoe had already provided and that Isobel knew, in that moment, she would never deny them.
She could identify another of the labels too. 'OG' - the poster who had been the most blatant in his desire to fuck her, to make her pregnant with a Black man's baby. He had given himself away with one of those posts. She lived in the modern world and she had met or worked with many African-American men, both in California and here. However, the number she had lap-danced for could be counted on two fingers and only one of them had looked into her eyes like that, had read her very soul. 'OG' was Sly, the old man from the auto shop.
Sly had been involved in the Contest from its beginnings. She had seen proof of that and also proof that he didn't just talk about knocking up white girls - he did it. Or at least he had done it. The Contest had apparently been held 38 times and Sly hadn't been a teenager even back then. He had to be in his late sixties at the youngest. He couldn't still expect to knock up young white girls could he?
"She is fucking fly man - I tell you this one could get me out of retirement!"
Her fingers paused for a moment as she remembered those words. They had gone over her head at the time but now, in a moment of blinding clarity, she understood them perfectly. Isobel closed her eyes and her fingers resumed their work, more urgently as she remembered how Sly had looked at her. Remembered also that big bulge that she had rubbed her butt against as she lap-danced for him.
She could hear her fingers work now, her pussy's warmth and wetness expressing itself. Her arousal and desire were undeniable. It didn't matter what she was supposed to do and what she was not supposed to do. All that mattered was where she was and how she felt now. Never mind why or how - this was her real self and this was what she needed.
'Would you give me to Sly Mack - would you let that old man try to put his baby in my belly? Would you? Would you let him try to knock me up?' The thought surged into her brain with such power she almost believed it could have been telepathically communicated to her Black master. She stopped and opened her draw, took out the big Black dildo that Mack had sent her, the one modelled on a Black porn performer.
It had always seemed way too big to play with but now nothing else would do. She knew that Mack, Jerome and Sly were all big men. Not maybe as big as this toy but they were the real thing, full of blood and seed, with behind them a dominant Black man's mind and his demands. She had to be ready for them. The 'Julius Flint II' slid snugly into her well lubricated pussy. She gasped and then began to fuck herself with it. It felt good, really good, so she kept pushing and working until her fingers were at the entrance of her cunt again. Now she was full - as full as she would be with Mac or Sly. Except this was just a toy unable to fuck her unless at her direction. This couldn't surprise her and this couldn't fill her with potent African seed. You played games with toys and she was getting tired of just playing games. She visualised herself with Mac and Sly - just like the women in those pictures from long ago. She imagined herself being fucked by them, being filled by them, finding out the consequences of giving herself to such dominant, potent, men.
She put a hand to her mouth to try to stifle her cries as she orgasmed and orgasmed hard. Harder than she could ever remember. Still felling that big toy in her and knowing full well what it was a precursor for.
It was an intense fantasy and it took her a while to come down from its effects. She went and fetched herself a drink. Not water or juice - a real drink. She needed to feel the little burn of alcohol.
She really should go to bed - she knew that. However, she wanted to go check that latest set of messages again. First her own and then Zoe's. There was an additional message at the end of Zoe's latest video thread.
'Zoe - Tonight was amazing. So great! Video will be up tomorrow with luck. Hope we all got the job done. Can't imagine what that feels like but I really want to find out. If I don't win the contest then it might be worth it to find out!'
There were no responses to that yet. It could only have posted in the last few moments. What had her young friend been doing over in the big bad city? Isobel felt a sense of excitement building in her again. Zoe might find she was biting off a little more than she could comfortably chew. These men weren't playing games and they made no secret of all they had planned for Zoe. Isobel checked herself and corrected that thought. All they had planned for Zoe and also for herself.
Isobel came to a decision and closed her lap-top. She needed to sleep. Which was fine - except it was then that the dreams came.
***
"All well my brotha!"
That was the voice of Jerome coming through her speaker - Isobel would know it anywhere. He was obviously carrying the phone or the camera.
Two coal-black fists met in a gesture of greeting and recognition. "Bitch is doing just fine. Five niggas pulling a train on her and she just squealing and howling for more. Remember when she was a sweet, innocent, little thing?"
Jerome laughed. "Sweet and innocent don't pay the bills and she about to have some extra expenses."
The men laughed as only men supremely confident in getting just exactly what they wanted laughed. Even the sound of it made Isobel need to take a hold on herself. Well, to be truthful, to move her hand to a very particular part of herself.
Jerome moved on into a large room. The building was almost open-plan. You could see that immediately. Two open spaces connected this room to another equally large one. There were three other men in this room, all grouped by the wall close to one of those openings. Through the openings you could see other men. Some were naked and stroking their cocks while others were moving around with cameras and phones. There were reflectors set up to catch and direct the light. Isobel had seen those before - placed to get the right light when they had been filming short videos in college. She didn't need telling what was happening in that other room even though the focus of activity, of all those men's attention, was hidden from her at present.
She also didn't need to register that all of the men, clothed or unclothed, in this room or the other, were dark-skinned African Americans. That didn't need to be noticed - that was the way things were.
Jerome moved forward to the little cluster of clothed men in the first room. At their center was a smaller form, towered over by the big Black men.
That only made sense as Isobel knew. Zoe was a few inches shorter even than she was herself. At the center of those men she was enjoying all of their attention. You could see that right away. The sparkle in her wide eyes, the slight flush on her pale cheeks, the way she was holding her body and the way she was reacting to each man's comments. Trying to share her attention among them all - trying to savour every bit of their obvious interest in her and desire for her.
How couldn't they be interested in her? How couldn't they desire her? Zoe looked truly beautiful at that moment. She had it all. Not just the good looks but also the enthusiasm, the excitement that radiated from her. Was there also a little something else that had to draw men like this to her. The impression that here was a young woman out of her depth but who had no idea by just how far?
Isobel felt her body tense at that thought. Zoe could always pull off the 'innocent' look even if apparently it wasn't always deserved. Contrasting her youthful freshness with these men, older and distinctly blue-collar, just made it all the more intense. Anyway - it wasn't like Isobel could stop this. It had all already happened and that last message suggested Zoe had no problem with how things had worked out.
There was no need to be worried about this - no need to feel any responsibility for not putting a stop to it. Everyone involved was an adult, able to make their own decisions. Isobel's decision at that moment was to quickly reach out and grab her big black dildo. She added some lube, her eyes still fixed on the screen, but it probably wasn't necessary. That thick, if fake, black cock slid easily into her at the first push. Now she could really enjoy the show.
"My collar looks good on you. You been through there yet?" Jerome's voice was imperious, commanding.
Zoe was wearing a jacket but with its neck open so that her collar was visible, black leather stark against the milk-white skin of her neck. "No sir - I've stayed here like you told me."
"She's been a good girl," said one of the other men, most notable for his black beard.
"Won't be that for long with my collar on her." Jerome's response drew a wave of laughter from the other men. "Now then little slut you been doing right by my friends here?"
Zoe had been trying to join in with the laughter. Now her attention was brought sharply to the men around her. She knew that her collar didn't just signify Jerome's ownership of her; it meant she was owned by the whole Heights crew. In the contest she would be at the beck-and-call of every one of them. By the look on her face it was clear that the prospect daunted her but also excited her.
One of the men tapped her on the shoulder and she nervously smiled at him as he left her to go into the other room, pulling his top up over his head as he did so. A wave of noise came out of the other room, perhaps to greet him or maybe as a coincidence. Cheers of men and a loud female cry, half scream and half joyous release.
"She's fresh - new to all this. So don't take offence at her being a little shy and a lot over-dressed. We gonna be training her up good." Jerome's dark fingers reached for Zoe's chin and his thumb eased her face up a little. Then his hand moved slowly across the pale skin of her neck. His fingers tightening gently on her just above his collar. The other men muttered their approval, their eyes devouring the young white piece. Each one of them, without doubt, wishing she was in the next room.
Zoe swallowed nervously and licked her lips.
Jerome laughed a low laugh as he let the little blonde slut go, a laugh with precious little humor in it. "Seen anything like this before little slut?" She shook her head in response. "You'll get used to it. Thass just the way we roll. Sometimes little sluts like the ones next door need some extra attention to get them where they need to be. You know what we doing here?"
"A party," said Zoe with a nervous giggle.
"Special sort of party. Kind of a thing with the Heights crew."
"The winning crew," grunted another of the men who looked like a Black biker. A big man in his late forties with a prominent belly and limbs like tree trunks. Zoe looked at him with more interest - understood that this man as least was another of the Heights men. Another of her Black Masters.
"Fuck yeah we are," said Jerome, "We win because we pick the best little bitches, the elite. They score the highest-level points for us. All but two of our drafted sluts did just that this time. Contest might be over but the little sluts next door are going to keep our record a perfect 100%."
"Don't worry baby," a man with a wicked scar down the left side of his face and an even more wicked smile stroked a dark finger down Zoe's pale cheek. "We can arrange as many of these as it takes and we got plenty of friends wanting in on the action. Heights got a reputation for these things and fine little sluts like you gonna make sure we keep it."
Jerome laughed again but this time he did sound amused. "Careful bro or you gonna scare our new little slut. You regretting your choices already slut?"
"No - no - not at all!" The rush to enunciate the words left no doubt as to their truth.
There was another cheer of deep male voices from the other room. A slight rhythmical noise from in there had ceased but almost before anyone had noticed the fact it started up again.
A man emerged from the other room. He was doing up his pants.
"How they doing Clyde?" The man with the scar had asked the question.
"Couple of fucking fine white sluts. Dunno where you brothas find them. Look all cute and shit but they see a Black dick and they creaming. The brunette been yelling for us to get the job done. I dropped my load - I figure it won't be no problem."
Scarface nodded and then wandered over into the other room, undoing his belt as he did so.
"You know who he's talking about don't you little slut?" Jerome shot the question at Zoe.
She nodded and her chin dropped a little.
The big biker guy looked very pleased with himself. "No matter how much you tell them they all think we gotta be frontin' or somethin'. Well - you getting the idea we're the real deal by now? Looking all nervous and whitebread there girl, think you gonna measure up to being our slut? Gonna be a whole lot of Black cock resizing them holes. All of them holes. Training you up like you need to be if you gonna try to roll in our hood. You got a look to draw all the nastiest niggas from miles around."
Jerome's finger complacently tapped Zoe's collar. "She's made her decision. You doing like I told you little slut? I know it's gotta be difficult for a cute little white ho like you."
"Yes Master,"
"No sex until the contest starts."
"No Master."
"Not even a hand-job - what happened to that cracka boyfriend you had?"
"I dumped him - he wouldn't understand... about this."
"What the fuck has it go to do with any limp-dicked cracka? You way too fine for them anyway. Premium pieces like you are reserved for the Black man - you know that don't you?" That was the Biker talking.
"Yes Master - no fucking until the contest and no cracka dick ever - even for a hand-job. I understand Master."
"Thaass what I like to hear! She's a cute little whore ain't she!" Two more dark-skinned Black men had arrived and after talking to the doorman had come to join the two men with Zoe.
There was another round of cheering next door. The Biker brotha heaved his bulk away from the wall and set off for the other room. A man would leave there soon. Isobel knew that, whether the camera caught him or not. There was a slow but steady stream of fresh Black men moving through into that other room. Ready to enjoy what lay beyond that wall. Isobel knew what that would be and she knew Isobel did too.
"These two ain't with my crew - they my 'guests' here. Now you know a man needs to treat his guests good don't you little slut? Needs to provide entertainment," he glanced in the direction for the other room, "needs to provide an appetizer too." Now he looked straight into Zoe's perfect blue eyes as she looked up at him.
He said no more but he didn't need to. Zoe moved her pale hands to the zipper of her jacket and pulled it down
"Fuck there - thass what I'm talking about." The man closest to her moved his dark hand up to cup Zoe's breast through her thin top. His friend was well-dressed and had more of a businessman look to him. He moved behind the young blonde and helped her off with her jacket. All very gentlemanly but the end result was that she was losing her clothes.
The first man was groping both her breasts now. His thumbs teasing the bumps her hard nipples made through the thin material of her top. "These are some fine titties - I'd have sworn they was naturals."
"The man knows his business - they the best money can buy," said Jerome wryly. "In time I'll take her back over there for another upgrade but just for now they are all good. Get that top off little slut. Let the men see them fine new titties."



Zoe pulled up her top and revealed her pale, flat, belly.
"Woah - just look at that. " The second man stoked his dark fingers over the newly-exposed pale skin. "Ain't that pretty but it surely means we need this one in the next room."
"In time," said Jerome, "in time."
Zoe just completed taking off her top and then looked from man to man. They moved in front and behind her. Dark hands fondling her breasts and her butt. She seemed to shiver at their touch but that wasn't out of fear or discomfort. It was pure excitement, Isobel knew that just from watching the way her friend stood and the way she looked at the men.
"FUCK," came a half-growl, half-shout from the other room. A woman cried out and then there was another wave of cheers, whistles and crude comments.
The businessman-type abandoned his post squeezing Zoe's tight little rear end and headed into the other room. It didn't matter because another three men had just cleared the man at the door. They greeted Jerome and then made a beeline for Zoe. A cute topless little white bitch was clearly no great surprise here but she was fresh around here and even better she looked it.
"Let a brotha get his share," said a big and frankly fat man in his late thirties, sweat on his face and with a bald head contrasting with his dark beard. He moved in to fondle Zoe's breasts and squeeze her long sensitive nipples. He chuckled when she reacted to the sensations produced. "Surprised you ain't got this one to Izeye," he said to Jerome, "these fuckas were made to be pierced."
"In time," Jerome again complacently responded, "in time."
"Flat-assed white bitch but they real nice titties. Tell me bitch you got any friends with a real booty to them?" That was another of the new arrivals.
"I do know someone," said Zoe as she leaned back into the big Black guy behind her. He was kissing her neck and rubbing himself against her butt. She didn't seem to have a problem with it.
"Your little bitch got no manners." That was the last of the new arrivals. Late twenties and with a fierce swagger to everything he did. "Over in Madison we got our hos trained better. This one should be on her knees and sucking Black cock by now."
Zoe turned and looked at Jerome. Did she expect support or was she maybe checking for approval?
"Black man just told you to get to sucking cock little slut," was all he said, "you know what's expected." He said it as if it meant nothing. As if sucking a succession of Black strangers' cocks was no big deal for a white girl. Presumably because, around Jerome, it wasn't.
"Bitch is wearing pants. Wanna see that booty first." That was growled by yet another new arrival.
Zoe had a tight pair of jeans on. She looked to her Black Master again.
"She got pants on because that pussy's off limits for now. She's with my crew for the contest. Fuck it - get them jeans off girl. Show these men what me and my bros are going to be enjoying."
Zoe didn't hesitant once ordered, or should that be given permission. She turned and sexily wriggled her jeans down over the curve of her bottom. She paused a moment and then reached back to squeeze her own butt cheeks. She wasn't wearing panties and the movement made her shaved white pussy blossom a little. Did the camera catch a hint of moisture there?
"Not much of a booty but that looks like a sweet white pussy. Seems like this little bitch is a naughty one too." There was an edge of desire in the man's voice, also of appreciation. Zoe looked at him and she had a look on her face that Isobel hadn't seen before.
What was it like to be in that room - showing yourself to a group of Black strangers or rather to a lot of groups of Black strangers? Knowing what was going on in that next door room. Knowing that at a signal from Jerome the men would take you through that door with all that entailed. Knowing that you wouldn't object, let alone resist, knowing that it was what you were made for. Knowing just what Zoe knew at that moment - what that expression on her face told anyone who knew.
"Fuck - Fuuck - FUUUCK - FUUUUUCCKK - FUUUUUUUCCCCKK!" Isobel felt her legs spasm, felt moisture, a lot of moisture, around that monster of a toy, felt herself cum as hard as she could remember. Just at the idea of it and Zoe had actually been there! She kept the big Black dildo pushing in and out of her pussy as her other hand worked her clit.
On screen two more men walked out of that other room. They had their pants on and were pulling their tops over their heads. One joked with the men around Zoe. "If you're late then you wait. Don't worry the rest of us have got the job done! See ya later."
"You getting yo nut Jay?" One of the waiting men asked.
"Nah," said Jerome complacently, "I'm good. Got to nut in each of them before we really got started. Warming them up for you. You ever get two horny little white hos like that just put one on the other and fuck 'em in turn. When you about ready to blow just pump a couple in one and then pull out and give the rest to the other bitch. Double the fun and about the only time this nigga ever pulls out of a white slut."
He turned his camera and now Isobel could see Zoe. The jeans had gone now and she was seated on the arm of a couch. The rude man from earlier was in front of her and he had stripped off his shirt to reveal a dark muscular and heavily tattooed torso. His sweatpants had been pulled down to reveal a sizable coal-Black cock. Zoe was sucking him - her pale hands obvious against the dark of his flesh, her blonde head bobbing up and down his shaft
The dam-gates seemed to break at that. Men weren't waiting to go next door to ditch their clothes any more. Soon there were four basically naked Black men surrounding the small white form of Zoe. She was moving her head from Black cock to Black cock, using her hands to stimulate one or two more at a time. The polite man from earlier was on her knees before her with his face buried between her legs. Black fingers roamed over her pale skin, Black mouths kissed and sucked at her enhanced white-girl titties. Black eyes roamed and devoured and desired.
"Fuck it Jerome - this one is something special. Girl you got any friends just like you but with a bigger booty?" A different group of men but that same question. Now this group laughed, perhaps jeered was the better description.
Zoe didn't seem to care - her eyes were wide and sparking again, betraying her excitement. She took the latest Black cock from her mouth. "You like redheads?"
"Love fucking me a ginger!"
"I think I know someone you'd all like." Zoe laughed to herself, a strangely light and joyous sound in the surroundings. Then she was back to sucking that Big Black Cock - or was it a different one, there had been a lot.
"She's a bad one." laughed a man.
"She's a natural," corrected Jerome. "Didn't hardly need no training. A few days too young for the contest last time but that didn't stop her turning one of her friends out. The one she just been talking about - that's some kind of a relative. I seen her - real fine but needs bigger titties. Just like this one did. Maybe soon we'll have kissing cousins in the next room there for you all. Interested?"
The five guys loudly confirmed that they were more than just interested.
"Keep in touch them. I can guarantee this little white ho will be available soon as we got that contest won again."
Zoe just kept sucking and stroking and serving. However, Isobel hardly noticed anymore. She knew who they had been talking about. She knew how that made her feel and she also knew what she had to do.
"About time to close up," Jerome said to the man at the door.
As he went to do so a last man heaved his way into their room and passed something to him. The last arrival was big, not tall but almost round. His sweating face was a deep blue-Black, his eyes like dark pebbles in a sea of flab. He dumped his shirt before the man at the door had even closed it behind him. It revealed rolls of fat dark flesh that seemed to cascade down his body. He kicked off his pants and his cock was already hard. Not a particularly Big Black Cock and it was sort of dwarfed by rolls of flab but Zoe still beckoned him closer and soon she was sucking his cock.
"Left it late man," commented Jerome.
"Fuck it," panted the big man as he rested a hand of big fat fingers on Zoe's head, "been out collecting and shit. This one is nice - alright if I bust my nut in her?"
The blonde head did not pause - Zoe just kept sucking. Was she excited by the prospect - that surely wasn't possible. Was it just that it was for her Master to decide and not her?
"Not today Clyde," said Jerome, "but I'll let you know soon as she is available. I think this little slut likes the idea."
Fingers tightened in blonde hair and Clyde pulled Zoe's head from his cock. She gasped in surprise and no doubt a little pain. It was hard to tell Clyde's age - all of that fat could be deceptive. Now he looked into the young white girl's face with a leer. "That right girl - you want to have this big fat nigga fuck ya?"
"Yes please sir." The words were clear and unforced.
Clyde just laughed. "Dumb whores are all the same. Anyway I can guarantee you gonna be getting your wish girl. See if I can't plant a little Clyde in that lily-white belly. Now get back to sucking my cock."
She did just that but by now Clyde was the last man with her. Finally it was his turn to go through to the next room. Maybe there had been a pre-arrangement or a signal between him and Jerome but Clyde just grasped Zoe's wrist and pulled her with him as he went through into the other room. The forward motion of his Black bulk leaving her little choice but to go with him. Jerome, with his camera, followed them.
On a bed to one side, well lit, was a woman. She was blonde and in her late twenties or early thirties and she was lying back on the bare sheets, looking at the ceiling with almost glazed eyes. There was cum on her face, in her hair and over her large breasts. She shifted her legs up a little and the camera zoomed in on a well-fucked pussy, a white pussy full and brimming over with Black seed. Her hand idly played with herself, the light glinting on her wedding ring.
Jerome patted the woman on the shoulder. "You done well girl."
Then he went to the other bed in that large space. Two men with cameras were catching all of the action, a man was putting on his pants and the last of the evening's attendees was taking his turn.
This second girl just seemed to be engulfed in Black flesh. Hanging on for dear life as Clyde fucked her hard and fast. Zoe stood next to them, naked and with her hands playing with her own pussy.
Jerome brought his camera in to focus on the second girl's face, pinned there under the weight of the man on top of her.
"Ugh - Ugh - Ugh," her tired moans were beating out the rhythmn of the fat man's thrusts. Isobel hardly heard them. She knew this girl - she had seen her before. Seen her on a video where she was picked up, nervous and excited, at a train station. Sneaking away from her white boy to try Black cock. Now, less than nine months later, she was here.
Nine months. The thought of that time-span spent a new surge of excitement through Isobel. She now understood this was all about making sure Julie's next nine months changed her life even more fundamentally than the last nine had.
"Fucking white whore," grunted the fat man.
"Yeah," gasped Julie.
"Taking all this nigga nut."
"Yeah."
"You on the pill slut?"
"No - never."
"Knocking you up you dumb ho."
"Fuck yeah - make it count." Tired white legs tried to wrap themselves around his bulk but his sweat made him slippery and he was left to roar out his triumph as he arched his back and powered his potent load deep into her.
There was some chance he'd have a coronary but finally the fat man rolled off his whore and began to mop his face before collecting his clothes.
Julie just lay there ridden hard and used up, at least for today. Just like the other woman she gazed up at the ceiling with glassy eyes, her chest rising and falling as she sucked in badly-needed oxygen. Was she aware of her surroundings any more? Had she been aware of anything for a while except the latest Black cock plowing her pussy, the latest heavy load of seed dumped in her pussy?
It hadn't all gone there. Just as with the other woman there was cum all over Julie. One eye was seriously blood-shot and cum stuck in her hair and had dried on her cheeks. Sweat and cum was all over her body too but most had gone where it was needed. Deep into her receptive body. Only a small part of that total potent load escaping to coat her pussy lips and thighs.
"Got a friend to see you little slut." Jerome was talking to Julie now but clearly it was easier to just call all of his white girls 'little slut'.
You could see Julie make a mental effort to focus, to grasp what he was saying. She was obviously bone-tired, exhausted both physically and mentally.
"Got your friend Zoe here."
Now Julie's eyes did open all the way, one perfect and clear the other blood-shot from a Black stranger's semen. Her brown hair was plastered onto her face, held there by cum and sweat. She stared at Zoe who just smiled that naughty girl smile of hers.
"You ever wondered how we knew about them fantasies of yours. All them fantasies you done lived out since you met us. You ever wonder who let us know about you? You ever wonder how we knew just what buttons we had to press to get you where you needed to be." He gestured at Julie with his hand. "To get you where you is now. You ever wondered?"
There it was. The silver joyous tinkling laugh of Zoe. A sound of such innocence and joy.
Even in her current state Julie managed to process that - especially that laugh. She turned her head and finally recognized Zoe.
"How? Why?" There was no accusation in the words - Julie was gone way too far to think in those terms anymore.
"I was two weeks short of twenty-one when the last contest started so I couldn't play." Zoe adopted a mock-pout. "So, since I found out early, I had time to work out another cute little plaything for my Black masters. It was so good that we shared so much as friends with benefits. All those little secrets and naughty desires." There was that laugh again. "Now I get to start the contest with another 100 points in the bank - for recruiting a white girl. Shame you are just a friend and not a relative because that would be 200 points."
Jerome's dark finger stroked the one part of Julie's cheek that wasn't encrusted in cum. "So you helped us win last time and you already helping Heights win next time too. Proud of you girl."
Julie looked straight at him and straight into the lens of the phone he held. What was in that look? Pride. Devotion. Worship. There was no doubt that Julie had been trained up good.
"Look at you girl." His voice was smooth, seductive. "Satisfying all my friends - making your Master proud. What happened to that white boy of yours?"
"Don't know - Don't care."
"You a Black-only bitch." His finger moved to the tattoo above her pussy. The words 'BLACK' and 'ONLY' framing that familiar Queen of Spades symbol.
"Black only - Black always - Any Black."
"Condoms? Birth control?"
"Never. You know that Master."
"This your most fertile time girl?" They had to know all of this. This was clearly just for the camera's benefit. Isobel remembered someone had said about how powerful white men liked to watch such videos, would pay very heavily for the opportunity. Either with their own money or, preferably, the taxpayer's.
"All primed to make a baby Master." Julie was coming back to herself now. She could at least form sentences even if she did sound very tired.
"Got the fertile white pussy - got the potent nigga nut. Just one extra little thing needed to try to make sure of that belly of yours. You want to do it girl?"
"Yes." No hesitation or doubt in that single word. Just a determination to have the whole experience. To enjoy it all and to please and serve her Black Master.
Jerome snapped his fingers and pointed at Zoe. The young woman beamed a smile of pure joy and then moved between Julie's legs. She began to lap up all that cum that slicked Julie's thighs, used her fingers to tease her friend's abused clit and to push escaped Black seed back into her pussy. Then Zoe's mouth and lips were at Julie's pussy itself, exploring and stimulating. Savouring those fresh new tastes while working Julie the way she knew the brunette liked it.
It was working. Despite her fatigue Julie was responding to that familiar touch. She closed her eyes and her upper teeth were slightly visible as they bit gently down on her lower lip, the blood showing under the skin there, just as in her cheeks. Her muscles started to tense in her neck and then became more and more rigid. Her hands held the blonde hair of her friend as Zoe used her tongue and fingers to claim her reward.
Jerome's voice still had that unusual, seductive, tone. Coaxing them on to complete matters as he wanted and intended. "Gotta let yourself go girl. Let yourself cum on this blonde slut's tongue. Supposed to help that nigga nut get where your little white egg is. So I've heard - can't hurt anyway can it baby. I like the idea mother nature is working hard to make sure you little white whores all get a belly full of Black baby."
Julie's neck muscles were like whip-chords now, her whole body tensed and on the edge. As his last words reached her brain she gasped and shuddered and came hard.
Zoe licked her lips as she stood, a satisfied smile on her face.
"You think you done little slut?" Jerome's voice was back to the authoritarian tone expected of a Black Master. "There's another pussy needs cleaning and priming over there."
He and Julie watched Zoe as she scampered across to the other woman. They heard the semi-protesting slurred words as the latter woke to find a beautiful young girl licking her hard-used pussy.
"You know the best thing." Jerome spoke low though in time he had to know Zoe would hear his words on the video. It already had to be obvious to all of the Black men just how much the little whore loved watching herself. "That little slut there done got you Blacked, turned out and now Black bred. Chances are today but if not then next month or the one after that..."
He held out a hand and Julie nuzzled it against her pale cheek. For all the world like a pet with her adored master. "The best thing is now you and me are going to return the favor for her. Get her Blacked, get her turned out and get her Black bred. I've known she was needing it all from the first moment I saw her."
"Afterwards I'm gonna make sure it's me putting the second little nigga in each of your bellies. I like the idea of you both with my little bastards kicking inside you at the same time. Make you both my baby-mommas. Like sorta sisters."
Julie just kept stroking her cheek on his hand but she was listening, you could tell that she heard every word.
"Yeah - I like the idea of that. It'll be real fucking hot." Jerome patted Julie's head with his free hand as he watched Zoe make the other woman cum.
***
How many times had she watched the video? Isobel couldn't remember but she had watched it a lot. In all the spare time freed up by her own Master, Mack, putting her off for two weeks.
There had been some welcome news. Well, welcome in a selfish way. Her sister's husband was being held up a little longer than expected down in Chile. Ensuring the project down there could be handed over complete and a new maintenance contract signed. So Isobel wouldn't have to find another place for a little while at least. Her sister had suggested coming back but Isobel had reassured her that everything was going well. There was no need for her to rush back and be on her own up here. She could stay with her husband - comfortable in the knowledge that all was as it should be.



Which it was - just not in the way her sister thought and certainly not in the way she might prefer.
Meanwhile it ameliorated a worry for Isobel. She was getting short of funds to find a new place by now and she couldn't seem to summon the energy to start looking anyway. She'd try to concentrate on it but other things tended to get in the way. Like watching videos and reading stories and making certain arrangements.
She'd made the initial call immediately after watching that video for the first time. Of course she hadn't exactly been thinking straight and it had been well outside of business hours. It didn't really matter. When the clinic returned her call the following morning she hadn't changed her mind and they had agreed all of the arrangements.
Two days later, courtesy of fast-tracking, she was with Dr Nikola, her procedure pre-paid courtesy of her 'account'. All went according to plan; the man's reputation was well deserved, leaving her to go through her recuperation period.
The thing about surgery is that, no matter how good the surgeon, you need time to recover. The first two weeks were the worst. She knew now why Zoe had been careful to stay away from home during that period. At least Mack had been pleased by her decision.
"Just in time baby. You should be healed up and ready for action at the start of the next contest. You checked out your page? You real near to qualifying for selection. In a couple of weeks we get some new pics, maybe a before and after comparison, then you'll be in - no doubts about it."
'Well I should fucking hope so,' Isobel thought. She remembered how sore she had been in that first week and while the scars were relatively small and already fading in intensity she would still always know they were there.
"When you qualify I'll be in touch again. This time is always the busiest for me. Getting everyone qualified and then the selections made. Now we got a crew that's half fallen apart. Finding a man who can boss a crew and make this thing competitive ain't easy. Heal up good, send me them pictures and like I say I'll be in touch."
She was left with just an image of his hand on his desktop. Not even a glimpse of his big Black cock. She wasn't foolish - she understood they were testing her commitment, perhaps also 'treating her mean to keep her keen'. It didn't make it any the easier.
***
The camera showed a street view, the buildings moving steadily past the viewer's line of sight. It was obvious that they were in a moving car.
It wasn't a good area. There were old decayed rowhouses with their doors and windows boarded up. Most stores were shuttered and those on the corners still in business were obviously largely selling liquor. Small groups of young men were on many corners too. Everywhere there were the gang tags, signalling territories and ownership.
"Not like at your fancy college or down in North Capital eh little slut?"
The lens moved and captured Zoe. Her eyes were wide - just as in that last video. However, it wasn't arousal this time. This time it was shock, perhaps even fear. Zoe was a suburban girl whatever the front she tried to put up. She'd seen pictures of places like this, even seen TV coverage, but never in real life.
"Relax little slut," the man's voice was amused, "you here with Jerome remember. Nothing's gonna happen to you unless I OK it."
Which wasn't quite the same as saying nothing was going to happen to her. The young blonde girl looked at her Black Master with a half-scared, half-hungry, look. Like a girl who knew what she wanted but also absolutely knew that it really wasn't a good idea.
"This is my town you get it? I know every section, every hood, every little border. I know there ain't none of them," he gestured with an elbow towards the latest group of young men they were passing, "could go two blocks North without trouble. Got a route map up in my brain and you need that to be cool around here."
Zoe was just looking out of the vehicle window. Her presence in the car was being noticed. She knew that. She was aware of the looks some of those young African-American men were sending her way.
"What would your parents feel about their sweet little white daughter going to the ghetto like this?"
Now Zoe looked at the driver, her Black Master, and then at his phone where it was propped on the dashboard recording them.
"My folks are cool - I mean they don't know about any of this. They aren't racists but I guess they'd be worried. My Dad especially. I guess step-Mom would be the one who'd get angry." Zoe seemed to think about that for a few moments and then she giggled.
"Yeah - fuck that," despite his crude words Jerome's voice was like smooth rich chocolate, "their baby girl is all growed up now. Able to make her own decisions."
"Yes," said Zoe.
"Also smart enough to know when to let other people make her decisions for her. Like when she in a hood like this. Out here on your own you'd seen be snapped up by all the wolves and sharks prowling round places like this See that guy over there?" He gestured with his elbow again.
Zoe looked and then craned her neck to see the figure now being left behind them. He didn't look much - a thin, aging, African-American like many others in that city.
"Thass the Fox. Runs the next few streets. Controlling the merchandise. Right until you are getting close to the Brownswill Park. Over there it's kinda beat-up."
The camera was catching Zoe's reaction to the landscape they drove past. Even the few stores had gone now. The buildings pretty much all looked abandoned though some might have been home to squatters. There were gaps in the streets left to weed-covered and garbage-strewn empty lots. If this wasn't 'beat-up' then what must that place be like?
"Does he sell - you know?"
Jerome gave a deep bass rumble of a laugh. "If he did I wouldn't be saying so on camera. But he don't. The Fox don't run powder or pills or weed - the Fox runs pussy."
Zoe's eyes widened again - this time with realization. These streets were trashed but they weren't empty. There were a couple of vehicles cruising slowly up and down and there were women on the street, in ones and twos, watching those vehicles.
"Oh," was all she said.
"Fox is OK. Running the streets ain't pretty but he's reasonable with his girls. Not like some of them young bloods from earlier. But in the end you play with the wrong people round here and you just a commodity. Pussy is the way to green and the right white pussy equals a whole lot of green. Ain't getting scared are you little slut?"
"No," the word was just a little too quickly spoken, a little too dogmatic.
"Well that's good. Just that you kinda breathing a little funny. Just remember you with Jerome - let Jerome make all the decisions and everything's gonna be good. Couldn't let a fly little bitch look you out this car alone. You know what'd happen. Nah - with Jerome you be fine - you can do just what you want to do." He loaded those last few words with obvious meaning.
Zoe looked at him and understood. She hitched her skirt up over hips and bared her naked, shaved, pussy. Her fingers went straight to work, masturbating as they cruised through the streets.
They were passing trees now.
"Thass the park," said Jerome, "got the Brownswill runs straight through it. Kinda little river you know. Other side of that park you got North Capital. Where all them yuppies live." He spat, very eloquently, out of his open car window. "But these streets belong to Bone and Bone ain't like Fox. Bone works his tricks hard - no days off and no health plan neither."
There were people by the side of the otherwise deserted and abandoned streets here too. Except that they were different. First, the faces here were mainly white; you could see that even through the massive over-applications of make-up. Second, they were dressed like street hookers, which was no surprise, but somehow something didn't quite seem right.
A tall African-American woman, dressed a little less provocatively than the rest, was talking to one of the white hookers. Something changed hands.
Jerome eased his car to a halt. The woman looked up and then waved the white hooker off approaching the car. Instead she came herself.
"Well hi Jerome - are you finally gonna party?" She really was tall, about 5'10, with a beautiful dark copper skin-tone and long straight black hair hanging down her back to her waist. She was curvy but her body was toned and athletic. She was beautiful too in an almost handsome way - at least ten or so leagues above any of the others on that street.
She looked at Zoe now and the young blonde was captivated by the woman's eyes, they were an amazing amber color. "Maybe you have brought me a present - who is this cute little thing?"
"Easy there Jas," Jerome's words were friendly but firm, "this one is for the next contest. I'm just showing her the sights."
"The contest," said Jas with a teasing smile. "You boys and your silly games. Me and my man don't go through all that foolishness to get what we want."
Jerome shrugged. "Different strokes... Anyway, business good?"
"You know it. Sooner or later they might move us out but for now the rich white boys over there," she tossed her chin over towards the park and the gentrified area beyond it, "do love coming to get their dick sucked and an ass-fuck down here. Long may it continue!" She laughed a light laugh tinged with the rasp of a smoker.
Zoe had been looking at the white hooker, then tried to get a good luck at the others to their left and right down the street. She had suddenly realised why everything had seemed a little strange.
"Now then honey if you get bored of him and playing games then come down and see me and my man." Jas gave Jerome a provocative look but the Black man stayed relaxed.
"See you around Jas."
He put his vehicle in drive and moved off again. "Known Jas for years - since she was just James. Plenty of people got problems with that but why should I care? She ain't got no eye for Black guys - she likes pussy and she likes it white. Finding girls for her and Bone. Turning out white boy cucks and twinks. Her whore there used to be the boyfriend of one of Jas and Bone's girls. Nice and feminized so the white johns can pretend they ain't fags!" Now Jerome really laughed - obviously highly amused.
He pulled his vehicle behind one of the shuttered and abandoned old rowhouses. He immediately extinguished the lights but not before four other vehicles had been momentarily revealed.
"We in the Market now. There are clubs over beyond these two streets. The rest of this is left to us folks. Five-oh may visit but they got bigger concerns than the business here. So long as the street trade is here then it ain't in the suburbs and residential zones. Down here we good and out of sight and mind for the whitebreads."
As her eyes acclimatised to the moonlight, there were no working street-lights back there, Zoe saw that each vehicle apparently had a single occupant. Then she saw movement and realised what was happening. She turned back to Jerome. He had eased his seat back and had undone his pants. Now he pulled out his cock.
"You see what all the whores do here don't ya? Well you my little white whore. So get to doing what all you whores do here."
Zoe didn't hesitate. As his big dark hand grabbed her long blonde hair and pulled it away from her face she leaned forward and took the head of his cock in her mouth. She felt her excitement level grow as his free hand pushed up her skirt and found her hungry pussy.
He wouldn't fuck her tonight. She knew that. She hadn't been fucked for three months. They'd make up for that when the contest started. In the meantime she had to make the most of treats like this. Her head bobbed up and down on his hard shaft as she wondered what it would feel like in her pussy, then in her ass. She hadn't done that yet but she knew these men would want it.
She pulled off his shaft and ran her tongue down his length to nuzzle and lick at his heavy balls. Heavy with all of that cum. She thought of her friend Julie. Had these balls produced that seed that had put the Black baby in her belly? Maybe - but there had been lots of other Black men there that night too. She hoped that, when it was her turn, it would be Jerome that bred her.
He let go of her hair and brought his hand down on her bare, pale, butt.
"Come on little slut - what you dreaming about? That cock ain't gonna suck itself. Gotta earn your keep like all you little white whores."
Zoe picked up the pace and the intensity. Using all that she had learned in sucking a lot of Black cock to please her Black Master. That was what it was all about. Pleasing your Black Master. Then he would keep coming back and that was what mattered more to her than anything else in the whole, wide, world.
***
"You need me to tell you what to wear? This is kinda like your finals girl. You need to impress the examiners." Mack had laughed his deep rumble of a laugh after calling her up to the selection.
Isobel knew what to expect really. It had to be something like the event when she had seen her friend Zoe selected by Jerome. Was it as a team member or was it as their property - or was it both? She wasn't sure but she hoped that she was about to find out.
She thought about that. There would be competition there on the day; she certainly knew that. It would also be the first time the crew chiefs had seen her in person. There would be girls there dressed slutty and she wasn't sure she had the ammunition in her wardrobe to compete. Besides it might be in her advantage to dress sexy but classy. The men might like that. Knowing they were taking a classy married white woman and turning her into their little slut. That was certainly a big theme of a lot of their videos. Maybe the classier the original product the more they would enjoy 'converting' her to a Black cock slut.
However, she couldn't dress too classy. Her outfit couldn't suggest she would fail to live up to her part of the bargain. She could not look like a woman 'too good' for this, a woman who might bail out after her first serious Black fucking. Milquetoast wouldn't be on the menu tonight or on any other night with men like these. Mack had taught her that much at least.
***
It was perhaps ironic that she looked forward to the selection even more because she had never been such a home-body as in the last few weeks. Outside of trips to the local store she had been taking her house-sitting duties extremely seriously to all appearances. In truth she hadn't the funds to go out much. That was also the reason she was wearing this particular outfit.
She had only ever worn it once before to a party celebrating something long forgotten. Her husband had been in a bitch of a mood, distinctly non-celebratory, had finished the evening by denouncing her for dressing like a 'slut'. As if he knew how a real slut would dress. He'd just been upset by the way other men there had looked at her.
Which made the outfit superbly suited to this occassion. A black top which covered her from neck to waist but which was thin and tight. Moulding perfectly to the curves of her breasts, waist and hips. Her denim skirt was tight and short, reaching barely half-way down her thighs. To finish off the ensemble she had a wonderful pair of Saint-Laurent Venetia knee-high heeled boots.
Mack might have been stingy with his time but he had been impeccably generous in his deliveries - like these boots. Like the silver necklace she wore over her black top, creating a very pleasing contrast. He had listened when they had discussed their preferences in clothing and he had a very good eye for what looked good on her. It was just a shame she'd had nowhere really to show the result off - until tonight.
Isobel admired herself in the full-length mirror. There would no doubt be girls there tonight younger than her; no doubt others dressed more provocatively than her. However, one thing was certain. There would be none who looked better than her, a perfect combination of class and sexuality. It was exciting to know that she could still look this good - that time and disappointments hadn't robbed her of the ability. It was even more exciting to know just what reaction her look would garner.
The initial, response, in fact, wasn't entirely positive. The young women gathered there couldn't help but see each other as competition. Most of the places with each of the six crews had already been assigned. If she intended to take part in this contest then a prospect had to make an impression now.
Isobel had expected Mack to be there but in fact it was the smooth talking DeSean, head of the Madison crew, that got the ball rolling.
"Welcome to you all and to my five fellow representatives. Each crew has one place remaining on their original roster and that prospect will be drafted tonight along with an alternate"
Isobel knew DeSean and Jerome by sight and name of course. A third man was also familiar to her from the videos. He was a big barrel-chested man in his forties, his arms covered in gaol house tattoos, who had featured in some of the roughest clips she had seen. The leader of the Stratford crew; representing an area notorious even by H-Town standards. The fourth man was unknown her to her but had to be a representative of Berry or Village. He was much smaller but very dark-skinned. A man with the sharp eyes and the complacent smile of a professional. The fifth was younger but wore heavy gold jewellery and had a gym-style physique. She might have seen the last two on videos but she had seen a lot of contest videos by now. If she had then they hadn't caught her attention like the Stratford boss had.
Last of all there was the sixth representative and he was by far the best known to Isobel - how could she not have known him? She had lap-danced for him after all. It was certainly a surprise to see him there and in a position of some authority but Sly, the old man from the auto shop, was taking it all in his stride. To her surprise he didn't acknowledge her at all. Perhaps she wasn't the only one there that he had already met.
Each of the prospects then had to step up to the front of the stage, identify themselves and then do a sort of catwalk. It was like auditioning for the amateur shows back at college in that way. The six crew representatives seated at the front as the only audience. Sometimes taking notes or taking pictures. It soon became apparent that some prospects drew more attention than others.
When it came to be Isobel's turn she marched to the front of the stage and spoke as she had been instructed to. "I am Isobel Denver and I am applying as a prospect for the next contest." She concentrated on keeping her voice level and clear, her appearance controlled and relaxed, her smile unforced and genuine.
Instantly the Stratford boss raised his phone and took her picture. Jerome and DeSean were not far behind. Sly watched her with the wicked little smile on his face that she already knew was a hallmark of his. The fifth and sixth men didn't even seem to notice her. Well you couldn't please all the people all of the time - even if she might have preferred a little less attention from the Stratford boss. None of the crews were organising vicarage tea parties but the Stratford crew were pretty intense even by the contest's standards and she just didn't find their leader at all attractive.
Her part in the process was easy. Waiting through the other twenty-three women was the bind. Standing there and knowing there could be eyes on you at any moment. Finally, the selectors consulted and read out twelve names.
"The remainder of you - I thank you for your participation. We have details of local establishments that can cater to your desires in a less formal context. We will also possibly contact you with notes regarding re-application next time. In some cases we are unsure of your continuing commitment and my colleague Mack felt a further period of reflection was in order." DeSean beamed his perfect bright smile in just exactly the appropriate way to suggest that those not progressing further should not feel rejected. Now Isobel knew why he took this job. The man was smooth as the finest silk.



Once only surviving prospects remained on stage Jerome simply barked a single word, 'Inspection.' Even as she responded Isobel noted there was also no hesitation from any of the other young women. They quickly and simply divested themselves of all of their clothing and stood in the appropriate position. Facing front with their hands behind their backs and their legs slightly apart.
Now the crew representatives stepped up onto the stage for a closer inspection. The fifth guy only seemed interested in a blonde girl with very big tits and an excited smile. Number six hadn't been hiding his interest in a redhead. Sly was doing the rounds - checking over each of the remaining girls as if he was buying a pedigree brood-mare. DeSean was doing what DeSean did - charming every woman in the place. Jerome and the boss of Stratford honed straight in onto Isobel.
"Fucking greedy ain't you Jerome," muttered the big man as he saw Jerome was on the same mission.
"Always greedy for pussy like this my man," Jerome ignored the hostility in the other's question, "first to enjoy and then to... Well let's just say she meets my requirements. She'll compliment the rest of this contest's stable nicely." He looked around himself. "A couple of the others would do almost as well Tareek but since I noticed your interest in this one I'm kind of minded to have her."
Tareek gave Jerome the sort of look that would have most men curling up into a ball in the corner. Jerome just smiled back at him. It might all be for show but there was a real edge of competition between these two. It wasn't entirely comfortable to be stuck in the middle of them.
"Let's fucking check her over before we go any further," grunted Tareek. He began to roughly maul Isobel's butt and then to fondle her breasts. "Nikola specials - I thought they looked too good to be natural." It wasn't praise or denunciation it was purely descriptive. Tareek's hands were big, dark, and strong. Despite herself, despite the fact she found the boss of the Stratford crew just a shade short of terrifying, Isobel felt her body reacting to the pressure of his fingers and thumbs. Her nipples growing long and hard.
"Thass more like it," smiled Tareek. His smile wasn't at all reassuring. "All in working order." His fingers closed on her left nipple and squeezed hard. Isobel gasped but held her position, her attention now riveted on the twin dark pools of control that were Tareek's eyes.
The big man nodded. "This one interests me. She has that little something about her that me and my crew always enjoy testing. She could break too easy of course but I think we'd get some fun out of her first."
Jerome glared back at him. "Exactly. Thing is I'm planning on teaming her with a little blonde whore I got. You know what potential a duo like that has. So it'll go to the luck of the draw I'm guessing. 50:50 between this little bitch going to the Heights or to Stratford."
"Fucking young bloods can't count. It's a one in three chance not a one in two." The voice was deep, calm and measured. It was also recognizable. The two big young crew bosses broke their mutual alpha-male staring contest and noticed the smaller figure who had joined them. "At least Tareek knows to handle the merchandise before you make a commitment. Didn't I learn you nothing Jerome. A pretty face is all very well but you gotta look out for a nice pair of titties, a nice round donk and, most important, a good attitude. Girl don't have to be easy - she just has to be easy for the right people. When you got a dime like that you know what they call her?"
"A little white slut," said Jerome.
"A sweet white ho," suggested Tareek.
"You both right but in this context you call her Sly's choice. Had her tabbed from the first time I see'd her. Since then I've just been picking my second preference - same as you youngsters should be doing right now." The old man cupped a proprietorial hand on Isobel's right butt-cheek. He was only a couple of inches taller than her but he had a certain gravitas to him, especially dressed as he was now. His oily overalls were left back at the auto shop. Now he was wearing a black suit jacket and pants over a vivid scarlet shirt.
DeSean called a halt to the inspection a few minutes later and each crew chief submitted a paper. The six men gathered around and discussed the results. Finally a pair of dice were produced and rolled to settle two points of disagreement. Then DeSean announced the results. Six of the young women were assigned to crews as their last drafts and the other six were assigned as alternates.
Isobel wasn't sure whether to be surprised, relieved or disappointed by the fact that she had indeed been drafted by the new Brewery Crew and its representative. Sly just gave her one of his half-amused looks as he collected her and the Brewery alternate, a sweet little brunette in her early twenties called Alicia.
Sly's wheels weren't exactly as flashy as those of the crew chiefs. His ride was a Toyota, strictly functional and in places looking about as old as he was. Isobel had half-expected to get the 'scenic' tour of the East of the city, as in the video with Zoe and Jerome. Instead, the nearest Sly had come to that was a flourished hand out toward some wrecked buildings and a burned-out car.
"That-a-ways is the Market. Best you keep well away from there. Ain't nothing there on the streets but raggedy-assed niggas who don't know their business. Believe me I've known all them smart cookies and they ain't worth a shit from the late and unlamented Masta Playa on down."
He finally parked up outside an unremarkable rowhouse. He approached it with a hand on the butt of each of his selections. It was hard not to remember that even with their ages combined Alicia and Isobel were still a comfortable decade behind the man who confidently marched them to their destination.
There were people on the streets. A young man seated on the high steps and an older couple further off as well as a couple of passers-by. All were African-American and they all noticed the odd trio but none expressed any sort of surprise. As if sights like that were regular occurrences out here.
Sly reached the top of the steps and rang the bell. There was a momentary pause and the young man on the steps, in his late teens, chimed in. "I know he's in - kinda reckon I know why he made sure to be now." Sly silenced him with a firm gaze of authority. It might have been true but it wasn't any youngster's place to crow about it.
The door opened a few moments later. A man in a white T-shirt and basketball shorts looked over both of the young women with an appraising eye. "You got them both man?"
"Why did you think he sent me?" Sly tapped both of the girls on their backsides with his hands and then, to their surprise, he headed back towards his vehicle.
"I'm Boyd - you'd be Isobel and Alicia." He stood back to allow a route of access into the building. "Come on in. The main man has been waiting on ya."
Alicia looked at her but Isobel didn't know what to tell her. Their ride was gone and while it wasn't the worst they had seen this neighborhood didn't seem a place to be walking this time of night.
Boyd was quite a man. He was just over six feet tall and broad-shouldered with his outfit doing nothing to hide his muscular physique. He was probably in his mid-thirties. One well-muscled arm still held open the door for them but he didn't intervene or repeat his offer. He simply stood with a half-smile on his deeply mahogany-toned face.
It was time to pee or get off the pot. Isobel flashed Boyd one of her very best 'I'm very confident and not at all nervous' smiles and reached her hand out to Alicia. The younger woman was obviously more nervous even than her but Isobel felt a certain strength in them being there together.
Alicia nodded and the two young women went in through the door and past Boyd. In front of them were a corridor off and a set of stairs leading upwards. They heard the front door firmly closed behind them and then Boyd said, "Up the stairs girls."
Half-way up the stairs Isobel glanced back to see Boyd following them with his phone in his hand. "Got a good angle back here." She knew exactly what he meant. Both she and Alicia were wearing rather short skirts. She felt the shock of realization even as she realized how ridiculous it was. These men filmed everything and an up-skirt or two would seem very weak sauce compared to what was to come. She looked back at Alicia and knew exactly the same thoughts were going through the brunette's mind.
Alicia suddenly giggled and put her hand to her mouth. The sound was infectious and Isobel couldn't help joining in. She stopped on the stairs and began to move her hips for the camera, exaggerating the movements of her butt for all the men who she knew would be watching this. Alicia followed suit - clearly Isobel wasn't the only one with a bit of an exhibitionist streak. She teased her more immediate audience. "You like that booty Boyd?"
"Looking forward to tapping both them booties. That you can believe." Boyd was smiling but his words were no joke. Probably not a euphemism either. Still they were stepped in too far to turn back now. They continued up to the top of the stairs making sure to play for the camera lens all the way.
Isobel had a pretty good idea who would be waiting for them at the top of those stairs. In truth that was why there had never been any real doubt about her going through with this. Only on reaching the door at the top did she even think about the possibility that it might not be him.
Her momentary doubts were proved false as she opened the door and saw Mack. In contrast to his man Boyd he was dressed rather formally. A dark suit with a bright red necktie. His ebony-dark skin made his smile brilliant as he stood to greet them.
"I knew Sly wouldn't let me down. I been looking forward to this." He stepped forward and took Isobel in his arms and kissed her. In that moment she knew that she had done the right thing. Then he also embraced and kissed Alicia. Isobel felt a little stab of jealousy but it dissipated like mist before a rising sun. This wasn't her old life. Such sentiments had no place here.
"You the alternate - yeah." It was more a statement than a question. Alicia nodded confirmation. "You can take a seat girl. Get an idea of what we all about here." Then Mack's attention was very firmly back on Isobel. "Me and this young lady got some business that's been long overdue. Ain't that right girl?" The last four words were almost breathed into her ear as Mack came close to her. She could feel the presence and power of him just as surely as she could feel herself melting into that realization.
"You look amazing baby - bet you had all them brothas drooling." Mack's hand had pushed up her short skirt and was at her pussy. He was blatantly claiming her as his and it wasn't as if anyone was going to deny him. Alicia was on a couch watching wide eyed. Isobel just about registered the brunette's hand disappearing down the front of her own skirt. Watching in person was no doubt a step up from just watching on video. However, Isobel knew she was another stage further on. She wasn't just watching any more - she was being.
"Let yourself be yourself baby," breathed the smooth tones of Mack, "you know what you are wanting, what you been wanting a long while."
Boyd was moving around them with his camera. Isobel barely noticed him and not just because he was moving quietly for such a big man. This was, after all, the contest and in the contest you filmed to confirm your scores. It flashed through her mind that soon she wouldn't even register such things any more. That was just the way things would be from now on.
Meanwhile she had more important things to think about. She undid Mack's pants and slipped her hand inside, feeling the big warm bulge inside his shorts. Mack just laughed and moved back to sit in his easy chair, letting his pants slide down his legs and be kicked aside. Isobel dropped down between his legs, her hands reaching for his shorts to pull them down too.
Mack shifted in his chair and while she was concentrating on stripping him she felt something around her neck and then a click. She felt the kiss of leather and knew that Mack had put his collar on her. At the same moment Mack's shorts finally gave up the struggle and slipped down to let his Big Black Cock free.
She had seen him on camera of course. It should have come as no surprise to her that he had such a beautiful cock. Nonetheless she still felt the surge of excitement through her. The feel of his collar on her, her first real-life experience of a Black cock and most of all the delicious contrast when she reached out and held him. When she felt the weight and power of him. Mack made her ex-husband and her past boyfriends seem little boys by comparison. It wasn't just the size - it was the potent masculinity embodied in that deep ebony skin-tone. She reached forward to kiss the head of his cock.
Mack's low rumble of a laugh sounded again. "Show me what you can do white girl."
Isobel put her mouth over the end of his thick shaft, letting her mouth accustom itself to his girth. There might be longer cocks out there but Mack had a good eight inches and that shaft was thick. It filled her mouth in a wonderful way and she let her tongue play around his warm skin. She began to bob her head on him, trying to take a little more of that thick shaft into her mouth each time.
She felt Mack's finger touch her big hoop ear-ring. "Yeah you a good little white girl. Got her hoops and her collar now. You know what a white girl wearing these meant back in the day? What it still means when you wear them for me?"
She just nodded as she continued sucking his cock. None of that mattered at this moment. Now all that mattered was giving pleasure to the Big Black Cock in her mouth, to its owner who was also now her owner. The connections came together perfectly in her mind as she kept sucking him and licking him. All that careful preparation in stories, videos and web chats - all blossomed and flowered into her conscious and willing submission to him. Mack was her man now.
There was movement to her left and she saw Alicia had removed her skirt to masturbate more freely. Boyd moved to her right and in her subconscious she knew why. Now he had her in the foreground sucking Black cock while Alicia was in the background fingering her pussy. That would look hot and Isobel felt a fresh surge of excitement flow through her. She knew how much Boyd's viewers would enjoy seeing that and would enjoy seeing her.
She finally took his cock out of her mouth and said, nice and clearly, "I never knew just how much I would love Black cock."
Mack put a big Black hand, on her head and pushed her back down to work. "Don't you worry girl we are gonna train you up good. My girls all get to be known for their skills. Get to be in real high demand. Now while you're busy," he turned to Alicia, "gonna help this one out of her top girl. I wanna see them fine new white titties."
Alicia had been told that she was only there to watch if that was the way that she wanted it. However, the younger woman was immediately on her feet and easing off Isobel's jacket. Then the latter had to pause a moment as Alicia pulled her tight black top up and over her head. The material wasn't even clear of her head before she felt Mack's big hands on her breasts.
"Yeah that's what I call a fine pair of white girl titties." A dark thumb nonchalantly teased her right nipple erect. "Alicia girl you look after that other titty for me while my girl here gets back to sucking my cock."
Alicia didn't seem to have a problem with that - she also apparently had rather more experience with other girls than Isobel had. Soon her mouth was sucking on Isobel's left nipple while Mack's strong fingers worked her right one. Isobel's skirt had ridden up and now she felt fingers there too as Alicia explored, teasing her pussy. It was hard to keep her concentration on the cock in her mouth as sensations came from all over her body but she did her best.
"Reckon this one is primed to fuck - what you reckon Alicia?" That was Boyd speaking for the first time from behind the camera.
"Yeah she's good and wet and ready," said Alicia. "She's just a slut for Black guys I guess."
"So whose ring is that on your finger Isobel?" Mack knew well enough - this talk was all for the cameras, for the viewers who would see this now or in the years to come.
She took his cock out of her mouth with unfeigned reluctance. She was aware of Boyd moving in to capture her face in close-up.
"It's my white husband's."
"He know you're here?"
"No."
"What'll he reckon to all this?"
"Why would that matter?"
"I think it's time we got you blacktized - you way too premium to be messing with any white boy. You ready to fuck?"
"Yeah." She almost croaked out the word. The sensations of arousal through her body had reached a new level and she understood why. It had been a long build-up but the moment was finally here.
Mack pulled her to her feet and then put her, knees first, onto his couch. Isobel heard a murmured feminine, 'oh Fuck', from her left as she felt Mack tapping his hard cock against her booty still encased in its tight skirt.
"Yeah you look good in those boots and this skirt," said Mack, "but it's time we got down to business." His strong hand grasped the bottom of her skirt and pushed it up over the generous curve of her butt. Isobel was naked underneath as he had instructed her. Even as she felt the air on her newly-exposed pussy she felt his fingers exploring. She gasped as one easily slid inside her.
"Now thass some premium white pussy," said Boyd as he filmed one and then two dark fingers sliding deep into Isobel's body.
"Don't you worry," said Mack, "this one is all primed and ready. Just crying out for all the Big Black Cock it can get - thass right ain't it girl."
"Fuck yes," groaned Isobel, "please..." She wanted to beg him to fuck her but she knew that he wanted to do it in his own good time. He knew that he had her and Boyd knew that they had her; they just intended to savour her need for them. She settled on wiggling her butt for them.
"Yeah you see that - this one is just a little white bitch on heat for Black cock." Boyd was speaking a little more quickly - betraying his pleasure at seeing Isobel's little provocative move.
"Fuck but I've known that since the first time I saw her." Mack's voice remained calm, measured and authoritative. It was everything that a Black Master's voice should be. "Sweet little piece ain't had nothing but white boys before. Brought some lube so she could get used to taking real men. Maybe I won't need it though - got us a real wet and ready white pussy here. We'll see."
Isobel tensed a little as she felt him withdraw his fingers. Then something bigger was rubbing up and down her pussy lips. His free hand moved to the small of her back and held her in position. She was going nowhere and everyone knew exactly what was about to happen. She felt the tension in her body transformed by that realization. There were no more nerves, not even much anticipation, there was only the tension of raw need, raw desire to be fucked.
She felt his body shift behind her and then his cock was pushing into her. Welcomed by a warm wet white pussy that had been waiting for this moment for way too long. Isobel gasped in pleasure and sensed Boyd moving to capture the expression on her face.
"Oh God!" That came from Alicia who was right next to them with a ringside seat. Isobel heard her and sensed that the brunette was again playing with her pussy as she watched. However, Alicia suddenly seemed much further away. For now, in these moments, all that really seemed to matter was that Big Black Cock pushing a little deeper into her at each stroke.



Soon he was fucking her with firm remorseless strokes. Letting his thick shaft claim her pussy a little more with each forward motion. She kept gasping as he filled her up so good, finally moaned when she felt the slight curve of his belly meet the proud curve of her butt.
"Oh fuck!" It was her turn now. Speaking out loud as she knew she had all of him where she needed it.
"Now we start the dance," laughed Mack as he began a rhythmn of powerful, deep, thrusts into her. His hands clamped on her butt as he fucked her good and hard as he kept fucking her until she groaned and he felt her body quiver under his strong hands.
Only then did he pull put and move her over. On her back now she was still panting for breath and looking up at him wide-eyed as he grasped her legs and pulled her back towards him. Lifting her slightly in line with his proud cock and then moving forward to push himself home. That pussy might have been white-only once but now it was greedy for his Black cock. Taking him all the way as if she had been designed purely to please him. Mack smiled and gave his first little grunt of pleasure.
"Premium white pussy," was all he said as he started fucking her hard. "You girl - suck on this one's titties again."
Alicia didn't need telling twice. Isobel moaned and shuddered again as once more the sensations seemed to come from every part of her. Complimenting and magnifying that central raw emotional one that came from her beautifully filled pussy.
Mack was just powering away and now when he spoke it was almost through gritted teeth. "Let's get this right - no more white boys."
"No - no - no white boys." Isobel gasped out between his heavy rolling thrusts into her.
"Now you Black-only."
"Yes - only want - Black cock."
"Me, my friends, anyone else I says."
"Yes - anyone - you say."
"So long as they Black."
"Yes - Only - Black."
"You gonna be real popular." He dropped her legs and pushed his heavy body over onto her. She was pinned there on the couch as he built the power and speed of his thrusts. Finally betraying just how much he'd wanted to fuck and breed his new white girl.
Isobel; was pretty much out of it now. She was just hanging onto his big body for dear life and riding the cresting waves of desire and emotion that blasted through her mind and body. Nothing had ever been like this before. She knew that and she already knew that she would desperately want more. Fortunately she knew where to find it - Mack and his friends would be keeping her busy.
She howled into his shoulder as she came hard. Then she kept howling as Mack grunted and filled her with heavy spurts of potent seed. She hadn't been on the pill or any birth control since she had split with her husband. When a real man like Mack fucked you then he wasn't going to pull out. She'd known all of that before she came here and it hadn't stopped her. Now she was full of his seed and it felt - right.
Mack had been gently moving in and out of her as she lay there. Pushing his cum deeper, ever deeper, making their route to find her vulnerable white egg ever easier. Her cycle suggested it wouldn't happen but that wasn't a certainty by any means. The thoughts didn't scare her. She'd seen the videos. Soon she'd likely be begging men like Mack to fuck her and breed her and knock her up. The idea sent a deep shiver of visceral need through her body. For the time being she would let things ride - just see what happened. There would come a time when these men would want more and she'd take that fence when she came to it. She suspected that she knew what her response would be even if she didn't quite want to formulate it into cogent, undeniable, realization yet.
He finally eased all the way off her and sat on the couch next to her. Mack's big cock was still semi-hard and now glistened with their combined juices. Alicia was looking at it like a rabbit hypnotised by a potent Black snake. Mack noticed and just snapped a finger at her before pointing downwards.
She might have come just to watch but Alicia had been quick to respond to every cue. Now she was on her knees before Mack and carefully licking his big cock clean.
"Got some news," said Mack. "Looked like we was going to be a girl short for the contest. Thass why we got you here. See how you'd react to the real thing like." Alicia looked up at him with her light blue eyes and didn't pause for a second in her worship of his cock. "I'm figuring you got what it takes. What you think Boyd?"
"I'm thinking the girl needs some of what her friend just had."
"Got get your ID girl."
Again there was no hesitation. Alicia found her jacket and produced her driver's license. Boyd focused the camera on it. "Twenty-one and four months. Alicia Parnell. Ain't you just the honey? Yeah - you just a youngster girl. Tell you what - Boyd here is gonna give you a taste and try before you buy. In the morning you can let me know whether to junk this file." His eyes moved to Isobel and met her own. "Take the phone girl and you is on camera duties for this one. Keep everything hot on screen and don't just film Boyd's ass."
Isobel took the phone, made sure it was recording properly and then began seeking good angles as Boyd took Alicia in her powerful arms and gave her a long, deep, soul kiss.
***
It had been a good night and a good morning. Waking up in the arms of Mack and then feeling his cock grow as she stroked it. Mack had, unsurprisingly, taken the hint. Now she was riding with Alicia in the back of Boyd's vehicle and feeling no regrets whatsoever. Not even with the knowledge that Mack's cum was in her - that two video files would soon be up on the internet - that everything was changed now.
She glanced at Alicia. Like her the young brunette was back in her outfit from last night. Like her she also had a Black man's seed in her. Perhaps most important of the similarities with her was the fact that Alicia was also wearing a black leather collar with Mack's name picked out in silver lettering. They were now headed back to their vehicles with a short visit to a local jeweller thrown in. Alicia now pretty much looked the part but she had to know that ear studs didn't cut it for one of Mack's girls.
"So you were at the college?" Isobel wanted to get to know her a little better - they were sort of team-mates now after all.
"I still am officially," said Alicia. "Finals aren't for a month or two yet. I'll get a pass even if my mind isn't totally on my studies!"
"So how come you found out about the contest? Did you have a Black boyfriend?"
"No," Alicia was giggling again, "I was way too vanilla for that. A real good little girl from a Christian school and a small town. It was so boring. It took me a year here before I even went to college parties. Finally I had some real fun experiences and met some really fun girls. One of them told me all about this and it just sounded so crazy. But then another friend actually took part last time and she said it was kind of surreal but also really amazing! So my friend was applying this time - now she's old enough - and a few of us decided to try to - sort of just to see if we'd get in. But once you get started in this thing - well, you know..."
Yes, Isobel certainly did know. She had a suspicion she might know something else too.
Back at her temporary home Isobel found herself checking her phone every hour or so until finally the clips were posted. There they were - two clips of her and Mack. She scrolled through them quickly. She had to admit that she did look pretty hot on screen and she never looked hotter than when Mack was fucking her good. Just watching herself had her body tingling with anticipation for the next time.
The screen went dark at the end. 'Score for Brewery confirmed - 10 points for a new recruit, 20 points for a full ID and 1 point for a creampie. Check DeSV.com for the latest confirmed score,"
Then she watched Alicia's two videos. The first, of course, she had witnessed and recorded herself. It was a little difficult not to spend half her time critiquing her own choice of camera angles. Next time she would do a better job. The second video, from that morning, was much more fun to watch. She could just relax and get out her Big Black dildo while she watched her new young friend being fucked by Boyd. She might have been vanilla once but Boyd gave her a serious work-out. As Isobel masturbated she knew that soon, perhaps tomorrow, she'd get to know what that felt like. Boyd certainly didn't seem to take any prisoners when it came to fucking. He was pounding Alicia's fresh white pussy with fierce intensity, his hand locked into her brown hair as he fucked the girl from behind. Very different to Mack and it would be fun to find out which she preferred. Hopefully both!
Finally Isobel knew where she wanted to look next. She had been sort of putting it off up to now. However, she was very curious after what Alicia had told her. That couldn't be coincidental could it?
There was no video for Zoe. Just a single message and an image labelled 'Preview.'
'Any of you muthafuckas think you can compete with the Heights? You gonna have to work real hard cos we got the bomb in our stable. On Day One she got all the standards plus -
Converting a friend (Katie) - Heights last time - 100 points
Converting a friend (Erica) - Madison now - 100 points
Converting a friend (Angela) - Village now - 100 points
Converting a friend (Alicia) - Brewery now - 100 points
Converting a relative (Isobel) - Brewery now - 200 points.
Read them and weep mutherfuckas. Ain't no niggas roll like the Heights crew roll. You all want to give up now - just send your bitches over and we'll breed them Black for ya!!!
Now our Queen ho is just chillin!'
Beneath the message was a single image. Zoe was sat back in a deep black leather sofa and she did indeed look chilled to the max. She was naked save for a tiny plaid skirt pushed up in a narrow band around her hips and a pair of heels. Her legs were up leaving her shaved pussy totally exposed to both her exploring fingers and the camera. There was cum on her thighs and on her pussy lips. It was obvious she had just been fucked and was savouring the sensation of being filled with African baby making seed. Her breasts looked amazing, each made perfect by a long, erect, pink nipple. Her long hair was even blonder than usual - a platinum blonde that was obviously fake. Zoe's eyes were closed and she was smoking a large joint as she masturbated, the camera capturing the glow of flame as she inhaled.
So Isobel had been right - in so far as she had gone. She just hadn't gone back far enough. Now she thought of the laptops left open and the passwords which had been so 'cleverly' discovered by herself. She thought of how often Zoe had left her laptop alone and right there as a temptation for her 'step-aunt'. The fact Jerome had just turned up on his motorbike and had given her that stare. Then there were Zoe's words that she had overheard when the blonds supposedly hadn't known she was there.
Isobel closed her laptop. This was all going to need some processing.
Just at that moment, however. She wasn't going to get the chance because her phone rang. On the other end she heard the slight buzz that told her it was a call from Chile.
"Hey sis - how are things up there?" It was the voice of Hayley, her sister and Zoe's step-mom.
"Oh - things are going along OK. Pretty much as usual." It was amazing how easily lies of omission could become lies of commission.
"Hey I have some big news - Paul has landed the big contract renewal and even better he's got things so set up that we won't be needed down here any longer. We are hoping to be back up there with you by the end of next week. Don't worry though we won't be kicking you out. We appreciate you making sure everything went smoothly up there. You are welcome to stay with us until you can find a new place."
"Oh that's great - I can't wait to see you both again!" She hoped she had the right degree of enthusiasm in her voice, even if it was all thoroughly fake.
By the end of next week was about ten days. That was one ticking clock. The other was counting down to the shit hitting the fan about what had been going on with Zoe - in fact with Zoë and herself. Then she needed the deposit and rent for her new place - if she could find one. Maybe spending all her time on the contest and assorted interracial fantasies hadn't been the most sensible use of her time.
How had she got herself into this total shit-show! More importantly - what should she do now? She unconsciously raised a hand to rub the back of her neck. Her fingers touched the leather of her collar.
Isobel picked up her phone again and dialled a number. Her Master would know what to do.
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THE FIENDISH PLOT OF FU MANCHU - by Sexy Roamer.
The small room resounded to the resonant thump of a sun-tanned fist being brought remorselessly down on the desk's polished mahogany.
"By God but I hate to even acknowledge the possibility."
I nodded reluctantly. It was indeed not a pleasant thought to contemplate. The destruction of the SS Granville, its loss indeed with all hands, had been a tragedy compensated for only by the knowledge, its secrecy scrupulously hoarded within those four walls, that among the lost had been the figure of Dr Fu Manchu. Our sworn enemy and the chief weapon of the secret potentates of the East in their remorseless and merciless campaign against all that is decent and civilised.
I know that I myself felt a certain dread at the possibility that the inscrutable Doctor might yet be in a position to wield his formidable intelligence and the hideous tools of his trade as part of that very campaign.
My friend Nayland Smith showed only a steely Anglo-Saxon resolve. His years serving the cause of Western civilisation as a Commissioner of the Burmese Police had prepared him well. He and the fiendish Doctor were worthy adversaries even if I would have wished there less possibility of that contest's resumption.
"Petrie old man," he now almost growled through the pipe-stem clamped in his manly jaw, "this Fells business seems to me definite proof. That Lord Adelaide was murdered can only be accepted and when one consider the means adopted..."
"You mean a trained marmoset wielding a blowpipe of curious Oriental design?"
"Exactly! Only one man could be behind that or should I say one devil in human form. Well this time Dr Fu Manchu will not elude my grasp." Nayland Smith's firm voice was a clarion call to destiny, a ringing battle cry for the forces of the British Empire and all that is decent, honest and good. Once more his fist, a fist tanned to a coffee-like shade, crashed down upon the unyielding wood of his desk. "We shall have to pack for the North Petrie, I trust your patients can spare you awhile. I must also gather all of my energies and resources for the struggle ahead."
I understood and rang for our man to commence the process of packing our campaigning kit. I myself did service with the whisky and siphon while Nayland Smith packed the bowl of his redoubtable meerschaum. That done and with a glass ready to his left hand he began furiously smoking and filling his rooms with the unmistakable odour of his particular brand of South Chinese shag.
***
The death of Lord Adelaide had been a terrible blow both to his political party and to the friends of Western enlightenment everywhere. Found hunched over his desk with only a gibbering triumphant marmoset for company. Investigations had suggested the recent and somewhat conspicuous presence of at least one dacoit in this particularly rural and bleak area of Westmorland. To the trained eye such reports could mean only one thing.
Less than twenty four hours later both Nayland Smith and myself were present at the home of the deceased nobleman. The Commissioner had been to the local Police with his credentials and warned them to leave the matter to him. Our local Constables, while fine men of excellent character, could not be expected to go toe-to-toe with such as the incomparable Dr Fu Manchu. They would only provide him and his incredible array of Oriental poisons with an array of easy targets.
"Lady Cynthia - it grieves me to see you in such circumstances. Your brother was the finest of men, the sort of man only Great Britain can produce. Rest assured that both I and Dr Petrie will leave no stone unturned in our quest to bring the fiends responsible to swift British justice." Commissioner Nayland Smith was a magnificent sight as he made our pledge to the sister of the murdered Lord.
That noble Lady responded appropriately. "I suppose you would expect me to say that this was a dreadful shock. Sadly I cannot do so. Cuthbert had been aware that his involvement in the Sino-Siamese railway consortium placed his life at hazard and in the last few weeks the pressure on him had only seemed to grow yet more intense. When the frightful blow struck it may almost have come as a relief to him. At least I wish I could think as much."
Nayland Smith produced his short-stemmed travelling pipe from his jacket pocket, ready-loaded with shag. His action was only proof of how the dire fate of Lord Adelaide had impacted upon his noble soul. Even so a moment's contemplation of his surroundings and the pipe was returned, unlit, to his pocket. The house of mourning had to be respected.
"I can only take solace from the fact that Cuthbert's poor Edith was not here to see this." Lady Cynthia spoke of Lady Adelaide who had predeceased her gallant husband by some years. "Victoria has taken the blow very hard of course and has retired to her room." That, I understood, was the late Lord Adelaide's daughter. Barely turned 19 and due for all the excitements of her debutante season. My heart went out to the poor innocent young girl.
"Lady Cynthia I trust that you do not need me to say that I and my friend Dr Petrie will not rest until this mystery is solved. I personally pledge that all of my powers and abilities will be devoted to avenging this wrong against you - and against your brother of course."
Lady Cynthia moved across the room to where Nayland Smith stood erect and quivering with a barely suppressed emotion. She laid a graceful gloved hand upon his tweed sleeve and smiled up into his sun-bronzed face, a face redolent with determination and decent British pluck.
Had she noticed, as I had, that the Commissioner had mis-spoken? That in his desire to express his determination in the matter he had revealed that he was devoted to the cause of Lady Cynthia herself rather than that of her late brother? Decent fellow as Lord Adelaide had been he could not match the powers of his fragrant sister to move the usually flint-hard emotions of my old friend.
His devotion to her had been a long and essentially unknown aspect of Nayland Smith's storied life. To the world he was a paragon of Imperial virtue - a man devoted without any soft domestic distractions to the cause of the British Empire and the whole White Race. Yet my friend had known the future Lord Adelaide since their days at prep school and had known and worshipped unacknowledged at the shrine of his beautiful sister almost as long.
Lady Cynthia was indeed worthy of such adulation. Her long flaxen hair, her perfect porcelain complexion and her intelligent dark blue eyes had drawn the attention of many an eligible young man and yet she had foresworn any such encumbrances to stand by the side of her talented brother during his meteoric rise through the worlds of industry and politics. Now in her mid-thirties she might indeed have lost the extreme bloom of youth but the years lay light on her and had merely allowed her looks to mature gloriously.
"I do so appreciate your kind words Commissioner Nayland Smith but what can be done? The innocent marmoset has been conveyed to a local zoological gardens and as for the brain behind it - how are we to identify that scoundrel?" Her voice had a superb mellifluous quality guaranteed to set the blood of any pure-blooded Englishman racing through his veins. My own marriage somewhat inoculated me against such charms but I knew that Nayland Smith had no such talisman. It bode very ill for the murderer of Lord Adelaide that my friend had such a personal reason to ensure that his pursuit ended in a kill. However difficult the task and however long it might take.
"Lady Cynthia are you aware of any strangers in the neighbourhood. Perhaps a foreign household or a travelling circus troupe?"
"How curious of you to ask that Commissioner. Considering our somewhat isolated location we have rather seen our share of exotic visitors recently. Victoria and I both made the acquaintance of Mr Anthony but I hardly think that you could mean him. There was also the Chinese gentleman who was visiting."
"A Chinaman!" Nayland Smith was alert, like a hound catching the first whiff of a scent. His finely-honed instincts seizing at this potential evidence that our suspicions had been well-founded. "Can you describe the man Lady Cynthia?"
"Well, no, I fear that I cannot since I never actually saw him. Mr Anthony told me all that I know of him and his household. They had caused something of a stir I believe."
"Hah!" Nayland Smith ejaculated derisively before hastily apologising to our gracious hostess. I knew that he too was thinking of that mysterious rumour of a dacoit in the Fells. It seemed ever more certain that any such would have been the willing and pernicious tool of that master of sublime Oriental evil, Dr Fu Manchu!
"The gentleman concerned did indeed have something of a household. At least four serving men and each, I hesitate to say but local opinion was forthright on the matter, looking even more villainous than the last."
"Stand back Lady Cynthia!" Nayland Smith leapt forward to shield that fine lady from the large window over-looking her gardens. His hand once more shot to his jacket pocket but this time was withdrawn holding a business-like revolver rather than his peaceable and harmless meerschaum. Even as he did so one of the panes of the window shattered and the glass lamp-shade beside Nayland Smith disintegrated into a thousand pieces,
The would-be assassin had missed his mark by the merest inches. Nayland Smith made no such error. Unshakable even in such circumstances his hand was firm and steady as his firearm sounded out the knell of sound British justice on another of the world's dusky miscreants. The bullet found its mark in the intruder's chest and his dark form fell to the ground.
Nayland Smith looked on coldly and with his weapon at the ready as I went to examine the crumpled form. My immediate suspicion that it would not be needed proved correct. The ruffian had been struck in the heart with unerring accuracy. He must have died instantly and his bestial distorted face still bore the traces of his last emotion, a fierce exultant concentration. Thank Providence that such had not proved sufficient to achieve the mission upon which he had been sent!
Lady Cynthia waved off Nayland Smith's concern. She was a woman indeed but she had that strength and resilience that separates the finest of Anglo-Saxon women from the residuum of her gender. "Commissioner is this one of the men you suspected?"
Nayland Smith needed only a perfunctory inspection before he nodded. "An Upper Burmese dacoit I have no doubt. Perhaps even the one present for the earlier outrage but he is merely a tool. We must strike at the heart of the contagion, root out the main-spring of this evil."
"Dr Fu Manchu," I could not resist the words escaping my lips in an almost awe-struck whisper.
My friend only nodded in grim confirmation. "Now Lady Cynthia tell us of this household of Orientals..."
***
That good lady had only been able to reaffirm that she had not seen them personally. However, Mr Anthony had told her all she knew and perhaps could tell us more. Thus we found ourselves knocking upon the door of the delightful cottage that he had apparently taken for the season. In such a day of surprises it barely registered when the door was opened by a colossal Negro.
"We have come to see your master, Mr Anthony." I informed him.
He smiled. Perfect white teeth brilliant against his coal-black skin. "Mr Anthony - well he's a self-reliant man. Not a pansy like most of the gents around here. He has no need for servants."
"What the deuce..." I started out at his impertinence but then I felt Nayland Smith's hand on my sleeve. His sharp detective instincts had penetrated quickly to the heart of this particular conundrum.
"I think we are addressing Mr Anthony. My apologies for the error."
The man, Mr Anthony himself as I now realised, laughed. Not a hesitant chuckle but rather a rolling thunder of delight. "You ain't exactly the first to make the error round these parts. One young fool wanted me to black his boots and got a little insistent about it. I blacked his eye for him instead. You catch my drift?"
This Mr Anthony was indeed a remarkable figure of a man. Nayland Smith was above the average height himself but Anthony was fully five or six inches taller. His big frame filled out with a powerful chest and muscular limbs. An athlete I supposed until he invited us into his abode. There on the walls were the belts, trophies and photographs that indicated his pugilistic pedigree.
Nayland Smith's sharp eyes took it all in within an instant. "I see that we are dealing with a nom-de-guerre Mr Anthony. There are not so many exponents of the noble art who were able to defeat both the Bensonhurst Brawler and our own Champion. When we factor in the detail of your race the number could hardly be above one. I also don't recall that particular belt being awarded to anyone named Anthony. However, three years ago I recall being in New York City when..."
The rolling thunder of the ebony giant's laughter sounded again. "That was a good fight - a tough one too. Hodson had plenty of bottom to him but he was perhaps a little past his prime. A warning to a man like me and I took it. Two more big fights and then my tour of Europe let me put aside a retirement fund. Especially after I recouped the money my old manager had been stealing from me. I don't take to being treated as a fool."
"It was a privilege to see such a scientific demonstration of the boxing arts. Again I trust you accept our apologies." The big man signalled such with a wave of his great powerful hand.
I looked at Nayland Smith with some wonder. I knew that he was a follower of boxing but he had always been a great supporter of our own honest home-grown fighters against the wily subterfuges and crooked judges of their American and colonial opponents. This man was not only an American but also...
"I don't guess you came to reminisce," said 'Anthony', "I'm engaged in writing my memoirs and so..."
My own instincts recoiled at the suggestion. That a Black man could punch was undeniable, that he could be a remarkable athlete equally so, perhaps he could even read a book but that he could write one? The idea was preposterous. It had to be a cover for some nefarious activity.
Nayland Smith seemed not to notice the man's gaffe. "We come seeking information on an Oriental household that may be in this town or may have been here. A Chinese Doctor and his Burman lackeys. I believe you know of them."
The big man took a seat and waved us into two others. He reached for a box and weighed a large cigar between his fingers. He took a deep, almost sorrowful, sniff at the fragrant tobacco. "You folks would no doubt be policemen. Now I have to apologize. I'll need a little more reason before I choose to speak."
"It relates to the murder last night of Lord Adelaide."
Anthony waved a dismissive hand. "What's that to me? The man was a fool - worse than a fool. I met him and I've known his sort in bushels, back in the States and this side of the pond too. Couldn't see a man beyond the color of his skin. I can see how a man like that could make enemies." He looked at Nayland Smith and myself with, I confess, a rather dauntingly fierce eye. It was fortunate indeed that we shared no such base prejudices. Our task in defending the White Race from Oriental villainy left us no time for such trifles.
"You may not have heard," said Nayland Smith with that proverbial Anglo-Saxon phlegm that had made we British admired throughout all the world, "of last night's outrage. An attempt was made upon the life of myself," he hesitated a little, "and also on the life of Lady Cynthia."
"What the..." The big Black man moved with incredible speed for a man of his size. He rose from his chair and to within inches of where the Commissioner sat smoking his travelling briar. "You say as much. Policemen might be considered fair game by some but they endangered Lady Cyn..., they endangered a woman!"
"I fear so - but in the circumstances you will understand why all men of sense must unite against such barbarism." Nayland Smith now also rose and held out a hand of alliance to the colossal Negro.
During our many perilous adventures across four continents I have seldom seen my friend Nayland Smith exercise such diplomatic genius. He was truly not merely a man of strong will and hard fists. He could also charm even such unprepossessing types as this Anthony - or whatever his real name was. We knew that Anthony had met Lady Cynthia and it was evident that any man worthy of the name, however unfortunate his appearance, would rush to defend that paragon of womanhood by any means at their disposal.
Anthony shook the hand of Nayland Smith and then reached into his pocket for a card. There was a wry look upon his broad dark features as he said, "This may help you in your investigations. Would my presence be of assistance to you?"
Nayland Smith reached up to pat the giant's shoulder. "Thank you Mr Anthony - I appreciate the offer. However, the man with who we deal is a veritable demon of subtlety. Mere brute force is of little use against him and his myrmidons. Dr Petrie and I have long experience in battling our foe and to introduce another would only to put them at risk for little possible gain."
'Anthony' smiled again but not the broad welcoming smile of earlier. This one was more the smile of one who heard words but gave them little credit. "As you will Commissioner. If you are in need of anything further then you know where I am."
***
The card given to Nayland Smith by the colossal Negro identified a certain Dr Chung-Fan and gave his address, a place that we rapidly discovered to be a small country house standing high on the Fells just outside the town. We knew that there was no time to waste and so we limited ourselves to only a light luncheon at the local hostelry, the Baffled Cockerel.
We were eating a passable, if rather rustic, repast when suddenly a slim figure bustled by us and jostled our table. I looked up in shock to see the villainous features of an Asiatic. Not a Dacoit I realised but rather a Lascar and one so dark-featured that he might have passed for a nautical Negro. Only his eyes told the truth, eyes redolent with all of the evil and superstitious villainy of his kind, eyes produced by that mixing of the races that could only occur in the thousand opium-ridden hellholes that passed for the ports of the East.
The man hurried on and out of the public house while we watched him go. What could he have been doing here? Was he too a symptom of the Oriental contagion threatening the White Race? Was he doing the bidding of that master of seductive devilry, Dr Fu Manchu?
Nayland Smith's eyes returned to our plates first and he ejaculated powerfully before grasping the hand in which I held my fork. "Hold hard Petrie old man - step away from your plate as you value your life!"
I followed his glance down and felt the blood chill in every part of my body. There on the plate, taking a certain interest in the block of crumbling cheese provided as part of my sustenance, was a small multi-coloured snake.
"Good God isn't that..." I could hardly expel the words as I slowly backed away from the table.



"A Burman pit cobra - the deadliest spitting reptile of its kind in the world. One touch of its venom is death or worse." Nayland Smith spoke with a calm deliberation as with equal sang-froid he slowly produced his revolver and then carefully blew the miscreant creature's head off.
There was something of a commotion in the small hostelry but it hardly measured up to that within our own minds. Such an exotic weapon surely confirmed us in our darkest fears. The work of that Satan of the East had not concluded when we had apparently blown him up in an outside lavatory of the Shanghai cantonments two years before. Nor in the sinking of the SS Granville. Dr Fu Manchu was alive and Dr Fu Manchu was here!
***
It was ever the way of Nayland Smith to beard the lion in his den and so it was that barely an hour later we were at the house designated by the card Anthony had given us.
On ringing the bell we discovered that the door was not opened by a decent Yorkshire butler, as one might have hoped if our fears were unfounded, but rather by a greasy and somewhat odorous East Asian. I glanced at my friend and he nodded in grim confirmation. The shabby suit and contemptuous servility could not hide from our sharp and well-informed eyes that this man was a dacoit and a dacoit of the very worst kind.
"You might inform your master, Dr Chung-Fan," my friend paused with a wry glance as if to show himself undeceived by that name, "that Commissioner Nayland Smith of the Burmese Police and Dr Petrie desire a moment of his time."
"Master is velly busy," croaked the Asian gutter-trash in a hideous facsimile of God's own English tongue.
"Your Master will be eager to see us and will no doubt 'reward' anyone preventing or delaying that," said Nayland Smith with a knowing look. To fail Dr Fu Manchu was to earn death in any of a thousand ways, each more hideous than the last.
The dacoit scuttled off and a moment later returned to usher us in with a servile gesture that made my gorge rise. We accompanied him to a door at which he knocked and then left us.
"Enter."
I glanced at my friend and saw he had felt it too. That one word, uttered in a strangely sibilant tone, had made every hair stand up on the back of my neck.
Nayland Smith pushed open the door and I followed him inside. The room had no doubt been a study once and you could still made our its decent old honest mid-Victorian decor half-smothered under hideous Oriental accretions. The air itself was thick with incense and a wide Bokhara rug lay on the floor before a massive hardwood desk decorated with the dragons and symbolism of the East.
Most extraordinary of all was the man seated behind the desk. Extraordinarily for the wilds of Westmorland he was fully clad in the silk regalia of a high-ranking Mandarin of the Chinese Empire. The man himself was no less remarkable. He remained seated but he watched us with a half-amused smile on his face. His broad noble forehead contrasting with his dark satanic eyes that even now seemed to glitter with the effects of opium.
"Commissioner and Dr Petrie - how pleasant to resume our acquaintance." I was shocked that he conceded his identity so readily but then who would not have instantly recognised that voice and those eyes. "You can take a seat," he flourished a scroll before us, "I am momentarily busy in correcting this list of our Chinese Masonic Society's Western associates."
It took only a second to understand that the fiend was easing the scroll towards the naked flame of a candle on his desk. Clearly he intended to destroy a document that would be invaluable in thwarting the aims of the Society of which he spoke. To the public a charitable and community undertaking it was instead hell-bent on mayhem and assassination. Undermining all that was good and decent to make way for the reign of the Yellow Race.
Nayland Smith had seen it too and neither of us hesitated a moment. Each took a long stride forward to reach and seize that precious scroll. As our feet planted on the Bokhara rug the floor seemed to dissolve under us and we were thrown down into a void. The rug folded round our bodies as we hurtled down a seeming slope until we finally came to rest. But by then the cloying odour of the rug had penetrated deeply into out nostrils.. It was not merely incense but something much more insidious. As the fumes filled our nostrils so we each lost consciousness.
***
"You are a foolish man. If you were not his friend I would leave you here to starve."
A high precise female voice said those words as lithe but strong young arms hauled me out of the remains of the rug. Water was splashed upon my face and then I gulped greedily at the life-giving fluid. I felt some semblance of consciousness creep back into me and looking around I realised that but for the Chinese girl I was alone.
"Where is Commissioner Nayland Smith?" I tried to keep the dread out of my voice. His absence, surely, could not bode well.
An inscrutable smile crossed the previously impassive, if beautiful, face of my unexpected new acquaintance. "My father has devised a suitable torture for him - but he is otherwise unharmed. I have seen to that."
A wave of sick fear flowed through my veins and I am not afraid to acknowledge that fact. Did I not have all due reason? First, my friend faced a torture devised by the singularly subtle and evil mind of Dr Fu Manchu himself. Second, I was in the presence of the almost equally infamous Fah Lo Suee, the daughter of that nefarious potentate!
Fah Lo Suee, I understood, meant 'Sweet Perfume' and her diminutive but perfectly proportioned female form should indeed have been a delight for any red-blooded male. However, that nomenclature had been granted to her by Fu Manchu and no-one even knew her real name or origin. Was she truly his daughter or an adopted slave-girl? Did even she know the truth of that? She certainly had all of the ingenuity and Machiavellian cunning of her supposed father. If a man under-estimated this particular Sweet Perfume then it was likely to be the last mistake he had the opportunity to make!
"We must rescue the Commissioner!" I tried to sound forceful though my blood was like ice-water under the cruel, unscrupulous, gaze of the young Chinese woman.
She merely looked at me as if I was the most foolish of men. "Of course - I merely hesitate to consider if it is worth taking you with me." She observed me for a moment. "I don't suppose it matters - you can do little harm." Then she led the way out of that mephitic dungeon and out into a night lit only by the stars.
I could not tell the reader where I expected the delicately-shod feet of Fah Lo Suee to lead us on that most memorable of nights but I surely would not have believed that it would be to the cottage where Nayland Smith and myself had interviewed the American pugilist only a few hours before. Yet it was so!
I reached for the door but my beautiful guide signalled me to pause and then produced a very English hip-flask from within her gorgeous silk costume.
"Drink," she ordered and I must confess that a nip of Dutch courage on that cold night seemed very much in order. I had barely tasted the fluid before I realised my error. A wave of confusion rolled over my brain and soon after I was once more unconscious.
***
For a moment I suspected that I was back at home in Surrey enjoying the conjugal pleasure of my marital bed. The warm perfumed scent of female breath was in my face, the feel of delicate fingers across my body as they removed my shirt. Soon it joined my tweed outer garments on the floor beside my chair. My befuddled drugged state meant that in those exquisite moments I failed even to realise that my arms and legs were tied to that same piece of heavy furniture. I was a prisoner and but for a stout pair of standard-issue underpants I was naked!
Finally the effects of the draught I had taken began to wear off and the image of a female face swam into my restored vision. It was a beautiful and familiar face, framed with the flaxen locks of a truly elfin Anglo-Saxon beauty. My recovering mind finally put a name to that face as I felt her fingers toy with my underwear. It was Lady Victoria Adelaide, the daughter of the murdered peer and politician!
"A moment," came the seductive tone of Fah Lo Suee and then I felt the back of my chair drop at the touch of a lever. I was left lying almost prone and still bound to that machine. I craned my neck to see the two young woman and gasped in shock. Fah Lo Suee was still clad in her gorgeous silken robes but Lady Victoria was naked, all the beauty of her nineteen years laid open to my gaze.
"Good God!" I ejaculated. "What is the meaning of this!"
My answer came only in the smiles of the two desirable young woman, one a smile of cunning anticipation while the other was of the purest mischief.
Fah Lo Suee raised a hand and I saw that she now wore the long fingernail decoration of the highest rank of Imperial Mandarin. Something impossible for one of the weaker sex and yet it was so! She moved close to me and ran the tip of that badge of office down my underpants. In horror I realised that the device, almost appearing as a talon, was razor-sharp at its edge. The firm material of my sole remaining garment gave easily under the slightest pressure and fell away. I was left naked before them.
"Oh dear," said Fah Lo Suee in her most seductive tone, "such a fuss over such a small thing." I looked on in fear as she toyed with my terrified penis though fortunately she used only the unsharpened edge of her nail-guard. "Still perhaps he is good for something after all." She gestured to Victoria who came and stood above me and then over me as I lay bound.
I could not tear my eyes away from the loveliness of her young form, from her womanhood poised above me. Then I realised Victoria was lowering herself down onto my face.
"Oh my God," I screamed, "please no - please not that!"
The young women were as pitiless as they were beautiful. Lady Victoria's womanhood was soon at my mouth as I kept my lips tightly closed. I looked up into her laughing face as she lowered her exquisite fingers to take hold of my nose and squeeze it shut.
"Silly Dr Petrie," she scolded me, "you know you want to really. Who knows - if you do a good job I might even let you breath." She giggled with a coquettish joy that made my blood boil with frustration and, I confess, something else.
I had no choice. Despite my status as an upstanding British gentleman, despite my lovely wife at home, I could not hold out. To attempt resistance to these lovely fiends was not an option. However horrible the prospect I had to obey!
I opened my mouth and tentatively stuck out my tongue. I was rewarded with the soft feel of young female flesh. As I explored further I found a taste, unusual but far from unpleasant. Unable to resist further I began licking and tasting and savouring with a will, rewarded by a delightful girlish giggle from above. The exquisite taste and scent of her was irresistible. I felt my manhood stiffen.
"With some practice he might actually be quite good. He certainly seems enthusiastic once you get him started." I heard Victoria's words but my attention was elsewhere - my every fibre straining to please and tease her exquisite sex.
"Perhaps he might truly be of use then." That was the voice of Fah Lo Suee. "We keep eunuchs specially to so serve the women of the Forbidden Palace." I felt her finger tap my exposed balls but I could not allow myself to be distracted from my task, my vocation. "Perhaps though we might send him home, still entire, to so serve my friend who is his wife. Which would you prefer Doctor?"
My wife was indeed known to Fah Lo Suee. She had been a Circassian slave girl who Nayland Smith and I had rescued from the baleful clutches of Fu Manchu. I gasped in lungfuls of air as Lady Victoria finally, but languorously, rose from her comfortable seat on my face. Cool air played on my skin and I knew it had to be covered in the exquisite juices of my beautiful captor. The vision of my wife's own loveliness swam before me and I felt guilt but also desire. I had neglected such pleasure for too long - I would not make such a dire mistake again. "I would go home Mistress to serve my wife," I said in a tone I hoped was sufficiently subservient to please that fiery proud Oriental damsel.
"Be sure that you do or else..," she smiled into my face and then our attention was distracted by a rumbling noise.
I craned my neck to see a huge oak chair like my own and in it the bound naked form of Nayland Smith! The chair and my friend combined had to be a sizable weight but they were being carried apparently without effort by the colossal form of the Negro American boxer known to us as 'Anthony'.
Setting the chair down in a pride of place Anthony laughed his low rumble of a laugh. "The gang's all here I see." He himself was dressed in an exquisite silk Italian suit of perfect cut, a blazing scarlet necktie attracting all attention. I gaped in wonderment as my delicious tormentor, Lady Victoria, rushed to him and threw her pale arms around his huge muscular form. "Hey baby," he cooed," the Doctor been doing right by you."
He saw my expression of horror and laughed uproariously. "Ain't much better in life than eating pussy my man and ain't nothing so sweet as pregnant pussy. You can thank me for it later!"
The meaning of his words struck home and I exchanged glances with Nayland Smith. We were helpless in the face of such miscegenistic barbarism!
"Yeah white boys - this sweet little thing knows what she wants and I been real happy to provide it." He kissed Lady Victoria deeply and then sent her off with a tap on her perfect behind from his big Black hand.
"I guess even you two boys have realised I wasn't here just to write my memoirs," Anthony continued. "I was sent here to deliver a warning to Lord Adelaide. Some friends of mine in the East caught wind that Dr Fu Manchu, that most talented of statesmen," he nodded to Fah Lo Suee in recognition, "had an interest in certain projects over there. My task was to warn the gentleman and keep an eye on him, get him out of danger if possible. Sad to say that he was one stubborn man but I still might have pulled it off. Except that he wasn't impressed by the color of my skin. Refused to listen and insulted me to my face. Then, when I went to ask the hand of his daughter, he put me out of his house at gunpoint. Well, we know what happened. I regret it but I believe I did all that Lord Adelaide allowed me to do. As it is it will be my pleasure to look after his woman folk now he is gone. Talking of which..."
Anthony glanced at his heavy gold pocket watch and nodded. Mere moments later there was a faint, but firm, knock on his door.
"We will leave this to you men while we dress for dinner," giggled Fah Lo Suee and she and Lady Victoria left the room.
Anthony crossed to the door and opened it. There was a muffled cry from my friend Nayland Smith and only then did I realise that he was not only bound but also gagged!
In the door-way and almost immediately in the arms of the colossal Negro was Lady Cynthia! Her perfect lips met the mouth of Anthony and they kissed long, deeply and passionately.
"This is an outrage!" I could not help the words escaping my lips.
"One moment - I seem to have forgotten something, "smiled Anthony before he walked over towards me. I tensed for the crashing impact of his fist but instead he merely produced a cloth and then tightly gagged my mouth with it.
"Oh dear," came a feminine voice laced with humour, "poor Dr Petrie does look foolish and he is so very small, um, down there." Lady Cynthia turned to Nayland Smith, his muscles tense as whip-cord under his bonds. "At least you are a little better provided for Commissioner but sadly not quite up to the highest standards."
Anthony gave his low rolling laugh, "Show him baby."
Lady Cynthia, without hesitation, dropped to her knees on the thick rug in front of him. Her graceful pale fingers sought the fastenings of his trousers and undid them. A few moments later and before our horrified gaze Lady Cynthia had pulled down both his pants and under-garments to reveal a very large and very Black manhood.
It was indeed a daunting prospect. A certain nine, perhaps even ten, inches long and mighty in girth, a heavy pair of Black balls hanging beneath. I felt my own manhood shrink in humility before his obvious pre-eminence. I watched horrified as Lady Cynthia took the end of that monstrous appendage between her sweet lips and began to pleasure it in the fashion of the most shameless Parisian courtesan.
If I was awestruck by the sight then one can only imagine the impact of such a vision upon my friend Nayland Smith. He had worshipped Lady Cynthia from afar for so long and had never felt qualified to express his devotion to her. Now he was powerless to protest or intervene as this brutish African had his way with her. Had his way with the apparently joyful approval of the lady herself. It was shocking and yet also in some strange and almost indefinable way I could not look away and I sensed the same was true for my friend. Our eyes were affixed on the sight of the beautiful English noblewoman laughing with delight as she sucked that powerful dark manhood.
Nayland Smith strained against the bonds that held him in place and I could tell that every muscle in his taut athletic body was devoted to the effort to free himself. It had some strange consequences. Notably, as he watched all that was happening between Anthony and Lady Cynthia, Nayland Smith's own John Thomas stood achingly hard and proud against his belly. Presumably some strange by-product of the surging emotions within his manly sun-tanned frame.
"Fuck yeah baby - you know just what a man wants don't you sugar." Lady Cynthia seemed to beam with pride at the words of approval from her dark paramour. At least I assumed that the gutter-slang comprised words of approval - it was somewhat hard to tell.
"Why you working so hard to get me primed and ready baby? You wanna tell these white boys how things really are?"
It seemed Lady Cynthia knew what was expected of her. Indeed she and Anthony had presumably pre-arranged all such details. Now she reluctantly withdrew her mouth from that thick Black shaft and turned so her sweet face was close to that of Nayland Smith.
"Ever since I met Mr Anthony I have known that there was only one man for me. It even allows my dear niece and I to remain within the same household since Mr Anthony is clearly man enough for both of our needs. He hadsalready provided dear Victoria with the gift of a child and now, myself having waited and been denied for so long, he has pledged to do the same for me."
"Gonna be more than one child girl - I'm planning on having a houseful of my Black babies." That he would address Lady Cynthia as 'girl' was almost as shocking as his discourse itself but that famously fragrant perceived paragon of womanly virtues only giggled.
"I only have one regret Mr Anthony - one thing holding me back from what I perceive to be my destiny." As she spoke Lady Cynthia leaned forward so that her face was mere inches from that of Nayland Smith. At the same time she eased her legs apart and wiggled her very pleasing posterior. Even bound to my post I felt my todger stiffen to its full proud three inches at the unspoken invitation. However, I of course remained bound to my chair. Anthony was under no such limitations. He eased up behind Lady Cynthia and pushed up her skirt before skilfully removing her under-garments. Once exposed he explored her womanhood with his fingers and expressed his approval with a broad smile at Nayland Smith. Then he moved his body closer and slowly, almost impossibly, began to push his big Black manhood (if only there were a better word to describe it!) into her willing and receptive sex.



"How's that Big Black Cock feel in that primed white pussy girl?" Anthony growled out his question but his growl was one of the purest triumph. Such cant was unfamiliar too me but I suspected that I understood the meaning.
"It feels so good - as if Providence had made us expressly for the pleasure of each other. To think I was a little scared when I first saw you disrobed but now I understand and I realise what pleasures you can bring to a woman."
Nayland Smith's eyes appeared feverish, there were large beads of perspiration upon his forehead. His struggle for liberty had been abandoned but still his own penis remained hard. I myself wanted to look away from the sight of both him and the couple fornicating in front of him but again I just did not seem able to muster the strength to look away.
I sensed the same in Nayland Smith. The victor of so many victorious struggles and so many righteous battles he now was powerless to resist. He looked a moment to heaven as if to pray but a purred word from Lady Cynthia had his gaze back riveted on her own. While all the time Anthony powered his huge Black manhood in and out of her warmly welcoming honey pot. The room began to fill with the warmth and atmosphere of vigorous love-making and most notably with the intoxicating flavours of female passion.
Lady Cynthia's normally pale cheeks were flushed now, a fact made doubly true after Anthony's huge Black hand firmly slapped the rounded perfection of her posterior. I seemed to have the perfect angle to witness their love-making and even though Nayland Smith had no such dubious advantage I knew he had no doubts of the import of every sight and sound, every sweet moan from the lips of Lady Cynthia. Anthony, for all of his unprepossessing appearance, was clearly a master of the art of love-making.
Lady Cynthia closed her eyes and opened her mouth in a little silent expression of her passion. Her body shook and yet still Anthony plundered her feminine depths. Her only reaction was to laugh joyously and then her attention returned to my friend. "Oh Commissioner you are really the only regret that I hold in all of this. You have always been so good, so kind, such a friend to Victoria and especially to myself. I would hate to think that I might hurt you." She glanced down at his hard penis as it almost quivered against the pale muscular skin of his belly. "I am pleased to see that what we are doing is not hurting you - indeed that it seems to excite you."
Her gaze held Nayland Smith like that of a cobra holds its helpless prey. He could not look away, he could not even moan into that saliva-sodden gag in his mouth. Worse - he could not deny the truth of her supposition.
"Oh my dear man I know that you have always felt something for me. Do you not understand how I have found what in the world can make me happy. The person that can give me all I need as a woman. Will you not accept my choice even if you cannot rejoice in it. Show me, as a man, that you understand that this is how it must be. Show me."
Her hand reached down and found Nayland Smith's erect member. It began gently to stroke in time with Anthony's powerful thrusts into her body.
"Don't deny me, an old friend like you would not deny me. Understand how wondrous it feels to be the woman of a man like Mr Anthony - to know that soon I will have his Black baby growing inside me.
""MMMmmppfffhhh," ejaculated Nayland Smith and once more there was a double truth in the word I have written. Powerful spurts of his semen uselessly coated his belly and chest. Anthony grunted triumphantly as his own seed was obviously planted deep into the fertile body of Lady Cynthia.
"YYYYYYYYYYYYYYYEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS," screamed that lady, once so refined and cautious. Now she howled her pleasure and also screamed her thanks but to whom? To Anthony for his seed, to Nayland Smith for his permission or perhaps maybe to Providence for the gift of her first child.
***
No doubt we could have traced them after they left the country. Anthony was hardly an inconspicuous figure and even without certain hints all Europe, indeed all the World, could not have long hidden a household such as he and his women-folk. However, we made no attempt. I returned home and attempted to put to profit what I had learned on that never-to-be-forgotten night, My darling wife, though initially somewhat surprised, became very pleasantly appreciative of all of my efforts and developing skills. Our union regained all the freshness and piquancy of its first days and - I am delighted to report - retains them to this day.
The effect of that evening on Nayland Smith was by no means so positive. He was left a shattered and broken man. Even his long crusade against Dr Fu Manchu was abandoned and he became a virtual recluse in his rooms. In those terrible weeks I confess that I even sometimes wondered if all that had happened had not been some diabolical scheme of the evil Chinese mastermind. Had not he and Anthony, Cynthia and Victoria, all obtained their desires? Had not even I, as my guilty conscience could not deny, profited from the encounter? The sole losers from it all had been Nayland Smith and of course the late Lord Adelaide, though subsequent revelations on the character of that previously esteemed Peer suggested my friend the Commissioner of the Burmese Police to be the only truly innocent victim.
Yet there was nothing we could do, my wife and I, to break him out of his blue funk. He was morose and listless, mourning his lost devotion and reliving the tempestuous emotions of that memorable night in the Fells.
Until a certain day when I was once again visiting Nayland Smith. His man came and said a boy had come with a message only for the hand of the Commissioner. My friend waved a listless permission as if he could care nothing for such things. There was none of the steely resolve, none of that indomitable British Bulldog spirit that had always characterised him. I looked on from my armchair with real concern and almost grief. The briers and meerschaums lay neglected and unsmoked, his revolver redundant in its drawer, his whole sense of purpose seemed abandoned to a listless apathy.
At my signal his man went and then brought the boy in. A typical street-arab of his type and he greeted us with a cheerful Cockney greeting that almost had me cuffing his ear in outrage at his presumption.
However, as I looked at him the boy smiled and I knew that smile. In a moment 'he' had swept off his barrow-boy cap and jacket to reveal the lovely form of Fah Lo Suee, the Little Perfume herself!
"Doctor," she acknowledged my presence with her usual inscrutable smile. Then she threw herself at the feet of the shattered wreck of humanity that had once been that most vigilant of defenders of the British Empire and indeed of the whole White Race. "Oh my Master only upon you can I call in this time of my direst need. Once more the legions of Oriental despotism are on the march and this time they seek their ultimate prize. Should my father die then I would replace him at the head of our society and they know that I have an attachment that means I could not support them. I have a love that I must put above all else."
The delicately graceful arms of the beautiful young woman clung to the knees of my friend ever more sharply and for the first time in what seemed an age I saw that old familiar spark return to the eye of Nayland Smith. He gently reached down and raised the lovely young woman to her feet before him.
"Do not fear Little Perfume," he said in a quiet but masterful voice, "the scoundrel that seeks to harm you will have to go through Commissioner Nayland Smith of the Burmese Police!"
I leapt to my feet, "And also through Doctor Petrie!"
Neither of them seemed to hear me and so I sat down again. The two looked into each other's eyes seeking and apparently finding what they hoped for. "Any such scoundrel," said Nayland Smith with a wonderfully masculine set to his firm jaw, "will learn the fatal foolishness of his error."
He placed a protective hand on Fah Lo Suee's shoulder and she moved forward to embrace him. A moment's hesitation and the loving gesture was returned.
A moment or too of blissful companionship followed before the masterful British voice of Nayland Smith spoke again. "You must tell me all that you know and we must make plans." The young woman opened her mouth to speak but hesitated as Nayland Smith held up a hand. He moved across to his long-neglected smoking cabinet and withdrew his favourite brier, a pipe that had seen us through many a hair-raising adventure. Practised long fingers packed its bowl with the customary South China shag and he raised a match pausing only to glance at myself.
"Are we ready Doctor?"
I nodded - trying vainly to keep the smile of relief from my face. My old friend was restored to his true self!
He struck his match and applied it to the pungent tobacco, taking a couple of deep draws to get his pipe well lit. Clamping the stem between his powerful teeth all of his attention was returned to the delicious form of Fah Lo Suee. "Now my dear tell us all that you have to tell and leave out no detail..."



        Ashley 01 - New Horizons

        Ashley needs help and that means visiting Omar Barkley.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/ashley-01-new-horizons

Title: Ashley 01 - New Horizons

Author: crimfolk

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Ashley needs help and that means visiting Omar Barkley.

Tags: white woman black man, strong woman weak husband, no birth control, bareback, white wife, interracial, lapdancing, hubby fucked up, older black men, wife saves the day




"So without further ado I'd like you all to welcome this year's Tri-State Young Business Entrepreneur of the year."
It was a big room but now it was filled with applause and with slightly muted cheers from their couple of tables.
Grant Flynn stepped up and strode to the stage. He exuded confidence and he looked the part. Hair styled perfectly, expensive made-to-measure suit, magnificent natural dentistry. A beaming smile and a perfect firm handshake for the balding man who handed him the award in front of cameras recording his triumph for posterity,
Ashley Flynn felt a glow of pride run through her. That was her man - a success who had earned the total respect of his peers. Of course his father had begun the company but it was undeniable that, after the accident, Grant had taken it on from success to success. Still only in his late thirties but a man whose opinion counted for much in the County and increasingly in the State. At business events like this and also politically in the only party that counted around there.
She smiled her naturally beautiful smile and gazed up at her husband on stage with a look of puppy-dog devotion. Ashley knew her role at events like this. Support her man and never, ever, look even the tiniest bit bored. No matter how bone-shatteringly tedious it all was. Support her man and ignore the other under-current flowing through the event.
The demographic of ladies present skewed rather younger than among the males. Ashley couldn't comment on that since she was, after all, eight years younger than Grant. It was just the way things were. Men with money and power tended to seek, also to attract, younger women. Wives or between-wife girlfriends. A large number of those women were now looking at her with envy; a certain number were looking at Grant and wondering if he would be a good next 'career' move.
Well she knew something they didn't. She had no complaints about Grant as a provider. They had the house and the holiday home, the cars, several trips a year over to Europe. All of the trappings of a very successful man. Trappings which, of course, included herself. She might not have had the height to be a runway model but enough people had told her that she had the looks. Not just guys trying to get into her panties either.
Grant had been the son of the big man in town as she had grown up. The heir apparent. He'd gone away to an Ivy League education and had only returned later - after the accident. He'd taken over the firm and five years ago they had met at a local function. He'd never been known to pay much attention to the women throwing themselves at him over the years but Grant and herself had just sort of clicked. She'd been initially flattered by his attention, had found him a nice guy and it had rolled from there.
Five years, four since the marriage, but did she know him that much better than on that first day? Only in some ways. He found her attractive but she had quickly found out that she was not the passion of Grant's life. An initially active sexual relationship had rather faded out, especially over the last couple of years. Grant spent much of his time at his business and his free time on sports. He'd been a decent local athlete and he loved to watch football, basketball and most anything else. Just seeing his eyes riveted to the screen, his elation or frustration according to the passage of events betraying a passion evident in that relationship which had never really seemed to exist in their marriage. She might have wished that to be different but it simply was not. How many of those envious female eyes cast on Grant could live with that?
A man in Grant's position had to meet certain expectations. The outward show of wealth and success were right at the top of the list but not far below them was the attractive life-partner. To put it crudely - the 'trophy wife'. Ashley had come to understand that she played that role. Appearances, rather than passion, had motivated Grant. Not that they weren't very friendly, not that he treated her with anything less than profound respect. She couldn't complain - Grant was, when all was said and done, an excellent provider. In return she played her own role - just as she was doing now.
***
"I don't understand - what are you trying to say to me Grant?"
He ran his perfectly-manicured hands through his perfectly-styled hair. He closed his eyes in a long blink of irresolution and slumped his head forward onto his outstretched arm on the table.
Whatever his peculiarities as a husband Ashley still very much saw Grant as a close friend, her closest life companion. She reached for his hand and caressed it. "Please honey tell me what's the problem." She was answered with the muffled sound of sobbing,
Her husband was usually so articulate, so careful to at least appear to be in control of any given situation. It was almost terrifying to see him like this. She had arrived home from her shopping trip to find him right there, alone in the kitchen, sobbing. His first attempts to explain had dissolved in misery and tears.
She ran her thumb softly over his knuckles, letting him know that she was there for him -as always. Finally, Grant raised his head and took a couple of deep breaths. He looked into her face and then away again.
"I... I... well, I've fucked up."
Grant was a very fastidious man and he was not given to profanity. This was not good. However, she had to know just what had caused such a reaction. "It's nothing we can't deal with Grant."
He looked at her in a way he had never done before. As if she was stupid. That wasn't like him either.
"We aren't going to be able to make the payments next month."
Now she really didn't understand. "What do you mean? What payments?"
"All of them - bank interest, payroll, invoices, my b..", he paused and then spoke again. "Don't you understand - there is no money." There was no anger in those words, no fight in her husband at all, only despair and defeat.
She looked at him, a long hard look from her dark blue eyes. She saw that her husband was deadly serious and for him to be admitting defeat things had to be pretty bad. Now she needed to know just how bad.
"We can sell the beach-house in Florida. We can even sell this place if we have to. That can buy some time and raise some liquidity." She squeezed his hand in a reassuring gesture. "C'mon Grant we aren't beaten yet."
Her husband raised his head and looked at her again. He didn't look away this time and she almost wished he had. He looked wrecked, broken. His usually strong chin quivered and then the words poured out. "I already have mortgages on the beach house, another one here, a bank loan taken out on the back of that award I won six months ago."
Ashley glanced across at the award on the wall. 'Tri-State Young Business Entrepreneur of the Year'. The company was supposed to be going gang-busters. Why on earth had Grant been taking out loans? She looked at him intently and saw him wilt under her gaze. "What is behind all this Grant? Don't I deserve to know?"
Whatever his failings Grant wasn't a bad man. He felt the sting of that last question. He began to look like a frightened schoolboy which only scared Ashley more. Then he explained.
Sports. He had always loved sports and he knew so much about football, basketball, even hockey and soccer. It added excitement to the game if you had a little riding on it. It added even more if you had a lot. He'd always come out level or at least nearly level until about eighteen months ago. He'd had a terrible run but he hadn't been worried. He'd kept betting but the run of defeats had just kept going. Sure-things and long shots - they had all just turned out to be losers.
Still he had known his luck had to change. He'd kept his bookie in the quiet as to just how much it was hurting. He had accumulated his assets and liquidated what he could without it being too obvious. That bank loan for new machinery had perhaps been a step too far but with the money he knew he would win back he could cover that and more. He'd known that he would win it all back. He'd had such a good feeling about it. He'd waited and waited until he saw a good thing and then had plunged in the indexes. Even if he was wrong he couldn't be so far wrong and the likelihood of a huge return was right there. It would have been stupid to miss the opportunity.
Except that the team he backed had lost by 24 points. But for garbage time he would have been wiped out there and then. As it was he lost his stake and, courtesy of index betting, an awful lot more. His whole balance bar a few thousand. A little money had come in on past orders and what he had left had got him through a couple of months but all of his desperate efforts had failed to gain him any more time, any more loans. Come the 31st they would be busted.
That evening Ashley Flynn rather surprised herself. She took her husband in hand and had him explain it all. Their personal and business finances - their incomings and their outgoings. Looking at the situation it was obvious that some things you could not escape. Taxes had to be paid, the bank loan had to be serviced, Grant's old bookie had to be kept happy. Those were non-negotiable. On the other side the factory had to be kept going and its order books full. It was fundamentally a very successful operation. It could dig them out of their hole if it was just given enough time.
"We'll sell what assets are left on the beach-house and contents, sell those cars of yours, tighten our belts right back - we can make those essential payments."
"But the invoices...."
Grant was right of course. There were two big invoices due and unless they were paid there would be no more deliveries and the firm would grind to a halt. Then everything would be lost.
For a moment Ashley thought about just leaving. Grant had been a shit keeping her in the dark about just how bad things had been getting. Except she knew why he had done that. He was weak and he was ashamed. He would fall apart completely if she left him now. So she would have to get them out of this mess.
"Omar Barkley - he is the main issue this coming month. Have you been to see him?" No response so she tried again. "Contacted him on the phone?"
Grant just looked like a little boy, his eyes on the floor. Scared to say anything, crushingly ashamed of having to look to his wife for help. Short of trying to con new loans out of institutions it seemed he had done fuck all! Just watched the days tick by to disaster and there were precious few left.
***
At nine o'clock smart the following morning Ashley had been on the phone to Barkley Tooling. The early afternoon found her parking up just outside the small factory. Grant's vehicles, including his prized Bugatti, were all on the sales block but her own wheels were not. If she was going to save their asses then she needed transport and she needed to look the part.
Without the components produced by Barkley Tooling their own works would grind to a halt and Barkley Tooling were due their money at the end of each month. No money equalled no more deliveries equalled no new products for them to sell. They were pretty much reliant on Barkley which didn't seem great business sense to her but then who was she to argue with the 'Tri-State Young Business Entrepreneur of the Year'!
She had thought long and hard over what to wear for the occassion. A dark jacket over a navy blouse, matching skirt to just above the knee, a pair of business-like flats. An expensive leather briefcase to complete the business-like look. Her long red hair tied back into a ponytail and then just a little judicious make-up. Didn't all actors wear make-up and this would need to be the performance of a lifetime if she was going to save their bacon.
The GPS was a godsend. Barkley Tooling might have been in the same state as them but it was also in a whole other world. Their firm was the largest one in a relatively small city while Barkley was a small fish in a much larger pond. A pond with an 'interesting' reputation to say the least. Local TV told Ashley all she needed to know about the state's main conurbation, including its ubiquitous nickname, and despite growing up relatively close she had never had any reason to go there. Not with the Capital almost as close and Philadelphia not much further away. Not until now anyway.
A man was watching her as she parked up. Casually leaning against the wall that bore signage for Barkley Tooling. He was mid-sixties at her best guess and he watched her all the way up to the gateway. Curiosity perhaps but his look suggested a rather different kind of interest. She'd seen that look all of her life but this time it was a little different. The man was African-American, hardly a surprise in the city they called H-Town, but the overt nature of his 'male gaze' was something you wouldn't get back home. Not unless it was a Friday night around a certain bar or two.
As she arrived the man smiled and let out a low whistle, his eyes taking in every part of her from her tied-back red hair to her finely-formed pale feet.
"Damn!" he said. "Put some heels on you and you about perfect sugar."
"Is this Barkley Tooling?" She was disappointed by the slight croak in her voice. It made her sound nervous and she couldn't afford that.
The man just smiled and pointed to the large, blatantly obvious, sign above his head. It wasn't a malicious smile, more one of genuine amusement.
"I have an appointment to see Mr Barkley."
"The lucky fucker," the man casually said and then turned into the gateway. "Follow me."
She did just that but he only took her through the loading bay and past the main shop floor before knocking on a door and opening it to yell, "Omar you got someone here to see ya!"
He winked and then headed off - presumably back to work. Ashley was left to nervously stand there but it was just a few moments later that a voice came from the door.
"Mr Flynn - I'd near given up on ever getting you out he..." His words tailed off as he reached the door and saw who was waiting for him. His eyebrows flicked up in a non-verbal question.
"I'm Mrs Ashley Flynn - I hope I'm not too much of a disappointment." She essayed a little laugh and thought that it sounded alright.
"Not hardly," Omar Barkely said. His tongue flicked across his lips as he looked her over, at least a little more discreetly than his employee had. "I guess the message on who was coming got a little garbled. Anyways I hope you won't take offense if I doubt you could ever be a disappointment."
"Thank you - no offense taken at all." She wasn't lying because if this man took a liking to her then it could make her task so much easier. She just hoped the slight warmth she was feeling wasn't showing up as a flush on her face. Omar Barkley didn't seem the kind of man to miss something like that. She held out her hand and he took it, his big dark hand careful to exert just the right level of pressure on her smaller white one.
"C'mon in and take a seat." She followed him and took the slightly battered chair in front of his desk. Now she felt like a school student called to the Principal's Office.
Not that any of her Principals had looked at all like Omar Barkley. He was in his late forties and his shaved head suggested that he might otherwise have been bald. However, the beard that framed his well-proportioned face was still jet-black. His skin-tone was dark, really dark even for an African-American. He was pushing six feet which made him five or six inches taller than herself. All in all an imposing figure who seemed to keep himself in pretty good shape. His hand had been a little rough, the hand of a man who had worked hard to get where he was. Deep brown eyes took in her every move as she sat down.
"So I'm guessing this ain't a tourist trip."
Ashley took a deep breath. She had been rehearsing what she would say in her head all the way over here and now she had to deliver. A sob story about very temporary cash flow problems without any mention of gambling or other loans. It wasn't entirely open and up front but she convinced herself that she wasn't doing anything too wrong. If they were very lucky then they'd secure some extra investment and it would only be a one month issue.
Mr Barkley listened to her spiel. His initially friendly face stiffened a little as she continued and he steepled his fingers on his desk top. When she finished he just sat there for a moment looking at her. Then, in a calm and measured tone, he spoke.
"Well now. I'm a great believer in doing things right. I can say that in forty years on the shop-floor and then in ownership I've never broken my word when given and I've never failed to make a due payment. Kind of old-fashioned I know but that's just how I roll. Might explain why I've never won none of them fancy awards." He nodded and gave Ashley a wintry smile. Then he raised a finger. "Hell, maybe I've been lucky. Maybe that's why I'm still here while so many outfits all around closed up or moved the work overseas. Whether it's luck or not I can tell you one thing for sure. If I had ever been in that situation of needing a break like your husband does now then I wouldn't have sent my woman, God rest her soul, I'd have been man enough to ask for that favor myself."
She felt the rebuke and felt ashamed of her husband's actions and her own half-truths. The fact was that none of Grant's country club or chamber of commerce friends were going to help him out of this mess. At the first hint of what was going on they'd turn on him faster than you could say 'fire sale'. That was why she was here - trying to take advantage of Omar Barkley.
"Mr Barkley it was my decision to come here. It was obvious that without your help we were finished and the company is basically a good profitable business. If we can get over this issue then there's no reason we can't continue our previous dealings. They've been good for your business too haven't they?"
He slowly nodded "They have - but I got a question for you. Tell me - if the roles were reversed would your husband or any of his friends rush to help me out? I'm guessing only if they got 90% of my business in return. Would that be a safe assumption for me to make?"
She could see in his face that he was going to refuse them and in all honesty she couldn't fault his logic. Grant and his friends wouldn't have had any mercy on a man like Omar Barkley. They would have simply thought it good business practice to ruthlessly take him for every cent he had and then some. It was all hopeless. She hung her head and felt tears on her cheeks. She sniffed and tried to wipe them away with her sleeve.
"Oh shit," said Mr Barkley softly, "I was scared of that. I know how to run a business with a decent cash flow and so I can maybe give you that month's respite you need. Just bear in mind that a pretty face and a few tears only get you that much and also remember that I'm doing this as a favor for you, Mrs Flynn, for you and for nobody else. More fool me I guess."
Hope surged back up within Ashlyn. With this man's help she could still at least have a chance of turning things around. She impulsively reached across and grasped Mr Barkley's dark hand where it lay on the desk.
"Oh thank you Mr Barkley, thank you so much. You don't know what this means to us, what this means to me. I am so very grateful to you. You can't know how much it means."
"You don't think so? You think I ain't got my employees out there depending on me for their pay checks. Keeping the wolf from the door in H-Town ain't so easy at the best of times. If I fuck up then a whole lot of people suffer. I always have that in mind."
He spoke with an obvious sincerity, a deep sense of responsibility to his people. The contrast with her husband was not good. Ashlyn thanked him again and then got out of the office before the tears came again. That had been horribly unprofessional.



***
At least they did make the payroll that month. Courtesy of Omar Barkley's generosity and the sale of her husband's stupid collection of sports cars. She really didn't want to be asking the firm's workers to wait for their pay because most of them were highly skilled and very experienced. They would soon be snapped up by other firms that could pay them on time. Then the Flynns would be pretty much dead in the water.
So she had bought them another thirty days. It didn't feel good though. There was no triumph in securing that concession from Omar Barkley, only shame at not having told the truth. She hadn't been brought up to be dishonest like that. She could blame Grant for putting her in the position of needing to be but that didn't really make it any better.
She held out for four days and then had to ring that number. Omar Barkley had heard her out as she told him the truth, the whole truth, and then there was a pause during which she could only seemingly hear her heart pounding in her chest. Finally he responded, his voice deep and resonant even out of her phone speaker.
"You might have confused my color Mrs Flynn. I'm all Black and not at all green. I had figured there was something behind all of this. That's why I made it a point that I was doing the favor for you and you alone. Got no time to carry degenerate gamblers. Now you bring that briefcase of yours over here this afternoon and we'll talk for real now we are being honest with each other. That suiting you?"
"Yes sir, Mr Barkley, yes I'd appreciate that very much." She felt like she wanted to cry again.
"None of that. You call me Omar you hear."
"Yes," she pulled herself together with an effort, "yes Mr B-, I mean Omar. Please you must call me Ashley."
"Thass a pretty name just like it should be. Now then - Just one little thing Ashley."
"Yes Omar."
"Gonna take you round the shop and I know my guys would appreciate if you could wear that nice outfit you had on last time you came over here. Brightens a man's day to see a beautiful woman looking sexy like that. I 'd appreciate it too. That sound good to you Ashley?"
She knew in that moment his final question was genuine. Up to now it had all been business. He was suggesting moving to a whole other level and under circumstances where Mr Omar Barkley most definitely held all of the cards. Ashley felt her heart beating again but this time it wasn't out of fear.
"That sounds good Omar. I look forward to it."
There was low rumble of a laugh from the other end of the line. "Not nearly as much as I do girl - not nearly as much as I do."
***
"Didn't I tell you man? Was I exaggerating? That girl is fine as fuck."
"Seen me some fine dimes in my time but this one is all that and no error."
It was the same older man leaning against the wall outside of Barkley Tooling. Was he on an eternal break or had he timed it for her arrival? The idea was strangely exciting. His friend was younger than him but in similar oil-stained overalls. They hadn't been shouting but they hadn't lowered their voices either. They must have known she would hear them. Not that she understood all they were saying but she figured she had got the general idea. She felt the heat in her face and knew that she had to be blushing. Well the best thing was always to take the bull by the horns.
"Hello again," she heard the slight quaver in her own voice as she addressed the first man, "is Omar, er Mr Barkley, available to see me."
The older man gave her a wicked, lascivious, grim. "Damn girl but he'd be some fool not to make space for you. Anyways if he's busy you can always come talk to me." He raised an eyebrow and his deep dark eyes took her in, gauging her reaction.
Ashley knew that showing weakness or fragility would earn her no points around here. "I guess I'd know where to find you - do you ever take a work-break from your leaning?" She accompanied the question with the sweetest, most innocent, smile she could muster.
The second man bust out laughing. "Maybe she's one of them old-style time and motion folks Red. If she is then you're in trouble!"
Red, if that was the older man's name, had only hesitated a moment before joining in the laughter. He held out a rather grimy hand. "Like Mike said I'm Red. Hope you know there wasn't no offence meant."
"There was certainly none taken, er, Red. Also, I'm not ergonomics I just have some business with Omar."
The men parted to let her through and she saw Omar Barkley watching from the door of his office. It felt like something of a sandwich. Omar watching her from the door and his two employees watching her ass as she approached their boss. Again she felt her pulse rate quicken a little. Her husband had ignored that aspect of her so long and it was exciting to know she could still win a man's attention. Scratch that - win three men's attention! She couldn't help applying a little extra roll to her hips as she walked the few yards across the loading bay and was rewarded by a half-stifled "Jesus" from one of the men behind her.
There was a knowing little smile on Omar's face. As if he had noticed what she had done. Or maybe it was just the slight flush on her cheeks or the extra little sparkle in her deep blue eyes. Omar Barkley had been around and while he hadn't seen many women as fine as this Ashley Flynn he did know how to read the signs.
"See you've already met two of my guys. Don't pay too much attention to Red. He might come across a little too H-Town for some tastes but he knows his business. Been a toolmaker all his life and trains up my younger guys. If your project needs our support then getting on Red's good side is a definite plus. Don't be fooled though. Back in the day Red had something of a reputation.
"Really?" She was interested but also rather amused. Red had looked at her with a sort of wickedly naughty intensity but he was also about old enough to be her grand-pa! Now his friend was another matter. He was still a little old for her but he clearly worked out. He filled out his overalls in a way that made him very easy on the eye! "What about his friend?"
"Mike has his moments but Red is the one to watch. Back in the day he had quite the way with women. Could pretty much talk any girl he wanted between the sheets."
'Back in the day' was probably the key phrase there so far as Ashley was concerned. She certainly hadn't noticed any particularly silver-tongued repartee and while she could perhaps see that Red had been handsome once he was looking a little time-worn nowadays.
Unlike Omar. He wasn't exactly a teenager but he still had a good decade or two on Red and the years had so far given him only a sort of distinguished maturity. Something that fitted well with the man himself. You couldn't imagine Red or Mike as the boss. Omar radiated authority, a natural ability and confidence. Her husband had seemed like that once but that had turned out to be a facade. Omar, it seemed, was the real deal. That was why she was here.
They spent a good hour going through the accounts and the finances of both the Flynn family firm and the Flynns themselves. Omar would interject with the occasional comment and suggestion. They all seemed good to Ashley. Sometimes she cursed herself for not thinking of them herself. Others she knew that she could never have come up with in a month of Sundays. She knew she had come to the right man for help.
Finally Omar had tapped his computer screen and done some quick mental arithmetic. "Your boy left it late but just maybe we can save this thing. Does he know you are coming here?"
She bristled a little at Omar calling her husband a 'boy'. However, wasn't that just the truth. Grant had let himself and her down very badly, had not taken responsibility for his actions. He'd been too shell-shocked to comment when she came over the first time but he hadn't liked it when she'd told him she was going over again and he really hadn't liked her outfit. "He'll have to get used to it."
Omar was watching her again, those intelligent deep brown eyes seeming to look into her very soul. "He never came over himself. Not a fan of H-Town I guess. What would it be about this city that he dislikes so much I wonder?"
Well she could answer that and she was pretty sure Omar could too. Grant had used some very unfortunate terms when taking about Omar and his employees. Particularly unfortunate when the Flynns' future pretty much depended on Omar's good-will.
Omar gave a little half-amused grunt and then dismissed Grant as if her husband was of no use or importance. Which, she was slowly having to realise, was pretty much the case.
"Looking at all your figures two things are absolutely clear to me. First, you need to increase your production and your sales. You sorely need a major rise in turnover and you need it now. Second, with your current operation you have a zero chance of getting that done. So your husband's firm is going to bleed out money on your current commitments and you'll be broke in three months max." He put down the lid of his lap-top and turned to her.
"But you said we could save this thing?"
"Well we probably could but not if your husband is blowing all the money we make on three-legged ponies and the Washington Generals. Also, I lent him some slack on last month but unless he pays the arrears at the end of this month then there'll be no more deliveries. So it'll end right there and right then. He understands that?"
"He understands."
"So here is how it is. I will waive last month's and this month's money and in return you will be made co-signatory on any money going out of the firm. He can retain a third share in the business but he makes no decisions and he certainly signs no checks on his own. The other two-thirds will be owned by yourself as sole Executive Supervisor. He has till the weekend to have the paperwork all signed, sealed and delivered. You tell him - he can have a third of something or a whole lot of nothing. You think your boy can understand that much?"
Ashley was shocked. "But I can't run the company?"
"Why not - especially if you have folk to give you good advice. Your boy can still handle the grunt office work and you can pay him a little to keep his bookie from breaking his legs. You might mention that fact to him too." He heaved himself up out of his chair and beckoned. "Now I'll give you a tour of the place."
Barkley Tooling wasn't exactly huge. Fifteen employees, all of them local which meant to say all of them African-American. Ranging from a couple of young apprentices in their late teens up to the notorious Red, who seemed to play the role of a sort of foreman. Everywhere she went Ashley was greeted with open smiles and roving eyes. The guys were happy to talk and to show their role in the business. She noted just how much respect they had for their boss. He ran things but he could also do all of their jobs and knew as much about the process as any man there except perhaps Red. The contrast with Grant was again somewhat sobering.
She noted something else as well. The men were eager to talk to her, to have her attention. When she smiled at them she saw the smile returned in their eyes as well as on their lips. From the corner of her eye sometimes she would catch them checking her out. The obscured curve of her breasts and the rather clearer curve of her bottom in that tight skirt.
The youngest apprentice was Jerome, fresh-faced and just barely eighteen. When she asked him about his role in the process he seemed nervous, hardly able to talk. She smiled reassuringly and then looked into his eyes and knew what she saw there. His eyes were wide and they told her what was in young Jerome's heart. Desire. Hunger. Perhaps even worship.
That was - surprising. She was used to being admired but perhaps not with quite such intensity. He was young of course and that was something else. She was more than ten years older than this young man. She glanced down from those burning eyes to catch her breath a little.
Jerome wasn't in the baggy cover-alls most of the men were wearing. Maybe he had been sent out with a message or he was ready for home but he just had on a pair of standard pants. As she glanced down she saw the outline of a bulge in those pants. A big bulge. There was a certain myth about African-American men of course. Apparently sometimes it wasn't a myth.
She looked back up again and Jerome suddenly seemed a little anxious. Was he wondering if she had noticed? As if she could have missed that thing! The situation made her smile and then Jerome smiled too, relief showing on that young open-book of a face. He was a handsome young man. If he ever achieved the confidence of his boss then the ladies would really have to watch out.
She realised that Omar and Red were both watching her. They were very different men and that showed now too. Red had his wicked little knowing smile and absolutely no problem letting her see it. Omar was much harder to read. However, she did not for one moment entertain the thought that he hadn't noticed and understood everything that had happened.
Her little tour had taken a while, the men seemed to enjoy having her taking an interest in their work, but finally she had made it back to his office. Followed, a couple of minutes later, by the man himself
"So we need to re-utilise the space, manufacture the new tooling and train on a couple of the men, maybe the youngsters. All within a certain time-span." Omar Barkley had talked about the need to increase production and now he laid out just how he would provide the essentials for her to do just that. "My men will have to work extra hours and my firm will have to carry the cost of that for the present. It's also basically being done for one customer - a customer that is about this far off financial collapse. To be honest Ashley in hard business terms it makes no sense at all. As an intelligent woman you no doubt understand that?"
She understood it all too well. She was absolutely dependent on the good-will of the man in front of her. Even then it might not be enough.
He read her answer in her face. "So on purely business terms this isn't happening. You just don't have enough to bring to the party." He paused. "In purely business terms." He moved to his desk and sat down. His eyes met hers as she waited.
"Tell me Ashley how did you feel about Jerome out there?"
She laughed nervously. "Oh, ha ha, well young men do get excited..." She didn't know what to say.
"With the right reasons all men can get excited," Omar corrected her, "its just that young men tend to let it show a bit more. Meantime you didn't answer my question."
No she hadn't and she hesitated now but she knew that if this was going to work there had to be openness between herself and Omar, there had to be honesty.
"Jerome is an attractive young man and I hope I don't seem too ancient to him but I am certainly rather older. So it was kind of flattering that he was so excited. It was...", she hesitated again searching for the appropriate word, "it was fun." That wasn't the right word but it would do for the moment.
Omar was watching her intently. "Just fun?"
Oh shit - did Omar see right into her mind? "OK - It was kinda hot. I've been a wife for four years and a girlfriend before that. It's good to know that I can still turn a man on." She stopped and she could feel that darned heat in her cheeks again. Why was she saying all this?
Now and only now Omar smiled. "Don't be in any doubt about that Ashley. There were fifteen men out there and I can guarantee you turned them all on. They like having you around. They say they'll help you out so long as you keep on coming round. So long as you keep on coming round looking so fine. You might have noticed this side of H-Town is pretty hard-scrabble, real blue-collar. A piece of ass ain't too hard to find but a woman that's pure class. Well that's a different matter. Real nice to have around and even just a smile now and then well that can earn a favor or two."
She thought about that and then gave Omar her most provocative little smile. "So you said I turned fifteen guys on. That's your fifteen employees - what about the boss? Would he like to see me around a little more?"
"Devon from dispatching has got a husband at home. So yeah you can bet the Boss wants to see your sweet ass round here. Starting with that paperwork. Just don't forget to keep dressing sexy for us."
Ashley Flynn felt a little surge of adrenaline through her veins, felt the excitement send an undeniable thrill through every part of her. Was it because her husband had neglected that part of their marriage so long? Was it because it was just natural to enjoy men finding you hot? Maybe it was because she was realising just how attractive she found the confident older Black man who was sat there drinking her in with his deep brown eyes? She'd think that over in the days to come. In the meantime she felt excited and she felt a little naughty.
"When you say you'd like me to dress sexy do you mean this?" She undid the top button of her blouse and exposed the creamy pale skin of her throat to his gaze.
"That's a start," said Omar. Did she detect a slight tightening in his throat, a little excitement mixed into the smooth dark chocolate of his voice?
"Perhaps like this?" Her long graceful fingers undid the second button of her blouse. The navy blue material bowed a little and revealed more pale skin, the swell and dip of her cleavage, a hint of lace from her bra. It was lucky she had worn a fancy one. His eyes were riveted on her now. "You like?"
She leaned over the desk to retrieve her briefcase being careful to position herself to give hi the perfect angle of viewing. He wasn't obvious about it but he surely did take advantage. She did too - taking just a little peak over the far side of the desk.
It seemed Jerome wasn't the only one who found her exciting. Not the only one who could live up to a certain 'myth' either. Mr Omar Barkley was certainly packing and he had apparently enjoyed the show almost as much as she had enjoyed providing it.
She kept the buttons undone all the way back to her vehicle. Just smiled as the men out in the loading yard whistled and hollered their appreciation. A little Neanderthal perhaps but her smile wasn't forced. She was too busy thinking about what outfit to wear for her next visit.
***
The completed paper-work was on the desk. Grant had been a fool but that didn't mean he couldn't see the logic in Omar Barkley's message. A share of something beat a whole lot of nothing every time. The family lawyer hadn't been impressed but Grant had silenced him in a flash of the man her husband had once been. In that moment she had understood that he was just desperate to have someone else take charge, someone else take the responsibility. Once she understood that it all seemed to fall into place.
He'd only really seemed to come back to himself somewhat when he had seen her headed out. She had thought about her last trip over to Barkley Tooling. The men over there liked a woman to dress with class and they also liked her to dress sexy. Well that wasn't a problem - she could most certainly manage that.
First off the agenda were her old flats. She had a pristine pair of Louboutin Pigalles that she had been saving for a special occasion - maybe another awards evening. Well there wouldn't be any more awards evenings but this was much better. A rather more appreciative audience too. Her dress also hadn't been cheap. Despite the fact that not too much material had been involved in manufacturing it. Dark material that covered her body but which clung to her curves and stopped only a couple of inches below her butt, showing off legs that she had always been rather proud of.
Sequins ran down the side of her dress and then widened out to draw any viewer's attention to the curve of her behind. That was why she had only ever worn this dress once. She had been concious that her bottom was a little prominent and those sequins had just drawn attention to the fact. Well - she'd heard that a lot of Black guys liked that in a woman. So - a negative could very much become a positive. The thought had pleased her as she finished her make-up and added a dab or two of a scandalously expensive perfume. Nothing but the best for her and nothing but the best for her men over in the city.



Grant hadn't paid much attention to her attempts to save his family's business. Not until now. Now he looked at her like his eyes were starting out of his head. Now he really wanted to know just where she was going and she had told him.
"I'm going to save the business and I'm going to save your sorry ass."
Grant didn't like that much and looked back at her with a hang dog, or rather a smacked puppy, sort of look. Events had knocked all of the fight out of him. He asked that same question again. "Where are you going?" His voice had an annoying sort of whine to it. Had that always been there?
She knew what he really meant, 'Where are you going dressed like that?'
"Barkley Tooling - I have a special appointment with Mr Omar Barkley."
"But that's in H-Town. But Barkley is... he's..."
She lost patience with him. She wasn't sure what annoyed her most. The fact he was prejudiced like that or the fact he was so fucking weak about it.
"But what are you going to do over there?" That whine in his voice was ever more intense.
She looked Grant straight in the eye and kept doing it until he looked down. "Have you been ringing around the contacts list like I asked? Have you got any more orders in?"
He looked at her like she was his ninth-grade teacher and he hadn't done his homework. "I tried - I really did try - they just wouldn't..."
"Get me the list."
She had made him enough copies and he quickly found one and brought it back. Watched as she put it into her briefcase. "But what are you going to do over there?"
She led her body pivot a little on her heel. Allowed her tight dress to show off her curves to their best advantage. Her husband was watching her with more interest than he had in years. Well wasn't that ironic. Still he deserved a last chance.
"Well now Grant I'm going over there to do whatever it takes to save the company. Whatever Omar Barkley wants me to do." She saw the sweat on his forehead and his upper lip. "Of course it you don't want me to go then I won't. You'll just have to lose the business and we'll have to get by another way. We'll sell the house and anything else we can. There's work out there but just one job won't cut it. It'll take two or maybe three and you won't be the boss in any of them. I'll work hard to help too if that's what you want -hard work never killed me before we married. So what's it to be Grant? Shall I stay home or shall I go to see Mr Barkley?"
She felt utterly calm, utterly in control. Even though she knew the next few seconds would have real implications for her life, for her marriage, for pretty much everything.
"Go to see Mr Barkley." The words rushed out of him. There was something about the way that he said them. It hadn't been reluctant or defeated as she would have assumed. It was almost excited.
She maybe felt a little excited too but most of all she felt relieved. She understand just how much she had wanted, no needed, that to be his answer. She felt a new confidence in her position, in her ability to do this. "You understand what that might mean? You understand that Omar Barkley is an impressive and confident man, the sort of man who generally gets what he wants. You still want me to go?"
"Yes." Her husband flinched at the loudness of his own word, rasped out as if his mouth was dry.
She kissed him chastely on his forehead and tasted the salt of his sweat there. "See you later sweetie."
Then she was gone. Travelling, with excited anticipation, along now familiar roads to H-Town. To the point where she was watching Omar Barkley checking over the paper-work on his desk. Finally he nodded.
"That's all good. I've drawn up the contract for the new increased supply of components. So we are all systems go on production. Sell that increased run and we are most of the way there."
"My husband hasn't had much luck..."
Omar cut her off with a snort of amusement. "That's why you come to me baby. What contacts have you tried?"
She found the list and gave it to him.
He looked down the list. "Asshole..., asshole... asshole... asshole... that guy never pays..., asshole..., huge asshole..." He gave a little grunt of exasperation and then walked to his door opened it and shouted, "Red!"
It took a minute or two but then the old guy was there. She'd missed him at the door and by the look of his oily hands he had actually been doing some work. Now he looked at her legs without trying to disguise his approval.
"Red - take a look down this list and see if you know any good contacts her boy's been missing."
Red took a quick look and immediately said, "Deon Baker. You didn't need to get me in here just for that. You know he's the main contact for all the sub-contractors in the Tri-State and some ways beyond. These all ain't worth shit but get Deon onside and you can move a helluva lotta material. Now you done wasting my fucking time can I get back to fixing Jerome's machine now?" His grey moustache bristled as he stared at his boss. The epitome of the cranky old dude.
Ashley was aware she was the cause of his annoyance. She stood up and took hold of the old man's hand, feeling the roughness and warmth of his dark skin. "It was my fault Red but I really do appreciate all of your help."
It worked perfectly. She had his attention and apparently gave him something else to think about. He returned her handshake with a firm grip. "Thass a pleasure girl but you want to show your appreciation? How about you give me a little look at that dress from all angles." With his free hand he made a twirling motion.
She heard Omar give a low rumble of a laugh. He'd made exactly the same request the moment she had arrived in his office.
Well it wouldn't hurt to give the old man a show - keep everyone sweet. She started to turn and then the spirit of mischief got within her. She leaned forward a little and didn't miss the movement of Red's eyes as he took the chance to look straight down her cleavage. Then she was turning in a slow fluid motion until the old man was behind her. Then she leaned forward over the desk and stuck out her butt with just a little wiggle.
"Fuck yeah - you got it girl." The tone of Red's voice was like he was just stating a fact. "I got me a new idea just how you could show your appreciation for all my help."
That had her turning round again and she saw his sly little smile, the mischief in his face. She put a finger up to his lips. "Hush now Red. Do you think you could still handle me?"
He liked that - she could see it in his eyes - but he didn't answer her. He just chuckled and headed back out to work.
"I did warn you." Omar was watching her closely again, gauging her reaction to events.
"He's a cheeky old man"
"You can say old or you might say experienced. Just remember what I said - he has a certain reputation. You wouldn't be the first to underestimate him."
"Oh I don't underestimate him," she laughed. "I bet he was a real terror back in the day."
"Talking of which I've known Deon Baker a long time too. Kinda the same advice applies for any attractive woman around him too. Still if me and Red both thought of him straight away he's no doubt the man to see. Want me to call him?"
She nodded. It wasn't like she couldn't look after herself and it wasn't like she was a naive ingénue. Now if it was Omar making the moves then it might be different. She wasn't quite sure how she'd respond to that - or maybe she was.
Omar pressed the speaker on his phone and she heard the connection made at the other end.
"Baker."
"Deon my man it's Omar Barkley. How's business?"
"Better than it might be and not as good as I'd like."
"Tell me man you ever heard of or done business with Flynns."
"Course I know 'em - know they turn out good product. Thought a couple of years ago about making them a proposition. Met their main man at an event and suggested a meeting. Dude acted like he got a stick stuck three feet up his asshole. Looked at me like I was something he'd scraped off his shoe and very politely told me to fuck off - if not in quite those words."
"Could you still do business with them?"
"My guys could probably take everything they was selling but fuck that! I sure ain't starving and if I was I wouldn't want any dealings with that asshole. He can go fuck himself with something sharp and jagged."
Omar looked at Ashley and smiled. "They got a new salesperson. I hear they are real convincing. Will you see them?"
A laugh came out of his phone's speaker. "Sure he can come on over. I got a free half hour after three today. If he wants to waste his time he can be here then. Otherwise he can go fucking whistle. Real unlikely he's gonna be convincing me any time soon anyway. See you around man."
Omar cut the connection and laid his phone down on his desk. "He doesn't change."
"That didn't sound very encouraging," said Ashley.
"He's expecting some preppy tosser and he's looking forward to making him feel small. He's taken some shit from privileged white dudes over the years and he don't take it no more."
'You're not just talking about Deon Baker,' thought Ashley, 'you are talking about yourself as well. Probably Red and all the rest of the men here too.'
"Anyway," continued Omar, "I've made the connection and its up to you. If you go see him I reckon you'll do just fine. Just remember what you know about Deon and remember that you have a real USP."
She waited a moment for him to tell her what her USP was and he recognised what was in her mind but Omar Barkley just smiled and shook his head. "You're a smart girl Ashley. On the way over there you'll work it out."
***
It was a little embarrassing just how much of her drive it took her to understand what he meant. She knew what a 'Unique Selling Point' was of course; it was the details that she had to work out. Deon Grant already knew how good the product was so it wasn't that. However, that conundrum wasn't the only thing she had on her mind. The appointment's timing gave her no space to get home and change into something a little more appropriate for a business meeting. Still sometimes you just had to work with what you had.
H-Town was pretty new to her and a lot of her attention had to be on the road. That was her excuse for how long it took for the penny to finally drop. Omar had mentioned what she knew about Deon but she only knew what Omar himself had told her. Which wasn't much. Just that Deon had an eye for the ladies and that Deon was no fan of her husband. How could that possibly help?
"Oh!" She understood just as the GPS ordered her to park. Ten to three and she still had to cross the road and find Mr Baker's office. Whatever - she had to keep moving. She locked up the vehicle and let her mind slot the pieces into place as she walked to meet her appointment.
The USP, of course, was herself. She was the factor that would persuade Deon Baker to go into business with them. It rather explained why Omar hadn't been up-front in explaining that to her. If he had then she'd have had much more time to ponder the implications. As it was she was pretty much at his door and it seemed ridiculous to turn around now.
She pressed the buzzer
A few minutes later she was entering an office where Deon Baker sat behind a large and prodigiously polished desk.
He just looked at her for a couple of seconds and then opened his mouth and laughed while heaving himself out of his comfortable office chair and onto his feet. When he stood up she saw that he was a big man. At least as tall as Omar and about the same age but carrying a lot more weight. There was a heft and a presence to this man that you understood immediately.
"Well don't I feel foolish." He was still smiling as he said it. "Guess I should listen to the words old Omar is using a little bit more carefully. Pleasure to meet you. My name's Deon Baker. You are Miss-."
She couldn't believe that he hadn't noticed the rings on her finger. ""I'm Ashley Flynn," she said as she shook his proffered hand. Her small white hand seemed to be swallowed up in his big Black paw but his shake was firm and dry.
"The boss's daughter?"
He was teasing her - that confirmed it. "His wife," she answered. It seemed a pretty face wasn't going to get the job done on its own.
Deon Baker pondered a little and then tapped a pen on his desk. "Well it seems your husband has more sense than I've always thought."
He was looking for a reaction and she knew that. Perhaps he thought she would spring to Grant's defence. Up to a couple of weeks ago maybe. Now she chose not to react.
He had been watching her, amused and also obviously interested. Somehow she doubted that he wanted to know her opinions on the NFL draft or Iranian politics. His interest in her was rather more earthy, rather more primal.
He smiled again, a small and rather attractive smile given the circumstances. Then he shrugged. "Business, business, business. So Mrs Flynn what products are we talking about and what quantities might you be able to supply?"
First she asked him to call her Ashley which secured another of his smiles. Then she undid her briefcase and ran through the details he had requested. She knew he was listening but he was also watching her. Omar and Red had both watched her to gauge her reactions. That wasn't the case with Deon. She understood instinctively that he was simply enjoying looking at her, enjoying having her there. This big bear of a man was admiring her and he also desired her. Nothing had been spoken but she knew it. As well as she knew her own name. Almost without realising it she managed to complete her little sales pitch. The constant rehearsals on the way over letting her recite it almost from muscle memory.
"Sounds good," he nodded. "Certainly well worth me getting together some contacts. You'll have to present to them as well of course. Meantime, for using my contacts, I have a certain commission on any orders. A finder's fee if you like."
It was her turn to nod her understanding. This wasn't a charitable concern after all. Deon Baker's office and clothing suggested he had plenty of money even if that almost certainly hadn't always been the case.
"It'll be 50%."
She felt like her jaw almost hit the floor. What the fuck! She managed to blurt out, "Isn't that rather excessive?"
Deon just looked at her like a man that held all the cards. "50% is my rate for assholes and your husband is a Grade A asshole."
Well that pissed on the Flynn family kipper and no mistake. Giving up 50% would wreck all of their calculations. It would mean this had all been for nothing. Not good for Omar and very, very, bad for herself. What could she say? Argument was pointless - except perhaps. "You aren't taking to my husband. You are talking to me."
He was smiling again. "True, true. That's a real good thing for you because I'm thinking you could earn a 10% discount. I'm liking that dress. Be real fine to get a better look at it."
Well that was no problem. Hadn't she done the same for Red and done it for free? It wasn't as if Deon was forcing her into anything and it wasn't as if he was ugly or even unattractive. His face had a symmetry, a power, that accorded well with his quiet confidence. He had reason for the latter of course. He held all the cards and he knew it. It would be naive not to expect him to take advantage of that fact, to exploit it. Wasn't that just in the nature of business?
She got up and did her little truncated catwalk strut for him. The office only had so much space and so she made up for that with a little extra wiggle. To the point where she was almost more dancing than anything else.
Deon reached for his phone. Before she could take offense he had tapped the screen a couple of times and put it back down. Music came out of the phone's little speaker. Not exactly her preferred genre but it had a heavy beat and she let her body move to it. Allowed the music to guide her and to flow through her.
She stopped only when the music stopped. Suddenly she felt self-concious at having performed for him like that.
"Damn but you are one premium piece of tail," said Dean.
"Premium enough to deserve another discount," she shot back at him.
He liked that, laughed from deep down in that barrel chest of his. "OK - so you have got it back down to 35%. The meeting will be Tuesday afternoon - be here at three. Meanwhile, I'm going to go for something to eat and I like to have a pretty girl on my arm. Come along and we'll talk some more discounts"
"Here?"
"You think we ain't got good places to eat. French, Italian, Mexican, Thai, Chinese, Tamil - we got pretty much any kind of dining you like. Thass one good thing all them North Capital yuppies have done for the city."
If she'd been nervous about an evening on the town in H-Town, and she had been, then there was no need. She chose Italian and Deon drove her through a couple of slightly scruffy areas before they were in an evidently prosperous and thriving area of eateries and entertainment. She remembered reading about the gentrification going on down by the waterside, the development they called North Capital.
She was relaxed until they entered the restaurant. It was very impressive and the maitre d' was impeccable as he led them to their table but she felt the eyes on her. That was the thing about North Capital. It might have been carved out of the heart of old H-Town but it was very different, very affluent and very white. Outside of one couple all of the diners were white and a lot of them were looking at her. A white woman with a wedding ring on the arm of a big older African-American man.
Deon just smiled and surveyed the diners around him. If she felt self-concious then he most certainly did not and in a flash of clarity she understood why. Most folks didn't have a problem but those that did - well Mr Deon Baker took immense pleasure in rubbing their noses right in it. No-one was likely to cause real trouble. Even the younger diners were all just yuppie types and Deon was a big impressive man.
One of the fools made a comment a little too loud and Deon gave him a 'look'. Her dining partner might be a successful businessman now but Deon had grown up in the ghetto and if you scratched the surface too hard he could play real mean. His look said all of that and more. The loudmouth paled and within five minutes he and his party had vacated their table.
Ashley used her menu to shield her lips as she said, "You enjoyed that didn't you?"
She only received a smile in response. She was coming to really like that smile and the confidence that lay behind it. All African-Americans weren't like this, she was well aware of the fact, but when they were...
He wasn't only confident. He was funny too. Taking her mind off all of those eyes boring into their backs. She knew his obvious relaxation would only infuriate some fellow diners all the more. Every time she laughed or smiled she knew her pleasure in Deon's company would do the same. So she did it more - just for the fun of it.
Finally, as they sipped their coffee, that low conversational tone of his turned to the question she had asked. "Here's the thing. I got the hottest piece of ass in the place and lots of them white boys don't like it. Some of their white girls are jealous of you too and them white boys like that even less. Like I could give a shit. Want to earn another discount?"
He'd told her what he wanted and she'd just looked back at him to gauge if he was serious. He clearly was and so she had to make a decision under his gaze.
It was a reasonable drive home and so she needed to take a comfort break before she left. Seated in the stall she thought it through. Once she was done she washed her hands and then returned to her table. Deon was watching her now and no mistake. Those eyes of his taking in every move she made. Once she had sat down she took a quick glance around her. There was his smile again - a smile of victory.



Ashley reached into her purse and handed over her panties.
She hoped he would put them away quickly. He didn't exactly linger but he didn't rush either. Why would he care if someone saw them?
"Down to 25% courtesy of the date, 20% after this little lacy addition to my collection. I can't go below 10% but maybe you can earn that." The glint in his eye told her that they were coming to the crunch. "I should get you back to your vehicle. Just that I have a bit of an issue."
He didn't seem very worried. "What issue is that?" she asked.
"You feeling shy?"
Well, considering she had just handed over her underwear in a crowded restaurant she doubted anyone could ever call her shy again. She shook her head and he took her hand. Let his dark finger tips touch her wedding ring before he gently guided her hand below the table and across to his lap.
It was rather a large issue after all. Her fingertips traced the hard bulge through the material of his pants. Just what she would have expected to find. Deon Baker was a big man in every sense.
"You think you can help me with that?" He had a confident swagger to his voice now.
She felt the blood pumping through her body, felt the excitement. Not at touching him but rather at the knowledge that she excited him so much. Her husband's attitude had dented her confidence somewhat. Even Omar hadn't made a move other than asking her to dress sexy for him. Well Deon could take his pick, she sensed that, and Deon wanted her. It was exciting and a little daunting. One thing was certain she wasn't going to be easy. Well not extremely easy. "Should I ask the server for some ice to cool you down?"
Now he really laughed, a great belly-laugh of delight that had the other patrons staring in his direction. Not that he cared and not that she cared any more either.
He stood and took her hand as they left the restaurant. They were half-way back to his office, driving past the graffiti-tagged buildings of H-Town's Madison district, before he spoke again. "Last chance to try for that 10%."
"What do I have to do for it?"
"Not send me home with blue balls. But I ain't interested in forcing you to do anything you ain't minded to do."
"OK." It escaped her lips almost before she knew it. It was spoken and he was pulling his car off the main street and down between buildings into a rubbish and weed-strewn empty lot. He parked up and eased his seat back a little.
It gave her just that extra bit of room after she had taken off her seat-belt. She reached for the belt of his pants and undid it, pushed the material down over his hips. That bulge was back again and his shorts were doing an even worse job of trying to hide it.
She eased them down and there he was. Just as long as she had thought but he was thick with it. That fact wasn't what captured her imagination as she reached out to hold him however. Instead it was the contrast between her pale fingers and his dark cock. It looked amazing and it sent a new thrill through her. From the moment her hand touched him she knew there was no going back. She couldn't help giggling a little.
"Think you can handle that?" His voice was back to purring a smooth dark chocolate.
"I think so," she said. She wasn't going to admit this was the biggest cock she had ever touched. Even if the mental comparison with poor little George had made her giggle.
Well in for a penny and in for a pound. She popped her open mouth over the big head of his cock. Its girth made it feel different as she tried to suck it. Not unpleasant or a problem but most definitely different. It sort of filled up her mouth as none of her previous partners had come close to. Something which could set a girl to thinking. What would it be like if they were having sex?
It wasn't her first rodeo. She knew some little tricks of the trade. Using her tongue to tease him, her mouth and hand together to excite him, to keep him excited rather. She guessed most men liked much the same things. It was confirmed every now and then when Deon gave her some vocal feedback.
"Yeah suck that dick baby."
"Fuck yeah - use them skills girl."
"You loving that Black dick ain't you white girl."
"Fucking love getting my cock sucked by a smoking hot redhead."
Well it was probably doing a little more for him than for her but she had no complaints. No matter how crude he got she knew that was just proof that she had him now. She settled into a nice comfortable rhythmn, taking a good half of that long dark shaft into her mouth every time. She felt fingers in her hair and they started to gently regulate her pace. Well that was OK - all part of getting to know what each other liked.
Lights swung across the vacant lot and she wanted to get up to see what was going on but his hands were easily strong enough to hold her in place, to keep her working on the job at hand.
"Relax girl - just a hood bop with her latest john. On the same mission as we are."
So this was a place the local working girls brought their clients. That made sense. The realisation didn't break her rhythmn, didn't stop her doing her best to please her own man. She couldn't exactly be outraged or shocked could she. After all she was earning her discount and if excuses were needed she probably had a lot less than the sista over the way.
"You like being my little white ho?"
Shit - could he read her mind? She remembered thinking that about the guys at Barking Tooling. Black men couldn't do that could they? Of course she knew they couldn't but some it seemed could read her like an open book.
She felt his free hand push her skirt up, the cool air on her thighs and then on her pussy. An unnecessary reminder that her panties were in his pocket but she just kept sucking and teasing that Big Black Cock in her mouth. Was he going to fuck her right there, right then?. Again the thought didn't break her rhythmn. It only made her excited.
"Gonna come out with me Tuesday girl - after the meeting? We'll have a little more time then - so I can treat this premium white pussy like it needs to be treated. You can have it nice and shaved and fresh and ready for me. That sound good girl?"
"Hmmn - Hmmm," she replied with her mouth full of Black cock. His other hand was still making sure she kept to her work pleasing him. "Hmmm - hmnnnn," she added as she felt a finger skilfully tease her just where she liked to be teased.
"I like them heels and I want you wearing a skirt or a dress you hear - none of them slacks or pants. Nice and easy access. Don't be bothering with no bra nor panties neither. You can be appropriate for the meeting but I wants to know you're ready for me when you're being all businesslike. Now I know just how much you love Black cock."
His words in her ear and his hands, one on her head and one at her pussy, they were all working on her. She'd been missing out on real desire, real raw sexual excitement, for so long. Now she had it and she knew she'd be getting a whole lot more. She tried to moan but it was hard with his cock in her mouth. She felt two dark fingers slip into her pussy.
"Fwuck yeshh - Fwuck mweee," she cried out - the words muffled by his cock.
"All in good time girl - gonna ride you hard and put you away wet like the premium filly you is." His words were a little forced for the first time that day and she felt his fingers grip her hair tighter. She knew what was about to happen.
Deon began thrusting his hips to push his cock deeper into her mouth. Four, five, six, strokes and then he was cumming. Into her mouth and across her tongue. She felt the powerful spurts of viscous seed, tasted them in her mouth. She always tried to avoid that but now it didn't seem to matter.
"Fuck yeah - hold all that premium seed in your mouth girl." Deon withdrew his cock "Show me it."
She obeyed - like a good white girl should. She showed him his cum pooled in her mouth and on her tongue. He had cum a lot. Any more and it would have been coming out of her ears!
"Now swallow it down baby and show me that mouth all clean."
Swallowing was something she had definitely never done but it was a night of firsts. She looked into his eyes and swallowed his cum. All the way down and then she opened his mouth just as he had asked.
"You like the taste of that Black seed?"
"Yes Deon."
"Well then clean up my motha-fuckin' cock," he laughed.
Again she did just as she was told and she enjoyed it too - just like a good white girl should.
***
Grant was still up when she got home. His greeting was a mix of anxiety, frustration and maybe a little excitement.
"Why didn't you call me - I didn't know where you were."
"Yes you did Grant, I told you I was going to H-Town to save your bacon for you. I saw Omar Barkley and then I went to see Deon Baker - you know him I think.
Was it her imagination or did Grant seem to pale a little - even under his perma-tan. "Baker - what were you doing there?"
"We had a little talk and then he was nice enough to take me out to dinner." She had known her husband long enough to read him quite well. She was reading certain signs right now. "Deon is quite impressive isn't he. It was quite exciting when he started hitting on me. He's rather good at that too - telling a woman just what she needs to hear."
Grant looked like a truck had hit him. He also looked like the excitement was taking over from his other emotions. If she had read him wrong then their marriage was toast but she discovered that she didn't really care. Grant fucking up was, after all, the catalyst for all this.
"What happened?" her husband asked, his mouth suddenly dry.
"I gave him a blow-job in a parking lot." She stated it in a quite matter of fact way and observed rather dispassionately the momentary war of responses within her husband. Shock got out of the blocks first, upset turned up because it was expected to and surging past them both to breast the tape were excitement and shame in a tight partnership.
"Did he fuck you?"
"No - Deon didn't fuck me Grant. He wants me to go back over there on Tuesday. Of course you could be a man and step up to your responsibilities. Then I won't go. Just tell me well in advance because I'll need plenty of time to prepare so I can look as good as I can for Deon."
Grant's mouth opened but he didn't say anything. It had been a risk giving him a chance to derail her exciting new life. However, it hadn't been a very big one. She knew with absolute certainty and for more than one reason that Grant Flynn would never take that chance.
***
Omar had helped her formalise her presentation. Provided her with sample products and with reassurance that she was going to smash it. Red hadn't been around. Omar said that he had been working very hard on the refitting of the works to handle extra production. He wasn't a young man anymore and he was going to cut back to coming in two days a week.
"Is he alright?" Ashley was genuinely concerned. Red was clearly an old scoundrel, a very horny old scoundrel in fact, but it was hard not to like him. She certainly wasn't comfortable with the idea that he had worn himself down trying to help her out. That made her feel way more guilty than anything she had done with Deon. Or anything she was going to do with him.
Omar reassured her. "Don't worry girl. He's OK. I mean he's pushing seventy and by rights he should be retired and sat at home on his pension. You gave him the perfect excuse to scale it back a little while still coming over and grumbling at me two days a week. I suspect he'll be saving his bitching and grousing up for every Tuesday and Friday from now on. You should be feeling sorry for me and not that old bastard!"
She smiled. Omar was just saying that to make her feel better because she knew how much he valued having Red around, whatever he claimed. "Maybe I can help even out the score a little. If I come over every Tuesday and Friday to touch base maybe I can brighten those days up a little for you. Perhaps distract Red from his grumbling too."
"Oh you'll distract him alright. I've told you about him twice - from now on I'm considering you've had fair warning alright?"
She liked Omar a lot but sometimes he could be like a mother hen. Red might have been quite the lady's man in his day, she could well believe that he had been, but that was then and this was now. It would be ridiculous to worry about an old man like Red considering the date she had on Tuesday.
"So you don't want me round here? You don't want me spending hours picking out sexy outfits like this one just for you Mr Barkley sir?" She gave him her nearest approach to a coquettish smile, fluttering her eyelashes in his general direction..
"This place is open house for you girl, you know that. The day I'm turning you away if the day they can measure me for my strait-jacket. So I guess we'll be seeing you on Friday then?"
***
All the way over to H-Town on Tuesday Ashley was thinking about Omar Barkley. She knew he hadn't been a monk when he was young - Deon had told her some tales of when they had been friends back in the day. His wife's death had hit him very hard, that was obvious, but that had been getting on for ten years ago. He hadn't been celibate all that time and she knew that he found her attractive. He didn't attempt to hide that fact. Why hadn't he made a move? He had to know she would welcome it - didn't he? Deon hadn't hesitated. Every man at Barkley Tooling save one, from young Jerome to Red, weren't exactly shy about seeking her company and chatting her up, with varying degrees of seriousness.
So why not Omar? She shook her head clear of such fancies and focused on her coming presentation. This one had to go well. At least she had 'home field advantage' so to speak. These were Deon's contacts and friends and Deon was putting in a good word for her. Her product was excellent and Omar had helped her fine-tune her sales pitch. As for the ancillaries well she had made sure to get everything right in that department too.
She had thought about wearing her business suit again but had decided on something a little less obvious. She had a really nice knee-length D & G black dress. Very appropriate for business with a high neckline and full arm covering. The only skin revealed were her face, hands and legs. Which suited Ashley since she considered her legs and face her best features. Compared to the outfits she had been wearing at Barkley Tooling she felt positively buttoned-up, almost prudish. Or at least she would have...
This dress only had one problem. It tended to cling to the form and show off what was beneath it. Well mother nature and some gym work meant she had nothing to be ashamed of in regards to her body. It was just that an obvious bra and a VPL rather ruined the overall effect. Or VPL might have done but for Deon's 'advice'. No panties meant no Visible Panty Line. Once you decided on that the bra didn't last long..There was another advantage too. She had give herself a nice fresh smooth shave down there and the combination of that and no panties was exhilarating to say the least. It felt naughty and liberating and fun. It wasn't a short dress so there was very little chance of accidental exposure but somehow it made her feel rather daring, strangely confident.
Not that she found out that she really needed such confidence or to have stressed so much over her presentation. There were seven men present plus Deon and they all immediately saw the potential for them of her products. They could get a little cheaper but that Chinese crap fell apart in your hands and many of their customers still liked the idea of 'Made in the USA' so long as it didn't cost too much extra. There were questions of course and details to be clarified but she sailed through them. With painless ease she found herself shaking hands and signing deals with all seven men. This wouldn't quite get them out of the shit Grant had dropped them in but it would help, it would help a lot.
It amazed Ashley to glance at her watch and see quite how much time had passed. The adrenaline had sort of powered her through it but now she felt hungry.
"That was a good meeting I think - it'll be good for all concerned. Just how I like it." Deon certainly looked very satisfied, his hands folded over his paunch. Even 10% of the deals was a very good couple of hours work. Three of the men quickly left.
"Now the family men have left how about some food and then the Carlton," said Deon. The men quickly agreed. Ashley couldn't help noticing that the three men who had left included both of the men from the suburbs, the only white men who had been present.
"How about you Mrs Flynn?"
He'd called her Ashley before - so he was drawing attention to her married status. She gave him a questioning look but Deon was giving nothing away.
The eating didn't match up to her last trip over to see Deon. Very much the chain dining fast food experience but she assumed that this wasn't planned as the highlight of their evening. She hadn't heard of this place the Carlton before but then there was no reason she should have.
As it turned out the Carlton seemed to be a converted old town-house., What once had presumably been a store on the ground floor now showed large windows of dark glass with the club's name spelled out in neon on the brick-work above.
Her guess that it was a club turned out to be right. Just what sort of a club was given away by the doorman who clasped the hand of Deon Baker.
"Deon my man - good to see you back.
"How's it going Ty - business good."
"Its OK tonight but last week we had the place packed out. Fire Marshall would've shat his pants if he'd have come by. Toloria was dancing and we had an amateur contest to warm the guys up." As he talked he had been shaking hands with each of Deon's guests. He saved Ashley for last.
"Who's your friend here Deon?" She noticed he hadn't asked the names of any of the guys - perhaps he knew them already?
"This fine piece is called Ashley and this man built like a brick shithouse is called Tyrone. You never seen a pretty girl before Ty?"
Ty smiled a cautious smile. "Plenty - but redheads ain't exactly par for the course round here. Funny but we had one at that contest. Inexperienced but a lot of raw talent. You dance at all baby?"
Ashley was getting an idea of just what sort of dancing went on here. "Sorry Ty - I think I have two left feet."
"Shame," the big man did look genuinely disappointed. "Well - enjoy yourself. Drinks will be on the house for the lady."
"Never known Ty to do that," grumbled one of the men, "and I been here loads of times with girls."
"Well I guess he must have taken a fancy to Ashley here - you want Ty taking a fancy to one of your girlfriends?"
The men laughed and Ashley felt a certain satisfaction. Ty had to see lots of girls in his job so catching his eye was quite the compliment, quite the boost to a woman's ego. However, she knew she couldn't drink much - she had to get home after all.
"Oh no," Deon wagged a chubby dark finger at her in mock disapproval, "if Ty's being generous for once you got to make him pay. Anyway I'm designated driver."
"Thank God I'm not," said Fred and then shot a half guilty glance at Ashley. She gave him a smile to let him know she didn't mind and mentally wondered at the male of the species. They bring a girl to a strip club and then worry about a little blasphemy.
She couldn't say the strip club fascinated her though it was a certain novelty being in one. There was a main stage and a smaller one. A girl dancing at each with the men seated around. The girl dancing for them frankly looked bored though she did perk up a little when they took their seats. Ashley soon had a perfectly contoured Black butt waggling in her face and then a pair of prodigious Black tits. She wasn't quite sure how to react but the guys seemed amused and the girl soon moved on down the line.



She listened to the men and smiled and laughed politely at their jokes. They were all harmless enough. Just enjoying being out with the boys. Also, she was aware, enjoying having her with them. It probably wasn't surprising that the Carlton was a prime location for 'the male gaze', it sort of was the whole point of the place, but Ashley was aware of just how many of the clientele were sending it her way rather than the dancers. She was also totally cognisant of the undeniable fact that the Carlton's staff and clientele seemed to be 100% African-American with just the one exception - herself.
She sipped her beer carefully. She'd never been a big drinker. It could go a little to her head and so Ty's bankroll was probably pretty safe. The next dancer came out and she was all energy. Amazingly fluid movements and working the stage's pole with incredible skill. Ashley joined the applause as the dance ended and Deon gave her a twenty. She looked at him quizzically but then she noted the men crowding up to tuck bills into the girl's garter. She waited until the dancer came by and then carefully added her bill to the cluster there.
"Thanks honey," purred the dancer, then she leaned forward and kissed Ashley, her tongue pushing against the white woman's lips. Ashley opened up and their tongues met, the dancer's claiming and teasing that of her newest fan.
"Chantice never done that for me neither and I've given her plenty of twenties," grumbled the same man as earlier.
Chantice just shot him a look that eloquently said, 'WELL DUHHHH!!!'. "Come backstage later baby," she purred to Ashley.
Deon loved it. You could see it all over that dark round face of his. He loved it - and the redder her cheeks got with embarrassment the more he and his friends loved it!
Still it was quite fun and all a new experience. She took an interest in how the club worked and after a while noticed dancers coming out and then going back to booths at the back with patrons.
"Are they, um, doing it," she asked with a little shock in her voice.
One of the men laughed. "They lap-dancing Ashley. Put up the green and you can have an up-close and personal dance from your favorite. You planning on getting one tonight Bill?
Bill was the man who'd been grumbling since they got there. "Nah I don't reckon on it. I know who I'd want a dance from if I was getting one though."
The guys were all looking at her.
"Even if she has got two left feet," reminded Deon.
"Wouldn't be looking at her feet," said Bill, "no offense intended Ashley."
"None taken," said Ashley. Despite being careful she had pretty much finished her third beer and while it didn't taste strong she wasn't in the mood to take offense. In fact it sort of put an idea into her mind.
"So how do they lap-dance? They don't sit on you do they?"
"Nah you got a couch like them one's back there and there's rules like. There ain't no touching allowed. Girl just sort of dances for you. Kinda like that other girl did for you at the stage but closer.
Maybe the devil had got into Ashley or maybe the beer had. She noticed how much happier Bill seemed now and she much preferred Happy Bill to Grumbling Bill. She knew what would make him even happier.
She took his hand and led him over to the couch back from the stage, watched by Deon and the rest,. She sat Bill down, his amble paunch bulging. "So you sit there and the girl just sort of dances for you.." She did a half-hearted little shimmy.
"No," said Bill, "like the girl before. You move and groove right in close, as close as you can without touching."
"Like this," she turned and pushed her butt pretty much into Bill's face. She wiggled it a little and then turned around. She was fully covered but not wearing a bra meant that as she enjoyed arousing him her nipples had grown hard and pushed very obvious bumps into the material. Bill's eyes were pretty much out on stalks when a big hand suddenly closed on Ashley's shoulder.
"Only stage dancing out here Ashley. You want to do that its got to be in a cubicle. One on the far right is free." Bill looked at her and Ashley suddenly knew she could make not only his night but possibly his decade. She nodded and he heaved himself up out of his seat.
"C'mon now - you been here enough to know the rules. Taking a girl back there is $30 a dance - no exceptions." Ty was holding out his hand and Bill found the money.
A few seconds later Bill was almost throwing himself down into a low, comfortable, couch-type seat. It was vinyl. For easy cleaning? Ashley pushed such thoughts out of her mind and concentrated on Bill's face. He looked like a toddler excited on Christmas Morning. She put that thought to the back of her mind too because Bill wasn't a toddler. He was a full-grown African-American man in his late forties. He ran a business supplying most of the plumbers in five States. He wasn't anybody's fool but she had him at that moment and she knew it. The knowledge gave her a feeling of unexpected power. He wasn't what she wanted but she was happy to give him this moment of delight. Apart from anything else it was good practice. She hadn't done this before.
She tried to emulate what she had been told the real dancers did. She swayed and moved for him - she couldn't really claim it was dancing but Bill didn't care. He was loving it and she knew it. She could see it in the excited tension of his body and in his dark eyes. These booths weren't well-lit but he seemed happy with the view. Close-up on the curves of her butt, close-up on the swell and valley of her cleavage. His eyes were wide and she heard his breath as quick ragged gasps. She was a little surprised. He'd done this plenty of times hadn't he and she couldn't pretend she was anywhere near a professional standard. He shouldn't be so excited. As she turned and peaked at him over her shoulder she understood it wasn't the dance that was doing it for him. It was her, it was raw primal animal desire for her. That was what was making these few minutes something Bill would never forget. She liked that.
He wasn't allowed to touch but nobody had said that she couldn't touch him. She backed up onto his lap, well it was a lap-dance wasn't it? She began to grind down until she felt the bulk of his body. Then she rubbed her butt on his crotch, felt the undeniable proof of just how much she excited him. They were in the back-room of a not exactly high-end strip club and this was undeniably sleazy but that didn't mean it wasn't fun. That didn't mean she wasn't getting something out of it too. If she'd been one of the dancers here doing this every night it would no doubt be different but she wasn't. Bill knew that too. Maybe that was part of it.
She rubbed a little harder and too late she felt the material of her dress stick on the material of his pants and stay there as her body moved away from him. The feel of the material was replaced by the feel of the warm air of the booth, the feel of his warm breath on her skin.
"Oh fuck - you are amazing." She moved back onto him and felt the material of his pants against her bare skin, felt thin material, only two layers probably, separating his hard cock from her pussy. Felt his breath on her neck now as she leaned aback against him. Heard the last dying notes of the song from out on the stage piped through the little speaker in the booth.
Bill was the complete gentleman. He'd followed all the rules and now he thanked her for the dance. She gave him a little kiss on the cheek and then led him out.
Deon was seated but the other three were all stood by the door. One even had his thirty bucks in his hand. She just had time to gulp down some beer and then it was back to the grind, so to speak. Four songs don't take so long but she was feeling traces of fatigue by the end. Her technique had improved though. She could work that accidental unveiling of her shaved white pussy to a nicety by the last time she did it. She wasn't really a saleswoman but she did know to give her customers what they wanted. Or at least some of what they wanted because she was well aware of how much these men wanted to fuck her. Not to seduce her or to make love to her. They wanted to fuck her - right over the side of that vinyl couch seat. She knew it and it made her feel something only men like these seemed able to make her feel.
The guys were getting ready to go as she emerged from the booth for the last time. It seemed she had been the headline act or maybe her pussy had. Ty wished them good evening as they left, one by one, but stopped her until the men were all outside. He reached into his pocket and handed over $60.
"Your cut - House takes 50%."
She'd been cited 50% commissions before but she wasn't going to bargain with Ty.
"Next time you'll have to give me one of your lap-dances. Call it quality control." He was very serious and she agreed. He was a big sexy bull of a man and she could live with the prospect even if she doubted she'd ever be at the Carlton again.
The men had waited but only to say goodbye. She gave them her best smile even though the outside air magnified the previously subtle effects of the beers she had drunk.
"I guess I'm not driving home tonight?"
"I guess not." Deon was there alone with her now. Outside a strip club and walking to his vehicle. She didn't need to glance up at him to know he was smiling.
"You want me to drive you home."
Deon wasn't a gentleman like his friends. She knew that Deon knew better than to ask a question as important as that without already knowing the answer.
"No," she replied, "I want you to take me to your place."
"A beautiful married white woman out in H-Town well after sundown. Had a few drinks and now she's going to be taken to a Black man's place. Ain't you worried I might take advantage of you?"
"That's the plan," she replied.
Even if he hadn't been smiling before she knew for certain that he was now. Some guys had all the luck!
***
Back at his place Deon used his rump to push his door shut, hearing the lock click. He looked at her hungrily and Ashley felt her whole body give a little shiver. Some nervousness for sure but this was a shiver of the purest arousal. Deon was going to fuck her, a Black man was going to fuck her. The color of the man she committed adultery with shouldn't matter of course. But it did.
It mattered to those people the other night at the restaurant. It apparently mattered to her husband who was waiting for her at home now. It sure as heck mattered to her. She had always found some African-Americans very attractive. She couldn't help that but she'd never acted on it of course. Of course - or perhaps because she hadn't the opportunity. Well she had the opportunity now.
She moved up to Deon and kissed him, felt the strength in his body as he held her. She was ready now - she needed him to fuck her.
Deon carefully removed his shirt. His skin was wonderfully dark, pulled tight over that belly of his. He hadn't got a body from the gym he was just a big man, a substantial man. She ran her fingers over his warm skin and marvelled at the contrast in skin-tones. It was so hot, so primal, so sexy.
"Where's your husband at?" Dean asked.
Oh shit - she did not want to think about him. "He's waiting at home."
"Won't he be worried?"
What the fuck! Since when was Deon concerned about that! She looked at him with a look of intense yearning. He handed her a phone. "You best give him a call. I'll put it on speaker so you don't have to hold it to your ear."
Was this some kind of male solidarity? Did he think she didn't know how a phone speaker worked? It was all very frustrating but it was also very clear that she'd have to do what he wanted before she would get what she wanted. She keyed in her home number and waited as the phone rang. Deon had moved off from in front of her. Probably going for a pee or something. Finally the phone was answered.
"Hello."
"Grant - it's me."
"Where have you been - I was expecting you back after the meeting."
"The meeting went way late. We had a lot of things to firm up, had to go into some close detail." 'While I was lap-dancing them in the back of a sleazy strip-club,' she thought but didn't add.
She felt hands grasp the bottom of her dress and pull it up. Not forcefully but smoothly. Pulling the dress up over her body and progressively leaving her naked save for her heels.
"It can't have taken this long." Her husband was whining again. Thank goodness her dress was just going over her head at that point so it muffled Grant's voice somewhat.
She heard the swish of material and then saw her dress laying on the floor. A moment later she felt Deon against her. His big body warm, powerful, naked. She thrilled to that feeling, exulted in the knowledge that Deon wasn't going to let her down. He had clearly planned all of this and she found herself loving the way the big man thought.
"I had my doubts we could bring this thing to completion but things are really looking up now," she honestly informed her husband. "I think we'll be sealing the deal in the next few minutes."
"Then you'll come home?" As her husband asked the question she felt Deon's fingers at her pussy. Teasing her with what was to come.
"If it goes according to plan then I should really have a drink with Mr Baker to celebrate. He's very good at what he does you know."
"What if someone sees you with him - he's a ni-, well you know..."
She did know. Deon Baker was kissing the soft, pale, skin of her neck as he stood behind her. She felt suction and knew he was marking her there. How would she hide that from her husband? Did she care?
"It's OK Grant that won't be a problem. Mr Baker has offered me a little private drink to celebrate back at his place. He's just calling for me now."
"What - wait - wait - Ashley! "
Click. She pressed the button and ended the call. A dark hand carefully replaced hers on the device and turned it off completely.
"Don't want no interruptions," said Deon, "you need all my attention - classy white bitch like you."
She giggled and then gave a little squeal as he lifted her up like she weighed nothing. carried her through into the next room and laid her down on the big bed there.
"Got this bed specially. Just the perfect height." He kneeled down and grasped her legs. Pulled her back towards him and then his mouth was at her sex, his tongue exploring.
'He's done this a lot - this bed has seen a lot of action. I'm just the latest of his many conquests.' The thoughts flashed through her brain but she didn't care. She had received oral sex before but never like this. Deon certainly knew just what he was doing. Identifying and working just the places that she enjoyed the most. Soon he had her squirming in his firm grasp, gasping for oxygen as powerful emotions flowed through her. There were a lot worse things to be than Deon Baker's latest conquest.
She felt a deep shiver run through her whole body. If she didn't know better... A man couldn't do that with just his mouth - could he?
Deon was satisfied and now he moved. Standing up with that long thick Black cock of his standing proud against the curve of his belly. He still held her and now he swung her up from the bed and against his body. Their mouths met and she threw her arms around his broad, strong, shoulders. This was a real man.
Deon held her in place with one hand. The other expertly adjusted the angle of his cock and then she felt him. That broad dark head of his cock pushing against her. Demanding entry from her white pussy and then, gloriously, being admitted.
His preparation work had been perfect. She was wet and ready for him, needing to feel him fill her. Savouring his awesome wonderful masculine power as he held her and moved his hips, letting himself claim her slowly but absolutely.
"Oh fuck - you're amazing." She couldn't help saying it.
She felt herself slide down a couple of inches, or had he pushed a couple of inches up into her. It didn't matter. She felt wonderfully full. She grabbed onto his head and pushed her mouth to his. Kissed him frantically, her tongue meeting his as he began a solid pounding rhythmn, pushing that beautiful Big Black Cock of his ever deeper into her body.
She'd never been fucked before. She suddenly realised that. The men who had come before had fumbled around and done their best and fulfilled a bland dictionary definition but they hadn't really fucked her. This was really being fucked.
He didn't break that building rhythmn, didn't release his grip on her. He was big and he was strong and she knew in that moment she loved him. Or rather she loved how he could make her feel. Building to a crescendo where she had to shout out her lust in a long obscene wail.
"FFFFUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCCKKK!"
A couple of hard, potent, thrusts more and she felt something change. As a woman she instinctively knew what had happened. Deon had cum and the realisation sent a single word through her mind.
'Condom'.
She hadn't thought of it until this moment. Deon was laying her gently back onto the bed, his cock still in her, as she looked up at him.
"You came inside me." A statement not a question.
"Oh yeah," confirmed Deon and the note of triumph was there in his voice. He made a point of continuing a few more gentle strokes inside her. Making sure that she got all of his potent load - pushing what was already there deeper. She felt that deep flutter through her body again.
"But I'm not on the pill." There was a shake in her voice that she didn't want to be there. She didn't want him to think she was scared or even angry. It was just the truth. Living with Grant there'd been no need to worry about getting pregnant. Even when they had still been making love he'd used condoms. Even when she'd tried to suggest starting a family. "I'm not on birth control."
"Good - you'll make a fine baby-momma." Deon finally, reluctantly, pulled out of her. He paused and then used his finger to push some stray semen back into her pussy. "Keep feeding your hungry pussy like this and you might soon have a round belly like mine."
He laughed and she tried to get up to go to the bathroom and clean herself up. A strong hand gently but firmly held her in place.
"No - I like you laying there with my African seed in you." He moved her legs up, bent at the knee. "That's a good position for it."
Then he was off to wash up. Leaving her there to ponder his words. She knew what he meant by 'it' - he meant conception, he meant her getting knocked up with a Black man's baby. She thought about that and she didn't move. Was still laying in exactly the same position when he returned and lay down beside her.
"If its gonna happen then it's gonna happen," was all he said as he ran a dark hand over the flat pale skin of her belly. "Hope its a daughter - beautiful like her Momma. Not in the same way though - she ain't gonna be no redhead, she ain't gonna have this pale skin. My kids have a tendency to take after me." He moved a hand to her breast and teased her already hard nipple. "Make sure you do things right. Black babies like to eat naturally - like to suckle from fine white titties like these. Good for the bond and for their health. Helps them grow strong and beautiful - make their Momma proud."
He was looking into her eyes and she knew that he read her like a book. Knew that he understood all of the disappointments and the frustrations of her marriage. He knew all that and he knew how she was reacting to his words, deep in her soul, intense in the power of the emotions generated.
"It'll be a lot more likely to happen if we go again. If you want that then you know what to do."
Ashley didn't hesitate. She moved over his body as he lay there and took his only half-soft cock into her mouth. She felt it start to thicken immediately, understand how much he enjoyed the scenario. That was the difference. For him this was a game. He'd enjoy seeing her belly filled out with his baby, her breasts full of milk to feed them, but it was no big deal to him. Just a nice little bonus, a cherry on top of the pleasure that fucking his women gave him.



She worked his cock till it was undeniably hard and ready to go. Deon didn't interfere he just lay back and enjoyed. She half expected him to hold up a score card. Instead he eased her mouth off him and held his hard cock up as he lay there.
"Get on board girl - make sure I breed that womb of yours."
She straddled him and eased his cock into her pussy, still nicely lubricated from before. It was just as well. From this angle she couldn't miss just how big it was, couldn't help but wonder as her body took him into itself. The dark of his skin as he gently stretched her pussy lips, gently stretched all of her. It was fucking hot and she carefully set her own pace. Pushing herself up and down his cock as he lay there, enjoying her. He had put the work in last time - now it was her turn.
She felt the warmth on her skin, moisture on her forehead, on her upper lip, on her body. She worked on, riding him as fast as she could. Keeping riding him when her muscles began to ache, when her breathing was getting fast.
"Love that Black cock don't you Ashley?"
"Yeeesss," she moaned.
"Love that Black seed don't you Ashley?"
"Yeessss," she almost felt in another world, another reality.
"What can that Black seed do Ashley?
"Make me pregnant - give me a baby." She was gabbling the words now, still posting up and down on his magnificent cock.
"You wanna get knocked up girl - you wanna nigga baby in ya Ashley?"
"Yeeesss," she almost snarled the word - her movements more frantic, tired limbs starting not to respond.
"Tell me."
"I want you to knock me up - I want a nigger baby in me." She never used that word - hadn't since she had been old enough to know better. However, she used it now. She knew it was what Deon wanted to hear and that was all that seemed to matter in the moment.
She was right. Deon moved very fast for such a big man. He pushed her off his cock and then back down onto the bed. He rolled on top of her and she felt the weight of his big body on her, Felt that Big Black Cock of his move back into her pussy. Like it belonged there, like she was made for this.
She'd asked him to breed her and he did just that. Hard and fast and remorseless. Filling her up all the way first with his cock and then with four, maybe five, heavy spurts of potent African seed. She swore she could feel every one of them, claiming her, his strong swimmers seeking out that vulnerable white egg. She swore she could feel that, all of it!
As they both came down from the high she felt only one regret for all that had happened.
"Deon - I have to tell you..."
Deon smiled and put a big finger to her lips to silence her. "What you gonna tell me beautiful. You gonna tell me this ain't your fertile time after all. You think I didn't know that. Still it made for a real hot, real good, fuck didn't it. You enjoy it babe?"
"It was the best", said Ashley. She had never meant anything quite as much as those four words at that moment.
***
In the end they had a couple of drinks to celebrate 'sealing the deal' or at least she did. Then Deon had driven her home. Getting out of the car she once again felt the potent combination of cool fresh night air and alcohol. Except this time she had drunk rather more and the drinks Deon had given her were rather stronger than that strip-club beer. Her legs buckled a little but Deon was there to hold her up and walk her to the door.
Grant Flynn had been waiting up ever since that odd phone call. He saw the lights of the vehicle and knew it had to be them. He reached the front door and opened it just after Deon pressed the bell.
Now Grant almost reeled back from the image on his doorstep. A very large Black man carrying his wife like she was a baby he was rocking.
"Ashley?" His wife didn't drink - but he could smell alcohol. "What happened?"
"I got fucked and then I got fucked up!" His wife giggled.
Grant took in the implications of those words and seemed to swallow something hard and jagged. At the same time he felt his body react. Just as it had when Ashley had first told him she was going to see that big brute Deon Baker. A man like that, with the reputation he had, alone with his wife. He'd had to wait until she went out to take care of it. It needed taking care of again now.
"What do you mean?" He knew he sounded like an idiot but he couldn't help it. All the blood in his body seemed to be rushing to his penis.
"Been full of Black cock, now I'm full of Black cum. Baby-making cum." She was slurring her words and waved vaguely in the direction of the bedroom. Deon carried her thorough and laid her gently down one more time. Grant scurried along behind them.
"But... didn't you use a condom. You aren't on birth control." The implications were sending contrasting and warring emotions through him.
"Should have brought a cigar with me," said Deon as he headed for the door, "seems like you're about to have an addition to the family." He walked to the door and then turned and pointed a finger at Grant. "You were the cause of all this so if I hear anything bad about you then you'll be answering to me. Understand!"
Grant just nodded and the door slammed behind Deon. What had the big man meant - he didn't understand him. He just knew the bastard had tricked his wife, got her drunk and then fucked her. It wasn't Ashley's fault - she was too trusting, too vulnerable and unprotected.
'Unprotected.'
"Oh God," he whined as he walked back to the bedroom, "what are we going to do."
"Have a baby," said his wife, "unless you can get all of his Black baby-makers out of me."
He didn't understand but then she opened her legs and beckoned, a wicked look on her face. Her well-fucked pussy looked so delicious.
He hesitated for a long moment and then Grant Flynn moved forward and pushed his mouth to his wife's pussy, still matted with her lover's seed. He saw a trail of more down one of her legs. The Black brute had cum a lot and now he had to get busy. He began to eat his wife's pussy with a passion and a dedication she would never have felt possible. Kept going even when he detected that new strong flavor and understood what he was tasting. In fact that only seemed to inspire him more.
Ashley held her husband in position by his ears and mused that even Grant could be of use sometimes if you only provided the right motivation.
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Two trucks had collided and a load of thin metal tubing was spilled all over the road
Ashley Flynn parked up her new, well new to her, Toyota. A major trade down from her old vehicle but it had freed up some much-needed cash and besides Omar Barkley had advised her a pre-loved Toyota would stand out a lot less when parked up in H-Town.
She had come to see Omar, the boss of Barkley Tooling, and she saw him there now, outside the gate of his works. Surrounded by his employees as they took in the spectacle.
"What the fuck man! I got a delivery due." Omar wasn't pleased.
"What am I supposed to do about it? Truck will move but I can't shift all this." The driver waved at the objects all over the road as if he was worried no one had noticed them.
Omar was about to explode. Then he saw Ashley and he paused and took a deep breath. "Want to get something done we got to do it ourselves. C'mon guys, start shifting this crap so our truck can make the gate when it gets here. Don't need no extra expenses with the way things are." He turned to Ashley. "Take a look at the new arrangements and the retooling inside. We are gonna be awhile."
The men got to work and young Jerome, the apprentice, flashed her a grin. "Love that outfit Ashley - you look amazing."
"Fuck yeah she does but get the fuck over here and help me move this," grunted one of his older colleagues.
Ashley strode through the gates and went to look at the new production arrangement. This wasn't quite what she had hoped for. It was nice someone had noticed her outfit but she was really wearing it for Omar. She knew he had the hots for her, she was sure of it, but somehow he didn't seem to want to come out and say it.
She needed him to do it now. This week had been the sort to put anyone's head in a swirl. It looked like she had saved her husband Grant's business, endangered by the fact he was a degenerate gambler, but in the process she had ended up sleeping with a Black guy. Scratch that. She had fucked a Black man, Deon Baker, twice and she had hugely enjoyed it. Deon had then derived great pleasure from rubbing Grant's nose in it - almost literally. Anyway her husband had ended up giving her oral sex in an attempt to 'clean up.'
Ashley shuddered a little as she walked. It had seemed fun at the time, it HAD been fun at the time, but there was an enduring image in her mind. Her husband's face, messy with her cum and Deon's cum, looking up at her with a sort of half-glazed worship.
Some women might get off on that. She did not. It just proved to her that Grant was useless, no sort of a real man. She didn't need her husband to be jealous and toting a shotgun but she did need him to have self-respect. Most importantly she didn't need him to be weak and that was just the word to describe Grant and in so many ways.
The place seemed to be empty so she took a look at the new machine set-up. This would be the salvation of the company. The extra production here would let Flynns fulfil all those new orders she had earned courtesy of her brilliant sales technique and her very close-cooperation with Deon Baker.
Omar did like her to dress nice and sexy for him. It had sort of been a return for all of this investment. She hoped he'd want a little more soon but Omar Barkley was taking it slow. Almost every other employee here had tried sweet-talking her, even young Jerome, but Omar Barkley usually kept things vaguely business. She had to find a way of putting that right. She'd hoped this outfit might be a start.
She had an idea of what Omar liked Talking to Deon had reinforced some of those ideas. All African-American men were not the same and did not necessarily find the same things hot but Deon and Omar had run together back in the day and knew each other well. Besides, they both found her hot - at least she hoped and prayed they both did.
She was on solid ground with Deon but she understood just where Deon was coming from. For him she had been just another conquest. A white man's trophy wife who he had lured away and given the fuck of her lifetime so far. She knew that and had no problem with it. She had needed just what Deon had been laying down. For the future, however, she needed more than Deon could ever give. She needed Omar.
At least Deon had confirmed her dress choices. Her men liked heels. Well she had on her trusty Louboutin So Kates. Their Pigalle cousins had brought her luck with Deon after all. Her men liked their women in skirts not pants. Well she had a nice colourful skirt, not too tight and not too loose, down to just above the knee. For a top she had chosen a leopard skin design, not subtle but Omar needed a prod. The material was thin and clung which felt rather good if you weren't wearing a bra. The design helped make it a little less obvious when the kiss of the material made your nipples stand out like bullets. A little less obvious - but still just obvious enough. Rather like the fact that, as ordered by Deon for their date, she had shaved down there and she wasn't wearing panties. She'd liked the feeling of daring and freedom so she had decided that, with her men, that would be the policy from now on.
She heard a cough and the sound of something metal hitting the floor. That was close but there was no one else there. Or perhaps there was someone after all?
She called out. "Hello - its Ashley." Everyone at Barkley Tooling knew Ashley.
There was a rumble like a skateboard on concrete. She looked around but still couldn't see anyone.
"Fuck me - that's a sight to set a man up in the morning!"
She knew the voice even before she looked down. Red must have been working under the new machine - lying back on a little trolley just like a skateboard. Hearing her voice he had wheeled himself out and now found himself between her legs and looking up. Straight up her skirt. When she wasn't wearing any panties.
Red was the veteran staff member at Barkley Tooling. Well, a sort of consultant really. He was pushing seventy but hard work and good luck meant he still had a strength to him. Omar respected him, called on him for advice at times, but he had also twice warned her about him. Red had once, apparently, been a womanizer with a formidable reputation. Omar didn't go into details but it hardly mattered. Red was an old man now. In fact it rather encouraged her to tease Red sometimes - she knew she had caught his roving expert eye in a serious way. Perhaps she reacted like that because Omar was so reticent. Red wasn't shy about telling a girl how hot she looked, suggesting what he might like to do if he was a few years younger.
'Yeah - like thirty' she had thought at first, finding it a bit disconcerting to have a man of that age talking like that. However, over time, you sort of got used to Red. In fact she'd found herself rather coming to like him. He had a wicked sense of humor and while he showed some of the men the rough end of his tongue with Ashley he was always pure sugar. She found him funny and had come to understand that all of his cheeky talk was just another joke. Either that or the old man was comically over-optimistic. She'd begun to tease him back and he really liked that. It was a little joke they enjoyed together.
One thing was for sure Red certainly knew his trade and he had worked very hard getting the new tooling set up. He'd worn himself out in fact - had been forced to scale back to coming in a couple of days a week. Nonetheless it was sort of typical it was him doing the final prep work under that big machine, a dirty job that she knew none of the men liked doing. Despite that, old Red was down there and she knew in her heart that he was down there because the job was being done for her.
Ashley didn't quite know why she didn't move - why she just stood there and didn't even bring her legs together. When she thought about it later she guessed the above two explanations might have been responsible - individually or in tandem. In the meantime she just looked down at him as he lay there, leering up at her but in such a way that she couldn't really take it seriously.
"You're not planning on getting up from there?"
Whatever the mock-outraged tone of her question Red was acutely aware of the fact that she hadn't moved. "Well I've gotta say I kinda like it down here."
"You are a dirty old man."
"Fuck yeah - you only just noticed."
"Seriously - You want me to help you up?"
"Not really but I guess you'd better." He rolled his trolley all the way out from under the machine placement and then let her help him up to his feet. "Good to see you are taking young Deon's advice."
First, 'Young' Deon was about a decade older than her. Second, how the heck did Red know what Deon had told her. Her face must have betrayed her because Red had that sly, knowing, smile of his again.
"I've known Deon a long time. You could kinda say kinda I taught him all he knows. So it wouldn't be hard for me to know what he said to you," he paused and his smile broadened, "even if he hadn't told me last night."
"You two have been discussing me?" She wasn't sure whether she was more surprised or outraged. That was not on!
""You know Deon - he's got a big mouth on him. Bragging to Omar too - at least that might get our mutual friend to piss or get off the pot."
She would try to puzzle that sparkling repartee out later. Meanwhile, "What - exactly - did he say about me?"
"Now would a gentleman discuss things like that?" If he had worked out she was losing patience then he didn't seem to be letting it cramp his style.
"It's just as well I'm talking to a dirty old man and not to a gentleman. What did he say?"
Red just laughed his sly little chuckle of a laugh. "Now I can't pass on a confidence. I'll just say that young Deon does like to crow when he's had a particularly premium piece of pussy. That can be because the girl looks incredible or because she's a great lay. Occassionally, like on a certain recent night, it was because he reckoned this particular fine filly was both. Reckoned she was Grade A+. Didn't come as too much of a surprise to me and today has helped confirm it. Want to know why?"
Her momentary annoyance had fizzled out without her really knowing it. Living with Grant had left her sex life deeply unsatisfying and it was difficult not to feel that at least some of that, maybe most of that, had to be down to her. Somehow her husband had stopped finding her attractive or maybe he had just decided she was no fun in bed. That left her confidence in herself a parched desert and Deon's words, crude as they might be, were precious life-giving water for that desert. She already knew it could bloom again, would bloom again with the right man.
Meanwhile Red had left open a question and by the way he was looking at her she knew he really wanted her to ask him. She knew that she really shouldn't. However, sometimes curiosity is a little too strong to be resisted and where was the harm? At worst Red might have a laugh at her expense. She could live with that.
"Go on Red - why is that?"
"Like I taught Deon back in the day you working with a fine-assed cracka dime you need to be aiming for the three Nos. Glad to see he's still putting that into his technique."
She wasn't going to ask him again - she just raised her eyebrows and gave a little nod of encouragement. He got the message.
"That's No Underwear, No White Boys and No Condoms. I'm guessin' you're two thirds of the way there already - not quite record time but real close. Which, by the way, is a real good thing."
She was trying to think up a response and miserably failing when a commotion outside rescued her.
Omar led some of his men in. "You fellas get back to real work - we wasted enough time out there. Red did you check that issue you was talking about?" The old man nodded.
Omar looked at Ashley and then back at Red. "What's he been saying to you? Because your face is red and he has a shit-eating grin I'm all too familiar with." He paused but neither of them offered him an answer. Omar grunted and gave his attention to Ashley. "C'mon in the office girl - I'd best rescue you from that old goat."
Well that was very acceptable to Ashley. She followed him into his office, a room with a desk and a couple of chairs. Omar's chair was positioned so he could see through the glass panel in the door out onto the main workshop floor.
"Heard you had a good time with Deon?"
Her heart sank but she should have known it. Deon and Omar were friends too and hadn't Red said that Deon was a crowing rooster. It just turned out he was crowing about her to the last person she wanted him to, bar none.
"You aren't angry?" Just three words but she knew how much rested on his reply.
"It's not my ring on your finger. So I might be a little jealous but I'm not angry. Like I said before I've known Deon a long time. He was always going to make a move but I figured he'd come up empty."
"'Oh shit!' thought Ashley, 'He thinks I'm a slut - and maybe he's right. I've blown it with him for good.'
Then Omar Barkley did about the last thing she had expected to see him do at that moment. He shook his head and laughed. "I knew you were flirting with the men and dressing up real nice for us and all but I figured you were just enjoying being a tease. It's been so good having you round I didn't want to get too heavy and scare you off or drive you away. I somehow didn't think you was really interested in us Black guys."
Ashley leaned forward in her chair and made sure she had full eye contact with him. "You know the crazy truth - until maybe a month ago it wasn't something I'd have thought possible. It surely wasn't on my agenda. Things have changed though and now I can't imagine how I ever felt different to how I do now. When Dean Baker came on to me I said yes on a purely physical level. I found him very attractive - very sexually attractive. If he hadn't been Black then nothing would ever have happened. I just don't see white men like that any more."
"Hubby know about that?"
"I think Deon and I made it pretty clear the other night."
"You going to be OK. I mean - how'd he react."
"My husband of five years ate my Black lover's cum out of my pussy and then kept pleading with me to tell him everything that had happened in very graphic detail. He was," she hesitated, "aroused. Very much more aroused that he has been with me in years. Not that he wanted to make love to me - no he just wanted to masturbate." She tried to hold her head up high but she knew her bottom lip was trembling.
"I'm sorry - that has to be a tough situation."
She thought about it and then it was her turn to shake her head. "No - I'd already pretty much worked out he wasn't the man I thought he was. That our marriage was - well, I'm not sure to be honest. A sham seems to cover a lot of it. I think I may only ever have been another possession to him. I'm not sure there was ever genuine love or desire there."
"If that's true then Grant Flynn is an even bigger fool than I had him reckoned and my opinion of your husband, I confess, has never been high."
"In a crazy way I think he's done me a favor. I knew that things weren't right, that I wasn't happy, but I think I would have just led things slide you know, the route of least resistance. The way he has fucked everything up has let me face reality - not least about myself."
"You going to leave him?"
"Yes - but not yet. Grant isn't a bad man but he is horribly weak. If I leave him now then he'll collapse and the firm will collapse and that will hurt people I do care about."
Omar let out a long breath and nodded. Then he smiled and spoke in more his usual relaxed, bantering tone of voice." So you gonna tell me about these people you do care about? Do I know them?"
"When the you-know-what hits the fan you find out who you can rely on. All of your guys have been great but I know why. They've been set the example and I care about the man who has done that for me very much."
"Tell me you ain't talking about Red." The relaxed pleasure on his face told her she was joking but she also knew what he wanted to hear.
"I'm not talking about Red - though I know he's done a lot for me. I'm talking about the boss, he's the sexy one round here."
"I hear you done a sexy dance for Deon. How about you close the blind on that door and come do one for the boss."
She didn't tell him that she couldn't dance. Instead she walked over to the door and closed the blind. He'd eased his chair away from his desk and the office gave her the room she needed while keeping things really up close and personal, just the way that she wanted it.
Her 'dance' was really just a little shimmy in front of him. Keeping her body in motion and running her hands over her clothed body. She ran her tongue over lips and made sure to keep eye contact with him.
"Ashley baby - you are so fucking hot." The words were the richest, darkest, melted chocolate and they were just what she needed to hear. Just the thing to break down any lasting inhibitions and to let herself be the woman for him that she wanted to be. She moved her hands to the base of her top and pulled it up and over her head. Let her hair shake free of the material and then moved her hands to her skirt. She unfastened it and let it fall.
"Fuck yeah girl," was all he said but his eyes were communicating to her far more eloquently. They told her that he wanted her, that she excited him and that sent a thrill of exhilaration through her.
She turned and backed herself up onto his lap, moving her bare butt over the seat of his pants. She had known what she would find there and she was not disappointed. She gently ground down on him and felt the swell in his pants rub along her sex. The full curve of her buttocks came back against his firm chest and she heard him gasp and chuckle.
She stood away from her and positively strutted as she turned to face him again. She hadn't felt this good, this confident, in years. Even with Deon and his friends. She moved in close and then his hand had reached out for her and was pulling her closer still. His mouth met hers and they kissed. At first in a sensitive, careful, recognition of their mutual desire but it could never have stayed that way. For both of them it just felt too good, so right. Soon their tongues wee meeting in a dance of desire, an intimate joining of their two bodies. The first such intimacy but each knew it would be the first of many.
Finally she broke their kiss and leaned back a little, unable to suppress a little laugh of joy. Omar's hands came up to cup her breasts. He might be the boss now but he had done his share of hard manual labor. His men respected him because they'd seen him do every job at the works and do them well. His hands weren't baby-smooth like an office boy's, like her husband's, they were strong, a man's hands. As he held her breasts his thumbs moved to tease and rub her nipples. She had always liked that and her body reacted to him.
"You aren't allowed to touch in the clubs," she finally managed to say.
"Thank fuck we ain't in the clubs," was all he said before he was dropping his mouth to her right breast. She felt his tongue on the very sensitive skin of her nipple, even gently felt his strong teeth. She had to let out a little laugh again because it just felt so good. Except for one thing of course.
She danced away from him again, but only a few inches. She felt the cool of his saliva on her breast and saw the real hunger in his eyes as he watched her every move.
"It's not fair," she smiled.
"What?" He smiled back and just seeing that made her heart leap a little, made her feel what she'd struggled to feel for so long. A sexy, desirable, beautiful woman. The sort of woman who could attract a man like Omar Barkley.
"I'm naked and you are still sat there in your shirt and pants."


"Well - what you gonna do about it girl? "
She knew exactly what she wanted to do about it and so she did it. She dropped to her knees in front of him and began to undo the belt of his pants. He eased forward to help her undo him and then drop his pants down around his ankles. He wore shorts and they were straining to contain him, dark flesh pressing against the material.
Those dark eyes of his were fixed on her now, intense with sexual desire, She gave him the most innocent smile she could and then reached up to unbutton his shirt and push the material away from his chest. He wasn't as tall as Deon but Omar had a hard muscular physique. She ran her pale hand over his dark chest and rejoiced at the strength she felt there.
She was enjoying admiring him, thrilling to the contrast in their skin-tones, but she knew she had probably kept him waiting too long already. She dropped her hand back to his shorts but found that bulge just as hard and as big as ever.
She grasped the waistband of his shorts with both hands and gently pulled. The material eased outwards and Omar's cock shifted within, the dark broad head peaking out over the top. She kept easing his shorts down and then his cock was free, standing proud while she attended to removing his shorts.
If Big Black Cocks were supposed to be an urban myth then she had to be a lucky girl because she had just found another of them. A solid about nine inches of beautiful dark-skinned shaft. She reached for him and found her fingers couldn't encompass him. She heard Omar's low rumble of a laugh as she tried to use her hands to measure him.
"That is a beautiful Big Black Cock." She couldn't take her eyes off it - off that junction of her pale fingers and his dark shaft. It looked amazing.
She felt as well as heard the low rumble of his gentle laugh. "Proof you've basically only been with white boys. Might not be many Blacker but there might be some Bigger."
Her eyes didn't leave his cock. "Too big to be comfortable maybe - if you don't want me to call this a BBC then I'll call it a PBC - a Perfect Black Cock."
"Thass cool but you know what I want."
It didn't take a Masters in Psychology to work it out. Ashley moved her mouth to his cock and gently kissed its head. Let her tongue come out to play, to explore, to tease and to stimulate. She popped her mouth over his head and gave an exploratory suck.
He seemed to like that - well why wouldn't he? She couldn't pretend to be an expert at this but she was learning fast. Reading her man's little non-verbal signals and making sure to give him more of what he liked.
She took him out of her mouth and held his cock, wet with her saliva, up to her cheek. It was long but it was that thickness, that girth, that was the real business. Recent experience had taught her that. She couldn't help giggling with pure pleasure, pure excitement. Relief at escaping the barren wasteland that had been her married sex-life.
She ran her tongue all the way down his slightly arched shaft, all the way until she reached its base. Until she felt his balls against her chin. That was something she had noticed about Deon and Omar. They might want their girls to shave for them but they made sure to do the same. It made them beautifully clean down there, meant nothing was in the way of her admiring that onyx-dark skin. She felt the weight of Omar's balls heavy against her chin and she couldn't resist licking them.
"You're my little rebound girl you know that."
Was that good or bad? It wasn't worth puzzling over - Omar would let her know in time. Instead she just went back to sucking his cock in just the right position so that she could look up at him, keep eye contact with him. Serve him.
"You ain't the first you know. For Deon and me. Fine, classy, beautiful woman who been let down by the white boys. Who learned that she can only get what she needs, what she deserves, from us. So she comes over the tracks - just once. Just once but after that she can't stay away. Can't resist coming back again and again - finds that craving don't get sated, finds it just gets stronger."
She kept sucking him, using her lips and tongue to please him, but she was listening too. This was a new world - a different world to just a few weeks ago and she was a different person. Omar knew this world and she did not.
"Thing is you got to be careful. Rebound can put a girl in spin. She meets a man she likes and she's going all-in without really thinking about it. That don't end well - can get real bitter when she finds he wasn't who she imagined he was. Fine piece of ass like you coming down to H-Town has to watch out. Some good men around here but also some real evil bastards. See a face and body like yours and they are seeing currency, you get me? Guess you've heard a white woman coming over here is gonna get taken advantage of? Well - that's true enough. You just need to make sure you get taken advantage of in a way you like."
She moved him out of her mouth and kissed the broad head of his beautiful cock. She made sure to keep their eye contact. "How are you planning to take advantage of me Omar? Will you make me your little white slut?"
"Been thinking on that. Tell that husband of yours that he owes me money. Until it's paid off his wife is gonna be coming out on a date-night with me every week. You know what a full-service date is Ashley?"
She didn't but she hoped she could guess. "A date where we have sex?"
"Oh we are gonna be fucking. Make sure you tell little Grant that too. But 'full service' in H-Town goes a little deeper than that. His sweet little trophy wife is gonna be my plaything. She's gonna go where I want, she's gonna dress how I want, she's gonna do what I want. She's gonna be my little white slut anytime and anywhere I feel like it. My beck and call girl. Sound good?"
She didn't take him out of her mouth to answer. She just nodded - it sounded like just what she needed.
"Gonna educate her too. Places we are going there'll be a lot of men gonna want a piece of that sweet white booty of yours. They'll know you are my little white bitch but they know me too. They know old Omar ain't the jealous type - that he'll share and share alike. This week I got good weed and better white pussy - maybe next week that'll be them. You getting me girl?"
That should have scared her, it should have terrified her. She should have got the hell out of that office as soon as she could get some clothes on, got the hell out and kept on running. She knew that, the old her was still somewhere in the back of her mind screaming at her to do it, but she didn't for one moment seriously consider that course of action. She felt safe with Omar and Omar knew H-Town. It would be OK and meanwhile he would be fucking her. That was what really mattered. Omar would be fucking her.
"I calculate unless that white boy raises a lot of cash real fast I'm owning you for six months or near enough. That'll be sufficient for you to know how you want to go forward. We'll review things then. That sound good? Can't put this in a legal document so we'll seal the deal by you making me cum."
Ashley set up a nice rhythmn with her mouth on his cock. Used her lips, her hands, her tongue, everything that she had to please him. She made sure to keep eye contact - looking anxiously for any sign that he was going to cum. She needed him to cum.
Over the years Omar had got a lot of head. From the most skilled professionals and from the most enthusiastic amateurs. For him it was good for foreplay but seldom anywhere near enough to get him off. It needed that extra ingredient. Like now as he looked down at Ashley and her efforts to make him cum. All because she wanted to be his little white slut. He knew that was the extra special relish on the dish - the fact a beautiful white woman was so desperate to become his bitch. He thought of all the fun he would have with her and it was enough.
Heavy spurts of his seed shot into her mouth. She let it accumulate there and tried to keep as much as possible pooled onto her tongue. She was getting used to that taste now and it wasn't so bad. She made a point of opening her mouth to show Omar and then carefully swallowed his seed down. It was so exciting and she looked to Omar for his reaction.
He nodded. "You see you're learning already." Then he let her enjoy herself cleaning up his cock with her mouth and tongue.
Ashley made sure to clean every part of him, relished each time she touched his Big Black Cock. Soon she would have to wait days to be this close to him again. Only one slight misgiving was in her mind. The small, but not small enough for her, chance that her husband might raise that money after all.
***
The men were hard at work and the machines were in full production. Honestly that had happened rather earlier than he had thought would be the case. Red felt a certain satisfaction but he also felt a pain in his knee from having to go under that new machine. Not that it hadn't proved well worth while in the end. There wasn't anything in the world Red appreciated more than premium white pussy and he hadn't seen many finer than that one today. he smiled at the recollection but then winced - it didn't stop his bastard of a knee hurting. He'd best just say goodbye to Omar and then be on his way for the day.
Red turned and looked at the door to Omar's office. He saw that, quite unnoticed in the workshop, the blind on the office door had been closed. Red had a reputation for being a little loud but on this occassion he said nothing. Instead, he just smiled and set off on his way home.
***
Could life get any better than this? They'd found her a comfortable office chair like Omar's. After all they did work together - she didn't spend all of her time here on her knees. He wouldn't need a blowjob today. They'd had their first date the previous night and her Black lover had gone for the no frills approach. Over to his place and then straight down to fucking. Twice on the night and then again this morning before they'd set off for the office.
Now she could just sit here and look at him - try to keep the grin off her face as she remembered the previous night. Deon had been good but Omar was better. Their bodies seemed to come together perfectly, to link up as if they were made for only that purpose. Perhaps she had been.
Omar was on the telephone but now he looked back at her. Gave her a little wink as he listened to his supplier on the other end of the connection. Just that simple thing made her feel like a girl with her first crush. She found him intensely attractive, knew that she was infatuated with him. Infatuated rather than in love. Just as Omar liked her and definitely desired her but did not love her. It might come - but not yet. Omar had been right to set that time for them to see how things went, how their feelings for each other developed and hopefully blossomed. Wasn't Omar always right?
They would check everything was OK with the figures and the supplies and then she would go home. An early end to the day or perhaps a very late end to her date.
There was a commotion outside. A shout as if in warning and then the sound of more voices.
Omar looked at her and then pointed at the door. It was an important call but he needed to know what the problem was out on the shop floor. Normally Red would have been his willing deputy but the old man was exercising discretion nowadays. When Ashley was here he kept out of the office. Red knew what was going down of course - the men out there all knew. Omar recognized that fact and not just from the sometimes unsubtle non-verbal congratulations they sent his way. Then there were the excruciating puns about sockets and couplings and having the perfect tool for the job. He laughed at them all of course - they didn't meant anything by it.
Nobody was laughing now. There was a banging on the door. A familiar voice. Even Ashley could recognize it now. The fitter who everyone called Bill, despite the fact his name was Tony.
She opened the door. Bill was there but the other guys in the main shop were all gathered together around something.
"It's an accident - Red's collapsed." Bill didn't seem to know what to do. She heard Omar finishing up his phone call in short order but she was already most of the way there. The men parted to let her through, they were all just standing there looking at him so she dropped down and took his hand. He gripped it very hard.
"Mothafucka," Red pretty much shouted out the word. "Mothafuckin' knee. Been a bitch all week - must have turned wrong - Gave out under me - Fell and knocked the fucker - Against that steel plate." Each few words expressed through gritted teeth, punctuated by gasps for breath.
"Jerome and Bill see if you can help him up - the rest of you give him some air and some space." Jerome and Bill were closest to her but she would have picked them anyway. They worked most with Red and they knew the older man best. Ashley had seen the tears in his eyes and knew they weren't just down to physical pain. She waited until the two men had blocked the others' view and then she carefully wiped those treacherous tears away.
"I'm alright - I'm alright - Just get me to my feet." Omar was there as they tried it but Red's knee buckled again as he tried to put weight on it. "Mothafucka!"
"This needs to go to a hospital," said Omar ignoring the look of appeal from Red. "Jay go to my Office and ring for an ambulance. Wheel out a chair so's Red can rest till they get here." He shook his head. "It's always the way. Just when we are at full capacity I'm losing two men. Who's going with Red?"
That hadn't been too diplomatic. Red was hurting bad but almost worse for the old man was the humiliation, looking helpless in front of the men he worked with. Being a burden on friends was not something he could live with easily - he was a crude old man but also a very proud one.
"I'll go," she said. She was, to her mind, the obvious candidate. Then the shop was only down Red and Omar himself would cover what needed doing.
"The clinics are good here but they ain't necessarily fast. It could be a long wait with him." Omar knew she had been about to head home.
"It's OK," she replied, "with any luck it's just a twist or a sprain or something. We can get him a brace and then I'll drive him home. I'll keep you all updated."
Red stopped protesting - he seemed resigned to his fate or maybe the pain just made him leave it all to them. At least they got lucky with the ambulance. One reached them within ten minutes and Ashley followed it in her car to a well-maintained but unostentatious building identified by signage as the 'Nikola Walk In Clinic No 4'.
It couldn't be the clinic's busiest time but they hadn't been wrong about the wait. At least it was two hours rather than four and the triage nurse had made sure Red was comfortable. Ashley went and got him a sandwich and a drink. All around them people were looking at their phones or trying to handle kids that were upset or hyper or both.
The nurse had been an attractive young Latina and Red had perked up a little at that. Not to his usual self but it had still encouraged Ashley somewhat to see it. His previous deflated, depressed, worn down demeanour had really worried her.
She knew that she had to keep him engaged and she knew there was one subject that most men could happily talk about for ever so long as someone would listen, especially if that someone was a woman.
"So tell me about yourself Red"
She'd had to work on him a little and ask questions about his birthplace, etc, but in the end she had got him talking. About growing up in Cincinnati, joining the military and there learning his trade. After the service he had been recruited again - to go North West and work in aeronautics. He'd done well - had applied himself and learned fast as the industry developed. Promotion was slow and he had a good idea why but he didn't care. He just loved the work.
After twenty years, however, he had to leave. She asked him why but he just looked around him at the folk in the waiting area and shook his head. "Didn't matter," he smiled, "I'd been there twenty years and qualified for my pension. Anyways I came over here and set up in business for myself. Started small but did real well. Made good money and then sold up for more. Omar and Deon were a couple of my boys working for me there. I helped get them started - they both done real good. Sort of continuing the legacy."
They talked about his family growing up, his experiences over in Europe, pretty much anything to take Red's mind off his injury. What it might mean. It wasn't good when a man started talking about his legacy too soon.
She put her hand onto his good leg and gave it a little squeeze. "Lot's of life left in the old dog yet!"
His eyes looked tired. "I thought so till today."
This wasn't good. At first she'd almost seen Red as a caricature. A horny old works comedian. It had taken time to understand the role he played at the works, to appreciate some of his qualities. Now she had sat and heard his story and it fleshed him out for her. The caricature became a man, a real person, and she didn't like to see him so down.
She didn't know what to say next but she got lucky. A man in scrubs came and identified Red before wheeling him off to be examined.
Ashley stayed in the waiting room. She wasn't Red's kin after all - just really his lift. She sat and looked about her. There were lots of families or at least mothers with their youngsters. That made sense at this time of the day. Youngsters did get into scrapes and she looked on them with sympathy. Other youngsters were there because their sick mothers couldn't afford child-care. They were mostly blissfully unaware of where they were. All trying to run around and all successfully kicking up a racket.
"Noisy ain't they."
She was shaken out of her reverie and looked up to see Red back - being wheeled by the same orderly. She had been in another world watching the children play. Imagining yet a third world of possibilities if things had turned out differently. if she had made different decisions.
"I'll get you to the lady's car," the attendant flashed Ashley a brilliant smile, "then you can trust the brace over short distances. But you heard the Doctor man - you have to rest that knee up. Otherwise you could have serious permanent issues. At least two months with minimum strain on that knee and always wearing the brace. " He looked at Ashley again. "You gonna be able to keep him to that ma'am?"
She held her hands up. "I can't tell Red what to do - he's his own man."
"Nobody needs to tell me what to do," growled Red. "I ain't some fool. I know what I gotta do."
The orderly flashed a glance above Red's head to Ashley, raised his eyebrows and smiled. 'Good luck', he mouthed.
She returned the man's smile and it wasn't hard. Red being rude and grumpy was surely a good sign.
***
With a little effort and experimentation she got Red in and out of her car. His place was over in one of the quieter parts of H-Town. Little one story buildings in small plots of ground that could have been gardens but were usually just grass and the occasional wilting shrub. Nobody seemed to be about but Ashley got him inside and settled him in a big recliner in his main room.
"What a fucking day," grunted Red.
"Could have been a lot worse," she regretted the platitude even as she said it.
He shot her a look under his grey eyebrows but then relented. "Girl I don't know what I would have done today... you know. I just want you to know I appreciate it. More than I can say."
Well that was nice and rather unexpected. She gave him a full-beam smile in response. "Would you like me to make you a coffee? He hesitated. "I would rather like one," she added.


"Yes please darling."
She found the kitchen. It wasn't too small but it was a little neglected. A little grimy. She'd noticed the dust in the main room and the carpet there surely needed a vacuum. By the looks of it there was a bathroom, toilet and two other rooms. She had to imagine they were in a similar condition. Not exactly dirty but certainly rather... neglected.
She found the makings - it was clearly going to be instant. At least there was some milk in the fridge.
She got back with two mugs of steaming coffee. Red seemed a little more cheerful.. "Good news," he said, "I can get to the toilet on my own. Which means I can get to the kitchen if the guys will keep me supplied. Could you ask Omar?"
Why didn't he phone himself? She knew the answer to that of course. He didn't like the idea of having to ask favors. Well - not from Omar anyway.
She made a quick decision. Red needed some help but he was fussy who provided it. Well - it was her turn to earn her 'community service badge' it seemed. "Red. Don't take offense but when was the last time you cleaned up in here."
He scowled. "Never was much for cleaning. Had a girl come in and do for me but she graduated nursing college a couple of months ago. Ain't had time to, er, get round to it."
He certainly wasn't going to be able to do it now or find someone else to. "Alright - make up a list before I go and you have my number. I'll be at Omar's twice a week as usual and after that I'll come over here. I'll also stock up on cleaning products. You've got a vacuum?" He nodded. "Good. I'll clean up a little each time and we'll soon be in apple pie order."
Frankly until a couple of weeks ago she had a cleaner herself so she couldn't take Red to task too much. Perhaps it was just as well the tasks still had a certain novelty for her and anyway Red's place wasn't too big.
He wanted to say no thanks - she could see the battle raging in his mind. He wanted to - but he knew he was in no position to. He let out a little sigh she probably wasn't supposed to notice. "Baby you are a true sweetheart. Thank you again."
"Now don't forget to make that list and ring it through by Tuesday."
"What a day," said Red.
"Well I least I found out why they call you Red,"
"You did?" That seemed to have caught his interest.
"Yes. Because you were born in Cincinnati."
Red looked at her and then he laughed. A very familiar sound but not one she had heard today. It sounded really good for that reason.
"What's so funny?"
"That ain't why I'm called Red. It's because I always had a big thing for redheads."
She shook her head at him in mock disapproval. "That might be my cue to leave. Don't forget I'll be here on Tuesday."
Red felt a glow of pleasure seeing the little blush on her cheeks before she said that. Damn but that girl was beautiful when she blushed. Mind you she was quite something when she wasn't blushing too. He watched her go. Even one last glimpse in the wall mirror of her long red-hair before she closed the door. He looked wistfully after her long after she had gone.
"Not much chance I'll be going anywhere for a while," he said softly under his breath. Then he reached for a remote. Seemed him and network Television were about to get reacquainted - God help him!
***
Omar Barkley and Deon Baker were in many ways alike. The products of similar hard-scrabble upbringings it would be surprising if they weren't. In some things, however, as you got to know them there were clear differences.
This evening was a real example. Deon had taken her to a fancy Italian place in the North Capital area - had shown her off to a mainly white clientele.
Omar took her to a place in the Fayette area of H-Town, where there was not a white face to be seen and where pretty much everyone seemed to know Omar well.
The reception was rather more friendly on this occasion. Men, they were nearly all men, smiling and very happy to talk. It took about five seconds to understand Omar had brought women here before. Probably white women since no-one seemed surprised by her ethnicity even though she stood out like a snowflake on a coal-tip.
They were relaxed around her and she soon understood that too. They just assumed she was Omar's squeeze, that he was fucking her. It was a delight to know that they were right and they'd be right again later on that evening.
There was something else that was even better though it was a little, or rather a lot, on the vain side for her to feel that way. Omar had brought her here to show her off and he had done that because he knew his friends would find her attractive. She played into the role. Saw how the men reacted to her movements, felt their eyes on her.
This was a new thing for her. She had always drawn her share of male attention. From the awkward boys at school, from the over-confident arrogant young men of her city, from the older sweaty businessmen at those award evenings. It was all just par for the course. Something that happened and that you soon learned to try to ignore. To let it wash over you without touching you or impacting on you.
This was different, so different. She felt their eyes on her in just the way the men at the works looked at her and just like at the works this wasn't a burden, it wasn't a chore. She knew it for what it was - a tribute. Proof that these men found her attractive, that they desired her, that they wanted her. They don't know her as a person of course - it was a very surface thing, an entirely sexual thing. That primal attraction of a man to a woman. Her other qualities, even her possible lack of them, were meaningless in this. Her raw attraction as a sexual being was the only currency here and she knew, she had discovered, that for these men she was rich in that currency.
Others had felt that too. Why did older businessmen in the back of the Carlton Club excite her but older businessmen at those awards evenings repulse her? Why did these men's knowing looks intrigue and excite her while the wolf-whistles at home had infuriated her?
There was an obvious difference of course, the men whose gaze she welcomed were all Black. That wasn't quite it though. If Grant had still been looking at her like that, if he hadn't lost interest in that side of their marriage, would she even have been here? She pondered that, had been pondering that, but she knew she would never securely know the answer.
The truth was that her life had been turned upside down by her husband's foolishness, not just his degenerate gambling but also his neglect of her. He had opened a door that he didn't even know existed. She had found it and had walked through and had discovered a whole new life, a whole new her. Except perhaps this wasn't so new - perhaps this had always been the real her. Just needing the opportunity to emerge, grow and flower. She had that opportunity now and she relished it - all of it.
"You staying around man - we gonna have a band on."
Omar moved in close and Ashley felt his strong singers on her butt. "Sounds good but I'll have to take a rain check. I got other plans for tonight."
The other man nodded. As Ashley looked up she saw smiles and understanding on men's faces but also clear disappointment. They'd wanted her to hang around - they enjoyed her being there. Another man put it into words.
"Well Ashley I'm hoping we'll see you back here with your man. We got good music if you like to dance."
"That sound's good thank you." It wasn't the time to mention her two left feet.
"She'll be back," confirmed Omar, "but tonight this fine piece of ass is all mine."
***
The man who had asked her back was called Maleek, it turned out he owned the club. Something told her that he might have been angling for a little more than just a repeat customer. She hoped so because he was handsome in that way only an African-American could be. He had a certain swagger to him - not the same as Omar's but still very alluring. If Omar hadn't been there then, who knows, Maleek might have got lucky.
Of course she also instinctively liked Maleek for another reason. He had called Omar 'her man'. That had sounded so good - so hot! Plenty called her Omar's woman but to hear it the other way round was so exhilarating. It made her feel something dangerously close to pride - it certainly boosted her confidence.
Those were thoughts she enjoyed over the following week. Not tonight though. Tonight Ashley was enjoying her new favorite pastime - being fucked in Omar's big bed. That kind of drove things like thinking and philosophising into the background somewhat.
There was no need for complications when she was with Omar. She was in the most standard of positions right now. On her back with her legs bent and with her man on top of her and wonderfully within her. She held him to her and felt the muscles of his back beneath her fingers. Omar was a beautiful man - handsome and in good shape. She felt the prickle of his beard as their mouths met in another deep soul kiss. That prickle had felt odd at first but now it just felt natural. Everything about sex with Omar felt so natural.
It wasn't an endurance test or a stamina test either - at least not now. Omar was just steadily, slowly, moving that beautiful cock of his into and out of her pussy. A sort of micro-fucking, something that felt so incredibly intimate. That meant she felt every wonderful inch of him too, her pussy adjusting to those gentle strokes.
Finally they broke their kiss and Ashley was looking into those wonderfully deep brown eyes of his. She was learning the ground rules by now and she smiled as she nodded.
Omar acknowledged the signal by picking up the pace and the power of his thrusts. It wasn't a steady idle any more now - the engine was running and that engine had plenty of power and plenty of fuel. She tightened her grip on his big body, felt the weight of him on her, felt the thick shaft of his cock claiming her. Except he didn't need to claim her - she was already his.
"Take that white pussy - it's yours." No sooner had she thought it than it was out of her mouth.
"I know." hH didn't say any more but he didn't need to. That sent a surge of excitement and exhilaration through her. Had her clinging onto him for dear life as he continued to fuck her, continued to pick up the pace and the power. She'd been joking about the PBC but it wasn't a joke now. Omar was perfect for her - the perfect size. Testing her limits but not too far. Filing her up so perfectly, so beautifully.
She squealed in delight as he picked up the pace another notch. She kissed his neck and tasted the salt there. A reminder that he wasn't a fucking machine - that he was a man, a beautiful man of flesh and blood. Her man and he could fuck her so good.
"You fuck me so good." Again her thought had immediately burst out into the open. He had her completely - she couldn't help it.
He pushed his body down onto her, his strong chest meeting her hard nipples. She gasped with pleasure - she was so sensitive there. Then his mouth was on her own again and his tongue met hers. His hips moved with a new intensity, his cock shifted its angle a little and that did it. Her body peaked and surged in a silent but intensely powerful climax. Her legs shook and her arms lost their hold on him. One more thrust and Omar had pulled out of her. He was standing over her and just one stroke of his hand saw the cum shoot from his cock. Strong spurts of his cum that covered her tits.
When he had finished he looked at her and gave a low rumbling laugh of contentment. Moved round to let her reach for him and guide his cock to her mouth. There was a last drop there and she licked it off with pleasure. She hadn't used to think cum tasted nice. Deon's had been OK but Omar's was somehow different and she really preferred the taste of him. It was obviously only confirmation bias but it still made cleaning up her man a treat for her as well as him.
He stretched over a hand and his fingers casually found her clit. She felt a serious resurgence of certain very pleasurable feelings.
"I appreciated this," said Omar.
"I'd hope so," she giggled in response.
"Nah - I meant the waxing. They tell me that hurts like fuck."
"Apparently it gets better but yes it hurt a lot. But I know you Black guys like me smooth so I need to be smooth."
"How'd you know? Oh - Deon told you."
"Yeah like someone told be about the three 'nos'." It felt so bad even talking about this but a good kind of bad.
"Oh yeah," he laughed and his eyes sparkled as he shared the moment with her, "well they are Red's rules. You know that. Only very naughty white wives play by all of his rules. How many rules you playing by girl?"
"All of them." Yes Omar was right again - naughty was a better word than bad. She felt very naughty and that felt very good.
"That's it girl," said Omar, "now go get washed up."
***
At least poor old Red hadn't been totally abandoned since her last visit and something Bill had told her made Ashley even more pleased about that. The previous day had been his birthday and some of the men had gone over to give him a little party.
Red had kept quiet to her about his special day or she would have made a point to go. In a way she could understand it - after a certain number of them had gone by some folk saw little cause in them for celebration. Maybe Red was like that. Jerome had reckoned he was seventy now, Bill reckoned sixty-eight. Omar thought sixty-seven though even he was only making an educated guess.
She had got into a routine for these days. She would pop into Barkley Retooling and make sure that everything was OK there. Spend an hour or two with the guys and if she was lucky also with a certain very hunky boss in his office with the blind closed. Then she would go and do Red's shopping for him and take it over. Enjoy a nice coffee with Red - from the new machine that she had got for him - then she'd get on with a decent bit of cleaning. She had sorted out his bathroom and kitchen - though that had been quite a job. Then his toilet which he had at least kept respectable. The bedroom was in order - though it was hard operating around the big bed he had in there. Very big for one man - she had to assume it had seen some action back in the day! That left the living room for today and then it would just be a case of keeping on top of things.
Red had recovered his usual spirits somewhat. He certainly loved to chat to her - whether over coffee or while she was cleaning. He could be really funny sometimes, often very crude but the way he said it meant she couldn't help but laugh. He loved that and he loved it even more when she tried to scold him for it. She'd worked that out real fast!
"How's my favorite guy's knee," she called out as she hauled the shopping in through his little door. She had a key now - it saved poor Red having to get up and limp painfully across to the door.
"You told Omar yet," his face brightened into a smile as he saw her momentary confusion and he finished the question, "that I'm your favorite now? You can tell him I ain't jealous and I'll let you keep seeing him."
That was the thing about teasing Red - you generally didn't win! For the moment though she had other things on her mind.
His friends from the works had certainly been around here. She could see that clearly enough. There were beer cans and plates all over the place. Also was it her imagination or could she just smell the faintest whiff of a certain something. She saw an ash-tray and looked at it a little more closely. That was the source of the smell and it wasn't tobacco.
She clicked her tongue at him.
He protested. "Hey - that was some good weed. None of that modern chemical shit. Home grown!"
There didn't seem much point scolding him - like he would take any notice anyway. Besides she tried not to be a hypocrite and at college she most certainly had inhaled on occassion.
"Guess you don't want to share one I got put by then. Sit yourself down because you can help me finish this instead." He reached down and pulled up a corked bottle of red wine. "They was mostly beer drinkers and I had some left. Gonna spoil if it ain't drunk and I ain't a fan of drinking alone.
She put her hand up. "I'll be driving home."
Red leaned down again and brought up two clean glasses now. "One won't hurt you. Besides how long you gonna be here - a couple of hours at least - and we can have a coffee before you go. Sit down and drink it up and make my day." While he was talking he had uncorked the bottle with a practised ease and then poured them each a glass of wine. "C'mon girl you been working hard for me and making me feel guilty. You can let me give you a nice glass of wine."
The bottle was dark glass so it was hard to see just how much wine was left in it. She wasn't much of a drinker, let alone a wine drinker, but wasn't her glass a little over-filled? Still Red had the same amount.
She took a sip half-expecting the wine to taste spoiled. It didn't - it actually tasted very nice and while that taste was full it didn't seem particularly strong.
"You just sipping at it girl this ain't whiskey. You take a nice half-mouthful and kinda let it rest on your tongue a while. Savour the flavour before you swallow it down. You do swallow don't you?" The old reprobate delighted in the look she shot at him. "Well them asshole wine-tasters spit it out. More fool them." He took a healthy swig from his own glass
When in Rome. She followed Red's advice and was rather surprised. She had never really liked the taste of alcohol but this wine was very pleasant. A taste of fruit and sunshine rather than of alcohol. It couldn't be very strong.
"Gets kinda boring just being here on my own. You don't know how much I appreciate you coming round. Not just for the little errands you are running but for the company. You don't know how much it means."
That made Ashley feel good and she had another drink of her wine. It tasted, if anything, even better. Extremely more-ish. She drank again and realised that her glass was already mostly emptied. "I've never really drunk wine but this is very good," she admitted.
"People drink the cheap stuff and decide they don't like it. Always enjoyed a glass myself. This is decent."
Ashley looked around the room and wondered where to start cleaning. Red casually leaned over and topped up her glass.
Turning back she noticed the change in her drink's level. "Hey! I know your reputation - are you trying to get me drunk!"
Red's eyes sparkled with mischief as he held up his big hands in a gesture of surrender. "OK I admit it. You caught me!" He chuckled. "Nah babe that was never my style. A couple of glasses of this won't do you no harm. Besides it wouldn't take much to outrun me - not for quite a while." His smile vanished off his face as if wiped off with a cloth.
"What do you mean?"
"That Doctor that Deon knows came round and took a look. Confirms it's a mild ACL sprain - no need for surgery or none of that shit. It's healing and I just gotta keep doing what I'm doing but it's another fucking month at least of resting up in this fucking chair. Kinda depressed me."
"It'll go by, " she tried to reassure him. "Is there anything else we can do?"
"Said some core strengthening and mild exercise but it ain't like I'm going to the fucking gym like this. Not that I did anyway!"
"Who said anything about the gym? One of my yoga friends probably has some suggestions. Certainly for helping with your core. Shall I ask her?"
"Yoga?" The word was loaded with extreme scepticism. "Ain't that meditation and shit?"
"It can be - but it's also gentle exercise. Just what you need." Ashley remembered being just as dubious but like most converts she was now an enthusiast. She tried not to be a bore about it but now she felt minded to preach the good word. "Tell you what I'll bring a mat next time and show you my daily routine. Give you an idea of what yoga is."


Red smiled. "You are way too good to me girl." He reached for the bottle and topped up her glass again.
"I came here to clean not to drink!"
"Weather's getting warmer. Can't be getting dehydrated. You can do the cleaning and have a little drink when you feel the need."
She was sure she'd read somewhere that alcohol wasn't a good idea if dehydrated but Red seemed to know his stuff. This wine had to be different. It really was very tasty and Ashley took another drink before she got down to business. A tidy up first, then a dust (which was going to be a bitch of a job!) and then the vacuum.
Ashley moved around the room and began to clear up the cans and plates and such from the party. Over to the kitchen and a serious bit of washing up and putting things straight there. Warm work and it was nice to have a little wine now and then. It clearly wasn't very strong because she didn't feel any effects.
The cleaning went along well. She felt very relaxed as she sorted out the after-effects of the party and then put the permanent state of the room into some sort of order. She picked up a big load of magazines from the floor. They weren't very recent - how long had they been there? "Shall I throw these out."
"Sure thing," said Red from his chair. In this room he could watch her from his chair as she worked. It was alright for some! Then she remembered his bad knee and felt a little guilty. Nothing a little sip of wine didn't ease.
"Do you need this?" She held up a big flip-binder. Probably something from his old business or when he had done a lot of the orders for Omar. She knew he had pretty much run the place while Omar was starting up.
"Just put it up on that shelf - there's a space there looks big enough."
She reached up and slid the folder into the gap, having dusted first. There was room for it and once in place she saw what was written on the spine.
'Daddy Red's Book'.
That was rather intriguing and she felt a strong temptation to take the binder back down and see what was in it. That probably wouldn't be polite though and Red couldn't help seeing her do it. She stifled the temptation by moving back to the table and having a little drink. Amazing that she had thought that she didn't like red wine. This one at least tasted so good and didn't effect her one little bit! Still she had only drunk one glass or maybe two. Red had refilled his glass so maybe he had done the same for her? Anyway back to work.
She began clearing and dusting the shelf upon which she had put the binder. On one side were books and she cleared them before dusting the wood and then cleaning and replacing the books. A lot of sports biographies and some technical engineering and business works. Nothing of any interest to her. However, the constant movement of her head in removing and replacing objects began to have an effect. It made her rather tired - perhaps even light-headed. She steadied herself a little before moving onto the other side of the shelf.
Here there were DVDs. She began doing the same for them. Red seemed to like action movies and sports documentaries but there weren't any there from the last twenty years. Again they were of no real interest to her and she did her work methodically.
About halfway down the line Ashley gasped as she turned a DVD case to dust it. Then she put her hand to her mouth and giggled.
"What's the matter?" Red enquired. Then he noticed where she was. "Oh I'd forgotten about them."
Ashley pressed her lips together to try to stifle her laughter but the temptation to giggle was intense. She looked at the disc again. "Is this what I think it is?"
There really wasn't much doubt. The cover picture was of an attractive Latina woman in a cowboy hat and boots and precious little else. She smiled out at the viewer as she put one hand inside her tiny panties. The title was not in English. "Is this Spanish?"
"Brazilian for 'Sex on the Ranch'. Looks cute don't she." Red didn't seem at all fazed that she had discovered his porn stash. Did most men that live on their own have them? Probably on their computers now. Red, of course, didn't have a computer though he did have a smart phone. He'd been texting on it just now. Meanwhile, what had he said about 'them'. She replaced 'Sexo' and reached for the next -
As she pulled the next DVD out she noticed 'Commando' followed it on the shelf. So there were only two dirty movies. She looked at the one she had just removed and this time she didn't laugh. She was a little too shocked for that.
In the center of the cover was a woman in her mid-twenties, not a teenager but still looking very small and young between the two Black men that flanked her. They were more experienced and they were looking at her with eyes of hungry anticipation. Each reached a hand to clasp the booty of the girl and she was looking at the camera in open-mouthed, open-mouthed what? Not fear. More like surprise. She looked out at the camera and her look was perfectly judged, the creation of someone who lived up to the 'actress' side of being a porn actress. You could misread it as a plea for help but it wasn't that unless you wanted it to be. It was something else entirely. The realization of what she was about to do and a challenge to those watching her.
A striking image but that wasn't what shocked her. It was the girl herself. Long red hair, peaches and cream skin, a toned body that had the curves men liked, especially in the rear. A short-sighted man might have mistaken Ashley for that girl. In reality the girl looked much more like Ashley's sister Sammi. The girl on the cover was the few years younger, the few inches shorter, had the slightly smaller breasts that differentiated Sammi from her sister in appearance. Sammi had always been the wilder of the sisters while Ashley had been more careful, more reserved. It was Sammi that had flown the nest early and gone out to the West Coast.
A second, closer, look told Ashley that the girl was not her sister but she still turned the case to check for a date. It was there and it was as she knew it had to be. The DVD had been made way too early, like almost twenty years too early, for any chance of Sammi being involved. It was quite the resemblance but that was all that it was.
She turned the DVD back to look at the cover again and for the first time really noticed the title.
'Knocked Up In The Hood XII'.
The additional information of 'All interracial, all creampies' was only half-decipherable. She'd maybe look up 'creampies' on google if she remembered. "Cracka pussies getting Black Bred' was easier to understand. It was all faked for the cameras and the viewers of course but still...
How long had she been looking at this pervy DVD? Much too long for decency and she couldn't explain why could she? She gave a slightly panicked glance back at Red. He was just watching her with a look of unmistakeable amusement.
"I can't believe they made twelve of these," she tried a weak joke.
"I think they got up to about fifty-eight in the end." His voice betrayed how much he was enjoying the reaction he knew would come.
"What! Do so many Black guys really like to watch this stuff?"
"They didn't make them for the brothas. I once heard about 90% of their sales were to white men. They couldn't get enough of that shit. Dreaming it was their wife or their sister or their secretary. White men can be freaky that way."
"I know - my hus..." Ashley couldn't believe that she had been about to say that! Nobody else needed to know how Grant had reacted that night. It wasn't much reassurance to know he apparently wasn't a one-off.
"Damn girl - you think Deon didn't tell me about your white boy. Fuck that cleaning and come over here - have some more wine because we need to talk."
"I can't - I'm driving remember."
"You've already had too much. Friends don't let friends DUI. I sleep in the recliner and you could crash in my bed but I've sorted you out a lift home instead. My neighbors around here can be real nosey! Seeing you sneaking out in the morning would have their gums flapping for a month!"
Ashley put the DVD back and went to sit in the other comfortable chair just across from Red's. "I understand about the porn. I know men have needs. I, um..."
Red gave a little half-growl. "When I knew I was gonna be stuck in this fucking chair I got on the phone and found fifty of them things going real cheap. I figured they'd help span the gap. Like shit! Didn't do nothing for me. Might be OK for some but I've played the game for real and I could see how fake it all was. Got no problem with a girl getting paid but they have to be into it you know. There was maybe one scene worth a shit in the whole lot - that cute little redhead on the cover. So I just trashed the lot of them - all the discs and only kept them two covers because I liked them. Fuck if some people can like Rembrandt and that shit then I can like them covers - that's real art so far as I'm concerned."
She had finished her glass as he spoke and Red topped it up again. Had he got another bottle? She must have had three whole glasses! Still it wasn't really making any difference to her.
"Your boy Grant is what they call a cuck. Likes the idea of his wife getting fucked by other men. Especially Black men. I'm guessing you didn't know about that."
She shook her head.
Red responded with a nod. "Thass where things go to shit. I've seen it work in the lifestyle, be real positive, but then I'm biased because I've enjoyed plenty of fine pussy that way. More likely it didn't turn out so good. The guy was an asshole or the wife got a taste and found she didn't need hubby around no more."
It should have been a surreal experience. Sitting in Red's little house and hearing him talk about such things. Somehow, however, it didn't feel that strange to Ashley. She felt sort of warm and relaxed in a weird way. One thing was for sure - Red knew a lot more about such things than she did. She'd always believed in listening and learning from those who knew.
"So," Red's voice broke in through her slightly rambling thoughts, "you gonna keep with cucky-boy or not?"
"I'm going to leave him - once we've got the business sorted out a little." Had she really decided on that? Had she told anyone? Why was she telling Red? She wasn't entirely sure on any of those points but she just knew it felt right.
"And you don't know what you want next."
Ashley couldn't help giggling. She knew exactly what she wanted. She wanted Omar. She wanted his Big Black Cock.
Those deep brown eyes were watching her again. Red paused and reached for his ash-tray. He retrieved the joint and sparked it. Then he drew a big lungful of smoke down before slowly, very slowly, exhaling it out of his nose. Ashley didn't react as she would have done earlier. Then she would have scolded him and got him to put it out. Now she felt much more relaxed. It was Red's house so it was Red's rules.
Finally, after looking at her and thinking for a few moments, Red spoke. "You married before you knew the true deal with that white boy. Well - that's a mistake many make. Just that I had you figured too smart to make the same mistake again. Come off the rebound and try to make the first man that's good to you a new life-partner. How's that gonna work out?"
"Hey," she didn't need this old man talking to her like that. "What do you know about it?" She felt the anger surging through her.
"So Omar is about as far from a cuckold as any man could possibly be. But he's been telling you to get out to the clubs and parties and you don't understand why."
How could Red possibly know that? Omar couldn't have told him - could he? Ashley felt the ground shift beneath her - all the castles in the air of her hopes and fantasies start to shake and crumble. "No." That was all she could say. It sounded pathetic but then she felt pathetic
His hand reached across and gently touched her own on the table before withdrawing. For once he wasn't looking at her - letting her compose herself.
"He ain't in the market for a life partner - maybe not now and maybe not never. He had that once and in his soul I believe he still has that. He can't give you what you are looking for. He ain't a fool and he knows that. So being aware of all that do you regret your times with Omar?"
She thought about that - tried to form into coherence the jumbled thoughts in her brain. It was a crazy question to ask her wasn't it? Whether it was or not she knew the only possible answer.
"No - I don't regret it. It was good." She paused. "I don't regret Deon either." Why had she said that? Why was she saying whatever came into her mind?
"Men are not all the same - not hardly. Take those two. I've known them since they was placements soon after I opened up here. A couple of raggedy-assed street kids with some serious attitude. Smart enough to take the opportunity though. Deon still has some of that attitude - but you know that. He's a trader, a wheeler and a dealer. Loves putting people in connection with what they want and need. You also know that. Took to the lifestyle like a duck to water and the white girls love that swagger. Including one sat opposite me - that right?"
"Yes," she admitted. Being with Deon had been exciting, totally different to anything in her life before. She hadn't been sure it had been such a good idea afterwards but now, today, talking to Red she remembered how much she had enjoyed it and those doubts evaporated. "What about Omar?"
"Where Deon was rough Omar was smooth. Deon was in it just for the pussy but Omar could make a girl feel like she was the whole world. You can believe that got him a whole lot of action. Maybe only me and one other got more! Then he dropped the whole lifestyle like that," Dean snapped his fingers," cause he met that woman I was telling you about. Stayed loyal to her throughout. He's a good guy - likes helping people out."
"He's helped me so much." She felt she needed to acknowledge that.
"You've helped him too. This world can be a real fucking shit-show and after what happened he was a wreck. Some of us kept things going until he could face things again. All except one part of the world, one part of himself. I confess I'd thought he wouldn't look at a woman again until I saw just how he looked at you."
She couldn't quite understand just why her emotions were so all over the place. She'd been miserable a moment ago and now Red only had to say something like that and she felt good again. She took a drink from her glass and realised to her surprise that it was empty once more.
"Could you go get a glass of water girl?"
As she got up out of the chair everything seemed to move a little. It was just as well Red had arranged that lift for her. She got to the kitchen and back with the water - concentrating hard not to spill it.
"You drink that," said Red with a smile, "that'll help tomorrow morning."
She drank it. As she did Red took another pull from the joint before stubbing it out. Its smell, banished in the morning, was now back.
"Omar's a good man but he can't give you what you are looking for and it makes him feel bad. Myself I think you need to get out there and experience more. Peruse the full length of the counter before you are going all in on any selection. Omar keeps it simple. He wants you to go to the clubs and places where he knows you'll be OK and you might find what you are needing. He could be right because I can tell you for certain you'll be getting a whole load of attention!"
"I don't think so - I'm nothing special."
Red chuckled, there was no other word to disguise his little laugh. A mixture of amusement and satisfaction. "Ask anyone in the lifestyle from the Tri-States if they know a better judge of premium white pussy than me. I know what I'm talking about and I know what I'm looking at."
This was just crazy. It was so hard to tie all they had said, all he had said, to the man sitting across from her. His short-cropped hair was still mostly dark but his well-trimmed moustache and beard were both grey and very evident against his coal-black skin. He didn't carry many spare pounds on his wiry frame and he wasn't a particularly tall man. He had a broad mouth framed by deep furrowed laugh-lines. His features were pleasantly proportional save perhaps for his rather long ear-lobes. A man who had to have been rather handsome in his youth but whose face also had enough imperfection to be interesting. What struck Ashley about him most, however, were his eyes. They were a deep brown and just looking at them you knew their owner was no fool.
"I think you are a worse rogue than Deon. A terrible flatterer of young women too."
"The first part - guilty. Like I said I taught Deon all he knows. The second part - Not Guilty. You got it all and then some girl!"
"Oh yeah," she just looked at him. Looked at the mischief in his eyes and the delighted smile on his face. Red was loving this. "I bet you say that to all the girls you lure in here."
"Only the pretty ones. Besides with you I don't even have to be obvious. Look at them fine legs of yours girl - I know why you like to show them off. Then you got that sweet curve from the back of your neck down to the small of your back. That's perfection - pure grace. Then you got that trim little waist - just a blatant invitation to all the playas out there. You got that sweet little nose and that perky little chin - a mouth that any man's gonna wanna kiss. All that and without the obvious. You are gonna be able to take your pick girl."
Now she did feel a little flustered and knew the blood was in her cheeks. He had to be just teasing her, just saying that, didn't he? I mean if it was meant to make her feel good then it was doing that but it had to be a joke. Right? Ashley looked at him and expected to see that wicked, sly, smile. It wasn't there and she realized, to her genuine surprise, that Red was very serious.
"Omar warned me about you." She giggled and hoped he would take it all as a joke. She couldn't talk about that sort of thing to Red!
"Omar's a smart man." Now that sly smile was there. "You gonna take his advice - you gonna let all those fine Black men out there know just what they been missing?"
"I don't know yet. It's not something I've ever thought of doing. I only had a couple of boyfriends at college before I met Grant. I mean I had a lot of interest at home but that was a small city. Everybody just about knew everybody's business. You didn't want to get a reputation for being easy, for being a slut."
Red raised his eyebrows and threw up his hands with a broad smile on his face. "Well shit - there you have it. A girl like you falling into the hands of Deon and Omar. They must have rocked your world girl!"
She had forgotten her moment of doubt. Now her emotions were surging back into the positive as she remembered just how right he was. "Yeah," she giggled. Why was she giggling so much? She wondered if the wine just might have been a little more potent than she had suspected! "But it's just sort of confused everything and I don't really know, I can't be sure, what it is I am looking for now!"
"What have I been telling you girl! Listen up - Omar will most likely take you to one of Antwan's places. Perfect for you. Everyone there has the same interests you get me? But if you are just trying things out then there won't be no pressure. You can decide if it's for you. Promise me you're gonna go over there. I owe that much to my brothas!"
Well - what did she have to lose? She nodded. Then she looked at the clock and saw how the time had flown by!
His eyes had followed her's to the clock. "Devon's gonna be here on the hour. So we got a few minutes. Having you here sort of keeps me linked to the outside world. I enjoy learning more about you and maybe you have questions about me. Let's ask one each. You can go first?


Again - why not. "OK - what age were you really yesterday?"
"Sixty-seven and that ain't the sort of question I mean. Want to ask another?"
Yes she did. It had been something she had been wondering about but that she would never have asked him. Except that today had been so relaxed, so open, she felt like she could.
"Red," she started, "you know you told me about working in the aerospace plants up in the North West. Why did you have to leave there?" She stopped and wondered if she was prying too much but Red didn't seem to care.
"I was a man in my prime and there wasn't too many of us brothas working that line back then. Well, you know, let's just say I was real popular with the girls over there. Problem was a lot of them had husbands and some of them didn't approve. We weren't too open about things but sooner or later these things have a way of coming out. So I'd move on to the next firm. Wasn't a problem because skilled men was hard to find then. Thing is every set of them white boys all had wives or sisters or college-age daughters coming home on a visit. Things would just sort of happen."
"Things just sort of happened." Ashley gave him a knowing look and a shake of the head. They hadn't been wrong about Red. In his time he must have been a terror. "You don't feel responsible at all."
Red frowned and it wasn't an act. He genuinely didn't see what the problem was. "My girls never complained - they was all for it. It was only them white boys."
She didn't know what to say.
"Well I wasn't so dumb-ass I went looking for trouble. Had me plenty of single girls too. Divorced or separated was best - they knew what they liked, had a bit of experience. But, shit. I had so many married white girls throwing themselves at me it would have been a sin to turn them away!"
Now she near enough rolled her eyes at him but she'd asked the question and now Red was in full flow.
"Tried to keep it to the wives with husbands that got off on it - the cucky boys - but sometimes the wives would lie about that. Anyways even a cucky boy could get to be trouble once his woman started showing. Then some white boy's sister or daughter gets home from maternity and it don't take Columbo to work out who's responsible. Like I said there wasn't many brothas up there back then."
"They got pregnant - how did that happen?"
Red looked at her as if he was pondering the likelihood of her being an idiot. She realized what she had said and put a hand to her mouth to stifle a giggle. Then she cast an accusing look at her empty wine glass.
"Anyway," said Red, "thass why I left. Back here it was much easier. H-Town had a few more white folks then but not so many. Generally speaking a white girl coming to find me and my friends knew just exactly what they was getting into."
"Your friends?"
"Friends. Including a couple of young men that worked for me - guess you know them!"
"Can I ask about something else?"
Red shook his head. "You had your question. Now it's my turn."
'Uh-oh,' she thought, 'here we go!'
"Something I've been wondering. I mean I know you are a fine little chassy and all that. It's just I had you tabbed for being on the whitebread side of things."
She shook her head - pretending not to understand.
"You know sort of suburban, uptight, not down with the flow you know what I mean. Whitebread! How would you say it - straight-laced and shit."
So he knew she was seeing Omar, who wasn't her husband. He knew she had been with Deon. He knew she regularly dressed up nice and sexy for the titillation of a shop full of African-Americans. Red seemed to have a very different definition of 'straight-laced' to anyone she had ever known. Still she was curious so she waited for him to continue.
"So I had you a B++ maybe even an A on looks alone. Figured that was your strength. Just that Deon kinda told me something."
"Go on." The grading thing was pretty uncool but she was really curious now - just where was this going? Maybe you just had to understand that men like Red and Deon played by different rules. Maybe that was the other side to how exciting Deon had been and how entertaining Red could be.
"He said that he took you to that fancy new Italian place in North Capital. Said you went to the ladies room and then you handed him your panties right there in the restaurant. That true?"
The horny old goat! "I don't think I can confirm that Red - you might get too excited!"
"I figured he was full of shit. Just that a woman looks like you and she got that naughty side to her. Hmmmnnnnn. She looks like whitebread but take a bite and she all hot and spicy. Shit girl never mind an A++ I'd have to be making up a whole new category for a dime like that!"
She knew she was blushing hard. She knew because Red was looking at her and enjoying it so much. "C'mon now we have to get to business. What do you need for next time?" She got out her phone and turned it on to record his list of shopping.
"Just bring your fine self and I'll he happy."
"Don't worry you can have lots of fun teasing me. Now - what do you need."
He told her and had hardly finished when they heard a car horn outside.
"Oh that must be Devon." She scrambled to get all of her kit together. She didn't want to keep him waiting - it was so good of him to give her the lift on short notice.
"Bye you old horn-dog." she said and then decided to give him a taste of his own teasing medicine. "Think of me while I'm gone," she added and blew him a kiss. Not something she would usually imagine doing but she was feeling very mellow now, very relaxed!
Out the front door and there was Devon in his Ford. She gave him a wave and then walked over to his vehicle.
"Thanks so much for this Devon. I'll have to pay for the gas."
Devon shrugged his big shoulders. "Ain't so big a detour. The way the freeway is I might even get home faster." She doubted that last bit but it might be true. Devon was the dispatcher for Barkley Tooling and the only employee not based in H-Town. He lived over the border in the Capital. That perhaps wasn't the only reason Red had picked him for the task.
Devon was the one man in the whole crew that could be absolutely relied upon to behave himself around a beautiful woman. Not that he wasn't rather buff. Devon was a big man and he certainly was no stranger to the gym. If you had a stereotype of a gay man as effeminate then Devon wasn't it. Still he and his husband preferred living in Cruz, a part of the Capital with a vibrant gay community.
She sat down beside him and did a quick last check in her bag. "Oh sh-, um sugar, I've left my phone behind. I'm so sorry and I promise I won't be a minute."
She dashed round the side of the building to the door that Red always used rather than the very well secured front one. She noticed that the curtains were drawn. They surely hadn't been before. Had Red got up to close them? Why?
There was a gap on one side and something told her she should take a peak inside. The devil or fate or something.
Red was sat in his chair. His pants were round his ankles and he was masturbating. One hand moving up and down what looked, from her angle, to be a large and very Black cock. On a big man like Deon you sort of could expect such a thing but Red was well under six-foot and wiry rather than built. What he was handling looked very big indeed on his smaller frame.
Or it had done. Now it looked smaller and in a few more moments his cock was undeniably limp. Red opened his eyes and his mouth moved. He wasn't happy and that was really obvious. It was something of a relief for Ashley though - she hadn't been sure how she was going to get her phone if he'd kept up like that.
She made a big noise coming through the door and yelled, "Red - It's me back. I forgot my phone!" Then she gave it a few seconds before she went through to his room.
Red could apparently still move fast when he had to. Apart from the curtains being drawn she might have thought that she had imagined it all. Going to her chair she found her phone and retrieved it.
When she finally got back to the vehicle Devon just said, "You know Red has a bit of a reputation don't you?"
She nodded and smiled. "You are about the fifth person to tell me. I appreciate the concern but it's hardly an issue now. I mean he is an old man!" She felt oddly defensive on Red's behalf. Maybe it was because he had just looked so miserable as she had looked in through the curtains.
"Old but not dead," commented Devon laconically as he swung the vehicle out into the street and began the ride home.
She slept most of the way. Found herself waking just in time to give Devon directions to the house. Not that it was too hard to find - for the moment at least she and Grant shared one of the most expensive houses in the city.
The Ford pulled up in their drive.
"Sorry for giving you all this trouble Devon and I really do appreciate the advice." She reached in her bag. "I'll find that gas money."
"Red's dealt with all that," said Devon as he waved her offer aside. "He's also got me on call for the future but remember what I said. Maybe drinking a little too much at Red's ain't a good idea."
"Hey," she protested, "he can be a little crude sometimes but he was almost the perfect gentleman?"
Devon looked unconvinced. "That man has a silver-tongue when he wants. He can be very persuasive."
She was feeling somewhat groggy after her sleep and had a little bit of a headache so this really wasn't the time. "That was all years ago wasn't it. Now the poor old guy probably couldn't get it up even if he was serious." She felt a little bad about saying that but it annoyed her how they all thought she needed to be warned all the time.
Unconvinced didn't get to half of the expression Devon was giving her now. So she just thanked him again for all his trouble.
Devon just smiled in response. "You know how much we all respect Omar and it was bad seeing him in such a slump all these years. Last few weeks he has been way more his old self and it's pretty clear what the reason for that is. So a little detour is no problem at all." He smiled again as punctuation but added something as she got out of the vehicle.
"Take care and don't take what I said the wrong way. Red is a good guy it's just that he has a way with you girls. Just ask him about that last cleaner of his!" Then Devon was gone.
***
The next night was date night and while Grant was away at work Ashlyn pampered herself with a trip to the manicurist and then spent the required time to look as good as she could for her man. She was still processing all that Red had told her but whatever happened tonight needed to be special.
She had woken up without a hangover, a fact which she attributed to two things. That well-timed glass of water and the fact she was such a lightweight where alcohol was concerned that maybe she hadn't drunk that much. Or maybe the fact she was a little groggy after her sleep in the car was something to do with it.
Anyway she had been thinking about Red all day. How he had called her whitebread. That had struck a bit of a nerve. Her sister had always accused her of the same - even sometimes using the same term. What about now? Would Sammi be like Red and still think she was whitebread?
It annoyed her because she knew that she wasn't whitebread at all. She had sexual desires and fantasies. Maybe she'd hadn't been as 'wild' as her sister when they were younger, maybe she had held herself back many times, but that had all been in pursuit of a greater goal.
'Where did that get you?' The thought flashed through her brain. Five wasted years with Grant. How many more years too cautious to get out there and really be herself? A fractious and now barely existent relationship with her sister. The last few weeks might not have been 'respectable' but they also hadn't been boring. They had been fun.
Full of surprises too. She remembered listening to Red's shopping list on her phone and transcribing it before realizing that when the device slipped onto the seat it had still been recording. The sound of herself making her cheeky exit and closing the door. Then the click of Red's stick as he'd moved across the room and the swish of the closing curtains. More clicks and then a clink. A belt. Then a voice - not speaking loudly as when he spoke with her. Rather a sort of gravelly mutter.
"Fuck yeah - that girl is hot like the hottest peppers. Them tits is damn fine naturals and that booty! See she was born to please the Black man. No little white shrimp is gonna get between them fine cheeks. That mouth too - Deon said she's inexperienced but I could educate her. Them pretty blue eyes looking up at me while she sucked my cock. Fuck yeah! Had me hard looking at her fine self all fucking day - had to have that throw over my lap so she didn't see this big old hog. Might scare a fine honey like her away!"
All the time there had been a little sound, a certain rhythmic sound, accompanying his quick, excited, monologue. She knew what it was. That fact, for some reason, didn't disturb her. She liked Red and she knew how frustrated he must be trapped in that house. Maybe it was only natural he would have thoughts like that - even if they were about her. Was it harming anyone? She studiously ignored the other thought lurking in the back of her mind. Red had a lot of experience with women - the fact that he found her so exciting, so beautiful. There was something exciting about that even if, with such an old man, it meant nothing really. Anyway she wasn't gong to be a prude about it, she wasn't going to be whitebread.
The tone of the voice coming from her phone's speaker sharply changed. "Oh shit - no! This ain't fucking happening. Just like with them fucking pornos. Son of a fucking bitch!"
A moment later there was a noise outside and then Ashley heard her own voice. She turned off the recording and then carefully deleted it. There had been a certain titillation in listening to it, a certain amusement, but that fact made her feel a little low now. That hadn't been fun for poor old Red. He might be something of a dirty old man perving at her like that but as you grew older did you really feel older? He obviously had a past, a distinctly shady past as she was still very much whitebread enough to believe, which couldn't make his current situation easy. If looking at her made him happy, if it helped the otherwise tedious hours past by, did that matter so much? She could be all prissy and sanctimonious about it but who was being hurt? Taking offence would be kind of whitebread wouldn't it? Such thoughts continued through her mind as she went through the almost automatic routine of getting ready for an evening out.
When she finished getting ready Ashley found, almost by osmosis, that she had made a decision. She carefully set up her phone and prepared it to shoot video. Just a few seconds later the video was on her phone and she knew what she wanted to do. Even the thought of it made her feel happy and excited. She knew what she wanted to do but the old cautious Ashley wasn't quite beaten yet. She decided to let it wait until later.
***
"Damn but you look amazing Ashley." Omar genuinely did look impressed, any more impressed and he might have been salivating. Ashley had to stifle her enjoyment of the way he was looking at her. Omar was going to get his way but she also wanted him thinking about tonight for a long time.
"I've been thinking about what you said. Next week I want you to take me to that club you were talking about. The one run by that friend of yours."
"You do?"
Did she sense a little surprise in his voice, maybe even a little regret? She hoped not because this had been his idea. Perhaps he had come to think she was too whitebread to go to a club like that. Maybe he had been right at the time but certainly not now. She sensed a crossing of the Rubicon and she found herself very much looking forward to next week. It wasn't like she wouldn't still be seeing Omar - maybe even in his office with the blinds down. She enjoyed that too. However, to get back to the position he held in her life this evening it would be Omar who would have to prove himself.
She'd worn this particular dress to a prestigious affair in the Capital. It had turned some heads then and she knew Omar would like it. A vibrant scarlet figure-hugging sleeve of gossamer-thin material. It left her back and one shoulder bare while it was slit up one side to show off her leg as she walked. The material clung to her and seemed to highlight rather than to obscure the curves of her breast and butt. Ashley wasn't a vain woman but she knew this dress looked really good on her.
There wasn't much doubt that Omar agreed. His eyes were all over her, soon his hands would be too. That was good - that was what she needed. She liked Omar a lot but she needed this man to regret the advice he had been giving her. She wanted him to remember when she had been his and his alone - to remember it and to wonder.
Omar was surely in the moment now as she undid his shirt and ran her hands over his torso. She loved that contrast but Omar wasn't the only man with a deep-dark skin-tone like that. He did keep himself in wonderful shape for a man in his forties, a muscular torso rather than a flabby one. That was one reason she really didn't think of Omar as an older man but, of course. any whitebread seeing them would think he was. These things were all a matter of perspective and perspectives could both differ and change.
She might be a newbie to all this but she knew what she liked. Omar had the best cock that she had ever had, which meant the best of the five. Just a little preferable to Deon and a mile or too clear of the white boys. She didn't necessarily mean larger - it just felt very good in her hand, in her mouth, in her pussy. Her best fuck had been with Deon, it had come as something of a shock to realise that, but that didn't mean Omar hadn't got the best cock.
Now she eased down his pants and found herself smiling. No problems staying hard here. Just the right length and if it could be a little thicker she wasn't complaining none. Just now it was just what she needed. She smiled up at him and then popped that big, broad, head of his cock into her mouth. Gave it a little hum of approval, knowing that the stimulation would be appreciated.
Omar's arm pushed forward and she felt his fingers on the back of her head. She relaxed her mouth and let him comfortably deep into her. She used her hand to stimulate him further and felt her hair swinging freely as she moved her mouth up and down his shaft.
The weight of Omar's body edged forward and she squealed as she fell backwards into the soft embrace of his couch. Omar followed her, knees on the vinyl to either side of her, his cock at just the right height in front of her face. As she grasped him and put him back into her mouth both his hands locked their fingers into her hair. She was pinned there now - absolutely, positively, no longer in control of this thing. Omar could do what he liked with her - he could just use her as his little fuck toy. The quiver of excitement pulsed hard through her body.
Omar waited, moving his torso to the same rhythm as her mouth, before easing his cock back out of her and then pushing his body forward. Directly over her mouth now were a pair of heavy Black balls. Time to try something new and so she licked at them. Licked at them before gently letting her warm mouth envelop half of first one and then the other.
Omar was not vocal during sex. You would get the occasional low laugh or grunt, that generally meant you were doing something right. Just now she got the low laugh and then Omar was moving again. Just the smallest amount to let him hold his cock over her face. He gently swung it and his shaft nudged her in the face. It didn't hurt but you could feel the weight of flesh in that long, dark, shaft. Just as her tongue had measured the weight of his balls. Then his cock was in her mouth again and Omar was setting the pace. Fucking her mouth until she was gasping for breath.


At the moment she felt she had to cry for a break he pulled back and grasped her and her body was moving. Up at first and then round before dropping back down. Not to the couch but to Omar, to the warm firm flesh of his body. He held her a moment and then she was headed back down, but this time with his cock pushing further into her pussy at every movement.
It was her turn to grunt. "Fuck!" He laughed in response and then just lay back watching her. Clearly if you wanted a job doing well you had to do it yourself. Ashley began fucking herself on that hard Back dick, riding him just as hard as she could, feeling that beautiful cock easing her body's resistance aside with a superbly fluid, perfect, power. he let her do that for a while and then she felt his hips bucking up into her, timed perfectly with her own motions. She had to grasp his thighs to keep her balance, felt the muscles there. Felt her own body tense and peak and knew she was cumming.
She just got her breath back and then she was bent over the back of the couch and holding onto the material for dear life. Each of Omar's hands were grasping the flesh of her butt, strong fingers holding her hard. She felt her breasts against the couch, the diamond hardness of her nipples against the fabric. Omar thrust his hips and his cock slid effortlessly home. A couple more potent thrusts and his cock was all of the way inside her. Like she was made-to-measure for him. Just the perfect length.
She'd made sure to look at her best for him, to excite him, now she was earning her reward. Omar was turned on and he began to fuck her with real purpose. Hard deep thrusts, his big hands clenched on the meat of her buttocks. Only letting go to sometimes slap her butt as his cock continued its relentless, wondrous, conquest of her body.
She was gasping for breath, feeling the passage of her perspiration down her face and body, feeling it mingle with Omar's sweat. It was hot and it was heavy and it was so fucking good.
Omar was a strong man and he could lift her 120 pounds easily, seemingly without effort. He'd done it before and he did it now. Carried her through to his bed and laid her down. On her back and looking up. She knew this was his preference. To lock eyes and then mouth with his woman as he fucked her. His woman? Well for tonight anyway.
She pulled her legs up and then apart. Strong hands grasped her wrists and then his cock was sliding home into her again. Proving once more that she was made for this, made to fuck. Held in his grip she wasn't going anywhere and he began to fuck her hard again. Letting his strength show in those thrusts, making her body react. React it most surely did. She gasped at each of those thrusts, swore like a trooper as he took her out of the comfort zone and into the climax zone. Finally just had to screw her eyes up and howl at the moon. Felt her body's shuddering peak and waited to feel him cum in her deep.
Omar pulled out and shot seven heavy loads of his cum on her belly, onto her tits, she even swore she tasted some on her lips. He came hard and then just looked down at his work. He smiled the smile of a man who had done well. "That was amazing girl," he said.
She smiled back. "Yeah it was fucking great," then added, 'until the last five seconds,' but left the last part as a silent thought. Then she looked back at her body covered in his cum. "Guess I need a shower."
Omar was laughing as she went to clean up.
***
The video clip wasn't long. Not much more than a minute. Ashley was in her bathroom at home and she had just completed preparing for that evening's date with Omar.
"A big hello to my favorite guy. I just thought I'd send you a little message - a sneak preview of what my date will be seeing tonight. I hope you like!"
She gave him a little twirl letting the material cling to her body. The scarlet dress made her feel sexy and she wanted it to show. She eased a leg forward and let the dress separate to show almost the whole length of her limb. Allowed her viewer to see her Pigalle heels into the bargain.
"You like," she said over her shoulder to the lens of the camera. She was rather enjoying this. She made a slow turn this time allowing the camera to capture the curve of her neck and back as left bare by her dress. When she was facing the camera again she gave it her best sexy look and licked her lips. A little arch of the back and her breasts were pushing out the material of the dress. Her new-found enjoyment of the whole scenario making two hard nipples show through the texture of the material.
Then another turn to present her rear to the camera. A carefully judged lean and push let her roll her butt so it would fill most of the lens. In this dress and at this angle her viewer would get the full glorious impact of her booty. She couldn't help smiling as she was doing it. She had never filmed herself like this before and the sense of exhilaration was surprising.
Moving to face the camera again she leaned in to the camera as if to impart a secret. "I nearly forget the most important thing."
Ashley grasped the hem of her dress and pulled it up just enough for her other hand to disappear into the slit in its design. She wriggled her booty a little and then leaned over as her hand dropped down the length of her legs. When she straightened up she was holding a white lacy pair of panties. "My present to you Daddy Red! Hope you enjoyed and see you soon." A last impulse of devilment caused her to pull her dress to one side and expose a boob as she stuck out her tongue and stepped forward to turn off the camera.
Of course he would enjoy it. It hadn't quite been in public but then she hadn't exactly courted attention when she had handed Deon her panties at that Italian restaurant. The only doubt about Red enjoying her little show was the rather fundamental one of whether he would actually get to see it.
The question lurked in the back of her mind all through her date with Omar. It was a secondary reason for steering clear of intoxicants. Tonight or tomorrow she would either delete the video or send it.
When she got home her husband had been waiting up for her as usual. That was good of him and all that but he really didn't interest her any more. He was weak and he had let her down. The last thing she wanted was for her sexual self-expression to just be used as his spank bank. As she prepared herself for bed she thought about Omar too. If he had asked he could have had her tonight. Not just fucked her - she would have given herself to him wholly and without reservation. Tonight and for as long as he wanted her. She knew that he wanted to - every part of his body language told her that loud and clear. Unfortunately his mouth had not. Without Red's talk the previous day that fact would have been the purest torture. Now she thought that she understood. He couldn't take that step - perhaps in the future but what good was that to her?
Next week she would let Omar take her to that club. She knew there would be men there that would appreciate her, that weren't afraid to ask for what they wanted, that weren't afraid to claim their prize.
She felt brave and she felt excited at the prospect. This was going to be a new Ashley, not just the old Ashley dating a couple of Black guys. As she thought on she understood what she wanted the first step to be.
She picked up her phone and thought about a covering note. Finally she decided on.
'I saw you yesterday afternoon. I hope this helps. A.'
Then she attached the video clip to the message. There was no hesitation as she pressed the send button.
She heard nothing from the phone before she went to bed. That was only natural. Its recipient had a long day stuck in his little house - the TV wouldn't keep him awake this late. He would have been asleep long ago.
The next morning Ashley woke and washed. She had slept very well. The sleep of a young woman who had enjoyed vigorous exercise of the best kind and who was quite relaxed in her mind. Once she was fully refreshed she reached for her phone and wasn't surprised to see the notification there. Red was a early riser.
'Dayyyyyuuuummmmmm sweet cheeks' and then three emojis. A thumbs up, an eggplant and then another thumbs up.
Ashley closed her phone and smiled. She felt more relaxed, more content, than at any time since Grant had dropped his little bomb-shell of abject failure. No, scratch that, she felt better than she had done for a long time before that.
The only question was - what would the next week bring?
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Ashley couldn't quite believe what she had done even if that didn't necessarily mean she regretted it. Up to now from her old suburban life only her husband knew much of what had been going on. Yet she had sent a provocative video, a video where she flashed her panties and a boob, to a man. Not to just any man either.
She hadn't been drunk and she hadn't been stupidly horny. At the moment it had simply seemed just a fun thing to do. Shaking off that safe reputation of hers. Helping out Red - just as she helped him in many other ways - shopping, cleaning, etc.
Except it wasn't quite the same was it! Sending a provocative video in the full knowledge that a man pretty much old enough to be your grand-pa would be using it for the purposes of sexual arousal. Just as he had tried to masturbate to his memory of her after she had left his house last time.
Catching him like that should have disgusted her. Shouldn't it? She knew that it should! But he hadn't done anything in front of her. Only when he thought she had left, when he'd closed the curtains. In his private time. It was Ashley who had intruded into his privacy by peeping through that little gap he had left.
Attraction didn't pay much heed to convenience. It wasn't exactly convenient that thrown back into the whole wide world by her husband's stupidity and neglect she had discovered her main attraction was to dark-skinned African-American men. Being honest with herself she didn't seem to find any other men attractive in the slightest any more. Quite apart from physical attraction in her experience Black men were so much better in bed. Now her experience wasn't exactly huge but it was her experience and so she had to go with it.
Red was what they would have called a rake in the old days. He had a formidable reputation as a ladies' man, a womanizer, a seducer, a wolf, there were lots of terms for it. Maybe not a skirt-chaser. Most of the skirts seemed to have chased him back in the day. She'd had a glimpse of one reason for that through the gap in the curtains. Red was well equipped down there.
It had to be very tough for him now to be almost an invalid, waiting for that knee of his to heal. He couldn't go meet his friends, he couldn't go help out at Barkley Tooling and there was something else that had to be much worse for a man like Red. For a man who had lived his sort of a life, who had that sort of a reputation, it had to be so difficult. She had seen that too - through the gap in the curtain.
So sending Red a video of herself like that had been an altruistic gesture? She might have lived with that explanation but it wasn't true. She had sent it because she had wanted to. Because it was a blow against the idea of her as a safe, boring, unexciting woman - as whitebread.
'Whitebread'. She had only known two people in her life to use that term. First had been Sammi in their regular clashes before her younger sister had left home for the West Coast. Sammi had always been a little wild and she had been furious when Ashley had often taken her parents' side in certain things. Ashley had always been sure she had only done what was best - to preserve the family name and for her sister's good too. Now she found herself looking back on those events rather differently.
The other person in her life who used 'whitebread' was, of course, Red. He hadn't hidden the fact he thought Ashley was just that. Something which had reignited all those old regrets about how things had gone with her sister.
It shouldn't have mattered. It still did.
Now, however, she was rather self-concious, embarrassed. How did you look a man in the face after you had sent him something like that? The wisest thing would be just to call him and say that something had come up and that she couldn't help him out any more. She could perhaps find him a professional cleaner, maybe even pay for the service. A professional would almost certainly do a better job for him anyway.
Such thoughts had swirled through her mind all of yesterday and since getting up this morning. Against that, however, she had been researching and she just knew that a little light yoga in the right positions could really help Red with that knee. She was an enthusiast herself - finding that a day in the gym accompanied by a yoga regimen and a few specific daily exercises were perfect for her physical and mental well-being. Letting her feel toned and also flexible.
She had gone over for her now weekly meeting with Omar at Barkley Tooling. Theoretically she still hadn't made up her mind about Red but she had put her yoga mat in the vehicle.
Their business was pulling itself out of the hole that her husband Grant had dug for it. They were covering the essentials like payroll and servicing their debts. In fact they had cleared a couple of the smaller loans. They also paid Grant just enough to keep the bookie off his back. Soon they would be able to pay off the last of two month's money they owed to Omar.
In the meantime she was servicing the loan in her own way. The improving weather meant she could wear a rather lovely sundress. With the light in a certain direction it allowed the curves and form of her body to be seen almost as if she were naked. Especially when, as now, she wore nothing underneath it.
Omar's employees loved it and weren't shy about telling her so. They weren't strangers to her and she enjoyed their appreciation. A woman liked to know that she was desirable, that she was hot. Their compliments were delivered and accepted in a certain spirit.
Omar enjoyed her dress too. Looking down at her on her knees as she sucked his cock in his office. Omar might not have turned out to be quite the dream man she had hoped for but he did, undeniably, have a beautiful Big Black Cock. Besides, until that debt was paid off she owed him a date-night every week. This, of course, was in addition to that date. She did this because she enjoyed it. More specifically because she enjoyed seeing in his handsome dark face just how much he was enjoying it. Evidence that her skills were developing.
She completed her twice weekly shopping run for Red's necessities and then she was there. She felt her heart beating in her chest. A feeling of anticipation somehow greater than she had felt when getting on her knees in front of Omar She had known what Omar's response would be.
She was surprised to find Red outside his little house leaning on his crutch. He was talking to an African-American man in his fifties. The man's eyes drank her in but he tried to hide it. Ashley felt a little thrill at that.
"Jake - this is Ashley who's helping me out while I got this." Red tapped his metal crutch. "See girl I got myself out to find some fresh air. Doctor's changed my medication and says I can exercise now."
She'd been thinking herself in circles for the last twenty-four hours but now, seeing Red's genuine joy at getting himself out of the house, that all seemed nonsense. "Did you ask about yoga? I have my mat in the car."
"Got me a yoga instructor as well as all her other talents."
Jake was trying desperately not to be too obvious as he admired her breasts through her thin dress. It wasn't working. Probably that was made more certain by the fact Ashley's body was reacting to his attention. Hard nipples obvious through that thin, thin, fabric.
"Damn I never thought of doing yoga. Maybe I could benefit from some instruction." Jake laughed but his eyes hadn't moved and Ashley felt like saying, 'I'm up here!'
"Bet you would but Ashley's a good girl and besides I saw her first! Don't pay no attention to this horn-dog girl. Dunno what this poor weak old man would do without her. I'll see you around because I've got to get inside and I ain't moving so fast just yet."
Red's crutch clicked on the cracked cement as he went back inside.
Jake tore his eyes away from Ashley's breasts and actually managed to look at her face. "I'm sorry about that - I hope you didn't take no offense." Her smile reassured him - she'd been around Red for weeks and so such things were hardly likely to shock her! Jake hesitated and then continued. "Word to the wise. Red is a good guy at heart but don't be believing that 'poor old man' shit. Just ask him about his last cleaner! Anyway I'll let you go look after the lucky old bastard!"
Ashley dropped off the shopping and then went back for her bag and the mat. It was an older portable one but it was well up to the job. The bag had her change of clothing, well two in fact.
Her sexy outfits for the men at Barkley Tooling weren't exactly perfect for cleaning. So she'd got into a routine of coming to Red's and letting him see her in all her finery. Then into Red's bedroom, close the door and change into something more suitable for cleaning.
The shopping wasn't too much of an issue once a few buttons were done up or perhaps a coat worn over the top. Though she'd have to find a work-around now the weather was getting hotter. Ashley didn't pause to recall that perhaps two hours ago she had almost decided never to come here again.
Ashley put on her T-shirt and sweats but really she only had to vacuum and put the kitchen and bathroom into order. It was a simple matter of maintenance now. In a small house like this it didn't take long. That suited her because she really wanted to get onto the next part of the program.
Ashley moved the table in the center of Red's room to one side and that left plenty of room to lay the yoga mat down. "I printed these off for you. Have a look while I get ready." She handed him three sheets of suggested yoga exercises for people with problem knees.
Then she went into Red's bedroom and she very carefully failed to close the door properly. Just a crack - exactly as Red's curtains had been left open just a crack last time.
There was always a click when she closed the door and of course there wasn't a click this time. She stood a little back from the door so that she could see out but nobody looking in could see her.
Red was looking at the information she had given him. Then he stopped and seemed to be thinking. His head turned and he was looking straight at the door. He paused and then looked a little more carefully. She was in no doubt that he knew the door was open.
She had decided that Red taking an interest in her when she dressed, or did other things, specifically for him was OK. If he was trying to sneak a peak at her changing then he really was a dirty old man and she definitely should not encourage that.
She watched as Red looked at the door. Did she imagine that she heard a little whistle? Anyway as she watched he sent his attention back to the sheets of information.
Well - that decided it! It was much better doing her yoga in the proper kit rather than these sloppy old cleaning clothes. So she stripped down and changed again. Yoga pants did come in loose varieties but she had never got on well with them. Her nice tight Lululemons in green were what made her feel good. Made her look good too showing off the form of her legs and the curves of her hips and her booty. The matching top kept everything in position but left a distinct cleavage on show. She knew that she looked good in this work-out outfit even if her husband hadn't seemed to notice. Anyway she had never had any other audience for her exercises - until now.
She finished up and used the mirror on Red's wall to check that her hair and make-up still looked OK. Force of habit she supposed and she moved out and back into the main room.
Red was still reading the sheets of information she had given him. Noticing she was back in the room he glanced up. Glanced up and then smiled. "Damn girl but you do look fine in that!"
Now would that have been so hard for her husband to say at least once? She gave Red the 'behave yourself' look that she needed rather a lot around him. "I don't know why I picked the green one. My Irish roots I guess even if wearing green is supposed to be unlucky."
"Fucking lucky for me girl!"
He was incorrigible. "Perhaps I can show you a few of the positions I normally do and then we can try and see how you do!"
"Sounds good." The information sheets were on the floor now. She had his full attention.
She wasn't going to go overboard. Just a few flexibility poses. A side stretch for left and right followed by a head to knee while seated on the mat. Then she lay down for a couple of bow poses. She was feeling the stress and self-doubt flow out of her. The adrenaline levels dropping and the endorphins taking over. A forward bend and a plow pose before concluding with a cow-face pose and then the cat-cow position. That left her with just the right level of fatigue and a wonderful feeling of calm and flexibility.
Red's eyes hadn't left her. Clearly not all of the exercises would be suitable for him but he was paying extremely close attention none the less. The thought did strike her that the exercises weren't what really had his attention but now he would have to pay the piper if he expected to hear that particular tune again.
She kept it nice and simple and low-key. Demonstrating simple poses that would help strengthen his core and the muscles supporting that difficult knee. They would start very light and gradually build up. Red was a surprisingly good pupil. No smart remarks, no messing around, just following her motions with his own. Allowing her to adjust his position now and then.
It wasn't particularly strenuous but Red had been in that chair too long. When they finished he was sweating and blowing a little. She got him a damp cloth to wipe his face.
"It didn't look like it's such hard work but when you getting down to it you soon find out. But it does feel good. This has been a real good day! I'm going to celebrate with a drink - you gonna join me?"
She looked at him.
"Seriously," he said, "just a half a glass to be friendly. Not that you weren't fun after a few more!" He chuckled and that mischievous twinkle was in his eye again. It was good to see - even if it did usually mean trouble!
It was very much only half a glass and even then she would drink it very slowly. He poured for them both. "I enjoyed that movie you sent me - just exactly what I needed at that moment. I appreciate that and all you do for me."
It was a shock to realise that the video had gone completely out of her mind. "I hope it helped," she said lamely.
"It was a beautiful thing and I gotta confess I've watched it more than a few times. All my life I was more a doer than a watcher but, well, let's just say the camera loves you girl!"
Once again Ashley felt a familiar sensation and knew there was blood in her cheeks. It wasn't the flush from her exercise exertions and she knew Red would know that too. It was ridiculous. How could she make a video like that and then be embarrassed when he complimented her on it? Still it let her raise what had been worrying her all morning.
"I hope that you haven't, you know, shared it around."
Red snorted. "Fuck that! The lifestyle might be all about sharing but I've just got the tiniest little piece of that sweetness," he demonstrated holding two of his fingers very close together, "and I ain't sharing that with no-one. It was damn near perfect except for one thing."
She saw the baited hook and identified it but she couldn't resist. "What was that?"
"Every time that damned phone pings with a message I'm all excited and shit. Just turns out to be a friend asking how I am!" He laughed. "Nah - I ain't sharing that video unless you wants me to?"
"No, no..." The words were out of her mouth quickly and vehemently and she saw Red smile his little smile of recognition. His trap, more likely his test, had caught her. Whatever she might believe so far as this man was concerned she was still whitebread. From his perspective, she understood, she probably was.
"I can delete it if you want. That's not what I want but it's your call. Another big word in the lifestyle done right is trust, that what's done is to mutual satisfaction. So what's it to be?"
She knew what she should say. Delete it. Somehow, however, she didn't want to say it. It had been exciting to make and she hadn't sent it as a present to Red by mistake. Those were all justifications but the truth was, at heart, she knew she liked the idea of him watching it. Red had a lot of experience in such things and if he found her hot...
But...
He reached for a draw behind him and pulled out a deck of cards. "Tell you what - we'll let the cards decide." He shuffled them dextrously and laid the deck on the small table. "Just a simple cut of the cards. You first."
Letting the fates decide had a certain attraction. Ashley reached out and split the pack. The eight of hearts. She reunited the pack.
"Now you shuffle it," said Red. After she had done so he reached out with his long dark fingers and cut the pack himself. The nine of spades.
"Close," said Red with a smile apparently of relief. "Now that's settled you can tell me. Did you enjoy making that movie for me?"
She could lie of course. Except that she had watched that clip later herself. She saw the truth in her face and in every movement she made on screen. She just wasn't that good an actress. "Yes I enjoyed it - it was exciting."
"Gonna make me another?" There it was. Give a man an inch and you knew what happened! Red smiled. "Maybe we let the cards decide?"
"OK." It wasn't like it was a contract written in blood. Besides she wanted to see if she would win and how she would feel about that.
Ashley drew the ten of hearts. "Looks like you've got a good chance this time," said Red and then he drew his card. The Ace of Spades.
"Are aces high?" she asked him.
"Oh yes," said Red with that little sly smile of his.
She found that she had no problem with that, no problem at all.
***
She wasn't sure what she had been expecting. A little hole-in-the-wall dive bar perhaps. This was nothing like that. It was an impressive night-club with a big bar, a stage, all of the lighting and sound systems that you would expect. Most of the time it was apparently just that - one of the leading places of entertainment in the city. On this night, however, the owner Antwan was running one of his private parties.
Omar had driven her there and had squired her up to the main door where two imposing doormen flanked the entrance.
The older and larger one looked at them and his serious dark face was transformed by a delighted smile.
"Well fuck me sideways if it ain't Omar Barkley! Damn nigga I ain't seen you in fuck knows how long."
Ashley stifled her wince at hearing that word out front like that. She understood they were reclaiming the word but she still didn't like it. She'd heard it used too often in a much less friendly way.
Omar hadn't noticed anyway. "It has been a while. Good to see you too my man. My membership still good?"
"Shit - Antwan would kick my ass if I turned you away. Besides," he looked at Ashley for a moment, "I think your friend here would get you in no problem."
Omar laughed. "This is Ashley and Ashley this is Tyrone. You ever have a problem here you come to Tyrone."
He was the larger of the two doormen. His colleague was only built like a dump truck. Tyrone had to be six feet six and he was big with it. Filling out his doorman's suit with a lot of man, most of it hard muscle. She had to wonder what Antwan was like if he was supposed to be able to kick this guy's ass!
"Antwan will want to see you man," Tyrone said to Omar. Then he addressed her. "Like Omar said if you need anything you come to me girl. Anything at all." There was something about the way he said those last three words...
She felt Omar's hand on her back as he gently guided her through the door and into the club. The persistent beat became louder and once into the main club it was really loud and dark. The flashing and shifting lights illuminating an area for a moment and then moving on. It took her a few moments to acclimatise her eyes to the near-darkness and for the noise level to seem to settle. That was an amazing thing about humans. After a time, sometimes only a short time, anything could become the new normal.


H-Town had a reputation. People could blame politicians or drugs or crime or economic decline but at the end of the day H-Town would always have had a reputation out there in Middle America. For the simple reason that H-Town was Black. Ironically this club night had to be the most integrated place in the whole city. Pretty much 50% Black and 50% White. You didn't see that anywhere else in H-Town.
Of course that diversity only went so far. The women in the club were pretty much all White. The men in the club were most definitely all Black. As she looked around her Ashley understood that didn't mean any lack of choice. All Black men were not the same. There were men of all ages from twenty to their sixties. Men of all skin-tones from a light milk chocolate up to a deep almost blue-black. There were the smooth operators - maybe businessmen or even diplomats from the Capital. Well dressed and looking like they knew how to treat a lady right. Omar pretty much fitted into that category.
Then there were the more 'street' men - men with showy jewellery, grills of gold teeth, bodies and sometimes faces marked with the ink of tattoos. Full of swagger and raw attitude. They could also provide a woman with what she needed - if that was what she had come looking for.
Then there was the third basic category. They weren't our to impress with either their status or with their street braggadocio. They were men with a certain presence. Men that knew what they were about, that knew how the game was played. Some of them had some ink too but they weren't thrusting it in your face. Deon certainly fitted into this category and it wasn't hard to remember that sex with Deon had been amazing.
Omar stopped and held up his hand. "Antwan!" he mouthed rather than shouted.
Again she saw a man see Omar and smile. Did everyone know him? They touched fists and then were talking but the music meant she caught only snatches. Omar asking after his wife, did he say she was a lawyer, and their children. The man, presumably Antwan, expressing pleasure to see Omar back. Saying how the girls would appreciate it too. No doubt they would!
For the moment, however, Antwan had all of Ashley's attention. He was tall and well dressed with gold at his neck and on his fingers. He looked real good. Just enough 'street' about him, just enough bling, just enough attitude. He was rather older than her but the boss generally was a little older and Antwan was, unquestionably, the boss. That sense of authority, that cool calm command, that certain something that she had been thinking about. Antwan personified it.
When Antwan looked at her, even in the half-light, she knew that he liked what he saw. She felt her heart beating fast and the excitement growing within her. Red had said sharing was a big part of the 'lifestyle'. She couldn't help wondering if Antwan's wife was the sharing kind.
She saw Antwan click his fingers and point. They followed him in the direction indicted, through the dancing groups and couples. When a man like Antwan told you to do something you did it.
Through a small door was an office with monitors on the wall. The volume of the music decreased about 75% as he closed the door.
"Man but you don't know how good it is to see you back. Passing visit or you gonna be a regular again? Giving them young bloods some competition."
"I'll see how it goes. You seem to be doing good."
"Expanding slowly, no complaints. That Bill that just passed won't hurt none."
Omar was frankly surprised and showed it. "You're still getting federal money?"
"It ain't diversity no more but you think certain folks don't steal some of that money for their own pockets and that they still ain't craving the specialist visual entertainment we can offer? Besides Jess and the boss have them crackas wrapped round their little fingers. This time we qualified as an active organization campaigning for abstinence and against abortion." He noted Omar's look of incredulity. "True ain't it. Number one rule of all of this. 'Stop fucking them white boys!'" Omar laughed - a complaisant, genuinely amused, laugh.
Ashley had been more surprised by the mention of 'a boss'. Who could possibly be the boss of a man like Antwan? Omar's next words answered that for her.
"Mr Taylor - he's still in charge then?"
"Well I run the clubs and Jess and her friend Dee look after most of the rest. The boss just likes to keep an eye on things and that man has the contacts. In all things. Still you know about that. He was here last month. Came to check things out. I always have to keep that special rum of his just in case." It was worded like a complaint but Antwan's strong face softened a little as he said it.
"How old must he be now?"
Antwan shrugged. "Never been minded to ask. He seemed old when he was saving my Black ass back in the day and you know about that too. But then I was a young blood myself and most everyone seemed old. Talking of dope old brothas. How's that old bastard Red?"
Omar pursed his lips and gave a little shake of his head. "He's been better. Got a bad knee and he's been down. Our girl Ashley been helping him out."
It was Antwan's turn to show surprise. Just a split-second, blink-and-you-miss-it moment, but she saw it. "Respect to that brotha. That's some serious game."
She understood the implication. "I'm just cleaning and shopping for him." Shit - there was that blushing again, why did she have to do that. With her pale skin-tone it was so obvious! "And... er helping him with his exercises."
The blush, the hesitation, the mention of 'exercises'. Antwan clearly made a certain interpretation of her words. He winked at Omar. Omar just shrugged as if to say, 'well what do you expect.'
"Respect to that brotha," Antwan slowly repeated, "but tonight you're in my club and you didn't come to talk. Get out there on the dance floor and let this man do his work."
Almost immediately out of the door Omar was swooped upon by two attractive women in their early thirties." One of them, with blonde hair down to her butt cheeks, yelled, "Fuck yeah! Ty said you was here. Now we gonna party!" The other woman joined her friend in hustling Omar away. Not that he seemed to be resisting too much.
Which left her alone on the crowded dance floor. She'd been clubbing before of course. In her single days. The remorseless meat-market of her late teens and early twenties. A real pain until the locals worked out you'd only get so far with her. Then the real assholes tended to look for easier prey.
This seemed somehow different. There wasn't the fierce competition - at least not among the women. She saw groups dancing together and now a big, blowsy, blonde woman in her fifties grabbed her and yelled in her ear. "Newbie, huh? I'm Jenny come with us and you'll be OK."
Ashley still wasn't much of a dancer but she did her best. Joining the group of women as they danced. Their group wasn't only women for long. Men would emerge and dance with one or two of the women. They would stay awhile and then move on - sometimes alone and sometimes with the girl they had been dancing with.
As the evening moved on Ashley realised dancing was much like exercise. If you could relax and get into the groove then you felt good. You let the music flow through you and let your body move to it. It was so much better than any time she'd been clubbing before. The girls in their group weren't competing, they were dancing together. They were all strangers but in that moment she very much felt a part of something.
There were the men too. There had to have been twenty men come and dance with her. Men that ran the gamut of the male population of the club. Young athletic men. Older, frankly tubby, men. Sharp-suited mature types and then the sort of young Black man that young White women were always warned about.
The dancing was fine but after a while each would leave. Each time saying something along the lines of, "See you around baby", or, "maybe next time." She couldn't understand it. At least fifteen of the guys were at least interesting to her. If they'd made a move they could have got lucky. At least five of them certainly would have. The guy with all the facial tattoos maybe not so much!
It just kept going that way and as time passed the number of girls dwindled, leaving one-by-one or in groups with men. Even Jenny, who to be honest was a little past her prime, found her match. An African-American man also in his fifties and with a prodigious white beard and beer gut. Whatever - Jenny seemed delighted with him!
Then a man was with her and he was a dream. Very dark-skinned and handsome like a male model. Gold studs glinted in his ears and he was moving with that fluid ease that always marked a good dancer. He was just the right amount taller than her and she found herself desperately hoping he would make his move. He was worth all the dancing and all the false starts of earlier.
They danced through a song and then another. Finally he leaned forward and she felt rather than heard his words breathed into her ear.
"Club rules - lady makes first move."
She was in his arms now, the dance stopped so they could talk. He leaned down a little and she reached her face up to his ear. "Can we go somewhere?"
He smiled and it was a wonderful smile. "You want a coffee maybe?" The look on his face as he drew back told her what he wanted to hear. It was absolutely what she wanted to say too.
She stretched up close to his ear. No-one else needed to hear this. "No - I want you to fuck me."
"Good answer," was his only response. Then his big strong Black hand had enveloped her smaller white one as he led her off the floor
***
There was a hotel sort of a place nearby, even H-Town had its entertainment zone. By the looks of things the place did very good business on club nights but when they booked in no money seemed to change hands. Mike, his name was Mike, led her along to their room.
They hadn't exactly had much small-talk. They didn't break that tradition once they were in the room. This was about raw, simple, physical attraction. Sex in its most basic form, a one-night stand understood as such by both sides from the beginning, but that didn't mean it was meaningless and it certainly didn't mean it wasn't good.
Mike wasn't a particularly muscular man but he was strong. You felt that strength when he held you in his arms and when he was kissing you, kissing you deep with his soft lips as his tongue explored your mouth and met your own. She couldn't keep the smile off her face as they broke that first kiss. Moved her hands fast to the buttons of his shirt and undid them one by one. Letting her hands roam over the dark strength of his chest.
He hadn't been slow to reciprocate. Her skirt was on the floor and now she paused to let him ease her top up and over her shoulders.
"Oh yes," was all he said and then his hands were on her breasts and his mouth was kissing the soft skin of her neck. She arched her back, pushing herself towards him, savouring every sensation.
"Baby came to play," was all he said as his hand moved down to her shaved pussy. "Tell me what you're needing girl."
"I need your cock - your Black cock,"
"Best you get it then."
Softly-spoken but she understood the instruction. Dropped to her knees and undid his belt. Slid down those expensive Italian silk suit pants of his and paused before kissing the bulge in his shorts.
Men couldn't lie about what turned them on. Their equipment would always give them away; nothing said that a man desired you like his hard cock. Mike was good and hard, ready for action. As she pulled down his shorts she completed the picture. A beautifully dark cock with a slight curve to him, seven or maybe eight inches long and nicely thick.
There was no need for foreplay but Ashley knew what her men liked. She took a gentle hold on his cock, feeling it stiffen a little under her touch as she put him in her mouth. Used her tongue and lips and hand to please him.
After a while he spoke. "That's good but try it with your hands behind your back, just using your mouth."
She moved her hands behind her back and clasped her fingers together. That changed things up considerably. Now she couldn't take the easy option and use her hands. Now all of the action had to be with her lips and tongue. She had to concentrate more on the task, really devote herself to pleasing that cock.
"Thass more like it. Worship that cock baby - like you was made to do."
She felt a little surge of heat in her body. That was right. She was worshipping him, worshipping his cock, and it felt better like this with her hands out of the way. It was less controlled - at least less controlled by her.
He eased back and then held up the long shaft of his cock. "Lick along this baby - all the way down. She licked and kissed the head of his cock and then slowly, carefully, all the way down to the base of him. He shifted his position a little but said nothing. She understood and began to kiss and lick his heavy Black balls, felt their weight on her face.
"Back to work girl but don't be swallowing that spit, get it all up on that cock. Make it good and warm and wet and sloppy you hear." His cock was back in her mouth now but this time his hands were in her hair. Controlling her pace and depth as she sucked him. It was no surprise to feel the sensations within her body grow - she knew that she liked that scenario. Even when he pushed deeper than she had been taking him, pushed and then held her there until she wanted to cough and felt her saliva flowing. He eased back and a long string of spit linked her mouth and his cock.
"Don't waste that girl, use a hand to spread it on my cock, get me nice and ready to go deep." She did as Mike told her. Not for one second did she consider doing anything else. His casual assumption she would follow his advice, his instructions, reminded her of Deon.
"Hands down," he said and she dropped them immediately. His fingers tightened in her hair and now he was pushing really deep, pushing and holding. Bringing the tears to her eyes and making her really want to cough. Right to the point she couldn't take it any more and then pulling back so she could breath and relax for a moment. Then a repeat, again and again. Each time with more spit, making it all more intense, making it all hotter and nastier - but in a good way.
She didn't realise she was disobeying him at that point. Her hands were no longer behind her back. One was now at her pussy, fingers pushing inside. Mike knew. Mike had been in this game a little while. He'd seen plenty of women in this room or some other one just like it. He specialized in the newbies, girls who'd had nothing but white boys or at least relatively little experience of real fucking. He liked to put them through their paces, test their skills and their potential. The men at the club relied on Mike and a few others to separate the real deals from the fronters. You didn't want to make a selection and then have a girl bail on you. Mike took that risk but Mike didn't mind. It didn't happen often and he liked his girls when they were still fresh to Black meat, still trainable in how a man like Mike preferred his cock to be sucked for instance.
She was panting now, gasping for breath, nice and red in those sweet pale cheeks. Standing up to it well though - keeping eye contact with him in a way only the real deal did. He'd said he liked it wet and warm and sloppy and that was just how he'd got it. Time to move this little piece's education on a little.
Mike reached for her and helped her up. Put her down on the bed and then dropped between her legs. She saw his face there and then moving forward his mouth found her pussy. Strong arms held her legs and pulled her towards him. She smiled and giggled and Mike enjoyed that. Everyone was here for a good time and the happier he made a girl the better she tended to be in the main act of the show. Good and warmed up and her engine already purring real nice.
He felt her hands on his head but she didn't grasp his dark curls. Her hands just lay there as she enjoyed his work. She might figure that out later but Mike didn't mind. This was one sweet pussy and he didn't need any encouragement to persevere.
Only when he was good and ready did he stand up and put his cock to her body. Let it rest there and gently tap at the top of her pussy. Once, twice, three times. A dark invader asking permission to enter, a permission he knew was going to be granted.
"Fuck me." Her voice was a little huskier now. It sounded good. It signalled her arousal and not just the fact she'd had his cock deep in her throat. There was a difference and Mike had done this enough to be able to identify that difference without having to think about it.
Of course she was a newbie and so she hadn't got her card, her proof of testing. It was real tempting to just slide his cock home but there were responsibilities. He enjoyed these evenings and they wouldn't last if people cut corners on essentials like that.
He moved his hips and then pushed them forward. His cock slid along her pussy, feeling the wet warmth of her body as it cried out for him. Again he was tempted but instead reached for his pants pocket. He undid the packet he found there before slipping a condom onto his cock. The thin latex stretched on his cock and then he was back at her pussy.
His cock met her pussy lips but barely edged inside. He eased back and forward again. Now his cock's head was inside. The girl, Ashley wasn't it, was looking down at the junction of their bodies like she was gazing on the promised land from the top of the mountain. Maybe she was - or maybe she'd noticed how that damned condom spoiled the aesthetics. He tried to concentrate on more pleasing things.
This one was just the way he liked them. Not entirely inexperienced but still coming to terms with how things were With the fact that her body was made to please the Black man, that her pussy was made to be fucked by Black cock. He'd got her just at the right time because he knew this one would be a quick learner. She also had just what a lot of the brothas wanted. The combination of those two facts was awesome but it wasn't precisely Mike's bag. The way those pretty dark blue eyes of hers were looking at his cock as it eased it's way inside her. Now that was Mike's bag!
He kept it steady until he was half way and then he started to build the rhythmn. She responded and soon she was reaching for him and pulling him down onto her. He felt their bodies together, the soft warmth of her breasts against his chest. He gave her some more kissing but he was here to fuck. He eased himself off her and grasped her legs as they slipped from around him. He held them up and apart. Now he could really enjoy this tight white cunt. He began to exert himself properly, making sure his cock was all the way in her and then giving her long, deep, strokes.
The only good thing about condoms was the fact he could go longer - the reason for that was why he disliked them so much. Still it was worth it to see the look on this one's face. Her mouth was half-open and her eyes were gazing upwards. He'd seen that look before. She was just taking it all in, being in a cheap hotel room with a Black stranger fucking her brains out. You never knew how they'd react. She might think about this later and then never come back. That was why he liked to catch them early.
You just never knew. He knew her first name but not much else about her. Not trailer trash that was for sure. It wouldn't make much difference if the truth about her got back home - wherever that was. These nights could make or break a girl like this. They sank or they swam - they embraced who they were or they ended up ruined. Not that it mattered much to him, for him she was just a nice tight pussy for his enjoyment. Her future didn't matter just so long as he got his nut.


Talking of which - such empowering thoughts were having their effect. Looked like she wasn't going to cum just from fucking, you could blame the condom for that. He let go of one leg and moved a hand down to help her out. He found the girl's hand already there, at their junction. Which was fine by him - a good sign as to her attitude too. He just kept up a good deep fucking motion until he felt her shudder, her leg quivering where he still held it. That was good enough for him. He pulled out and dumped the condom. Then a few brisk strokes with his hand and he came all over her beautiful tits. They had a jiggle during the fucking that would be Mike's abiding memory of her.
A few minutes later Mike emerged from the bathroom. He felt good after getting clean and the girl gave him a pretty smile and a kiss as she walked past him to the shower. "That was good," she said. He returned her smile and hoped she'd be one of these that could make her peace with who she was. He wasn't a total asshole after all and besides she was cute and the men at the club would enjoy her.
Ashley took her shower. She thought she had got away with it. The faked smile, the faked compliment and most of all the faked orgasm. This had been a disappointment and it was hard to say why. It had been great up to a certain point. Then all the passion and the sexiness had seemed to fizzle out of the evening. She had a good idea what the issue had been but she supposed it was probably a good idea he had used it.
Still at least he was a gentleman and made sure she got back to her vehicle safely.
***
Ashley was on her hands and knees. Carefully she raised a leg and then held it in position. She felt the material of her yoga pants taut and snug over her buttocks.
'I bet he's loving this.' The thought sprang fully-formed into her mind. When she had placed the mat down she had been facing him but not now. As a beginner having to protect his knees Red was restricted to some simple exercises but he liked watching her go through her repertoire. He might have suddenly developed a great interest in 'that yoga shit' but she wasn't that naive. His pleasure in watching her was strictly genuine but not through any interest in yoga. If she turned this way so he could enjoy watching her booty close up and personal she knew he wouldn't miss the opportunity,
Nonetheless it served her purpose perfectly. To get to enjoy her demonstration he had to put in his effort first. Taking him through his paces was also a perfect warm up for her. All in all a win-win situation. Not hurt by the fact that Red seemed much more his old self. The crutch had been replaced by a cane. She suspected something else was working better too. As she turned round Red had a throw carefully positioned on his lap. It was not a cold day. Spring had arrived in earnest.
Was she supposed to be disgusted or outraged? Most probably but then she seemed to be doing a lot that society wasn't too keen on these days. She was just happy to see Red doing so well and taking an interest in things again. Even if that interest was primarily in her booty!
The turning point had been that slightly tipsy chat. She saw that now. That or the video clip she had sent him as a result of it. She had promised to repeat that treat but in the days since she just hadn't sensed the opportunity. Instead she had spent a little while last night carefully selecting the poses and exercises she knew Red would enjoy. Not as a participant of course, purely as a spectator. She turned and began doing deep lunges. In this top that gave him a perfect angle to see right down her cleavage. She was careful not to look at him but also not to obviously keep looking away. She glanced up at him only as she ended the exercise.
"I dunno whether its just good genes or the yoga but damn you look fine girl. Looking at you makes the whole world seem a sweeter place."
She had come to know Red well in the almost three months she had cleaned for him. The man had a profound love of being outrageous, of flouting convention. He enjoyed the reputation he had and he enjoyed even more that the said reputation wasn't undeserved. He liked teasing her, he loved complimenting her and he absolutely, positively, looked forward to her next visit from the moment she left his house. She knew all of that. Soon he would be able to get out and about again and things might change then but at the moment she enjoyed how things were.
She sensed and believed implicitly that if she told him that all his flirty chat upset her then he would stop and stop immediately. Even if she hadn't believed that she knew that she was perfectly free to walk out the door and just never come back. Red had no hold over her, she was a free agent in all of this. Red's assistance at Barkley Tooling had surely been reciprocated. Even the moneys owed to Omar had now been cleared so any future evenings with the latter would be unambiguously voluntary.
She liked Omar and that might well happen. She liked Deon too. She enjoyed the club or at least the dancing there. The afterwards, and she had been there three times, had not lived up to her hopes. The men had treated her OK and they were good lovers, proficient in all the skills a woman might desire. However, there had been no question with any of them that it was more than a one-night stand. They hadn't pretended otherwise. That wasn't the connection and the intimacy that she wanted. It was all aptly summed up by the moment in each of her dates when the man had reached for his condom. A perfect illustration of the fact that even when they fucked, when their tongues met and their sweat mingled, there would still be no real connection between them. It wasn't what she needed.
She still felt closest to Omar and even to Deon. They had given her the moments of raw passion that she was searching for again. She just knew that she was still a stranger in this world, this 'lifestyle' as Red called it, she was a newcomer lost and without a map.
It wasn't satisfactory but she didn't regret her decisions even if she did hope that things would improve. She certainly didn't want to go back to what she had been. Living a lie as part of an elaborate front constructed by her husband to hide his own weaknesses and failings. That had been dull and frustrating enough when she hadn't known what was going on. To try to resume that old life was unthinkable.
She had two places of refuge from some of the confusion and the worries. First, there was her own space. She felt happy with her decisions if not with all of their results so far. She certainly felt confident in her ability to continue the business's recovery.
She found the second in her time at Red's house.
There was no bull-shit with Red. What you saw was most definitely what you got. If you asked him a question, even about the 'lifestyle', then you got a straight answer. He didn't sugar-coat things or pretend all was always rosy in the garden of interracial delights. She also understood that he might enjoy teasing her when he complimented her looks but that absolutely did not mean that he didn't mean every word he said.
Maybe she felt in need of a little silver-tongued flattery just at the moment. If it came from Red well what did that matter in the wider scope of things? People and society might look askance at it but frankly she'd done quite a few things in the last two months that the people and society she had grown up among would have liked even less.
Red might be a little disgraceful, actually he might revel in being very disgraceful indeed if he got the chance, but she felt that they understood each other. Enough people had told her about him, no warned her about him. Yet, somehow, being here with this much older man who didn't miss a chance to tell her how attractive he found her, somehow this had become her safe space.
Her visits had fallen into a routine. A little work for him, a little exercise (even if she tended to end up doing rather more than him) and then a little drink and a little talk. They'd talked all sorts of things but often it came back to the 'lifestyle'. It was her mantra that if you wanted to know then you asked somehow who knew. Who better to ask about such things than Red? Even if you knew that in answering you he'd try to make you blush. Red liked to see her blush. Anyway, she had done her fair share of 'research' on the internet but going to the Bull's mouth, so to speak, saved a lot of time and dead-ends.
She savoured the taste of her just under a half glass of wine. After that first day she always got that same amount while Red filled his own glass to the brim. That was another thing about Red. He might like pushing his luck but when you set a limit he abided by it. He wasn't pushy in other ways too. It had been three weeks since their little game with the cards. In theory she owed him another sexy video. He hadn't mentioned the fact, hadn't pestered her, hadn't even reminded her. That could have been because he wasn't bothered but she knew better than that.
At least he had solved the riddle of the condoms. Newbies at the club used them. If you were tested regularly then you got a card (he'd helped her find an old (2011!) one of his charmingly branded as 'the Cock Pit') and the condoms went in the trash. She'd thought of getting a test and trying again but what if the condoms hadn't been the problem. Then where would she be? She just hadn't the confidence to take a risk like that any more.
He'd tried to encourage her. He'd said she needed to get out of her shell. Well sometimes that shell felt like six feet of reinforced concrete! There was also the fact that at the moment she felt that she could still go back - whatever anyone said. Not to her husband, of course, but other men found her attractive. It wasn't as if anyone in her old life knew about any of this. Except Grant who, whatever his faults, would keep it to himself. She knew more about him that he knew about her. Grant cared about his reputation and the prestige that came with it. Certainly more than he cared about her.
She finished the last few drops of her wine. Red knew his wine almost as well as he was supposed to know his women. "You are doing well even if you do watch more than you exercise. Do you feel a little more flexible?"
His sly little smile was back. "I've got a real fine little dime doing her routine for me then damn sure I'm gonna watch! Seen a lot of white booty but in them gym pants you got most all of them beat girl."
"They are yoga pants not gym pants." She mock-scolded him - all part of their little game of course. "So it's nice to know I'm not whitebread any more."
Red ran his hand through hair that looked much better for having been cut. Jake, his neighbor, had arranged that for him. Then Red looked at her with that certain look that meant mischief. "I suppose it's kinda down to how you're looking at it. From out there in the lily-white counties I'm guessin' they wouldn't reckon on you being whitebread. I'm thinking they'd have plenty worse names they'd call you. In case you ain't noticed them folks don't know shit." Now his smile looked positively wicked. "For a man like me you're still whitebread as fuck. Showing some nice potential but still with a long way to go. It ain't for everyone - maybe you want to go back to that boy Grant."
It was time to go. Red tended to get a little too close to the truth, to how she had been thinking herself, sometimes. A little reminder that Red did indeed know his women just as well as he knew his wine.
Heading to her vehicle she said hello to Jake. He was just heading in after cutting the straggly grass around his place. It was a warm day and Ted had gone for the shorts and wife-beater look, the dark flesh of his prominent belly shifting under the white material. Jake was a nice guy but also proof that not all older African-American males were sex gods. Whatever Red might want her to believe!
Jake had smiled and asked how 'the old bastard' was doing. He and Red had been friends for a very long time. She'd told him and he had nodded. Then he had thanked her for all she'd done for his friend.
"He was getting kinda crotchety back there you know. It can happen. Having you around has done wonders for him. Took about twenty years off him!"
That was nice to hear but probably an exaggeration. "I don't know that I've done much."
Jake had then done something she hadn't expected. He had smiled again and winked at her. "Just keep doing it baby, just keep doing it." Then he had chuckled and wheeled his old mower off.
It was a couple of minutes before she got to her car and a few moments more before she really processed that last part. What did he think was going on? The answer was obvious and her reaction automatic. A little shock, a little outrage, a desire to go and knock on Jake's door and put the record straight.
Except what was the true record? 'I'm not doing anything sexual with him Jake. I just make him dirty videos and perform deliberately sexy exercise routines for him while he watches me and tries to hide his hard-on with a throw.' She couldn't help smiling to herself at that. Maybe she was guilty as charged and she didn't care much. Outside of fucking Deon and a couple of evenings with Omar the most excitement and satisfaction she'd had since Grant's revelation had come from 'performing' for Red. Being able to express herself like that made her happy.
She put her car into drive and then, after a short while, pulled over and reached for her phone.
Her life up to now, all twenty-nine years of it, had left her ill-prepared for what she wanted to do. Not mentally - that wasn't a problem at all. She knew she was going to have fun, getting to exercise her creativity and for a very appreciable audience. No - the issue was more practical. Which was why her first call was to Deon.
***
"No problem baby - any time! Just remember you owe me one but don't worry I'll take it in trade." There was Deon's deep chuckle and then the connection was cut.
Well that was fine by Ashley and she felt the little pulse of warmth flow through her. She knew what 'taking it in trade' meant when Deon was talking to a woman. He might be thoroughly transactional but sex with him had been extremely good. A repeat performance sounded very acceptable to her. The time would come but just now she had more immediate objectives.
Deon was born and had lived all his life in H-Town. He knew the city like the proverbial back of his hand. If she needed advice on where to go, also on where not to go, then Deon was the man and he hadn't disappointed. She pulled her vehicle up in front of a short row of two-story buildings. They all housed commercial premises and she parked in front of the only one without a full shop window.
This building had blanked out windows and no standard store fascia. Instead above the door was a simple, small sign.
'Izeye for Ink Plus.'
Printer cartridges? It didn't matter much because this wasn't her objective. She looked along the line of premises. At the far end was a liquor store, then a pawn shop, then a small bodega type grocery and finally the place she had come to see. A store with a display window up front and the name 'Leez Outfitting'. A closer inspection revealed that this was a clothes store but selling clothes of a certain style and type.
A bored young African American-American girl was doing her nails behind the cash-desk and paid her little or no attention. That didn't matter to Ashley. It gave her a chance to have a look around.
The store catered to women. The clothing was solely feminine and of a certain type. Skimpy dresses of thin and clinging material and garish sometimes almost fluorescent colors, minimalistic crop tops, skirts that often resembled belts more than anything else. Leather, fake leather and PVC or vinyl were dominant until she came to a whole wall of lingerie. Another section was put aside for footwear. Just as with the clothing there were no designer labels here. Instead there were an endless variety of heels resplendent with sequins and diamante. The clothing was all designed to make a certain impact.
Ashley moved to the stairway. There was no access to the floor above - presumably offices and storage. However, stairs led downwards to a basement floor and she took them. At the bottom of the stairs was a turn into a beaded curtain with a sign. 'Adults only.' Given that the shop seemed to cater to brave clubbers, exotic dancers and sex workers that seemed a little superfluous. She pushed her way inside.
There was nobody down there but there were cameras, their task eased by the bright strip-lighting. To one side a wall of sex toys in every color and shape that you could imagine and then some more besides. Ranging from little pink vibes to giant black dildos as big as her arm. It was clear not all of the toys were designed for use with the pussy. Butt plugs were represented in many colors and designs. Then there were the wands and even some remote-controlled vibrators!
Moving on she found a section marked, 'For Husband', proof that at least some wives came here. There were some peculiar tiny little cages, each with a little padlock. She puzzled over them until the significance of their shape told her what was supposed to be locked inside. Then some boxes which were marked as Fleshlights. A rare piece of official branding for this store and she had at least heard of them. She picked one up and looked at it before shaking her head and replacing it. The section concluded with another group of slightly larger butt plugs and an array of condoms marked 'maximum thickness' and 'fits even the smallest penis'. Not the general advertising slogans for such products but then this wasn't the average store.
Where prices were shown this hadn't seemed an expensive shop. Most of its clients were no doubt looking for bargains. Next however there were some very hefty price tags. 'All items Personally Crafted and Hand-Made' said a sign. Again leather and fake leather were dominant along with chrome and wood. There were whips, paddles, whole-body leather harnesses, hoods and a bewildering array of blind-folds, gags and sets of hand-cuffs. You could outfit your own personal dungeon here but you would have to save up your money first. Another sign gave an internet address for the store. 'All items supplied in discreet packaging.'
Ashley picked up a pair of small metal clamps. She saw that they were beautifully, precisely, made. Finished to a very high specification and when she looked very closely she was a tiny stamped 'IZI 925' so they were made from solid silver. There was a craftsmanship and a care obviously put into their manufacture - into the manufacture of all of this BDSM paraphernalia.
"They are what we call our gateway products. Extremely popular with newbies to the scene. They are nipple clamps of course. Made, like all of these specialist products, by my husband and his craftsmen. You cannot believe the sensations those clamps give a girl when she is excited!"
Ashley felt her nipples stiffen and grow at the idea. It wasn't something she'd ever been into but she'd been trying quite a few new things recently.
"They are amazing," she said to the woman who had addressed her, "but not what I am looking for." She examined the clamps again before putting them back on the display. "At least not today."
If the woman was disappointed by the loss of a sale then she was pro enough not to show it. "Don't forget we can supply online if our location isn't convenient. Now what can I help you with today?"
So Ashley told her and the woman whisked her to just exactly the section she needed. How had she missed them? Anyway the woman, presumably Leez, found her exactly what she was looking for. That would be perfect!
***
"Useless fucking thing," grunted Red as he switched off the TV and put down the remote. If there was no game on then it was a complete fucking waste of time.


Still it meant he could try his little bit of before-bed exercise. His knee had been feeling a lot better in this last week or so. Must have finally got round to healing up properly. To be fair even that yoga might have helped a little. He'd thank Ashley for that later. She was such a honey - caring, nurturing and of course a dime for the ages. A man could never get tired of looking at a girl like that. Almost made him regret he'd put his cue in the rack, so to speak, before the girls decided they wanted nothing to do with his old ass.
Not that he felt like an old man. It was still a surprise sometimes to look in the mirror. Not that he was too bad for a 67-year old. He'd been fit and healthy until this damned knee thing. Everything was in working order except when that fucking Doctor had put him on that first set of damn pills.
Only shame about cute little Ashley was that she was so whitebread. He liked a girl to have a little more spirit, a little more daring. That video had been a real good start but she hadn't progressed on. A shame - that was an important part of the attractiveness of any woman for Red. Not least because those were the women that had always been interested in him. Whitebread girls kept away from him in the North West and they didn't come into H-Town looking for a little, or a lot, of that special Daddy Red treatment.
He chuckled to himself as he walked around his little home. He felt no pain or even discomfort. It took a while for him to realize that he had forgotten to pick up his cane, let alone use it. He cautiously moved his bad knee from side to side. He picked that leg up in one of the yoga positions Ashley had taught him. No pain. He raised his eyebrows and smiled to himself. A glimpse in the mirror showed a day's growth of grey stubble on his chin. Now he frowned and decided he needed to cut that lazy shit out right now. He'd go into Omar's shop next week - make sure them young bloods hadn't fucked everything up in his absence. They would probably have got on OK but he'd find something to bust their balls about. The time-worn face in the mirror looked back at him and smiled broadly at the prospect.
At that moment his phone burst into a few seconds of James Brown. Another pain-in-the-ass wanting to know how he was no doubt. Well at least he could tell them something good for once! James Brown burst forth from his phone again. Impatient bastards!
There was a message with attached photographs and then a second message with an attached video clip. Red ran his tongue over his lips and had mixed thoughts about the identity of the sender. He knew his healing knee meant that soon she'd not be coming around no more and that was a damned shame. Then he shook that off and took a seat in his chair. Fuck it sometimes you had to live for the moment. Enjoy the good things the world sent you. He, for sure, was going to enjoy whatever Ashley had sent him.
***
The first message was a question. 'For next time's exercises - choose (a), (b) or (c).'
The image labelled 'a' was Ashley in an outfit similar to that she had worn last time at his place. She was demonstrating her flexibility in the yoga pants and exercise top by giving him a glorious view of both her cleavage and a profile of the delicious curve of her back-side.
Red admired the picture. Damn but that girl was hot! The camera surely did love her and in person she was, if anything, even better.
Image 'b' was a variation on the theme. Her top was still in the same stretchy material that showed every curve and the twin bumps of her nipples but now it was cut in a way that made no pretence about drawing the eye to her deep cleavage and which left her whole arms and shoulders bare. The top also ended immediately below her breasts revealing her navel and several inches of her pale, perfectly toned, belly. The benefits of relative youth and of her training program. As bottoms she wore sheer leggings, their colorful design unerringly leading any male gaze worth its salt toward the peachy curves of her butt. She had not worn these much because they either betrayed a clear VPL or they had a tendency to show a rather obvious camel-toe. If Red selected (b) then there'd be no VPL of course but given this picture the camel-toe shouldn't come as much of a surprise.
Image 'c' took things a little further and was somewhat experimental on Ashley's behalf. She hadn't actually tried exercising in an outfit like this and it might prove, um, unsuitable in a way that would cause Red no pain at all. The outfit was purely black and white. Leggings up to her knee, tight on her legs and showing the form of her calves while her thighs were left bare. On top something that might have resembled a sports bra but which left her whole belly and the under-side of her breasts espoused In between was a black thong that was broad enough to keep her arguably decent but left pretty much the whole of her buttocks on display. A little trial-and-error with the camera had let her find a pose that edged into the suggestive rather than being purely revealing.
Red saved the pictures and smiled. Not just because they were damn fine but also because he knew they were just the starter. Now he clicked on the video clip.
That video revealed the fruits of Ashley's trip to Leez Outfitting. She had grown up in a small city that liked to think of itself as 'country' but she herself had never owned a cowgirl outfit, let alone a sexy cowgirl outfit. Not until now.
She had a pair of cowboy-style boots and they did the job fine. Otherwise she wore a pair of seriously cut-down tight denim booty shorts with an obvious leather belt and a neat little light-blue T-shirt that she had tied at the bottom to make it even more tight-fitting and to leave four or five inches of bared skin down to her over-sized belt-buckle. Finally, of course, she had her stetson with her long red hair flowing out from under it.
She had done her research. She knew from that DVD cover that Red liked this look. She knew from his CDs that he liked Bob Marley. Well she knew one Marley song that would just do the trick. Her speakers came to life with the almost hypnotic beat of 'Could you be loved'.
She still didn't think she was much of a dancer but Ashley had very much learned what her Black guys liked. So as the music started she was facing away from the camera and she let her hips move, pointing her butt right into the camera in those tight shorts as she made precise movements. Initial careful circles followed by a few more blatant up-and-downs.
Then she turned and gave the camera a nice smile while showing that all-seeing lens some more orthodox moves. Hitting her mark so he could see all of her, from top to toe, from jaunty stetson to those tan cowboy boots.
He'd be enjoying this - she knew that. However, she didn't exactly match with that image on the DVD cover now did she? It was time to crank things up a notch - time to show Red just what she could do.
She took a few steps away from the camera and then back towards it, all the while swinging her hips and tits. She hit her next mark and knew the camera now framed her body perfectly from her boots up to her neck. In rhythmn with the music she moved her hands down to that over-sized buckle on her belt.
A click of the buckle and then her fingers moved to undo the button on the front of her shorts, all the while swaying to the music. Now she could turn and put on a nice exaggerated wiggle as she eased those over-tight shorts down. She knew her audience of one could see the strings of her tiny-little pale blue thong now. Even before she edged her shorts down past the generous swell of her butt. So that they could fall, unassisted, to the ground and she could step out of them.
Now she stepped back to show her face and of course her stetson again. She moved very freely now, letting herself get more into the rhythmn of the music. As if losing those shorts had been a liberation. She was smiling and it wasn't forced - she felt the same joy she had felt when dancing at the club. Except this time it was more relaxed, there was no pressure. Her audience was one man and she knew how he would love this.
Ashley could not relax completely however,. It was a short song and she still didn't match that DVD cover. Her hands went to the knot on the front of her T-shirt and she teased pulling it. Then she turned again and gave her basically bare booty a few deep, strong thrusts into the camera.
Coming out of that crouch she turned again and in one fluid motion her hands were on the base of her T-shirt and pulling it up and over her body and head. This part had needed a little practice but she successfully caught and transferred her stetson down over her now bare breasts.
She smiled again - a broad, unalloyed, smile of pleasure as she imagined Red thinking about rewinding to see if he could get a flash of her fine white titties. She bet he'd be thinking about it but he'd let the entire video play out first time. She was putting her whole body into that wiggling and thrusting now. Unrestrained, uninhibited - feeling the power and attraction of her toned, fit, body. Moving her head from side to side to make those long red tresses whip around her.
She turned her back to the camera again and the Stetson went back onto her head. Her hair was a bit of a mess now but the hat held it in place. Back towards the camera with her hands covering her breasts or at least most of them. She bit her bottom lip as she moved her hands to the music - feeling her nipples stiffen and grow beneath her palms.
There were only a few seconds of music left - was it already beginning to fade? She went down into her lowest squats yet and offered her booty to that camera lens. Repeated the process and then turned as the music faded for real. She held her hands out to her side, clicking her fingers to the beat. She laughed into the camera now knowing how Red would be enjoying the unfettered view of her naked white breasts.
She held up a finger as the music finally died. Then she pointed it at the camera. "For you," she mouthed. It was time to match that woman on the DVD cover. Just like her she was naked save for a stetson, cowboy boots, a tiny thong and a big smile. Now she just had one thing to do - and she did it. She put her hand down to the front of her thong and then pushed down inside. The finger that had been pointing at the lens was now inside that thong and playing with a very wet, very excited, pussy.
The video cut off.
***
Last time, if only the morning after, she had felt rather conflicted about making a naughty video for Red. This time it had been much more pre-planned and the video had been much less cheeky, much more unambiguously sexy. She felt no conflict about making it or sending it however. It had made her feel good, it still did make her feel good.
So what if Red was a rather more mature gentleman. She liked the way he interacted with her. He didn't push his luck any way but verbally and yet he didn't hide how attractive he found her. She knew how he would have loved that video.
She had been around enough men to know that they could be hard to read. Growing up the boys had been posing and strutting - really only interested in her for the street cred getting her into bed would bring. At college the young men hadn't seemed to have a clue what they wanted or how to get it if they had. The men at the club had their own agendas, beyond just getting in her non-existent panties, which was fine if she had the faintest clue what they were getting at. Omar was better but also the same - he hadn't been ready to open up to her, to trust her with his story.
Complications, complications, complications. Maybe that was why sex with Deon had been so good. Deon didn't mess around - Deon knew what he wanted and he let you know. There was no side to Deon, he wasn't 'fronting' as Red would put it. You knew exactly who Deon was from moment one. So long as you understood that and were down with it then things got very good indeed.
Red had told her that he had taught Deon all in knew in certain matters, the obvious suggestion was that those were the matters pertaining to white pussy. She could see that. Red didn't play games either. He was exactly who he presented himself as, exactly who you thought he was, exactly who all of those folk innocently took pains to warn you about.
There was a message on her phone.
'I knew you was hot but that video is another level! To me (c) don't look too practical for exercising.'
She messaged him straight back. 'I'm not sure. I haven't tried yet. Could be accidents!'
The response came in just the time it took to type it at the other end. 'You decide. You good enough to eat in (a). You sexy as fuck in (b). Red's girl would be in (c). What's it to be?'
Had he planned that second response all along? Somehow she doubted it. It had been his natural response, a response honed by years of experience. It put the ball deliciously back into her own court. After that video he must have a good idea what her answer would be but she instinctively understood that the important part was that she would be the one saying it.
(c) didn't just mean wearing the most provocative outfit for him. There was a real implication in his message. 'Red's girl would be in (c).'
She thought about it and then sent her response back. 'I don't think a whitebread girl would wear (c).' Except that she had been wearing it in the picture of course - which proved...
"Make the choice. You a whitebread girl or you Red's girl."
So there it was. Red wasn't going to let her get off easy.
She picked up her phone and found her hand trembling a little. That didn't help with typing on the little screen. She took a deep breath and centered herself. All that yoga really did pay off sometimes. She closed her eyes for a moment and then typed her answer.
'I'll wear (c).'
There - she had done it. A few moments later her phone chirped again.
'Good girl - I look forward to it.'
***
The distinctly risqué outfit (c) was actually holding up pretty well. The leggings and thong were never likely to have caused any problem, they just left a tempting amount of her skin on show. The top, however, had been rather more in question. The first few times she had lunged forward she could have sworn she could hear Red's breath catch and his heart pounding. If he had been quite as old and decrepit as he sometimes pretended to be then she might have felt quite guilty!
However, everything had somehow remained in place and her modesty, such as it was, had been preserved. It wasn't like she hadn't shown this man almost all there was to see in her two little video clips. However, they had been just that - video clips. It ratcheted things up several notches when you were there in reality. It was very different when you could sense Red's eyes on you; when you could almost feel the heat of his body next to you. She hadn't quite been sure whether she would find that difference intimidating or a little more exciting.
It was neither of those things. It was in fact a lot more exciting. Making videos could be pre-planned and was really just a game, an entertainment for her as well as for him. In real life it was all live, there were no re-shoots, and she had a co-performer who could change the script and perhaps the rules at any moment. It was exhilarating and she knew exactly why. Whatever anyone else might say or think when they were here together she and Red were just a man and a woman. Age and ethnicity were factors that only became relevant if they decided to make then so. She was learning that she didn't want to and she was pretty sure Red didn't either. Pretty sure - just not certain.
It was good to see how Red had improved since they had started exercising together. Not only was his knee basically healed but he was so much more flexible. Added to that he had regained the confidence which his knee injury had dented somewhat. He proved it now as their joint exercise ended. He stood upright, pretty nimbly for a man in his late sixties, then reached down to help her up. That was definitely a first and Red let his previously sketchy knee take the test of that effort and pass it with flying colors.
She smiled her thanks and he reciprocated. Their smiles weren't entirely whole-hearted however because both knew what Red's recovery meant. With Red back fighting fit there would really be no excuse for her to keep visiting on the old terms. She would no doubt see him at Barkley Tooling on her regular visits but that wouldn't be the same.
"Can you help me out with something?" She tried not to place any importance or weight in her question.
"Of course - anything I can do. You know that." She felt she had been repaying her debt when she had helped him out but she knew Red now believed he owed her. He was very eager to repay some of that perceived obligation.
"I've been exploring some new exercise techniques but they can be very difficult, even dangerous, when you are on your own. My husband is just useless at things like this but perhaps you could help me out?"
"Uh - well yes, OK. I mean if I can."
"First I'm going to stretch forward and reach this position. The problem is I can miscalculate and manage to face-plant with one leg raised like this. So can you just stand by in case I over-balance?"
"Sure thing." He stepped forward and placed his hands to catch her if she fell, about six inches below her..
"It's OK I really won't hurt myself. It's really more of a security blanket. Knowing that if I make a mess of it I have someone strong and reliable to take care of me. So it would really help if you could take a hold of me as I'm doing it."
Red didn't seem to have a problem with that. He put a hand on her legging and another under her shoulder.
"A little higher on my leg - just a little higher - just a little more."
His dark fingers had crept off her legging and onto her bare thigh, then up almost to her
thong. She felt the warmth of his skin against her own. The roughness of his hands, hands that had done a lot of manual work, against the smoothness of her thigh. She moved his other hand to just above her top, contacting the pale skin of her chest. His fingers within touching distance of her cleavage, one small swift movement away from slipping inside that top.
The position she was adopting wasn't actually that difficult. In fact she could have done the Superwoman flying pose with Red holding her like this! It was, however, real physical contact and it felt really good. She managed a couple of other such positions until she finally found herself arched over backward with Red in front of her face. She didn't really need him there and she was pretty sure that he knew it. However, it did give her a very fine view of the front of his pants.
He couldn't lean away from her and he couldn't cover himself with that darned throw! What she saw was categorical proof that his knee wasn't the only part of Red's anatomy that was once again in prime working order. If she had been in any doubt she also now knew that Red had enjoyed their sessions very much indeed. She felt a little thrill of pleasure even if she knew he'd have to have been an ingrate or an idiot not to have!
The session was over and it was time to go but, as usual, Red tapped on the seat across his little table from his own. She gladly took the seat and watched as Red poured her regulation just less than a half a glass of good red wine.
"You know you've been real good to me. The cooking, the cleaning, the exercising," he paused, "the videos. You got me really being myself again - feeling like I did, well, let's say a good few years go. I guess being around someone so young and beautiful has kind of rubbed off."
"I'm not exactly a teenager myself."


"Wait till I get the world's tiniest fiddle. Nah girl don't be trying to wave this off. You know I mean it. But I guess all good things come to an end."
She had known that it was coming but somehow it still blind-sided her. The surprise was how intense her feeling of upset was, much more than just a disappointment. "You don't need me to come here any more?" She couldn't keep that damned quaver out of her voice.
He had a jacket slung over the back of his chair and now he reached into its pocket. "Thass right girl I don't need you to come over no more. I also don't want you coming over and looking after me like you have been. I'm not happy to take advantage of you - not in that way." There was a certain emphasis on those last few words. She knew he was watching her very intently. Now he took his hand out of that jacket pocket and he was holding a thick money clip. Peering out at her in an avuncular fashion was Benjamin Franklin.
"No, no, you don't need to do that!" She said quickly.
"You think I'm a broke-ass old man. Shit girl I sold my two old companies, I'm renting out properties, I got two pensions and 49% of Barkley Tooling all sending money my way and I got nothing to spend it on." He peeled off a Benjamin.
"But I don't need it," she protested.
"Some time you might," he responded, "and anyways it ain't about want you need so much as it's about what I want. But let's be fair. Let the cards decide."
A three of clubs against a ten of spades.
Red tucked that Benjamin into her top Then another and another and another. Until he had given her one for each of her previous visits. Then he added two more. "Little bonuses for them videos girl. I enjoy them - only wish I had a whole lot more."
She knew what 'enjoy' suggested but she didn't mind. If you deliberately teased a man like Red then what else would you expect?
"From now on I want you coming on the basis my other cleaner did."
She had heard references to his 'previous cleaner' from other people but had never quite found the opportunity to ask Red himself about that. This, it seemed, was the opportunity.
"You had a previous cleaner?"
"A little fucking honey. Clarisha. Skin like the most perfect mocha and a real pleasant way about her. We came to an arrangement that helped her through nursing school. I paid her and she looked after the place."
"That ws all she did?"
"Well, er, Clarisha did a few other things for me."
"Like what?" She rather surprised herself that she was pressing him on the point. However, it had to be best if such things were out in the open.
"Well I know I ain't exactly a great catch any more but a man has needs you know. Nothing serious involved. Just a little help with her hand now and then - maybe a blow-job or two. Nothing serious."
In that case what did 'serious' mean? No, scrap that question, she knew exactly what 'serious' meant.
"Why you looking at me like that?" He held up his palms in mock-defence. "Like I say a man got needs and Clarisha got out from under some student debt. She a nurse now up in New England and that ain't her real name. No-one knows how she funded herself and I gave her a little education too. Guess some of them young bloods in College and such should be thankful for me!"
That was the old Red alright.
"Well I'm not needing to pay off any student loans."
"Of course, of course, but like I said you never know when extra expenses might be coming around. Now girl if you're wondering what I'm suggesting. I'm suggesting you can help me out a little round here and do some more of them videos."
Women like Ashley Flynn weren't supposed to accept offers like that. Fortunately Red had already provided an answer to that little social conundrum. "Let's allow the cards to decide," she said.
Red shuffled the deck with a delighted smile on his face.
Ashley drew a Queen of Diamonds. Red, naturally, drew a King of Clubs.
"You nearly had me that time," said Red with a twinkle in his eye.
***
"You done a good job. Couldn't believe how well Red looked when he came back over here yesterday."
Omar Barkley was looking at her with a look of genuine affection. Despite the fact that, for the first time in a long time, he hadn't moved to close the blinds in his office door's glass window.
She had rather expected Red to be there today. Omar seemed to sense the fact.
"He came by yesterday to check how we been behaving ourselves." He sent her a knowing smile. "Maybe that should have been the other way around."
"You did warn me," she returned his smile, "but Red has been the perfect gentleman." OK - so a little white lie here or there didn't matter too much did it?
"Ah," was Omar's only response and it didn't exactly scream from the rooftops that he believed her. "You going round there later?"
Omar knew that Red was fit and able to get around again. She knew that. She also suspected he knew she was still going there. She wouldn't put it past Red to have made damn sure that he knew!
She nodded - there was no point in denying it even if she had been inclined to.
"Wasn't entirely sure we'd still be seeing you here at Barley Tooling. Now your debt is paid off and you maybe don't need us no more. Figured you might forget about us all and go on back to the country clubs out there." He waved a hand as if to encompass every little bit of whitebread suburbia out there.
"I don't think that's ever going to happen." It was an admission but one she found easy to make.
"Just that when I was at Antwan's the last couple of times he said he hadn't seen you around."
"Maybe that wasn't for me - not at the moment anyway."
Omar nodded sagely. "I feel that. For the longest time I couldn't imagine going back."
"But you have now."
"Something, maybe someone, pretty special happened along and helped me out of that rut. Kind of told me it'd been time enough and I was allowed to feel things again, enjoy myself again." He tilted his head a little momentarily as if in contemplation as he looked at her. "Tell you one thing."
"What's that?"
He very carefully looked her up and down as she sat in his office. "Men at the club are missing out in a serious way."
She felt the slightly guilty pleasure of knowing how attractive he found her. It didn't come as too much of a surprise. As ever she had made sure to look her best for her visit. They liked to see her classy buy sexy and the pleasure on the faces of the men out in the shop had told her that she had performed up to the brief.
Today she had eschewed her usual business attire. Shopping trips for herself hadn't been a regular feature of the last few months, courtesy of her husband's financial foolishness, but she had decided to treat herself with some of Red's 'back-pay.'
She wore tight pants that clung to her curves deliciously. Their material was dark, almost black, but it was also largely sheer revealing her pale skin that lay beneath. Her top was dark too but of a thin material. Over it she wore a black designer leather jacket that completed her look - one rather more 'rock chick' than 'business executive'. Her long red hair cascaded over her shoulders and she had taken a hint from Red and swapped her usual ear-studs for a pair of medium silver hoops Her own wardrobe had provided a D & G bag that went perfectly with the look and a pair of Louboutin Chelsea Chick ankle boots to seal the deal.
If a woman wanted to show a man just what he could have won then she'd couldn't have done better than Ashley did today. She saw the realization in Omar's dark eyes as those eyes drank in her beauty. No words needed to be spoken - in fact none could be spoken. Omar understood and whatever fun and games he got up to at Antwan's he wouldn't be forgetting her.
***
Cooking had always been a pleasure for Ashley. Probably because for most of her life she had only really needed to do it for fun. That had changed courtesy of their need to cut all unnecessary expenses but cooking still wasn't a daily grind for her. Apart from anything she'd been out with Omar or working over at Red's three days a week. So kitchen duties had been shared with her husband. Only fair really - since he had got them into financial straits in the first place. His efforts did at least prove, by comparison, that she had some natural abilities in the kitchen.
She didn't usually dress in this outfit for her culinary efforts but then she also didn't usually cook in front of a camera. Her Chelsea Chicks and hoops were the only survivors from the day's outfit - Red had really loved them. Otherwise she wore - well not much to be honest. Her apron covered up all that really need to be covered up and she had it tied nice and tightly in place. She was fairly decent from the front - just revealing perfect side boob from the right angles. When she turned to busy herself with the oven well that was, she knew, the real treat for her viewer. Her pale bubble booty nicely bare save a string thong and framed by the skirt of her apron. She'd thought about wearing yoga pants but he saw plenty of her butt in those in real life. These videos were intended as a special treat and he'd surely regard this as one.
Back to facing the camera and deliver her best winning smile. Just a little make-up to accentuate her finer points. Red insisted she didn't need it but she doubted he'd make any complaints.
"Today I've been baking my favourite - something I just can't get enough of. The thing is that it's still in the oven and it'll be awhile before it will be ready. But I just have this sort of craving you know. So it's lucky that I prepared one in advance and it has been kept nice and fresh in the fridge."
Over to the refrigerator and putting a sweet little wiggle into that bare-assed strut. Just enough to catch the eye. Then back round to place her plate nicely in front of the camera so it could see the low crust of the pie and its piles of cream surmounted by rich brown swirls.
"Oh yes - its my favourite." A sweep of one finger to collect a swirl and a rich dollop of cream. Up to the lips and sell that delicious taste to the camera. This was the sort of performance that Ashley could unambiguously enjoy. "Is there anything better than a chocolate creampie?"
The oven, of course, had never been on and the apron had only ever really been for show. So Ashley took it off now. It revealed a small black micro bikini top leaving all that side boob and plenty of delicious under-boob on show. Then a nice view of her flat, toned, belly and down to her thong which covered her front just as carefully as it had revealed her rear.
Yoga meant Ashley was extremely flexible and hopping up onto her haunches on the kitchen table was no problem. She slightly adjusted the camera to take in the pie and her own body behind it.
"These are such fun and I'm not just talking about for dessert." She winked playfully at the camera. "A chocolate creampie just feels so good. It can send shivers of pleasure through a girl's whole body. You like me to prove that for you?" She smiled and took the answer for granted.
Still on her knees she eased her body over the pie and instantly felt the change in temperature. The pie dish and cream were still cold from the fridge. She remembered as a child hot days at the lakeside and catching her breath on diving into the water. The contrast of temperatures between the warm air and that cool water. The shock of that moment - best faced quickly rather than thought about too long.
"Here we go," she giggled a little nervously. It didn't need much acting to produce that trace of nerves. She eased her body down until her thighs kissed the rich, cold, cream of the pie. A quick gasp and then another giggle. "Oh my gosh!" Thinking about it surely wouldn't help. She eased her body up and down a couple of times above the pie as if to build up momentum and then dropped her naked flesh down unto the cream.
The thong had definitely been the right choice. The cream was so cold against her thighs and she couldn't imagine how it would have felt against her pussy. Quite apart from any other issues. Instead the cream showed up beautifully against the dark material as well as liberally coating the top of her thighs. She bounced up and down a few times making quite the mess. It felt strange but in a good way. Her body had reacted to the coldness of the cream by making the muscles of her thighs quiver to generate heat and she didn't doubt that looked pretty good on camera.
Another movement down until her whole body weight was pushing down into the cream, letting it reach new areas of skin on her thighs. It was impossible not to giggle, not to let her fists bunch up in reaction to that fresh coldness. She almost forgot to wiggle in the top half of her body. There'd be little point in wearing a micro bikini top if she didn't make sure there was plenty of jiggle!
She set up a nice little rhythmn of motion, pressing her body down onto the somewhat rearranged pie. The comparison with a woman riding her man was obvious and blatantly intentional. Her gasps on feeling the temperature of the cream had changed now, had become little moans of pleasure. She pushed down and let the cream push up and onto her legs, covering her thong. It felt crazy and was really only sexy because she knew how much her audience would love it. However, that realization did make it feel pretty darned sexy to her too.
There was only so much she could do before the pie disintegrated so she eased her body up and turned round. A quick check on the screen and she saw the tops of her thighs and lower butt cheeks were already nicely coated. The angle was perfect and so she let her booty bounce up and down into the pie a few times.
Things were now getting really messy! She really had piled on the cream and it was all over the place. Which gave her an idea. With her back still to the camera she undid her top and let it fall. Then she found plenty of cream to pile up and onto her naked breasts. Ashley gigged at the feel of the cream, just a little warmer now, before turning back to the camera. The chill might have gone off that cream but, no matter how silly this might feel, she hoped that she looked as hot as ever to the man for whom she made the video.
A last chocolate swirl was still left undamaged among the cream and so she scooped up some of the latter with it and swallowed it down. A wink to the camera and she was done.
Which was all very well and was all good fun and games but now the camera was shut off Ashley realised she had a lot of cleaning up to do. Starting with herself where a trip to the shower was very much in order. She recalled another night when her husband had licked her clean. He'd no doubt love to do that again but she wasn't minded to call him. The little thrill that passed through her wasn't provoked by the idea of her husband performing that service. She was thinking of someone else entirely!
***
"Any reason that you picked a cream pie?"
Ashley took time from pouring their coffee to glance at him with her patented 'disapproving' look. Slightly ridiculous after making those videos for him but real life and life through a camera lens were different things.
"Oh I just figured that it would make for a nice messy show - you aren't complaining are you?"
He couldn't be sure that she knew the relevance of a 'creampie' in other than culinary circles. At least she had thought that until she looked into his sly old eyes now. He knew all right.
"I see," he smiled as he said it, "but you're right that chocolate ones are the best. Bad news is a girl enjoying too many of them tends to put on some weight."
Very slowly Red moved his open palm forward, let the tips of his fingers brush over the flat pale skin between Ashley's training top and her yoga pants.
He continued in a low languid voice. "Good news is that it only lasts nine months. Then if a woman works on it, looks after herself, she can get back into shape. Maybe even better shape."
"Again - you have complaints?" Her voice was admirably level. She felt that she gave no hint of the butterflies that were rushing through her very being as those finger tips gently brushed the skin of her belly. She couldn't deny that this was where things had been heading for a while but she still wasn't sure it was anything even close to being a good idea.
Red withdrew his fingers and looked at her, those dark eyes of his searching her own. Then his smile was back and she knew that he read her like a book. His next words proved it.
"You thinking about back home - about what they would think to you being with men like Deon and Omar." He gave a very short but very meaningful pause. "About you being around a man like me."
Her father, her mother, her whole family with one possible exception, her home town, the congregation she had attended, about everyone she had grown up with - it wasn't hard to guess the reactions of any of them. In fact she didn't have to guess. She'd heard the comments about her sister - louder and even harsher once Sammi had left to go live on the West Coast. They had been vicious - and Sammi hadn't been going with guys outside her ethnicity and she might have had an older man or three but nowhere near Red's league.
"I didn't grow up in the city." She let it rest at that knowing Red would understand. By his account, by everyone's account, this wasn't unfamiliar territory for him.
He waited to see if she had more to say. When she didn't he very slowly and carefully nodded. "Thass the world baby. At least it's one sort of a world and I hear its real easy and convenient like if you can live with it. If it can give you what you need to be who you really are. If it doesn't then you either knuckle under and take what you can get or you go out and look for what you really need."
'Like me and Sammi.' thought Ashley. Her sister had gone looking for her own life while Ashley had stayed behind, had made the best of how things were, had thought that she had succeeded so splendidly. Just for that particular house of cards to tumble at the first adverse breath of wind. Courtesy of her new friends she hadn't been left in a disastrous position - at least not financially. In other ways she just felt all at sea. How else did she end up here in Red's kitchen? How else did she end up making those videos for him?
"Despite that," Red added, "you are here and maybe you ain't quite sure how or why. Well in my experience life is about knowing what you need and understanding the best way to get there. It surely worked for me for a lot of years."
She had a good idea what that was but she asked him anyway.
Red just gave a low laugh and looked at her with those wickedly mischievous dark eyes of his. "I'm thinking you know - even if you don't realize it yourself."
"The fact you love chasing skirt isn't exactly top secret."
"That wasn't it - not all of it. Besides it's sort of past tense now. Man gets to a certain age he has to face facts."
She gave him her patented look. The one she gave him when she didn't believe what he was putting down. "I can't say I've noticed you being the retiring type."
Red waved a hand in dismissal of such ideas. "I've always had real high standards and I've always known just the sort of woman I'm interested in."
"Like your ex-cleaner, Clarisha was it?" Ashley couldn't help herself. Even if she was aware that her comment was fuelled, at least in part, by a degree of quite ridiculous and futile jealousy.
"Girl was and is a honey. Our little arrangement worked for both parties. However, that was real different to what I'm talking about and both of us knew it from Day One. I believe in everyone knowing just how things stand."
"I don't think I'm another Clarissa."
Red gave a laugh of agreement. "You most surely are not. I can't imagine two more different women - different backgrounds and with different futures." He was looking at her as if he was trying to make up his mind about something. An indecisive Red was something entirely new to her.


"But you want me to do what Clarissa did?" She tried to keep her voice non-judgmental. She thought that she couldn't be sure how she felt about that - even if she realized that meant she probably did know.
"Like I said it worked for both parties at the time. It most surely wouldn't work for us and I..." He was looking at her with a fierce intensity but then he shook his head.
"What did you want to say?"
"Don't pay any mind to it - it was the purest foolishness." Red smiled and she knew that he was going to move onto safer ground. "So they tell me you done a little dance for Young Deon and the guys at the Carlton. How come you ain't never done a dance like that for me?" Safer ground was always a relative concept when you were dealing with Red.
"Well you never asked." She played along with the flirtation with no hesitation. These were much safer waters. Not that Red was a danger to her - she was much more afraid of her own reactions to him.
"So if I asked now?"
'Young Deon' was of course a good few years older than Ashley herself. However, she knew he and Red were thick as thieves and that the latter knew all about what had gone on at the Carlton. That had been some time ago. Had he really been thinking about that all this time? She wasn't entirely sure how happy she was with her body's response to that idea.
She looked at the man as he sat there in his armchair. No - he was no danger, no threat. He wouldn't try to push her beyond where she felt comfortable. Of course he had no problems thoroughly enjoying anything she was willing to do for him but that was very different.
"You want a dance like the Carlton or a dance like I did for Deon?" She knew Red would understand the distinction.
He smiled that wicked little smile of his. "You know the answer to that girl - but maybe it'd better be the Carlton." He always had that particular smile when he was enjoying teasing his 'whitebread' girl.
Why did he do it? Because he enjoyed the response and she knew that even as she gave him just exactly the response he hoped for. She pointed to him to clear a little space in front of his chair.
Red retook his seat and was grinning like the cat that got the cream. Ashley merely recognized the fact - if he hadn't been then there really would have been something wrong. She fished her phone out of her bag and tapped the screen a few times. The lighting wasn't quite like the Carlton but she guessed Red would have no complaints.
The music began and she responded to it. Was 'Poker Face' suitably ambiguous in its lyrics? Hard to tell since she wasn't exactly sure what she wanted her position here to be. Old lessons were deeply ingrained, hard to ignore. The music had at least been a good choice. It was insistent enough to drive thought out of her mind and allow her body to simply react and move.
She didn't remove any clothing. Frankly she had enough skin on show already to prove the point. She danced for him, letting the rhythmn absorb her and direct her. Was it that different to performing her yoga while he watched?
Well, yes. Yes it was. There was an ambiguity about the yoga; a diminutive fig-leaf of pretence. Her dancing now was unambiguously a sexual act, an act designed to titillate and excite a man. To titillate and excite this particular man.
She had danced a little before she raised her eyes and risked them meeting his. The smile was gone from his face, the easy sly cynicism had vanished too. He sat in a relaxed posture in his deep chair with his hands placed on the furniture's arms but those deep dark eyes of his had a new sort of intensity.
The music was relentless, the call and response of the artist and her backing singers. Who had the 'poker face' now? It surely wasn't Ashley. She remembered dancing at the Carlton for the men and then back at Deon's place. Her dance had been the same but there was such a different dynamic. At one location she had been in charge, at the other Deon had taken charge. Something symbolised by the moment his strong hands had grasped her very willing body. When he had turned the dance there into something else.
Ashley looked at Red's hands. They were hands that had seen a lot of life but she knew that they were still strong. When she danced closer, because she would dance closer, would those hands stay passive or would they claim her? She felt excitement, raw and undeniable, at the idea. She moved in and leaned down over Red in his chair, allowing him a tempting angle of view down her cleavage. She mouthed the words of the song as she moved her face close, so close, to his own. They were so very different and yet she felt an affinity with him. Hard to explain and impossible to defend but it was there and she understand that it had been there, growing and maturing, for a while.
She licked her lips and moved in closer still, so each could feel the breath of the other, sense their excitement. She moved her body into contact with his, let her breasts and then her stomach move up and down his chest and belly. She felt the unambiguous proof that Red was indeed 'in full working order'. That fact did not cause her to pause. Instead she turned and thrust the perfect curve of her booty back at him. She didn't need to be able to see him to know that would keep his full attention. Then she eased back and down letting her rear make delicate circles on the hard bulge in Red's pants. At every moment she expected those strong hands of his to reach for her, to grasp her and claim her as his. She knew it was coming and yet as the moments passed by, as the last few bars of the song were played out, it did not. She tried to feel relief at the fact but somehow it didn't come.
The music stopped and she straightened up, turning to face him with as good a smile as she could manage. "We were playing by club rules I see." She didn't feel brave enough to make it any more explicit how she felt.
"If I was twenty years younger..." Those words again. Well, after all, it was probably for the best wasn't it?
"Now," he hadn't finished talking, "it can't be quite that way. Now if anyone is reaching out and touching then it has to be you."
Ashley felt the bottom drop out of her word for a brief, startling, moment. He wasn't going to make this easy for her - he was going to make her take the definitive move. He was making it undeniable in either of their minds that this was something she wanted, that she had finally made happen.
It was down to her and she knew immediately, despite everything, what her response would be. Just as she knew he would read that decision in her face almost before she herself knew she had made it. He made no overt response but his wonderfully deep eyes held her own in their thrall now. Eyes full of desire for her, full of appreciation of her, for who she was. Or so it seemed - but then Red was a man skilled in such things.
He was a man who didn't need to reach out and grab, a man who had no cause to be anything near so overt as that. During their interactions she thought that she had come to understand him but she knew, knew without the slightest doubt, that this man understood her. That was what she read in those dark eyes of his. What did he intend to do with that knowledge? He had already seduced her into things she would never have believed she would have done. How far would she go - was there a place that she wasn't ready and willing to go?
All of that flashed through her mind as those wonderful eyes of his engulfed her. Then she was moving her hand forward to that bulge in the front of his pants, allowing her finger tips to gently play on the material. Exploring the firmness that lay beneath.
"You know what with me being an old man I'm guessing you think that's a sock down there or some such shit."
She didn't think that and he knew it. He was just enjoying the fact. Allowing a trace of triumph to enter his voice. He might have been an Olympic-grade flatterer but he was also a man, a man who wanted her. Glimpses through windows and phone screens were one thing but this was something else. In the flesh, warm body against warm body, things were so much more intense.
Her fingers had worked his zip and now they explored inside his pants. There was the warmth of his body and beneath a last layer of clothing she found him.
"I hear someone's been saying I'm a harmless old man." Red had a smirk on his face - the kind of smirk an old Black guy had when a beautiful young redhead was feeling him up. "Nothing to worry about because maybe I can't get it up no more. Anyone caring to reassess that opinion?"
She let her fingers run along his shaft inside his shorts. "Is that what this is about - proving me wrong?"
"It's about whatever you want it to be."
She'd grown to know that about Red. He loved to put the ball into her court. To see what she would decide.
His cock felt warm and hard in her hand. It left absolutely no doubt about him being in full working order. Not much doubt about how big he was either. Long and thick under her fingers. "You get hard like this - when you watch my videos."
He didn't answer. He just watched her - she surely had his full attention.
"Show me what you do when you watch my videos."
She withdrew her hand from his shorts and stood back in front of him again. Allowed her body to sway and move to an unheard tune. Moved her hands to the top of her yoga pants and began to push them down. Then she paused. "You aren't going to show me?"
Red gave a little chuckle and half shook his head. The motion indicated humor rather than refusal and he proved that by pushing his pants and shorts down and off his body.
There was no need to peep between curtains now. Red's hard cock was very obvious, standing hard and proud against his body. One of his hands moved up and began to stroke his shaft.
She resumed her silent strip-tease - a command performance especially for him. Making sure to keep eye contact with him but always aware of that hand slowly stroking as he watched her.
She knew how others would feel about this. About her making herself a sex object for this horny old Black man. Performing for him, unashamedly provocative in action and intent. Unambiguously willing and ready to remove even the scanty clothing that she had begun with. Moving with an easy and unquestioned sexuality.
What did it matter what others felt about it? All that really mattered was what the two people in that room, sharing that moment, felt about it. Red's opinion was clearly shown by the burning gaze of his eyes on her pale body, the intent way that he held himself in his chair, by the slow but steady stroke of his hand up and down his hard cock.
Her own thoughts? For someone so often called whitebread she was feeling no pain and absolutely no shame. She didn't feel out of place here, she didn't feel that she was making any sort of a mistake. She and Red had built a relationship. Where it would go and what it would lead to she could not quite say but for the moment she felt comfortable with the fact. It almost seemed meant to be.
Naked she dropped back onto her knees in front of him. Reached for his cock and then leaned forward to kiss it. She felt the warmth of his skin against her lips and sensed the reaction to her touch.
"Damn," said Red. There was a sense of wonder and exhilaration in that one word. Just four letters but they made her feel good. Being with a man who wanted her and wasn't afraid or ashamed to say so. She liked that and she knew she was providing a suitable reward for his making her feel good.
"Sugar you are something else. I kinda thought I'd stopped looking for a girl like you but I guess I can be wrong sometimes." His fingers gently caressed her hair as she sucked his cock. "It's a combination that's real hard to beat. A girl who can be as beautiful as you, as classy as you and as downright sexy as you. I'm telling you if I was twenty years, maybe just ten years, younger. Damn."
She wasn't entirely listening. She was concentrating on that big cock of his, using her tongue to stimulate him just where she sensed that he loved it most. She felt his cock give a little leap in her mouth and knew he was close. She didn't ease off any, instead she made sure to bring him beyond the point of no return. Holding him right where she wanted until his hand tightened in her hair and she felt his cum shoot into her mouth.
"Fuck yeah baby - you are something else."
She heard that as she meticulously cleaned his cock with her tongue. Made sure to catch every little bit of his cum. Only when she was satisfied with her work did she let him go and smile up at him.
"Damn," repeated Red.
She figured that was Red's equivalent of a five-star review. He wasn't getting off that easy however. "I thought you said you could coach a woman in these things. I didn't hear much but 'damn.'" She laughed, the adrenaline from her dance and her actions still strong in her veins.
"Well now," he said with magnificent reason, "guess you'll need to give me a chance to remedy that - next time."
She guessed she would too.


        