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 This book is de­di­ca­ted to Cla­rence and John­ny, the two men who we

love and ad­mi­re and ha­ve ma­de our lives ri­cher and mo­re sen­su­al than we ever thought pos­si­ble. An ex­tra spe­ci­al thanks to John­ny for ar­ran­ging for the co­ver shoot. That’s the two of us, Ka­te and Jes­si­ca, on the co­ver. Jes­si­ca is on the back co­ver.


Fo­re­word

This is the se­cond book that Jes­si­ca and I ha­ve writ­ten about our sex lives. I don’t say that ca­su­al­ly. What star­ted out as a din­ner con­ver­sa­ti­on mo­re than a year ago has tur­ned in­to an enor­mous pro­ject for my­self and a re­gu­lar hob­by for Jes­si­ca. When we first plan­ned  In Spa­des, it was just meant to be a naugh­ty litt­le di­ver­si­on for us to show Cla­rence. Some­whe­re along the way we actu­al­ly be­gan get­ting fans. The wri­ting be­ca­me pho­tos and mul­ti­ple web­sites and hun­dreds of hours of work. It’s all got­ten a litt­le big.

If you ha­ven’t read the first book, well, you might be a bit con­fu­sed. We don’t re­al­ly do much of a re­cap of events. You’re just going to ha­ve to play catch up. The main players though are my­self, Ka­te Rous­seau, my daugh­ter Jes­si­ca Rous­seau, her boyfri­end, John­ny, my ow­ner, Cla­rence, my hus­band Da­vid and my son, Ke­vin.

I’m cur­rent­ly in a re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence that can on­ly be de­s­cri­bed as vo­lun­ta­ry se­xu­al sub­ser­vience. It’s not qui­te Mas­ter and sla­ve, but it’s some­whe­re clo­se. Jes­si­ca and John­ny ha­ve a mo­re tra­di­ti­o­nal ro­le out­si­de of the bedroom as boyfri­end and gir­l­fri­end, but be­hind clo­sed doors they ha­ve a fair­ly com­mon do­mi­nant/sub­mis­si­ve re­la­ti­ons­hip.

My hus­band and I, af­ter who knows how much coun­se­ling ha­ve a ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ ad­den­dum to our mar­ri­a­ge. I’m pret­ty su­re he has a gir­l­fri­end or lover. He knows that I see someo­ne, but no idea that Cla­rence is black or that all of my lovers are black. For that mat­ter, he doesn’t even know that John­ny is black or that Jes­si­ca dates black men. He’s un­for­tu­na­te­ly rat­her ra­cist and that know­led­ge would shat­ter the pre­ca­rious mar­ri­a­ge we al­rea­dy ha­ve.

We start each sto­ry with one of our na­mes to let you know who’s doing the tel­ling, eit­her Jes­si­ca or my­self. We each wri­te our own sto­ries and then I edit them all. Whe­ne­ver we feel the need, we change pla­ces and dates around and we al­ways change eve­r­yo­ne’s na­me. Our iden­ti­ties be­co­ming pu­blic would hurt a lot of peo­ple so we’ve go­ne to pret­ty ex­ten­si­ve lengt­hs to make su­re that won’t hap­pen.

If you read the first book, wel­co­me back. Eit­her way, en­joy the ri­de. We su­re did.
 -Ka­te R.


Re­wind
 Jes­si­ca
At the end of In Spa­des, in the last chap­ter that I wro­te, I said that my connec­ti­on with Cla­rence had grown and that he’d wat­ched me fool around with Sam. I’ve de­ci­ded that claim de­ser­ved a litt­le mo­re de­tail con­si­de­ring what has hap­pe­ned sin­ce then. My mom and I don’t wri­te about eve­ry se­xu­al en­coun­ter we ha­ve, but some­ti­mes, long af­ter it actu­al­ly took place, an event takes on a dif­fe­rent mea­ning.

Most of the sto­ries in this book we­re writ­ten wi­thin a few weeks of when they hap­pe­ned. But in the case of this sto­ry, I’m going way back to be­fo­re In Spa­des was even finis­hed.

My re­la­ti­ons­hip with John­ny was going re­al­ly well and things bet­ween my mom and Cla­rence and I we­re awe­so­me. We’d all re­al­ly ope­ned up and got­ten things to a place whe­re I felt re­al­ly com­fort­a­ble with eve­r­y­thing. I was re­al­ly en­joy­ing tel­ling my mom about all the kinky stuff I was get­ting in­vol­ved in.

I was al­so spen­ding a lot mo­re time with Cla­rence now that I didn’t ha­ve to hi­de things from my mom. On this par­ti­cu­lar night, we’d both be­en in­vi­ted over to Cla­rence’s for a din­ner thing. I was a litt­le ner­vous be­cau­se Sam was going to be the­re. Sam was one of the few guys that new that Ka­te was my mom.

But my mom en­ded up bai­ling out. She wasn’t fee­ling well and I went over the­re by my­self. Cla­rence was the­re, loo­king se­xy as al­ways. Sam and his gir­l­fri­end Mi­chel­le we­re the­re. The­re was al­so an­other guy the­re that was a fri­end of Cla­rence and Sam’s, na­med Adam. He was pret­ty cute, tall, re­al­ly short hair, just a few years ol­der than me and loo­ked li­ke he had about half a do­zen eth­ni­ci­ties in him.

Any­way, din­ner was ama­zing. Cla­rence is a re­al­ly good cook. We all had a few drinks and then sett­led on­to the couch. Sam bro­ke out a pipe and we all smo­ked a litt­le weed. It was ve­ry chill and I was re­al­ly li­king being in­clu­ded in Cla­rence’s world.

My mom and I had be­en told that this wasn’t a play par­ty, just din­ner. So, I was dres­sed pret­ty ca­su­al­ly. Just some jeans, flats and a tank top. I kind of wis­hed I’d dres­sed up a litt­le mo­re, just to im­press Adam, but what­ever. It was all good.

The con­ver­sa­ti­on got a litt­le flir­ty though and Mi­chel­le was re­al­ly get­ting up in Adam’s busi­ness. He didn’t seem to mind, but I could feel Cla­rence sort of try­ing to slow things down. Pro­ba­b­ly be­cau­se I was the­re.

We’d got­ten on­to tal­king about dif­fe­rent ways of gi­ving head and Mi­chel­le says to Adam, “I al­most ne­ver gag. I bet I could get you all the way down to the balls and ask for mo­re.”

Adam laughed and said, “Put your mouth whe­re my mo­ney is!” Then he whip­ped out his cock. Cla­rence loo­ked over at me and it was li­ke we had a litt­le con­ver­sa­ti­on wi­thout words. It was just our eyes going back and forth. I don’t think he wan­ted to force me in­to any­thing with him or make me feel pressured.

But it was the op­po­si­te. I wan­ted to be in­vol­ved in Cla­rence’s life. I wan­ted to learn from him and do all of the things my mom was doing. So I ga­ve him this look that said, “Eve­r­y­thing’s cool.”

Of cour­se, he then ga­ve me the look that said, “I’ll de­ci­de that.” Any­way, Mi­chel­le went down on Adam. Then Sam pul­led out his dick and she star­ted try­ing to stro­ke him whi­le she was gi­ving head to Adam. But it was re­al­ly an awk­ward po­si­ti­on. She stop­ped, loo­ked up at me and then over to Sam’s cock.
 I grin­ned and loo­ked back and forth bet­ween Sam and Cla­rence for some kind of ap­pro­val. Sam said, “What are you wai­ting for, girl?” Cla­rence just rol­led his eyes.
 I got on my knees on the floor bet­ween Sam’s legs and star­ted going to town on that big beau­ti­ful black cock of his. Whi­le it was gre­at to feel him get hard and tas­te him and I loved hea­ring Adam mo­an whi­le Mi­chel­le was wor­king him, it was Cla­rence that I wan­ted to im­press.
 I could feel him wat­ching me as I su­cked on Sam and it was re­al­ly hot. I won­de­red if he was get­ting hard wat­ching me, thin­king about me. I imagi­ned let­ting Cla­rence fuck me whi­le I su­cked on Sam. I pic­tu­red him cum­ming in­side me.
 Then a weird thought pop­ped in­to my head for about two se­conds. I wan­ted Cla­rence to cum in­side me and get me pre­gnant. I wan­ted to ha­ve his ba­by. Bam! Just li­ke that I frea­ked out a litt­le. Whe­re had that co­me from? Ne­ver on­ce in my life had I wan­ted to be pre­gnant and sud­den­ly it was just pop­ping up in the midd­le of a blow job.
 I heard Adam say, “Damn, girl wasn’t ly­ing. All the way down to my balls!”
 Sam stood up and was doing his best to fit his own cock down my thro­at. But he was a litt­le too big and a litt­le too hard to fit all the way in. He swit­ched up and pushed one ball and then the other in­to my mouth. It took some cram­ming, but I loved ha­ving my face up bet­ween his legs li­ke that. I wan­ted so bad­ly to look back at Cla­rence and see his ex­pres­si­on.
 A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Adam ca­me and Mi­chel­le swal­lo­wed him all down. Then Sam ca­me in my mouth and I ate up eve­ry drop. Af­ter­ward, I got a grin from Cla­rence. He didn’t say any­thing and we didn’t fool around any­mo­re that night. But af­ter that, things we­re dif­fe­rent with he and I. I wasn’t just Ka­te’s litt­le girl any lon­ger and he wasn’t just my mom’s man. He was some who­le new thing in my life that I didn’t ha­ve a good na­me for. I’d sort of half te­a­sin­gly cal­led him ‘Dad­dy’ up to that point, but now that na­me see­med li­ke it was ta­king on a who­le le­vel of mea­ning.


Re­fill
 Ka­te
The end of the year was the usu­al ho­li­day ma­dness. The­re we­re fa­mi­ly ob­li­ga­ti­ons, ill­nes­ses, shop­ping, coo­king and all of the other stuff that goes along with the end of the year. I’d love to be ab­le to say that the end of 2012 was full of hot sex for me, but that just wasn’t true. In fact, I ba­re­ly got to see Cla­rence at all in De­cem­ber. The­re was just too much to do.

That said, my sex drive was still red­li­ning and Cla­rence some­ti­mes ga­ve me per­mis­si­on to ma­stur­ba­te when we couldn’t get to­gether and he knows I re­al­ly need to fo­cus and get stuff do­ne. If I go mo­re than even a cou­ple of days I start get­ting kind of nut­ty.

New years day I had things to do with the fa­mi­ly, but I was al­rea­dy ea­ger to see Cla­rence on the 2nd. He’d told me to co­me over in some­thing se­xy. I wore sti­let­tos and a litt­le red ne­gli­gee with an over­coat to keep the neigh­bors from get­ting an eye­ful and then I hea­ded over to his place a litt­le af­ter lunch. I al­so knew that Cla­rence hadn’t be­en in my ass for awhi­le and we both love to do anal, so I’d taken the pre­cau­ti­on of doing a litt­le clea­ning back the­re be­fo­re I went over. Cla­rence doesn’t re­qui­re it of me, but, well, no one li­kes that kind of sur­pri­se.

He was dres­sed in jeans and a white tank top and tho­se big black arms of his wrap­ped me up tight when I wal­ked in the door. We bro­ke in­to a bott­le of wi­ne and ma­de out li­ke teen­agers for awhi­le. We hadn’t se­en each other sin­ce be­fo­re Christ­mas and it was so good to be with him, to feel him, even to smell him. Don’t you love that? The way a man’s scent can just flip a switch in­side you?

Any­way, we ma­de out for a bit, then he slip­ped his hands un­der my ne­gli­gee, grab­bed my ass cheeks, pi­cked me up and car­ried me to the bedroom. We ma­de out a litt­le mo­re whi­le he slow­ly un­dres­sed me. Then… he led me to the ba­throom.

The­re was an ene­ma kit out, one I hadn’t se­en be­fo­re. I told him that I’d clea­ned out be­fo­re I ca­me over. “Good, that’s a good start.” He had that mi­schie­vous gle­am in his eye.

He sat me down on the toi­let whi­le he set up the ene­ma. He fil­led a pret­ty lar­ge bag full of warm wa­ter. He stood me up and had me bend over. Smea­ring a litt­le lu­be on my ass­ho­le, he was­ted no time and slid the tu­be straight up my ass. He pushed it up a litt­le far­ther than I was used to. Then he had me lean over and in­to the tub. He hoo­ked the ene­ma bag up to the shower cur­tain.

“You rea­dy?” I nod­ded and smi­led at him. He un­dres­sed then, and step­ped in­to the tub and squat­ted down on the op­po­si­te ed­ge so that his cock was ne­ar my mouth. “When I re­le­a­se the val­ve, you start suck­ing my dick.” I nod­ded again, my mouth sa­li­va­ting with an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on.

Cla­rence tur­ned the val­ve and I felt the warm wa­ter start to flow out in­to me, de­ep up in my gut. At the sa­me time, I re­a­ched up and pul­led Cla­rence’s cock in­to my mouth and rol­led my tongue all over the head, lif­ted his shaft and su­cked on his balls.

He star­ted to get hard quick­ly and I could tell it had be­en a few days sin­ce he’d got­ten off. I was ex­ci­ted to make him cum. I be­gan to mo­ve my mouth up and down on his shaft, ta­king in three or four in­ches and then let­ting it sli­de out.

The wa­ter kept co­ming and soon I could feel my bel­ly star­ting to swell a bit. I wasn’t su­re how much he was put­ting in the­re, but it was fast ap­proa­ching the most I’d ever had, which to be fair, pro­ba­b­ly wasn’t that much.

His cock was now to­tal­ly hard. “I’m gon­na fill that ass up to­night, girl,” he said as he rub­bed my back slow­ly. I kept suck­ing him as best I could, but his an­gle and mi­ne we­re now sort of ma­king it tough. Plus, the wa­ter in my gut was be­co­ming mo­re than just dis­trac­ting.

Fi­nal­ly, Cla­rence swit­ched off the val­ve and slow­ly pul­led the tu­be from my ass. “Stay the­re.” He got up and left me the­re, bent over the tub. He ca­me back just a mi­nu­te la­ter with a leg sprea­der and an­kle cuffs.

He at­ta­ched them to me whe­re I was. Even just sprea­ding my legs li­ke that, I could feel my bo­dy want to start pur­ging the wa­ter. Thank­ful­ly, the sprea­der was set to the nar­ro­west set­ting.

On­ce I was all hoo­ked up, he got me up and over to the toi­let, whe­re he had me sit down. “Don’t let go of a sin­gle drop of that till I tell you.” I nod­ded, fo­cu­sing on try­ing to re­lax at the sa­me time I was kee­ping a con­s­cious con­trol over my sphinc­ter.

Then, whi­le I was sit­ting on the toi­let, Cla­rence grab­bed the sprea­der bar and lif­ted it up slow­ly, causing me to sli­de for­ward a bit on the toi­let and lean back against the tank. I bent at the knee a litt­le and now my knees we­re al­most even with my head. “What are you doing?” I was to­tal­ly thrown off.

Cla­rence pro­du­ced a small butt plug with a wi­de ba­se. As he pushed it in­to me, I felt a litt­le wa­ter drib­ble out of me and in­to the toi­let. Cla­rence was on his knees now, one hand hol­ding up the sprea­der bar, the other hol­ding in the butt plug.

“Now I want you to cum for me. I want you to rub that pus­sy for me and get off. But don’t let this toy co­me out or any wa­ter.” If you we­ren’t the­re, you might think that would be ea­sy. Ye­ah, I was a litt­le wor­ked up in ge­ne­ral, but I’d ne­ver even tried ma­stur­ba­ting with an ene­ma bag full of wa­ter in me. Plus sit­ting on the toi­let isn’t re­al­ly the se­xiest or most com­fort­a­ble po­si­ti­on.

I re­a­ched in bet­ween my legs and star­ted rub­bing my clit though, deter­mi­ned to gi­ve Cla­rence what he wan­ted. I clo­sed my eyes, I tried to not think about the wa­ter, to re­lax. I was at it for a few mi­nu­tes and alt­hough I’d got­ten my­self a litt­le rev­ved up, I still hadn’t cum.

Cla­rence must ha­ve re­a­li­zed I was ha­ving a hard time, be­cau­se he lea­ned in and that oh so se­xy fuck­ing voi­ce of his was so clo­se. “I know that litt­le pus­sy is all wet thin­king about my fat black dick fil­ling that ass up. I know you’ve got an ass full of wa­ter. I know you want to cum. But I al­so know that you need to think about what you want even mo­re than that.”

“I don’t want any­thing mo­re than that,” I said with clo­sed eyes, still rub­bing my pus­sy.
 “Don’t lie to me, girl. I know you bet­ter than you do. I know you love my dick. I know you’d do any­thing for me. Nor­mal­ly, you’d be cum­ming all over the place by now. But you need to dig de­e­per to cum this time. You need to get down de­ep and think about what you re­al­ly want.”
 “What’s that?” I was rub­bing hard now, wan­ting to be ab­le to cum so bad, yet not ab­le to get the­re.
 “You want to be who­red out again. The way Wes did you. Oh ye­ah, Wes. You might not ha­ve li­ked him or some of the shit he did, but don’t you fuck­ing lie to me and tell me he had to twist your arm when it ca­me to him sel­ling your pus­sy. You li­ked that shit, didn’t you?”
 I didn’t ans­wer. “You li­ked seein’ them nig­gas look at you and get hard. You li­ked seein’ tho­se dicks bet­ween your legs. You li­ked get­ting’ them off. Say it.”
 I nod­ded. “Truth is, you’d do it again, wouldn’t you? Hell, you want me to straight up pimp you, don’t you?” I bit my lip, my eyes still clo­sed, my fin­gers wor­king over my cunt fu­rious­ly.
 “Say it. Say you want to be my who­re.”
 My eyes flew open. I was going to cum. I kept rub­bing. He must ha­ve se­en it too be­cau­se he star­ted pushing on the butt plug, mas­saging it around. It was li­ke re­a­ching the top of a rol­ler coas­ter and kno­wing you’re going to go down the other side.
 Cla­rence sud­den­ly pul­led the plug from me and said, “Let that wa­ter out!”
 I was cum­ming and pur­ging at the sa­me time and my bo­dy went ber­serk on me. Hard spurts of hot wa­ter shot out of my ass at the sa­me time wa­ves of or­gasm we­re shoo­ting through my pus­sy. One hand shot to the coun­ter and the other to Cla­rence’s arm, try­ing to stea­dy my­self.
 The wa­ter kept co­ming and my brain was ree­ling. Cla­rence used his le­ver­a­ge with the leg sprea­der to pin me in place, other­wi­se I would ha­ve slid right off the toi­let.
 He fi­nal­ly lo­we­red the sprea­der as I star­ted to calm down and then left me on the toi­let to finish va­ca­ting the wa­ter. When I’d finis­hed, I was still sit­ting on the toi­let with the leg sprea­der still at­ta­ched so I cal­led out to Cla­rence in the other room. “I’m all good!”
 When he ca­me back, I ex­pec­ted him to un­hook me. In­s­tead, he lea­ned me over the tub and said, “Re­fill.” I was kind of sho­cked by this for two re­a­sons. One, I’d ne­ver had three ene­mas in one day. Two, I found my­self mild­ly ex­ci­ted by the pro­spect.
 I wai­ted pa­ti­ent­ly for him to fill up the bott­le again. This time, he didn’t put as much wa­ter in and when he was do­ne, he didn’t in­sert the tu­be up qui­te as far. And this time I re­la­xed in­to it as the warm rush of wa­ter fil­led up my gut.
 When it was em­pty, he un­hoo­ked the leg sprea­der and got me in­to the shower. He un­dres­sed and got in with me. “Don’t let a sin­gle drop out,” he said as he got me to squat down and suck on him.
 I was ama­zed out how quick­ly he got hard. I’d on­ly had him in my mouth for may­be a mi­nu­te when he step­ped out of the shower and ca­me back with a bott­le of lu­be. “Turn around. Put your hands on the wall. Don’t take em off. I’m gon­na fuck the shit out of that pret­ty white ass of yours.”
 Was I un­der­stan­ding him right? He was going to fuck me with the ene­ma wa­ter still in me? I did as he said, tur­ning around and put­ting my palms against the front shower wall.
 I heard the lu­be squirt and a se­cond la­ter his cock was sli­ding bet­ween my cheeks. Af­ter the butt plug and the lu­be from the ene­mas, my ass was stret­ched a litt­le, but it still took a se­cond for him to get his head past my clen­ched up ass. I couldn’t find a way to let him wi­thout let­ting the wa­ter out. “Co­me on, girl. Gi­ve it to me. Don’t fight it. I’m gon­na bu­ry this shit in you. Gi­ve it to me.”
 My sto­mach muscles we­re all clen­ched and my jaw was clam­ped shut in con­cen­tra­ti­on. “Just push it in. Do it.”
 Cla­rence grab­bed my hips and pul­led back on me as he thrus­ted for­ward and this time he did get by and his cock slid half­way up my ass. “Oh ho­ly fuck, that’s big!” I went from hol­ding my breath to hea­ving.
 He pushed his big bo­dy up against me. I could see his bent legs fle­xing so that he could get low enough to fuck me. I stood up on my tip to­es to gi­ve him some height.
 Cla­rence pushed for­ward again and I felt my eyes roll back as that fat black wea­pon of his sank all the way in­to me. The­re was a stran­ge sen­sa­ti­on this time though as the wa­ter that was still in me was sort of pum­ped de­e­per in­to me. It was a diz­zy­ing fee­ling of full­ness.
 He held still in­side me for a mi­nu­te, al­lo­wi­ng me to ad­just and stea­dy my­self. Then he star­ted fuck­ing me. Slow­ly at first and then buil­ding to a stea­dy rhythm. I could feel wa­ter lea­king out of me a litt­le each time he pul­led back, his cock head acting li­ke a plun­ger. It ran down my thighs and drip­ped on­to the tub. But it was al­so dis­sol­ving the lu­be a bit and the fric­ti­on was al­rea­dy star­ting to build.
 Then he pi­cked up speed, pum­ping in­to me har­der. I could feel all that warm wa­ter slos­hing around in­side me. The me­mo­ry of my last or­gasm sprang back in­to my mind. Cla­rence was pushing against me hard enough that my tits pres­sed against the shower wall and it was start­lin­gly cold. My nipp­les ached against it.
 “Oh shit, I think I’m gon­na cum again.” I could feel a big one buil­ding in me. Cla­rence just kept that sa­me fast, even rhythm. Pum­ping that beau­ti­ful black dick of his in and out of my ass.
 When I ca­me, I star­ted squir­ting wa­ter. It didn’t mat­ter that his dick was still in me. I just pushed right around it. It wasn’t much re­al­ly, but it felt li­ke a gal­lon. My knees shook and he held me tight­ly whi­le I ca­me. Then he slow­ly ea­sed out of me. “Turn around and get on your knees.”
 I did and was sur­pri­sed to see that the­re wasn’t a trace of anal sex any­whe­re on him or me. He thrust his dick at my mouth and I ope­ned up, still kind of gri­ma­cing at the idea of suck­ing a dick that had just be­en in my ass, no mat­ter how clean.
 But the on­ly tas­te on him was a litt­le bit of the lu­be. In just a few se­conds he said, “Start pushing out any­thing you got left in you. I want to he­ar it squir­ting out yo ass when I cum.”
 I pushed hard and felt a spray of warm wa­ter shoot down at the drain, which my butt was now over. I re­a­ched up and cup­ped tho­se fat black balls of his with one hand and pushed again with my ass.
 The­re was some­thing re­al­ly in­ti­ma­te about the who­le thing. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not the kind of girl who can take a shit in front of an­other per­son. But let­ting that wa­ter out of my ass at the sa­me time Cla­rence ca­me in my mouth felt…well, it felt ‘who­le bo­dy’. Li­ke all of me was in­vol­ved with all of him. Ve­ry in­ti­ma­te.
 I swal­lo­wed eve­ry drop of his cum and we clea­ned up and hea­ded back to the couch. That’s whe­re he had two mo­re sur­pri­ses for me. First, was that the­re was going to be a play par­ty soon and Aa­ron was going to be the­re. For tho­se of you that don’t re­mem­ber or didn’t read In Spa­des, Aa­ron was the su­per hand­so­me, in­cre­dib­ly hung guy that I played with in my first gang­bang in Mo­bi­le. I ma­de hap­py sque­aling noi­ses at that news and Cla­rence laughed. “Ye­ah, he re­mem­bers you too. I think he wants a pie­ce of that white ass again.” I blus­hed.
 The next sur­pri­se though was a litt­le dif­fe­rent. “John­ny and Jes­si­ca are going to be at the par­ty.” I had ve­ry mi­xed fee­lings about that. Neit­her John­ny nor Cla­rence had as­ked us to play to­gether, but still. I wasn’t su­re I was rea­dy to be in the sa­me hou­se with my daugh­ter whi­le we’re both fuck­ing. Or in the sa­me room. Yi­kes!


The Re­turn of Carl
 Jes­si­ca
So, back in In Spa­des, my mom tal­ked about a guy na­med Carl who was fri­ends with Cla­rence. Carl has an ar­ran­ge­ment with his wife whe­re he can jerk off on other wo­men, but no tou­ching is al­lo­wed. If you want to go back and read that ent­ry, it was cal­led “Swal­low Eve­ry Drop”. Any­way, a few nights ago, I met Carl my­self. Cla­rence and my boyfri­end, John­ny had be­en try­ing to work to­gether to set me with a few new guys to play with. Li­ke Cla­rence with my mom, John­ny li­ked me hoo­king up with other guys.

John­ny drop­ped me off at Carl’s place and then went to a ne­a­r­by bar to wait. He doesn’t li­ke to be far from me the first time I meet a new guy, which I think is su­per cool. Carl was old enough that it skee­ved me out a litt­le. I know that sounds ter­ri­ble, but af­ter a certain point the age dif­fe­rence is just too much to get past. But he ma­de up for it by being re­al­ly ni­ce and a to­tal gentleman. He ma­de me a drink and we tal­ked for a litt­le bit, most­ly about Cla­rence. What sur­pri­sed me though was that for an ol­der guy, he still had that hun­gry look in his eyes that youn­ger guys get when they’re in­to me.

I’d worn a skirt, boots and a swea­ter and Carl as­ked me if I could sit with my legs un­cros­sed. John­ny doesn’t li­ke me to we­ar un­der­we­ar if I can help it and I wasn’t this time, so I knew that Carl could see pret­ty far up my skirt from across the couch.

Af­ter the small talk, we sort of cut to it. Carl on­ly had a few hours be­fo­re his wife would be home and he was sort of ben­ding the ru­les by ha­ving me the­re at his place. “I want to watch you play with your pus­sy and make your­self cum.” Ea­sy enough, I told him. I knew right away that I’d ha­ve to clo­se my eyes and think about Cla­rence or John­ny whi­le I did it, but as re­quests go, it was pret­ty ea­sy.

Then he said, “But first, I want to watch you take a piss.” That was a new one on me, but what the hell. He fol­lo­wed me in­to the ba­throom and he as­ked me to lea­ve my skirt on, but just push it up. Whi­le I got sett­led in on the seat, he pul­led out his cock and star­ted stro­king it.

De­spi­te him being old, Carl had a pret­ty de­cent cock. I sort of knew what to ex­pect with him be­cau­se my mom had al­rea­dy told me the who­le sto­ry with him. Carl might ha­ve re­mem­be­red that I was Ka­te’s daugh­ter, but we didn’t re­mind him of it sin­ce we we­re try­ing to keep that in­for­ma­ti­on low key. As far as Carl knew, I was just an­other of Cla­rence’s kept wo­men.

Any­way, Carl star­ted get­ting him­self hard and I peed, ta­king my time for him. Af­ter­ward, we went back out to the living room and he had me break out the toys I’d brought along. I didn’t bring much sin­ce Cla­rence just told me to grab a few toys I li­ked.

Carl pi­cked out a vi­bra­tor and a dil­do. I slow­ly strip­ped out of the skirt and the swea­ter, lea­ving my boots on. I lea­ned back on his couch, spread my legs and slow­ly star­ted mas­saging my clit with the vi­bra­tor. I clo­sed my eyes and imagi­ned it was Cla­rence the­re, stan­ding over me, jer­king his beau­ti­ful cock just in­ches away from me.

Then I felt some­thing cool bet­ween my legs, ope­ned my eyes and got a sur­pri­se. Carl was slip­ping the dil­do in­to my ass. He’d put some lu­be on the head and was pushing it right up against my ass­ho­le. I grin­ned and pushed down against it, let­ting it slip in a few in­ches. He pul­led it back out and then star­ted all over again.

I clo­sed my eyes and went back to play­ing with the vi­bra­tor. It didn’t take long for me to cum. I bit my lip and pushed down on the dil­do, let­ting it sink a good three or four in­ches in­to my butt.

I took a de­ep breath and ope­ned my eyes. Carl was bent at the knees, right bet­ween my legs, jer­king his cock hard enough that I thought he might rip it off. The head of his cock was less than an inch from my clit. He loo­ked down at me and said, “Keep play­ing with your ass, girl.”

One push of the toy back in­to my was all it took and then he star­ted cum­ming all over my pus­sy. His legs shook and for a mi­nu­te I thought he might fall over from a heart at­tack. He jer­ked out a pret­ty im­pres­si­ve amount of cum on­to my pus­sy. He sort of fell back on to the other couch with a smi­le on his face. “Eat that up girl. Don’t let good cum go to was­te.”

I scooped what I could off of me and li­cked it up. My mom had war­ned me that he didn’t tas­te ve­ry good, but I didn’t think it was that bad. He than­ked me, John­ny ca­me and got me and my Dad­dy, Cla­rence, told me I’d be­en a good girl.


Five Sur­pri­ses
 Jes­si­ca
A cou­ple of weeks af­ter that John­ny sur­pri­sed me. For the most part he and I spend our time to­gether alo­ne, wi­thout other guys in­vol­ved. When it co­mes to me hoo­king up with other guys, it’s al­most al­ways Cla­rence who sets me up.

So the other day John­ny says he’s set­ting some­thing up that’s ‘not the usu­al’. I tried to get mo­re de­ets from him but he would on­ly grin. He told me to get my­self all clea­ned up and pret­ty though and told me to we­ar his fa­vo­ri­te mi­nis­kirt, which is this short litt­le plaid pie­ce that looks kind of school-girl.

He took me over to this bar on the West Bank and we sat and drank for awhi­le. It was a pret­ty mi­xed crowd, ve­ry chill. Then this su­per hot boy co­mes in. He looks li­ke he’s about 25 or so. He walks up to John­ny and they hug and then the guy turns to me and looks me up and down. He says to John­ny, “So this is Jes­si­ca, huh?”

He was dres­sed pret­ty tight, li­ke he had some mo­ney but still wan­ted to look street. His skin was light milk cho­co­la­te and he had a broad no­se and big lower lip. He had a bright white set of teeth and smi­led at me as he mo­ved up next to me. “I’m Trey. John­ny says you’re sweet. Why don’t you show me.”

Then he just mo­ved in slow­ly and smooth­ly, put­ting his hands on my hips. He lea­ned in and kis­sed me soft­ly and slow­ly, let­ting that big lower lip drift over mi­ne. It was stran­ge being kis­sed in front of John­ny and I could feel my­self ten­sing up.

But when we finis­hed and Trey tur­ned to John­ny, they smi­led at each other. We stayed for a cou­ple mo­re drinks and the who­le time I kept try­ing to fi­gu­re out how the guys knew each other. By the time we left, I wasn’t su­re they knew each other ve­ry well, li­ke may­be they’d met on­ce. I won­de­red if John­ny had found him on the in­ter­net or some­thing. I knew John­ny wouldn’t want me to ask though.

We en­ded up back at Trey’s place. He had a ti­ny apart­ment, but it was clean and all his own. I could tell by the way Trey was mo­ving on me that he wan­ted to fuck. I’m su­re John­ny knew too. But this was new for me. Alt­hough I’d slept with guys whi­le I was with John­ny, it was ne­ver whi­le he was in the room. I was fee­ling re­al­ly self con­s­cious and ner­vous.

It was a good thing we en­ded up smo­king up a bit too. I en­ded up re­la­xing a lot mo­re af­ter I was a litt­le high. I even managed to look over at John­ny and gi­ve him an evil smi­le and I said, “I’ll fuck Trey, but on­ly if you tell me to.”

 “Get to it, girl.”
We we­re in Trey’s living room and he and I had be­en kis­sing a litt­le. I’d be­en let­ting him feel me up a litt­le too. When John­ny ga­ve us the go ahead, Trey took me in­to his bedroom. John­ny fol­lo­wed, set­ting up a vi­deo ca­me­ra on a tri­pod ne­ar the door.

Trey strip­ped me down slow­ly and then tur­ned me around and had me bend over the bed. He ga­ve my ass a cou­ple of good slaps and said to John­ny, “Oooh. Love that phat white girl boo­ty.”

Trey took off all of his clo­thes ex­cept for his tank top and we clim­bed on­to the bed and star­ted kis­sing and tou­ching. I stro­ked his dick, fee­ling it get­ting har­der and har­der in my hand.

Then John­ny was the­re, grab­bing my wrists. He cuf­fed me up to the head­board and for a brief mo­ment I thought that John­ny might join us. But no, I could see that John­ny was re­al­ly hap­py doing just what he was doing, wat­ching me get fu­cked.

Trey pushed my knees up and im­me­di­a­te­ly I thought about con­doms. I loo­ked to John­ny be­cau­se it see­med li­ke Trey was going to ba­re­back me. But when I loo­ked at John­ny he must ha­ve known what I was thin­king be­cau­se he ga­ve me a slight nod and a smi­le. I re­la­xed then. I tru­s­ted John­ny. Plus, that meant I got to feel Trey’s cock in me and I was gid­dy.

He slip­ped in­side me and ca­me down on top of me, kis­sing me whi­le he mo­ved in and out of me in slow, ti­ny stro­kes. He kis­sed my neck, my chin, my nipp­les. He was ta­king his time.

We spent a good half hour fuck­ing in dif­fe­rent po­si­ti­ons. A cou­ple of times, John­ny had to get up and un-cuff me so that we could get my bo­dy in­to a new spot. I was clo­se to cum­ming a few times, but John­ny would al­ways jump in, “Not yet. Don’t cum.” Twi­ce, I had tell Trey we had to switch po­si­ti­ons or stop or I’d cum whe­ther I wan­ted to or not.

Fi­nal­ly, we all took a break and I was a swea­ty, sexed up, hap­py girl. John­ny and Trey step­ped out for a mi­nu­te and left me tied to the bed, but they ca­me back just a mi­nu­te la­ter and we all drank some wa­ter and chil­led.

Then Trey got wor­ked up again and we star­ted up. John­ny went back to fil­ming. But just a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes in, the­re was a re­al­ly loud knock on the door and Trey stop­ped. “That’s them.” He got up, pul­led some bo­xers on and hea­ded for the front door.

“What’s going on?” I was ex­ci­ted by the idea of a gang­bang, but it was all a bit much and I wasn’t su­re what John­ny was ex­pec­ting of me. I guess he could see the an­xie­ty on my face.

“Don’t wor­ry ba­by, it’s not what you think. It’s a litt­le ear­ly, but hap­py Va­len­ti­ne’s Day.” He lea­ned over me and kis­sed me. I didn’t know what the sur­pri­se was, but my heart ne­a­r­ly explo­ded right then and the­re. Trey ca­me back in with four other guys. “The­se are my boys. They’re here to help finish this night off!” They mo­ved around the bed, loo­king at me. I got that squir­my fee­ling in my gut that I love when I’m na­ked and being sta­red at by stran­gers. It’s ama­zing.

Trey said, “You can touch too, y’all.” Their hands we­re on me then, tou­ching my legs, my tits, my sto­mach, my neck. One of them ran two fin­gers over my la­bia and I twis­ted in the cuffs, bit my lip and ground down on his hand. They we­re all cute boys and I wan­ted to fuck them all. But that wasn’t the plan.

In­s­tead, they all pul­led out their dicks and be­gan to jerk off. Now I un­der­stood the cuffs. I could watch, but I couldn’t touch. I loved it and ha­ted it. I loo­ked over at John­ny who was grin­ning. I smi­led back at him and went back to wat­ching tho­se beau­ti­ful black boys stro­ke their cocks.

One, pin­ching my nipp­le with one hand and jer­king him­self off with the other, ca­me all over my neck and chin. Trey ca­me a mi­nu­te la­ter and shot his cum all over my cheeks and lips. Two of the other guys ca­me al­most at the sa­me time and ca­me on my tits and face, a lot get­ting in my hair.

Whi­le the last guy was wor­king up to his or­gasm, I just got de­li­rious­ly ex­ci­ted. I ki­cked my feet up and down on the bed and yel­led, “Oh my god, this is awe­so­me! This is the best ever!” The guys laughed and the fi­nal guy ca­me on my face a mi­nu­te la­ter. Some of it got in my eye, which, ho­ly fuck, does that burn. Over­all though, it was awe­so­me.

We left af­ter that and John­ny ex­plai­ned that it was a one off and that we pro­ba­b­ly wouldn’t be seeing tho­se guys again, alt­hough Trey was a pos­si­bi­li­ty. I hadn’t had an or­gasm though and I was horny as hell. All I could think about was get­ting off. John­ny knew it.

When we got back to his place, he laid down on his bed, his head right ne­ar the midd­le of the bed. He said, “Bring that pus­sy over here. Put it right here.” He poin­ted to his mouth. I got na­ked, clim­bed on top him and ro­de his mouth to a gi­gan­tic or­gasm. It took me about 90 se­conds, tops.

The next day, I was still all hap­py and buz­zing when I got a text from Cla­rence. He said, “Ho­pe you li­ked your V Day gift, John­ny and I ar­ran­ged it to­gether.” Just li­ke that, I was cry­ing. Not be­cau­se it was the swee­test gift ever or some­thing li­ke that. It was be­cau­se they didn’t just think of me, they thought of me and they wor­ked to­gether. It was the first time the two of them had do­ne some­thing to­gether for me li­ke that and it ma­de me so hap­py.


I Fu­cked Up
 Jes­si­ca
Eve­r­yo­ne was pis­sed at me. Well, not eve­r­yo­ne. But damn, it felt li­ke it. Yes, I fu­cked up. It was my bad, I take to­tal re­spon­si­bi­li­ty. Here’s the sto­ry. John­ny and I had got­ten re­al­ly bu­sy with stuff. Just life, school, work, all of that shit. We hadn’t be­en ab­le to spend as much time to­gether as we usu­al­ly do. On top of that, I hadn’t be­en re­al­ly seeing anyo­ne el­se much la­te­ly and it ad­ded up to me being su­per fuck­ing horny.

So, John­ny and I got in­vi­ted to this par­ty (The­re’s a cra­zy amount of par­ties in NO­LA du­ring Mar­di Gras sea­son). At first we we­re plan­ning on going to­gether and eve­r­y­thing was cool. Then John­ny found out that the­re was going to be some guys the­re that he had some kind of beef with. I don’t know them or care. He said he didn’t want to go be­cau­se to them.

But I was all psy­ched up to go be­cau­se I hadn’t be­en out in weeks. He told me to go ahead and go. He was a litt­le pis­sy about it, but not too bad. I think we we­re both a litt­le off our game.

I dres­sed up cute for this par­ty: white mi­nis­kirt, pur­ple Mar­di Gras print t-shirt and the­se su­per hot, white, peep toe an­kle boots. My hair was black and shoul­der length with bangs. I loo­ked pret­ty hot. I was sor­ry John­ny wasn’t co­ming out with me, but I hadn’t be­en out in weeks and I was get­ting re­al­ly ant­sy. I had to get out and ha­ve some fun.

I knew the­re would be a cou­ple of peo­ple I knew the­re too. It wasn’t li­ke I was cra­shing the par­ty or any­thing. When I got to this big hou­se par­ty out in Car­roll­ton, I knew right away I was going to ha­ve fun. Cups we­re full, the­re we­re lots of cute boys, the mu­sic was thum­ping, eve­r­yo­ne had a smi­le.

I drank, I chat­ted with some fri­ends and then bam! I ran in­to Tony. Tony was a guy I’d foo­led around with a few times. He was al­so the first guy I’d had anal sex with. He’s qui­te a bit ol­der than me, in his 30s, but damn he was hot. He wor­ked as a se­cu­ri­ty guard for a mu­si­ci­an and he had the­se thick arms and a shi­ny bald head. He could pick me up li­ke I didn’t weigh mo­re than a six pack.

I hadn’t se­en Tony in awhi­le and we star­ted to catch up. Then I found out why I hadn’t se­en him. He’d got­ten mar­ried. In fact, he was a dad­dy now. He was still wor­king se­cu­ri­ty and doing okay. We kept drin­king and tal­king.

So, right here, I should re­mind eve­r­yo­ne that I’m al­lo­wed to flirt with and even sleep with other guys wi­thout tal­king to John­ny first. The on­ly ru­le we re­al­ly ha­ve is that he and I talk about it la­ter and that the guys I sleep with know I’m with John­ny. That I’m his. Al­so, I al­ways ha­ve to use con­doms un­less John­ny says it’s okay not to.

I’m not ex­act­ly su­re whe­re things star­ted to go wrong. I mean, we’d both had a de­cent amount to drink. Then Tony bro­ke out the coke. I on­ly did one line, but damn. I re­mem­be­red im­me­di­a­te­ly why I li­ked it so much.

We did it in this litt­le side room at the par­ty. The lights we­re down low and the­re we­re a few cou­ches. One chair had a pas­sed out girl in it and the­re was an­other cou­ple ma­king out on the couch across from us. Tony and I did the line and as soon as I sat back, he kis­sed me. I let him.

Tho­se big strong hands of his run­ning over my shoul­ders, my chin, my hips. He was one of tho­se guys who had a re­al­ly lar­ge lower lip and he would just let it sli­de over mi­ne, let­ting his tongue slip out some­ti­mes. We must ha­ve ma­de out for a half hour li­ke that. I wan­ted to do mo­re, but he was mar­ried and I felt li­ke we we­re al­rea­dy being bad. So we just ma­de out.

Then we heard the cou­ple on the other couch re­al­ly get­ting in­to it. They we­re to­tal­ly grin­ding, her knees up high. He had one of her tits out and was suck­ing on her big brown nipp­le and she was re­al­ly dig­ging it.

Tony and I kept ma­king out and wat­ching them and then I felt his hand sli­de down bet­ween my legs. I knew I was al­rea­dy wet, but the mo­ment his fin­gers hoo­ked my pan­ties, I felt my­self prac­ti­cal­ly squirt.

He slip­ped my un­der­we­ar asi­de and pushed his big thick midd­le fin­ger right in­to me and I pur­red. The­re was a litt­le voi­ce in the back of my head that said, ‘stop this be­fo­re it’s too la­te’. But I think it al­rea­dy was.

Tony ad­jus­ted his bo­dy so that he was most­ly on top of me and he star­ted kis­sing me har­der, his fin­ger still in me, the palm of his hand pres­sing against my pus­sy. I threw one leg over the top ed­ge of the couch, pushing down on his fin­ger.

Then his other hand was over my thro­at, pres­sing tight­ly whi­le he pushed his tongue all the way in­to my mouth. He squee­zed my neck with one hand and pushed the fin­ger of his other hand as de­e­p­ly in­to me as he could. At the sa­me time, he’d mo­ved on top of me in a way that his weight was co­ming down on me pret­ty hard. I could ba­re­ly mo­ve.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck,” I said through being cho­ked, “Gon­na cum!” He didn’t stop what he was doing and I could feel my eyes bul­ging in my head as I ca­me all over his hand. I shook un­der his weight and pushed down against his hand with eve­r­y­thing I had.

I clo­sed my eyes and took a de­ep breath as he ea­sed up on me. Then I heard a zip­per. My eyes snap­ped open. “Got­ta put on a rub­ber, ba­by. John­ny’s ru­les.”

“Shit. I ain’t got one.” He loo­ked over at the other cou­ple and I thought he might ask them. He loo­ked around li­ke the­re might just be one ly­ing around. Nothing. He was get­ting this re­al­ly pis­sed off, frus­tra­ted look on his face.

“Co­me here, ba­by. Don’t wor­ry. I’ll still get you off.” I pul­led him back down on top of me and we star­ted kis­sing again. Then we we­re grin­ding. I was still in a won­der­ful ha­ze of boo­ze, coke and or­gasm. That long black dick of his was rub­bing all over my thighs and I was in hea­ven.

Then with just one ad­just­ment of his hips, one quick mo­ve­ment, he’d pushed right past my un­der­we­ar and slip­ped all the way in­to me. My eyes pop­ped and in my head I thought, well, the­re goes that. He’s in me. May as well just en­joy it. No point in stop­ping.

I threw my legs around his back, my arms over my head to grab the arm of the couch so that I could brace my­self as he star­ted to mo­ve in and out of me. He bit down on my lip as he pi­cked up speed. He must ha­ve be­en re­al­ly horny be­cau­se he didn’t last long at all.

I al­most ca­me again as he shot in­side me. He bu­ried his face in­to my neck as he ca­me and he yel­led so loud and so long it al­most hurt my ears. He was hea­ving and his heart was thum­ping hard in his chest. I heard him mum­ble some­thing li­ke, “I’m sor­ry.”

I didn’t say any­thing then. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, I as­ked, “Are you lea­ving your wife?” He shook his head and couldn’t make eye con­tact with me.

I put my hand on his leg and said, “I’ve got to tell John­ny about this. I know what he’ll say too. I can’t be foo­ling around with you if your wife doesn’t know. Too much dra­ma. He’s right.”

He must ha­ve be­en fee­ling pret­ty down af­ter­ward. Tony kis­sed me good­night af­ter we shared a smo­ke and then he took off.
 I went back to the par­ty for awhi­le and actu­al­ly met an­other cute boy that I en­ded up ma­king out with and get­ting a pho­ne num­ber for. When I got home though, I had to spill to John­ny and he wasn’t hap­py at all. First, I’d slept with a guy who was mar­ried and who was chea­ting. Not cool. Se­cond, I’d bro­ken our con­dom ru­le.
 I’m not su­re I’ve ever se­en John­ny that mad. He didn’t yell, he just got re­al­ly quiet, which scared me a litt­le. He said that he was going to work on a pu­nis­h­ment for me.
 A few days af­ter it hap­pe­ned, Tony tex­ted me and wan­ted to hang out. When I told him no, he got re­al­ly mad at me. Then, just a cou­ple of days af­ter that, he tex­ted again and apo­lo­gi­zed. He said it was his bad, not mi­ne. He said his mar­ri­a­ge was al­rea­dy mes­sed up long be­fo­re he and I fu­cked and that he was going through some bad stuff. He said he’d con­tact me when he got his shit straight. I ho­pe he does.
 My mom al­so ga­ve me a ra­ti­on of shit. Not so much for the con­dom thing but for the ‘chea­ting’ thing. At first I wan­ted to launch in­to her about being a hy­po­cri­te, but I get it now. She doesn’t want me going through any ver­si­on of what she was going through with my dad.
 So ye­ah, eve­r­yo­ne was mad at me. I fu­cked up.


Ca­ged
 Ka­te
I’d be­en fee­ling a litt­le bur­ned out. On top of all of my usu­al stuff, I’d be­en wor­king hard to get  In Spa­des rea­dy, wi­thout Da­vid kno­wing, of cour­se. Plus, my sche­du­le with Cla­rence had be­en er­ra­tic. We’d got­ten to­gether a few times, but most of it had be­en qui­ckies, all less than an hour.

I was star­ting to feel a litt­le de­pri­ved and ed­gy. I nee­ded some kind of ac­ti­on and Cla­rence see­med fo­cu­sed el­se­whe­re. Then it ca­me to me whi­le I was editing the book. Ty­ro­ne. For tho­se of you who don’t re­mem­ber Ty­ro­ne, he was sort of in char­ge of a gang­bang that I was in­vol­ved in awhi­le back. Things had got­ten a litt­le on the cra­zy side, but I’d had fun with Ty­ro­ne. Well, may­be fun wasn’t the right word. He scared me in the good way. Ty­ro­ne was one of tho­se men that when he snap­ped his fin­gers, you jum­ped.

Just doing the editing for that sto­ry had got­ten me all wound up. I didn’t know how to get in touch with him though ex­cept through Phil. I was com­fort­a­ble cal­ling Phil but soo­ner or la­ter I’d ha­ve to fill Cla­rence in on it any­way, so I cal­led Cla­rence in­s­tead and as­ked. Cla­rence said he’d call Phil and then ar­ran­ge to meet Ty­ro­ne. Ba­sed on what Cla­rence had heard from me, he wasn’t su­re that he wan­ted me to see Ty­ro­ne again. I’d be­en a litt­le reck­less then and Ty­ro­ne was a bit ex­tre­me.

I didn’t he­ar any mo­re about it for awhi­le. But I hadn’t for­got­ten and I knew Cla­rence hadn’t eit­her. Then he had me co­me over one day and make him lunch. He li­kes for me to cook for him in my un­der­we­ar and I love to do it for him. Any­way, he said, “I had a face to face with Ty­ro­ne.”

“Oh ye­ah?” I was try­ing to be all cool and ca­su­al, but I was sud­den­ly thril­led.
 “It’s gon­na take some doin’. You need to ar­ran­ge with Da­vid to be ab­le to lea­ve for the week­end. Ty­ro­ne wants to take you out to his place on the Norths­ho­re for a few days.”
 “Gre­at!” Now I re­al­ly was get­ting ex­ci­ted.
 “Well, here’s your chan­ce to say no. He’s cool with doin’ it, but you got to obey his ru­les. I went over eve­r­y­thing with him and I’m sa­tis­fied with what he’s got in mind. I think you’ll ha­ve an okay time. Lis­ten up though, he’s gon­na play rough.”
 I swal­lo­wed. “Well…I mean, if you think it’s okay…?”
 Cla­rence nod­ded but didn’t say any­thing el­se. If Cla­rence said it was going to be rough, that pro­ba­b­ly meant pret­ty rough. I tru­s­ted Cla­rence though. He wouldn’t put me in any re­al dan­ger or in a spot whe­re Da­vid would find any­thing out.
 “I’ll do it.”
 “Okay then.” He told me the dates.
 So, then I had to go back to Da­vid and ex­plain that I wan­ted to go out of town for a week­end. We had our who­le ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ thing going, but this was going to be pushing it. I thought he’d gi­ve me grief about it. In­s­tead though, he said, “Gi­ve me a litt­le bit to think about it.”
 A cou­ple of hours la­ter he says, “Ye­ah. Go ahead.” It was too ea­sy. Why wasn’t he flip­ping out? Then it hit me. He’d used the last cou­ple of hours to con­tact the girl he was seeing and ar­ran­ged to ha­ve a week­end with her. I won­de­red whe­re they we­re going. I as­ked Jes­si­ca to keep an eye out for her or any clu­es as to whe­re they might go. I wan­ted to know who this wo­man was. I re­a­li­ze that’s a litt­le hy­po­cri­ti­cal of me, con­si­de­ring that I didn’t want Da­vid kno­wing any­thing about Cla­rence. But what can I say? I was cu­rious.
 When it was time for the trip, a cou­ple of weeks la­ter, I pa­cked up a bag and wal­ked over to Cla­rence’s. He was going to be dri­ving me to a place on the Norths­ho­re whe­re we we­re going to meet up with Ty­ro­ne and I’d be han­ded off for the week­end. I was get­ting but­ter­flies. I didn’t know what he had plan­ned, so I pa­cked a litt­le of eve­r­y­thing when it ca­me to clo­thes and makeup.
 Whi­le we we­re dri­ving over the Cau­se­way, Cla­rence said, “You lis­ten to him li­ke he was me, okay? I know you be­en wan­ting this for awhi­le, so make me proud.” I nod­ded, mo­re ner­vous than ever.
 We met Ty­ro­ne at a co­zy litt­le di­ner in Man­de­ville, la­te on a Fri­day af­ter­noon. Ty­ro­ne was just li­ke I re­mem­be­red him. He was a big man, li­ke Cla­rence, a litt­le bal­ding, re­al­ly dark skin. He groo­med his head, beard and his who­le bo­dy to the sa­me short length. He had kind of a Bar­ry White look to him. Not re­al­ly tra­di­ti­o­nal­ly hand­so­me, but the­re was this sharp au­ra he had that got your at­ten­ti­on re­al­ly fast.
 He and Cla­rence tal­ked qui­te a bit over some food and cof­fee, most­ly lea­ving me out. You’d think I’d feel bad, but in­s­tead, I was kind of glo­wi­ng. I felt ow­ned and cared for. The­se two men we­re trea­ting me li­ke their pri­va­te, valued pro­per­ty. I don’t want to feel li­ke that all the time. I li­ke being a strong wo­man much of the time. But some­ti­mes, you just want to feel li­ke a sla­ve. You want to feel li­ke a pet.
 We wal­ked back out to Cla­rence’s truck and I got my bag. I ga­ve Cla­rence a kiss. He told me he’d see me the­re at the di­ner on Sun­day af­ter­noon. He got in­to his truck and dro­ve off. Ty­ro­ne wal­ked me across the street, which was a litt­le odd be­cau­se the­re was plen­ty of par­king at the di­ner.
 His car, an old four door, was par­ked on the side of the buil­ding, out of sight from the street. He took my bag and threw it in the back seat . I was stan­ding by the pas­sen­ger door, but he shook his head. Then he led me to the re­ar of the car. He said, “You don’t ra­te ri­din’ up front.” Then he ope­ned the trunk.
 “Re­al­ly?” I was stun­ned and actu­al­ly a litt­le of­fen­ded.
 “Take off your shoes.” He held out his hand. His face could ha­ve be­en ma­de of stone.
 I slip­ped out of my heels and han­ded them to him. Now he re­al­ly tow­ered over me.
 “Turn around.” I did as he as­ked, fee­ling a litt­le an­gry. He pul­led some ro­pe out of the trunk and bound my wrists be­hind my back. Then he tied a gag in­to my mouth, an old hand­ker­chief. He sat me on the ed­ge of the trunk and then mo­ved me in, duck­ing my head and force­ful­ly ar­ran­ging my legs.
 As he pushed my legs in I had to stifle a laugh as a fun­ny thought ran through my head. “So this is what all tho­se peo­ple in mo­vies see when they get put in a trunk!”
 Ty­ro­ne loo­ked down at me in his trunk and got a sa­tis­fied smirk on his broad face. “Don’t squirm, don’t make noi­se.” He slam­med the trunk shut, got in the car and dro­ve off.
 When we first dro­ve off, I was both an­gry and frea­ked out. My first thought was that it just wasn’t okay to put me in a trunk. Yes, I li­ke to be tre­a­ted rough and would call my­self a sub­mis­si­ve, but this see­med ab­usi­ve.
 I was al­so a litt­le scared. I didn’t re­al­ly know Ty­ro­ne that well and what if what he’d dis­cus­sed with Cla­rence was just some sort of scam and he was actu­al­ly going to take me out in­to the woods and kill me? When you’re tied up li­ke that in the dark, it’s ea­sy for your ima­gi­na­ti­on to run wild on you.
 Ty­ro­ne dro­ve for a bit, may­be five mi­nu­tes, then we stop­ped. I thought we we­re at his place, but it wasn’t. He left me the­re in the trunk but I could he­ar him tal­king to some peo­ple. It was ca­su­al, li­ke they we­re fri­ends. I could he­ar a wo­man and a man.
 Then he got back in and we dro­ve for about ten mo­re mi­nu­tes. This time I heard other cars and then the sound of a gro­ce­ry cart. We’d stop­ped at a sto­re. He left me in the­re for about ten mi­nu­tes whi­le he shop­ped and that’s when it hap­pe­ned. I stop­ped being scared and star­ted being tur­ned on.
 I heard a car pull in next to ours and a fa­mi­ly get out. I heard a mo­ther tal­king to her two litt­le kids. Here I was, just a few feet away, tied up in the trunk next to them. It was ex­ci­ting! Ty­ro­ne ca­me back a few mi­nu­tes la­ter and when the car was star­ted I heard him say, “How you doing back the­re? Make one noi­se for okay.”
 I ma­de one muffled noi­se through the gag. “Aight then. Time to head home.” He star­ted the car and we dro­ve off. It was about an­other ten mi­nu­tes and then we left pa­ved road for gra­vel.
 When he ba­cked in­to a spot and ope­ned the trunk I sort ex­pec­ted a ga­ra­ge or a dri­ve­way. What I got was comple­te­ly dif­fe­rent. For lack of a bet­ter word, I’m going to call it a barn, but it’s not li­ke you pic­ture a barn from old mo­vies with a big open space with pi­les of hay and pain­ted red on the out­si­de. It wasn’t li­ke that at all. It had a fair­ly high cei­ling and had a loft space. The­re we­re two hor­ses stal­led. The­re was a chi­cken coop and a tool and work­shop area. But it was all clean and mo­dern and well lit. I can’t say I’ve ever se­en a space li­ke it. Alt­hough, being a ci­ty girl, may­be this is just what mo­dern barns look li­ke.
 Ty­ro­ne pul­led me pret­ty rough­ly from the back of the car. He had a trash bag in one hand and he threw my shoes in­to it. Then he un­did my hands and said, “Strip down. Clo­thes in the bag.” I pul­led my top over my head, the gag still in. He ad­ded, “From here out, I’m ‘Lord’ or ‘Mas­ter’. No­ne of that Sir or Dad­dy shit. Speak when spo­ken to.”
 I pul­led down my skirt, took off my bra and threw eve­r­y­thing in­to the bag. “You don’t need any of your clo­thes here. Clo­thing is for peo­ple. You’re pro­per­ty, ya heard? You’re my litt­le pig. If my litt­le pig’s lucky, I’ll dress her up.”
 He took the gag out of my mouth and poin­ted to a cor­ner whe­re the­re was a work­ta­ble, a sink and some sup­plies set out on a coun­ter. “Go over the­re and wash your face clean. Get all that makeup off. Eve­ry bit.”
 “Yes, Mas­ter.”
 It was a litt­le cool as the front of the barn was open to the night air and I was to­tal­ly na­ked at that point. The floor was rough con­cre­te and it felt good on my ba­re feet. I went over to the sink and found makeup wi­pes, fa­ci­al clean­ser and towels. I spent a few mi­nu­tes get­ting my­self to­tal­ly clea­ned off. I was still sha­king. Par­ti­al­ly from the cold, but al­so be­cau­se I had no idea what he was going to be doing with me. I was full of ad­re­na­li­ne and ner­vous ener­gy.
 When I’d got­ten clea­ned up, I star­ted to re­ach for a towel to dry my face, but he said, “Don’t bo­ther. We ain’t do­ne.” He led me to an area just a few feet away that had a drain in the midd­le of a slight­ly rai­sed squa­re of con­cre­te. The one connec­ted wall had a pair of cuffs at­ta­ched to an eye hook. “Put tho­se on with your back to me.”
 I swal­lo­wed down a litt­le fe­ar and put the cuffs on. I had a fee­ling about what was co­ming next. He un­coi­led a ho­se from a ne­a­r­by work bench, tur­ned the wa­ter on and be­gan to spray me down. It was ice cold and I sc­re­a­med, most­ly out of shock and the in­ten­si­ty of the cold. I couldn’t help but try to dance around and get away from the stream of wa­ter, but the­re was re­al­ly no whe­re to go.
 Ty­ro­ne stop­ped and got out a rec­tan­gu­lar scrub brush. It was big and loo­ked li­ke it was meant for the hor­ses. He squee­zed some li­quid soap on­to the brist­les and then ca­me up be­hind me and put the brush on my back. “Got­ta get my pig clean, don’t I? I know you a dir­ty litt­le pig that loves the dick. You all kinds of fil­thy, ain’t you pig?”
 “Yes, Mas­ter,” I said with my voi­ce qui­ve­ring from both an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on and the cold. He be­gan to scrub. Eve­r­y­whe­re. He scrub­bed my back, my feet, my legs. The soap fo­amed all over me. The brist­les on the brush hurt and he didn’t go ve­ry ea­sy on me. He ran it across my ass cheeks hard, then he ran it bet­ween them and I yel­ped in pain. He ran it over my la­bia and I squirmed to get away. His hand found the back of my hair and he pul­led hard.
 “Hold still whi­le I clean my pig’s pus­sy.” I tried to hold still and thank­ful­ly, he on­ly ran the brush bet­ween my legs two or three times. I star­ted cry­ing. He step­ped back, went to the ho­se again and spray­ed me off. He stro­de back over to the coun­ter and tos­sed me a towel. “Dry off.”
 When I was dry, still cry­ing a litt­le, he ca­me back over with a col­lar. It was wi­de and thick, the big­gest I’d se­en. It went from just un­der my jaw all the way down to my shoul­ders. Thank­ful­ly, the lea­ther was bliss­ful­ly soft and pli­a­ble and I found I could actu­al­ly still mo­ve my neck a litt­le in it. He at­ta­ched it at the back and ad­ded a pad lock.
 Then he wal­ked me up to the loft space which was re­al­ly pret­ty co­zy. It had space hea­ters and an angled sky­light. The­re was a bed the­re and a small half-ba­throom wi­thout a door built in­to the cor­ner of the room. I won­de­red if this was whe­re I’d be all week­end and whe­re he would be.
 It daw­ned on me then that I didn’t even know if Ty­ro­ne was mar­ried or had a fa­mi­ly or kids. We­re they all in the main hou­se at this pro­per­ty? Was I a se­cret?
 He led me to the cen­ter of the room whe­re the­re was a re­al­ly big ca­ge. It loo­ked li­ke it had be­en built to hou­se dogs. I’d ne­ver be­en in a ca­ge li­ke that be­fo­re and it im­me­di­a­te­ly tur­ned me on. I could feel my­self get­ting a litt­le wet just being ne­ar it.
 “Go piss.” He poin­ted to the toi­let. I pushed out what litt­le I had in me and then ca­me back to him.
 “All fours, on the bed.” I did as he said, ex­pec­ting us to get in­to some fuck­ing. But that wasn’t what he had plan­ned. He pul­led some stuff from a dra­wer next to the bed and ca­me back with some lu­be. “Lu­be your ass. Your pus­sy too, if you’re dry.” I mas­sa­ged a litt­le in­to my ass­ho­le and around the ed­ges and then put a litt­le on my la­bia too, just in case.
 Then he pul­led out an odd con­trap­ti­on. It loo­ked li­ke a strap-on har­ness at first. Li­ke wo­men would use to fuck each other with dil­dos. But then I re­a­li­zed that the two toys at­ta­ched we­re fa­cing the other way, fa­cing in­ward.
 Ty­ro­ne grab­bed one of my an­kles, lif­ted my leg and slip­ped one part of the har­ness through and up to my hips. Then he put the smal­ler of the two dil­dos up to my ass and pushed it in. It was hard enough and fast enough that I squea­led loud­ly. It hurt, but not bad enough that I to­re or any­thing. Thank­ful­ly, I’d be­en doing a lot of play with my butt plugs la­te­ly.
 He pushed the va­gi­nal one in and it slip­ped all the way in­to me ea­si­ly. Then he finis­hed ad­jus­ting and tigh­tening the har­ness un­til it was se­cu­re. Then he put a ti­ny lock on the buck­le and got me off the bed. I could feel my Ke­gel muscles wor­king the toy and my ass squee­zing and re­la­xing against the other one.
 “In­to the ken­nel.” It was a hea­vy steel thing with a gate at one end. The spaces bet­ween the wi­res was about an inch each. The floor of it was co­ve­red in thick fleece blan­kets and one small pil­low. I craw­led in and loo­ked up at him, not su­re what was next.
 “I’m going to go ha­ve din­ner. I’ll bring you back some food in a bit.” He wal­ked over and flip­ped on a few of the space hea­ters and then left me the­re on the loft floor for the next cou­ple of hours.
 Ty­ro­ne ca­me back with my din­ner about an hour la­ter. I’d actu­al­ly al­most fal­len as­leep in the ca­ge, the dou­ble hea­ded har­ness strap­ped to me. I was sur­pri­sed that it was re­al­ly ni­ce food – steak, po­ta­to­es, broc­co­li. He must ha­ve se­en my look be­cau­se he said, “Eve­ry far­mer knows that your catt­le’s bet­ter off if you feed ‘em right.” He left me the­re with the food and a big glass of wa­ter.
 An hour or so la­ter, it was hard to tell ex­act­ly how long, he ca­me back and got me out and let me go to the ba­throom. It felt so good to get out of that ca­ge, even though I al­so kind of li­ked it. I couldn’t re­al­ly stretch out ful­ly at all, let alo­ne stand up.
 I ha­ve to say though, as quiet and kind of lone­ly as it was, I was ne­ver re­al­ly bo­red. Part of it was just being in such a stran­ge place, away from fa­mi­li­ar sur­roun­dings. Of cour­se, it didn’t hurt that I had a dil­do in both my pus­sy and my ass. Neit­her we­re ve­ry big, but when he al­lo­wed me to remo­ve the har­ness to use the ba­throom, he could see that I was gus­hing wet.
 He put the har­ness back on me and led me down from the loft, out a side door of the barn and across a small yard to a hou­se. It was a fair­ly big hou­se, may­be three or four bedroom, but I in­stant­ly knew he lived alo­ne. It was mes­sy and full of stuff. Not qui­te a hoar­der, but the­re we­re things pi­led eve­r­y­whe­re. It was kind of a turn off.
 Ty­ro­ne brought me in­to the living room and sat down on the couch. He was still wea­ring the black cotton work pants he’d had on ear­lier. His white col­la­red shirt was un­but­to­ned and I could see his dark chest.
 He sat down hea­vi­ly on the couch, fa­cing the TV and said, wi­thout loo­king at me, “Suck my dick.” He spread his legs wi­de and I got on the floor bet­ween them.
 “Should I pull it out?” I wasn’t su­re ex­act­ly what he wan­ted.
 Ty­ro­ne sta­red hard at me for a se­cond or two and then, WHAM! He slap­ped me across the face. He didn’t draw blood or any­thing, just start­led the hell out of me. I’d be­en on my knees and I al­most tip­ped over. I held my cheek with one hand as tears star­ted to form up. Why had he do­ne that? Then it daw­ned on me. “Sor­ry. Mas­ter. Should I pull it out, Mas­ter?”
 “Kind of hard to suck it other­wi­se, ain’t it? Get in the­re and get to work.” I sniffled away my tears and un­buck­led and un­zip­ped his pants. He smel­led strong, li­ke may­be he hadn’t sho­we­red in awhi­le. He wasn’t dir­ty though and his cock was pret­ty. I felt my­self lubri­ca­ting all over the toy in­side me as I wrap­ped my lips around the head of his cock.
 He pla­ced one hand on my head and pushed me down to the ba­se and I heard him change the chan­nel on the TV. I took a de­ep breath through my no­se and then let my lips sett­le down on the bot­tom of his cock. I let my tongue slip out and run across his balls which we­re res­ting on top of his pants.
 Then, I pro­cee­ded to gi­ve the lon­gest blow­job of my life. He ne­ver ful­ly got hard as I wor­ked on him for the next hour. I kept ha­ving to change angles and styles af­ter awhi­le be­cau­se my jaw was get­ting so so­re. My face and his pants we­re soa­ked with my spit. He would some­ti­mes gr­unt or make small mo­ans or thrust up in­to my mouth a litt­le bit, but he ne­ver got ful­ly erect and he ne­ver ca­me.
 But he ne­ver told me to stop eit­her. I couldn’t tell if he li­ked what I was doing or not. I had to as­s­u­me that if he was dis­ple­a­sed, he would ha­ve said some­thing. He fi­nal­ly stop­ped me when he said, “Go to the kit­chen. Get me a beer.”
 When I went in the kit­chen, I saw that the place wasn’t all a pit. He kept the kit­chen and di­ning room clean. I grab­bed the beer, but I was fee­ling di­s­ap­poin­ted. I re­al­ly thought this was going to be kin­kier or…I don’t know…some­thing el­se. I brought him back his beer and he had me sit on the floor bet­ween his legs. But he see­med to­tal­ly di­sin­te­res­ted in me.
 A cou­ple of hours and qui­te a few beers la­ter, he got me up and wal­ked me back to­ward the barn. On the way, I said, “Mas­ter, may I ask a ques­ti­on?”
 “Go ahead, pig.”
 “Whe­re’s your dog, Mas­ter? The one I…”
 He sn­or­ted. “The one that you fu­cked last time? He’s not mi­ne. He’s a fri­ends. Why? You loo­king to fuck some mo­re dogs, litt­le pig­gy?” “No, Mas­ter. Just cu­rious.”
 He led me back in­to my ca­ge and said, “Get some good rest. You’re going to need it for to­mor­row.” He grin­ned at me and swat­ted my ass hard as I craw­led in­to the ca­ge.
 Ty­ro­ne was right. The next day was one of the weir­dest I’ve ever go­ne through. He wo­ke me the next mor­ning and got me out of the ca­ge. I was stiff, but he let me stretch for awhi­le and use the ba­throom. He took the har­ness off me which was good be­cau­se I was star­ting to cha­fe a bit on it.
 He brought me back in­to the hou­se and ga­ve me a cup of cof­fee and some wa­ter, but no break­fast. I still didn’t ha­ve any clo­thes on, but I was star­ting to get over that. I’d be­en na­ked for pro­ba­b­ly six­teen hours straight and it was kind of ni­ce. Stran­ge, but ni­ce.
 Al­so, he wasn’t slap­ping me around, but he felt ve­ry in con­trol. Things with Cla­rence we­re ve­ry dif­fe­rent. When he and I we­re to­gether, I felt li­ke his ‘slut’, but I was still me. With Ty­ro­ne, it was li­ke I was his sla­ve, his pro­per­ty. I was lower than him as a hu­man being. I’m not su­re I could do it all the time, but it felt good to play that ro­le.
 Any­way, af­ter he’d ea­ten his break­fast and had me sit at his feet whi­le he wat­ched some te­le­vi­si­on, he took me back to the barn. “Hook your­self back up to the cuffs,” he said stern­ly. He’d scrub­bed me clean the­re the night be­fo­re and I bra­ced my­self for mo­re of that. It didn’t co­me though.
 In­s­tead, he got out an ene­ma. On­ce I was fas­te­ned in­to the cuffs, he fil­led the bag at the work sink and ca­me back with some lu­be. “I’m going to be ni­ce to you to­day, pig. You get to ha­ve choices to­day. What do you think of that?”
 “Thank you, Mas­ter.”
 “Here’s how this will go down. I want your ass clean so I can fuck it la­ter. I don’t li­ke get­ting your nas­ti­ness on my dick and I’ll be re­al­ly up­set if I do. It’s your job to make su­re your ass is spot­less. Un­der­stand so far?”
 “Yes, Mas­ter.”
 “Okay, I’m going to fill this ass up with warm wa­ter. We’ll go from the­re.” He wi­ped some lu­be on the end of the tu­be and then pres­sed his full weight up against me, for­cing me in­to the cold con­cre­te wall. My tits ached being mas­hed up against the wall li­ke that and his belt buck­le was dig­ging in­to my back. He mo­ved his hips enough to slip a hand bet­ween my ass cheeks and his midd­le fin­ger rub­bed lu­be up against my ass­ho­le. “You tell me when to stop.” Then his hand was pushing the ti­ny tu­be in­to my anus and I felt sli­de in. “Re­mem­ber, my dick’s about se­ven in­ches and I’m going to be fuck­ing you all day, pig.”
 I couldn’t tell you how far I let him push that tu­be up in­to me in in­ches, but I felt it sna­ke its way in­to me pret­ty de­e­p­ly. Fi­nal­ly, the­re just wasn’t much tu­be left. He step­ped back, tur­ned the nozz­le and I felt a flood of warmth de­ep in my gut. I tur­ned my head and wat­ched the bag slow­ly get thin­ner and flat­ter as the wa­ter emp­tied in­to me.
 On­ce it was all go­ne and I was fee­ling tight in my gut, he un­fas­te­ned me from the cuffs. “Squat, over the drain.” I tur­ned and bent at the knee so that my ass was over the drain. I’d do­ne this on­ce be­fo­re in front of him, at the last gang­bang, but I was still ner­vous and un­com­fort­a­ble.
 He step­ped up to me and un­zip­ped his pants and whip­ped out his half­hard black cock. Ty­ro­ne pushed it up against my lips and said, “Suck my dick, pig. And em­pty out that bag at the sa­me time.” He grab­bed the back of my head and I had to re­al­ly fo­cus not to gag straight away be­cau­se he went straight down my thro­at. In my mind, I knew he’d had a con­ver­sa­ti­on with Cla­rence about this sort of thing. It was too much of a coin­ci­dence that I’d do­ne ene­ma play li­ke this re­cent­ly.
 With both hands on the side of my head, he be­gan to fuck my mouth. Mean­whi­le I was squat­ting down, on the balls of my feet, fee­ling all that warm wa­ter in my gut. I put my hands on his thighs for ba­lan­ce, tried not to gag and pushed down on my sto­mach muscles. I felt wa­ter and eve­r­y­thing el­se be­gin to shoot out of me and in­to the drain.
 Ty­ro­ne must ha­ve re­al­ly li­ked that be­cau­se I could feel him get­ting hard in my mouth. He kept pushing all the way down in­to my thro­at un­til I’d start to gag, then he’d pull back out.
 I caught him loo­king at his watch and he said, “Ten mi­nu­tes.” I wasn’t su­re what he meant, but he kept fuck­ing my thro­at and I kept try­ing to push out the ene­ma. The smell was get­ting to me a litt­le though and I was gag­ging mo­re and mo­re. I star­ted to lo­se it.
 “Don’t throw up on my dick, pig. Use the drain.” I scoo­ted back­ward as fast as I could and the wa­ter and cof­fee ca­me up. He didn’t let me rest though. The mo­ment I stop­ped pu­king he grab­bed the sides of my head and put his cock back to my lips. “Open up!”
 I gas­ped for air and he pushed all the way down again. Long strands of spit we­re han­ging from my chin and run­ning down my neck and tits. My jaw was get­ting so­re again. It didn’t take long, con­si­de­ring how long I’d be­en suck­ing on him the night be­fo­re.
 We went for a few mo­re mi­nu­tes. I pushed out what I could and then he said, “De­ci­de, pig. Do we keep going and gi­ve you an­other bag, or are you spot­less back the­re?” That’s when I re­a­li­zed my di­lem­ma. I didn’t think I was was ‘spot­less’, but I wasn’t su­re how much lon­ger I could take his thro­at fuck­ing.
 I pau­sed and he loo­ked down at me, wai­ting for an ans­wer. “I should do an­other bag, Mas­ter.” He nod­ded and step­ped away to re­fill the bag. I wor­ked my jaw around, wi­ped up a litt­le spit and stret­ched my legs.
 He had me as­s­u­me the po­si­ti­on again. This time the wa­ter was a litt­le war­mer and some­thing about that ma­de it feel li­ke it was har­der to hold in. By the time the bag was em­pty, my sto­mach was mild­ly cram­ping. I had to let it go soon.
 Ty­ro­ne got me back down in front of his cock and said, “Back to suck­ing, pig.” I squat­ted and we star­ted all over. Thank­ful­ly, I’d thrown up most of the cof­fee and wa­ter so this time it was mo­re about dry hea­ving when his cock gag­ged me. I pushed out the wa­ter fas­ter this time and I was clea­ner.
 My thro­at was bur­ning a bit and my chest hurt from hea­ving so much. He loo­ked down at me and said, “Look up at me. I want to see your eyes whi­le my dick’s down your thro­at.” He put his hand on the back of my head and pushed him­self all the way in whi­le I strug­gled to keep eye con­tact. When my no­se tou­ched his sto­mach, he said, “Is your dir­ty white ass clean enough for this dick?” My eyes we­re wa­te­ring and he held my head the­re. I shook my head. I wasn’t su­re I’d even got­ten all of the wa­ter out of me yet.
 He let me go and we went an­other full round. He fil­led up the bag a third time, in­jec­ting me with a quart of hot wa­ter. This time though he ma­de me hold it in whi­le I ga­ve him head. He didn’t cram his cock down my thro­at this time, but just let me lick him and suck the head. If I would’ve gag­ged, I think I would’ve squir­ted that wa­ter out wi­thout being ab­le to help it.
 Af­ter about an­other ten mi­nu­tes, my jaw was aching, my gut was cram­ping and my knees we­re kil­ling me. He step­ped back, pul­ling that fat black cock away from me. “You’ve got fif­teen mi­nu­tes to em­pty that all out of you.”
 He left me the­re and went just out­si­de the main barn door to smo­ke a ci­ga­ret­te. I did my best to clean my­self out and when he ca­me back he as­ked me again, “You clean?”
 I nod­ded, “Yes, Mas­ter”. I wasn’t going to get any clea­ner. If a gal­lon of hot wa­ter wouldn’t do, nothing would.
 Sa­tis­fied with my re­spon­se, Ty­ro­ne re­at­ta­ched me to the wall and ho­sed me down again and scrub­bed me top to bot­tom. I was re­al­ly gra­te­ful that he went ea­sier on my ass this time. He let my dry off and stretch a litt­le.
 He took me over to a set of bars and cuffs, I’m not re­al­ly su­re what to call it, may­be a set of stocks? The­re was a cross bar for my neck. He pushed me down in­to it and lo­cked my neck in­to place. Alongsi­de that we­re spots for my wrists. He at­ta­ched them and then lo­we­red the who­le bar so that I was bent at an an­gle. The­re was a se­pa­ra­te bar for my an­kles. “Get up on the balls of your feet, pig.” I did and he rai­sed the bar and at­ta­ched my an­kles so that I was up on the balls of my feet and not ab­le to drop down if I wan­ted. My legs we­re spread a a few feet apart.
 Ty­ro­ne step­ped up next to me, his face clo­se to mi­ne. He put one hand on my ass and whi­s­pe­red, “You rea­dy to get your litt­le white ass fu­cked?”
 I nod­ded, ner­vous. “Yes, Mas­ter.” I couldn’t mo­ve at all and alt­hough I’d be­en tied up, I’d ne­ver felt qui­te so im­mo­bi­le or ex­po­sed be­fo­re. I was actu­al­ly scared and I was glad that my sto­mach was em­pty. He step­ped be­hind me and pul­led out his dick. He mo­ved right be­hind me and I felt my thighs qui­ver. My breath ca­me fas­ter. He put one hand to my hips and I could feel him gui­ding his cock bet­ween my legs. He let the head of it drift up against my la­bia.
 Then he stop­ped and ran a fin­ger over my pus­sy. “Litt­le pig is all wet.” I bit my lip in an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on. “Litt­le too wet.” What? He step­ped away from me, I couldn’t see whe­re he went.
 He ca­me back a few mi­nu­tes la­ter and step­ped up be­si­de me again. “You white pigs are all the sa­me. You stick out your ass, you spread your legs and you think you just get what you want.” He was circling me now. “I know you want this dick. I know it’s what you need. But you ha­ven’t ear­ned it.” Now I was get­ting re­al­ly ner­vous. “You gon­na earn it.”
 The flog­ger ca­me down on my back hard. I yel­ped in shock mo­re than any­thing. It ca­me down again. And again. I yel­ped each time. Af­ter the fourth time, he said, “No one can he­ar you but me. We gon­na be here un­til you scream for re­al. Don’t hold back, pig.”
 Ty­ro­ne certain­ly didn’t hold back on me. He let me ha­ve it with that flog­ger. This wasn’t gentle play. Yes, he built up to the har­der swings, and he knew ex­act­ly what he was doing. He mo­ved from my shoul­ders to my ass, then back to my shoul­ders. It went on and on. My yel­ps be­ca­me shouts. My shouts be­ca­me cries.
 It was a hea­vy black su­e­de flog­ger and eve­ry swing felt li­ke a lea­ther gloved punch. Pret­ty soon I was cry­ing even bet­ween swings and all of my pa­the­tic at­t­empts at begging him to stop see­med to just en­cou­ra­ge him.
 I wan­ted to curl up in a ball but the­re was no whe­re to go. I could swing my hips around a bit, but that was it. My who­le world see­med to just shrink down to that bea­ting, to the ex­pec­ta­ti­on of that next swing, to the hea­vy num­bing sting. If we had a safe word, I pro­ba­b­ly would’ve used it a do­zen times over. At le­ast, in my fe­ver­ed ima­gi­na­ti­on, I thought I would.
 I’m not su­re how much time pas­sed, but he even­tu­al­ly stop­ped. My brain was buz­zing and eve­r­y­thing felt sort of sur­re­al. I felt my brea­thing change, I star­ted to re­lax a litt­le. But he wasn’t do­ne. The­re was a crack against the back of my thighs and the most sea­ring, pier­cing pain I’d ever felt went up through me. He’d hit me with some sort of ca­ne. I couldn’t see it, but it felt li­ke it had cut right through the flesh on the backs of my legs. I wai­led so loud­ly that my thro­at hurt. “No mo­re! Ple­a­se, Mas­ter!” My eyes we­re al­most swol­len shut with tears.
 Ty­ro­ne step­ped clo­se to me and said, “You want to get fu­cked, right pig? You want this dick?”
 I nod­ded fee­b­ly and ba­re­ly re­mem­be­red to say, “Yes, Mas­ter.” Alt­hough at that point, I just wan­ted to go home, to hi­de in my tub.
 “Well then, ask me to hit you with this ni­ne mo­re times, pig. Ask li­ke you re­al­ly want it.” His breath was thick in my ear.
 I shud­de­red and shook. I sob­bed. I couldn’t get my mouth to make the sounds. How do you ask to be hurt li­ke that? How do you vol­un­teer for it? I didn’t even care about the fuck­ing any lon­ger, I just wan­ted the pain to stop.
 My face was red and swol­len with tears, snot run­ning down my no­se. It couldn’t ha­ve be­en pret­ty. He ma­de a dis­ple­a­sed noi­se and said, “If you don’t say it quick­ly, the of­fer chan­ges to twen­ty swings.”
 That hel­ped. “Ple­a­se, Mas­ter. Hit me with that ni­ne mo­re times. I want it.” Just say­ing that lie ma­de me start cry­ing all over.
 It must ha­ve be­en enough though. He step­ped back and ca­me at my thighs with that ca­ne ni­ne mo­re times, right in a row. I sup­po­se it hel­ped that they we­re in quick suc­ces­si­on. All I know is, the pain was so blin­ding that I thought I might faint. The who­le world was just a blur of pain.
 It took me a se­cond to re­a­li­zed that he’d go­ne through the ni­ne swings. I was still cry­ing and sha­king but it all see­med ve­ry remo­ved, li­ke I was wat­ching a mo­vie of my­self. He step­ped up clo­se to my ear and said, “Now you’re rea­dy to get fu­cked.”
 For the first time I could re­mem­ber though, I re­al­ly didn’t want to be. I was ex­haus­ted and in pain. The flog­ging and the ca­ning had taken so much out of me, I just didn’t feel li­ke I had any­thing left to gi­ve. My legs we­re sha­king and on fi­re from the ca­ning. My eyes we­re swol­len from cry­ing. I knew I must look li­ke hell. Then I felt his hands on me. He grip­ped my hips and mo­ved be­hind me. His de­ep voi­ce was ba­re­ly mo­re than a whi­s­per. “Tell me to fuck you li­ke a pig.”
 I had a hard time say­ing it. I wan­ted to beg him to let me rest. But I went ahead and said it. “Fuck me li­ke a pig, Mas­ter.” He un­zip­ped his pants and I could feel his hea­vy, hard cock mo­ve bet­ween my legs.
 Thank­ful­ly, he stop­ped and spread some lu­be on his cock be­cau­se I wasn’t ve­ry wet when he slip­ped in­to me. I let out a long ‘oh god’ as he pushed in­to my pus­sy. It see­med to just keep co­ming. I knew he was about se­ven in­ches or so, but it felt li­ke a foot of erec­ti­on for­cing its way in­to me.
 The parts of my bo­dy that we­re res­trai­ned, strug­gled. But my hips did what they al­ways do. They wel­co­med him, they ar­ched back and took him. I mo­ved against him in what litt­le way I could. He didn’t seem to care though. On­ce he was all the way in, his hands lat­ched down on my hips and he poun­ded in­to me li­ke he ha­ted me. I could feel his belt ban­ging in­to my ass eve­ry time he thrus­ted for­ward. I be­gan to cry out each time he slam­med in­to me.
 I’m not new to the ple­a­su­re and pain dy­na­mic. I know it and I li­ke it. But this was tough. It was far mo­re pain than ple­a­su­re. Yet, even whi­le he was being that bru­tal with me, I no­ti­ced some­thing. He was the har­dest I’d ever se­en him. No mat­ter what I did whi­le I was try­ing to gi­ve him head ear­lier or the night be­fo­re, he’d ne­ver be­en that hard.
 One thing I know. A man can be hap­py or un­hap­py when he’s soft, but if he’s hard, then you’re plea­sing him. In that small way, I knew I was doing some­thing right. In the midd­le of all that phy­si­cal pain I was en­du­ring, I was ab­le to get a litt­le sa­tis­fac­ti­on, kno­wing he was hard.
 We didn’t stay li­ke that for long. Af­ter on­ly a few mi­nu­tes, he ea­sed out of me and said, “That was for you. This is for me.” I heard some lu­be squirt and then he pushed two slip­pe­ry fin­gers in­to my ass­ho­le. “You’d bet­ter be clean, pig.” He wig­gled his fin­gers around de­ep in my ass and then slip­ped them out.
 I felt the head of his thick black cock sli­de bet­ween my ass cheeks and then he pushed the head in. I took a de­ep breath, ex­pec­ting him to slam in­to me. It was going to hurt. But he held back. He just stood the­re for a mo­ment, hard as a rock, the head of his cock just in­side my ass.
 I took an­other de­ep breath and re­la­xed a litt­le. He ea­sed for­ward in­to me then, stea­di­ly, slow­ly even­ly. It took him a good thir­ty se­conds to push all the way in­to me. I bit my lower lip and mo­a­ned a de­ep low sound. Again he stop­ped and just wai­ted and held still in my ass. I could feel my pul­se in my ass as my sphinc­ter held his cock tight­ly.
 Then he pul­led al­most all the way out and then back in, in one smooth mo­ve of his hips. “Is my pig rea­dy?” I nod­ded, ner­vous and sud­den­ly tur­ned on. He lea­ned over me, much of his weight sett­ling on­to my back. He cur­led one arm around my sto­mach and then he star­ted fuck­ing my ass, mo­ving his hips, clin­ging tight­ly to me.
 He kept going. He kept going. He stayed hard in me and his brea­thing was ra­pid and even. Eve­ry on­ce in awhi­le he’d whi­s­per, “Grab it, pig. Grab my dick.” He stop­ped on­ce to ap­p­ly mo­re lu­be. I was dry­ing out a bit back the­re.
 Some­whe­re along the line, I’d be­co­me arou­sed. I wan­ted to cum, I wan­ted him to touch my clit or let me touch it my­self. I wan­ted him to cum too. He must ha­ve sen­sed it. May­be I was ma­king mo­re noi­se or grin­ding or some­thing, I’m not su­re. But that’s when he stop­ped.
 He slow­ly ea­sed out of me. Then he wal­ked around to the front, grab­bed a small stool and stood up on it. His cock was right in my face now. “You ha­ven’t ear­ned my nut yet. You su­re as hell ain’t ear­ned the pri­vi­le­ge of get­ting off yo’self. You ha­ve ear­ned the pri­vi­le­ge of clea­ning my dick though. Spot­less.”
 It’s not li­ke I hadn’t do­ne that be­fo­re. I’d had a cock in my mouth that had be­en in my ass. But I’d al­ways do­ne it drunk or high or it had be­en Cla­rence. In the cold light of day, it certain­ly isn’t ap­pe­aling.
 On the other hand, I had to say, I re­al­ly had clea­ned my­self out re­al­ly well. When he pushed his cock for­ward and in­to my mouth, it was most­ly just lu­be. The lu­be was wa­ter ba­sed and actu­al­ly kind of sweet, so it didn’t bo­ther me at all. The rest, well, it was just me af­ter all. Plus, the­re’s a certain ‘dir­ty slut’ thrill you get from ha­ving a cock in your mouth that you know you’d just had in your ass. I actu­al­ly had to hi­de a smi­le whi­le I clea­ned him.
 Af­ter that, he took me out of the stocks. In­s­tead of put­ting me back in the ca­ge, had me lay down on the bed. My legs we­re sha­king as he hel­ped me in and I felt a litt­le diz­zy. He ca­me back with wa­ter, Ga­to­ra­de and some pills. “Here. Take the­se and rest.”
 “May I ask what they are, Mas­ter?” I was try­ing to stay away from har­der drugs.
 “Blue ones are Al­le­ve. For your back and legs. Keep the swel­ling down. Other one is a Xanax. Help you re­lax.” I swal­lo­wed them with some wa­ter and step­ped away in­to the ba­throom.
 When he ca­me back, he had a wet cloth in his hand. “Roll on to your sto­mach.” I did as he as­ked and then the­re was a cool cloth on my back. He was gent­ly wi­ping down all of the pla­ces he’d beat me. Sud­den­ly, I was cry­ing again. I didn’t know whe­re it was co­ming from but it was fier­ce and de­ep.
 “Sh­hh. It’s okay. You did good. You ma­de me ve­ry hap­py.” That ma­de me cry har­der. He didn’t call me ‘pig’ eit­her. He stro­ked my hair and con­ti­nued mo­ving the cool cloth around me. I baw­led the who­le time he wi­ped me down.
 Af­ter awhi­le, I could feel my­self fi­nal­ly co­ming down. Ty­ro­ne said, “Take a nap. Rest up. To­night we’re ha­ving din­ner guests and you’re going to cook for them.” I drif­ted off to sleep. Din­ner see­med a life­ti­me away.
 I slept hard. The bea­ting and the fuck­ing had taken a lot out of me. I’d taken the Al­le­ve and the Xanax and they’d hel­ped me re­lax enough that I was out for qui­te awhi­le. When I wo­ke, the­re was mo­re wa­ter and Ga­to­ra­de next to the bed, along with a small plate of sand­wi­ches, which I scar­fed down. I hadn’t had any so­lid food all day.
 The­re was a no­te with the sand­wi­ches that said that I was free to ro­am the barn as I ple­a­sed, but that I was to be clean and dry by four that af­ter­noon. I loo­ked at the clock and had an hour.
 My back and thighs we­re in bad sha­pe and I took mo­re Al­le­ve and drank a lot of wa­ter. I wan­de­red, stret­ched and tried to get my head around the bea­ting I’d taken. I was ve­ry mi­xed up about it. The­re’s no ar­gu­i­ng that it was in­ten­se, but in­ten­se doesn’t al­ways mean good. I wasn’t su­re I wan­ted to ha­ve that do­ne to me again.
 I en­ded up ha­ving to spray my­self with the ho­se and use the scrub brush on my­self, which I think is what Ty­ro­ne wan­ted me to do. I clea­ned my­self up and sat on the bed wai­ting for him. He sho­wed up prompt­ly at four.
 He wal­ked in and just star­ted tal­king, li­ke I was an em­ploy­ee at work. “To­night, my cou­sin and his fa­mi­ly are co­ming over for din­ner. You pro­ba­b­ly heard me tal­king to them last night on the way over. We stop­ped at their hou­se.”
 I re­mem­be­red him stop­ping and tal­king to someo­ne. I’d be­en in the trunk though and couldn’t see. “He’s brin­ging his wife and his three kids. You’re my date. You’re going to cook them din­ner and you’re going to be the per­fect litt­le hou­se slut. Un­der­stand so far?”
 “Yes, Mas­ter.” Alt­hough I was still a litt­le con­fu­sed. Thank­ful­ly, he con­ti­nued.
 “You’re not to let on that you’re here as a sla­ve. You’re not to let on that you’re mar­ried or be­long to Cla­rence. You’re just a sin­gle white wo­man, loo­king for a hus­band. You don’t ha­ve kids, you want me to gi­ve them to you. You’re quiet, obe­dient and do­me­stic. Un­der­stand?”
 “Yes, Mas­ter.” This would be ea­sy. I’d be­en play­ing hou­se­wi­fe most of my life.
 “If you get as­ked things, feel free to make stuff up. I don’t care. Just don’t get caught in a lie. You’ll we­ar this.” He tos­sed me a plain blue dress that had no cut or sha­pe to it. It loo­ked li­ke some­thing a six­ty year old libra­ri­an would we­ar. “No un­der­we­ar, no bra, no shoes.” I had to hold back a sigh. I wasn’t going to look ve­ry pret­ty.
 “An­other thing. My cou­sin and I al­ways stay up la­te play­in’ bo­nes. His wife will take the kids home at some point and he’ll tell her he’s stay­in’. We’ll play for awhi­le, you make us drinks, watch TV. At some point, I’ll pass out. I might be play­in’, I might not. On­ce I do, your job is to con­vin­ce Don­nie to fuck you.”
 He must ha­ve se­en the sho­cked look on my face. “We got a pro­blem?”
 “Um…No, Mas­ter. I’m just con­fu­sed.”
 “You don’t need to wor­ry about the how’s and why’s pig. Your pus­sy is for dick and I’m tel­ling you what dick is going in the­re. You fuck him right the­re on the couch. You let him cum in your pus­sy. I don’t care how you get it do­ne. Just get it do­ne.”
 “Yes, Mas­ter.”
 “Now get that dress on, get in the hou­se and get din­ner rea­dy. They’re here in 90 mi­nu­tes.” He wal­ked off. I put on the dress quick­ly and fol­lo­wed him back to the hou­se.
 Din­ner went well, if un­com­fort­ab­ly. Don­nie and his wife, Ce­le­ne, we­re po­li­te enough to me. The kids see­med ob­li­vious. They we­re 5, 7, and 9. The adults as­ked me ea­sy ques­ti­ons and the­re wasn’t a pro­blem. I felt so weird though being na­ked un­der that dress, ba­re­foot, with no makeup on. I know Ty­ro­ne wan­ted me to look that way though. It was rough.
 Ce­le­ne re­al­ly laid in­to Ty­ro­ne though. At one point she even said, “And what are you doin’ with a white girl?” She im­me­di­a­te­ly loo­ked at me and said, “Don’t take no of­fen­se, okay? I don’t ha­ve nothing against white girls. Ty­ro­ne’s just ne­ver be­en in­te­res­ted in one be­fo­re.” I could on­ly nod and smi­le and play along.
 The rest of the night played out li­ke Ty­ro­ne had said it would though. Eve­r­yo­ne ate, I played hou­se­wi­fe, Ce­le­ne and the kids left. Don­nie and Ty­ro­ne played do­mi­noes and drank whi­le I wat­ched TV. I was get­ting ner­vous though. I couldn’t tell if Ty­ro­ne was fa­king get­ting slee­py or not.
 They stop­ped play­ing to watch TV and in less than 10 mi­nu­tes, Ty­ro­ne see­med out. It was my turn. I was re­al­ly ner­vous. How the hell do you se­du­ce a guy that way? He’s mar­ried, your sup­po­sed boyfri­end is slee­ping on the other end of the couch. It’s nuts. I won­de­red if part of this game would be for Ty­ro­ne to wa­ke up in the midd­le of it, be mad at me and gi­ve me a bea­ting. That see­med li­ke­ly.
 I’d be­en sit­ting on the floor and I got up to sit bet­ween Ty­ro­ne and Don­nie. I could ha­ve snug­gled with Ty­ro­ne, but in­s­tead sat right in bet­ween the two, may­be just a litt­le clo­ser to Don­nie. He was still drin­king beer and I ho­ped he wasn’t so drunk that he couldn’t fool around. Don­nie wasn’t hand­so­me or ugly. I could tell he was re­la­ted to Ty­ro­ne. They we­re clo­se to the sa­me age, ear­ly 40s may­be, me­di­um build. He had mo­re hair than Ty­ro­ne did, a short neat Afro. He was pret­ty plain loo­king re­al­ly.
 I ma­de small talk for qui­te awhi­le. I didn’t want to be over­ly flir­ty and blow it. I kept wai­ting for any ope­ning and he fi­nal­ly ga­ve it to me. He said, “Ty­ro­ne the first bro­t­ha you be­en with?”
 I ga­ve him a slight grin and said that I’d be­en with one or two be­fo­re. He ran with it. “Oh, so you li­ke the dark meat, eh?”
 I ga­ve him my best bas­h­ful look and said, “Ha­ve you be­en with a white girl?”
 He got a wist­ful look on his face. “On­ce, about fif­teen years ago. I be­en mar­ried sin­ce I was twen­ty. Chea­ted on Ce­le­ne with a cute litt­le white thing I met at a gas sta­ti­on. Girl couldn’t seem to get enough.”
 It was now or ne­ver. “Wan­na re­li­ve it?”
 So, I’m a chea­ter. I cheat on my hus­band with Cla­rence and with all of the other men I’ve be­en with. It’s not a good thing. I don’t li­ke doing it. It’s not as bad as be­fo­re be­cau­se Da­vid knows now that I cheat. We ha­ve our ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ thing. But it’s not li­ke I’m to­tal­ly ho­nest with my hus­band about who I fuck or the fact that I love Cla­rence.
 Doing this with Don­nie was ma­king me feel bad for Ce­le­ne. I didn’t ha­ve any­thing against her and I wasn’t try­ing to screw her over. The­re was no avoi­ding it though, I was part of it. Still, if Don­nie said no right the­re, and stop­ped things, it would’ve en­ded and that would be that. In­s­tead, he said, “What about Ty­ro­ne?”
 I told him that Ty­ro­ne and I had just star­ted da­ting, we we­ren’t ex­clu­si­ve and that I wouldn’t tell if he didn’t. That was all it took. He pul­led me over on­to his lap, stradd­ling him, and we star­ted kis­sing. His breath ree­ked of beer and ci­ga­ret­tes and I was stone cold so­ber, but it still felt good to ha­ve a man’s hands on me.
 He kis­sed me hard and his hands mo­ved up my skirt, along my thighs, which hurt from the bea­ting, and then to my ass. I ground down against him and could feel his cock gro­wing in his pants. I loo­ked over and couldn’t tell if Ty­ro­ne was re­al­ly slee­ping or fa­king.
 “Take this off. I wan­na see them pret­ty white tit­ties.” He pul­led the dress over my head and bit down on one of my nipp­les. I stifled a mo­an and pushed my chest in­to his face.
 “Oh fuck, Don­nie, I want you in­side me.” I re­a­ched down and star­ted un­doing his pants.
 He stop­ped me though. “I ain’t got no rub­ber.” He loo­ked in­to my eyes.
 “I don’t gi­ve a fuck.” I went back to his pants and he didn’t stop me. The next shock was for me though. Don­nie’s dick was big. Re­al­ly big. In the dim light, I couldn’t be su­re, but it was pos­si­ble it was clo­se to 10 in­ches. I gul­ped hard, a ti­ny ball of fe­ar and lust de­ep down in my gut.
 He must ha­ve known I’d re­act that way be­cau­se he said ve­ry ca­su­al­ly, “Just take what you can, ba­by.” I got up on my knees and mo­ved over him. His cock was rock hard and I actu­al­ly had to bend it away from his sto­mach to line it up right. I was re­al­ly glad that Ty­ro­ne hadn’t over­ly pum­me­led my va­gi­na ear­lier that day and that Don­nie couldn’t see my back or thigh marks.
 I took a de­ep breath and slow­ly ex­ha­led and star­ted lo­we­ring my­self down on­to Don­nie’s gi­gan­tic black rod. I wasn’t sop­ping wet, but I was mo­ist enough that I wasn’t tea­ring or any­thing. Most black men are ‘abo­ve ave­ra­ge’, so I was used to ta­king a pret­ty de­cent girth and length in­side me. Still, the­re’s no way to just ram 10 in­ches in­to you. It’s al­ways a slow pro­cess and it ga­ve me time to warm up.
 Fi­nal­ly, about 8 in­ches in, I had to ea­se off. He had a slight bend to his cock and it was hit­ting in an odd spot. My legs we­re ti­red from ear­lier in the day though and ri­ding him was quick­ly ti­ring me out. I ga­ve it my best go though and star­ted mo­ving smooth­ly up and down on him.
 He loo­ked at me and the­re was this look in his face. It al­most ma­de me cry. It was the look of someo­ne who’s dy­ing of thirst and you’ve just gi­ven them a gi­ant bott­le of ice cold wa­ter. Li­ke I was some an­gel from hea­ven in­s­tead of just a slut­ty white wo­man. I guess he was re­al­ly hap­py.
 Don­nie got a gi­ant, shit ea­ting grin on his face as he grab­bed my ass cheeks. “Ho­pe you don’t ex­pect me to pull out ba­by, cau­se I’m gon­na blow up in you some­thin’ fier­ce!” He said the last part so loud that I had to look to see if Ty­ro­ne had ‘wo­ken up’. He was still out though.
 I kind of wan­ted to cum my­self. I was de­fi­ni­te­ly arou­sed. But my legs we­re kil­ling me and Don­nie was slam­ming that gi­ant cock of his in­to me hard enough that the slight bi­te of pain was kee­ping me from get­ting to clo­se to an or­gasm. I de­ci­ded to just let it go and gi­ve him his.
 When he ca­me, he wrap­ped his arms around me and bu­ried his face in my tits. He just held still, squee­zing me. I could feel his cock jer­king and throb­bing in me and he let out this long, slow, sa­tis­fied sigh. We held still li­ke that for awhi­le. He fi­nal­ly mum­b­led in­to my tits, “Damn, you white girls re­al­ly do li­ke the pipe.”
 I grin­ned and slow­ly clim­bed off of him, try­ing not to get any cum on the couch. I grab­bed a nap­kin and stuck it bet­ween my legs.
 Don­nie said good­bye, ga­ve me a kiss on the cheek and left. I went to the ba­throom to clean my­self out. When I ca­me back, Ty­ro­ne was wi­de awa­ke loo­king at me, stone faced. Had I fu­cked up?
 “You did good, pig. Damn good.” He smi­led at me and I couldn’t help but grin back. I clap­ped and let out a “Yay!” He wal­ked me back to the room and said, “You ear­ned the bed to­night, Pig. You’re going to be so­re to­mor­row, so no ca­ge to­night. Take mo­re Xanax and Al­le­ve. To­mor­row, you’re going to earn your re­wards.”
 The next mor­ning, I was so­re li­ke I’d ne­ver be­en. The welts and brui­ses loo­ked bru­tal on me. Ty­ro­ne wo­ke me and took me in the hou­se, na­ked. We ate break­fast most­ly in si­lence, whi­le he wat­ched TV. He did ask me how I li­ked fuck­ing Don­nie. I was ho­nest and told him that I felt a litt­le bad that he was mar­ried, that it was tough be­cau­se he was so big and I was so so­re.
 He nod­ded li­ke he un­der­stood. I felt li­ke the­re was a sto­ry the­re about why he wan­ted me to fuck Don­nie and why he ar­ran­ged it the way he did. But I de­ci­ded to let it go. Be­si­des, I knew Ty­ro­ne had big plans for me to­day, our last day, and I was al­rea­dy get­ting ner­vous.
 Af­ter a good break­fast and some cof­fee (ha­ve to ap­pre­cia­te a man that can cook), he took me back out to the barn. He hoo­ked me back up in­to the har­ness and then in­to a skirt and low cut hal­ter top. The har­ness was the sa­me one from the other day, lea­ther and com­fort­a­ble and it held two small dil­dos in­side me, one in my va­gi­na, the other in my ass. Af­ter I was dres­sed and and har­nes­sed up, he said, “Go put on some makeup. Just a litt­le though. Don’t go ma­king your­self look li­ke a who­re, pig.”
 I did as he told me and he ca­me back and got me a bit la­ter. Soon, the har­ness was wor­king its magic and I was wet and horny. I was re­al­ly ho­ping the­re would be some sex soon.
 In­s­tead, he took me in­side and had me clean his hou­se. I’m not kid­ding. He had me clean his fuck­ing hou­se. I was so an­gry with him that it was ta­king me all of my ener­gy to hi­de it from him.
 I clea­ned his kit­chen, his living room, his ba­throom. When we got to the di­ning room, he had me scrub the floor. I was doing my best to hi­de the scowl on my face when he ap­proa­ched me. “Gon­na ha­ve a vi­si­tor. I need my pig to go back in­to gir­l­fri­end mo­de, ya heard? He’s not gon­na be here long and you don’t ha­ve to fuck him or do any­thing el­se. Just pass your­self off as my gir­l­fri­end.”
 I nod­ded, still an­noy­ed. But he stop­ped me the­re and said, “In the mean­ti­me, suck my dick. Right whe­re you are.” I was on all fours on his floor and he un­zip­ped his pants and pul­led him­self out. “No hands, pig. You’ve be­en tou­ching all that clea­ning shit. Just your mouth.”
 He grab­bed the top of my head and slow­ly be­gan wor­king his cock in and out of my mouth. De­spi­te being mad, the har­ness had kept me arou­sed and I felt some of the an­ger eb­bing away.
 I was on­ly at it for a few mi­nu­tes though be­fo­re I heard the screen door open and the front door swing wi­de. Ty­ro­ne stop­ped me im­me­di­a­te­ly, li­ke he’d be­en caught doing some­thing he wasn’t sup­po­sed to, but his voi­ce was ca­su­al. “Hey pops!” He finis­hed put­ting away his dick as his fa­ther wal­ked in.
 I got up off the floor and straigh­te­ned my­self as best I could. Ty­ro­ne loo­ked ama­zin­gly li­ke his fa­ther who was still de­cent loo­king for his age. He eyed me up and down be­fo­re he said any­thing. “So, you the one da­ting my son, eh?”
 I nod­ded, “Yes, sir.” I ga­ve him a big smi­le. He was open­ly sta­ring at my tits.
 Ty­ro­ne jum­ped in. “Why don’t you go make us some cof­fee, ba­by?” Ty­ro­ne and his fa­ther went in­to the living room and I played sub­ser­vient gir­l­fri­end. This went on for a cou­ple of hours and I was get­ting even mo­re an­noy­ed. This isn’t how I wan­ted to spend my last day at all.
 Fi­nal­ly, his fa­ther left. Ty­ro­ne had me do the dis­hes and then he took me back out to the barn. He took the har­ness off along with the clo­thes and I felt odd being to­tal­ly na­ked again in that barn. It’s fun­ny how quick­ly we get used to being dres­sed.
 On­ce I was cuf­fed up to my clea­ning spot abo­ve the drain though, Ty­ro­ne went through a ra­di­cal change. “Do you think I couldn’t feel your at­ti­tu­de to­day, pig? Huh!?” I was cuf­fed with my hands over my head, fa­cing the wall. One hand rough­ly grab­bed my hair and he pul­led my head back. The other went around my thro­at and his face tow­ered over mi­ne. “It’s a god­damned pri­vi­le­ge to clean my fuck­ing hou­se, pig! It’s a pri­vi­le­ge to meet mem­bers of my fa­mi­ly! You tre­at it li­ke a god­damned hass­le! You think you’re too good to clean my hou­se? You too good for my fa­mi­ly? Is that it? Ans­wer me, pig!”
 I was sud­den­ly so scared that my blad­der was qui­ve­ring. I was pret­ty su­re I was going to piss my­self. His hand around my thro­at was tight. I gas­ped for air and at­t­emp­ted to ans­wer him. “I’m sor­ry, Mas­ter.”
 His re­spon­se was to spit in my face. It spray­ed over my eyes and no­se and drip­ped down my chin. I star­ted cry­ing. “You’re gon­na be sor­ry, Pig. You gon­na spend the rest of to­day let­ting me use your bo­dy any­way I want. That’s how you gon­na make it up to me. Isn’t that right? Tell me!”
 He let go of my thro­at and step­ped back. I slum­ped against my wrist shack­les, cry­ing. “Ple­a­se, Mas­ter. Use me. Any­way you want. I’ll make it up to you. Any­way I can.”
 Ty­ro­ne step­ped away, spray­ed me with the ho­se and we went through the clea­ning ri­tu­al. He scrub­bed me hard and the brui­ses and welts ached as he clea­ned me. I cried the who­le time. We went through all of the ene­mas again, the sa­me way we had the other day. I didn’t get choices though this time. He fil­led my ass with hot wa­ter over and over again, all the whi­le ma­king me cho­ke on his thick dark cock. I gra­du­al­ly stop­ped cry­ing and was forced to con­cen­tra­te on not thro­wing up and get­ting the wa­ter out of me. But I was in a da­ze at that point. Eve­r­y­thing see­med…derai­led.
 Af­ter he was sa­tis­fied I had a clean ass, he told me to lay back on the con­cre­te and spread my legs. I did, bra­cing my­self be­cau­se I knew what was co­ming. He stood a few feet away and spray­ed me right bet­ween the legs with that ho­se and I cried out. “Ple­a­se, Mas­ter!” I star­ted to bring my legs to­gether but managed to stop my­self.
 “Open your mouth, pig. Drink.” I ope­ned my mouth and he hit me in the face with the ho­se. I drank what I could. I’d thrown up a litt­le when I’d be­en suck­ing his cock and I’d be­en clea­ning his hou­se for awhi­le, so I actu­al­ly nee­ded some hy­dra­ti­on. But get­ting hit in the face with that ho­se was not a ple­a­sant way to get it.
 He had me dry off and then ga­ve me a ci­ga­ret­te and left me alo­ne in the barn for al­most a half hour. When he ca­me back, he ga­ve me a whis­key and told me to drink it all down im­me­di­a­te­ly. I did and said, “Thank you, Mas­ter.” I’d cal­med down a lot over the last thir­ty mi­nu­tes.
 He didn’t re­spond. Next he hoo­ked me up in­to the me­tal frame­work he’d had me in the other day. The wi­de lea­ther col­lar he put on me at­ta­ched to a bar at my neck and forced me to bend over at a ni­ne­ty de­gree an­gle. My wrists at­ta­ched to the sa­me bar. My an­kles at­ta­ched to a lower bar that had my legs spread and forced me up on the balls of my feet. He brought in a third bar that fit un­der my sto­mach and sup­por­ted me and ga­ve me some­thing to lean against, but al­so re­stric­ted how much waist mo­ve­ment I had.
 Ty­ro­ne didn’t was­te any time. He put a blind fold on me and I felt lu­be being squir­ted in­to my ass­ho­le and around my ass crack. He slip­ped two fin­gers in­to me and I squirmed on them. Then I felt some­thing being pushed in­to my ass that I couldn’t re­co­gni­ze right away. It took me a mi­nu­te to fi­gu­re out it was a spe­cu­lum. He pushed it in wi­thout sprea­ding the bars though.
 Then I felt a dil­do sli­de in­to my pus­sy. It must ha­ve be­en about six or se­ven in­ches. Enough to re­al­ly get my at­ten­ti­on, but not enough to hurt. I mo­a­ned loud­ly. “Shut up, pig. I don’t want to he­ar any sounds from you, un­less I ask for them, un­der­stand?”
 “Yes, Mas­ter.”
 Next he mo­ved around to my tits. He grab­bed at them rough­ly and pul­led on them, hard. He wasn’t te­a­sing me, he wan­ted to hurt me. I bit my lip to hold back a cry of pain. Then he at­ta­ched nipp­le clamps. They we­re cold and me­tal and I felt him tur­ning a ti­ny screw as they pin­ched tigh­ter and tigh­ter. I was brea­thing in short sharp gasps.
 Ty­ro­ne had to keep rein­ser­ting the dil­do and pushing the spe­cu­lum back in. I just couldn’t hold them in. I was get­ting slip­pe­ri­er all the time, de­spi­te my pain and an­ger. Af­ter the nipp­le clamps we­re on, he went back to the spe­cu­lum and be­gan not­ching it open. Pret­ty soon, I could actu­al­ly feel cool air blo­wi­ng across the in­side of my ass. It was a stran­ge and sca­ry sen­sa­ti­on.
 Then he slow­ly pul­led the spe­cu­lum and the dil­do out, care­ful­ly. He didn’t say any­thing, but left me blind­fol­ded and with the nipp­le clamps on. I’m not su­re how long he was go­ne. May­be five mi­nu­tes. Enough that I was get­ting ant­sy and ed­gy. My feet we­re get­ting ti­red, my waist, my neck, my wrists all hurt. I wan­ted out.
 I heard him co­ming up be­hind me. The­re was a pur­po­se in his stri­de. He step­ped up be­hind me and I could smell ci­ga­ret­tes. He’d be­en out smo­king. “I’ve cal­med down, pig. I’m not an­gry any­mo­re. But you still need to learn your place. I con­si­de­red gi­ving you some re­al pu­nis­h­ment and can­ce­ling a sur­pri­se that I’d had plan­ned for you. But I’m going to go ahead and gi­ve you your sur­pri­se af­ter I feel you’ve ear­ned it. Does that sound fair, pig?”
 “Yes, Mas­ter.”
 His hand ca­me down on my ass hard. Then again, on the other cheek. I couldn’t hold back a wail. My ass was still so ten­der from the bea­ting I’d taken on Fri­day. “Tell me why I’m bea­ting you pig!”
 I was cry­ing again. “Be­cau­se. I didn’t ap­pre­cia­te what you we­re let­ting me do, Mas­ter!” I got it out in one big run on word.
 “Mo­re!” He was hit­ting my ass har­der and fas­ter. The pain was sea­ring.
 “Be­cau­se I’m an un­gra­te­ful litt­le bitch! I think I’m en­tit­led! I think I’m bet­ter!”
 “And what are you re­al­ly, pig?” His hands we­re so hea­vy, so hard.
 “I’m just a pig, Mas­ter! I’m nothing!” And sud­den­ly in that mo­ment, I bro­ke. I re­al­ly bro­ke, emo­ti­o­nal­ly. I felt my bo­dy go limp, not li­ke I was fain­ting, but li­ke I was gi­ving up, or gi­ving in. I wasn’t play­ing the part of a sla­ve any lon­ger, I was one. It was stran­ge­ly re­li­e­ving and com­for­ting and alt­hough his hands hit­ting me still hurt li­ke hell, I sud­den­ly felt li­ke I de­ser­ved them. They we­re a re­ward, not a pu­nis­h­ment.
 Ty­ro­ne didn’t say any­thing el­se. He just kept hit­ting me and I kept ta­king it. Even­tu­al­ly, he ea­sed down and step­ped away. He ca­me back just mo­ments la­ter with cool wash clo­thes that he dra­ped across my ass cheeks. He left them on me for a few mi­nu­tes and then pul­led them off.
 Then I felt him step up be­hind me. I heard his pants un­zip and I felt him po­si­ti­o­ning him­self. When his cock slip­ped in­to me my who­le bo­dy shud­de­red. May­be this was shock. It su­re didn’t feel li­ke an or­gasm. I felt fresh tears star­ting to flow, not from pain but from some other place.
 Then I was su­re I was drea­ming or had fain­ted be­cau­se the­re was a hand on my head and I felt a cock at my lips. I ope­ned and it slid in. I was being fu­cked at both ends at the sa­me time. Wi­thout any war­ning or build up, I felt a hu­ge or­gasm be­gin to roll through my bo­dy. It was a good thing that I was being held by the res­traints be­cau­se the who­le world swam around and I pro­ba­b­ly would’ve hit the floor.
 The or­gasm was smooth and long and kept vi­bra­ting through my who­le bo­dy, all the way down to my to­es. Both men kept plun­ging in­to me and it was as though I’d be­co­me nothing mo­re than a wil­ling ves­sel for them. I un­du­la­ted each time they mo­ved in­to me.
 Ty­ro­ne and the other man pul­led out and swit­ched pla­ces. The man be­hind me slid ea­si­ly in­to my ass, his cock co­ve­red in my spit. I tas­ted my cum all over Ty­ro­ne’s cock. It was thick and sweet. He grab­bed my head and plun­ged de­ep. I gag­ged but I didn’t care.
 The man fuck­ing my ass was going in de­ep and slow­ly, pul­ling al­most all the way out in long even stro­kes. It ma­de me cum again. I al­most fain­ted that time. My head was swim­ming. What brought me out of it was Ty­ro­ne. “Are you rea­dy for your re­wards, pig?”
 I said in a drea­my voi­ce, “I’ve al­rea­dy got­ten them, Mas­ter.” The­re we­re laughs. Two laughs. I re­co­gni­zed the other laugh in­stant­ly. It was my own de­ar sweet Cla­rence that was fuck­ing my ass.
 “Oh my god!” I star­ted cry­ing all over again with joy. Both men be­gan fuck­ing me again and wi­thin mi­nu­tes, they’d both cum. Ty­ro­ne in my mouth and Cla­rence in my ass. When it was over, they both slow­ly un­hoo­ked me and Cla­rence pi­cked me up and car­ried me to the loft and put me in the bed.
 I wan­ted to cry, but in­s­tead I just laid against his beau­ti­ful big black chest and sig­hed, sha­king slight­ly. I feel as­leep. At some point, someo­ne wo­ke me up, ga­ve me some Al­le­ve, some­thing el­se and some whis­key to wash it down.
 When I wo­ke up again, it was night. Cla­rence and Ty­ro­ne we­re sit­ting on the ed­ge of the bed tal­king. Cla­rence loo­ked back at me. “Time to go home ba­by.” I nod­ded grog­gi­ly.
 Ty­ro­ne sur­pri­sed me by gi­ving me a gentle hug, “You’re wel­co­me back any­ti­me, litt­le pig.” I smi­led and nod­ded, still fee­ling ve­ry over­whel­med.
 Cla­rence held my hand back to the car, loa­ded me in and took me back to his place. I slept with Cla­rence that night and it was a hea­vy sleep that on­ly re­al­ly good drugs can gi­ve you.
 When I wo­ke up the next mor­ning, Cla­rence had go­ne but left a short no­te on his pil­low. It just said, “Well do­ne.” My heart felt li­ke it was fit to burst and at the sa­me time my guts and my brains we­re a chur­ning mess of emo­ti­ons.
 I wal­ked home, took some mo­re pain meds, clea­ned my­self up, then the hou­se. I ma­de din­ner that night for my fa­mi­ly. When Da­vid and I we­re alo­ne, I said, “Did you ha­ve a good week­end?” I knew he’d be­en off with a wo­man.
 “Ye­ah, it was fun.” The smi­le on his face told me he was tel­ling the truth.
 “You want a blow job?” I hadn’t plan­ned on as­king that. Da­vid and I hadn’t foo­led around in ages. I didn’t want to do it be­cau­se he was tur­ning me on. I just wan­ted to gi­ve.
 He had a stun­ned look on his face and nod­ded slight­ly. It on­ly took about five mi­nu­tes but I re­al­ly en­joy­ed doing it and I squee­zed his ass cheeks tight­ly as I swal­lo­wed what he had to gi­ve me.
 That night I went to sleep still so­re and ti­red, but with a hu­ge smi­le on my face.


Ni­ce Guys And Assholes
 Jes­si­ca
In my last post, I told you that John­ny hadn’t pu­nis­hed me yet for slee­ping with Tony. I wasn’t sup­po­sed to do that be­cau­se he was mar­ried. I’d al­so fu­cked him wi­thout a con­dom. Both not cool. John­ny fi­nal­ly ca­me up with his pu­nis­h­ment a few days la­ter. No sex at all for two weeks, in­clu­ding ma­stur­ba­ting.

I was mad, but I al­so knew he was tes­ting me and tes­ting how much he could trust me. I ma­de it through the two weeks, but damn it was hard to do.
 A few chap­ters back, my mo­ther al­so men­ti­o­ned a par­ty that we we­re all going to at­tend. The­re was some ten­si­on the­re. My mom and I ha­ve ne­ver be­en at a sex par­ty at the sa­me time or do­ne any­thing at the sa­me time in the sa­me place. The­re was going to be a good chan­ce we’d be seeing each other na­ked or see each other mes­sing around with a guy.
 It was bo­the­ring my mom mo­re than me. Ho­nest­ly, I think it might even be kind of hot to watch her fool around. Es­pe­ci­al­ly with Cla­rence. I mean, the first time I ever saw a blow job was her gi­ving one to Cla­rence years back. It was ama­zing.
 But I get it. I do. And I get that may­be it’s cros­sing a line we don’t want to cross. My mom, Cla­rence, John­ny and I all tal­ked about it and de­ci­ded that we we­re going to skip the par­ty and skip any fu­ture si­tu­a­ti­ons that in­vol­ve both my mom and I, for now. My mom see­med re­li­e­ved and John­ny did too. I think may­be John­ny is a litt­le frea­ked out by my mom. I’m not su­re. It wor­ked out for the best any­way. My mom got a cold that week­end and I was on my pu­nis­h­ment for slee­ping with Tony.
 So a cou­ple of weeks la­ter, John­ny told me he wan­ted to set me up with a guy. That doesn’t hap­pen of­ten as John­ny doesn’t ha­ve a lot of guy fri­ends. He told me that the guy was re­al­ly ni­ce, good loo­king and that he could see it tur­ning in­to a re­gu­lar thing pret­ty ea­si­ly. That soun­ded gre­at to me, as out­si­de of John­ny, I wasn’t re­al­ly get­ting much sex la­te­ly. John­ny and I play around a lot, but he’s not the type to do straight up hard fuck­ing ve­ry of­ten.
 I went out on a date with this guy, DeShawn. He’s just a cou­ple of years ol­der than me, cute, has a job, has some ni­ce fri­ends. John­ny told me that they used to go to school to­gether and that they we­ren’t re­al­ly fri­ends then, but met again la­ter through some work stuff and hit it off okay.
 DeShawn and I star­ted da­ting. It was al­most old fashio­ned. He took me to a mo­vie and din­ner. We kis­sed. DeShawn had spo­ken to John­ny about me and John­ny had told him that I ‘hung out’ with him and that was it. John­ny told me that it was up to me to ex­plain fur­ther if I wan­ted to. That con­ver­sa­ti­on, the one about being non-mo­no­ga­mous and kinky and being someo­ne’s pro­per­ty? It’s a hard one. I li­ked DeShawn. Not a lot, but I li­ked him enough to want to see him mo­re. I didn’t li­ke him enough to tell him the who­le truth though, right at the start.
 John­ny said it was okay to keep tho­se se­crets so long as DeShawn and I we­ren’t doing mo­re than just ca­su­al da­ting. If it went any fur­ther though, I owed him the truth. It was ma­king me feel re­al­ly awk­ward.
 But this who­le thing isn’t about DeShawn. It’s about Ran­dall. Ran­dall is a fri­end of DeShawn’s. Ran­dall knows me or at le­ast, he thinks he does. He’s the kind of ass­ho­le that’s heard ru­mors or one pie­ce of truth and then thinks he should change his na­me to Pro­fes­sor I Know You. He was a con­stant shit tal­ker. About eve­r­yo­ne.
 Ran­dall wasn’t su­per cute in the face but he was re­al­ly rip­ped. He was one of tho­se guys that’s at the gym eve­ry day and all of his tat­toos we­re plan­ned out to make su­re he loo­ked li­ke a a pro­per thug. He had the­se re­al­ly short dreads and went around wi­thout a shirt off whe­ne­ver he could.
 DeShawn was sort of fri­ends with Ran­dall. I wouldn’t say that they we­re tight. I’m not even su­re they had each others num­ber. But they hung in the sa­me crowd. I’d met Ran­dall on­ce or twi­ce and I heard things about him. I can’t say I had a good im­pres­si­on. He wasn’t serious trou­ble, li­ke Wes was, but his thug at­ti­tu­de wasn’t all po­stu­ring eit­her.
 Any­way, so DeShawn and I had a few dates. We had sex on­ce. It’s all pret­ty ca­su­al. I hadn’t told him about John­ny. The pro­blem with DeShawn was, that I was quick­ly fi­gu­ring out was that he was re­al­ly ni­ce. Don’t get me wrong, I li­ke ni­ce guys. But that’s what my boyfri­end John­ny is. A ni­ce guy. Get two ni­ce guys to­gether and nothing will ever hap­pen. If you’ve read any of my past stuff, you know I’m kind of drawn to the bad boys.
 So, DeShawn and I had run in­to Ran­dall twi­ce be­fo­re and he’d gi­ven me a litt­le shit about being a snow­bun­ny, a cho­co­la­te cha­ser, a sni­cker li­cker, all that shit. He ga­ve DeShawn shit too. Ap­pa­rent­ly, DeShawn had a thing for ni­ce girls, which I guess Ran­dall thought was some­thing to fuck with him about. I don’t re­al­ly get that, but what­ever.
 But it got all out of hand at a hou­se par­ty not long ago. DeShawn and I went to­gether. We got to par­ty­ing. I was loo­king for­ward to may­be get­ting his clo­thes off la­ter. We’d both had some to drink and some to smo­ke, but not a ton. I wasn’t was­ted at all.
 Ran­dall got my ear away from DeShawn and star­ted tal­king shit. How he knows I’m a slut, that I cheat on all my boyfri­ends, that I get pre­gnant eve­ry time a guy looks at me. It’s true that I’m a slut and ye­ah, I’m a to­tal snow­bun­ny. But the rest of that isn’t true. And when some guy is co­ming at you with that kind of stuff, it’s hard not to go off and start a bunch of dra­ma. But I didn’t want to ha­ve to ex­plain the who­le truth to DeShawn yet. So, I just wal­ked away from Ran­dall, told him to fuck off and hea­ded to the ba­throom.
 But he fol­lo­wed me, tal­king shit the who­le way. When we get to the door, I step in and start to clo­se it, but he puts his foot out. “We ain’t do­ne here.”
 He steps in­to the ba­throom and clo­ses the door and I say, “You can talk shit all you want, but I’m here to piss.” I wai­ted for a mo­ment to see if he’d call my bluff, but he didn’t so I threw up my hands. “Al­right. See if I gi­ve a fuck.”
 It was a ca­su­al par­ty and I was wea­ring sweats, snea­kers and a hoo­die. I pul­led down my sweats and un­der­we­ar and sat down on the toi­let in one smooth mo­ti­on.
 “I want you to stay the fuck away from Deshawn, bitch.” He was lea­ning against the ba­throom door and didn’t seem to care about me pe­eing.
 “Why? Why the fuck do you care?”
 “Be­cau­se he’s my boy and he can do bet­ter than your sor­ry ass.” He had a look of dis­gust on his face when he said it. “I don’t want no skank brea­kin’ his heart, ya heard?”
 I wasn’t re­al­ly bu­y­ing his who­le act. He didn’t re­al­ly care about DeShawn. I’d finis­hed pe­eing and I said, “DeShawn can make his own de­ci­si­ons.” I was just about to pull my sweats up when Ran­dall steps up and puts his foot down on my sweats at my an­kles. “What the fuck?”
 “Why don’t you help him make a de­ci­si­on?” He stood the­re, tow­er­ing over me in his track pants. As usu­al he wasn’t wea­ring a shirt and his ri­di­cu­lous­ly cut abs we­re in my face.
 “Get the fuck off my sweats, ass­ho­le.” I tried to pull my sweats up and my head en­ded up ban­ging in­to his crotch.
 “How about you suck my dick, bitch. You smo­ke this right and I won’t say nothin’ to D about it.” He pul­led out his dick and left it han­ging the­re in front of his pants. He wasn’t ful­ly soft or ful­ly hard, it was just han­ging the­re. Big and black and pret­ty.
 “The­re’s nothing to tell him about.” I loo­ked up at Ran­dall, try­ing not to sta­re at his dick.
 “I’ll just tell him you did. He’ll be­lie­ve me. Co­me on. You know you want to. I see it in your eyes. Put it in your mouth.” He had a smart ass grin on his face.
 The thing was, the mo­ment he step­ped up and pul­led out his cock li­ke that, I kind of for­got all about DeShawn. DeShawn was ni­ce, but I didn’t need ni­ce. I get ni­ce from my boyfri­end, John­ny. What I nee­ded was to be wan­ted. What I nee­ded was to feel li­ke I was being bad. Here it was, right in my face.
 I was loo­king up at him and his grin and I loo­ked down at his cock again. He wasn’t wea­ring un­der­we­ar. It was just han­ging in front of his pants. His balls too. He was an ass­ho­le, ye­ah. But he was right too. I grab­bed that thing and wrap­ped my lips around it.
 I put my mouth around Ran­dall’s dick and I knew right then that as much of an ass­ho­le as he was, he knew how to push my but­tons. I grip­ped the ba­se of his cock and damn was it ni­ce in my hand.
 “Oh, shit ye­ah,” he said, “Ima clean tho­se pipes out!” He stood the­re, with his hands on his hips, let­ting me blow him. He was kind of on the small to ave­ra­ge size for a black guy when I star­ted, but then he he be­gan to get big­ger. White guys tend to be re­al­ly small when they’re soft, but black guys tend to stay big­ger when they aren’t hard. At le­ast, that’s what it seems li­ke from my end of things. But Ran­dall was li­ke a white guy in that he was re­al­ly gro­wing a lot in my mouth. It was actu­al­ly re­al­ly hot.
 He still had his foot on my sweats, so I just sat on the toi­let seat, and su­cked su­cked him off. I was try­ing hard not to to­tal­ly trash my makeup or get drool on me, but it was get­ting mo­re and mo­re dif­fi­cult.
 Then someo­ne was ban­ging on the door. I star­ted to stop, but he put a hand on the back of my head, held me the­re and said, “Hold up! Fi­xin’ to finish!” Then he loo­ked down at me and said, “Let me get some of that thro­at bitch.” He pushed for­ward, I took a de­ep breath and he slid down my thro­at. All I could do was fo­cus on not gag­ging and pray that I wouldn’t throw up all over my­self.
 He held me the­re for a few se­conds, but his cock was get­ting so hard now that the bend in my thro­at was just too much. He had to pull out and I gag­ged. He slip­ped out of my mouth just as some vo­mit star­ted to co­me up. He step­ped back for a se­cond, I guess be­cau­se he thought I might throw up on him. But I swal­lo­wed down the vod­ka that ca­me up in­to my mouth and loo­ked back up at him. “Bring it,” I said to him. I was deter­mi­ned to get him off now.
 “Open your mouth, bitch. Stick out that tongue.” I did it and lea­ned for­ward. I didn’t want him to miss and shoot on my clo­thes. He jer­ked him­self off, ban­ging that se­xy black cock against my tongue. He shot and I managed to get al­most all of it in­to my mouth. I swal­lo­wed it all down as he tip­ped his head back and mo­a­ned, stro­king in­to my mouth.
 A cou­ple of drops got on my hoo­die though. My eye­li­ner was run­ning a litt­le. I wasn’t wre­cked, but I loo­ked li­ke…well, I loo­ked li­ke I’d be­en suck­ing dick. He wi­ped up his cock with a tis­sue, slip­ped it back in­to his track pants. Then he got that look of dis­gust again and said, “See, told you you was a nas­ty litt­le bitch. You don’t ra­te DeShawn.”
 “You fu­cker!” I stood up, pul­led my sweats up and star­ted to fol­low him out of the ba­throom. I loo­ked li­ke shit though and stop­ped my­self. When he step­ped out, I shut the door be­hind him and spent the next few mi­nu­tes fi­xing my makeup and get­ting the cum out of my hoo­die. I pop­ped some gum in­to my mouth.
 When I got clea­ned up as best I could, I hea­ded back out to the par­ty. I was loo­king for both DeShawn and Ran­dall, but I on­ly found DeShawn. He loo­ked pis­sed. “Someo­ne just told me you su­cked Ran­dall’s dick in the ba­throom!” He was shout whi­s­pe­ring at me and pul­ling me away from eve­r­yo­ne el­se.
 I didn’t ha­ve any good ex­cu­ses. I felt li­ke shit. DeShawn told me off, alt­hough being the ni­ce guy that he was, he didn’t even call me any na­mes that I may­be de­ser­ved to be cal­led. I left the par­ty fee­ling as­ha­med and em­bar­ras­sed.
 I told John­ny what hap­pe­ned, ex­pec­ting him to be an­gry, but he wasn’t at all. “I get it,” he said. “DeShawn was a ni­ce guy and you got a dir­ty stre­ak in you a mi­le wi­de, girl.” He hug­ged me and I felt so much bet­ter. “But you, and I guess Cla­rence, are gon­na ha­ve to be the ones to find tho­se hard nig­gas you seem to li­ke so much. I ain’t li­ke that. I ain’t got it in me.”
 But that just ma­de me love John­ny mo­re. I knew he was loo­king out for me. He would ne­ver ma­ni­pu­la­te me or fuck with my head. He had my back and I had his.
 A few days went by and I was still fee­ling re­al­ly bad about what hap­pe­ned with DeShawn. I kept thin­king I should text him and apo­lo­gi­ze. But then I get this text that just says, ‘how dem pipes’. I didn’t ha­ve the num­ber in my ad­dress book so I just said, ‘who is this’. He sends me back a pic of his cock and I re­co­gni­ze it in­stant­ly as Ran­dall’s.
 The mo­ment I loo­ked at that pho­to I got wet bet­ween my legs. Then I got kind of sad. Ran­dall was not a ni­ce guy and I knew I wan­ted him. I knew he’d fuck me. I knew he’d tre­at me li­ke shit. The­re would be dra­ma and bull­shit to deal with. The­re would be hot dir­ty sex. I ha­ted that I couldn’t say no to it.



You’ll Be Thin­king About Me
 Jes­si­ca
On­ce I re­a­li­zed that Ran­dall might not be a one time thing, I knew John­ny and I we­re going to ha­ve to ha­ve a talk. I’d al­ways ha­ve to be care­ful about my dad fin­ding out that I was da­ting black guys, but af­ter all that went down with my mom and Wes, we had to be even mo­re care­ful.

We stop­ped brin­ging guys back to our hou­se, just in case. I al­ways ma­de su­re they knew about John­ny so that they didn’t get any ideas about me being sin­gle or what­ever. But Ran­dall didn’t know any of that. He just thought I was some slut try­ing to hook up with DeShawn.

I tal­ked to John­ny about it and he said that this was the kind of si­tu­a­ti­on we had to pre­pa­re for. If I en­ded up seeing Ran­dall again, he was the type who might cau­se trou­ble. He left it up to me as to whe­ther or not I wan­ted that trou­ble.

Of cour­se, it wasn’t long be­fo­re I got that text from an un­fa­mi­li­ar num­ber and a pho­to of a dick that I re­co­gni­zed. I knew Ran­dall was a jerk and I knew it might be dan­ge­rous. But some­thing about tho­se thug boys just kept me co­ming back. I tex­ted him back af­ter he as­ked about ‘my pipes’ and said, ‘they’re doing just as fi­ne as the rest of me’, ho­ping that would be a lead he’d take.

But I got nothing back. I wai­ted. Fi­nal­ly, I as­ked him what he was doing that night. I got nothing. Did I want to cha­se this guy? I felt li­ke if I tex­ted him again he’d think I was a stal­ker. All I’d do­ne was suck his dick. He didn’t owe me any­thing. But damn, I wan­ted his at­ten­ti­on. I couldn’t be too ob­vious about it though. I didn’t li­ke play­ing games, but I felt li­ke we we­re al­rea­dy play­ing one whe­ther I li­ked it or not. And I was lo­sing.

I de­ci­ded to get in touch with the guy who’d had the par­ty whe­re I’d gi­ven Ran­dall that blow­job. He was ha­ving a get to­gether that Fri­day. I didn’t ask about Ran­dall but he said I should co­me. He al­ways li­ked ha­ving plen­ty of white girls show up at his par­ty.

I thought about dres­sing up to get Ran­dall’s at­ten­ti­on. In­s­tead, I went in a hoo­die and sweats again. I did my makeup ni­ce though and I think I loo­ked pret­ty cute. It was awhi­le be­fo­re Ran­dall sho­wed up and I’d got­ten my flirt on with a cou­ple of other guys al­rea­dy.

When he ca­me in, I felt my heart ra­te start ra­cing. He was cute…no, he was hot, most­ly it was his bo­dy. And he had this at­ti­tu­de li­ke he was going pla­ces. I li­ked it. John­ny has a lot of con­fi­dence, but it’s bu­ried un­der­neath. You ha­ve to look for it. With Ran­dall, he wa­ved his con­fi­dence around li­ke no one I’d ever met.

We ma­de eye con­tact when he ca­me in, but he loo­ked away and blew me off for awhi­le. La­ter, I was over on the side of the hou­se with a cou­ple of girls, tal­king shit and ha­ving a ci­ga­ret­te. Ran­dall ca­me around the cor­ner and said, “Why don’t you gi­ve us a few, aight?” to the other girls. They shrug­ged and left us and the mo­ment they we­re around the cor­ner, Ran­dall was all over me.

He pushed me up against the side of the hou­se and kis­sed me hard. He left my arms free, but he got the rest of my bo­dy to­tal­ly pin­ned. His lips pres­sed so hard against mi­ne they we­re pin­ching my lip. It was sur­pri­sing and se­xy and pain­ful all at the sa­me time.

I managed to half­way get in a ‘what the fuck’ whi­le he was kis­sing me and he stop­ped, still hol­ding me against the wall. “What do you mean, what the fuck? Don’t act li­ke this ain’t ex­act­ly what you want.”

I couldn’t think of what to say. I went with my safe spot. “I ha­ve a boyfri­end. His na­me is-”
 “What the fuck are you doin’ here with me if you got­ta man? He don’t tre­at you right? He don’t take care of that pus­sy? What?” He wasn’t straight up an­gry, but he had me mo­re than a litt­le ner­vous.
 “No. He takes care of me…we just…” Damn, it was hard to do. “He’s okay if I fool around with other guys.”
 “What?” He laughed and step­ped away from me for a se­cond. “You got­ta be fuck­ing kid­ding me. You ain’t got no man. I don’t know what you got, but you ain’t got no man. I’ma show you what I’m tal­king about.”
 Then he was on me. He mo­ved so quick. One hand went to my neck and pushed me back up against the wall. He wasn’t cho­king me, re­al­ly. Just for­cing me against the wall and for­cing me to hold still. His other hand went bet­ween my legs. He mo­ved it right down my sweats and my pan­ties, pul­ling them a few in­ches down so that my ba­re ass tou­ched the side of the hou­se.
 He pushed his midd­le fin­ger straight in­to my pus­sy and I tried to suck in a full breath as he wig­gled it de­ep in­to me. His palm pres­sed up against my clit. He mo­ved next to me and said in a dead serious to­ne, “Feel my dick, bitch. Grab it through my pants.”
 Ran­dall was wea­ring track pants and a white tank top. I re­a­ched out and grab­bed bet­ween his legs and felt his cock dan­g­ling the­re against his thigh. It wasn’t to­tal­ly soft and I could tell by the way he was han­ging that he didn’t ha­ve un­der­we­ar on.
 “You feel that?” I nod­ded. “That’s a re­al man’s dick. I don’t know what you think you got but sin­ce you here tal­kin’ to me, I can tell you ain’t got no re­al man.” He wig­gled his fin­ger again, grin­ding his palm against my clit even mo­re. My knees we­re sha­king.
 “Yo pus­sy tel­ling me that you want a re­al man in­side you. That right? You loo­king to get fu­cked by a re­al man?” I clo­sed my eyes and he­si­ta­ted. It see­med li­ke any ans­wer I ga­ve to him was a slam on John­ny. I was fee­ling as­ha­med.
 He ground his hand around even mo­re and I couldn’t help it. I let out a mo­an. “Yes,” I said, try­ing not to make my­self feel wor­se by ad­ding any­thing el­se. He tigh­te­ned his grip on my neck and lea­ned in even clo­ser. I could feel his ama­zin­gly rip­ped chest pres­sing against mi­ne.
 “I don’t think you can hand­le a re­al nig­ga. I think you just some litt­le skanky ass hood rat that thinks she can step up. Is that what you are, white girl?” I felt a line of wet­ness run down my thigh. I could feel his cock get­ting har­der. I would ha­ve fu­cked him right the­re on the side of the hou­se if I could ha­ve.
 “Ans­wer, me bitch. You a stu­pid litt­le hood rat?” I shook my head no. “I think you are. Fuck­ing around on yo man. Suck­in’ my swi­pe in this here ba­throom. Sounds li­ke a hood rat to me.” He loo­ked me up and down with a dis­gus­ted look on his face. “I bet if this here fin­ger we­re my dick, you’d be cum­min’ all over it.” He wig­gled it again and pushed his palm in against me in a slow circle. “Wouldn’t you?”
 That was all it took. I star­ted cum­ming. Whi­le I was squee­zing my eyes shut tight and try­ing to mo­an with his hand still on my thro­at, my legs we­re sha­king against his hand, he said, “Don’t look li­ke your man is ta­kin’ care of busi­ness from here.”
 The mo­ment I star­ted to co­me down, he pul­led out his hand and wi­ped his fin­ger on the in­side of my hoo­die. I lea­ned against the wall and put my hands on my knees to stea­dy my­self.
 He star­ted to walk off and I cal­led af­ter him. “You don’t know me. You got me all wrong.”
 “Ye­ah, what­ever.” He wal­ked around the cor­ner.
 I fol­lo­wed him in a few mi­nu­tes la­ter but he was al­rea­dy tal­king to an­other girl li­ke he hadn’t just be­en fin­ge­ring me twen­ty feet away. She was re­al­ly pret­ty and I avoi­ded them both.
 La­ter that night as I craw­led in­to bed, he tex­ted me. “Next time u fuck him u be thin­kin bout me”. He was right.


Li­ke A Vi­ce Grip
 Jes­si­ca
I’ve be­en with a lot of guys. I’m cool with that. I don’t mind being cal­led a slut be­cau­se, well, I am. Li­ke I said, I’m cool with that. I’ve ne­ver had a pro­blem get­ting a guy’s at­ten­ti­on and most of the time with black guys you know right away if they’re in­to you.

That’s what ma­de things with Ran­dall so hard. The less he wan­ted me, the mo­re I wan­ted him. He was the kind of guy that I knew was going to fuck with my head, make pro­blems for me and my boyfri­end John­ny. Still, the mo­re he shot me down, the mo­re I nee­ded to be with him.

John­ny didn’t seem to care one way or an­other. That actu­al­ly kind of pis­sed me off. I wan­ted him to care. I wan­ted him to know how hot I was for Ran­dall. Ran­dall said that any man who didn’t care if his girl slept around was no man at all. The worst part of hea­ring that was that may­be a small part of me thought he was right.

I tex­ted Ran­dall. “Let’s hang”. He tex­ted back about an hour la­ter. “Y tf would I want to hang wit u?” I wouldn’t gi­ve up. I tex­ted him again. “bc we’ll ha­ve fun. Trust me.” He didn’t text back. I wai­ted.

The next day he re­spon­ded. “hang wit us to­mor­row night.” He sent me an ad­dress I gues­sed was his. I was sup­po­sed to get to­gether with John­ny, but I can­ce­led plans and told Ran­dall that I’d be the­re.

I’m su­re he ex­pec­ted me to dress all slut­ty so I de­ci­ded to dress ca­su­al. I threw on sweats and a hoo­die and didn’t even do much makeup out­si­de of some eye­li­ner and some lip­stick. I bus­sed over to his neigh­bor­hood, which was the By­wa­ter. He had a shot­gun apart­ment that he shared with his room­ma­te.

It was just the two of us the­re though and he was actu­al­ly acting kind of ni­ce to me. And damn he was loo­king fi­ne too. Some guys with dreads let them get nas­ty but his we­re tight and clean and short. He was wea­ring a su­per thin white tank top and I could see eve­ry muscle on his chest. Ran­dall was the phy­si­cal op­po­si­te of John­ny in the bo­dy de­part­ment.

He was drin­king straight gin, say­ing that other al­co­hol had too ma­ny ca­lo­ries. He ga­ve me a 40 and we lit up a joint and played some Xbox for a bit. He’d said some­thing about other peo­ple co­ming over, but it was just us for awhi­le. I got flir­ty with him, tou­ching his arm when I got the chan­ce, let­ting my leg rub up against his. I ma­de su­re he knew whe­re I was at.

We had the game on pau­se and we we­re ta­king a hit off of a joint when he mo­ved on me. He ex­ha­led in­to my mouth and let it turn in­to a slow kiss. He un­zip­ped my hoo­die and his hands went in­side my shirt. He squee­zed my tits hard and said, “Get that bra off, girl.” I un­hoo­ked it and I was going to take off my shirt too, but he stop­ped me. In­s­tead I en­ded up slip­ping my bra off and out from un­der my shirt.

We went back to ma­king out with his hands on my tits un­der my shirt. “You get­tin’ my dick all hard,” he grow­led in­to my ear. I re­a­ched down and felt that beau­ti­ful cock in his pants. It was get­ting hard against his thigh and I wan­ted it so bad. I wan­ted to just te­ar his pants off and at­tack him, but I held back. Guys li­ke Ran­dall want to be in char­ge, so I let him be.

But just when I thought we we­re going to start get­ting na­ked, his room­ma­te ca­me home. Ran­dall pul­led his hands out of my shirt and acted all ca­su­al, li­ke nothing was going on. I wasn’t su­re what was going on, but I played along. His room­ma­te, Mikey, wasn’t alo­ne eit­her. He brought a girl in with him and I re­co­gni­zed her. She was the blon­de from the par­ty that I’d se­en Ran­dall tal­king to. What the fuck was going on?

We all kind of hung out for awhi­le, smo­ked up and drank. Played some games. I didn’t li­ke the girl, Court­ney, and she didn’t li­ke me. I’ll be ho­nest, she was pret­tier than me. That’s part of why I didn’t li­ke her. Don’t get me wrong, I’m se­cu­re in how I look. I don’t mind ad­mit­ting when a girl is pret­tier than me. But Court­ney knew she was and she acted li­ke it. Li­ke her shit smel­led li­ke la­ven­der or some­thing.

I was try­ing to re­lax and ha­ve some fun. But when I star­ted to act a litt­le flir­ty with Ran­dall, he as­ked to talk to me out­si­de. He took me out on the porch and said, “Loo­ka here. You wan­na get with me, right?” I shrug­ged. “Well then you got­ta hook up my boy, Mikey. He don’t land too ma­ny snow­bun­nies.”

 “What? You want me to fuck Mikey? What about Court­ney?”
He laughed and said, “Shit. Court­ney wouldn’t get ne­ar Mikey. It ain’t li­ke that with her.”
 “This is bull­shit.”
 He frow­ned and step­ped up to me. “You ain’t got­ta do shit. Walk away. But if you wan­na make time with me then you got­ta show some re­spect to my boy. Your play. In or out.” Ran­dall shrug­ged tho­se big shoul­ders of his at me and the­re was a gle­am in his eye. He didn’t wait for me to ans­wer. He just wal­ked back in.
 “Fuck it,” I said to my­self and wal­ked in af­ter him. Court­ney and Ran­dall wal­ked in­to the kit­chen to­gether and I sat down on the couch with Mikey and star­ted chat­ting. He wasn’t aw­ful. In fact, he had a cute smi­le. But he was skin­ny as all hell. So skin­ny that even when he was to­tal­ly dres­sed, he al­most loo­ked li­ke he was sick. It didn’t seem li­ke drugs, he was just one of tho­se guys that was su­per thin.
 I ga­ve my best at­t­empt at fa­ke flir­ting with him. I won­de­red if he knew Ran­dall had put me up to this. May­be it was bet­ter for me if I didn’t know. We ma­de out on the couch for awhi­le and thank­ful­ly he was a de­cent kis­ser. I even managed to feel my­self get­ting a litt­le tur­ned on again.
 It was just Mikey and I in the living room af­ter awhi­le and we we­re ma­king out on the couch, me on top of him, rub­bing my tits all over his chest. He squee­zed my ass and I could feel him get­ting hard in­side his jeans. “Let’s go back to my room, ba­by.”
 He took me by the hand and wal­ked me back through the shot­gun. When we got to the kit­chen, I could he­ar them. Court­ney and Ran­dall fuck­ing. It ma­de me kind of sick to my sto­mach. It was a shot­gun apart­ment so we we­re going to ha­ve to walk through the room they we­re fuck­ing in.
 Ran­dall had Court­ney on all fours and they loo­ked ri­di­cu­lous­ly hot to­gether. She was na­tu­ral­ly light blon­de with pret­ty light­ly tan­ned skin. Her tits we­re smal­ler than mi­ne but way mo­re firm. She had long legs and a tight round ass. She was prac­ti­cal­ly a mo­del.
 Ran­dall was loo­king just as good. I wat­ched his ass muscles flex and that beau­ti­ful black cock going in and out of her. She was down on her el­bows, her forehead in her hands. When we step­ped in to walk through, Ran­dall said to Mikey, “Damn Mikey, she got a pus­sy li­ke a vi­ce grip, bro.”
 Court­ney loo­ked at me. She was bi­ting her lip. I knew that fee­ling. He was de­ep in her and she was loving it. She didn’t out­right grin at me but the­re was this look on her that said, ‘I’m get­ting this and you aren’t.’ I wan­ted to kick her.
 Mikey and I kept going and we got back to his room and clo­sed the door. I strip­ped down for him and then took his clo­thes off. It was tough. I was so an­gry and jea­lous at that point. When he was na­ked, I had him sit on the ed­ge of the bed and I ga­ve him head.
 His cock wasn’t hu­ge, it was ba­re­ly ave­ra­ge, but I tried to fo­cus on him and not the noi­ses I could still he­ar from Ran­dall’s room. Mikey must ha­ve li­ked my head be­cau­se he got re­al­ly hard, re­al­ly fast. He slip­ped on a con­dom and got me on all fours. I was ex­pec­ting him to cum quick­ly but he actu­al­ly managed to get a good rhythm going for qui­te awhi­le.
 He’d be­en si­lent most of the time we’d be­en mes­sing around, but af­ter about ten mi­nu­tes of fuck­ing he star­ted to open up. “Gim­me that litt­le white pus­sy, ba­by. Ran­dall said you we­re a nas­ty bitch. He ain’t ly­in.” His hands we­re clut­ched on my hips and he was slap­ping in­to me pret­ty hard. Some­whe­re along the line I’d actu­al­ly got­ten tur­ned on. Then in­spi­ra­ti­on hit me. “Oh, fuck, Mikey. Fuck me! Fuck me! I’m gon­na cum ba­by! Nail that pus­sy!” I star­ted get­ting lou­der and lou­der and the mo­re I did, the mo­re I managed to sort of trick my­self in­to a re­al or­gasm. I didn’t even ha­ve to fa­ke it. I ca­me re­al­ly loud­ly. I wan­ted to make su­re Ran­dall and Court­ney both heard it.
 Mikey ca­me short­ly af­ter that and we both drop­ped to the bed in a light sweat. I took a de­ep breath and re­la­xed a litt­le. Then I heard Court­ney cum. She wai­led and sc­re­a­med. At first I thought she was fa­king, but it was too cra­zy soun­ding to be fa­ke. Awhi­le went by and she did it again.
 They went on an­other thir­ty mi­nu­tes and I fi­nal­ly couldn’t take it any­mo­re. “I got­ta jam.” Mikey nod­ded. Thank­ful­ly he didn’t ask for my num­ber or any­thing. I didn’t want to ha­ve to deal with that too. I threw on my clo­thes and hea­ded out. I went through Ran­dall’s room as quick­ly as I could, but I still saw.
 He was sit­ting on his bed on his knees, his ass to the bed. She was stradd­ling him, her arms around his neck, grin­ding down on him. They we­re both co­ve­red in sweat and the room was thick with the smell of fuck­ing. I wan­ted to throw up. They eit­her didn’t see me or pre­ten­ded not to.
 I hur­ried out and went home. John­ny tex­ted me la­ter, but I didn’t ans­wer him back. I’d just tell him la­ter that I’d fal­len as­leep.


Twi­ce His Age
 Ka­te
Cla­rence and I ha­ve a ge­ne­ral ru­le. It’s not writ­ten in stone or any­thing, but he’s ma­de it pret­ty cle­ar. Any­ti­me I’m in his home, I’m sub­ser­vient to him first and then eve­ry other black man in his place.

It had ne­ver re­al­ly co­me in to play in the time I’d known him un­til a this in­ci­dent. For the most part, Cla­rence is al­ways the­re when I’m the­re so the idea of being un­der an­other man doesn’t co­me up. But that chan­ged when Cla­rence as­ked me to co­me over to his hou­se a few times whi­le he was out of town.

He’d ne­ver as­ked that be­fo­re and I know Cla­rence. He didn’t just want me to do a few cho­res around his hou­se. Sex would be in­vol­ved. I just didn’t know how. He ga­ve me time frames that he wan­ted me to be at his place and a list of things that he wan­ted me to do. I’m not much for just doing hou­se­clea­ning for a man just be­cau­se he asks me to. I’m not a pusho­ver. But Cla­rence didn’t ask this kind of thing of me of­ten and li­ke I said, I knew he was up to mo­re than just me clea­ning for him.

The first day, I spent about an hour over at his place in the ear­ly af­ter­noon. Nothing hap­pe­ned out­si­de of me doing some clea­ning and wat­ching some HBO. The se­cond day though, the­re was a knock on the door. When I loo­ked through the pee­pho­le, I got a sur­pri­se. It was a young guy that I’d be­en with one time du­ring a gang­bang na­med Lil T. Strict­ly spea­king, he wasn’t part of the gang­bang. He’d wat­ched part of it though. La­ter, I took his vir­gi­ni­ty (the full sto­ry for that is in In Spa­des) and as far as I know, is that on­ly guy I’ve do­ne that with. Fur­ther­mo­re, he was an ac­quain­tan­ce of my daugh­ter, alt­hough as far as I know, he didn’t know she and I we­re re­la­ted and they hadn’t se­en each other in years. I wasn’t po­si­ti­ve, but I was pret­ty su­re he was a se­cond cou­sin of Cla­rence’s. If he was here though, it meant Cla­rence thought it was okay.

He was a litt­le dif­fe­rent sin­ce I’d last se­en him. It had be­en awhi­le. He’d grown out his Afro even mo­re and he’d put on a litt­le mo­re meat to his slen­der frame. But he still had this char­ming bright smi­le and his hands sho­ved de­ep in­to his hoo­die po­ckets, li­ke he was a litt­le shy still.

I in­vi­ted him in and ga­ve him a hug. “You here to see Cla­rence?” “I’m here to see you.” He sat down on the couch.
 I wasn’t re­al­ly dres­sed to im­press. I was just in a sim­ple dress I’d worn

to clean in. I was ba­re­foot and not wea­ring any makeup, but he was loo­king at me with that look. He wan­ted me. I tried to play ca­su­al, but I’d al­rea­dy got­ten that ti­ny litt­le ball of ex­ci­te­ment in me. “Oh ye­ah?”

“Ye­ah,” he got kind of a ca­su­al sly grin on his cute face. “I ran in­to Cla­rence awhi­le back and we got to tal­king. At one point, he sho­wed me a pic­ture and I bus­ted up! I was li­ke ‘Damn C, I got with her last year!’ And he as­ked me if I wan­ted to again. Here I am.”

I smi­led at him. “Oh, I see. You just or­de­red me up from Cla­rence? You want a beer?” I wal­ked in­to the kit­chen when he nod­ded.
 “Cla­rence told me what was up. Told me when to co­me over. When you’d be here. He said you s’po­se to do what I tell you to.”
 I ca­me back in­to the living room and han­ded him his beer. When I loo­ked down, he was pul­ling his dick out of his jeans and it was al­rea­dy rock hard. His hand was wrap­ped around the ba­se and he star­ted pul­ling on it light­ly. I gul­ped.
 He grin­ned up at me and said, “So, what you say? Wan­na tas­te?”
 I still felt a litt­le weird about him being so young. He couldn’t be mo­re than 19. But he had a beau­ti­ful cock and I hadn’t had sex in a week or lon­ger. The­re was al­so Cla­rence’s ru­le to con­si­der. I was sup­po­sed to do any­thing a man un­der Cla­rence’s roof as­ked me to.
 I pushed the cof­fee ta­ble back, got on my knees, grab­bed the ba­se of his cock and went to town on his shaft. He was may­be se­ven in­ches and so hard that I couldn’t get mo­re than about half­way down on him be­fo­re his head was jab­bing me in the top of my thro­at.
 But he didn’t last long any­way. I star­ted tas­ting pre-cum re­al­ly quick­ly. He pushed me off and said, “Hold up, I don’t wan­na bust my nut too fast.” Whi­le he pul­led out a con­dom, I star­ted fee­ling bad at how un­pre­pa­red I loo­ked and felt. I had no makeup on, I was dres­sed for clea­ning hou­se. I was twi­ce his age. The on­ly re­a­son I wasn’t ha­ving a serious con­fi­dence cri­sis was that he was so hard I thought he’d just explo­de right the­re on the spot.
 Lil T was in a hur­ry. He had me stand and face the couch whi­le he got be­hind me. He hi­ked up my dress and said, “Bend over. Ni­ce. No un­der­we­ar.”
 “Cla­rence doesn’t want me wea­ring un­der­we­ar whi­le I’m here un­less he tells me to.”
 “Works for me.” He pushed his con­dom co­ve­red cock bet­ween my legs, but I was still so dry on the out­si­de that nothing hap­pe­ned. He just stop­ped.
 “Sor­ry. This is all a litt­le sud­den.” I spit on my hand and rub­bed my lips a litt­le and then tur­ned around and spit on his cock. He tried again and this time managed to get in­to me. The­re wasn’t much subt­le­ty to his fuck­ing. He just poun­ded in­to me, hard. Thank­ful­ly, his cock was a won­der­ful size and sha­pe and I’d al­rea­dy be­en pret­ty horny. I lu­bed up enough that I star­ted get­ting in­to it af­ter a few mi­nu­tes.
 We chan­ged up so that I was sit­ting on the couch with my ass right at the ed­ge. He pul­led off his big t-shirt and took his pants all the way off. I pul­led my dress off over my head and threw it to the floor. He lif­ted my legs from un­der my knees and slid back in­to me. Now I was re­al­ly get­ting in­to it and he re­al­ly see­med to get off on the noi­ses I was ma­king.
 Af­ter the blow job, I fi­gu­red he would cum fast, but he didn’t and we kept at in that po­si­ti­on for awhi­le. It felt so damn good and we we­re both wor­king up a sweat. I could smell his sweat and my pus­sy. He lea­ned in an kis­sed me and then slo­wed down for a se­cond, al­most co­ming to a stop in­side me. “I know your na­me’s Ka­te. I don’t know your re­al last na­me. But…” He couldn’t look me in the eye. “You cool if I call you Mrs. Bar­row?”
 “I..um, su­re.” It hit me then that whoe­ver Mrs. Bar­row was, he had a thing for her. Pro­ba­b­ly a te­a­cher or some­thing. “You want me to call you some­thing?”
 “An­thony.” He star­ted fuck­ing me again, but his rhythm was to­tal­ly dif­fe­rent. The fact that he was using me to fan­ta­si­ze about someo­ne el­se was sud­den­ly a hu­ge turn on and I felt my­self change the way I was fuck­ing too.
 I pul­led him down on top of me, clut­ched his back and said, “Fuck me, An­thony. I want it so bad.”
 He didn’t last long af­ter that. When he ca­me he bu­ried his face in my neck and said, “Damn, Mrs. Bar­row. I’ve be­en wan­tin’ that for a long time” I held him the­re for a mi­nu­te, then he slip­ped out of me.
 I care­ful­ly pul­led the con­dom off of him and he got dres­sed and left.
 The­re was one other day I was sup­po­sed to go to Cla­rence’s and clean. Lil T sho­wed up again around the sa­me time. I didn’t ask him who Mrs. Bar­row was, but I took a chan­ce and had dres­sed up a litt­le mo­re be­fo­re he ca­me over. I didn’t go for straight up school te­a­cher, but I put on some­thing that would ha­ve be­en pas­sa­ble for one.
 When he sho­wed up and kno­cked, I smi­led and ans­we­red the door, “Hel­lo, An­thony.”
 He smi­led a hu­ge smi­le and said, “Hi, Mrs. Bar­row.” He ca­me in and we shared a cou­ple of beers and I let him play out his fan­ta­sy all over again. This time I actu­al­ly ca­me on him twi­ce, which he loved.
 When Cla­rence got back, I told him, “That went all went re­al­ly well. I know shit with Wes was cra­zy and we need to keep our di­stan­ce from that, but Lil T is one of the good ones.” Cla­rence nod­ded and smi­led li­ke he al­rea­dy knew and I ga­ve him a big hug and kiss.


Didn’t Even Get His Na­me
 Jes­si­ca
The­re I was, try­ing not to get spit all over Gat’s couch whi­le I su­cked his dick. Ran­dall was on the other side of the room tal­king to two guys and a girl. I wan­ted him to no­ti­ce me and I was doing my best to make it hap­pen. The room was dim though and the mu­sic was loud. The­re was no way he’d no­ti­ce un­less he loo­ked right at us.

How did I get my­self in­to this?
 My boyfri­end, John­ny, was going out of town so I ac­cep­ted an in­vi­te from Ran­dall to go with him, his room­ma­te Mikey, and two other girls up to a par­ty in the 225. That’s up in Ba­ton Rou­ge. Which meant I was re­ly­ing on Ran­dall. It al­so meant I was going to a kind of rough neigh­bor­hood with peo­ple I didn’t know ve­ry well.
 One of the guys who was hos­ting the par­ty was this guy na­med Gat. He was cute, but re­al­ly small. He was pret­ty cut, but he was about 5’5” and 130 pounds. He had a short, tight Afro, smi­led a lot and was a re­al­ly fun­ny guy. He was al­so good fri­ends with Ran­dall.
 The par­ty was one of tho­se that spills out in­to the front yard and in­to the neigh­bo­ring hou­ses too. I think it’s a Lou­i­si­a­na thing may­be. Peo­ple grill, drink, get high and par­ty for li­ke a day straight some­ti­mes. They can be a lot of fun.
 Any­way, af­ter a cou­ple of hours of han­ging out with Gat and not get­ting any­whe­re with Ran­dall, I wan­ted his at­ten­ti­on. He’d cal­led me a wan­na­be hoo­drat and said that any man who let’s his girl step out on him was no man at all. He was re­fer­ring to my boyfri­end, John­ny. That stung. But I still wan­ted Ran­dall. It wasn’t just that he was beau­ti­ful, it’s that he had this hard at­ti­tu­de, this ‘I don’t gi­ve a fuck’ style. That and he see­med li­ke he wasn’t just tal­king shit when he said he had plans for his life.
 I had a few beers and a litt­le pot. But what put me in­to over­drive was the bump I did. Gat of­fe­red and I was just drunk enough to say yes. But as horny as I am nor­mal­ly, I get out of con­trol on coke. Five mi­nu­tes la­ter, I was in the back cor­ner of the room, on my knees, with my face bet­ween Gat’s legs. He had a de­cent cock on him for a small framed guy.
 On­ce I re­a­li­zed the­re was no way that I was going to get Ran­dall’s at­ten­ti­on, I just de­ci­ded to finish things with Gat. He was hard as a rock and I thought that if I de­ep thro­a­ted him a few mo­re times, he’d cum.
 But he stop­ped me and said, “Co­me on ba­by, I wan­na get me some of that pus­sy.” I had to think about it. Gat was an okay guy, he was fun­ny, he had a de­cent cock. But I’d re­al­ly dres­sed up ni­ce and co­me all the way up here to spend time with Ran­dall, not some other guy.
 Gat was pul­ling me by the hand though and now it see­med li­ke get­ting out of this would be mo­re bo­ther than it was worth. He led me in­to his bedroom which had a mat­tress on the floor. At le­ast it was clean loo­king. So ma­ny guys can’t even be bo­the­red to wash their sheets.
 Any­way, I star­ted to take my heels off but he stop­ped me. “Lea­ve em on.” He fell back on­to the bed and pul­led down his pants. “Take your pan­ties off. Ni­ce and slow.” I re­a­ched up un­der the black mi­nis­kirt I was wea­ring and pul­led them down for him. Mean­whi­le, Gat strip­ped off his pants and found a con­dom by the side of the bed.
 On­ce he’d rol­led it on, he said, “Take that top off and let’s see them tit­ties.” I pul­led off my top and bra. Now I was down to just my heels and my skirt. “Co­me get some of this dick, girl!” I craw­led back on­to the bed and stradd­led him.
 I’d be­en gi­ving him head long enough and thin­king about Ran­dall, that I was pret­ty wet. I ro­de him for a few mi­nu­tes and then he had me re­ver­se cow­girl on him whi­le he span­ked my ass. I was pret­ty clo­se to cum­ming when he yel­led out, “Oh shit, I’ma bust!” He ca­me pret­ty hard and star­ted get­ting soft fast.
 Now I was stu­pid­ly horny. I tried to get off be­fo­re he got too soft, but it didn’t hap­pen. I slip­ped off of him, pul­led my shoes off and star­ted thin­king about ma­stur­ba­ting just so I could get off. Gat got up and pul­led his pants on, thro­wing the rub­ber in the trash. “Chill here, ba­by. I’ll be back in just a mi­nu­te. Gon­na get us some mo­re green.”
 I didn’t think I nee­ded any­mo­re weed, boo­ze or coke. I was high and hap­py. I star­ted rub­bing on my clit, clo­sed my eyes and star­ted thin­king about Ran­dall. I heard the door open and fi­gu­red it was Gat, but when I ope­ned my eyes, the­re was an­other guy the­re. I yan­ked the sheet over me. “What the fuck!”
 He was big, bald, black and dres­sed in sort of gre­a­sy loo­king work clo­thes. Loo­king at his face though, I re­a­li­zed right away that he was re­la­ted to Gat. They had the sa­me eyes and smi­le. “Gat’s my bro­t­ha. Said he had a cute litt­le snow­bun­ny in here. Had to co­me see for my­self.”
 I don’t know why I said what I said, it just ca­me out. May­be it was the boo­ze or the coke. “Well, you’ve se­en.” I poin­ted to the door.
 He frow­ned. “You gi­vin’ me at­ti­tu­de in my god­damn hou­se? Who da fuck do you think you are, bitch?” I didn’t ans­wer. I was al­rea­dy kicking my­self for ope­ning my big mouth. He took a gulp from a for­ty he was hol­ding and then said, “Get your litt­le white ass over here and wrap tho­se lips around my dick.”
 I he­si­ta­ted but ca­me over to­ward him. I was on my knees on the ed­ge of the mat­tress. I loo­ked up at him and he frow­ned down at me. “Damn, what are you stu­pid? Pull my dick out­ta my pants.”
 I re­a­ched up, un­zip­ped his dir­ty jeans and pul­led his pants down far enough to get his cock out. He loo­ked li­ke he’d be­en wor­king all day and he was swea­ty and he smel­led a litt­le gross. But ho­ly shit, his cock was ma­gni­fi­cent. It was li­ke Gat’s, but big­ger, hea­vier. My gut did a litt­le flip as I pul­led it out and felt that weigh­ty pie­ce of meat in my hand.
 He was dark skin­ned and he trim­med his pu­bic hair a litt­le. His head was just slight­ly smal­ler than the shaft and he loo­ked li­ke he was about eight in­ches, straight and thick too. He must ha­ve se­en my ex­pres­si­on be­cau­se he said, “That’s what I thought. Get to work, bitch.”
 I ga­ve him head for a few mi­nu­tes and on­ce I’d got­ten used to his funky smell, I star­ted get­ting in­to it. I guess it wasn’t enough for him though. “Take your fuck­ing hands off it. Open your mouth.” He grab­bed the sides of my head and pushed his cock all the way down my thro­at. I took it for a cou­ple of se­conds but I star­ted gag­ging, spit fly­ing out of my mouth. He pul­led out as I pushed against his thighs. I gas­ped and took a cou­ple of quick breaths and then he pushed that fat cock of his right back down my thro­at. This time, I al­most threw up on him. He stop­ped long enough to say, “You throw up on my dick, I’m gon­na smack you.”
 Con­fes­si­on here. I’ve be­en hit by a man be­fo­re. It’s not fun. I can rough­hou­se and I can take the BDSM style pain I get from John­ny. In ge­ne­ral though, I’m not about being ab­u­sed.
 Some­thing was dif­fe­rent about this though and what­ever weird thing in me that had cau­sed me to back talk him ear­lier, pop­ped up again. I mo­ved my head back just enough so that I could speak, the head of his cock res­ting on my lip. “So fuck­ing do it. Smack me. If you’ve got the balls.” What the fuck was I say­ing?
 He had the balls. His hand ca­me down on my face, hard. Then he went back to fuck­ing my thro­at. I managed to not throw up on him, but just ba­re­ly. I kept gag­ging and twi­ce I had to swal­low down beer that ca­me back up. Bet­ween my tears and my makeup, I could ba­re­ly see.
 At this point, his cock was co­ve­red in my spit, so we­re his balls. I had spit all over my face and chest, my makeup was ru­i­ned and I’m su­re I had a lar­ge red mark on my cheek. I took a breath and said, “You gon­na shoot in my mouth?”
 He didn’t ans­wer. In­s­tead he pushed away from me, knelt down on the bed and pushed me back on to my back. “Turn over. Stick that ass in the air, bitch.” I did as he said, quick­ly. I was drip­ping wet and aching to cum.
 But when he ca­me up be­hind me and lif­ted my skirt, which I still had on, he slip­ped his cock bet­ween my ass cheeks and star­ted going for my ass. “Wait. No. That’s ne­ver gon­na work. I’ll end up in the hos­pi­tal. We don’t ha­ve any lu­be. Your spit isn’t enough.” I was tal­king so fast, I’m sur­pri­sed he could un­der­stand me. The thought of him sho­ving that gi­ant thing up my ass wi­thout lu­be was ter­rify­ing.
 He got an an­noy­ed look on his face, but he ga­ve in. “Al­right. But you ta­kin eve­ry inch of this D. I don’t wan­na he­ar no­ne of that ‘it’s too big’ shit. I’m goin’ balls de­ep in your shit.”
 I nod­ded and ar­ched my back and stuck my ass back up. “I think the­re’s con­doms right the­re.” I poin­ted to a box by the bed.
 “Fuck that shit. I don’t use rub­bers. Bit­ches take me raw.” He grab­bed my hips and star­ted li­ning him­self up.
 “Serious­ly, put one on?” I loo­ked over my shoul­der at him.
 He stop­ped and just sta­red at me. Then he said, “Back that pus­sy up on me. Don’t stop loo­king at me whi­le you do it. Go on.” I swal­lo­wed and star­ted backing up. I had to wig­gle a bit to get his head in right. On­ce the head was in, I let out a litt­le gasp. He smi­led and said, “Now what the fuck we­re you say­ing about jim­mies? Tell me you want it raw.”
 I shud­de­red. “Fuck me raw. I don’t want a rub­ber on you.” It was true, I didn’t. I knew it was wrong, but he felt so good. I ba­cked up and took half of him in­to me and I al­most ca­me right the­re. He grab­bed my hips again and pushed the rest of the way in. His balls slap­ped against me hea­vi­ly.
 Af­ter about the third time he poun­ded in­to me, I star­ted cum­ming. It was weird too be­cau­se he smel­led so raw and swea­ty and funky but on­ce I star­ted cum­ming, that smell was the best thing in the world. I star­ted buck­ing back against him hard, clut­ching at the bed.
 We fu­cked li­ke ani­mals for a few mi­nu­tes and then he slo­wed down a litt­le. He bent over and grab­bed my hair. “You want me to fill that pus­sy up girl? You want a black ba­by in you? I’ma gi­ve you a litt­le black ba­by!” He star­ted cum­ming in me and he kept fuck­ing me whi­le he did. I could feel his cum run­ning down my thighs. It was in­cre­dib­ly hot. Of cour­se, I was on the pill, so I wouldn’t be get­ting pre­gnant. But the idea of it was pret­ty se­xy.
 He star­ted going soft in­side me and slo­wi­ng down. I took a few long de­ep breaths.
 Then he tur­ned me over and grab­bed my an­kles. “I ain’t do­ne with this pus­sy.” Un­be­lie­va­b­ly, he star­ted get­ting hard again. Hol­ding my an­kles whi­le he was on his knees, he star­ted thrus­ting in­to me again.
 Fee­ling him get­ting hard in­side me set me off all over again. I ca­me on him hard and he said, “That’s right. That’s right. You ain’t ne­ver gon­na want an­other dick af­ter I’m do­ne with you.” I nod­ded and bit my lip.
 Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes he had me ri­de him. We did that for awhi­le. Then he got on top of me and pushed my knees up by my tits, put­ting al­most his full weight on me. His face got clo­se to mi­ne and his breath was nothing but shit­ty beer, but he felt so good on top of me and in­side me.
 He grab­bed my hair and be­gan doing this long slow stro­ke whe­re he’d al­most pull out and then slam back in­to me. “This is the best fuck­in’ of your life isn’t, bitch?” I nod­ded. “You gon­na cream on my dick again, aren’t you?”
 “I think so.” My voi­ce was all qui­ve­ry now. I was clo­se to cry­ing.
 “Tell me you want it har­der. You want it rough.”
 “Oh fuck. I do. I do.” He pul­led har­der on my hair and be­gan slam­ming in­to me. I ca­me on him again, and now I was cry­ing. It was all so much over­load. It felt so good and hurt so much.
 “I’ma fill you up again ba­by!” He ca­me down on me hard and stop­ped de­ep in­side me. His cock was pushed up against my cer­vix, which was su­per sen­si­ti­ve. He ca­me and ca­me and ca­me. I could feel it gus­hing out of me and run­ning down my ass.
 He went quiet and still for a mi­nu­te. I just clo­sed my eyes and tried to breath. The world was spin­ning on me. He fi­nal­ly slip­ped out of me with a wet squis­hy sound and pul­led his pants back on. He re­a­ched over and grab­bed his for­ty, took a swig and wal­ked out.
 I just laid the­re for awhi­le. I was ex­haus­ted and I knew I loo­ked tras­hed. I could feel all of that cum slow­ly run­ning out of me. I sig­hed. The­re was hea­vy shit to think about but it was not the time. I fell as­leep.
 La­ter, Mikey, Ran­dall’s room­ma­te wo­ke me up. “Hey, we’re goin. Let’s go.” It was mor­ning.
 When Ran­dall saw me he laughed. “God damn, girl. Looks li­ke the 225 won!” One of the other girls that had co­me with us loo­ked about as bad as I did, so I didn’t feel to­tal­ly alo­ne.
 I didn’t see Gat or his bro­ther as we we­re lea­ving. When we we­re hea­ded home, I as­ked the guys about Gat’s bro­ther. They knew him but they couldn’t re­mem­ber his na­me. That’s when I star­ted fee­ling re­al­ly as­ha­med. I was going to ha­ve to tell John­ny that I went to a par­ty, fu­cked a stran­ger wi­thout a con­dom and I didn’t even get his na­me. He was going to flip the fuck out.
 The next day, I managed to get in to see my doc­tor and ha­ve a full STD work up do­ne. I cros­sed my fin­gers.


Pim­ped Out
 Ka­te
To get right to the point, Cla­rence and I we­re on­ce again skir­ting that line bet­ween play­ing at pro­sti­tu­ti­on and re­al­ly doing it. For tho­se of you who’ve read our book, In Spa­des, you know how this went down bet­ween he and I, and bet­ween Wes and I, in the past. One was pret­ty sa­ne and he­al­thy, the other was not.

Cla­rence knew that the­re was some­thing about both ver­si­ons that at­trac­ted me. The­re’s some­thing about being ob­jec­ti­fied that way that tou­ches some­thing re­al­ly de­ep in­side me, psy­cho­lo­gi­cal­ly. It’s bet­ter if I’m in a safe en­vi­ron­ment and I’ve got Cla­rence wat­ching over me. But I’d be ly­ing if I said that I wasn’t al­so at­trac­ted to the Wes’s of the world, the men who scare me a litt­le, and push me out on that ed­ge.

But life had be­en re­al­ly chao­tic. Both Jes­si­ca and I are de­aling with some hea­vy things in our day to day lives as well as our sex lives. We both had some fa­mi­ly dra­ma going on, some work and school is­su­es. You can’t be a wan­na­be porn star all the time, right?

So when Cla­rence had me co­me over, my mind wasn’t re­al­ly on sex. I had a bunch of other things I wan­ted to vent about. I’d to­tal­ly for­got­ten that Cla­rence had said that he wan­ted to get back in­to pim­ping me out again when the time was right and that I’d said I’d be in­to it.

I guess Cla­rence de­ci­ded the time was right. He’d be­en let­ting me go on about some per­so­nal stuff for awhi­le when he said, “Thurs­day night, I’m tur­ning you out.” I just sta­red at him. I wasn’t pre­pa­red for that.

“Um..okay?” Ho­nest­ly, I hadn’t thought about sex in pro­ba­b­ly 24 hours, which is a ve­ry long time for me.
 “I’ll text you the ad­dress and any de­tails. You’ll al­so be de­aling with a pimp.” He must ha­ve se­en the look on my face. “Don’t wor­ry, he’s cool. He knows our si­tu­a­ti­on. He’s doing this as a fa­vor to me and for a cut of the mo­ney. You still don’t want any of it?” I shook my head. I li­ked the idea of Cla­rence get­ting it all. We tal­ked a bit mo­re about it and then I went home.
 La­ter that night though, in bed with Da­vid, I star­ted wor­ry­ing a litt­le. I’m a fair­ly at­trac­ti­ve wo­man, es­pe­ci­al­ly for my age. I take de­cent care of my­self. But I’m not what you think of when you think of hoo­kers or call girls. When I did my stuff with Wes, it was pret­ty tras­hy stuff. And when I did it with Cla­rence, it was usu­al­ly peo­ple he knew or was connec­ted to in some way. Who gets in touch with a pimp and asks for a 40 year old hou­se­wi­fe?
 Thurs­day rol­led around and I went to the ad­dress that Cla­rence ga­ve me, which was the pimp’s place. His na­me was Rol­lie and he wasn’t re­al­ly what I ex­pec­ted at all. A re­al­ly light skin­ned black guy, his ear­ly for­ties, kind of ave­ra­ge loo­king. Nothing flas­hy or ste­reo­ty­pi­cal about him at all. He was ni­ce and chat­ty un­til we got in­to his car. He told me he was dri­ving me over to the john’s hou­se and that was when his de­mea­nor chan­ged to all busi­ness.
 “Lis­ten up, I had a sit down with Cla­rence and got shit straight. So here’s the deal, you do what I say and eve­r­yo­ne will get what they want, you dig?” I nod­ded, get­ting mo­re ner­vous than I al­rea­dy was. “I don’t know you, I don’t know what your deal is, but this guy is one of my re­gu­lar cu­sto­mers and you bet­ter not fuck this up.” He wai­ted for me, li­ke may­be he thought I was going to talk back, but I just wai­ted. “I’ma drop you off at his place, you do what he tells you to. He knows bet­ter than to try to go raw on you. If he tries that shit, you just tell him I told him to knock that shit off. He ain’t in­to any freaky shit, so you ain’t got to wor­ry about that. He’ll gi­ve you the cash right be­fo­re you lea­ve. I’ll be out­si­de when you’re do­ne. Con­si­der your­self on a pro­ba­ti­o­na­ry pe­ri­od.”
 He drop­ped me off at a hou­se out in Me­tai­rie. I was dres­sed up ni­ce, but not re­al­ly tras­hy. Cla­rence had told me to put on a dress and some heels, li­ke I was going out dan­cing. The hou­se was just a typi­cal sub­ur­ban home. It loo­ked li­ke a fa­mi­ly lived here and I im­me­di­a­te­ly won­de­red if the guy was mar­ried. That’s when the doubts hit me. What the hell was I doing? Yes, I li­ke to fuck. Yes, I li­ke fee­ling ow­ned and ob­jec­ti­fied. I li­ke plea­sing Cla­rence. I li­ke a litt­le dan­ger and ex­ci­te­ment. But this was star­ting to feel wrong. The­re wasn’t any tur­ning back at that point though. I just de­ci­ded to plow for­ward and get it do­ne.
 I kno­cked on the door with Rol­lie still in his car at the curb. The door ope­ned and I was a litt­le sho­cked. I’m not su­re what I ex­pec­ted, but it was just a nor­mal loo­king man. He was black, la­te for­ties, a litt­le bal­ding, a litt­le paun­chy around the midd­le. He smi­led and told me that his na­me was Ro­ger and in­vi­ted me in. I wa­ved to Rol­lie and step­ped in­side.
 I guess it was about then that I star­ted to re­lax a litt­le. I should ha­ve tru­s­ted Cla­rence a litt­le mo­re. Ro­ger tur­ned out to be a re­al­ly ni­ce guy. He ex­plai­ned to me over a glass of wi­ne that he was in­de­ed mar­ried and that his wife was pret­ty su­re he was seeing pro­sti­tu­tes but that she’d tur­ned a blind eye to the who­le thing as long as it wasn’t pushed in her face.
 Af­ter about twen­ty mi­nu­tes of tal­king, he loo­ked at his watch and said, “I re­al­ly want to see your mouth around my cock.” That sent a litt­le buzz through me and he led me to the living room couch. He stood the­re with his drink in his hand and said, “Un­dress me. All the way. Un­der­we­ar last.” I slow­ly took off his clo­thes and as I did, I couldn’t help but get a litt­le tur­ned on. I didn’t know Ro­ger well, but the­re’s al­ways that litt­le thrill you get when you’re explo­ring someo­ne’s bo­dy for the first time, that thrill of the un­known.
 When I got to his un­der­we­ar, he stop­ped me and said, “Take off your clo­thes first.” He wat­ched me un­dress and I could see his cock gro­wing slight­ly in his un­der­we­ar. When I was ful­ly na­ked he had me pull off his un­der­we­ar and then I was eye le­vel with his cock. It was dark and thin, but remar­ka­b­ly long. He was about half hard and when he put his hand on the back of my head, I took the cue and slip­ped the head over my lips.
 I was about half­way down on him when he pushed for­ward with his hips and held my head. Thank­ful­ly he still wasn’t to­tal­ly hard and that long cock of his slid straight down the back of my thro­at. I hadn’t ea­ten any­thing in awhi­le and that hel­ped to keep me from gag­ging. He let out a sa­tis­fied sigh and said, “Rol­lie told me you could pro­ba­b­ly take me balls de­ep.” He pushed all the way in and I just held my breath with my no­se pres­sed up against his bel­ly. He tas­ted good and I could feel my thro­at muscles wor­king as his cock be­gan to get har­der in my mouth.
 He fi­nal­ly let me breath and sat back on the couch, let­ting me suck his cock at my own pace which I did for ten mi­nu­tes or so. I was try­ing to be co­gni­zant of get­ting too mes­sy on his couch which I think he li­ked. Nor­mal­ly, I’d just let my spit fly.
 Then Ro­ger grab­bed a con­dom off of the end ta­ble and rol­led it on. He pul­led me up to him, wan­ting me to stradd­le him. Ful­ly hard, he was pret­ty damn long, may­be ni­ne in­ches. As I ma­neu­ver­ed my­self over him, he said, “I want you to lower your­self down on me slow­ly. Take your time.” I nod­ded and wor­ked his head bet­ween my la­bia. I bit my lip as he slip­ped in. The I wor­ked him in­to me su­per slow­ly. He sta­red at me, wat­ching on­ly my face, my eyes, as I mo­ved far­ther down on him. He was actu­al­ly get­ting har­der as I went down fur­ther and his cock was ben­ding for­ward, pres­sing on the front of my va­gi­na.
 I took a break af­ter about six in­ches, in­ha­led de­e­p­ly and smi­led at him. “That feels so good.” It did, I wasn’t ly­ing.
 He had this look on his face that was some­thing li­ke awe. “One of the re­a­sons I ar­ran­ge to be with wo­men li­ke you is that my wife can’t even take half of me. She’s a good wo­man but it’s hard to ha­ve sex when your part­ner does nothing but com­plain the who­le time.” I re­sis­ted the temp­ta­ti­on to show him pi­ty. He wasn’t here for a hug. I felt bad for her too. In­s­tead, I slid fur­ther down on his cock. I couldn’t qui­te get the last inch or two in­to me in the po­si­ti­on we we­re in, but he didn’t seem to mind. When I was down as far as I could go, he just held me the­re and kis­sed my nipp­les and squee­zed my ass.
 Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes he said, “Now fuck me li­ke you li­ke to be fu­cked.” I had him scoot down on the couch a litt­le and then I put my palms on his chest and I ro­de him, mo­ving my hips for­ward and back, fas­ter and fas­ter. I think I sur­pri­sed him when I ca­me. I shook hard and fell on top of him for a mo­ment.
 I guess that re­al­ly got him ex­ci­ted be­cau­se he pul­led me to the floor, put me on my back and slip­ped back in­side me. His cock was hit­ting my cer­vix a bit, but I was re­la­xed enough that it was ni­ce­ly sur­fing that zo­ne bet­ween pain and ple­a­su­re. I threw my legs around his back and he ca­me in me about five mi­nu­tes la­ter.
 Right af­ter he was finis­hed he said, “Can I kiss you?” I nod­ded and he kis­sed me long and de­e­p­ly, whi­le I felt his cock going soft in­side me.
 He pul­led out of me, slip­ped his con­dom off and took it to the ba­throom. When he ca­me back he had a towel wrap­ped around him­self. We had about five mi­nu­tes left and we chat­ted over some mo­re wi­ne. He paid me, saw me to the door and said that he ho­ped he’d see me again. Odd­ly, that ma­de me blush.
 Rol­lie was out the­re wai­ting for me and I han­ded him the mo­ney with a smi­le on my face. “Well?” he said.
 “It all went re­al­ly well. I think he had a gre­at time.” Rol­lie nod­ded and dro­ve me back to his place.
 La­ter when I got home, I re­a­li­zed that whi­le I’d be­en doing all of that, I hadn’t be­en thin­king about any of my bull­shit pro­blems, any of the other stuff going on in my life. I cal­led Cla­rence and told him about the who­le thing. I en­ded by say­ing, “I ho­pe you and Rol­lie who­re me out again.”


My First Time With Cla­rence
 Jes­si­ca
My mom was re­al­ly up­set with me. I’d slept with Cla­rence. For tho­se of you who didn’t read In Spa­des, my mom and Cla­rence had be­en to­gether for years. On­ce I found out about it, Cla­rence and I be­ca­me fri­ends. This was back when I was still a ju­vie. I thought he was su­per se­xy, but he al­ways just tre­a­ted me li­ke a daugh­ter and we ne­ver did any­thing out­si­de of sleep in the sa­me bed a cou­ple of times.
 On­ce eve­r­y­thing was out in the open with my mom and I, she got used to me being around Cla­rence. We tal­ked about Cla­rence and I get­ting phy­si­cal, but my mom al­ways ba­si­cal­ly said, “Some­day I’ll be rea­dy for it, but not yet.”
 Cla­rence is actu­al­ly ol­der than my dad, I think. But he’s just so cool and to­gether. Plus, he’s got this voi­ce that sends litt­le shi­vers down my back. It’s li­ke he has this abili­ty to tell me to do any­thing and I’d do it, but he doesn’t take ad­van­ta­ge of it. Plus, af­ter eve­r­y­thing he and I ha­ve tal­ked about and all I’ve lear­ned about his re­la­ti­ons­hip with my mom, he’s kind of my ide­al man.
 Any­way, here’s how it all went down. I was all up­set about the shit with Ran­dall. On top of that John­ny didn’t re­al­ly seem to care that Ran­dall was get­ting a lot of my at­ten­ti­on. He was pis­sed that I’d fu­cked Gat’s bro­ther ba­re­back though. Thank­ful­ly, my STD screen had co­me back clean.
 I tex­ted Cla­rence and as­ked I could co­me over and hang. He was home for the night so he had me co­me over and we wat­ched some mo­vies, got stoned, drank a litt­le and tal­ked. As we we­re tal­king, I was get­ting all frus­tra­ted. I think part of it was the pot, I was get­ting a litt­le pa­ra­no­id. But most of it was my mom. She’d be­en gi­ving me shit about the Ran­dall si­tu­a­ti­on say­ing that it was gon­na go down the sa­me road we went down with Wes. Plus, I was still re­al­ly crus­hing on Ran­dall and I couldn’t fi­gu­re out his game.
 Cla­rence as­ked me to grab him a beer whi­le I was in the kit­chen. I go to open it and I end up brea­king it in the sink. I just stood the­re and sud­den­ly, I was mad at eve­r­yo­ne. Sud­den­ly, Cla­rence was be­hind me hug­ging me and it felt so good. He’s a big man and his thick black arms around me just felt li­ke home. I al­most cried.
 He didn’t say any­thing, he just held me. He lea­ned in and kis­sed my ear and I clo­sed my eyes. I felt my­self rub­bing my ass back up against him. I wasn’t re­al­ly thin­king about sex with him at that point. I just wan­ted to feel him next to me.
 Cla­rence was wea­ring this big fleece pa­ja­ma bot­toms and when I pushed back against him, I felt his cock against my back. I didn’t re­al­ly think about what I did, I just re­a­ched back and slip­ped my hand down the­re and wrap­ped my fin­gers around him. He felt so warm and thick and hea­vy. I heard him sigh and I felt him throb a litt­le in my hand.
 I’d be­en out at John­ny’s ear­lier for din­ner and I’d dres­sed up for his fa­mi­ly. I was wea­ring a dress and the­se cork wed­ge heels and my hair was up in a high po­ny­tail. I think I loo­ked pret­ty, but I wasn’t re­al­ly going for a se­duc­ti­ve look. I wis­hed someo­ne could ha­ve taken a pic­ture of us li­ke that just then. Me, pres­sed up against the sink with his arms around me.
 I was afraid that any mo­ment he was going to stop me, so I just de­ci­ded to keep doing what felt good whi­le I could. I stro­ked him a litt­le bit. I’d se­en his cock on­ce be­fo­re and it ma­de me catch my breath a litt­le. He’s not the big­gest I’ve ever se­en, but he is thick and long and fee­ling him get­ting hard in my hand was su­per hot.
 We we­re just stan­ding the­re in the kit­chen, me against the sink, him be­hind me, my arm bet­ween us, my hand down his pants. I could he­ar his brea­thing. My heart was going su­per fast. When I pul­led his cock out of the top of his pa­ja­mas, I could feel his warmth through the back of my dress. I got up on my tip to­es and lea­ned over the coun­ter a bit. With my free hand I hi­ked up my skirt and put his cock up against my ass and rub­bed it bet­ween my thighs.
 I lea­ned back against him again, still on my tip­to­es so that his cock could stay pres­sed against my ass cheeks. I wrap­ped my arms be­hind me and threw them around his waist and ground my ass back against him. I whi­s­pe­red to him then. I half­way wis­hed he wouldn’t he­ar me so I whi­s­pe­red re­al­ly quiet­ly. I said, “Tell me you’ve al­ways wan­ted me.”
 “I’ve al­ways wan­ted you, Jes­si­ca.” I shi­ve­red and his arms mo­ved to my tits and he squee­zed them. I could feel my­self get­ting wet. He was so clo­se to being in­side me.
 His hands went to my hips and then he was lif­ting me up, twis­ting me, so that I was sit­ting on the coun­ter, fa­cing him. I threw my legs around his waist and he mo­ved up against me and we kis­sed. Oh god, did we kiss. It was a kiss that had be­en buil­ding for years and it felt so good. The scratch of his beard, tho­se big soft lips of his. His big arms wrap­ped around me. I felt li­ke I’d just di­s­ap­pe­ar in­to him.
 We stayed and kis­sed li­ke that for a mi­nu­te and then he pi­cked me up un­der the ass and star­ted car­ry­ing me whi­le he was still kis­sing me. We we­re hea­ding for the bedroom. That’s when I knew we­re going to fuck. I frea­ked out a litt­le and I think I star­ted to cry but I didn’t want to mess this all up so I tried to hold it in.
 He put me down on­to the bed and I spread my thighs as wi­de as I could as he ca­me down bet­ween my legs and kis­sed me again. I felt his cock press up against me, over my pan­ties. He mo­ved back and then for­ward, his cock sli­ding over the top of my pus­sy and just li­ke that I star­ted sha­king and cum­ming. I threw my arms around his neck, my legs around his back and pushed up against him and just sc­re­a­med.
 When I star­ted to chill out, he re­a­ched down and star­ted pul­ling my pan­ties off. I mo­ved away though, jum­ped up and star­ting get­ting all my clo­thes off. I wan­ted to be to­tal­ly na­ked with him. When I was to­tal­ly na­ked he stood up and put his hands on my hips and kis­sed me again. I hoo­ked my pants in­to his pa­ja­mas and pul­led them all the way down.
 The­re he was, na­ked in front of me. I’d wan­ted this for so long, for years, and here it was. I’d first se­en him stan­ding in my living room, my mom on her knees in front of him. Now he was here with me. “I wai­ted so long for this,” I said to him. I al­most star­ted cry­ing again.
 He mo­ved me to the bed and laid me on my back. My legs went out and he clim­bed on top of me and kis­sed me again. His cock tou­ched my pus­sy, just ba­re­ly, and I shook again. He just kept kis­sing me though, his cock just brus­hing up against me.
 He lea­ned down and bit one of my nipp­les and then he said, “Tell me you want me in­side you.”
 “Oh fuck, I do, I do, I do. I want eve­ry inch of you in­side me. I would ha­ve let you fuck me years ago.”
 He mo­ved for­ward and I felt that head slip in­side me and I gas­ped. I hadn’t had anyo­ne as lar­ge as Cla­rence in me for awhi­le and it felt ama­zing. His cock slid straight and de­ep in­to me and he kept mo­ving for­ward slow­ly un­til he was all the way in. One of his hands mo­ved be­hind my neck and the other mo­ved around my waist to my ass and he cup­ped one cheek firm­ly. Then he was thrus­ting in­to me, loo­king at me as he poun­ded in­to me and I ca­me again al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly.
 It was em­bar­ras­sing be­cau­se I was cry­ing and cum­ming and just say­ing ‘oh fuck’ over and over again. He pi­cked up speed and was just poun­ding in­to me. I wasn’t cum­ming any mo­re but it felt so good, all I could do was lay the­re and fo­cus on kee­ping my legs spread wi­de for him.
 Af­ter awhi­le he got a litt­le ti­red and we slo­wed down. I’d al­rea­dy left a hu­ge stain on his bed spread. He rol­led over on­to his back and I clim­bed on top of him and pushed him back in­to me. Bet­ween the boo­ze, the pot and the or­gasms I would ha­ve be­en out of mind hap­py. But on top of all that, it was Cla­rence. We in­ter­lo­cked hands as I star­ted to ri­de him and I got a litt­le tea­ry again. I said, “Cla­rence, I love you. Is that okay? That I say that?” I was sud­den­ly re­al­ly scared.
 He sat up with me still ri­ding him and he kis­sed me and said, “Of cour­se it is ba­by. I love you too.” But that’s when things got weird. Not for him, but for me. Af­ter we kis­sed some mo­re, I said, “You love my mom, too?” He kept going but nod­ded at me. I should ha­ve left it the­re, but the­re we­re all the­se weird fu­cked up fee­lings co­ming up for me.
 “Will you fuck me li­ke you fuck her?” I didn’t even re­al­ly know what I meant by that. I could sort of feel things going weird in me but I didn’t know how to stop it. He said, “Oh, I’m gon­na fuck you good, ba­by girl, don’t you wor­ry.”
 I was still grin­ding on his lap but now I was fee­ling all ner­vous and in­se­cu­re. “Do you make her cum a lot? Does she get you off?” That’s when I saw his face change. It was from him being tur­ned on to him being wor­ried. Then I star­ted to cry. I stop­ped mo­ving on top of him.
 We stop­ped fuck­ing and he hug­ged me and then he did some­thing that he’s do­ne so ma­ny times for both me and my mom. He’s just be­en the­re and said the right thing at the right time in the right way. He said, “I love you. I love your mom. Me fuck­ing you right now ain’t got nothin’ to do with her. This is about me and you, ya heard me?”
 Some­how that got through to me and I sniffled and nod­ded. He sur­pri­sed me again though. He lif­ted me off of him, pushed me to the side and said, “Get that white ass in the air for me. You gon­na earn this dick.”
 Just li­ke that I was tur­ned on again. I got on all fours, put my ass in the air and he was be­hind me, his hands on my hips, li­ning up that wet black cock bet­ween my legs. I grab­bed a pil­low and cur­led my arms around it and wi­ped my tears in­to it as he poun­ded in­to me.
 It wasn’t two mi­nu­tes la­ter that I was cum­ming again. Just as my or­gasm was star­ting to fa­de out, he lea­ned over, grab­bed my hair and says in my ear, “Now you know why your mom­ma can’t stay away.” If I hadn’t just cum, I pro­ba­b­ly would ha­ve again. That has to be one of the hot­test things I’ve ever heard a man say to me. I know that’s pro­ba­b­ly weird for most of you but I guess part of why I al­ways ido­li­zed Cla­rence is be­cau­se my mom does.
 Then he ca­me in me and I was grin­ning li­ke an idi­ot as tho­se balls of his emp­tied out in­side me. We fell to the bed then and just laid the­re. I kept wi­ping my­self with my midd­le fin­ger and tas­ting us both. Then we fell as­leep for a litt­le bit. When we wo­ke up, it was pret­ty la­te and I had to head home.
 Cla­rence said, “You’re mom­ma’s gon­na be up­set. But we aren’t going to play this li­ke last time. This time, I’m going to talk to her. To­mor­row. Don’t talk to her about this till I set her straight, ya heard?”
 I nod­ded, but I was ner­vous. Last time some­thing li­ke this had go­ne down, my mom didn’t speak to Cla­rence for al­most a year.
 But when I left Cla­rence, I was wor­ry­ing about my own shit. I was going to ha­ve to tell John­ny about this. I had no idea how he was going to take it. Es­pe­ci­al­ly af­ter all the bull­shit la­te­ly with Ran­dall.


Boo­ty Call
 Jes­si­ca
It’s weird how good shit and bad shit can just pi­le up all at the sa­me time. John­ny was mad at me for slee­ping with Gat’s bro­ther wi­thout a con­dom. Our ru­le was that we al­ways use con­doms un­less John­ny gi­ves the okay in ad­van­ce. Thank­ful­ly, I hadn’t caught any­thing. My mom was mad at me be­cau­se I fi­nal­ly had sex with Cla­rence wi­thout get­ting her ad­van­ced per­mis­si­on first. And I just ha­ve to say it again. Sex with Cla­rence was ama­zing.

I get why they we­re both mad. I re­al­ly do. But at the sa­me time, it was hard to care when I was so hap­py! First, my sex with Cla­rence was fuck­ing spec­ta­cu­lar. It was eve­r­y­thing I ho­ped it would be. I felt so much clo­ser to him and it was just awe­so­me. We agreed to chill though un­til shit sett­led with my mom. That was al­right. I could wait a litt­le lon­ger.

At the sa­me time, John­ny was re­al­ly up­set with me not on­ly for slee­ping with Gat’s bro­ther ba­re­back but al­so be­cau­se of my thing with Ran­dall. John­ny and my mom both thought he was bad news and that I should just lea­ve him alo­ne, but I couldn’t help that I was so at­trac­ted to him.

So, a few nights af­ter the thing with Cla­rence and I went down, I spent the night at John­ny’s. We en­ded up in his pri­va­te kink room out in back of his hou­se and he got me all tied up. John­ny is one of the few black guys I know that li­kes to eat pus­sy and he’s re­al­ly in­to it. He had me tied on my back, legs bent at the knee and my an­kles cuf­fed to the­se posts on the ta­ble. I was to­tal­ly na­ked, my thighs up against the side of his head and he was lap­ping at my clit.

Then he stop­ped and said, “What are you thin­king about?” I he­si­ta­ted be­cau­se I didn’t want to ru­in the mood, but he saw me stop. “You’re thin­king bout Ran­dall, ain’t you?” He got this grin on his face li­ke he knew. He stood up and wal­ked to the other side of the room whe­re all the toys we­re and ca­me back with this skin­ny litt­le soft dil­do. I was thin­king he was going to fuck me with it but then he put lu­be on it and I re­a­li­zed it was going in my ass.

He went back to licking my my clit and at the sa­me time pushed the skin­ny black dil­do up against my ass­ho­le. John­ny said, “Don’t even fuck­ing think about cum­ming wi­thout as­king first.” It was slim so it slip­ped in ea­sy and he star­ted mo­ving it in and out of me in stea­dy stro­kes whi­le he was licking me. It felt ama­zing and I could feel my­self get­ting re­al­ly wet. Then he stop­ped and said, “Who’s dick is that in your ass?”

My heart skip­ped a beat be­cau­se I wasn’t re­al­ly su­re what he wan­ted to he­ar. I’ve al­ways be­en ab­le to be ho­nest with John­ny though so I took a chan­ce. “Ran­dall’s?” John­ny bit down on my clit, just a litt­le and pushed the toy in­to my ass just a litt­le har­der and I knew I ga­ve him the right ans­wer. Af­ter a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes he stop­ped, pul­led the toy out and pul­led my ass to the ed­ge of the ta­ble. He un­did his pants, pul­led out his cock and pushed it right in­to my pus­sy. I was so wet that it just slid right in.

He grab­bed my thighs and star­ted pum­ping in­to me, his big bel­ly slap­ping against the backs of my legs. John­ny said, “You wan­na get di­cked down by that nig­ga, don’t you?” I nod­ded but that wasn’t good enough for John­ny. “Say his na­me!” He lea­ned for­ward and slap­ped one of my tits, hard.

“Ran­dall! I want Ran­dall to fuck me!” I wan­ted to cum so bad at that point.
 “That nig­ga can fuck you all day, but who owns your ass?” He was loo­king right at me.
 “You do, Mas­ter!” I was right on the ed­ge.
 “That. Is. Fuck­ing. Right.” He ca­me hard, squee­zing my thighs till I knew they’d be brui­sed. It was re­al­ly hot and I could feel his load run­ning down the crack of my ass. Be­fo­re he could go to­tal­ly soft and pull out of me, I as­ked if I could cum and he said, “No. Not yet. May­be la­ter.” That was fuck­ing tor­ture, but I did as he told and just tried to fo­cus on chil­ling out.
 We spent a cou­ple hours in his room wat­ching some tv and ha­ving a few drinks. We fell as­leep at some point and I wo­ke up to a text from Ran­dall. It just said, “Wut u doin”. I loo­ked over and John­ny had wo­ken up too and he said, “What’s up?” I told him it was Ran­dall as­king me what I was doing. He just loo­ked at me for a mi­nu­te wi­thout a look on his face and then said, “Well, ans­wer him.”
 I told Ran­dall I’d be­en slee­ping and nothing was going on. His re­spon­se ca­me back less than a mi­nu­te la­ter. “y don u co­me over n suck this d”. I sho­wed the text to John­ny, ner­vous at his re­ac­ti­on. He loo­ked right at me, with this serious look on his face. “What are you wai­ting for? Get over the­re and suck him off.”
 I didn’t think John­ny re­al­ly wan­ted me around Ran­dall, so I was sur­pri­sed at his re­spon­se. I was al­so sur­pri­sed that Ran­dall wan­ted me to co­me over. He’d be­en to­tal­ly blo­wi­ng me off and I hadn’t even spo­ken to him sin­ce our trip to Ba­ton Rou­ge. Plus, how was I going to get the­re? I didn’t ha­ve a car and the idea of as­king John­ny to drive me was weird for some re­a­son. I ga­ve John­ny a frus­tra­ted look and tex­ted, “dont ha­ve a ri­de”. A mi­nu­te la­ter he hit me back. “u in or out”.
 I ga­ve John­ny a plea­ding look but he ga­ve me one right back that said that I was on my own. “im in be the­re soon’. John­ny didn’t say any­thing as I cal­led a cab and got dres­sed. When I was fi­nal­ly rea­dy to lea­ve he spo­ke up. “You best suck that dick right.” That was the best I was going to get from him. I kis­sed him and ran out and caught my cab.
 When I got to Ran­dall’s I was ner­vous and tur­ned on and an­xious. Mikey, his room­ma­te, ans­we­red the door. He ga­ve me a chill look and a hea­vy pot ha­ze floa­ted out the front door. Ran­dall and Mikey we­re play­ing Xbox. The­re was a cute black girl on the couch in her un­der­we­ar and bra that was to­tal­ly pas­sed out. She was go­ne so hard that she was droo­ling on the couch pil­low. Both the guys we­re re­al­ly ba­ked and play­ing Ha­lo.
 I ga­ve Mikey a quick hug but when I went to hug Ran­dall he mo­ved his head around and said, “Bitch, don’t block my view.” I sat down on the arm of the chair he was in sto­le a drink of his beer. I wai­ted a few mi­nu­tes but he see­med li­ke he was re­al­ly in­to the game. Mikey was play­ing too but he was re­al­ly ba­ked.
 “You wan­na go in your room?” I was fee­ling in­vi­si­ble.
 “No. I wan­na keep play­ing. Why don’t you suck my dick whi­le I’m play­in’. That’d be tight, girl.” He didn’t even look over at me. I had a de­ci­si­on to make right the­re. It was one I’d ma­de be­fo­re. I could lea­ve and call a cab and go home or back to John­ny’s. I could be cool and play hard to get. Or, I could be tras­hy and just do what he wan­ted. Thing is, if I wan­ted Ran­dall as a boyfri­end, I’d play the usu­al game and play hard to get. But I just wan­ted Ran­dall to fuck me, to want me. So in­s­tead, I de­ci­ded I’d suck his dick so well that he’d for­get all about play­ing games.
 I got down bet­ween his legs and he lif­ted his ass a litt­le so I could pull down his sweats a bit. As soon as I saw his cock I thought “That’s fun­ny, it looks just li­ke Cla­rence’s cock.” They we­re al­most iden­ti­cal. He was soft and warm and smel­led a litt­le sal­ty and a litt­le sweet.
 He loo­ked down at me for just a se­cond and then said, “Get to work on that swi­pe, girl.” I would bet a thou­sand dol­lars that he ex­pec­ted me to com­plain or gi­ve him shit or walk out or what­ever. The fact that he just straight up as­ked me to suck his dick and I did? With Mikey sit­ting on the couch? I’ll bet that blew his mind. But he wouldn’t let me know that.
 Any­way, I ga­ve him one of the best blow jobs I’ve ever gi­ven. I wor­ked that beau­ti­ful cock of his for a good half hour. I li­cked up and down the shaft. I de­ep thro­a­ted him, well most of him. I li­cked and su­cked his balls. I su­cked and stro­ked him at the sa­me time. And I al­ways ma­de su­re not to knock my head against his XBox con­trol­ler. Ye­ah, I was pret­ty awe­so­me.
 It took him awhi­le to get hard. I could tell he’d be­en drin­king and smo­king a lot. But slow­ly, ve­ry slow­ly, I could he­ar that he was fuck­ing up in the game mo­re of­ten. I knew I was get­ting to him. Af­ter about 20 mi­nu­tes I star­ted tas­ting his pre-cum. I could he­ar him mum­ble un­der his breath, “God damn…” or “ooh girl, li­ke that….”.
 Af­ter a half hour, he set the con­trol­ler asi­de and said, “Oh fuck, girl. I think I’m gon­na nut. You want it?” I nod­ded my head and loo­ked up at him with eyes that told him I re­al­ly did want it. He put both hands on the back of my head and thrust his hips out to­ward me. “Uhh! Get it! Get it!” He shot re­al­ly hard but he was thrus­ting so fast that at one point his head ca­me ne­ar my lips and cum ca­me out and ran down my chin.
 I didn’t care, I was so hap­py! I could tell by the way he sank back in­to the chair that he was going to fall as­leep in li­ke two mi­nu­tes. I slur­ped up what was on my chin and stood up, proud of my work. He loo­ked at me with a sa­tis­fied look and said, “You re­al­ly wan­na make me proud, go take care of Mikey too, girl.”
 I sig­hed. I had a choice to make again. Get at­ti­tu­de or roll with it. I cho­se to roll with it. Why not? I’d be­en with Mikey be­fo­re and I was al­rea­dy being slut­ty. Mikey got a big grin on his face and pul­led out his cock. My jaw was pret­ty ti­red but I did my best. Af­ter about five mi­nu­tes though, Mikey laughed, still soft, and said, “I’m way too fuck­ing ba­ked. I’ma head to bed y’all.”
 Ran­dall had do­zed off but when Mikey got up to go to bed, he wo­ke up. I was about to head out when he stop­ped me and said, “I’ll gi­ve you a ri­de, aight?” I knew then that I was ma­king pro­gress with Ran­dall. He drop­ped me off a block from my hou­se and I craw­led in­to bed and ma­stur­ba­ted thin­king about Ran­dall and John­ny fuck­ing me to­gether.


What’s Your Game?
 Jes­si­ca
I’m a straight up girl most of the time. I don’t play mind games. I don’t say things un­less I mean them and I’m not in­to doing things half-as­sed. But I had to beat Ran­dall at his his game. I had to make him want me.

I tex­ted Ran­dall and as­ked him for Mikey’s di­gits. Mikey was Ran­dall’s room­ma­te. He’d al­rea­dy pushed me off on him on­ce and af­ter I’d gi­ven Ran­dall an ama­zing blow­job, he’d as­ked me to gi­ve Mikey head. Ran­dall tex­ted back and as­ked why I wan­ted his num­ber. I as­ked him why he cared. He tex­ted back, ‘I dont’ and then ga­ve me Mikey’s num­ber. I knew he would. Ran­dall wouldn’t act li­ke he ga­ve a shit even if he did.

I tex­ted Mikey and said ‘hey wan­na finish what we star­ted the other night?’ He tex­ted back with ‘thot you we­re in­to Ran­dall’. I wro­te back ‘he had his chan­ce’.

I guess that was good enough for Mikey be­cau­se he had me co­me over the next night. I put on gre­at litt­le out­fit – some wed­ge heels, a knee length white skirt, a cute hal­ter top with a push-up bra and I did my make up all the way. I got my bro­ther to gi­ve me a ri­de over to Mikey and Ran­dall’s place. When I got the­re though, Ran­dall wasn’t even home. That su­cked. I tried to hi­de the ex­pres­si­on on my face.

But Mikey sur­pri­sed me by wal­king out the front door in­s­tead of in­vi­ting me in. “Co­me on, we’re going over to Loo­py’s.”
 “Who’s Loo­py?”
 “My boy. We gon­na hang out, watch some mo­vies and shit, co­me on.” He led me to his car and we went over to Loo­py’s place. Mikey was an al­right guy. I hadn’t re­al­ly got­ten to know him that well, but he’d be­en cool that first time we hoo­ked up. I won­de­red what it was li­ke for him to live with Ran­dall. He had to know he wasn’t as good loo­king or as good a lay as Ran­dall pro­ba­b­ly was. But he see­med to roll with that and not let it bo­ther him too much. I thought that was pret­ty cool. He had a cute smi­le, a short litt­le fro and some re­al­ly cool tat­toos on his fo­re­arms. But he was su­per skin­ny. Li­ke enough that you would pro­ba­b­ly think he was sick or on a crack diet or some­thing. It was hard not to no­ti­ce it.
 So, we went over to Loo­py’s. Well, we went over to the place Loo­py lives, which as it turns out was his pa­rents place, who we­re out of town for the week­end. Loo­py was about 27 and he was kind of hea­vy, with re­al­ly dark skin. He even re­min­ded me of John­ny a litt­le, alt­hough he wasn’t qui­te as lar­ge.
 Mikey and I, Loo­py and his six­teen year old sis­ter all hung out on the couch and drank and wat­ched stu­pid mo­vies. It was kind of la­me and I was thin­king oh ye­ah, this is re­al­ly gon­na make Ran­dall jea­lous.
 But then some­thing stran­ge hap­pe­ned. We we­re all a litt­le drunk and Loo­py’s sis­ter had go­ne to bed and I was on­ly half pay­ing at­ten­ti­on to the mo­vie. Loo­py and I had tal­ked a litt­le bit and he was a fun­ny guy. I li­ked him al­right. He would ask me weird ques­ti­ons out of the blue that usu­al­ly ma­de me laugh. Right in the midd­le of the mo­vie he said, “So, Mikey tells me you are a to­tal freak. That true?” I laughed again and shrug­ged. “Naw, you can’t be li­ke dat! You eit­her a freak or you ain’t. Which is it shor­ty?”
 “I guess I’m a freak.” I could see Mikey grin­ning at me.
 Loo­py said, “Let’s check out yo boo­ty girl. Twerk for us!”
 I laughed again and stood up and tur­ned around stuck my ass out. I ga­ve my best ef­fort at twer­king, but I can’t do it for shit. They both laughed. “Shit! That ain’t twer­kin’ girl. Aight, sin­ce you can’t do that, how bout you let me get a peek at that whoo­ty?” I loo­ked over at Mikey. I didn’t re­al­ly care about sho­wing Loo­py my ass, that was no big deal. But I wan­ted to make su­re that Mikey was cool. He smi­led and ga­ve me a quick nod. So, I hi­ked my skirt up over my ass and ran a fin­ger through my thong to show off a litt­le.
 “Aww co­me on! You can’t do it way over the­re. Co­me stick that ass up over here whe­re I can get a pro­per look!” He laughed and I wal­ked on over and did it again for him. “Mmmm Mmmh! That’s what I’m tal­king about!” He grab­bed my waist and pul­led me on­to his lap and we both laughed. I li­ked Loo­py. He was play­ful wi­thout being gross. La­ter, I re­a­li­zed that he sort of re­min­ded me of Pa­tri­ce O’ne­al.
 Then Mikey got up and stood in front of us and he got a serious look on his face. “What’s your game girl?”
 “What do you mean?”
 He loo­ked ir­ri­ta­ted. “Don’t gi­ve me that shit. You think I’m stu­pid?” I had no idea what he was tal­king about but I got a litt­le scared. I just loo­ked up at him and wai­ted. “You all up in Ran­dall’s shit, then me and you fuck, then you co­me over and suck his dick, then you tex­ting me try­in’ to act li­ke you don’t gi­ve a fuck about Ran­dall. Look me straight in the eye. You han­gin’ with me cuz you try­ing to get at Ran­dall, ain’t you?” I loo­ked him in the eye but I was sud­den­ly scared that he was going to hit me or some­thing. He must ha­ve se­en how scared I was be­cau­se he to­tal­ly chan­ged again. “Look. I ain’t mad, aight? I just don’t li­ke get­tin’ played. If you wan­na get with me so you can work on Ran­dall, just fuck­ing say so, ya heard me?”
 I nod­ded a ti­ny nod, still sit­ting on Loo­py’s lap who was being re­al quiet. Mikey loo­ked at me for an­other cou­ple of se­conds. I thought I might start cry­ing. I wasn’t su­re. Then he says, “I’m right, huh? You try­in’ to work an an­gle with Ran­dall, ain’t you?”
 “Ye­ah.”
 Loo­py fi­nal­ly spo­ke up. “Damn, girl. That’s fu­cked up.” Now I felt re­al­ly bad.
 But Mikey ligh­te­ned up. “I knew it! But loo­ka here. Don’t wor­ry about, aight? I’m cool. We cool. It’s all good.”
 “Re­al­ly?”
 He laughed. “Tell you what? I even help you out. You get your freak on with me and Loo­py, I’ll put some of that nas­ty shit on my pho­ne and make su­re that Ran­dall sees it la­ter. What do you think of that?”
 “You and Loo­py? What? Here? Now?”
 “Shit, why not? You all dres­sed up and shit. Let’s do it!”
 I loo­ked back at Loo­py and saw that he had a shit ea­ting grin on his face. I loo­ked back to Mikey and said, “Did you plan this?”
 Mikey smi­led and said, “It wasn’t li­ke all that…”
 I stood up, tur­ned around and loo­ked at them both. “Okay. Fi­ne. What did you ha­ve in mind?”
 Mikey sat back down on the couch, grin­ned and said, “You down with gi­vin’ me some do­me whi­le Loo­py hits it from the back?”
 Not one mi­nu­te back, I was scared Mikey was going to hit me. Now though, he’d to­tal­ly tur­ned it around. I said, “That sounds cool. I ha­ven’t do­ne much with two guys at the sa­me time.” I actu­al­ly found my­self get­ting ex­ci­ted. I’d slept with Mikey be­fo­re and I knew we we­re cool and Loo­py see­med al­right. Plus they we­re down for hel­ping me try to make Ran­dall jea­lous. My plan hadn’t wor­ked li­ke I’d thought it would, but it all wor­ked out any­way.
 Mikey sat back on the ed­ge of the couch and pul­led his jeans and bo­xers down to his an­kles. I got down on the car­pet, grab­bed a cou­ple of pil­lows off the couch and threw them un­der my knees. Mikey’s dick wasn’t su­per big, may­be six in­ches or so and he was soft when he pul­led it out. The ni­ce thing about that is that you can get the who­le thing in­to your mouth, which I love doing. He had this sort of nas­ty scen­ted soa­py smell that I re­al­ly don’t li­ke with most guy pro­ducts, but I knelt down, put my hands on his hips and wor­ked my mouth down on his dick all the way to his balls. He put his hands on the back of my head and let out a long sigh.
 Whi­le I was wor­king on Mikey, I could he­ar Loo­py mo­ving around and doing stuff, but I fi­gu­red I’d know when I should pay at­ten­ti­on. When I heard him get down be­hind me and his pants un­zip, I stop­ped to look back, just to make su­re he was put­ting a con­dom on. I saw con­doms on the floor next to him, which was cool, but what ma­de my eyes jump out my skull was his cock. It wasn’t that long, may­be just a bit lon­ger than Mikey’s. But it was one of the thi­ckest I’d ever se­en. It was li­ke a so­da can! “Ho­ly fuck! You bet­ter go slow with that thing. I’m a litt­le wet, but that’s gon­na take some work.”
 He said, “Don’t wor­ry girl. I ain’t gon­na put this in you. You gon­na back your ass up on it.” He had a big grin as he sat the­re on his knees stro­king that thing that loo­ked li­ke it weig­hed five pounds. My heart was poun­ding a litt­le in an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on. Big cocks li­ke that can feel re­al­ly good, or they can hurt li­ke hell, or both. I went back to gi­ving Mikey head and he was get­ting hard in my mouth fast which was ma­king it har­der to de­ep thro­at him be­cau­se of the an­gle.
 Then I felt Loo­py’s hands on my hips and it was li­ke I was high all of a sud­den. It had be­en a long time sin­ce I’d had two man’s hands on me at the sa­me time and it’s an in­cre­di­ble fee­ling. He hi­ked my skirt up over my hips and ran a fin­ger down in­to my thong and then pul­led them down to my knees. I ex­pec­ted to feel his cock rub up against me but in­s­tead, I felt his teeth sink in­to my ass, not too hard, but enough I mo­a­ned on Mikey’s cock. Then he sur­pri­sed me again by let­ting his tongue sli­de in­to my ass crack and I al­most lea­ped up in sur­pri­se when he li­cked my ass­ho­le! He grab­bed the sides of my ass in both hands and held me still whi­le he li­cked at me. It was hard to fo­cus on Mikey’s dick.
 He did that to me just long enough that when he stop­ped, I kind of mis­sed it. Then he mo­ved up be­hind me and just star­ted rub­bing his cock up and down, bet­ween my thighs, along my pus­sy, up against my ass crack. It felt ama­zing and I could feel him get­ting har­der. I heard him say, “You must me li­kin’ it girl, cuz I can see you get­tin’ all wet.” Then he pushed up against me li­ke he was going to fuck me, his hips pres­sed up against mi­ne, but he let his dick sli­de up bet­ween my ass cheeks and I felt chea­ted.
 I stop­ped suck­ing off Mikey long enough to say, “Ple­a­se put that rub­ber on and fuck me!”
 He laughed, and I heard him put­ting a con­dom on. Then he guided my legs apart just a bit and I felt him sli­de two thick fin­gers in­side me. I mo­a­ned and ar­ched my back up. His fin­gers ca­me out all slip­pe­ry and he wi­ped them along my la­bia as he slid out. Loo­py put his hands on my hips and then I felt that enor­mous head par­ting my lips. I stop­ped suck­ing Mikey and took a de­ep breath. “You back up on this ba­by. Back up on this dick and fuck yo self.”
 I grab­bed the ba­se of Mikey’s cock and just su­cked on the head whi­le I slow­ly star­ted rocking my hips back to­ward Loo­py. It took me a good mi­nu­te to get him all the way in­side me. “That’s it girl, I’m balls de­ep up in you now. Get to work, girl!” I be­gan to rock back and forth and the mo­ment that thing al­most slip­ped out of me, a shud­der ran up my back. I went back to suck­ing Mikey and I was just get­ting in­to it when in­spi­ra­ti­on struck me.
 I re­a­ched out and grab­bed Mikey’s hands and put them on the back of my head. At the sa­me time I sank back on Loo­py’s dick and an­other shud­der ran through me. He was so un­be­lie­va­b­ly thick. Eve­ry time I mo­ved down on him, it felt li­ke all my guts we­re mo­ving around. Mikey took my lead. He was a pret­ty ni­ce guy for the most part and being ag­gres­si­ve wasn’t his style, but he could see what I wan­ted. He pushed down on the back of my head and forced me down on his cock. He was still pret­ty hard, but I managed to de­ep thro­at him by tip­ping my head up to­ward his sto­mach.
 Then I felt Mikey’s balls against my face and Loo­py’s against my pus­sy. Ha­ving two dicks in­side you li­ke that is un-fuck­ing-re­al. Mikey held my head down un­til I star­ted to cho­ke. When I ca­me up, I coughed up a bunch of spit and loo­ked back at Loo­py. “Fuck me, fuck that pus­sy!”
 He squee­zed my hips hard, “You don’t ha­ve to tell this nig­ga twi­ce!” He star­ted poun­ding in­to me and I swe­ar my eyes rol­led back in my head. I tried to go back to gi­ving Mikey head, but at that point, it was ne­a­r­ly im­pos­si­ble to fo­cus.
 A few se­cond la­ter, I was cum­ming hard. All I could do was bu­ry my face in­to Mikey’s lap and cry out. I was pret­ty loud. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, I heard someo­ne mo­ving around in the kit­chen. Then I heard Loo­py’s sis­ter yell out, “You bet­ter not get any­thing nas­ty on the couch, Loo­py!”
 We all laughed a litt­le and went back to it. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, I ca­me again. Af­ter that, I nee­ded a break. “I got­ta stop for a mi­nu­te guys. I’m diz­zy!” We all res­ted up a mi­nu­te. I en­ded up get­ting to­tal­ly na­ked be­cau­se I’d wor­ked up a sweat and then Mikey said to Loo­py, “Let’s switch up, nig­ga. I wan­na get some of that.” Loo­py didn’t want to sit down on the couch so we mo­ved out a bit so that he was on his knees in front of me and Mikey was be­hind. me.
 It was a who­le dif­fe­rent ex­pe­ri­ence. For one, Mikey was much smal­ler than Loo­py and I was all stret­ched out. It still felt good, but it wasn’t ne­a­r­ly so over­whel­ming. The other thing was, it was a strug­gle to fit Loo­py in­to my mouth. He didn’t tas­te good from the con­dom eit­her.
 But that didn’t stop Loo­py. He put his hands on the back of my head and said, “You gon­na take it, girl. I’m gon­na get it down the­re.” He gag­ged me pro­ba­b­ly a do­zen times, not get­ting mo­re than about half way in­to my mouth.
 Mean­whi­le, Mikey didn’t seem to mind that I must ha­ve be­en loo­se as shit. He’d slip­ped on a rub­ber and just kept poun­ding in­to me. I wasn’t going to cum again, but it felt re­al­ly ni­ce. Loo­py said, “Look up at me girl. Let me see your eyes.” I did, about three in­ches of his cock in my mouth. “You gon­na take it, girl. It’s going down. You rea­dy?” I nod­ded, but my eyes we­re al­rea­dy wa­te­ring. He pul­led out a litt­le and then pushed for­ward and just kept pushing. I was star­ting to gag and try­ing not to to­tal­ly barf on him. Then it went in and down all in one shot. It hurt my thro­at a litt­le and it felt li­ke may­be some­thing in my thro­at might ha­ve even torn, but at the sa­me time, I stop­ped gag­ging too. I went all the way to his balls and he held me the­re. “Damn! That’s it girl! Work them pipes! Oh fuck that’s good!”
 When he fi­nal­ly let me up, I ma­de this re­al­ly de­ep ret­ching sound. I was su­re I was going to barf all over his floor. As it was the­re was so much thick spit run­ning out of my mouth and no­se that I could ba­re­ly breath. “Open your mouth!” I loo­ked up at him and ope­ned and then he was cum­ming, jer­king his cock on­to my tongue. He shook all over my lips as he was cum­ming and fell back on his hands when he was do­ne. I swal­lo­wed it all down, but with all the spit, I couldn’t even re­al­ly tas­te it.
 I re­a­li­zed then that Mikey had be­en kind of quiet and I loo­ked back and he was shoo­ting a vi­deo with his pho­ne. He smi­led and said, “Daaaaamn! Just got you cho­king on that dick and ta­king that load in your mouth, girl!”
 I smi­led and wor­ked on wi­ping up the spit and cum and swal­lo­wi­ng down what I could. Then Mikey flip­ped me over and han­ded the pho­ne to Loo­py who was wi­ped out and sit­ting on the couch. “Shoot me and her.” Loo­py ai­med the pho­ne at us. I was on my back and Mikey grab­bed my an­kles, and put them to­gether over one shoul­der and lea­ned in­to me, pushing my feet up straight over my head. He pum­ped in­to me for about a mi­nu­te and then said to me, “I wan­na nut on your tits girl!”
 “Do it!” He pul­led out and snap­ped the rub­ber off with a yank. I spread my legs and he craw­led up over me whi­le he jer­ked his cock. He shot all over my tits whi­le I pushed them up to­ward him. I bent up and su­cked his head clean and then wi­ped up and li­cked up the rest of his cum. It didn’t tas­te ve­ry good but I fa­ked it sin­ce I knew Loo­py was still fil­ming.
 We clea­ned up, had some mo­re drinks and finis­hed wat­ching the mo­vie. I re­a­li­zed then that I’d had a re­al­ly good time and that neit­her of the­se guys was acting weird or gi­ving me any shit. We hung out, laughed and drank. Then Mikey dro­ve me home. Be­fo­re I left, Loo­py ga­ve me his num­ber and said, “Girl, you call me any­ti­me you want the D, ya heard me?” We hug­ged.
 Alt­hough I still wan­ted to make Ran­dall jea­lous and I still wan­ted him, I didn’t feel bad any­mo­re about Mikey. I’d had a re­al­ly good time with him and I’d gi­ven Ran­dall a re­al re­a­son to be jea­lous. I al­so thought I’d be using Loo­py’s di­gits.


I’m Not Your Fuck­ing Boyfri­end
 Ka­te
“Jes­si­ca and I had sex,” Cla­rence said in this stern mat­ter-of-fact voi­ce. It to­tal­ly threw me. I was stun­ned. He told me that it wasn’t some­thing they’d plan­ned. It just hap­pe­ned. He let me sit on it for awhi­le and I wasn’t re­al­ly su­re how to re­act at first. I’d known it would hap­pen some day. They’re both adults and I don’t ha­ve any ow­ner­ship over their lives.

Still it stung. I cried a litt­le, but not as much as I thought I would. He’d had me co­me over the day af­ter they’d do­ne it, sat me down on the couch, ma­de me a Bloo­dy Ma­ry and told me the short ver­si­on of the sto­ry. I be­gan to try to pic­ture whe­re they’d do­ne it, how he’d tou­ched her, what she’d do­ne to him. I gul­ped down my drink.

He didn’t of­fer an apo­lo­gy, out­si­de of say­ing that he’d would’ve gi­ven me some war­ning if he’d known it was going to hap­pen. He al­so said that it might hap­pen again. I had a hu­ge mix of emo­ti­ons, but I didn’t ha­ve a chan­ce to sort them out. Cla­rence said, “I’ve set you up for work with Rol­lie to­night. Be at his place by 8:30.” I’d told Cla­rence the other day that I’d had a gre­at time being pim­ped out by Rol­lie and that I was wil­ling to do it again. But now it see­med li­ke too much to deal with.

 “I’m not su­re I can hand­le that right now.”
Cla­rence frow­ned at me. “Do it and do it right. When Rol­lie’s finis­hed with you to­night, co­me back here.” I re­al­ly wan­ted some ten­der­ness from him, some hugs, some af­fec­ti­on. But I wasn’t get­ting any of that. Just Cla­rence being hard.

I left and spent much of the rest of the af­ter­noon get­ting dres­sed and rea­dy and drin­king. By the time I was sup­po­sed to head to Rol­lie’s place, I was pret­ty buz­zed. I caught a cab over to Rol­lie’s. He didn’t seem to care that I was drunk. He had me step in­to his living room when I ar­ri­ved. “Turn around.”

I was wea­ring a fair­ly slinky, tight fit­ting dress and black heels. I did as he as­ked and tur­ned around. When I did, he pul­led up my skirt ca­su­al­ly with one hand and grab­bed one of my ass cheeks rough­ly and then ga­ve it a slight slap. Then he step­ped in clo­se to me and he pushed a midd­le fin­ger up against my ass­ho­le. “Du­de you gon­na see to­night as­ked for a girl who can take it in the ass. Cla­rence says you take it in the ass.” I nod­ded, sha­king slight­ly. “Good. Let’s go.” I pul­led my skirt down, fee­ling re­al­ly emo­ti­o­nal­ly off ba­lan­ce.

Rol­lie dro­ve me to a down­town ho­tel on Canal. He told me the guy’s na­me and room num­ber and that he’d be back to pick me up in two hours. He dro­ve off and I serious­ly con­si­de­red cat­ching a cab right the­re and going home.

In­s­tead, I slip­ped in­to the bar and or­de­red a whis­key and gul­ped it down. The ho­tel was a ni­ce one. I’d ne­ver be­en in­side be­fo­re. I ma­de my way up to ‘Wil­li­am’s’ room and won­de­red if that was re­al­ly his na­me. He ans­we­red my knock right away and had me step in. He was in his la­te 40s, black, a litt­le paun­chy and he had that hor­ri­ble hair­cut whe­re a guy is bal­ding but then lets it grow long in the back. He had a beard with some grey in it. He smel­led li­ke co­gnac.

Af­ter we’d taken care of the mo­ney si­tu­a­ti­on, we stood in his room and ma­de small talk for a mi­nu­te. He was in town from the East coast for Jazz Fest. This was a work trip for him. He ga­ve me a ti­ny bott­le of whis­key from the mi­ni-fridge and I swal­lo­wed it in one go. Then he pul­led me clo­se to him and put both of his hands on my ass and said, “Enough chit chat. Let’s get to it dar­lin’.” He led me to the ed­ge of the bed, sat down on it and said, “You can start by put­tin’ that mouth to work, girl.”

I got down on my knees and star­ted to un­zip his slacks, but he grab­bed my wrists and pul­led them to sides of the bed. He lea­ned back a litt­le, still hol­ding my wrists and said, “Don’t use your hands, use your mouth.” It didn’t seem li­ke a big deal, but get­ting a guy’s pants off with your mouth is har­der than it seems, es­pe­ci­al­ly when the guy is a litt­le hea­vy and his pants are tight. I’d got­ten his belt open and his but­ton un­do­ne but I was ha­ving a hard time with his zip­per. I could feel him get­ting im­pa­ti­ent. “God­damn girl, get hun­gry for it. Go af­ter it li­ke you want it.”

I fi­nal­ly got his zip­per down, but even get­ting his flac­cid cock out of his un­der­we­ar was tough. He ga­ve up on the last part and pul­led his pants down to his an­kles. Then he grab­bed my wrists again and had me suck him wi­thout using my hands. He took awhi­le to get hard. But as I felt him slow­ly gro­wing in my mouth, I had to ad­mit that de­spi­te my weird, drun­ken, fu­cked up mood, he did ha­ve a love­ly cock. It was long, but not too long. Thick, but not too thick. He was un­cut. It was straight with a slight arch to it and a head that was just a litt­le big­ger than the shaft. He was dark skin­ned and hai­ry over all of his bo­dy and his balls we­re black as pitch and co­ve­red in black and gray hair.

They we­re warm and mus­ky and he re­al­ly li­ked when I slip­ped them in­to my mouth one at a time and li­cked them. I did my best to de­ep thro­at him as well, but pret­ty soon he was so hard that it was dif­fi­cult to get the right an­gle. He let go of my wrists and craw­led up on to the bed.

“Get un­dres­sed for me. Go slow.” I took my clo­thes off slow­ly and be­gan to feel a litt­le nau­seous. I think it was a com­bi­na­ti­on of gi­ving head and all the boo­ze. I was fee­ling pret­ty off. He was lay­ing flat on his back in the midd­le of the bed, stro­king his cock. When I was to­tal­ly na­ked he said, “Now bring that pret­ty white ass over here.” He poin­ted to his face. I craw­led on­to the bed and he guided me in­to a six­ty-ni­ne po­si­ti­on. He didn’t go for my pus­sy though, in­s­tead, his tongue went straight up my ass.

I went back to gi­ving him head, but bet­ween his ass licking and my slight­ly up­set sto­mach, I wasn’t doing a good job. He didn’t seem to care though. He was to­tal­ly fo­cu­sed on my ass. He stop­ped to say, “Nothing I love bet­ter than wrecking a white ass.” I was glad I’d brought some lu­be with me.

Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, he rol­led me off. “Face down, ass up, girl. Get com­fort­a­ble.” I was going to di­rect him to my pur­se for the lu­be, but he was ahead of me and brought out his own. He slip­ped on a con­dom and squir­ted the lu­be on­to it, rub­bing it in. He step­ped up be­hind me and took two lu­bed fin­gers and pushed them in­to my ass smooth­ly in one mo­ti­on.

I let out a yelp, most­ly of shock, but a litt­le pain. He pushed his fin­gers all the way in and ro­ta­ted them around. “Oh ye­ah, I’m gon­na work this fuck­ing ass.” He pul­led his fin­gers free and mo­ved in be­hind me, sprea­ding my ass with one hand and gui­ding his cock with his other.

He stop­ped with his head pres­sed against my ass­ho­le. I was sha­king and still fee­ling a litt­le quea­sy. He squee­zed my ass hard and said, “I’ma gi­ve you a heads up here. I don’t li­ke tal­kin’ or nothin’. You can make noi­ses if you need to, but I don’t want to he­ar any sc­re­a­ming or any of that shit. You got­ta make noi­se, put your face in the pil­low. Un­der­stand?”

I nod­ded. He slip­ped his cock slow­ly in­to me. Thank­ful­ly, he was much mo­re slow and care­ful than he was with his fin­gers. I was re­al­ly glad that I was drunk. His cock had got­ten a litt­le soft sin­ce I’d be­en gi­ving him head, but he was still big enough that I felt that won­der­ful full fee­ling, that fee­ling of being stret­ched.

He put both hands on my hips and slow­ly be­gan to rock in and out of me. Right when he star­ted he said, “Oh, fuck ye­ah. I’m gon­na te­ar this shit up.” That was about all he said. An hour la­ter, we we­re in the sa­me po­si­ti­on, still fuck­ing. I’m not kid­ding. An hour.

My hips, my knees, my shoul­ders, my neck we­re all kil­ling me. We we­re both dren­ched in sweat. I’d co­me re­al­ly clo­se to thro­wing up a cou­ple of times and I had that aci­dic whis­key tas­te in my mouth. The first fif­teen mi­nu­tes or so we­re in­cre­di­ble and the­re was a cou­ple of times, I thought I was going to cum. But af­ter about twen­ty mi­nu­tes of him poun­ding in­to my ass, I just be­gan to get mo­re ti­red. He’d some­ti­mes slow down and go a litt­le soft, on­ly to pick up again. We chan­ged con­doms twi­ce and ad­ded mo­re lu­be about eve­ry fif­teen mi­nu­tes.

When he was ful­ly hard, he was just big enough that if he went all the way in­to me, it hurt a bit, li­ke my in­ter­nal or­gans we­re being hit. I kept try­ing to wig­gle away when he did that, but he’d pull me back by the hips. I gro­a­ned in­to the pil­low a lot. “Oh no, girl,” he’d say, “You ain’t get­tin’ away from this dick. I got this ass.”

Af­ter for­ty five mi­nu­tes, all I could think was that I wan­ted it over. He just kept going. I could feel sweat from his beard spray­ing on­to my ass and back. I’d managed to get a look back at the clock. Rol­lie was due to pick me up in fif­teen mi­nu­tes and they we­re the lon­gest fif­teen mi­nu­tes of my life. My ass actu­al­ly hurt the le­ast. I was pret­ty su­re that I hadn’t torn or any­thing, but all the pain had just be­co­me sort of a dull numb­ness.

Fi­nal­ly, with about five mi­nu­tes left, he pul­led out, rip­ped the con­dom off and said, “Spread your ass cheeks, ba­by.” I heard him jerk on­ce or twi­ce and then let out a long loud mo­an as he ca­me. He shot all over my ass and down the crack. I felt a litt­le cum run in­to my ass­ho­le, but at that point, I didn’t care. I was just glad to be do­ne.

He ga­ve my ass a gentle pat as he clim­bed off the bed. “Damn, ba­by. You took that li­ke a champ. Worth eve­ry pen­ny.” He step­ped in­to the ba­throom. De­spi­te my de­li­ri­um, I managed to get dres­sed. I just wan­ted to get out of the­re. On the way out, he stop­ped me and han­ded me three twen­ty dol­lar bills. “You ear­ned this tip, ho­ney. Thanks.” The­re was a ge­nu­i­ne look of ap­pre­cia­ti­on on his face that for the first time in my life, I just didn’t gi­ve a fuck about. Nor­mal­ly, I live for that look on a man’s face. I ga­ve him a brief smi­le and wal­ked out on out. I knew I loo­ked li­ke shit. I smel­led, I was swea­ty. I didn’t care.

Rol­lie didn’t say any­thing when he pi­cked me up. I had him drop me off at Cla­rence’s hou­se. I had the fee­ling this night wasn’t over yet. Cla­rence had as­ked me to co­me over as soon as Rol­lie was do­ne with me. I was star­ting to sett­le in­to my re­ac­ti­on af­ter Cla­rence had told me he’d fi­nal­ly slept with Jes­si­ca.

Rol­lie drop­ped me off. He didn’t say much. I guess he could see that I was up­set. It wasn’t his job to deal with that though. I ga­ve him his mo­ney, in­clu­ding the tip. “Keep it. I don’t want it.” I went in to see Cla­rence and by the time I got through the door, I was fee­ling an­gry.

I wal­ked in fee­ling righ­teous, li­ke I was going to put eve­r­yo­ne in their place. Cla­rence was sit­ting on the couch, wat­ching TV. “We need to talk,” I was going to lay it all down.

Cla­rence got up and said, “Yes, we do. But you need to shower first. Go shower. Then we’ll talk.” I ga­ve him a de­fi­ant look but he just igno­red it. “Go on.” I went and sho­we­red up. I got the smell of ‘Wil­li­am’ off me, clea­ned up my so­re ass, wi­ped all the makeup off. By the time I was do­ne, I’d cal­med down a bit, but I was still in the mood to let Cla­rence ha­ve it.

I pul­led on a ro­be and sat with him on the couch. He of­fe­red me a drink, but I was still a litt­le drunk from ear­lier and I wan­ted to be co­he­rent. I told Cla­rence why I was up­set. I felt li­ke he’d go­ne be­hind my back again li­ke he had be­fo­re with Jes­si­ca when they first met. I felt li­ke some­thing spe­ci­al had be­en taken from Cla­rence and I and that I hadn’t had a say in it. I’d go­ne on for a mi­nu­te or two when Cla­rence said, “Hold up. We’ll get to all this stuff, but first, I want to he­ar about your ex­pe­ri­ence to­night. In de­tail.”

I was he­si­tant, I didn’t li­ke being side­tra­cked so I ga­ve him the brief low down on how things went with Wil­li­am. “Re­al­ly? He fu­cked your ass for al­most an hour?” He as­ked mo­re ques­ti­ons and I ga­ve him mo­re de­tails. But now I was get­ting agi­ta­ted.

“Look, I don’t want to talk about being pim­ped out. I want to talk about you ha­ving sex with Jes­si­ca!”
 His face got hard. “Here’s how it’s going to go. You’ve got two choices. First choice is you walk out that fuck­ing door and ne­ver co­me back. You don’t call me, you don’t see me. We’re do­ne. The se­cond is, you change your fuck­ing to­ne of voi­ce with me, you do as I say, ex­act­ly as I say it. If you agree to the se­cond choice, I pro­mi­se you, you’ll ha­ve the chan­ce to say any­thing you want to say and ask any­thing you want to ask. But on­ly if you do as I say. Un­der­stand?”
 His voi­ce was that voi­ce that I’d heard be­fo­re. This was his no bull­shit voi­ce. The last time I wal­ked out on Cla­rence it was over Jes­si­ca and we didn’t speak for a year. I on­ly he­si­ta­ted for a se­cond. “I’ll take the se­cond. We do it your way.”
 “Good. Smart wo­man.” He led me to the bedroom and spent about ten mi­nu­tes or so hoo­king me up to an­kle and wrist cuffs. Then he at­ta­ched a sprea­der bar to my an­kles so that my legs we­re wi­de. Then he at­ta­ched the wrist cuffs bet­ween my legs to the cen­ter of the sprea­der bar. I was ba­si­cal­ly back in the sa­me po­si­ti­on that Wil­li­am had had me, face down, ass up. Then he clip­ped the sprea­der bar to the foot of the bed. I wasn’t going any­whe­re.
 I was a litt­le scared as he tied me up. I didn’t re­al­ly know whe­re he was going with all of this. I thought we we­re going to ha­ve a serious talk about our re­la­ti­ons­hip. In­s­tead, he clim­bed up on the bed, spread his legs and got his cock in my face. “Get it hard.” I su­cked on him and was in­stant­ly re­min­ded of what a gre­at cock he had. Wil­li­am’s was fi­ne, but Cla­rence was just some­how built for my bo­dy.
 Any­way, he got hard quick­ly and then mo­ved around be­hind me. He pul­led out a bott­le of lu­be and ran two fin­gers over my ass. “I’m still re­al­ly so­re…” I whi­ned.
 “I don’t gi­ve a fuck if you’re so­re. I want your ass and I’m gon­na ha­ve it.” He slip­ped up be­hind me and pushed the head of his cock up against my ass­ho­le. “Now fuck your­self on it. Back up on my dick and fuck your­self.” I took a de­ep breath and ro­cked back against him. Thank­ful­ly he’d used a de­cent amount of lu­be. He had mo­re girth than Wil­li­am and it took me a few mi­nu­tes to get as much as I could of him in­to me. When I stop­ped, he lea­ned for­ward and grab­bed my hair and pul­led on it whi­le he pushed for­ward till his balls hit me. “You feel that in you?”
 “Yes!” It hurt with him that de­ep in me.
 “Oh, to­night, it ain’t ‘yes’, it’s ‘yes, Sir.’”
 “Yes, Sir!”
 “Good, so I’ve got your fuck­ing at­ten­ti­on. Let’s cle­ar some shit up. I’m not your fuck­ing boyfri­end. You un­der­stand me? Say it.”
 “You’re not my boyfri­end, Sir.”
 “God­damn right I’m not. Now get rea­dy, cau­se this is gon­na hurt.” Wi­thout pul­ling out from me, he re­a­ched back and got some­thing off the dres­ser. Next thing I know some­thing hea­vy and sharp and un­be­lie­va­b­ly pain­ful was co­ming down on my ass with sharp crack. He hit me on the ass cheek and I thras­hed in the res­traints.
 “Ho­ly fuck­ing shit! That hurts!” He ca­me down with it three or four mo­re times on eit­her side. By the third I was cry­ing and just to­tal­ly blin­ded with pain. It was all I could feel. “Why are you hit­ting me, Sir?” If I hadn’t be­en bound, I would ha­ve run out of the hou­se and ne­ver loo­ked back.
 “Be­cau­se you’ve for­got­ten. You’ve for­got­ten that I’m not your fuck­ing boyfri­end. I own your ass. You be­long to me. You’re my god­damn pro­per­ty. If you want a boyfri­end, go di­vor­ce your hus­band and sign up on fuck­ing Match dot com.” He ca­me down with what­ever it was he was hit­ting me with again and again.
 He stop­ped for a se­cond and mo­ved back so that just the head of his cock was in­side me. I was sha­king all over. “How did I get to own your ass, Ka­te?”
 That con­fu­sed me. I didn’t know what he meant. “What?”
 “Did I make you ser­ve me? Did I trick you? Did you sign a fuck­ing con­tract?”
 “No, Sir.”
 “Then how do I own you?”
 “Be­cau­se..,” I was gues­sing. “Be­cau­se I ga­ve my­self to you, Sir?”
 “Ve­ry fuck­ing good, Ka­te. You ga­ve your­self to me. It was vo­lun­ta­ry. I tre­at my pro­per­ty well. I’ve al­ways do­ne right by you. I gi­ve you what you want most of the time, but I al­ways gi­ve you what you need, don’t I?”
 I tried to say, “Yes, Sir.” but it just ca­me out as a mum­b­led sob.
 “That’s right. I take care of my pro­per­ty. But now you’re co­ming at me li­ke I owe you some­thing. Li­ke Jes­si­ca owes you. Jes­si­ca has a boyfri­end. I’m not gon­na be going stea­dy with your daugh­ter.” He said it sar­ca­sti­cal­ly. “We’re not gon­na go to the mo­vies and hold hands. I don’t ha­ve a gir­l­fri­end, Ka­te. Last night, your daugh­ter and I had sex. Ear­lier to­day, I fu­cked Bren­da. Now, I’m fuck­ing you. I fuck lots of peo­ple, Ka­te, and you’ve got no busi­ness get­ting at­ti­tu­de with me.”
 I was full on cry­ing now. He went on, “Over the last year, I’ve tre­a­ted you well, I’ve tre­a­ted your daugh­ter well. She’s a grown wo­man and she gets to de­ci­de who she wants to fuck. We told you over a year ago that it might hap­pen and we’ve both be­en ve­ry pa­ti­ent about it be­cau­se of you. I was in your daugh­ter last night, in Bren­da to­day and now I’m in you. You ga­ve your­self to me be­cau­se you want to ple­a­se me. So ple­a­se me. Start wor­king that ass. I know you’ve got it.”
 I sat the­re for a se­cond, still sob­bing, but I slow­ly star­ted mo­ving my ass back on him and grin­ding a litt­le. Just when I pi­cked up a litt­le rhythm, he brought that strap down again and I sc­re­a­med but I kept going. He brought it down a few mo­re times but by that point, my ass was just to­tal­ly on fi­re. I could still feel it, but it was di­stant.
 Then he slo­wed, stop­ped hit­ting me and grab­bed my hips. He pul­led out and then ca­me back and put some­thing in my hands. It was a hea­vy mas­sa­ge type vi­bra­tor, the kind with the re­al­ly fat head. “Use it on your­self. Don’t stop un­til you cum.” It took a litt­le wrang­ling to get the vi­bra­tor in the right spot and my first thought was, I’m in so much pain, I’ll ne­ver cum. Cla­rence slip­ped back in­to my ass and star­ted fuck­ing me slow­ly, even­ly and de­e­p­ly. I put the head up to my clit and alt­hough it felt good, I felt li­ke I was a mi­le away from an or­gasm.
 Af­ter about ten mi­nu­tes, I still wasn’t cum­ming, even though it felt re­al­ly good. Then Cla­rence lea­ned over, his cock still bu­ried in my guts. He grab­bed my hair, but he didn’t pull hard, he just lea­ned in. He whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “I own you, Ka­te. You’re mi­ne. Eve­ry inch of you is mi­ne.” He slip­ped one arm around my tits and hug­ged me up against his chest. “Now make that pus­sy cum for the man that owns it.” And that did it. It took me a cou­ple of mo­re mi­nu­tes, but when I ca­me I just star­ted cry­ing all over again. I hea­ved and ar­ched my back and shook. I thought I was going to pass out. I just laid the­re in a da­ze.
 Cla­rence stood back and be­gan to fuck my ass hard again. He was poun­ding in­to me ruth­less­ly and his hips we­re slap­ping up against whe­re he’d whip­ped me. I was diz­zy with the pain and the or­gasm. “That’s right. My ass. My ass. My ass.” He pul­led out of me and ca­me back around and laid down on the bed. “Open.” I did and thank­ful­ly, he didn’t re­al­ly need me to gi­ve him a blow­job at that point. He was rea­dy to cum. He grab­bed my head and pushed me down on­to his cock. He tas­ted pret­ty foul at that point. My ass was slop­py with lu­be and flu­ids. I got about half of his cock down when he ca­me and I managed to swal­low. I star­ted to throw up but I managed to swal­low it down af­ter he pul­led out.
 Af­ter he’d coo­led down and wi­ped him­self up, he ca­me back and un­tied me. Then he ran a bath and wal­ked me in­to the ba­throom with him. He sat me in the tub and was­hed me. We didn’t re­al­ly talk. Then we craw­led in­to bed. I had to lay on my side be­cau­se my ass was re­al­ly star­ting to hurt. On­ce we we­re both in bed, he tou­ched me re­al­ly gent­ly and that’s when I lost it. I to­tal­ly bro­ke down and cried. He let me cry for a good half hour. When the wa­ter works we­re do­ne, he said, “Okay. Your turn. Say eve­r­y­thing you need to say, ask what you need to ask.”
 I was so drai­ned, so em­pty, so ti­red. “I’ll even­tu­al­ly get over you and Jes­si­ca. I’ll ad­just. I just need to know that you own me and that you want me and that I make you hap­py. That’s all I care about.”
 “I own you and you make me ve­ry hap­py.”



Six Guys In Five Nights
 Jes­si­ca
Most of the time, I didn’t get as much sex as I’d ha­ve li­ked. As gre­at as John­ny was , he just couldn’t al­ways keep up with my drive. Plus, we both got bu­sy with day to day life. Usu­al­ly, I’d say I got laid around on­ce a week. This par­ti­cu­lar week wasn’t one of tho­se weeks. Six guys in five days. I’m not fuck­ing kid­ding. Six guys in five days.

Day one was Mike. Jen­ni­fer is my bes­tie and Mike is her boyfri­end. Awhi­le back the three of us had foo­led around a few times. I’m not re­al­ly in­to girls, but Jen­ni­fer and I are re­al­ly clo­se and I did it most­ly as a fa­vor to her. La­te­ly though, her and Mike we­re ha­ving some pro­blems and they’d be­en tal­king about ha­ving an open re­la­ti­ons­hip. (If you read our first book, In Spa­des, we call him Mikey the­re, but sin­ce I’m al­so seeing a Mikey, Ran­dall’s room­ma­te, we’re just going to call Jen­ni­fer’s guy Mike.)

Jen­ni­fer and I had a face to face and she told me that she wan­ted me to fuck Mike first to see how she’d re­act to the who­le open re­la­ti­ons­hip thing be­cau­se she could trust me. I told her I’d do it, but that I didn’t think it was a ve­ry good idea over­all. It felt li­ke Jen­ni­fer and Mike would break up re­gard­less and that I was just put­ting my fri­end­ship with Jen­ni­fer in dan­ger.

Any­way, we ma­de plans for all this to hap­pen whi­le Jen­ni­fer was at work. I went over to Mike’s place re­al­ly not su­re how this was all sup­po­sed to go down. I mean, I’d foo­led around with him with Jen­ni­fer, but that was awhi­le back and this was to­tal­ly dif­fe­rent. I dres­sed up a litt­le bit, but I didn’t over do it. When he ans­we­red the door, he was just wea­ring re­al­ly ni­ce­ly fit jeans and nothing el­se.

I li­ked Mike. He was cute, smart, fun­ny and had this beau­ti­ful, smooth, light brown skin. But things had chan­ged sin­ce he didn’t end up mo­ving away to col­le­ge and he’d got­ten a bit of a mean stre­ak in him. He wasn’t bea­ting Jen­ni­fer or any­thing, but he was sort of short tem­pe­red.

He in­vi­ted me in and we ma­de small talk and had a beer. When he of­fe­red to take me out to din­ner, I stop­ped him short. “Mike, I li­ke you, we’re to­tal­ly cool. But this isn’t going to be li­ke a date. I’m doing this as a fa­vor to Jen­ni­fer to see if this open re­la­ti­ons­hip stuff can work out with you two.”

He got a di­s­ap­poin­ted look on his face. I think he thought this was a full on date. “So, we just fuck and you go?”
 I felt bad. “Hey, we can ha­ve fun. It doesn’t ha­ve to be li­ke five mi­nu­tes and I’m go­ne. Let’s get fu­cked up and ha­ve some good sex!” I put on my best hap­py face.
 He chee­red up a bit and we drank some mo­re and tal­ked, but it see­med li­ke neit­her of us was cool with ma­king the first mo­ve. He was tel­ling me a sto­ry about a fri­end of his get­ting ar­res­ted for a DUI when I said, “I think you should pull out your cock whi­le you finish your sto­ry.” He stop­ped mid-sen­ten­ce and just sta­red at me for a se­cond with a gle­am in tho­se ha­zel eyes of his. Then he un­zip­ped his jeans and pul­led out his dick which was limp, but pret­ty with a patch of thick short hair on the ba­se and balls.
 I re­a­ched over and just star­ted stro­king it, slow­ly and soft­ly. “Finish your sto­ry.” He kept going, but he was re­al­ly dis­trac­ted. At the sa­me time, he was slow­ly get­ting hard in my hand. When he finis­hed the sto­ry, I didn’t wait. I bent over and wrap­ped my lips around his head and star­ted suck­ing and licking him. He sank back in the couch and un­did his pants the rest of the way and pushed them to the floor.
 Af­ter a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes, he said, “I need to be in­side you, Jes­si­ca.” I got up and strip­ped down and then he put me on my side so that both of my legs we­re han­ging over the couch at around the knee. He prop­ped one foot on the floor and sunk his other knee in­to the crack of the couch and got in be­hind me. He put both hands on my topp hip and guided his cock right in­to me.
 By the way, Mike is one of the few peo­ple on John­ny’s list of guys I can fool around with wi­thout a con­dom. I’m on the pill, but I still al­most al­ways play safe.
 Mike’s not su­per big, may­be se­ven in­ches or so, but he’s cur­ved in a way that that po­si­ti­on re­al­ly doesn’t feel ve­ry good. He’s re­al­ly good at fuck­ing and he’s se­xy as hell, but that po­si­ti­on just isn’t a turn on with his cock. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, I con­vin­ced him to switch up and I got on my back and grab­bed my an­kles and pul­led them up by my head.
 I was re­al­ly tur­ned on as he star­ted to fuck me, but I was al­so still re­al­ly con­cer­ned for Jen­ni­fer. It ma­de me say some­thing weird. “Do you wish you we­re chea­ting on Jen­ni­fer with me right now? Do you wish I was your dir­ty se­cret?” I wasn’t su­re why I’d said it.
 “Fuck yes,” he said, but it just soun­ded li­ke smack talk from him. We fu­cked for an­other twen­ty mi­nu­tes or so and then he ca­me in me and I pul­led him clo­se to my chest. It was stran­ge. I felt li­ke I’d chea­ted on Jen­ni­fer with him. I al­most star­ted cry­ing. He must ha­ve felt it too be­cau­se when he sat up he said, “Whoa, that was fuck­ing weird.” We tal­ked a bit mo­re, but I left pret­ty quick­ly. I tex­ted Jen­ni­fer and she said she was about to call Mike and that we would talk mo­re soon. She see­med okay.
 Day two was John­ny, my love, my Mas­ter. I went over to his hou­se for din­ner and hung out with him and his mom and his grand­ma. I thought we we­re just going to end up in his room, may­be smo­ke some weed and crash, but he had other plans.
 He took me out to his BDSM room which is a litt­le room he has at­ta­ched to the guest hou­se that he uses as a re­cor­ding stu­dio. He got me all tied up on his ta­ble so that I was on all fours. He put a blind­fold on me and then put a re­a­li­stic dil­do in each of my hands. “Don’t fuck­ing drop the­se,” he said in my ear.
 “Yes, Mas­ter.” I al­ways had to re­fer to him as Mas­ter when we we­re in that room.
 Then he wal­ked around be­hind me and spit on my ass­ho­le. He wor­ked one fin­ger in and I bit my lip as he sunk it all the way in. Af­ter he pul­led it out he put some­thing cold and lu­bed up against my ass­ho­le and star­ted pushing it in ve­ry, ve­ry slow­ly. I re­a­li­zed af­ter a bit that it was a butt plug. It was wi­de and hea­vy and ma­de of me­tal. It took him a good three or four mi­nu­tes or so to get it all the way in and when it fi­nal­ly slip­ped in, I was re­al­ly wor­ked up and wet, but ho­ly fuck it was hea­vy.
 I thought he might fuck me then but he ca­me back with an­other toy. This one he put up against my pus­sy and be­gan to push in­side me. I was al­rea­dy pret­ty wet but it took a few mi­nu­tes to ad­just to the girth, es­pe­ci­al­ly with the butt plug in me. When it was about half way in, he pul­led it out and I heard me­tal clin­king noi­ses and I knew he was hoo­king it in­to this har­ness he li­ked to use on me. It was set up so that the dil­do was moun­ted on­to the har­ness and then on­ce the har­ness was strap­ped on­to me, it kept the dil­do in­side of me. He pushed the toy back in­to me, this time all the way, and I gas­ped. “You feel that?” he said.
 “Yes, Mas­ter!”
 It was right on the ed­ge of being pain­ful. My ass was full and my va­gi­na was stret­ched out with what I was pret­ty su­re was a thick 8” dil­do. He tigh­te­ned the straps around the har­ness and ca­me back around to­ward my face. I was still hol­ding on to the dil­dos but my hands we­re get­ting ti­red. Thank­ful­ly I was down on my fo­re­arms, so I didn’t ha­ve to use my hands to do any­thing other than hold the toys.
 “Open.” I ope­ned my mouth and the head of John­ny’s cock hit my tongue. I be­gan to gi­ve him head as best as I could whi­le I was tied up, but I couldn’t mo­ve much and he didn’t gi­ve me mo­re than the head of his dick. “Co­me on, re­ach for it. Get that dick. Show me you want it.” I stret­ched as much as I could, strai­ning against the res­traints. I was in­cre­dib­ly full and it was re­al­ly hard to fo­cus on gi­ving him even a half-as­sed blow­job.
 When I’d stret­ched my bo­dy and my neck out as far as I could he said, “Now stay just li­ke that. And don’t drop tho­se toys.” He put both hands on the back of my head and he be­gan to fuck my mouth, slow­ly and gent­ly. He’d sli­de his cock all the way in, wait just a se­cond and then sli­de all the way back out. John­ny knew my gag re­flex. Some­ti­mes he li­ked to make me gag. This time though, he just kept going in and out of me whi­le I fo­cu­sed on kee­ping my­self as stretch out to­ward him as far as I could. His big black sto­mach kept boun­cing in­to my forehead as he fu­cked my mouth.
 I’d star­ted to tas­te pre-cum when he stop­ped. He wal­ked around and un­hoo­ked me and took the blind fold off. He took the toys from my hands which we­re al­most cram­ping. He un­did the har­ness and slow­ly pul­led the dil­do out of me. Then he held the butt plug in and hel­ped me on­to the floor. “Put your face on the floor and your ass up in the air as high as it will go.”
 “Yes, Mas­ter.” I did as he as­ked, put­ting my cheek on the floor, get­ting on my knees and ar­ching my ass up as high as it would go. The me­tal butt plug felt li­ke it weig­hed ten pounds. I loo­ked back and saw him stro­king his hard se­xy cock.
 “You want this nut in you?” He was stan­ding over my ass now, his legs on eit­her side of me.
 “Mo­re than any­thing, Mas­ter.”
 “Pull that plug out of your ass.” I re­a­ched back and pul­led it slow­ly out. I gas­ped when the fat­test part of it fi­nal­ly was out of me. “Now spread that ass with both hands.” I won­de­red how open I was, how stret­ched out. He bent at the knee, still stro­king his cock. Then he put the head right up to my ass­ho­le and star­ted cum­ming. He jer­ked it right in­to my ass. I could feel the cum run­ning re­al­ly de­ep down in­to me. My ass­ho­le didn’t even touch his cock all the way around at first, but he kept jer­king and I could slow­ly feel my­self clo­sing around his head as he went soft. I had a big grin on my face. It al­ways ma­de me hap­py when John­ny ca­me.
 La­ter, we laid the­re in his bed, got stoned and wat­ched mo­vies. My pho­ne buz­zed and it was a text that said, “This still Jes­si­ca’s num­ber?” I said, “Ye­ah, who’s this?” He said, “It’s Dell! I’m in town! Co­me over to­mor­row night!”
 Dell was the first black guy I’d ever had sex with. I hadn’t heard from him in a cou­ple of years, ever sin­ce he’d left the state for col­le­ge. We’d en­ded on good terms, pret­ty much. But I was ner­vous about tal­king with him and the first thing I as­ked when we tal­ked on the pho­ne was, “Are you still han­ging out with Wes?” Thank­ful­ly he wasn’t. They hadn’t spo­ken in years. Wes was someo­ne I didn’t need back in my life.
 Any­way, Dell was back in town to vi­sit his fa­mi­ly and they we­re thro­wing him a par­ty. I agreed to go, but it was going to be awk­ward. His litt­le bro­ther is Lil T, the guy my mom slept with not too long ago. But Lil T doesn’t know that my mom and I are re­la­ted or even that we know each other. But I knew all about him. He’d had a crush on me when I used to co­me over to see Dell. I was wor­ried it would be awk­ward or that I’d gi­ve my mom and I away.
 In the end, Lil T was fi­ne, it was his fa­ther I had a pro­blem with. The par­ty was about twen­ty five peo­ple. Pret­ty chill. The­re was a bar­be­cue out back and a big cra­w­fish boil. I saw a few peo­ple I’d known back when I hung with Dell. Lil T had grown up a ton sin­ce I’d last se­en him and was loo­king damn cute. Dell hadn’t chan­ged much at all, still se­xy as fuck, still had that smi­le. When he saw me he said, “Damn girl, you went and got all grown up on me!”
 I hadn’t go­ne to the par­ty with plans to fuck Dell. My ass was still so­re from what John­ny had do­ne to me the night be­fo­re and two days in a row of good sex is enough that my sex drive isn’t dis­trac­ting me. But Dell and I slip­ped right back in­to our flir­ty ways as if we hadn’t spent a day apart.
 We’d be­en sort of te­a­sing each other and tou­ching each other on the arm when he went in­side for a mi­nu­te. Sud­den­ly, his dad, Mr. Wa­ters was the­re. He’d be­en on the grill most of the day and had be­en drin­king pret­ty hea­vi­ly. “Hi, Mr. Wa­ters.” He’d ne­ver be­en ve­ry ni­ce to me and I was ho­ping he’d chil­led out a bit.
 “I re­mem­ber the first time I saw you. You was on my boys crotch with your tit­ties out.” He said it kind of flat, not mean, just li­ke a fact.
 I got em­bar­ras­sed. “Ye­ah, wow. That was re­al­ly awk­ward. Sor­ry.” I didn’t know what el­se to say.
 “Good to see you still got ‘em. Got some ni­ce tit­ties girl.” He grin­ned at me and it was weird be­cau­se he loo­ked just li­ke Dell then.
 “Um. Thanks.” Be­fo­re I could stop him, he took my hand and put it to his crotch. He was wea­ring jeans and his cock was hard and pres­sed up against his sto­mach.
 He said, “You ever want some of this, you co­me see me and I’ll school your litt­le white ass.” Be­fo­re I could do or say any­thing he tur­ned and wal­ked back to the grill. Dell ca­me back and I de­ci­ded I didn’t want to make a sce­ne, so I just tried to get back to flir­ting with Dell. It took me an­other beer to get back in the mood though.
 A whi­le la­ter, Dell cor­ne­red me out­si­de the ba­throom and kis­sed me, hard, li­ke he used to. I could feel his arm muscles un­der his shirt and his chest was as big as ever. He wasn’t a big guy over­all, just rip­ped. Af­ter we kis­sed for a mi­nu­te, I stop­ped him and said, “I ha­ve a boyfri­end.” He star­ted to back away. “No, no, it’s cool. We ha­ve kind of an open thing going. It’s just a ru­le that I ha­ve to tell you I ha­ve a boyfri­end.” He ga­ve me a weird look li­ke he was try­ing to fi­gu­re out if I was ly­ing.
 I pul­led down the strap of my dress and flas­hed one breast re­al­ly quick­ly and laughed. “Co­me back here and kiss me some mo­re.” He did.
 I’m not su­re how we ex­act­ly en­ded up fuck­ing. I mean, one mi­nu­te we we­re just ma­king out. The next, we we­re in his bedroom. I guess Mr. Wa­ters was using it for most­ly sto­ra­ge now sin­ce Dell didn’t live the­re, so we had to push a bunch of shit off of his bed and on­to the floor. I craw­led on top of him and was un­doing his jeans when he said, “Re­ach in­to my left po­cket. I put that in the­re this mor­ning.” I got my fin­gers in the­re and pul­led out a con­dom.
 I ga­ve him a grin. “Did you in­vi­te me over here just to get laid?”
 He smi­led back, “Not just to get laid.”
 I pul­led out his cock and it was just as beau­ti­ful as I re­mem­be­red it. Dells fuck­ing style hadn’t chan­ged eit­her. Hard and fast. It’s stran­ge how ha­ving sex with someo­ne you ha­ven’t be­en with in awhi­le brings back all the­se weird me­mo­ries. I en­ded up thin­king about Wes a lot, which was both a turn on and a turn off.
 I wan­ted to cum, so I as­ked him to stop and I got out from un­der him and clim­bed on top of him and ro­de him till I got off. I caught my­self re­a­li­zing I was in the ex­act sa­me po­si­ti­on as when Mr. Wa­ters had caught us tho­se years ago ma­king out with my shirt off. Then I re­a­li­zed I was going to cum and I let my­self fan­ta­si­ze about Mr. Wa­ters cat­ching us right now, wal­king in on me ri­ding his son. It was re­al­ly hot.
 We fu­cked for awhi­le lon­ger, but it was hot and we we­re drunk and Dell hadn’t be­en using any con­doms la­te­ly, he said. He couldn’t cum from fuck­ing with one on. In­s­tead, af­ter we’d do­ne all the fuck­ing we could do, he pul­led the con­dom off and I got on my knees. “Put out your tongue, girl,” he said, and I did, ea­ger to see if he tas­ted li­ke I re­mem­be­red. He pres­sed the head of that pret­ty black cock of his right to my tongue and squir­ted out eve­r­y­thing he had in­to my mouth. I couldn’t re­mem­ber if he tas­ted the sa­me, but I found my­self a litt­le di­s­ap­poin­ted wi­thout kno­wing why. It was good to see Dell, but you can’t go back, I guess.
 La­ter, I said good­bye to eve­r­yo­ne. Mr. Wa­ters ga­ve me a wink on the way out that both cree­ped me out and some­how tur­ned me on at the sa­me time. I told Dell to keep in touch and he ga­ve me a hu­ge hug and told me it was gre­at to see me again.
 The next day I told John­ny all about what hap­pe­ned with Dell and he was cool. He al­so told me that Loo­py had got­ten in touch with him, which was a litt­le weird. Loo­py was one of the two guys that I’d had a three way with a litt­le whi­le back. John­ny said that Loo­py actu­al­ly wan­ted to check and make su­re that eve­r­yo­ne was cool with what went down and wan­ted to know if it was cool with John­ny if he saw me again. John­ny and I both agreed that that was re­al­ly awe­so­me of Loo­py. No guy had ever in­terac­ted with John­ny li­ke that be­fo­re. Then John­ny sur­pri­sed me. He said, “I li­ke Loo­py. He wants to see you to­night. You go over the­re and make su­re you lea­ve his place with a smi­le on both your faces, ya heard me?”
 That’s one of the re­a­sons I loved John­ny so much. He was ge­nerous and he li­ked to share me and he wan­ted eve­r­yo­ne to ha­ve fun. I still had a hu­ge crush going on Ran­dall and I’ll ad­mit, I li­ked bad boys and thugs. At the sa­me time, John­ny was ama­zing and sweet and he re­al­ly got me.
 Any­way, I en­ded up back over at Loo­py’s that night. Be­fo­re I got the­re, I went home, took a long hot bath and re­la­xed. My ass was still a litt­le so­re from the wor­k­out John­ny had gi­ven it and my pus­sy was a litt­le wor­ked over by Dell. The thought of Loo­py’s Coke can cock going in­side me again was both ex­ci­ting and sca­ry.
 When I got the­re, Loo­py and his sis­ter we­re chil­ling on the couch. Their pa­rents we­re ups­tairs in their bedroom. We hung for a bit and had some drinks and even snuck out back to smo­ke a litt­le weed. Loo­py and I chat­ted for awhi­le af­ter his sis­ter left for a date. He’s a big guy. Not as big as John­ny, but still a pret­ty big guy. He told me that it was hard to find girls that we­ren’t tur­ned off by his size. He as­ked me straight up if I thought he was at­trac­ti­ve and I was stoned enough to be re­al­ly ho­nest. “I li­ke guys who are built, su­re. But ha­ving a good at­ti­tu­de goes pret­ty fuck­ing far with me. Ye­ah, Loo­py, you’re a big guy and you’d be hot­ter if you lost some weight. But I’m here, right? And John­ny’s big­ger than you and I love the fuck out of that man.” He as­ked me some mo­re ques­ti­ons about my re­la­ti­ons­hip with John­ny, but af­ter get­ting a litt­le high, I was horny. “Let’s not talk any­mo­re. Let’s fuck.”
 We went up in­to his room and he sat on the ed­ge of the bed whi­le I got down and un­did his pants. My mouth was actu­al­ly wa­te­ring at the thought of tas­ting his cock again, of kno­wing how fat it was even when he was soft.
 I pul­led his pants down to his an­kles and star­ted going to town on his dick li­ke I hadn’t had sex in years. I don’t know what got in­to me, may­be it was the green. He stop­ped me for a se­cond, had me pass him his pho­ne from his pants po­cket and then he shot a short vi­deo of me gi­ving him head. When he was do­ne, he laughed and said, “I just sent that over to Mikey, let him know what he’s mis­sing.”
 Wi­thout mis­sing a beat I said, “You should ha­ve him co­me over right now. We’ll ha­ve an­other three way.”
 “For re­al? Damn girl. You are freaky as all fuck.” He tex­ted Mikey back and said to me, “He’ll be over in fif­teen.
 When Mikey got the­re, we’d mo­ved to the bed, got­ten to­tal­ly na­ked and Loo­py was lay­ing on his back, his legs spread. I was on my hands and knees licking his balls, hol­ding his cock in my hand. “Damnnn!” Mikey yel­led out.
 ”Fuck! Keep it down. My fuck­ing pa­rents are as­leep. They find me ha­vin’ a fuck­ing or­gy in here, they will throw my ass out,” Loo­py whi­s­pe­red loud­ly at him.
 Mikey pul­led off his shirt, drop­ped his pants and got be­hind me. I ar­ched my ass up and spread my legs a litt­le. As I did, I star­ted to an­ti­ci­pa­te how it would feel to ha­ve Loo­py and Mikey in­side me at the sa­me time. It was al­most enough to make me cum be­fo­re it actu­al­ly hap­pe­ned.
 I could he­ar Mikey jer­king off be­hind me, try­ing to get hard enough to fuck me, but I was get­ting im­pa­ti­ent. I loo­ked back at him and said, “Are you gon­na fuck me, or what?”
 “Take a break from his dick and get me hard, girl.” He poin­ted to his half hard dick, which was about half as thick as Loo­py’s. I tur­ned around and ga­ve Mikey head from the ed­ge of the bed. I could he­ar Loo­py mo­ving around be­hind me. Just as Mikey was star­ting to get hard, I heard a con­dom wrap­per te­ar and I knew what was going to hap­pen.
 “Go slow at first. That fuck­ing thing will te­ar me in half.” I was half scared, and half­way to an or­gasm.
 Loo­py’s big gut pres­sed up against my ass and my back and I felt that fat cock of his press up against my la­bia. He wig­gled it up and down a litt­le, wor­king my lips apart. I ar­ched my back and put my ass up as high as I could.
 Mean­whi­le, Mikey was to­tal­ly hard and his cock was hit­ting the roof of my mouth. I stop­ped and said, “Hold still. Let me do the work.” On­ce he stop­ped thrus­ting, I was ab­le to gi­ve him a much bet­ter blow job.
 Mikey’s head tip­ped back and he sig­hed. “Damn, girl. That is it! Smo­ke that dick.”
 I was re­al­ly sur­pri­sed though by the fact that Loo­py had go­ne re­al­ly slow­ly and was just in­ching in­to me, al­lo­wi­ng me to ad­just. He was going so slow in fact, that I en­ded up pushing back against him. “I’m good,” I said. “Fuck me, fuck that pus­sy hard.”
 And he did. He grab­bed my hips and star­ted ham­me­ring in­to me. I ca­me about thir­ty se­conds la­ter. I had to bi­te the ed­ge of Loo­py’s bed to keep from sc­re­a­ming, his dick was so fuck­ing thick. We went at it for a litt­le bit lon­ger, but Loo­py star­ted get­ting ti­red. I put him back on his back and clim­bed up on top of him, fee­ling that awe­so­me fee­ling of being stret­ched out as I ro­de him.
 Mike ca­me up be­si­de the bed and I tried to gi­ve him head, but it was awk­ward. Then he said, “Let me get up your boo­ty girl. Whi­le Loo­py’s up in that pus­sy.”
 I grin­ned and nod­ded. I loved the idea of being dou­ble pe­ne­tra­ted li­ke that. I laid down against Loo­py’s chest and Mikey tried to get in po­si­ti­on be­hind me. But re­al­ly quick­ly it be­ca­me “Hey, can you mo­ve up just a litt­le”, “I got a weird an­gle”, “Scoot over to your left”, “Mo­ve your ass up”, and fi­nal­ly, “Damn, I’m soft again.” Part of the pro­blem was that Mikey and Loo­py spent half their time try­ing to avo­id tou­ching each other.
 In­s­tead, we en­ded up just ta­king turns. Loo­py would fuck me for awhi­le, then Mikey. They’d switch up. Bet­ween the boo­ze and the con­doms and ta­king turns, they kept going for a long time. I lost track of how ma­ny times I ca­me. I think five. Af­ter the fifth though, my clit was aching, I was fee­ling a litt­le cha­fed. We we­re all swea­ting and ti­red.
 They pul­led off their con­doms and clea­ned up a bit and then ca­me back and stood at the foot of the bed to­gether. I sat on the ed­ge and su­cked them both off. Loo­py ca­me in my mouth and Mikey ca­me on my tits. Af­ter­ward, I ma­de a litt­le sque­aling hap­py noi­se and they laughed. “You guys, that was so much fun! Thanks for being so fuck­ing cool about stuff,” I said. We hug­ged and then de­ci­ded to smo­ke a litt­le mo­re. I bor­ro­wed some of Loo­py’s gi­ant ass sweats and a big t-shirt. I loo­ked sil­ly.
 When we ca­me back in­side, we all sett­led in­to Loo­py’s living room whe­re his litt­le sis­ter and her date we­re han­ging out and wat­ching TV. Her na­me was Ti­na and the guy was Trent. They ga­ve us a weird look at first and I won­de­red if they’d heard us foo­ling around. We all chil­led, got sil­ly drunk and laughed our as­ses off till la­te.
 I pas­sed out at some point. No idea when or what hap­pe­ned. I was on their couch which was this big, wi­de, de­ep soft thing. The­re was a blan­ket over me. The TV was off and the hou­se was re­al­ly dark. I’d be­en ha­ving some kind of su­per hot dream and when I wo­ke up I was brea­thing hea­vy and I could feel wet­ness and heat bet­ween my legs.
 That’s when I re­a­li­zed the­re was a hand bet­ween my legs and it wasn’t mi­ne. In fact, the­re we­re two fin­gers in my pus­sy, de­ep and pushing in fur­ther. The­re was al­so a hand un­der my shirt and fin­gers twis­ting my nipp­le.
 I fi­gu­red it was Mikey but as soon as I star­ted to turn my face a bit, I could see that it was Trent, Ti­na’s date. I star­ted to leap out of the bed, but I’d be­en lay­ing on his other arm and he cur­led it up so that it was around my neck. His face was right next to mi­ne. “Chill, bitch. You wan­na get the who­le hou­se up and get eve­r­yo­ne all fuck­ing wor­ked up?” He wasn’t cho­king me, but his arm was tight around my neck.
 I took a de­ep breath, still fee­ling his fin­gers re­al­ly de­ep in me, the palm of his hand pres­sed up against my ass. He lea­ned in and kis­sed my neck un­der my ear. It sent a litt­le chill down my back. “I know you fu­cked Loo­py and Mikey last night. I heard you get­tin’ freaky. I just wan­ted to see what they was get­ting.”
 “What about Ti­na?”
 “Shit. Nothing the­re. She didn’t want to gi­ve it up. Ga­ve me the fri­ends speech. That’s why we was down here wat­chin’ TV when you ca­me down. Now I got some serious blue balls. Got to get some re­li­ef, girl. Help me out.” He pres­sed up against me and I could feel his cock through his pants.
 You’d think that af­ter all the sex I’d had la­te­ly, the­re’s no way I would be con­si­de­ring this. But the­re I was with this cute boy be­hind me, his cock all hard and me all wet. I should ha­ve be­en mad, I should ha­ve ma­de a fuck­ing sce­ne. In­s­tead, I let him fuck me.
 When I didn’t mo­ve or re­spond, he took that as a yes, and pul­led my sweat pants down be­hind my thighs. He pul­led out a con­dom, to­re it open with his mouth and wor­ked it on in a hur­ry with one hand. I actu­al­ly found my­self ex­ci­ted to feel him in­side me.
 Pres­sed up be­hind me, his arm still fol­ded around my neck, he guided his cock bet­ween my legs with his free hand. “Co­me on, bitch, don’t make me do all the work. Push that ass back.” I nod­ded and I felt the head of his dick sli­de right in­to me. It was then I re­a­li­zed how wet I was but al­so how so­re I was from all the sex la­te­ly.
 On­ce he’d got­ten the head in, he thrust for­ward hard. He whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “I know this pus­sy can take a bea­tin’, so I’m gon­na beat it up.” And he did. He brought his free hand back up to my tits and squee­zed them. He wasn’t hu­ge, thank god, but he was big enough and good enough that af­ter about twen­ty mi­nu­tes of fuck­ing, I felt an or­gasm co­ming on. I star­ted whi­s­pe­ring ‘fuck’ un­der my breath and he said, “Oh ye­ah, bitch, tell me, tell me you gon­na get off on this dick.”
 “Fuck. I am. I’m gon­na cum. I’m gon­na cum hard.” I tur­ned my face in­to his arm and the couch and mo­a­ned loud­ly in­to the cus­hi­ons so I wouldn’t wa­ke anyo­ne up.
 Trent rol­led me on­to my sto­mach and clim­bed on­to my back. He slip­ped out of me and it took him a few se­conds to work it back in. He laid flat on top of me, just lif­ting his ass to thrust in­to me. He grab­bed my hair hard and put his lips right to my ear. “Co­me on,” he whi­s­pe­red, “Gim­me that pus­sy, bitch. I’m gon­na bust a jui­cy nut right whe­re you li­ke it.” He pi­cked up speed sud­den­ly and I al­most ca­me again. He put his face in­to the cus­hi­ons and yel­led as he ca­me.
 But as he slip­ped out, some­thing didn’t feel right. I tur­ned and loo­ked at him. “Did the con­dom rip?” I couldn’t see hard­ly any­thing in the dim light.
 “Naw. I took that shit off when we swit­ched up.”
 “What the fuck? Why did you do that?”
 He frow­ned. “Don’t be li­ke that. You know you wan­ted me to nut up in that pus­sy of yours. I could tell. Chill the fuck out.”
 I could feel cum star­ting to leak out of me. Trent got up and went over to the other couch whe­re he’d be­en be­fo­re he star­ted fee­ling me up. I got up and went to the ba­throom to clean up. On­ce the door was clo­sed though, I slip­ped my fin­ger bet­ween my fin­gers and tas­ted him. He was sal­ty and sweet. He was right in that I wan­ted him to cum in­side me, but how he’d go­ne about it was fu­cked up. I just ho­ped John­ny wouldn’t be too mad.
 Af­ter I clea­ned up, I went back out and slept for awhi­le. Trent was al­rea­dy dead as­leep on the other couch. Loo­py got me up ear­ly and dro­ve me home. On the way, he ac­ci­den­tal­ly drop­ped a bomb on me. We we­re tal­king about Ti­na and that she was ha­ving trou­ble fin­ding a guy she li­ked and he said some­thing about her being six­teen. I said some­thing li­ke, “Well may­be she should date guys clo­ser to her own age.”
 Loo­py shrug­ged and just said, “Trent’s her age. I think he might even be fif­teen.” I had to look away be­cau­se if Loo­py had loo­ked at me then he would’ve se­en the shock on my face and he would’ve known. In­s­tead, I just loo­ked out the win­dow and tried to play ca­su­al. I’d just fu­cked a fif­teen year old and let him cum in­side me.
 The next day, thank­ful­ly, no one cal­led or tex­ted. I was so­re all over, es­pe­ci­al­ly bet­ween my legs. I did talk to John­ny though. I told him eve­r­y­thing. I was re­al­ly sur­pri­sed by his re­spon­se. “Hey, don’t beat your­self up over it. Hap­pens to guys a lot too. You didn’t know how young he was and you thought he was wea­ring a rub­ber. Let it go. I’m just glad to he­ar you got fu­cked right.” Of cour­se, it meant an­other trip to the cli­nic to make su­re I hadn’t caught any­thing.
 So, the­re you ha­ve it. Six guys in five days and I loved it. I was ti­red and so­re, but I loved it.


The Voy­eur
 Ka­te
With Cla­rence hea­ded out of town, I was a litt­le wor­ried that I’d be spen­ding the next week or so re­al­ly horny, and a litt­le lone­ly. I should ha­ve known Cla­rence would set me up though. A cou­ple of days af­ter he left, he cal­led and told me to head over to Rol­lie’s at 9pm.

I was fee­ling bet­ter about things with Cla­rence and I, and about his re­la­ti­ons­hip with Jes­si­ca. It ga­ve me some em­pow­er­ment and I was actu­al­ly loo­king for­ward to a fun night being pim­ped out by Rol­lie. I put on a gre­at out­fit. Red heels, with a tight red top that sho­wed off my tits, a black mi­ni skirt and some re­al­ly se­xy stockings to go with it.

I met Rol­lie and he ga­ve me the low down. We we­re going out to a hou­se in Ken­ner. He knew the guy, but not the hou­se. The hou­se ap­pa­rent­ly be­lon­ged to a se­cond guy that would be the­re as well. “Am I fuck­ing two guys to­night?” The thought ex­ci­ted me. I hadn’t be­en with two men at the sa­me time in ages.

Rol­lie shook his head though. “Naw. They fri­ends and shit, but on­ly the du­de I know is pay­in’. The other guy is gon­na watch. Pro­ba­b­ly jerk off. But I told my boy, no tou­ching un­less he wants to pay up dou­ble. So you fuck one du­de on­ly. I re­al­ly don’t care which one and I don’t gi­ve a fuck about the other one. But the se­cond he lays a hand on you, shit’s dou­ble, ya heard me?”

I nod­ded, but I was a litt­le di­s­ap­poin­ted. Still, Rol­lie and Cla­rence hadn’t let me down sin­ce we’d star­ted doing this pim­ping thing. It ga­ve me a chan­ce to step out of my com­fort zo­ne and do some stuff I ne­ver would ha­ve do­ne on my own. I tru­s­ted Cla­rence with my life and I was star­ting to get a feel for Rol­lie too. He was a litt­le rough around the ed­ges and he scared me just a ti­ny bit, but I al­ways had the fee­ling that he’d ha­ve my back in a heart­beat when it ca­me down to it.

He dro­ve me out to the hou­se in Ken­ner, which is a sub­urb of New Or­leans out ne­ar the air­port. The hou­se just see­med li­ke a typi­cal sub­ur­ban hou­se and I was ple­a­sant­ly sur­pri­sed when Ken­ny ope­ned the door. He was black, about six feet, neit­her in sha­pe or out of sha­pe but so­lid­ly built. He loo­ked li­ke he was in his la­te 20s or ear­ly 30s. He had a shaved head and smooth shaven face. He was dres­sed ca­su­al­ly in jeans, a t-shirt and white socks.

We ma­de our in­tro­duc­ti­ons and he in­vi­ted me in. He loo­ked me up and down, ga­ve me a big, warm smi­le and said, “Mmmm! We are gon­na ha­ve some fun!” I li­ked his en­thu­si­asm.

Things got weird though when I step­ped in­to the living room. The other guy, the guy who ow­ned the hou­se, was white. He was about the sa­me age as Ken­ny, with san­dy blon­de hair. He wasn’t at­trac­ti­ve or ugly, just kind of ave­ra­ge. I don’t ha­ve any­thing per­so­nal against white guys, but Cla­rence and I had a long stan­ding ar­ran­ge­ment that my days with foo­ling around with white guys out­si­de of my hus­band we­re over. Hell, it had be­en six months sin­ce I’d even tou­ched Da­vid’s cock.

Still, it wasn’t a to­tal di­sas­ter. The guy who wan­ted to fuck me was Ken­ny, the black guy, not his fri­end Bri­an. It would be weird ha­ving someo­ne watch and not par­ti­ci­pa­te, but it was some­thing I knew I could hand­le. Just to make su­re though, I ex­cu­sed my­self for a mi­nu­te and ma­de a call, stan­ding out on their back porch.

I as­ked Cla­rence if it was cool if a white guy wat­ched and that that was what Rol­lie had set up. Then I thought, what if he de­ci­des to pay dou­ble so that he can fuck me? Cla­rence said, “Ye­ah, he can watch, no pro­blem. But no tou­ching you. I don’t care if he pays tri­ple. If Rol­lie gi­ves you shit, you ha­ve him talk to me. You un­der­stand?” I told him I did. I loved it when I could feel Cla­rence get­ting in­vol­ved.

We went back in­side and Bri­an of­fe­red me a beer. We took care of the mo­ney si­tu­a­ti­on. All three of us sat down in the living room and tal­ked for a few mi­nu­tes. Bri­an see­med even mo­re ner­vous than I was. He as­ked me a few ques­ti­ons about my per­so­nal life which I eit­her lied about or ga­ve him ve­ry ge­ne­ric ans­wers to. He wasn’t being ru­de, but sin­ce so few peo­ple are in my odd­ly un­i­que po­si­ti­on, I don’t think it’s smart to gi­ve out any ans­wers that could lead to big­ger ques­ti­ons.

Then Ken­ny spo­ke up. He was sit­ting across from me in a la­zy boy style chair and he said, “How about you spread tho­se legs for us. Let us see what you’re wor­king with.” He grin­ned.

I ob­li­ged and spread my legs out, let­ting my skirt ri­de up high. I was wea­ring black pan­ties and I pul­led them asi­de with my hand and let my fin­gers drift over my la­bia. “Ni­ce. I love get­ting white pus­sy.” The­re is a re­al char­ge I get that’s some­whe­re bet­ween fe­ar, pri­de, em­bar­rass­ment and lust that co­mes from ex­po­sing your­self to stran­gers. I imagi­ne it’s what strip­pers feel some­ti­mes. Or at le­ast, I imagi­ne it’s what I’d feel if I we­re a strip­per.

I pul­led my un­der­we­ar off and ga­ve them a show for a few mi­nu­tes, just te­a­sing my clit and play­ing with my lips. I could see a bul­ge for­ming in both of their pants. Bri­an, the white guy spo­ke up. “You fuck a black guy be­fo­re?” I nod­ded. “A lot of them?” I nod­ded and smi­led. “You let ‘em fuck you ba­re­back?”

I shrug­ged just a ti­ny bit, still play­ing with my pus­sy. “Some.” Right the­re, I fi­gu­red this guy out. I could see a wed­ding ring on his fin­ger. I had no doubt that he was mar­ried to a white wo­man and that he had fan­ta­sies about seeing her with a black guy. Sin­ce I was here and she wasn’t, that meant she pro­ba­b­ly wasn’t down for it. I won­de­red if she knew about this en­coun­ter.

Sin­ce wri­ting In Spa­des, I’d spo­ken to a few guys on­line who we­re in the cuckold sce­ne and met one in per­son, out­si­de of the bedroom. I un­der­stood on an in­tel­lec­tu­al le­vel why they we­re in­to it and al­most eve­ry one of them was po­li­te to me to the point of being re­ve­rent. But I couldn’t get it on a gut le­vel. I guess it didn’t mat­ter though. I was here to fuck Ken­ny, not phi­lo­sophi­ze over Bri­an.

Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, we hea­ded to the bedroom, Ken­ny ta­king me by the hand and Bri­an fol­lo­wi­ng. Ken­ny took his clo­thes off, his bo­xers last. His bo­dy was a smooth, al­most hair­less, ca­ra­mel co­lor. I could tell he was going to ha­ve a ni­ce cock even be­fo­re he got his shorts off. Su­re enough, he drop­ped tho­se bo­xers and I li­cked my lips in an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on. He wasn’t gi­gan­tic, but he was big enough that I knew I’d be cum­ming on that thing soon enough if he had half a clue how to use it.

“Get on your knees, girl. I want to see you work tho­se pipes.” I drop­ped down in front of him, grab­bed the ba­se of his cock and star­ted to go to work. In se­conds, his cock was co­ve­red in my spit and my lip­stick. He was on­ly about half­way hard when I star­ted and I knew that if he got re­al­ly hard, he’d be dif­fi­cult to de­ep thro­at. So, I star­ted spit­ting along the length of his cock, get­ting it all wet. Then I put my hands on his hips, scooped the head of his cock up with my tongue and let it go all the way down to the ba­se.

“Oh god­damn that’s good! Shit, girl can suck a dick!” He put his hands on the back of my head and held me the­re. I wai­ted, fee­ling my thro­at muscles con­vul­se around his cock. My no­se was pres­sed in­to his sto­mach and I could actu­al­ly feel his cock get­ting har­der in my mouth. Thick sa­li­va was star­ting to run out of my mouth and down my neck. His balls smel­led sal­ty and mus­ky and won­der­ful.

I had to co­me up for air though and he let me catch a few breaths. I loo­ked up at him and smi­led and he said, “Can you do that again?” I nod­ded. This time, he was get­ting har­der and it was a litt­le mo­re dif­fi­cult to keep him down. When I was at the ba­se though, he ad­ded, “Can you stick your tongue out and lick my balls, girl? Co­me on, I know you can.” He wasn’t that thick and I managed to get my tongue out and lick for just a se­cond, but then I be­gan gag­ging.

“Oh! Damn! That is the best sound in the world! A pret­ty white girl cho­king on my dick!” He let me back up for a se­cond for air, but then pushed me right back down. Sin­ce he li­ked it, I let my­self gag a few times, try­ing to surf that line bet­ween al­most thro­wing up and actu­al­ly thro­wing up. I let out a few re­al­ly loud ones.

I heard Bri­an say quiet­ly, “Ho­ly shit, that’s hot.”
 We went for a litt­le whi­le lon­ger and then I took a quick break and wi­ped up my drool and got un­dres­sed. When I ca­me back, Bri­an had taken off his pants. It was weird to see a white dick. Again, nothing per­so­nal against white guys, but I hadn’t se­en a white guy na­ked in years out­si­de of my hus­band. But he wasn’t dis­rup­ti­ve, so I didn’t re­al­ly care. He just stood quiet­ly to one side and wat­ched whi­le Ken­ny and I fu­cked.
 Ken­ny was a pret­ty good lay. We fu­cked mis­si­o­na­ry for a bit. I re­a­li­zed whi­le we we­re on the bed that this is whe­re Bri­an and his wife slept, which felt a litt­le weird. Ken­ny’s cock was a gre­at size and he knew how to get a good rhythm going. He had me ri­de him for a bit and wi­thin se­conds of fee­ling that beau­ti­ful black dick all the way in­side me, I could tell I was going to cum hard. I ha­ted that he had to ha­ve a con­dom on. I felt li­ke rip­ping it right off him.
 Any­way, it wasn’t un­til we swit­ched to dog­gy style that things got in­te­res­ting. First, Ken­ny just be­gan poun­ding me li­ke a jack­ham­mer. Some­ti­mes that’s bad, some­ti­mes that’s good. In this case, it was hea­ven. He was just the right length and thick­ness that my en­ti­re tor­so felt li­ke it was in­vol­ved in fuck­ing him. Ken­ny held my hips tight and gr­un­ted hard as he pushed in­to me over and over. I ca­me again. He kept going, which for a few se­conds is al­most in­to­le­ra­ble be­cau­se you get so sen­si­ti­ve.
 But wi­thin se­conds, I was good again. He rol­led me over on­to my back and grab­bed my an­kles, brin­ging them high and then slip­ped back in­side me. “Play with your pus­sy whi­le I fuck you. I wan­na see you cum on my dick.” I re­a­ched down and played with one nipp­le whi­le I let my other hand find my clit. He pum­ped in­to me slow and stea­dy. It didn’t take me long to cum again. I was hea­ving and sha­king and swea­ting hard.
 Right af­ter that, Bri­an ap­pea­red over me, stan­ding next to me by the bed. He loo­ked back and forth bet­ween Ken­ny and I and said, “Can I jerk off?” He wasn’t tou­ching me but I wasn’t re­al­ly in­to the idea of wat­ching that. Still, this was Ken­ny’s show, so I loo­ked to him.
 “Ye­ah, go ahead man, just keep your dick out of my face.” Ken­ny went back to fuck­ing me and he and I we­re get­ting in­to a good groo­ve with our eye con­tact and his stro­kes in and out of me. I could tell he would cum soon. Su­re enough, he said, “Tell me you want me to blow, ba­by. Tell me you want it.”
 I bit my lip. “I do, ba­by. I want it! Fill my cunt up!” I ground down on him and he squee­zed my an­kles hard enough that it hurt. His who­le bo­dy went stiff for se­cond, his head back. Then he thrust for­ward a few mo­re times. He loo­ked up at the cei­ling and said, “Fuck, I love that white pus­sy!” Then slow­ly, he be­gan to sof­ten all over. I love seeing that in a man. I love kno­wing that I’ve gi­ven him that re­le­a­se.
 “I’m gon­na cum!” That was Bri­an. I tur­ned and he was stan­ding over me. I didn’t even re­al­ly ha­ve a chan­ce to say any­thing. He spur­ted out on­to my tits in three big jets. My first in­stinct was to get mad. No, he wasn’t tech­ni­cal­ly tou­ching me, but he didn’t ask to cum on me. Se­cond­ly, if I was going to ha­ve a man’s cum on me, I wan­ted it to be Ken­ny’s. In­s­tead, his was in a con­dom.
 But I took a breath and fa­ked it. I smi­led and even tou­ched his cum a bit, rub­bing it over my tits with my fin­ger tips. We clea­ned up, had an­other drink and had some mo­re chit chat whi­le I wai­ted for Rol­lie to pick me up. Things hadn’t go­ne as plan­ned or as I’d ex­pec­ted them, but it wasn’t a di­sas­ter eit­her. Both guys we­re pret­ty ni­ce over­all, and as weird as the cuckold thing is for me, Bri­an see­med li­ke a ge­nu­i­ne­ly sweet guy. He and Ken­ny had be­en fri­ends for years and ap­pa­rent­ly Ken­ny had on­ly re­cent­ly agreed to do a three way. I was their se­cond. Rol­lie pi­cked me up a litt­le la­ter and I went home to my fa­mi­ly with a smi­le on my face and coun­ted the days till Cla­rence would be home.


Dell’s Dad
 Jes­si­ca
The last time I’d be­en out at the fa­mi­ly ca­bin had be­en a re­al­ly gre­at and weird ex­pe­ri­ence. Eve­ry sum­mer, our fa­mi­ly gets to­gether with all of our re­la­ti­ves out at a hou­se that my grand­pa­rents own ne­ar the Mis­sis­sip­pi bor­der. It’s a gre­at place with a lake ne­a­r­by. The­re are cou­sins I see al­most eve­ry year. My fa­vo­ri­te is Al­li­son. She’s one of the few girls I’ve foo­led around with even though I don’t con­si­der my­self bi­se­xu­al. My bro­ther Ke­vin has a crush on her too. She’s li­ke a wild cross bet­ween Avril La­vi­gne, a Sui­ci­de Girl, and a porn star. It’s re­al­ly hard not to li­ke her.

But the trip this year was stran­ge. First off, my bro­ther, Ke­vin, was all pis­sy be­cau­se Mal­lo­ry couldn’t co­me. They’d be­en da­ting for awhi­le and we­re may­be even tal­king about mar­ri­a­ge. Good for them. But be­cau­se she wasn’t ab­le to co­me this year be­cau­se of work, he was in a mood.

My mom and I we­re get­ting on bet­ter terms again af­ter de­aling with the fact that Cla­rence and I had fi­nal­ly had sex.
 My dad was in kind of a shit­ty mood be­cau­se I think some­thing was going down with his gir­l­fri­end or what­ever she was. I’d ne­ver met her. Hell, I wasn’t even sup­po­sed to re­al­ly even know she exis­ted. So I don’t re­al­ly know what was going on. Ho­nest­ly, I didn’t care. I know that might sound hy­po­cri­ti­cal of me con­si­de­ring how much I know about my mom chea­ting. The dif­fe­rence was, if my dad knew we we­re slee­ping with black men, he’d ha­ve lost his shit and that just pis­sed me off. I try not to think about him with his gir­l­fri­end.
 We got a sur­pri­se though when we got to the ca­bin and I found out Al­li­son was pre­gnant. She was ta­king it pret­ty serious­ly and she didn’t want to drink or smo­ke. Our other cou­sins we­re the­re and Boyd even flir­ted with me a bit, but it didn’t feel right with Al­li­son out of the pic­ture. Be­si­des, he was white and white guys just we­ren’t doing it for me any lon­ger.

I used to sort of dread all the awk­ward­ness that hap­pe­ned at the­se ca­bin trips and I al­ways felt pressured in­to doing the stuff I did the­re. Now that it wasn’t hap­pe­ning, I felt li­ke a lot of the fun had be­en taken out of it.

On the plus side, I did spend a few hours tal­king with my mom tal­king pret­ty in­ten­se­ly about my time with Cla­rence. Not so much the dir­ty de­tails, which she still didn’t want to he­ar about, but the emo­ti­ons for both of us and how Cla­rence makes us feel. That felt re­al­ly good to do.

I al­so spent a lot of time thin­king about John­ny, Ran­dall and the other guys in my life right now. I knew that I loved John­ny. That was ea­sy. But how I felt about Ran­dall was bug­ging me. The­re are lots of guys I think are hot or that I’m down to fuck. The­re are guys that I want to date and be with. Then the­re’s Ran­dall. He was some­whe­re in bet­ween. I couldn’t fi­gu­re it out. I knew he was an ass­ho­le and full of him­self. But even if Ran­dall wan­ted to fuck the hell out of me, I knew I wouldn’t be do­ne with him, I’d want mo­re. He ma­de me think of Wes. Ran­dall wasn’t going to pimp me out or beat me, pro­ba­b­ly, but the­re was a mean stre­ak in both men and part of me li­ked that. It’s fu­cked up to ad­mit, but it’s true.

When I got back from the trip, I had a sit down with John­ny about my fee­lings for Ran­dall. Alt­hough John­ny and I we­re usu­al­ly re­al­ly good about com­mu­ni­ca­ting, he’d be­en get­ting quiet, es­pe­ci­al­ly when the to­pic of Ran­dall ca­me up. I didn’t say it but it felt li­ke Ran­dall was crea­ting di­stan­ce bet­ween John­ny and I, even though I hadn’t fu­cked him or be­en han­ging out with him. Okay, I’d gi­ven him a cou­ple of blow jobs and I’d go­ne to Ba­ton Rou­ge with him. Still, I was spen­ding mo­re time with Mikey and Loo­py than Ran­dall, and they didn’t seem to bo­ther John­ny at all.

We didn’t re­al­ly get any­whe­re by the end of our con­ver­sa­ti­on. John­ny ba­si­cal­ly just told me to do what I nee­ded to do. Which al­ways frus­tra­ted me. I re­al­ly wan­ted John­ny to take the lead on this. May­be be­cau­se I felt so con­fu­sed. When I left John­ny’s, I left pis­sed and it felt li­ke he was too. But it was hard to tell with John­ny. Some­ti­mes he got quiet when he was pis­sed and some­ti­mes he just got quiet be­cau­se he wasn’t a big tal­ker.

I’d be­en tex­ting with Mikey and Loo­py. Not so much to hook up as I was just try­ing to stay in that circle so I could get an­other chan­ce with Ran­dall. They we­re both cool about it, but I think some­thing about that last three way had spoo­ked them be­cau­se both of them we­re avoi­ding tal­king about it. I ho­nest­ly ex­pec­ted them to be hit­ting me up for a three way eve­ry other night. In­s­tead, they got a litt­le quiet too.

I al­so wan­ted to spend some mo­re time with Cla­rence. We’d ba­re­ly se­en each other sin­ce we’d had sex. Par­ti­al­ly be­cau­se we wan­ted to gi­ve my mom some time to sett­le down. Al­so, Cla­rence was re­al­ly bu­sy with work. I wan­ted to talk with him about my John­ny and Ran­dall si­tu­a­ti­on, but the ti­ming was a bitch.

Things got bu­sy the way they do and sud­den­ly it was a week sin­ce I’d be­en laid. I went through a re­al­ly bad pe­ri­od too. Whi­le I was on the rag I got in­to a pho­ne ar­gu­ment with John­ny about stu­pid shit, not even any­thing to do with guys. Af­ter I hung up, for the first time ever, a thought ran through my head that scared me. I thought, why am I even with John­ny? It scared me. John­ny and I had be­en so­lid for mo­re than a year and I’d be­co­me such a hap­pier per­son sin­ce he and I star­ted da­ting. But it just all felt wrong.

A few days la­ter, I was wal­king home from a bus stop and this car stops across the street from me and I he­ar “Hey! Jes­si­ca!” I couldn’t qui­te make out who it was un­til I cros­sed the street but then I saw that it was Mr. Wa­ters, the fa­ther of my ex-boyfri­end, Dell. The last time I’d se­en him, a few weeks back at a bar­be­que for Dell, he’d put my hand up against his crotch. He’d al­ways be­en kind of mean to me, so I didn’t know why he was cal­ling to me now.

“What’s up, Mr. Wa­ters?” I tried to act calm, but he al­ways ma­de me ner­vous. He al­so loo­ked ex­act­ly li­ke Dell, but about 20 years ol­der. He had broad shoul­ders, milk cho­co­la­te skin. De­ep brown eyes. He had the sa­me awe­so­me smi­le that Dell did too, but he ra­re­ly used it and he ca­me off as a re­al­ly hard, un­hap­py per­son.

“I saw you wal­king across the street and re­mem­be­red that you and Dell used to smo­ke up a lot, ain’t that right?” I shrug­ged. “He left a bunch of weed at the hou­se. Thought you might want to co­me over and smo­ke up.”

“With you?” I couldn’t hi­de the sur­pri­se on my face.
 “What, you too good to co­me over to my hou­se? Don’t be li­ke that. I’m fuck­in’ of­fe­rin’ you some free do­pe and you get all bit­chy? Shit!” That frown of his was back.
 I wasn’t stu­pid. This was about Mr. Wa­ters wan­ting to get in my pants. He was hand­so­me in a weird way and was Cla­rence’s cou­sin and ho­nest­ly, I was horny. But he was a mean son of a bitch and I didn’t li­ke him. I star­ted to shake my head no. He star­ted up again. “Look, I don’t smo­ke the shit. I drink. Co­me over, smo­ke a bit, you can take some home. Lil T will be the­re too. I know he’d li­ke it if you ca­me over.”
 It was true that I mis­sed Lil T, Dell’s youn­ger bro­ther. It was al­so true that some weed soun­ded gre­at. He saw my ex­pres­si­on change and he said, “Hop in, girl.” I went around and hop­ped in his car and he dro­ve us back to his place.
 The weed was re­al­ly good. Mr Wa­ters was drin­king whis­key and he pou­red me one as well. But Lil T wasn’t around and I was a litt­le di­s­ap­poin­ted. He was a gre­at guy and I was pret­ty su­re that I was the first girl he ever french kis­sed, years back. When I as­ked whe­re he was, Mr. Wa­ters said, “I don’t know. Thought he’d be here. Boy’s hard to keep track of.” We tal­ked about Dell and about school and Mr. Wa­ters’ job.
 I’d had a whis­key and got­ten com­fort­ab­ly ba­ked. It was about time to head home. We we­re sit­ting in the living room, me on a short litt­le couch and Mr. Wa­ters on the couch next to me. He was clo­se enough to talk to, but far enough away that he couldn’t touch me.
 I was just sip­ping down the last of my whis­key when he just re­a­ched down, un­did his pants and pul­led his dick out. It was limp and lay­ing the­re against his pants. I al­most bl­ur­ted out, “It looks just li­ke Dell’s!”, but I managed to keep that in­side. In­s­tead, I just kind of sta­red.
 Mr. Wa­ters fi­nal­ly spo­ke up. “Dell told me you was a freak and re­al­ly li­ked get­ting fu­cked. I ain’t got­ten laid in months.” He just sip­ped his whis­key again, li­ke it was no big deal to whip your dick out in the midd­le of a con­ver­sa­ti­on. I couldn’t stop thin­king about how it loo­ked just li­ke Dell’s, long with a slight bend to it, a fat head that was just a litt­le bit ligh­ter brown than the shaft.
 I still hadn’t mo­ved or said any­thing. “I see you sta­rin’ at it. Why don’t you co­me over here and put that mouth on it.” It was a straight up ques­ti­on, but the ans­wer wasn’t so ea­sy. First, this was my ex-boyfri­end’s fa­ther. He was a lot ol­der than me. I thought he was kind of a dick. On the other end of things, John­ny didn’t re­al­ly seem to care ve­ry much who I fu­cked or how I felt about them. I hadn’t got­ten laid in awhi­le. Mr. Wa­ters al­so kind of re­min­ded me of Dell and my sex with Dell had al­ways be­en pret­ty awe­so­me.
 I thought about it for a se­cond or two lon­ger, then said fuck it. I set down the whis­key glass and I went around to the couch he was on and sat down next to him. I lea­ned over, grab­bed the ba­se of his cock with one hand and let that fat head slip in­to my mouth.
 He lea­ned back and said, “I knew you was a litt­le slut.” The mo­ment I star­ted gi­ving him head, I re­a­li­zed I was car­ry­ing around all this frus­tra­ti­on and ten­si­on and on top of that I was stu­pid­ly horny and high as fuck. I just nee­ded to cut loo­se for a bit. I wan­ted to feel wan­ted. He put a hand on the back of my head and pushed down a litt­le. “Get that dick, litt­le girl. Don’t be shy. I wan­na feel that shit in your thro­at.”
 His cock was get­ting hard pret­ty fast. I wor­ked him up and down and I could feel that fat head tick­ling my gag re­flex. I star­ted stro­king him whi­le I su­cked on his head, but I guess he didn’t re­al­ly want that be­cau­se he stop­ped me. “Let’s go ups­tairs.” Then he sur­pri­sed the hell out of me by picking me up and thro­wing me over his shoul­der. It was some­thing Dell would ha­ve do­ne and I loved it.
 He took me up to his bedroom, which was kind of fil­thy. He ob­vious­ly hadn’t had a girl over in awhi­le. The­re we­re clo­thes and beer bott­les eve­r­y­whe­re and his bed was a mess. He sat on the ed­ge of the bed and pul­led me bet­ween his legs. “Take off that shirt. Let me see tho­se ni­ce tit­ties again.” I pul­led my shirt over my head and for some re­a­son, right then, I star­ted fee­ling weird again. May­be it was be­cau­se I’d just fu­cked Dell in his room down the hall the other week. May­be it was that Mr. Wa­ters was so much ol­der than me. I wasn’t su­re. But I was get­ting a litt­le weir­ded out.
 He re­a­ched up and pul­led the straps of my bra down and pul­led out my breasts. He lat­ched on­to one with his hand and the other one with his mouth and su­cked hard. I put my hands on the back of his smooth head and let him suck on me. It felt won­der­ful.
 De­spi­te fee­ling weird, I found my­self step­ping out of my flats and un­but­to­ning my jeans. When I’d got­ten them un­do­ne, he re­a­ched to the sides and yan­ked them down along with my un­der­we­ar. “I’m gon­na fuck the shit out of you, litt­le girl.” That ga­ve me a chill. I kept thin­king, I should stop this. But I didn’t.
 When I step­ped out of my pants, he stood up and tur­ned me around and put me on my back on the bed. Then he put his hands un­der my knees and lif­ted my legs high and wi­de. He sur­pri­sed me though by ben­ding down and ta­king a long slow lick at my pus­sy. Not ma­ny guys I knew li­ked to eat pus­sy, so I didn’t even bo­ther as­king most of the time. But he was ea­ger and I put my hands back on that smooth head of his.
 He fli­cked at my clit with his tongue and then stuck it in­side me li­ke it was a dick. He heard me mo­an and he loo­ked up from bet­ween my legs. “Get­tin’ that pus­sy all kinds of wet, ain’t I?” I nod­ded at him again. He went back to licking me and I just clo­sed my eyes and en­joy­ed it.
 Then he mo­ved me up fur­ther on the bed and took off his pants and un­der­we­ar. He wasn’t in as good as sha­pe as Dell was by a long shot. But he wasn’t flab­by at all and he was in the best sha­pe I’d ever se­en for a guy his age. His skin was the sa­me cho­co­la­te co­lor that Dell’s was but he had short cur­ly hair all over his bo­dy.
 Af­ter he took off his shirt, he clim­bed up on the bed with me. His cock was rock hard and I could see pre-cum lea­king out of the head. I said, “Grab a con­dom.”
 He got a weird look on his face. “You got a di­sea­se?”
 “No.”
 “You on the pill?”
 “Yes.”
 “Then why the fuck would I put on a rub­ber?” He clim­bed over me, his cock brus­hing against my thigh.
 “Be­cau­se it’s the ru­les.”
 “Who­se ru­les?” He had his hands in my hair now and his face was right up against mi­ne, our no­ses tou­ching.
 “My boyfri­end and I.” I could feel his heat all over me.
 “You ain’t got no fuck­ing boyfri­end.”
 “What?”
 “If you got a boyfri­end, what are you doing with your legs spread right now?”
 “We’re in an open re­la­ti­ons­hip.”
 “An open what?” He laughed. “You got a boy al­right, but you ain’t got no boyfri­end. A re­al man wouldn’t be let­ting you gi­ve it out. I’m gon­na show you what a re­al man is li­ke.” The head of his cock brus­hed against my la­bia. “You want a re­al man in you, litt­le girl? Huh?” I whi­s­pe­red for him to put on a con­dom but it was ba­re­ly a whi­s­per. I was fee­ling in­ti­mi­da­ted and as­ha­med of my re­la­ti­ons­hip with John­ny. “What’d you say, ba­by? I couldn’t he­ar you. Tell me to put my fuck­ing dick in you. Co­me on. Say it. Say ‘put that dick in my litt­le white pus­sy.’ Say it.”
 “Ple­a­se, put on a con­dom.” It was still ba­re­ly a whi­s­per. I was sha­king all over.
 “Fuck that noi­se. That ain’t what I said.” His hand tigh­te­ned in my hair. “Tell me you want a man in your pus­sy. Say it. Say you want a man up in that white cunt.” I mum­b­led. “What’d you say, bitch? I can’t he­ar you.”
 “I said I want a man in my pus­sy.” I re­al­ly did. He slid his cock up so that it ran over my clit.
 “You want a man in your pus­sy? Is that what you said?” I nod­ded. “Cau­se you ain’t got no man in your life, do you?” All of of sud­den, I was back whe­re I’d be­en with Ran­dall all tho­se weeks ago. He ac­cu­sed John­ny of not being a re­al man be­cau­se he shared me with other men. I was fee­ling tho­se doubts again. We­re they right?
 “Tell me you want this up in you raw. Say ‘fuck my boyfri­end, gi­ve me that dick’.” His cock was sli­ding back and forth over my clit and my knees we­re up and my legs spread. My legs we­re star­ting to shake.
 I couldn’t take it any­mo­re. “Fuck my boyfri­end, gi­ve me that dick.”
 “That’s what I thought.” He rai­sed up his hips, pushed his dick down and slip­ped in­side me. I felt my­self gus­hing and run­ning out all over his sheets.
 “Ho­ly shit ho­ly shit ho­ly shit.” It was all I could say. He felt so good. I dug my fin­gers in­to his back and he star­ted sli­ding his cock in and out of me in long slow stro­kes, ta­king his time. He’d push all the way in, de­ep in me and hold it for a se­cond and then sli­de all the way back out till just the head of his cock was tou­ching my lips.
 He pushed in­to me again and said, “That’s a re­al man in you. I know you feel that.” I nod­ded and bit my lip. He pul­led out slow­ly all the way and said, “Damn. Look at my dick. Look at it.” I loo­ked down, it was co­ve­red in my juices, white, cre­a­my and drip­ping.
 He slip­ped back in­side of me and when he did, I could feel an or­gasm buil­ding up in me. “Oh fuck, ple­a­se, fuck me hard, right now, fuck me!”
 He sped up a bit, but not much and said, “Say my na­me, bitch.”
 “Fuck me, Mr. Wa­ters, ple­a­se!” That got him to speed up. I ca­me all over him then and just as I finis­hed, I re­a­li­zed he was star­ting to cum too.
 “I’m gon­na bust in that litt­le pus­sy. Grab my dick girl! Milk that shit! Get it!” I thrust up at him and squee­zed him. He drop­ped his face in­to the sheets and said, “Ooooh shiii­itttt!” He went limp quick­ly and I could feel his cock in­side me ma­king the­se litt­le jerks. I was kind of da­zed. That had felt so good and so bad at the sa­me time. I was still buz­zed from the boo­ze and the pot, but I wan­ted mo­re.
 “Don’t you fuck­in’ go any­whe­re, litt­le girl. I ain’t do­ne with you.” He pul­led out of me with a slip­pe­ry sound and re­a­ched over and grab­bed his whis­key and dow­ned half of what was in his glass. Then he laid on his back and poin­ted at his dick. “Co­me over here and suck on this dick girl. Get it clean and hard again.”
 I rol­led up off my back, got on all fours and star­ted gi­ving him head, licking him all over. It was ama­zing how co­ve­red he was in his own cum and my juices. The com­bi­na­ti­on of our flu­ids was de­li­cious and I swal­lo­wed down eve­r­y­thing I could get. As I was doing it, I star­ted pre­ten­ding that he was Cla­rence and I could feel my­self get­ting wet all over again.
 It didn’t take long be­fo­re I could feel him swel­ling in my mouth, which sur­pri­sed me for a guy his age. I was on my hands and knees off to one side of him. He re­a­ched over and grab­bed a thigh and squee­zed hard, enough to make me mo­an in pain a litt­le. Then he slid his hand up and let his fin­ger­tips run over my pus­sy. “Damn girl, you all slop­py again.” Then his hand went up hig­her and his midd­le fin­ger slip­ped in­to my ass­ho­le.
 He wig­gled his fin­ger de­ep in me and said, “I know a few nig­gas be­en back here.” He wig­gled it and mo­ved it in and out a litt­le, then pul­led his fin­ger free. “Get on the floor girl. All fours, ass up.”
 His floor was pret­ty fil­thy, but I got down on my knees and my el­bows. “Nuh uh. All the way down.” He got be­hind me and pushed my shoul­ders down to the car­pet. “Keep that face on the floor girl.”
 “Do you ha­ve some lu­be?” He wasn’t the big­gest I’d ever had back the­re and John­ny and I did a lot of anal play, so I was used to being pe­ne­tra­ted back the­re. Still, I hadn’t re­al­ly be­en pre­pa­red for anal sex to­day.
 He put his hands on my ass cheeks and spread them wi­de and then spit twi­ce right up against my ass­ho­le. “The­re’s your lu­be girl. Sides, my cock is co­ve­red in your spit too. It’s gon­na go in ni­ce.”
 I wasn’t so su­re, but I let him try. The head of his cock pushed up against my ass­ho­le and then slid in far mo­re ea­si­ly than I thought it would. I gas­ped as he slid the first inch or so in. Then he stop­ped. “You do the rest girl. Fuck that dick. Back that white ass up un­til you hit balls. Do it!”
 “Okay!” I star­ted wor­king my way back. The first few in­ches we­re ea­sy and god damn did they feel good. He was thi­cker than John­ny, but not by much. He was enough to be chal­len­ging, but not straight up pain­ful. But he was a litt­le lon­ger than John­ny and I be­gan to get to a point whe­re I wasn’t su­re how much mo­re I could take. I star­ted to slow down but he didn’t li­ke that. “Co­me on girl, don’t quit on me. You al­most got that dick. Finish that shit. Don’t make me do it.”
 The thought of him ham­me­ring for­ward was enough to mo­ti­va­te me to work the rest in, but I can’t say it felt gre­at. He was in de­ep enough that it was hur­ting my in­sides a bit. “Can you go ea­sy on that last inch?”
 He didn’t ans­wer, but he slid al­most en­ti­re­ly out of me, till just the head was in and then slow­ly slid all the way back in, till it was hur­ting again. Thank­ful­ly he wasn’t slam­ming in­to me. He did it two mo­re times, sli­ding al­most out of my ass and then going back in. That’s when the smell hit me. I wasn’t clean back the­re. He hoo­ted though. “Hooo girl! I got up in the­re de­ep! I got your dirt all over my dick, litt­le girl! That’s how you know you’re get­ting it right!”
 I thought he might stop but he actu­al­ly star­ted fuck­ing me re­gu­lar­ly af­ter that. I ha­ve no idea how that wasn’t a to­tal turn off for him, but it wasn’t. I was to­tal­ly gros­sed out though. His car­pet was nas­ty and the smell of my own shit was clo­se to ma­king me gag. Thank­ful­ly, he didn’t take too much lon­ger to cum. He star­ted fuck­ing me so that on­ly the first cou­ple of in­ches of his cock we­re in­side me and he said, “Tell me what you want, litt­le girl!”
 “I want you to cum!”
 “Whe­re do you want it?”
 “In my ass!”
 “Who am I? Say it all! Co­me on, litt­le girl!”
 “I want your cum in my ass, Mr. Wa­ters!” He squee­zed my ass re­al­ly hard with both hands and held still whi­le he ca­me in my ass. His dick jer­ked around in­side my ass­ho­le and I could feel the wet­ness of his se­men in­side me. De­spi­te the car­pet and the smell, I loved that I got him to cum again.
 He pul­led out a few se­conds la­ter and said, “Co­me on.” He pul­led me to my feet and took me out of the bedroom, down the hall and in­to the ba­throom. “Get in the shower.” I did as he as­ked and we got in to­gether and took a hot shower. “Wash your­self. Get clean, girl.” I sho­we­red up as best as I could. When I got to my ass, I could feel his se­men lea­king out of me. He grin­ned. “See, that’s what I’m tal­kin’ about. I put a load in that pus­sy, I put a load in that ass and I can tell you li­ked it. You ain’t got no boyfri­end, you just got some pus­sy whip­ped litt­le fag­got who thinks he’s your man.”
 I felt hot all over. The shower was re­al­ly warm and his words we­re ma­king me feel li­ke I was going to faint. Why wasn’t I mad? Why wasn’t I de­fen­ding John­ny? He kept going. “Clean your litt­le ass out and then get to work on me. I want you make su­re you re­mem­ber what a man looks li­ke.” I finis­hed clea­ning my­self up and then star­ted in on him. I hadn’t sho­we­red with a lot of guys and I had to ad­mit, that it was kind of ni­ce, soa­ping him up and clea­ning him.
 When I got to his ass, I la­the­red him up and got him all clean. He got un­der the wa­ter and rin­sed off and then we swit­ched again, so that the shower head was spray­ing against my back and he was fa­cing away from me. “Get down on your knees and lick my ass­ho­le, litt­le girl.” I got down on my knees and now the wa­ter was spray­ing the back of my head. He spread his cheeks and I stuck my tongue out and li­cked.
 It wasn’t li­ke I hadn’t rim­med a guy be­fo­re, but I hadn’t do­ne it a lot. Not ma­ny guys as­ked for it. It wasn’t my fa­vo­ri­te thing to do, but most­ly be­cau­se I’m ne­ver su­re how clean someo­ne is. I guess in this case, sin­ce I’d just clea­ned him, I knew he was spot­less. He re­a­ched one hand back and pushed my head for­ward. “Co­me on! Don’t be shy! Get in the­re and eat my black ass.” It was a litt­le hard to brea­the, but I managed and I found that bet­ween eve­r­y­thing that had hap­pe­ned, the sex, the shower, rim­ming him, I was actu­al­ly get­ting tur­ned on again.
 Af­ter I’d li­cked him for a few mi­nu­tes he tur­ned around and I got a shock. He was half hard again! I’d ne­ver se­en a guy his age be ab­le to go three times in a row be­fo­re. He put his hands on the back of my head and guided his cock right in­to my mouth. I was ab­le to swal­low him all the way down on­ce, but then he star­ted get­ting too hard. Plus, the wa­ter hit­ting my head and run­ning down my face was ma­king it hard to brea­the.
 He ea­sed up though and just let me gi­ve him head the way I wan­ted to. I su­cked on the head whi­le I stro­ked his shaft and played with his balls. He be­gan mo­ving his hips for­ward and back­ward. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes though, he still hadn’t cum, but I could tell he was clo­se. “Re­ach back, girl. Stick your midd­le fin­ger in my ass. Do it.”
 I ba­re­ly got my fin­ger half way in and he star­ted cum­ming. Thank­ful­ly, this time his load was a litt­le smal­ler and I managed to swal­low eve­ry drop down. “Fuck yes!” he grin­ned at me and I re­a­li­zed I had ne­ver se­en Mr. Wa­ters gi­ve me a full smi­le be­fo­re. He loo­ked re­al­ly hap­py.
 We finis­hed clea­ning up, got dres­sed and went down­stairs and both had an­other whis­key. We we­re sit­ting the­re tal­king when Lil T wal­ked in the door. My heart jum­ped in­to my thro­at. I had this fee­ling that all the good vi­bes bet­ween Mr. Wa­ters and my­self we­re about to get thrown out the fuck­ing win­dow. He loo­ked over at me, a serious look on his face and then over at his son.
 “Hey dad. Hey, Jes­si­ca? What are you doing here?”
 Mr. Wa­ters jum­ped in. “She ca­me to see you dum­my! Whe­re you be­en?”
 “Ye­ah. We didn’t get to catch up on shit at the bar­be­que the other week. Thought I’d stop by and see how you’ve be­en.” It was a lie, but it was one that was be­lie­va­ble.
 “Cool! Dad, what are we doing for din­ner?” Lil T ca­me in and drop­ped his bag and sat on the couch with us.
 “Ahh fuck. To­tal­ly for­got. I ha­ven’t do­ne shit sin­ce I got off work son. Cept this.” He shook his em­pty whis­key glass.
 We all en­ded up in the kit­chen tal­king, whi­le Mr. Wa­ters ma­de a half drunk at­t­empt at fi­gu­ring out some­thing to cook for din­ner. Then in­spi­ra­ti­on hit me. “Guys, I’ve got an idea.” They both loo­ked at me and I said, “Let me cook din­ner for you.”
 I’m not much of a cook, but the idea of coo­king for the­se two men sud­den­ly soun­ded li­ke the best thing in the world to me. They agreed and I en­ded up ma­king spa­ghet­ti and a sa­lad. It wasn’t gre­at, but I left their hou­se re­al­ly hap­py. I don’t think Lil T had any idea I’d just be­en fu­cked sil­ly by his dad. I ho­ped Mr. Wa­ters wouldn’t say any­thing to Lil T about it.
 When I got home, I’d mis­sed din­ner at my own hou­se. My mom was clea­ning up and I pul­led her asi­de. “You’ll ne­ver guess who I had sex with to­day!”
 “Who?” She had a grin on her face. I loved that I could tell her about my sex life.
 “Dell’s dad, Mr. Wa­ters!” I was ha­ving a hard time not being re­al­ly loud about it. She as­ked for the who­le sto­ry and I told her, try­ing to whi­s­per through my ex­ci­te­ment. But as I told her, I star­ted ha­ving all tho­se fee­lings co­me back that I’d had when I was in the shower with Mr. Wa­ters. Why hadn’t I stuck up for John­ny and my re­la­ti­ons­hip? Why was I con­ti­nu­al­ly thin­king about Cla­rence and Ran­dall, but not my boyfri­end?


Back To Mo­bi­le
 Ka­te
Af­ter Cla­rence had told me he’d slept with Jes­si­ca, I went through qui­te a few weeks of funk. Both Cla­rence and my daugh­ter we­re re­al­ly good about gi­ving me space to work through things and I took some time to try to get out of my own head space and change my perspec­ti­ve a bit.

I work out fair­ly re­gu­lar­ly and I some­ti­mes switch up to ta­king long walks and this see­med li­ke a good time to do that. My walks took me ne­ar a school cam­pus and I li­ked going through their big sports fields.

On the se­cond day, I spied a hand­so­me guy wor­king on cam­pus. I couldn’t tell what he did, may­be he was a ja­ni­tor or a grounds­kee­per or some­thing. He was in work pants and a short slee­ved work shirt. He wasn’t su­per hand­so­me or spe­ci­al, just an or­di­na­ry loo­king, hard wor­king black man. I ha­ve no idea if he saw me or not and I didn’t think much about him af­ter I loo­ked away.

On the third day that I took a walk, I saw him again and he de­fi­ni­te­ly saw me that time. The fourth time I took a walk through the area, I didn’t see him. But the fifth time, I wal­ked by much clo­ser to him and he smi­led and wa­ved at me. He was about my age and had that look that a man has when he’s wor­ked ma­nu­al la­bor all of his life, a litt­le lea­the­red, toughe­ned. He had kind eyes that see­med a litt­le ti­red, but his smi­le was warm and I smi­led back.

The sixth time, he sur­pri­sed me by stop­ping me and as­king my na­me. When I told him he said, “Ni­ce to meet you, Ka­te. I’m Ter­ry.”
 “Hi, Ter­ry.”
 “You’re get­ting to be a re­gu­lar sight around here.”
 “Ye­ah, I’ve be­en ta­king some long walks la­te­ly. Clea­ring my head.”
 He nod­ded and I could tell that he in­stant­ly got it. We said our good­by­es and I didn’t see him for a few days af­ter that even though I took a cou­ple of walks through the cam­pus.
 Then one day, I’d taken my walk a litt­le la­ter than usu­al and I was going through the par­king lot and about to lea­ve the cam­pus when I heard someo­ne call my na­me. It was Ter­ry, stan­ding ne­ar his car.
 I sna­ked through the par­king lot and wal­ked up by him. “Hi, Ka­te. I’m just wrap­ping up here. Ha­ven’t se­en you in a few days.”
 “Ye­ah, I’m all over the place. Seems li­ke you are too. How are you?”
 “Pret­ty good. I was thin­king about get­ting a cup of cof­fee at the place down the block. In­te­res­ted in joi­ning me for a cup?” He was smi­ling at me and it took me a mi­nu­te to fi­gu­re out why his ex­pres­si­on was bo­the­ring me. It was be­cau­se for the first time in awhi­le, a man was loo­king at me wi­thout lust in his eyes. The­re was just ni­ce, po­li­te, fri­end­li­ness the­re.
 “Su­re. You don’t mind gi­ving me a ri­de over?”
 “Hop on in!”
 That’s how my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Ter­ry be­gan. He was mar­ried, li­ke I was. He had two kids, li­ke I did. He was less than sa­tis­fied with his mar­ri­a­ge, li­ke I was. The dif­fe­rence for him was that he hadn’t chea­ted, whi­le I’d be­co­me an out of con­trol slut over the last few years.
 Ter­ry was in the midd­le of a tri­al se­pa­ra­ti­on with his wife and things we­re a bit of a mess for him. Mo­re than any­thing, I think he just wan­ted a fri­end to talk to. Li­ke me, he’d be­en mar­ried most of his adult life and all of his fri­ends we­re her fri­ends too and he didn’t feel li­ke he could be open to them wi­thout it get­ting back to her.
 I could tell Ter­ry was at­trac­ted to me, but he didn’t make any mo­ves on me at all. For my part, I didn’t tell him any­thing about my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence or that I had a ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ si­tu­a­ti­on with my hus­band. In­s­tead, I just wan­ted to be his fri­end.
 We be­gan kee­ping in touch through email and text. The­re wasn’t much flir­ting, but I still felt li­ke I had to tell Cla­rence about him. It felt li­ke he was a se­cret and I didn’t want to keep things from Cla­rence. But Cla­rence see­med to get it right away and had no pro­blem with my fri­end­ship with Ter­ry.
 One night, Ter­ry texts me and says, ‘Can I take you to din­ner?’ I wro­te back ‘Is this a date?’ and he says ‘If you want it to be.’ I wasn’t su­re if I did or not, but it was re­al­ly ni­ce to go out to din­ner with a man and just spend some time tal­king, wi­thout sex re­al­ly being on the ta­ble.
 I li­ked hea­ring about his life, his fa­mi­ly, about him gro­wing up in Mis­sis­sip­pi. The­re was an old school gentleman qua­li­ty to him that re­min­ded me of James a litt­le, my old landl­ord from when I’d had an apart­ment. But the­re was al­so a litt­le bit of a fee­ling bre­wing in my gut too. One that ma­de me think of Jay, Cla­rence’s fri­end who I’d de­ve­lo­ped some re­al fee­lings for and bot­ched things with years back.
 Not long af­ter the night whe­re Rol­lie had pim­ped me out to Ken­ny and his white fri­end, Bri­an, I got an email from Ter­ry say­ing that he’d mo­ved out of his hou­se. He and his wife we­re going for­ward with the se­pa­ra­ti­on. I could tell he still loved her, but li­ke Da­vid and I, the­re was just a big di­stan­ce bet­ween them and he didn’t see how he could fix things.
 Any­way, he in­vi­ted me out to din­ner again. The con­ver­sa­ti­on tur­ned a litt­le flir­ty and as we we­re co­ming out of the re­stau­rant, he kis­sed me. It caught me off guard a litt­le as he’d ne­ver even hin­ted that he wan­ted to make a mo­ve on me. I let him kiss me for a mi­nu­te and I even kis­sed him back a litt­le. But af­ter­ward, we we­re both awk­ward and for the next cou­ple of days we didn’t talk. Neit­her of us we­re mad or any­thing, I think we both just had a lot to think about.
 The next day, I found out that Cla­rence was going to be ta­king me out of town for the week­end for a trip to Mo­bi­le. I was su­per ex­ci­ted be­cau­se that was whe­re Ed­die and Aa­ron lived, two guys who I’d foo­led around with in the past in group set­tings. Ed­die was mo­re of a fri­end but Aa­ron, well, I had a lot of che­mistry with him. Had he lived in New Or­leans, I pro­ba­b­ly would ha­ve at le­ast wan­ted to date him. He was al­so the most ri­di­cu­lous­ly hung man I’ve ever foo­led around with, porn star big.
 I told Da­vid, my hus­band, about going out of town and un­li­ke the last time when I went to Ty­ro­ne’s for the week­end, he didn’t seem ve­ry hap­py about it. I’d got­ten the vi­be that things we­ren’t going well with the wo­man he was seeing, but of cour­se, it was nothing that Da­vid and I would dis­cuss exp­li­cit­ly. He just see­med grum­pier than usu­al and was home for din­ner a litt­le mo­re of­ten than he had be­en.
 I felt a litt­le bad for him, but I wasn’t going to let that stop me from ha­ving a good time. I told him he’d just ha­ve to deal with it. He got this look on his face li­ke he wan­ted to ask me ques­ti­ons and this cra­zy thought ran through my mind. Just tell him about Cla­rence. Tell him that Cla­rence is black and that you’re going out of town to pro­ba­b­ly ha­ve group sex with other black guys. But I didn’t, and I’m glad I held my tongue. I re­a­li­zed that that would ha­ve just be­en mean­ness on my part, a to­tal­ly sel­fish ad­mis­si­on, not some­thing that Da­vid actu­al­ly nee­ded to he­ar. In­s­tead, I just said, “I’m sor­ry. I’ll call you on Sa­tur­day and check in, okay?” That see­med to make him feel a litt­le bet­ter.
 We hea­ded out of town la­te on Thurs­day and dro­ve out to a hou­se a litt­le ways out­si­de of Mo­bi­le. Last time we’d co­me out to Mo­bi­le, we’d stayed in a down­town ho­tel and the­re had be­en a who­le group of us, in­clu­ding one of the other wo­men that Cla­rence sees, Bren­da. It was kind of ni­ce to ha­ve Cla­rence all to my­self for a few days this time.
 I still didn’t know ex­act­ly what he had plan­ned when we pul­led up to the hou­se, but I found out quick­ly. The hou­se, it tur­ned out be­lon­ged to Ed­die. Ed­die had be­en fri­ends with Cla­rence for years and al­so, coin­ci­den­tal­ly, was an ac­quain­tan­ce of John­ny’s, Jes­si­ca’s boyfri­end. He al­so was re­al­ly big in­to vi­deo work and had a circle of fri­ends who li­ked to share vi­de­os of the sex they had.
 Aa­ron was the­re too and it was li­ke no time had pas­sed sin­ce the last time I’d se­en him in New Or­leans. The­re we­re al­so two la­dies the­re, one was Ed­die’s new wife and the other was Aa­ron’s gir­l­fri­end. Ed­die’s wife, An­nie, was black and beau­ti­ful and an ama­zin­gly gra­cious host. Aa­ron’s gir­l­fri­end, Ge­ne­vie­ve, on the other hand, kind of sur­pri­sed me. First, she wasn’t ve­ry at­trac­ti­ve. That’s not a pro­blem in itself, I don’t go ma­king per­so­nal judg­ments on peo­ple ba­sed on how at­trac­ti­ve they are, but in this case, I couldn’t fi­gu­re out why Aa­ron was with her be­cau­se he was so damned hand­so­me and re­fi­ned. They loo­ked odd to­gether as a cou­ple. Aa­ron is one of tho­se guys that you ex­pect to be with the hot­test, most put to­gether wo­man in the room.
 That still wasn’t why I had a pro­blem with her though. Af­ter we’d all hung out and chat­ted a bit at Ed­die and An­nie’s hou­se, we de­ci­ded to call it a night. We’d got­ten the­re pret­ty la­te and both Cla­rence and I we­re wi­ped.
 The next day, An­nie ma­de us an ama­zing break­fast and we all just kind of got to know each other a bit. Then for lunch, An­nie took us to one of her fa­vo­ri­te pla­ces and af­ter our se­cond glass of wi­ne, eve­r­yo­ne had loo­se­ned up and was tal­king pret­ty free­ly. An­nie knew about Ed­die’s kinks and was pret­ty kinky her­self. She said that she and Ed­die had chan­ged their ‘sin­gle’ play­ing style to some­thing a litt­le mo­re struc­tu­red sin­ce they’d got­ten mar­ried, but that they we­re still ve­ry open and play­ful. I re­al­ly li­ked them as a cou­ple.
 Aa­ron’s gir­l­fri­end, Ge­ne­vie­ve, was re­al­ly kind of fee­ling li­ke the odd one out. We tried to in­clu­de her in the con­ver­sa­ti­on, but she see­med to be pret­ty un­com­fort­a­ble tal­king about sex or se­xu­a­li­ty, which again, re­al­ly sur­pri­sed me sin­ce she was with Aa­ron. Ge­ne­vie­ve had do­ne some group kink and be­en to a few swin­gers par­ties, but I got the im­pres­si­on that she was the type of wo­man who went the­re to find a hus­band and then lea­ve the sce­ne, li­ke she was or­de­ring take out food or some­thing. She ma­de a few side­ways com­ments re­gar­ding my si­tu­a­ti­on with Cla­rence and I felt Cla­rence squee­ze my hand un­der the ta­ble. He didn’t want me to make a sce­ne, so I let it sli­de.
 It wasn’t ru­i­ning the day or any­thing though and when we we­re hea­ding back to Ed­die’s place, I caught Aa­ron gi­ving me a grin that said he was loo­king for­ward to seeing me na­ked again as much I was him.
 Ed­die put on a vi­deo that he’d shot when we we­re back at the hou­se. He said he ‘just wan­ted to show us his la­test work’, but re­al­ly this was a way to get us all in the mood to fool around.
 Ed­die was a de­cent loo­king man. A litt­le paun­chy, a litt­le bal­ding, but mo­re im­port­ant­ly, fun, and com­fort­a­ble with him­self. It was al­ways a ple­a­su­re to fool around with Ed­die. Cla­rence and Aa­ron we­re two of the se­xiest man on the pla­net so the­re was no pro­blem the­re, ob­vious­ly.
 When it ca­me to the la­dies, I didn’t re­al­ly think that anyo­ne ex­pec­ted us to fool around much. An­nie was cur­vy and big breas­ted with re­al­ly dark cho­co­la­te skin and long straigh­te­ned hair. I’d be fi­ne foo­ling around her most­ly be­cau­se she’d be­en so sweet to me and had just a re­al­ly warm air about her.
 Ge­ne­vie­ve on the other hand was ma­king me a litt­le ner­vous. Her bo­dy was a litt­le li­ke mi­ne, but she was much squis­hier and her skin loo­ked li­ke she didn’t take gre­at care of it. Her phy­si­cal ap­pea­ran­ce had nothing to do with it though, it was her at­ti­tu­de that was bo­the­ring me.
 Anyo­ne who has had group sex or is in the swin­ger sce­ne can tell you, a bad at­ti­tu­de from one per­son can ru­in the mood of a who­le room. It can put eve­r­yo­ne on ed­ge in a si­tu­a­ti­on whe­re you’re sup­po­sed to be re­la­xing.
 Ge­ne­vie­ve just see­med to ha­ve a re­al­ly put off vi­be about her. Aa­ron didn’t seem to no­ti­ce or care though and Ed­die and An­nie we­re quiet about it if they felt it. So, I de­ci­ded to just try to push past it and let it go.
 We wat­ched the mo­vie for a bit and An­nie sur­pri­sed us. She’d be­en ma­king out with Ed­die on the couch a bit. We we­re all snug­gled up in pairs wat­ching a four way Ed­die had ta­ped a few months back. Then, she got up, faced Ed­die and the rest of us and just pul­led her shirt off over her head, re­a­ched back and un­did her bra and then gi­ve us a litt­le bur­les­que strip te­a­se. I think she li­ked that Ed­die was in­to her being wat­ched by other peo­ple.
 Her breasts we­re ama­zing and she had a bo­dy that in­spi­res pain­tings. I men­ti­o­ned awhi­le back that I don’t re­al­ly see white men na­ked ve­ry of­ten any lon­ger so it’s kind of a shock when I do. It’s the re­ver­se with wo­men. I ve­ry ra­re­ly see black wo­men na­ked and it’s al­ways a thrill. I’m not at­trac­ted to wo­men in ge­ne­ral, but the­re’s some­thing so won­der­ful­ly exo­tic about black wo­men’s bo­dies. I think that if I we­re in­to wo­men, I’d pro­ba­b­ly ha­ve a thing for black wo­men.
 Any­way, she ga­ve us a gre­at litt­le bur­les­que dance, slow­ly strip­ping all the way down and then clim­bing back on to Ed­die’s lap. Then Ge­ne­vie­ve craw­led on­to the floor bet­ween Aa­ron’s legs, un­zip­ped his pants and pul­led out his cock. It was a litt­le hard not to sta­re sin­ce Aa­ron’s dick is one of tho­se dicks that eve­r­yo­ne in the room, ma­le or fe­ma­le, al­ways does a dou­ble take on.
 He was on­ly about half­way hard, but Ge­ne­vie­ve was strug­g­ling to get much of his cock in­to her mouth. It was ma­king me sa­li­va­te wat­ching her. I tur­ned to Cla­rence and said, “May I?” He smi­led and nod­ded.
 I got down on my hands and knees, un­zip­ped Cla­rence’s pants and be­gan to gi­ve him head. An­nie fol­lo­wed our lead and did the sa­me thing. So the­re we we­re, all lined up on one big couch. Aa­ron and Ge­ne­vie­ve on one end, Cla­rence and I in the midd­le and An­nie and Ed­die on the other end. All three wo­men on their knees, gi­ving head to the men.
 It was re­al­ly ni­ce and we all just took our time. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, Ge­ne­vie­ve and I fol­lo­wed An­nie’s lead and strip­ped down and then the men did too. I re­al­ly li­ke being na­ked with a group of peo­ple. It feels re­al­ly good, na­tu­ral.
 Then An­nie stop­ped, got an evil smi­le on her face and said, “Let’s all switch!” We all laughed and eve­r­yo­ne ro­ta­ted around. I went over to Ed­die, An­nie went to Aa­ron and Ge­ne­vie­ve mo­ved to Cla­rence. No­ne of us we­re doing too much hard­co­re stuff, just ni­ce ea­sy blow­jobs. But af­ter I’d be­en gi­ving head to Ed­die for a few mi­nu­tes and I’d gag­ged a cou­ple of times, I star­ted fee­ling a litt­le quea­sy.
 We took a short break, got some wa­ter and then went back to it. We swit­ched up again and I got to wrap my lips around Aa­ron’s beau­ti­ful cock. I loved that the other girls had al­rea­dy be­en on him, that we we­re sha­ring all the men. But af­ter just a few mi­nu­tes, I star­ted get­ting quea­sy again. Then af­ter Aa­ron’s mons­ter ma­de me gag, I could tell I was going to get sick.
 I ran to the ba­throom and be­gan to throw up. I felt re­al­ly em­bar­ras­sed. No one ga­ve me any hass­le about it, but I felt li­ke I was ru­i­ning all the fun for eve­r­yo­ne el­se. Af­ter my third time thro­wing up though, I knew some­thing was wrong.
 It turns out, we’d got­ten food poi­so­ning. When I say we, I mean An­nie and I. She star­ted thro­wing up about a half hour la­ter. We’d both had had the sa­me thing at the re­stau­rant and now we we­re pay­ing a hea­vy price for it.
 It pret­ty much stal­led the who­le week­end. An­nie and I spent the next day and a half on the couch. We all played cards and some board games. Aa­ron and Ge­ne­vie­ve foo­led around, I guess, but both Cla­rence and Ed­die didn’t seem in­te­res­ted in doing any­thing with her. Or may­be it was Ge­ne­vie­ve who put the bra­kes on that. I don’t know. Eit­her way, all the group sex was can­ce­led for the week­end.
 I did get to talk to Aa­ron for awhi­le though and that was re­al­ly ni­ce. I didn’t want to pry too much in­to his re­la­ti­ons­hip with Ge­ne­vie­ve, but may­be he gues­sed what some of us we­re thin­king. It was just he and I alo­ne, tal­king and he said, “One of the things that I re­al­ly li­ke about her is that we laugh a lot to­gether. She and I do a lot of stuff out­si­de the bedroom to­gether and we’re al­ways ha­ving fun.”
 We wrap­ped things up and said our good­by­es. I was going to miss An­nie, even af­ter on­ly kno­wing her for a cou­ple of days. We all pro­mi­sed we’d try to do it again some other time.
 La­ter, as Cla­rence and I we­re dri­ving home, I felt this weird ho­le in my gut. I’d most­ly got­ten bet­ter from the food poi­so­ning, but now the­re was this stran­ge fee­ling that some­thing was mis­sing. I had a hus­band in Da­vid. He was the ‘head of hou­se­hold’ in the old school sen­se, my part­ner in rai­sing my kids, my connec­ti­on to my lar­ger ex­ten­ded fa­mi­ly. Then I had Cla­rence, my lover, the ow­ner of my bo­dy, some­ti­mes my pimp. He met all of my phy­si­cal needs. But I didn’t ha­ve any man in my life that was my fri­end or my part­ner.
 Was it gree­dy to want that too? Did I re­al­ly ha­ve to ha­ve a third man in my life? And why, when I thought about the­se things, was Ter­ry pop­ping in­to my mind?


Fa­ke It
 Jes­si­ca
I ca­me home from clas­ses and ran a hot bath and craw­led in. I brought some whis­key in with me and just let my­self think for awhi­le. I was slee­ping with qui­te few men, I’d ma­de some mi­sta­kes in the last few months and I was fee­ling re­al­ly mi­xed up about what the hell I was doing. The­re was John­ny, Ran­dall, Mikey, Loo­py and now Mr. Wa­ters all swir­ling around in my brain.

I’d just run a se­cond bath af­ter the wa­ter got cold and had craw­led back in with a fresh whis­key when Ke­vin, my bro­ther ca­me in. We hadn’t be­en tal­king much la­te­ly, but it wasn’t be­cau­se the­re was a pro­blem bet­ween us. We’d both just be­en re­al­ly bu­sy. He sat down on the toi­let and shared a whis­key with me.

Af­ter the fa­mi­ly trip to the ca­bin last sum­mer, I’d just got­ten to the point whe­re I didn’t care whe­ther Ke­vin saw me na­ked or not. To his cre­dit, he’d chil­led out a lot and even though I knew he still went out of his way to some­ti­mes see me out of my clo­thing, I didn’t feel li­ke he was ob­ses­sed about it any lon­ger. We’d got­ten to a good space in our re­la­ti­ons­hip. I think Mal­lo­ry and his re­la­ti­ons­hip with her had to­ned down what­ever fan­ta­sies he’d had going about me.

He knew me well enough to know that I was bo­the­red by some­thing and af­ter a litt­le prod­ding, I ga­ve him the short ver­si­on. “Even though I love John­ny and we’re in an open re­la­ti­ons­hip, I feel li­ke he isn’t pos­ses­si­ve of me at all. I feel li­ke other guys would be mo­re pos­ses­si­ve of me.”

“So, what you want guys to fight over you? Is that it?” He ga­ve me a smart ass look and I fli­cked some wa­ter at him.
 “No. I don’t know. I want John­ny to care that Ran­dall thinks he’s not a re­al man be­cau­se he let’s me sleep with other guys.”
 “Do you think John­ny’s a re­al man?” He was as­king serious­ly.
 “Yes!”
 “Well then why do you gi­ve a fuck what Ran­dall thinks?” He had a good point. I shrug­ged. “Do you re­al­ly li­ke this Ran­dall du­de?”
 I thought about it for a se­cond. I slow­ly nod­ded my head. “Ye­ah. I do. I pro­ba­b­ly shouldn’t be­cau­se he’s kind of a dick. But I do.” And then, out of the blue, I was cry­ing. No idea why. Well, may­be I did ha­ve an idea. I don’t want to li­ke Ran­dall or guys li­ke Ran­dall, I re­al­ly don’t. And I know it’s not good for me and that John­ny is ama­zing. But I couldn’t un­der­stand why John­ny wasn’t stan­ding up for us, for our re­la­ti­ons­hip. Why he wasn’t mo­re…man­ly. So ye­ah, that’s why I was cry­ing.
 Ke­vin put down his whis­key and ca­me to the tub and ga­ve me a hug. Even though I knew he was on­ly half doing it to make feel bet­ter and half to hug up against my tits, I let him. I nee­ded a hug.
 The next day, Mr. Wa­ters left me a voi­ce­mail and said that he’d had a re­al­ly good time and that I could co­me over any­ti­me I wan­ted to re­mem­ber what a re­al man was li­ke. I didn’t call him back, but I sort of put him in the back of my head. I ha­ted to ad­mit that I’d had such a good time with him, but I did. In fact, I think when it ca­me to sex, I li­ked him bet­ter than I li­ked his son, Dell.
 I didn’t ha­ve any­thing sor­ted out yet, but I was fee­ling bet­ter. I’d al­so ma­de the de­ci­si­on that one way or an­other I nee­ded to deal with Ran­dall. I eit­her nee­ded to wri­te him off or get on with it.
 I tex­ted Mikey, his room­ma­te, and as­ked him if Ran­dall had se­en the vi­deo that he and Loo­py had shot of the three way we’d all had. He said that Ran­dall had tried to play li­ke he didn’t care but that he wat­ched it all the way through. He said that af­ter it was over, Ran­dall said, “Damn, that girl is a straight up freak!”
 Then Mikey al­so told me that Ran­dall had be­en seeing a lot of Court­ney over at their apart­ment. Mikey didn’t think they we­re serious or any­thing, but he was pret­ty su­re that Court­ney and Ran­dall we­re doing a pret­ty de­cent amount of fuck­ing.
 I wasn’t a fan of Court­ney’s. We’d on­ly re­al­ly met the one time, but she left a bad im­pres­si­on. She was pret­ty and blon­de, with long legs and re­al­ly firm tits. But the re­al pro­blem was that she was a bitch. She had a bad fuck­ing at­ti­tu­de. That actu­al­ly mo­ti­va­ted me to try even har­der to get with Ran­dall.
 My next pro­blem to deal with was the un­pro­tec­ted sex that I’d had with Mr. Wa­ters. Not on­ly was I going to ha­ve to go in for an­other round of STD tes­ting, which even with ins­uran­ce was get­ting ex­pen­si­ve, but I was going to ha­ve to tell John­ny about it. This was the fourth time this year I’d bro­ken our ru­le. The first time, with Tony, it was a case of bad judg­ment be­cau­se of boo­ze and drugs. The se­cond time was with Gat’s bro­ther and the­re was no ex­cu­se. Then the­re was Trey and I didn’t re­a­li­ze he’d taken the con­dom off. I was a litt­le stoned when I’d be­en with Mr. Wa­ters, but that’s a good re­a­son. The truth was, I just wan­ted to do it. I was drea­ding the call to John­ny be­cau­se I knew he’d be fu­rious.
 But when I cal­led, his re­spon­se was, “Aight. Shit hap­pens. Go get tes­ted.” What the fuck? Af­ter I got off the pho­ne with him, I re­a­li­zed that I was an­gry with him be­cau­se he didn’t get an­gry. What was going on with John­ny? Why was he acting this way?
 The next day, I got a text from my best fri­end, Jen­ni­fer. She and her boyfri­end, Mike, we­re still doing the open re­la­ti­ons­hip thing. She didn’t sound too op­ti­mi­stic though. I think it was ad­ding mo­re pro­blems to their lives than it was sol­ving. She wan­ted to hang out and I told her I’d love to. I felt li­ke I nee­ded some girl time.
 Just a few hours la­ter though, I got a mes­sa­ge from Mikey. They we­re all going to a par­ty that night over in Sli­dell and wan­ted to know if I wan­ted to co­me sin­ce Ran­dall was going to be the­re. I thought about it for a mi­nu­te and then as­ked if I could bring Jen­ni­fer. “Is she fi­ne?”
 I laughed. “Yes, she’s fi­ne.”
 “Then bring her!”
 I got back with Jen­ni­fer be­cau­se I wan­ted to make su­re she was cool with going to a par­ty. She said that she’d be cool with it as long as she and I stuck to­gether and it didn’t be­co­me about hoo­king up. I agreed, es­pe­ci­al­ly sin­ce I just wan­ted to try to score some points with Ran­dall to­night. Even if Jen­ni­fer hadn’t be­en with me, it was going to take awhi­le be­fo­re I got Ran­dall in bed. This would be a chan­ce to just te­a­se him a bit.
 Jen­ni­fer ca­me over and we spent the who­le af­ter­noon just han­ging out, gos­si­ping, lis­ten­ing to mu­sic and try­ing on out­fits for the par­ty that night. It was re­al­ly ni­ce to hang with her again. She’d got­ten kind of di­stant sin­ce she’d got­ten serious with Mike. Even though I li­ked him, I kind of ho­ped that if they bro­ke up, it meant that I’d get to spend mo­re time with her.
 We got our­sel­ves to­tal­ly dres­sed up and loo­king hot for the night – skirts, heels, the works. I was al­so fee­ling a litt­le ex­hi­bi­ti­o­nist so I went wi­thout un­der­we­ar. I tried to get Jen­ni­fer to do it too, but she said she was going to start her pe­ri­od any se­cond.
 I loo­ked pret­ty good but Jen­ni­fer loo­ked gre­at and I knew she was going to get a lot of at­ten­ti­on. She was on fi­re. She re­minds me of Lu­cy Ha­le but with a short spi­ky hair cut and a litt­le bit of a punk rock look to her. She’s pe­ti­te, but cur­vy and she’s got this sort of un­in­ten­ti­o­nal con­fi­dence that’s re­al­ly ni­ce.
 Any­way, she dro­ve us out to the par­ty and when we we­re par­king, we both pinky swo­re that we we­ren’t going to lea­ve each other for any guys to­night.
 The par­ty was pret­ty bum­ping. It was a big mix of peo­ple and the mu­sic was a mix of boun­ce and dir­ty south hip hop. We chat­ted with a cou­ple of peo­ple we knew and then fi­nal­ly ran in­to Mikey and Loo­py. Right away, Mikey took a li­king to Jen­ni­fer. Loo­py was kind of flir­ting with me, which I didn’t mind, but I wan­ted to make su­re that things didn’t get too far out of hand.
 I was loo­king for some­thing be­si­des the re­al­ly nas­ty punch they we­re serving at the par­ty when I ran in­to Court­ney, the girl that Ran­dall was seeing. It was awk­ward right away. She was sort of try­ing to be ni­ce, but I couldn’t fi­gu­re out why. I was po­li­te back to her, the­re was no point in star­ting shit. Fi­nal­ly, she just says, “Oh and Ran­dall is back over the­re if you want to say hi.” Then she wal­ked off. What the fuck was she on about?
 I de­ci­ded to go back and talk to Ran­dall. He was bull­shit­ting with two other guys and when I wal­ked up, I was sur­pri­sed at how fri­end­ly he was with me. I was al­so sur­pri­sed at how fast I felt my­self get wet, just loo­king at him. He’d chan­ged his hair to tight litt­le corn rows and his arms loo­ked li­ke they we­re ma­de of steel.
 The guys he was with we­re kind of cute, but it was hard to even no­ti­ce they we­re the­re with Ran­dall stan­ding next to them. They we­re put­ting on a litt­le show for me, brag­ging about their ge­ar and stuff. Nor­mal­ly I love that kind of thing, but with Ran­dall the­re, it was li­ke they we­re in­vi­si­ble.
 “I ran in­to Court­ney up front. She said you we­re back here. Thought I’d co­me over and see what’s up.” I was play­ing it su­per cool.
 “Cool, ye­ah, Mikey told me you might be here to­night. You bring your boyfri­end?”
 “This kind of par­ty isn’t his thing. I brought my bes­tie, Jen­ni­fer.” He grin­ned and we bull­shit­ted for a few mo­re mi­nu­tes, but I could tell he was buil­ding to some­thing.
 “So, I saw that vi­deo you ma­de with Mikey and Loo­py.” He hadn’t said what vi­deo I’d ma­de, but the two guys we­re still stan­ding the­re and when they heard that they star­ted laug­hing and yel­ling.
 “Oh shit! You got a freaky vi­deo, girl? Let’s see!” I didn’t re­al­ly care if they saw or not. I didn’t ha­ve it on me any­way. What I wan­ted to see was Ran­dall’s re­ac­ti­on.
 He said to them, “She took it down the thro­at and from be­hind! Girl went to town on tho­se swi­pes! Ain’t ly­in’!” I grin­ned be­cau­se that was it, what I’d be­en wai­ting for. Ran­dall brag­ging about me fuck­ing Mikey and Loo­py was the first re­al sign that he was in­to me. The game wasn’t over though.
 He tur­ned to me and said, “You eat pus­sy?” Now I knew whe­re all this was going. Ran­dall wan­ted a three way with me and Court­ney. He’d pro­ba­b­ly al­rea­dy told her to help make it hap­pen which is why she’d be­en so ni­ce to me a few mi­nu­tes back.
 “De­pends. Why?” He took my el­bow and led us away from the two guys who we­re still laug­hing and tal­king about my vi­deo.
 On­ce we had a litt­le pri­va­cy, he star­ted up again. “Cau­se, I fi­gu­re you might want to co­me over and ha­ve a litt­le fun with me and Court­ney. I was thin­kin’ you might lick her pus­sy whi­le I fuck her ass­ho­le. What do you think about that?”
 The truth was, that image gros­sed me out. I re­al­ly didn’t want to go any­whe­re ne­ar that bitch’s rot­ten snatch. Not to men­ti­on, I didn’t want her to be any­whe­re ne­ar me when I fu­cked the shit out of Ran­dall. I wan­ted him all to my­self.
 But it was time to get back to our game. “Might be hot. I’ll ha­ve to think about it. I’m not usu­al­ly in­to girls or going down. Not my thing. I’m in­to dick.” I said it li­ke I was kind of bo­red but may­be in­te­res­ted. Then I said, “We’ll talk about it la­ter okay? I’m going to get back to Jen­ni­fer.” I didn’t re­al­ly gi­ve him a chan­ce to say any­thing el­se.
 By the time I got back to Jen, I had a spark of an idea, but I had no idea how it would all play out. I fil­led in Jen on my con­ver­sa­ti­on with Ran­dall. She al­rea­dy knew what I thought of Court­ney. She said she’d help if she could.
 At the sa­me time, she and Mikey see­med to be hit­ting it off pret­ty well and he was wor­king hard to make some time with her. It was actu­al­ly kind of cute. But I knew them both and I knew that it might be al­right for a hoo­kup, but that Jen­ni­fer would get bo­red with Mikey re­al­ly quick. He was a sweet guy and all, but Jen­ni­fer was re­al­ly smart and un­less she was with a smart guy, she’d lo­se in­te­rest fast. Plus, and I ha­te to say this, Mikey was half the lay that her boyfri­end Mike was.
 A litt­le la­ter, I saw my op­por­tu­ni­ty. We’d go­ne up to a room with a guy Loo­py knew to smo­ke a litt­le green. It was me, Jen­ni­fer, Mikey, Loo­py and two of Loo­py’s fri­ends, both cute hood boys.
 The­re was a couch and a sheet over one win­dow and a TV on some milk cra­tes and a twin bed in the cor­ner. Mikey sat on the couch with Jen in bet­ween us and eve­r­yo­ne el­se sat on the floor and set up the bong. On­ce they got it going around, I whi­s­pe­red to Jen and said “Hey, you up for foo­ling around a litt­le?” Jen and I had mes­sed around a cou­ple of times. It was just fri­end­ship for me, but Jen had taken it a litt­le too serious­ly a cou­ple of times, so we’d had to ha­ve a few talks. But she’d chil­led out sin­ce then and I felt li­ke if we foo­led around now, she wouldn’t get weird on me.
 She grin­ned and nod­ded at me. I lea­ned over and said to Mikey, “Hey, we’re going to put on a litt­le show. Make su­re Ran­dall knows, okay?” He laughed and nod­ded.
 Af­ter the bong went by, I didn’t make a big show, I just lea­ned over and kis­sed Jen. It was al­ways weird kis­sing girls. I’ve on­ly kis­sed a few, but it’s so dif­fe­rent from kis­sing guys. Kis­sing a guy al­ways feels li­ke it’s a lead to some­thing el­se, li­ke the first thing on a list. With girls, it’s just kis­sing. It doesn’t ha­ve to be any­thing el­se. Which can be ni­ce, but I li­ke the strength in men’s lips. Wo­men are ni­ce to kiss some­ti­mes, but for me, men are whe­re it’s at.
 Any­way, we just star­ted ma­king out. Nothing fast or hard, just ni­ce, soft kis­sing. She put her hand on my thigh and ran it up just un­der my skirt. I put a hand up on her breast and ran my thumb over her nipp­le. I heard her mo­an just a ti­ny bit.
 All of the con­ver­sa­ti­on in the room just died out. I could feel eve­ry guy in the room wat­ching us. It was ma­king me even hig­her than the weed was. We kept going for a few mi­nu­tes and I could he­ar the guys whi­s­pe­ring. I heard Loo­py say some­thing about me gi­ving good head.
 The­re was a de­li­ca­te line I was wal­king here. I’d slept with Loo­py and Mikey and it would be ea­sy for them to as­s­u­me that I wan­ted to get in­to some sort of gang­bang or or­gy here. But the­re are the­se re­al­ly kind of subt­le vi­bes at par­ties that you ha­ve to pay at­ten­ti­on to. It’s not li­ke the­re are ru­les pos­ted on the wall, but you know when certain things are cool and when they aren’t. I had the fee­ling that if the wrong per­son ope­ned the door and wal­ked in here, they’d lo­se their shit if they saw an or­gy going down.
 But I al­so wan­ted to make su­re that I got Ran­dall’s at­ten­ti­on in the way I wan­ted. I whi­s­pe­red to Jen, “See if Mikey wants a hand job.” She tur­ned to Mikey, lea­ning against him with an em­bar­ras­sed grin on her face as she whi­s­pe­red to him. But he smi­led quick­ly and sank down fur­ther on the couch and star­ted un­doing his pants.
 In the past, most of my sex with Jen­ni­fer had be­en about her going down on me or her kis­sing me or suck­ing on my tits. We we­re of­ten with her guy, so the­re was usu­al­ly a dick in­vol­ved some­whe­re. But in this case, I wan­ted to change things up.
 Whi­le she re­a­ched over and star­ted stro­king Mikey, I craw­led off the couch, got down on my hands and knees, got bet­ween Jen­ni­fer’s legs and pushed them apart. She loo­ked down at me and I al­most laughed at how sho­cked she loo­ked.
 One of Loo­py’s fri­ends said, “Oh damn! She gon­na eat that pus­sy bro!”
 I pushed up Jen­ni­fer’s skirt a litt­le and pul­led down her un­der­we­ar. That’s when I saw the string from her tam­pon. I loo­ked up at her and she loo­ked down at me with a look on her face that was li­ke ‘sor­ry!’. Thank­ful­ly, she hadn’t re­al­ly star­ted her pe­ri­od and I don’t even think that in the dim room anyo­ne el­se had even se­en the string. So, I just sort of pushed it down to­ward her ass and then spread her knees and put my face right up against her pus­sy. She smel­led re­al­ly ni­ce and she’d just re­cent­ly shaved her­self so she was smooth.
 When I loo­ked up over her leg, I could see that Mikey was fil­ming. I kept ex­pec­ting the other guys to want some­thing or to start gro­ping us, but they we­re eit­her too ba­ked or they didn’t feel li­ke they we­re in­vi­ted. Which they we­ren’t, so I’m re­al­ly thank­ful tho­se guys didn’t fuck it up. May­be Loo­py ga­ve them some sort of si­gnal not to fuck with us.
 Any­way, I ran my hand up Jen­ni­fer’s skirt and grab­bed her ass cheeks. I ran my tongue from the bot­tom of her lips up to her clit. When I got to her clit, her legs shook a litt­le and she rai­sed up her knees a litt­le.
 I heard Jen­ni­fer spit in­to her hand and then go back to jer­king on Mikey. Someo­ne be­hind me took a hit from the bong. I pushed my mouth up against Jen­ni­fer’s clit and fli­cked my tongue over it. At the sa­me time, I pul­led one of my hands away from her ass and slid my midd­le fin­ger in­to her, wor­king my way around the tam­pon. She was get­ting wet and get­ting in­to it, but the tam­pon was kind of mes­sing things up for us. I thought about yan­king it out of her and try­ing to hi­de it. She had a slight me­tal­lic tas­te to her, but I was re­al­ly hap­py that I hadn’t se­en or tas­ted any blood. That’s not some­thing I need to ex­pe­ri­ence.
 She si­gna­led me for her to co­me up and kiss her. When I did she smi­led, but she al­so whi­s­pe­red to me, “I don’t think I can cum.” Her eyes glan­ced around and I could tell that it was all the guys wat­ching that we­re ma­king her ner­vous.
 I smi­led at her and just mouthed the words, “Fa­ke it.” She nod­ded a ti­ny litt­le nod. Then I went back bet­ween her legs and star­ted suck­ing hard on her clit. Her legs clam­ped in and she pushed her hips out at me. I could tell she re­al­ly li­ked it, even if she couldn’t cum. Even if ea­ting pus­sy was not my usu­al thing, I li­ked mes­sing around with Jen­ni­fer and I loved a room full of cute black boys wat­ching me.
 A mi­nu­te la­ter, she was fa­king an or­gasm. I couldn’t tell though be­cau­se she was damn good at fa­king it. She kept one hand on Mikey’s cock and the other was on the back of my head, pushing me in­to her clit. She put her forehead against Mikey’s shoul­der and said, “Oh fuck, Jess, fuck, suck my clit, yes!”
 When she finis­hed her fa­ke or­gasm, she went back to jer­king Mikey and I kis­sed her. Mikey was ha­ving trou­ble kee­ping the ca­me­ra on me. I could tell he was clo­se to blo­wi­ng. He ai­med his pho­ne down to his cock as she got him to cum. She managed to keep it all on her hand.
 That’s when I got mo­re in­spi­ra­ti­on. I brought her hand up to her mouth and kis­sed her whi­le I star­ted smea­ring the cum over both of our mouths. I li­cked and su­cked her fin­gers clean and pushed the cum in my mouth back in­to hers. Jen went nuts for it. She actu­al­ly re­a­ched in bet­ween her legs and star­ted ma­stur­ba­ting whi­le we did it.
 Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes though, the cum was all go­ne and un­less we we­re going to take all of this to a who­le other le­vel, it was time to chill things out.
 I tur­ned around, li­cked my lips, laughed and said, “Damn, that was hot! I need a drink!” Eve­r­yo­ne laughed and I could see that what­ever weird spell we had going in the room was bro­ken. Jen­ni­fer pul­led her skirt down and coo­led off and Mikey pul­led up his pants and was grin­ning li­ke an idi­ot at both of us.
 Loo­py laughed and said, “Af­ter seeing that, if I don’t end up get­ting laid to­night, I think my nuts are gon­na explo­de!” We collec­ted our­sel­ves, went back out to the par­ty.
 I che­cked in with Mikey. He said, “Got all that shit on my ca­me­ra. I’ll make su­re Ran­dall sees it.” I think he li­ked fuck­ing with his room­ma­te.
 I said, “Ye­ah, wait till to­mor­row though.” He agreed and Jen­ni­fer and I slip­ped out of the par­ty to­gether wi­thout run­ning in­to Ran­dall. I wan­ted him to won­der whe­re I’d go­ne and what I was doing. I fi­nal­ly felt li­ke I was star­ting to win the game.


You Don’t Want That, Trust me
 Ka­te
The next cou­ple of weeks we­re pret­ty in­ten­se for a few re­a­sons. First, my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Ter­ry was gro­wing mo­re compli­ca­ted. We hadn’t fu­cked or any­thing, but I could feel an emo­ti­o­nal bond star­ting to grow bet­ween us and it scared me. My life, for the most part was even­ly split in two. The­re was Ka­te, the mo­ther, hou­se­wi­fe, and wife to Da­vid. Then the­re was Ka­te, the dir­ty slut ow­ned by Cla­rence.

Ter­ry re­pre­sen­ted eit­her some gray area or a who­le dif­fe­rent op­ti­on that I hadn’t con­si­de­red. I didn’t li­ke the idea of my ve­ry care­ful­ly con­struc­ted uni­ver­se being mes­sed up.

At the sa­me time, Cla­rence felt bad about how our trip to Mo­bi­le had go­ne. He’d plan­ned this big week­end that was sup­po­sed to be full of sex and fri­ends and fun. It wasn’t his fault at all that I got sick, but I knew him well enough to know that he’d try to make up for it any­way.

Su­re enough, he as­ked me for a sleep over the next Fri­day night. He told me we’d ha­ve com­pa­ny but I wasn’t su­re who it would be. He al­so wan­ted me to look as tras­hy as I could get my­self.

I spent the af­ter­noon get­ting my­self all clea­ned up and ma­de up for Cla­rence and his mys­te­ry guests. I was try­ing to fi­gu­re out how I was going to slip past Da­vid wi­thout ha­ving to ans­wer a mil­li­on ques­ti­ons about why I loo­ked li­ke a pro­sti­tu­te, when Ter­ry ga­ve me my ans­wer. He tex­ted and as­ked if I could meet him for a drink. I told him that I had eve­ning plans but that if he could meet soon, we could ha­ve a drink or two.

He agreed and I skip­ped out of the hou­se be­fo­re Da­vid even got home. Of cour­se, now I had to wor­ry about what Ter­ry would think about how I was dres­sed.

We met at a di­vey litt­le bar in Mid Ci­ty. It was on­ly la­te af­ter­noon so it wasn’t ve­ry crow­ded. Still, we got some looks from the few cu­sto­mers and the bar­ten­der. Ap­pa­rent­ly, I re­al­ly did look li­ke a pro­sti­tu­te and Ter­ry, a black man, wasn’t their usu­al cli­en­te­le. On­ce we or­de­red drinks though, they left us alo­ne out­si­de of a few sta­res.

Ter­ry tal­ked about the tough things in his life, how things we­re going with his wife, et­ce­te­ra. It wasn’t un­til his se­cond drink that he do­ve in head first about why he wan­ted to see me. “I think I’m star­ting to ha­ve some re­al fee­lings for you, Ka­te.” He kind of let it just hang the­re. I kept thin­king he’d say mo­re, but he just left it. His eyes we­re li­ke saucers.

My first thought was to say, “Ter­ry, I’m mar­ried.” Which was true, but not all the truth. What ca­me out was, “Ter­ry, my life is re­al­ly compli­ca­ted. Mo­re than you know.”

He took it as me blo­wi­ng him off. I couldn’t re­al­ly af­ford to ex­plain my life to him or hand him a co­py of In Spa­des, so I just said, “We need to talk mo­re, but the short of it is, I’m dres­sed li­ke this right now be­cau­se I’m going to see my lover.”

I had to lea­ve him the­re with a third drink and sho­cked look bur­ned in­to his face. I felt bad but the­re just wasn’t time for hand hol­ding.
 When I got to Cla­rence’s place, I was re­al­ly ple­a­sed to see Sam and Mi­chel­le. I didn’t al­ways see eye to eye with Sam and some­ti­mes he’d be­en a re­al prick to me. We’d gra­du­al­ly co­me to an un­der­stan­ding though. I al­so re­al­ly li­ked Mi­chel­le. She was cute and sweet and perver­ted and much mo­re of an actu­al day to day sub­mis­si­ve than I was. For me it was some­thing I did with Cla­rence as a way to step out of my nor­mal life. For Mi­chel­le, she re­al­ly lived the who­le ‘white sla­ve’ thing.
 I hadn’t se­en them in awhi­le. In fact, Jes­si­ca had se­en Sam mo­re re­cent­ly than I had. Which ma­de me feel awk­ward. Cla­rence had wat­ched Jes­si­ca gi­ve Sam head. He was one of the few men that had slept with us both. It ma­de me think about Jes­si­ca slee­ping with Cla­rence and it put a lump in my thro­at.
 It wasn’t just Cla­rence, Sam and Mi­chel­le sit­ting in the living room though. The­re we­re al­so two other men the­re that I didn’t know. Cla­rence ma­de in­tro­duc­ti­ons. Both guys we­re tall, black and dres­sed in ni­ce busi­ness ca­su­al. They loo­ked li­ke the kind of guys Sam would hang out with. Cla­rence in­tro­du­ced them as Ru­dy and Vin­ce.
 What blew my mind though was that when Mi­chel­le stood up to hug me, she was pre­gnant. “Oh my god! You’re going to ha­ve a ba­by!” I ga­ve her a big hug. “How far are you?”
 Mi­chel­le grin­ned and said, “About 13 weeks.” She was wea­ring a cute litt­le top that sho­wed off her bel­ly and a loo­se flo­wi­ng skirt that ca­me up to her mid thigh. She’d cut her hair much shorter and dyed it blon­de. She al­so had that pre­gnant glow going.
 My first thought was to turn to Sam and con­gra­tu­la­te him, but I thought bet­ter of it. I had no idea what the who­le si­tu­a­ti­on was. In­s­tead, I tur­ned to Cla­rence and as­ked him what he nee­ded. I was going to of­fer to get eve­r­yo­ne drinks. “We’re all good, ba­by.” He sat back down. “Why don’t you co­me join us on the couch and I’ll fill you on in on the plans for to­night.”
 Eve­r­yo­ne sat back down on the cou­ches. I was a litt­le ner­vous and a litt­le ex­ci­ted as I saw Ru­dy and Vin­ce che­cking me out. I didn’t pull my skirt down when I sat.
 Cla­rence put his arm around me. “Ru­dy and Vin­ce are good fri­ends of Sam’s from New York. They’re down for a few days and they li­ke to do a litt­le tag team ac­ti­on. Sam was going to set them up with Mi­chel­le but…well, the ti­ming is a litt­le..off.”
 I loo­ked over to Mi­chel­le, who got sort of an em­bar­ras­sed look on her face. “I throw up re­al­ly ea­si­ly. I can ba­re­ly get the head of a dick in­to my mouth and I start bar­fing. Doc­tor says that will pass soon, but for now, I can ba­re­ly even think about it wi­thout get­ting a litt­le quea­sy.” She smi­led a litt­le. “The good news is, I’ve be­en hor­nier than I’ve ever be­en in my life the last few weeks!”
 Sam loo­ked to me and said, “So here’s the plan. You’re gon­na suck all of our dicks, keep us ni­ce and hard and we’re gon­na fuck the shit out of Mi­chel­le. What do you think?”
 I loo­ked at Cla­rence. “No dick for me?” Eve­r­yo­ne laughed.
 Cla­rence said, “You’ll get dick from me hon.”
 “Well then, I’m in!” We all laughed again.
 The next half hour or so we just spent tal­king a litt­le and get­ting re­la­xed. I had a cou­ple of glas­ses of wi­ne, but I didn’t want to put too much li­quid in my sto­mach if I was going to be gi­ving a lot of head.
 Sam hadn’t chan­ged. He was still dres­sed in ex­pen­si­ve shoes, in­ten­ti­o­nal­ly rip­ped jeans and a t-shirt that was two sizes too small. He was a hand­so­me guy, but he knew he was. He al­so had a pret­ty ama­zing dick, but he knew that too.
 I li­ked Ru­dy and Vin­ce. Both hand­so­me, tall, black men. Both well dres­sed. Ru­dy was a litt­le on the quiet side and I got the fee­ling that their ‘tag team’ hob­by was Vin­ce’s idea. Both men said that they had a hard time fin­ding fun white wo­men in the New York area. They said they en­ded up hoo­king up with black wo­men or La­ti­no wo­men mo­re of­ten.
 Cla­rence brag­ged about me to them a litt­le which was re­al­ly ni­ce. He said things li­ke, “I’ve se­en this girl take some serious dick and ask for se­conds.” It felt good to be ap­pre­cia­ted.
 Af­ter a we’d got­ten all re­la­xed and com­fort­a­ble, Ru­dy said, “What do you think, Ka­te? Rea­dy to get this star­ted?”
 “Su­re, let’s do this!” I grin­ned at him.
 Sam and Cla­rence cle­a­red out the living room ta­ble and threw down a blan­ket and some pil­lows. Vin­ce and Ru­dy wan­ted to start on the couch though. Whi­le Mi­chel­le was get­ting un­dres­sed, Ru­dy ge­stu­red with his fin­ger for me to co­me over to him. Cla­rence ga­ve me a swat on my ass as I cros­sed the room to the couch whe­re Ru­dy and Vin­ce we­re sit­ting.
 “Put your hands on my knees, ba­by.” I bent at the waist, put my hands on his knees and lea­ned in. He sat up and kis­sed me long and slow on the mouth, his tongue mo­ving over my teeth. He re­a­ched down and un­buck­led his pants. “Stay just li­ke that, ba­by.”
 It was a litt­le tricky. I was in wed­ges and bent over far enough that my head was up­si­de down a litt­le. I had to use a lot of arm strength to keep my­self stea­dy.
 Ru­dy pul­led out his cock. He was half hard and al­rea­dy lea­king a litt­le pre-cum, which I thought was hot. He was cut and light skin­ned from his head and back along the first inch of his shaft. It was about se­ven in­ches long and ave­ra­ge thick­ness, ex­cept for the midd­le, whe­re it bul­ged and got fat.
 I ran my tongue up along the bot­tom of the shaft, stop­ping at the tip of his head to make su­re I lap­ped up all that pre-cum. Vin­ce got up from the couch and stood be­hind me. He lif­ted my skirt up and pul­led asi­de my un­der­we­ar and then ran two fin­gers along my la­bia and then back to my ass­ho­le.
 I star­ted gi­ving Ru­dy head in ear­nest and he was get­ting hard fast. That fat bul­ge in the midd­le of his dick was ma­king it hard to get much down my thro­at though.
 Then I felt Vin­ce gui­ding me away and on­to my knees on the blan­ket. When I tur­ned around, Sam was get­ting na­ked and Mi­chel­le was on the floor on her back, wea­ring just her bra. I got to my knees and Vin­ce pul­led his cock from his pants. He was to­tal­ly flac­cid, but even so, he was pret­ty big. I had the fee­ling that on­ce he was hard, he’d ha­ve the big­gest dick in the room, which was say­ing some­thing.
 I de­ci­ded to de­ep thro­at Vin­ce whi­le I could. He re­al­ly li­ked that and on­ce I was all the way down, he put his hands on the side of my head and said, “Oh damn, suck that dick. I wan­na he­ar you gag on it.” He held me the­re and I could feel him get­ting fat­ter in my mouth. I star­ted to gag, but he still held me the­re. “Oh that’s it girl, cho­ke on me!” He fi­nal­ly pul­led his cock out of my thro­at and al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly I threw up. For­tu­na­te­ly, it was just wi­ne and I managed keep it from shoo­ting out of my mouth. I swal­lo­wed it back down and went back to gi­ving him head. I couldn’t de­ep thro­at him any­mo­re though. He’d got­ten ful­ly hard and now I could on­ly get about half of him down.
 Ru­dy stood up and was next to me stro­king his cock. I be­gan going back and forth bet­ween the two of them, al­ter­na­ting bet­ween stro­king one of them whi­le I su­cked on the other.
 Mean­whi­le, next to me, Sam was fuck­ing Mi­chel­le mis­si­o­na­ry and she was going cra­zy for it. I couldn’t be­lie­ve how wet she was. She’d al­rea­dy left a hu­ge wet spot on the blan­ket and the­re was actu­al­ly wet­ness splat­te­ring off of her eve­ry time Sam thrus­ted in­to her. She was so loud and in­to it that I couldn’t actu­al­ly tell if she was cum­ming or not. She was al­so in­cre­dib­ly pun­gent. I couldn’t smell any­thing in the room be­si­des her pus­sy. It ma­de me won­der if I’d be­en li­ke that when I was pre­gnant.
 I ga­ve Ru­dy and Vin­ce head for awhi­le lon­ger, lis­ten­ing to Mi­chel­le scream, “Har­der, Sam! Fuck my pus­sy har­der! Har­der!” Sam was poun­ding in­to her with eve­r­y­thing he had and she was sha­king and sli­ding up the blan­ket eve­ry time he slam­med in­to her. It was pret­ty ama­zing to watch.
 Cla­rence had be­en wat­ching all of this on the other couch, slow­ly stro­king that beau­ti­ful cock of his. I wan­ted to go over and take care of him, but I knew we’d get to that.
 Sam had wor­ked up a sweat and he stood up and grab­bed one of Mi­chel­le’s an­kles. “Who’s next?” Vin­ce grab­bed her other an­kle and Ru­dy got down on top of her and pi­cked up whe­re Sam had left off. He plun­ged right in­to her and a hu­ge splat of wet­ness flew from her and co­ve­red them both.
 “Fuck, that pus­sy is slop­py!” He didn’t sound li­ke he was com­plai­ning. Vin­ce and Sam held her an­kles whi­le Ru­dy fu­cked Mi­chel­le. She just kept sc­re­a­ming and buck­ing un­der­neath him, dig­ging her fin­gers in­to his back.
 I went and sat next to Cla­rence and wat­ched it all. It was pret­ty ama­zing and de­fi­ni­te­ly hot. Fi­nal­ly, Ru­dy clim­bed off of her and Vin­ce got down bet­ween her legs. “Roll over ba­by. I want to see that ass.”
 She rol­led over on­to all fours and put her ass in the air and Vin­ce plun­ged in­to her pus­sy, the third guy to fuck her. The mi­nu­te he did, Mi­chel­le just to­tal­ly lost it. He was big­ger than the other two guys and he wasn’t hol­ding back. It soun­ded li­ke she was try­ing to say ‘oh my god’, but it was just un­in­tel­li­gi­ble noi­ses and sc­re­ams and mo­ans. Her eyes rol­led back in her head mul­ti­ple times and I was star­ting to think she might faint.
 Mean­whi­le, Ru­dy ca­me over to me, sit­ting next to Cla­rence and grab­bed my an­kles. I smi­led at him. “What are you doing?”
 “I’m gon­na hit that pus­sy, ba­by!” He pul­led my an­kles so that my ass slid to the ed­ge of the couch.
 I was about to say some­thing, but Cla­rence put a hand on his shoul­der. “Not wi­thout a rub­ber, bro.”
 Ru­dy loo­ked at him li­ke he was sur­pri­sed. His dick was still drip­ping with Mi­chel­le’s juices. “What the fuck are you tal­king about? I wan­na go raw on this pus­sy.”
 Cla­rence just shook his head and all of sud­den things got weird. Sam had al­ways be­en pret­ty le­ni­ent with who got to fuck Mi­chel­le wi­thout a con­dom, much mo­re so than Cla­rence was with me. I guess Ru­dy and Vin­ce thought it was all just free game.
 I wouldn’t say Ru­dy was out­right de­fi­ant at that point, but he wasn’t do­ne eit­her. “What about her ass? Sam said we can’t fuck Mi­chel­le’s ass, but you said, that Ka­te love’s that shit.” Mi­chel­le loved it in the ass too, but I’m gues­sing that her pre­g­nan­cy was causing some is­su­es in that de­part­ment.
 “You can fuck her ass, but you still got­ta put on a on jim­my hat. No two ways about it, bro.” As Cla­rence was say­ing this, Ru­dy’s dick was still about an inch from my va­gi­na. He was hol­ding my an­kles up by his shoul­ders.
 Just then, Mi­chel­le’s wai­ling got even lou­der and I be­gan to won­der if the neigh­bors would be cal­ling the po­li­ce to re­port a mur­der. Vin­ce yel­led out, “I’m gon­na bust one in you ba­by!” Mi­chel­le clut­ched at him even har­der and I was su­re she was gon­na te­ar his skin wi­de open.
 When he got up from her, the­re was an un­re­al amount of flu­ids eve­r­y­whe­re. We’d all tur­ned to watch and when Ru­dy loo­ked back to me, he let my an­kles go. He ga­ve Cla­rence a quick glan­ce and then said, “For­get it. Just get me hard again with your mouth, girl.”
 I loo­ked to Cla­rence and he ga­ve me a slight nod. I sat up and put my mouth on his dick and got a re­al shock. I could tas­te Mi­chel­le on him and boy was it strong. It was sour enough that it ma­de my eyes wa­ter. I had to in­ten­ti­o­nal­ly let my spit run out and on­to the blan­ket so I wouldn’t tas­te her so much.
 Mean­whi­le, Mi­chel­le was ta­king a break, cur­led up in­to a fe­tal ball and cry­ing in­to some pil­lows. Emo­ti­ons run re­al­ly high when you’re pre­gnant. She was fi­ne, just a litt­le over­whel­med.
 Sam and Vin­ce we­re clea­ning them­sel­ves up. Both of them we­re co­ve­red in Mi­chel­le’s wet­ness. I could feel Cla­rence wat­ching me as I ga­ve Ru­dy head and I won­de­red if he was mad. I felt li­ke if eit­her of them said the wrong thing, the night might be ru­i­ned.
 I de­ci­ded to help smooth things over a litt­le. I ea­sed up off his cock and loo­ked up at him and said, “I want you to force that cock all the way down my thro­at be­fo­re you fuck Mi­chel­le with it.” I loo­ked him right in the eye as he grin­ned and put his hands on the back of my head.
 I had a good amount of spit built up and I had a pret­ty good con­trol over my gag re­flex. He pushed his cock for­ward and it stop­ped at the back of my thro­at. Then he kept pushing and I re­la­xed my thro­at. It took a few tries, but he fi­nal­ly got it all the way down and my lower lip pushed up against his balls, which we­re coa­ted with sweat and Mi­chel­le’s juices.
 Ru­dy cal­led over his shoul­der to her, “Oh shit ba­by, she’s get­ting this dick all hard again. Ho­pe you’re rea­dy for an­other fat load of cum!” He pul­led out from my thro­at in a long stea­dy mo­ve­ment and I su­cked in a big breath wi­thout gag­ging or thro­wing up.
 Mi­chel­le still see­med a litt­le out of it, but Sam rol­led her over on­to her back and pin­ned her arms against the blan­ket, knee­ling abo­ve her head. Ru­dy got down on his haun­ches and pul­led Mi­chel­le’s ass up on­to his thighs, wrap­ping his arms around the tops of her thighs. He be­gan to fuck her hard, pul­ling her thighs to­ward him as he slam­med for­ward.
 She was cry­ing and buck­ing against him and still wet­ter than I’d ever se­en a wo­man. Ru­dy was gr­un­ting. “Fuck, she’s slop­py and loo­se as fuck. I’ma slip it up her ass!”
 Mi­chel­le was too out of it to say any­thing and I saw Cla­rence frown, but Sam was on it. “Man, you don’t want to do that. Trust me.”
 I guess that was enough for Ru­dy. I de­ci­ded right the­re that I didn’t li­ke him. I guess may­be I’d had enough of guys li­ke him af­ter Wes. He kept fuck­ing her and ca­me in her a few mi­nu­tes la­ter. He fell on­to her in a swea­ty heap and they both just laid the­re pan­ting.
 Awhi­le la­ter, eve­r­yo­ne ex­cept for Mi­chel­le smo­ked a litt­le weed. The thing with Ru­dy didn’t get brought up. I was glad that eve­r­yo­ne just let it drop. Af­ter that, Ru­dy and Vin­ce left. Sam put Mi­chel­le in­to Cla­rence’s bed and she cras­hed out hard.
 I was lay­ing on the couch, my head in Cla­rence’s lap and my legs across Sam. We we­re all wat­ching TV and it had got­ten quiet for a bit. I just bl­ur­ted out, “Well, I ha­ven’t got­ten enough dick to­night.” The guys both laughed.
 Sam wasn’t in the mood to put on a con­dom and he didn’t even ask to go ba­re­back. In­s­tead, I got Cla­rence na­ked, laid him down on the couch and ro­de my­self to two gre­at or­gasms on him. I ga­ve Sam head whi­le I ro­de Cla­rence and we took our time, just ha­ving ni­ce ea­sy slow sex whi­le we we­re stoned.
 Cla­rence ca­me in­side me and Sam fu­cked my tits and ca­me all over my mouth and neck. It was pret­ty fuck­ing won­der­ful. Sam fell as­leep on the couch next to us and I fell as­leep on Cla­rence’s chest on the other couch.
 La­ter, we got up and all four of us slept in the sa­me bed and did a lot of snug­g­ling.
 The next mor­ning, af­ter Sam and Mi­chel­le had left, Cla­rence and I tal­ked. I told him I was hap­py with how things had got­ten hand­led with Ru­dy. But some­thing was off. Cla­rence wasn’t mad at me or any­thing li­ke that. Still, things felt off, li­ke he wan­ted to say some­thing but was hol­ding out. I left his place that mor­ning af­ter break­fast fee­ling li­ke some­thing big was co­ming.


I’m Not Doing That!
 Jes­si­ca
I was fee­ling li­ke it was time to finish things with Ran­dall. I wan­ted to win this game on­ce and for all. Two days af­ter I’d foo­led around with Jen­ni­fer, I got a text from him. “U down for get­tin with me + court­ney”.

I told him I was. The truth was that I didn’t re­al­ly want to do any­thing with that blon­de skank, but this was all part of the game.
 We ma­de plans to meet up at her place the next night and he tex­ted me her ad­dress. She had an apart­ment over in the Gar­den Dis­trict. But I got my bro­ther to drive me over to Ran­dall’s about an hour be­fo­re we we­re sup­po­sed to meet at Court­ney’s. When we we­re al­most the­re, I cal­led Ran­dall. “Hey! Lis­ten, I don’t ha­ve a car and I’m al­rea­dy bum­ming a ri­de. We’re right out­si­de your place. Can you gi­ve me a ri­de with you to Court­ney’s?”
 He see­med a litt­le an­noy­ed, but he agreed and my bro­ther drop­ped me off. When I got in­side, I just ma­de small talk and didn’t try to hit on him. He was finis­hing some food and get­ting rea­dy to head over to Court­ney’s so I just sort of fol­lo­wed him around and chat­ted whi­le we got rea­dy.
 I let him bring up the vi­deo. “So, you get freaky li­ke that a lot?”
 “Not a lot. But I ha­ve a good time doing it.”
 “You li­ke ea­ting pus­sy?”
 “Not re­al­ly my thing. I’ve do­ne it though. What can I say? I’m mo­re in­to big black dicks.”
 “What’s the frea­kiest shit you’ve do­ne?”
 Here’s whe­re I lied. “I was with two guys and an­other girl. The guys we­re both fuck­ing us in the ass. Which I love. Then they pul­led out and we swit­ched up and su­cked the other guys off.”
 “Get the fuck out! Du­de had his swi­pe in an­other bitch’s ass and you su­cked him off?” I’d ne­ver se­en him look so sur­pri­sed. I’d do­ne a lot of nas­ty stuff, of cour­se, but I’d ne­ver do­ne that. I pro­ba­b­ly would though, de­pen­ding on the girl.
 “Hell ye­ah! It was fuck­ing hot!” Then I had to take it one step fur­ther. “The girl and I snow­bal­led af­ter­ward too, which I love doing.” Again, to­tal ex­ag­ge­ra­ti­on.
 We hea­ded over to Court­ney’s place and I could see that I’d put some images in his head that we­re hard to shake. We got to Court­ney’s place and it was just li­ke I imagi­ned it. The who­le place loo­ked li­ke it ca­me out of an Ur­ban Out­fit­ters ca­ta­log. She had three cats that shed on eve­r­y­thing. She was ni­ce to me, but it was that fa­ke ni­ce li­ke you get at the mall from sto­re em­ploy­ees.
 Ran­dall sug­ge­s­ted we all get drunk and high first and for on­ce Court­ney and I agreed on some­thing. Court­ney got us all drinks whi­le Ran­dall pa­cked a pipe. She didn’t want us smo­king in the hou­se though, so we had to go on to a litt­le back porch she had.
 I kept ma­king litt­le ex­cu­ses to step away and lea­ve them alo­ne. I had to text someo­ne or call someo­ne or fix my makeup. It was gi­ving Ran­dall and Court­ney a chan­ce to talk.
 When I ca­me back from my se­cond trip to the ba­throom, Ran­dall and Court­ney we­re on the couch. She had one leg thrown up over his lap and he had a hand up her skirt and was kis­sing her neck.
 Then he whi­s­pe­red some­thing to her. She was smi­ling and nod­ding. Then her smi­le di­s­ap­pea­red and she loo­ked at me and then over at him and her mouth drop­ped open. “Oh my God! Fuck that! I’m not doing that! That is nas­ty!”
 I smi­led at her, but I didn’t say any­thing. Ran­dall loo­ked over to me and said, “You tell her bout that shit.”
 “What the ass to mouth thing?” I loo­ked over at Court­ney and ga­ve her my most sin­ce­re se­xy smi­le. “Eit­her way is good for me. He can fuck you in the ass and then I’ll suck him off and spit it all back in your mouth or we can go the other way. It’s all fuck­ing hot to me.”
 She threw up both her hands. “That is the nas­tiest shit I’ve ever heard and I’m not doing any of that. How the fuck can you even think of doing that nas­ty shit? Fuck­ing gross!”
 I shrug­ged. “It’s cool. I get it. We can skip anal and all the kinky stuff. I’m good, re­al­ly. He can just fuck you whi­le I watch and then we can switch up and he can fuck me whi­le you watch. Cool?”
 But that was all mo­re than Court­ney could hand­le. I could tell by her voi­ce and her bo­dy lan­gua­ge that sex was way off the ta­ble. Ran­dall tried to jump in. “Hey ba­by, don’t lo­se your shit over it. Chill the fuck out. We’ll just chill and do li­ke we first tal­ked about okay? She’ll eat your pus­sy whi­le you gi­ve me head. Sound tight?”
 Court­ney wasn’t ha­ving it though. They star­ted ar­gu­i­ng and it was get­ting per­so­nal fast. I in­ter­rup­ted. “Hey, may­be we can do this an­other time, okay? I’ll just head home and let you guys do your thing.”
 “Ye­ah, you do that.” Court­ney loo­ked at me li­ke I had some ver­si­on of AIDS you could get by touch.
 I star­ted ga­the­ring my things. Ran­dall said, “How you get­tin’ home?”
 “I’ll catch a bus or some­thing.”
 “Naw. I’ll gi­ve you a ri­de. Co­me on.” Then he quick­ly tur­ned to Court­ney. “I’ll be right back, aight?” She just gla­red at him.
 On the way back, I didn’t say much. I just let him talk. “Why you bit­ches got­ta be li­ke that? I didn’t say she had to do shit. Fuck. Bitch needs to chill.”
 I felt a litt­le bad. I knew Court­ney wasn’t the kind of girl to do that kind of thing and I knew that Ran­dall was li­ke most guys. He wan­ted to do freaky stuff and get a litt­le cra­zy, or at le­ast try to be cra­zy. I’d kind of played them both.
 I didn’t want to co­me off li­ke I was try­ing to get bet­ween Court­ney and Ran­dall though, so I shut up about it. In­s­tead, I had him drop me off at Cla­rence’s place sin­ce I didn’t want him to know whe­re I lived.
 Cla­rence was home and he and I hung out and then I had some re­al­ly ama­zing sex with him again. This time it was slow and ea­sy and we took our time. It wasn’t kinky or freaky, just straight up fuck­ing.
 The next day though, I got to­gether with John­ny and ex­plai­ned eve­r­y­thing that had go­ne down with Ran­dall and Court­ney and as­ked him if he could help me out a bit.
 He wasn’t big on the game play­ing and he told me so, but he ad­ded, “If the­re’s some way I can help you out that isn’t about crea­ting dra­ma, I’m in.”
 “Well, it would re­qui­re you fuck­ing me in the ass…” I grin­ned at him.
 He took me back to his hid­den litt­le BDSM space in the back of his hou­se and lo­cked the door. Then he had me clean my­self out and get rea­dy for some serious ass play.
 John­ny tied me to his ta­ble so that I had my ass in the air. My wrists we­re cuf­fed to my an­kles and they we­re at­ta­ched to the bed. He didn’t blind­fold me or gag me or any­thing el­se. Alt­hough I’m not su­per big in­to bon­da­ge, when John­ny ties me up, I al­ways get a litt­le ex­tra ex­ci­ted.
 As much I dig on being dan­ge­rous some­ti­mes and being with bad boys, the­re’s a to­tal­ly dif­fe­rent thing with John­ny. John­ny can be nas­ty and fil­thy with me, but the­re’s al­ways the fee­ling that un­der­neath he re­al­ly loves me. So when he ties me up, it’s not li­ke I feel out of con­trol, but mo­re li­ke even safer un­der his con­trol. May­be that sounds to­tal­ly weird, but trust me, on­ce you’ve ex­pe­ri­enced it, you’ll know ex­act­ly what I’m tal­king about.
 On­ce I was tied up, with my ass in the air for John­ny to do what­ever he wan­ted to with it, I got that ball of ner­vous ener­gy in my gut. He put tho­se big black hands on my ass and said, “I want you to start tel­ling me eve­r­y­thing about Ran­dall. Court­ney too. De­s­cri­be them, what you want to do with him, eve­r­y­thing.”
 Then he spread my ass cheeks and star­ted rim­ming me. He had an ama­zing tongue and he re­al­ly knew how to get me going. He star­ted by doing slow circles around my ass­ho­le and then slow­ly wig­g­ling it in the­re, li­ke a ti­ny cock.
 I de­s­cri­bed Ran­dall to him, what his face was li­ke, his chest, his arms, his cock. I told him about how he was kind of a dick and how that ma­de him hot­ter. I told him about Court­ney and how I thought she was kind of a bitch.
 He stop­ped me the­re though and said, “No mo­re smack talk about this Court­ney girl. In­s­tead, I want to he­ar about how you’d se­du­ce her. I want to he­ar about how you get her in­to bed with you and Ran­dall.
 That wasn’t what I wan­ted to tell him, but I couldn’t re­al­ly say no. As I star­ted to make up some bull­shit sto­ry about se­du­cing Court­ney though, he stop­ped rim­ming me and wal­ked over to get a toy. When he ca­me back, he strap­ped the toy around my waist. It was a vi­bra­tor, a big one, that he’d built a litt­le har­ness for. He tur­ned it on and just left it run­ning, up against my clit.
 “Mas­ter, I won’t be ab­le to stop my­self from cum­ming li­ke this.”
 “That’s the plan. Keep going. Tell me mo­re about Court­ney and what you would do with her.” He ca­me up be­hind me, squir­ted out some lu­be bet­ween my ass cheeks and put his cock to my ass­ho­le.
 I’d got­ten used to ta­king him wi­thout much build up and as long as he went slow, I was usu­al­ly fi­ne. I kept tal­king, tel­ling him about how I’d make out with Court­ney in front of Ran­dall and then pull out her tits and suck on them.
 I kept ha­ving to stop and take breaks as he wor­ked his cock fur­ther in­to my ass­ho­le. At the sa­me time, the vi­bra­tor was re­al­ly get­ting to me and I could tell I was going to cum soon.
 John­ny pul­led most of the way out and then slid all the way back in and just held still in my ass. I was try­ing to say some­thing about ea­ting Court­ney’s pus­sy when a hu­ge or­gasm rol­led through me. I strai­ned against the cuffs and sc­re­a­med, try to push against the vi­bra­tor and get away from it at the sa­me time.
 Just as my or­gasm star­ted to fa­de, John­ny star­ted fuck­ing my ass again. He’s hea­vy and his weight was slam­ming in­to me in a way that felt re­al­ly good. That thick black dick of his felt ama­zing in my ass and I knew I would cum again soon.
 “Keep tal­king. Get nas­tier. Tell me about her ass­ho­le.” His sto­mach was ma­king re­al­ly loud slap­ping sounds against my ass.
 “I’d eat it. I’d lick it.” It was get­ting hard to keep a co­he­rent sto­ry going bet­ween the vi­bra­tor and John­ny in my ass.
 “You gon­na lick it af­ter Ran­dall’s fu­cked it?”
 “On­ly if you tell me to, Mas­ter.” I re­al­ly didn’t want to do any of that stuff with her, but I was serious­ly tur­ned on by fan­ta­si­zing about it.
 I guess John­ny li­ked it too, be­cau­se he ca­me in me re­al­ly hard. He hadn’t got­ten off in days and it felt li­ke he was cum­ming in my ass for a so­lid mi­nu­te.
 When he was do­ne, he stayed in my ass and said, “Keep tal­king. Tell me mo­re.” I tried, but I was on­ly get­ting out words and mo­ans. I ca­me again and now my clit was get­ting re­al­ly sen­si­ti­ve.
 “Ple­a­se, Mas­ter, can we stop?”
 “We can stop when you cum again. Keep tel­ling me about Court­ney. You gon­na eat the cum out of that bitch’s ass?”
 For some re­a­son, that image re­al­ly got me going again. Bet­ween that and the vi­bra­tor just going at my clit non-stop, I ca­me again, hard. This time, I was sha­king all over and my ass was try­ing to push John­ny’s sof­tening cock out along with all of his cum. I wan­ted to cry it felt so good.
 He slow­ly pul­led out of me and un­cuf­fed my wrists. “Stay the­re and spread tho­se cheeks with your hands. Wi­de as you can.” I did and a few se­conds la­ter, I heard him snap­ping pic­tu­res. He was pho­to­gra­phing my ga­ping, cum fil­led ass. “Now you’ve got some­thing to show Ran­dall that will get his at­ten­ti­on.”


Chan­ges
 Ka­te
Jes­si­ca told me about her slee­ping with Cla­rence again and this time I didn’t lo­se my shit. I took a de­ep breath, managed a half smi­le and said, “Did you guys ha­ve fun?” It was an awk­ward ques­ti­on, but I was try­ing my best.

Any­way, af­ter that, I told her that they didn’t ha­ve to tell me eve­ry time they foo­led around. I just as­ked her to let me know if any­thing re­al­ly chan­ged with them in their re­la­ti­ons­hip or if any­thing un­u­su­al hap­pe­ned.

It was Cla­rence who en­ded up drop­ping bombs on me though. He in­vi­ted me over for a din­ner and I could tell that what­ever had be­en bo­the­ring him the other week was troub­ling him even mo­re.

We had a few glas­ses of wi­ne and ma­de a litt­le un­com­fort­a­ble small talk be­fo­re he fi­nal­ly bro­ke down and ga­ve me the sto­ry. For re­a­sons that I can’t re­al­ly get in­to here be­cau­se Cla­rence has as­ked me not to wri­te about it, I can’t gi­ve you the full sto­ry. But we co­ve­red some hea­vy ter­ri­to­ry.

“I need to ex­plain some chan­ges that are hap­pe­ning in my life, Ka­te. Nor­mal­ly, I try to keep you se­pa­ra­te from all of this stuff, but I can’t do that this time.” His to­ne was re­al­ly ma­king me ner­vous.

“First off, I’m mar­ried, ha­ve be­en sin­ce be­fo­re I met you. But on­ly tech­ni­cal­ly. My wife and I se­pa­ra­ted years ago. For a few re­a­sons, we ne­ver offi­ci­al­ly got di­vor­ced. But we are not in­vol­ved with each other in any­way any lon­ger. She’s mo­ving out of state and the­re are some le­gal is­su­es and it’s ta­king up some time and mo­ney. Nothing I can’t hand­le but it ain’t good ti­ming.” He let out a re­al­ly hea­vy sigh.

“Se­cond, Bren­da and I are en­ding our re­la­ti­ons­hip. I’m not going to get in­to why. I will say that it’s en­ding re­spect­ful­ly and on good terms. I won’t ha­ve any fu­ture con­tact with her though. You are wel­co­me to keep tal­king to her, but I don’t think she’ll want to dis­cuss me.”

This was all a lot to take in, but I could tell he wasn’t finis­hed. “I was seeing someo­ne el­se as well, but that’s al­so co­me to an end. It wasn’t ve­ry serious, but I wasn’t ple­a­sed with some of the things going on the­re and I had to put an end to it. At the sa­me time, I’ve met someo­ne el­se that’s be­co­ming pret­ty im­port­ant to me. Our re­la­ti­ons­hip isn’t re­al­ly li­ke any others that I ha­ve right now.”
 That got me scared.
 “Her na­me is An­ne and she’d li­ke to meet you.”
 I was stun­ned. “Why?” It was all I could think of to say. I felt li­ke I was one wrong word away from a full blown pa­nic at­tack.
 He put his hand in mi­ne and said, “Ka­te. Re­lax. The re­la­ti­ons­hip that you and I ha­ve isn’t going to change, okay?” I nod­ded my head, but some­how I didn’t be­lie­ve him.
 “An­ne is kinky li­ke you are, but she’s not re­al­ly in­to the who­le ‘being ow­ned’ thing and she doesn’t li­ke se­crets. She and her re­cent ex-hus­band had a to­tal­ly open mar­ri­a­ge but they split be­cau­se he wan­ted kids and she didn’t. Any­way, be­si­des An­ne, I’m not seeing anyo­ne el­se be­si­des you now. She as­ked to meet you and I said that I’d set it up.”
 “Okay. I guess. But why are you tel­ling me all of the other stuff? Why not just tell me to show up to din­ner and ha­ve me meet her?” It wasn’t li­ke Cla­rence to ex­plain so much and be so open.
 “Be­cau­se my life out­si­de of you is ve­ry…dif­fi­cult, right now. To be ho­nest, I feel li­ke I need to keep you a litt­le clo­ser than I used to. You’re pret­ty much the on­ly thing I can count on right now. I want you to un­der­stand my life a litt­le mo­re.”
 That ma­de me feel a lot bet­ter. I star­ted cry­ing, most­ly out of re­li­ef. When the con­ver­sa­ti­on had star­ted I was wor­ried he was put­ting di­stan­ce bet­ween us, but it was the op­po­si­te. I was still ner­vous about mee­ting An­ne though.
 The ve­ry next day I had to switch ge­ars again. This time be­cau­se I was mee­ting with Ter­ry. He’d as­ked to get to­gether for lunch but re­al­ly what he wan­ted was an ex­pla­na­ti­on af­ter I’d left him at the bar the other day.
 When we sat down to eat, he was pa­ti­ent. I guess he could tell that I had a lot to say. I didn’t tell him about in­vol­ving my daugh­ter with Cla­rence or that we’d writ­ten a book. I didn’t tell him about Wes or the hea­vy drugs I’d do­ne or the pro­sti­tu­ting. That was a lot of hea­vy shit to drop on someo­ne over a sand­wich. But I did tell him about Cla­rence, my ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ agree­ment with Da­vid and the fact that I was kinky with Cla­rence and that through Cla­rence, I got with other guys.
 Even just that small amount see­med li­ke a big emo­ti­o­nal weight to drop on someo­ne. He took it pret­ty well. He got quiet and just lis­ten­ed a lot. To­ward the end, he nod­ded qui­te a few times, li­ke it was star­ting to make sen­se.
 Then he said, “So, how do I fit in­to all of this, Ka­te?”
 I shrug­ged. “That’s what I’ve be­en try­ing to fi­gu­re out, Ter­ry.”
 We let it go the­re, but when we said good­bye, we hug­ged and I could feel a knot in my gut. It was a knot that said I was star­ting to de­ve­lop re­al fee­lings for this man. I could tell by the way he hug­ged me back that it was mu­tu­al. That scared the shit out of me.


‘Sup, Shaw­ty?
 Jes­si­ca
John­ny took me asi­de and told me not to make any plans du­ring Es­sence Fes­ti­val. “You gon­na love it! You’re gon­na be wor­kin’ some serious dick, girl. Make su­re you’re in good sha­pe. I ho­pe you ain’t gon­na be on your pe­ri­od then.” I wouldn’t, but I su­re as fuck was ex­ci­ted to he­ar that John­ny had plans for me.

I’d got­ten my test re­sults back, all clean. I didn’t think I was in much dan­ger with Mr. Wa­ters, but all my other slips we­re a litt­le mo­re ris­ky. As much as I knew it was right to use a con­dom, some­ti­mes in the heat of things, it just felt li­ke it was so ea­sy to say fuck it and go ba­re­back.

I’d re­al­ly ex­pec­ted John­ny to pu­nish me af­ter Mr. Wa­ters, but he didn’t. It re­al­ly con­fu­sed me. I was mad at him at first. It felt li­ke may­be he didn’t gi­ve a shit as much as he used to. But af­ter I wasn’t mad any lon­ger, I just felt kind of de­pres­sed, li­ke I’d let him down.

Mikey tex­ted me the next day and as­ked if I wan­ted to hit up a par­ty with him over in the Irish Chan­nel. I thought it would be fun to get away from my usu­al sce­ne and get some new faces in my life. Be­si­des, I re­al­ly li­ked that even though we’d hoo­ked up, Mikey hadn’t got­ten all weird on me. He was chill about things which ma­de it ni­ce to be his fri­end.

The par­ty was star­ting in the af­ter­noon so I just threw on some plat­form flip flops, a tank top and some boo­ty shorts that sho­wed off my ass. I threw up my hair in­to a po­ny­tail and yel­led out whi­le I was half way out the door, “Going to a par­ty! La­ter!”

My mom wouldn’t care, but my dad might ask ques­ti­ons so it was al­ways bet­ter to get out of the­re fast. If any­thing ca­me up, my mom would pro­ba­b­ly co­ver for me.

I wal­ked down around the cor­ner and Mikey was the­re wai­ting for me. “Why you got­ta co­me to the cor­ner?”
 “Cau­se my dad would lo­se his shit if he saw me get­ting in­to a car with a black guy. I don’t want to he­ar him say­ing all that stu­pid ra­cist crap for the mil­li­o­nth time.”
 Mikey laughed and said, “Well… fuck your pops.”
 We got to the par­ty and had a gre­at time. The­re we­re a ton of peo­ple the­re and Mikey told me that Loo­py and Ran­dall would be by la­ter. I might ha­ve dres­sed up a bit mo­re if I knew that Ran­dall might be the­re, but it was too la­te. Mikey did tell me that Ran­dall got re­al­ly quiet af­ter he saw the vi­deo of me and Jen­ni­fer fuck­ing around. I was ho­ping that meant he was jea­lous or mo­re in­to me.
 Any­way, the par­ty was awe­so­me. The­re was mu­sic and a bunch of fun peo­ple. Some old guy ca­me around and brought us all bowls of gum­bo that he’d ma­de. We star­ted with 40s but la­ter someo­ne ma­de some punch that was strong as fuck.
 La­ter though, the crowd chan­ged a bit. As kids star­ted to get ti­red and ol­der folks went home to bed, some of the mo­re thug types star­ted sho­wing up. A lot of us we­re smo­king weed and I’m su­re some folks we­re doing other stuff too, but it was all pret­ty chill. One small fist fight bro­ke out in the front yard, but it en­ded pret­ty quick and la­ter that sa­me day I saw that two du­des in­vol­ved laug­hing to­gether.
 I was in a room chil­ling with Mikey and this new fri­end I’d ma­de, An­ge­la. We we­re all a litt­le drunk and stoned, but not wre­cked. In fact, I’d say I was in that per­fect state of chill and hap­py.
 Two guys wal­ked in and sat down next to us. Both of them put me on ed­ge a litt­le. They we­re in their la­te 20s and both of them loo­ked li­ke they’d al­rea­dy do­ne time and we­re loo­king to may­be do mo­re. One of them was hit­ting up An­ge­la and the other one scoo­ted up right next to me.
 They we­re both thin, but muscled, co­ve­red in tat­toos. The one tal­king to me had short, nar­row corn rows and a cou­ple of gold cap­ped teeth. He was wea­ring jean shorts low around his hips and a white tank top.
 He wasn’t su­per hand­so­me or any­thing, but the­re was some­thing about the way he got right up in my per­so­nal space that ma­de me ner­vous and tur­ned me on at that sa­me time.
 “‘Sup, shaw­ty? You loo­kin’ good, girl!”
 “Damn straight I am!” Eve­r­yo­ne laughed and the pipe got pas­sed around.
 He ge­stu­red to Mikey. “That yo man over the­re, ba­by girl?”
 “Naw. We’re just tight.” I win­ked at Mikey.
 “You got­ta man?”
 “I got a man. He isn’t here to­night.”
 He grin­ned. “What’s that say­in’? Out­ta sight, out­ta mind, right?”
 I grin­ned back at him. Af­ter what had hap­pe­ned the last cou­ple of times I’d hoo­ked up with an­other guy, I de­ci­ded to not say any­thing about being in an open re­la­ti­ons­hip. I didn’t want to get shit for it again.
 We tal­ked for a few mo­re mi­nu­tes, just bull­shit you talk about when you’re stoned. When I as­ked him some­thing about what he did for a job or what­ever, he just said, “Hust­lin, girl. You know what I’m say­in?”
 He didn’t say any­thing el­se about it, but he didn’t need to. That meant he didn’t ha­ve a job and he was pro­ba­b­ly sel­ling drugs to make mo­ney. I didn’t re­al­ly care, no­ne of my busi­ness.
 Then he de­ci­ded to lay it all out. “So you fuck nig­gas or what?”
 “My boyfri­end’s black, so ye­ah.”
 He laughed. “So you li­ke that dark meat then, huh?” I nod­ded and laughed. “Aight then. What say you let me get up in them guts, girl? I got­ta fuck and you are loo­kin’ good! Love you white bit­ches, girl.”
 “May­be la­ter. I’m chil­lin’ with my fri­ends right now.”
 He didn’t li­ke that. He frow­ned. “May­be la­ter? Fuck that shit! You change your tu­ne when you got my dick all up in you.” He grab­bed his cock through his pants and then stood up. “Co­me on, bitch. I’m gon­na pound you out right.”
 He took my hand and star­ted to pull me to my feet. Then Mikey was the­re. “Yo, girl said she didn’t want to go, Diz. Let’s all chill, aight?” Mikey put his hand on the guy’s arm, just light­ly, but Diz didn’t li­ke that at all. He sma­cked Mikey’s arm away.
 “Nig­ga, I’ll fuck who I want, when I want. If I feel li­ke fuck­in’ yo ma­ma you best pass me a rub­ber!” He got up in Mikey’s face and I could tell this was going to co­me to a fight. Diz star­ted pushing him out­si­de and the smack tal­king con­ti­nued the who­le way out to the grass.
 When they got to the grass, Diz loo­ked back at me, stan­ding on the porch and said, “Don’t go any­whe­re, girl. Soon as I te­ach this litt­le bitch a les­son, I’m gon­na te­ach your pus­sy a les­son.”
 Mikey wasn’t a big guy and he didn’t seem li­ke much of a figh­ter. Diz was going to mess him up. It pro­ba­b­ly wasn’t going to help, but I had to try. “Co­me one, Diz. Just lea­ve it, okay. Let’s go fuck. For­get Mikey.”
 Now a small crowd was star­ting to build up. Peo­ple al­ways seem to li­ke to a see a fight at par­ties. I don’t know why. But now it was too la­te to stop it. If eit­her guy ba­cked down now, they’d lo­se face. Mikey got in one swing de­cent swing be­fo­re Diz just mes­sed him up. It was all over in about ten se­conds. Mikey was on his back with a split lip and a bro­ken no­se. Diz stood over him and said, “Don’t ever get bet­ween me and pus­sy, nig­ga. Not ever. Ya heard me?”
 Diz wal­ked back to­ward the porch and took my hand and star­ted pul­ling me down the street. I loo­ked back and saw An­ge­la and some other peo­ple hel­ping Mikey to his feet. He’d be okay.
 I’d ne­ver go­ne straight from wat­ching a fight li­ke that to ha­ving sex and I ha­ve to say, it was kind of hot. The­re’s all this ad­re­na­li­ne rus­hing through you. Plus, whi­le I don’t think Mikey de­ser­ved that beat down, the­re was some­thing re­al­ly ani­mal and hot about Diz.
 We on­ly went two hou­ses down and the par­ty was still kind of going at this place too. Diz led me in­side and said to someo­ne in the living room, “Yo, I’ma use your bedroom, aight?” He stop­ped and took two steps back when the guy ans­we­red.
 “What for?”
 Diz poin­ted to me and said, “I’ma smash this.”
 The guy said, “Aight then. Don’t get any­thing nas­ty on the bed, da­wg.”
 Diz led me in­to a bedroom. The­re was a big bed up on a sim­ple me­tal frame and pushed up against a wall. Most of the rest of the room was pret­ty strip­ped down though ex­cept for some pos­ters on the wall and some clo­thes on the floor.
 As soon as we step­ped in, Diz slam­med the door shut and pushed me up against it, kis­sing me hard. He had a thick hea­vy tongue and he pushed one hand high up against my thro­at, not cho­king me, just pin­ning me against the door.
 I could feel my­self get­ting wet­ter. When he stop­ped kis­sing me for a se­cond, I said, “You didn’t ha­ve to beat on Mikey. I would ha­ve co­me here with you.”
 He loo­ked at me with a sly grin and said, “Shut the fuck up and get them clo­thes off.” I pul­led my tank top off and star­ted to go for my bra, but he stop­ped me. “Lea­ve that on for now. I li­ke the way your tit­ties look li­ke that.”
 When I pul­led my jean shorts down, he grin­ned. “You got some boo­ty for a white girl. Get your ass over on that bed.” I left my flip flops on be­cau­se the floor was fil­thy and I was afraid I was going to step on some­thing. He got me up on to the bed and put me on all fours with my legs spread re­al­ly wi­de and then brought me back to­ward the ed­ge of the bed so that he could fuck me from a stan­ding po­si­ti­on at the side of the bed.
 I ro­cked back and forth on my knees and stuck my ass up and out for him. Then I loo­ked back as he drop­ped his pants down to his an­kles. I gas­ped. It wasn’t that he was hu­ge, he wasn’t. He was ave­ra­ge for a black guy. But he had the fat­test head and some of the big­gest balls I’d ever se­en. The head of his dick was pink and shi­ny and it see­med li­ke it was twi­ce as wi­de as his shaft.
 His balls hung down al­most as low as his cock and I swe­ar they loo­ked li­ke two plums they we­re so big. He was al­rea­dy hard enough to get a rub­ber on and he pul­led one from his po­cket. As he was rol­ling it on, he loo­ked up at me said, “You ain’t got nothin’ do you?”
 I shook my head, “Just ca­me back clean the other day.”
 “Good. I ain’t ne­ver got nothin’ from no hoes and I ain’t gon­na.” He rol­led it as far down as it would go. “Now bring that pus­sy back a bit so I can hit it right.”
 I ro­cked back on my knees, brin­ging my ass to the ed­ge of the bed. Diz grab­bed my hip with one hand and the ba­se of his cock with the other. He flip­ped his head across my la­bia a cou­ple of times and a shi­ver went down my back. “Damn, girl. Pus­sy is drip­pin! You all fired up for this dick!”
 That in­cre­dib­ly fat head of his slip­ped in and I took his who­le length in­side me in one ea­sy, slow mo­ti­on. He put both hands on my hips and said, “I’ma te­ar this shit up.” He pul­led back and that gi­ant head of his felt li­ke it was pul­ling all of my sto­mach out with it. I gas­ped and put my head to the bed.
 Then he plun­ged for­ward hard and tho­se mas­si­ve balls of his slap­ped for­ward far enough to bang in­to my clit. I shook again. Then he was fuck­ing me hard, slam­ming in­to me repea­ted­ly. Eve­ry time he went for­ward his big black balls would slap up bet­ween my legs. Then, eve­ry time he pul­led out, I’d suck in breath as that head stret­ched me.
 I re­a­li­zed I was ma­king the­se weird sort of mo­a­ning noi­ses in the back of my thro­at. His fuck­ing me was in­cre­di­ble, es­pe­ci­al­ly be­cau­se I was still a litt­le high, but it wasn’t the usu­al fee­ling. We fu­cked in that sa­me spot for about fif­teen mi­nu­tes. He’d slow down a litt­le some­ti­mes or take a few se­conds break, but he’d go right back to poun­ding me.
 I felt li­ke I was being kept right on the ed­ge of a hu­ge or­gasm that I couldn’t qui­te get to. But I guess he could tell that I li­ked what he was doing, be­cau­se he tal­ked a lot. “Got that pus­sy all cre­a­my, bitch! White bit­ches can’t get enough of the D!” He slap­ped my ass. “Ain’t that right! Dir­ty litt­le bit­ches can’t get enough of this thick ass Af­ri­can meat up in your pus­sy!”
 He fi­nal­ly rol­led me over on­to my back in the sa­me spot and then put my cal­ves up by his shoul­ders. He had to squat down a litt­le to get back in­side me but when he did, I felt my eyes roll back. The cur­ve of his dick, along with that fat head we­re hit­ting me in some place that was li­ke hea­ven.
 As soon as he star­ted poun­ding in­to me, I just threw my arms out and clut­ched at the sheets and held on for my life. As I star­ted to cum, he kept tal­king to me. “Let me he­ar you girl! I see you cre­a­min’ all over this dick!”
 “Fuck me, Diz! Oh fuck, I’m cum­ming! I’m cum­ming so fuck­ing hard!”
 When I star­ted to co­me down from my or­gasm he said, “Oh we ain’t do­ne, bitch. I’m just get­ting star­ted. I’ma wreck yo shit.” He pul­led his shorts down and off around his shoes and clim­bed in­to bed with me.
 He got me on my back and pushed my legs up over my head so that I was bent up li­ke a pret­zel with my feet ne­ar my ears. He used his arms and his bo­dy weight to keep me pin­ned. Then he went back to poun­ding me with that cock of his. My bo­dy couldn’t seem to get enough. He was hit­ting all the right spots. I ca­me again a few mi­nu­tes la­ter.
 Just a mi­nu­te or so af­ter I’d cum, I heard his pho­ne start buz­zing. We’ve all had our pho­ne go off du­ring sex and I’ve had plen­ty of guys stop fuck­ing me to ans­wer a pho­ne, but I’ve ne­ver had a guy ans­wer his pho­ne whi­le he was still fuck­ing me.
 Diz stayed in­side me as he re­a­ched down to his pants on the floor, pul­led out his pho­ne and ans­we­red. “What up? Naw, I’m balls de­ep in that litt­le white bitch…Nig­ga, I ain’t run­ning no de­li­ve­ry ser­vi­ce. Co­me get it yo self…Ye­ah, I’m in Jim­my’s room.” He hung up and tos­sed his pho­ne back on to his shorts wi­thout his cock ever co­ming out of me.
 “What was that all about?”
 “Nothin’ you got­ta wor­ry about. You just keep wor­kin’ that pus­sy, girl. Ya heard me?” He pushed my legs back up and star­ted fuck­ing me again. It felt so good, I ne­ver wan­ted him to stop.
 A cou­ple of mi­nu­tes la­ter, the door ope­ned and the other guy, Diz’s fri­end, ca­me in. He wal­ked up to the side of the bed and star­ted going through Diz’s shorts.
 He didn’t say any­thing or even look at me un­til he found what he was loo­king for. A small pla­stic bag with some­thing off white in it. He smi­led, put it in his po­cket and then loo­ked over at us. He grin­ned at me and said, “Damn girl, you wor­kin’ that shit right. How about when you do­ne with my boy, you and me go an­other round?”
 Be­fo­re I could say any­thing, Diz spo­ke up. “This ain’t no peep­show nig­ga! Take that shit and go.”
 The guy grin­ned down at me and then left. Af­ter he left, Diz pi­cked up his pace again. He star­ted gr­un­ting and then he said, “You want this nut girl?”
 “Yes! Gi­ve it to me!” He did, hard. His or­gasm see­med li­ke it just kept going and going. He’d push all the way in­to me and then hold re­al­ly still and then pull out about in inch and then push back in and hold still again.
 Fi­nal­ly, I could feel him star­ting to go soft in­side me. He took a cou­ple of de­ep breaths and then re­a­ched down and grab­bed the ba­se of the con­dom and pul­led out of me. When I loo­ked down I was ge­nu­i­ne­ly sur­pri­sed that the con­dom hadn’t bro­ken. The load in that rub­ber was hu­ge.
 “Ho­ly fuck, that’s a lot of cum!” He laughed when I said that and care­ful­ly rol­led it off of his cock. He loo­ked around, but the­re wasn’t a trash can in the room or any­thing. Diz twis­ted the ba­se around a few times and then han­ded it to me.
 “Here you go. Litt­le some­thin’ to re­mem­ber me by.” He hop­ped off the bed and star­ted put­ting on his shorts. “So you a litt­le snow­bun­ny? You on­ly fuck nig­gas?” I nod­ded. “You know how to take a dick aight. I might just ha­ve to get your num­ber so I can hit that shit again.”
 I ga­ve him my num­ber and he left. I pi­cked up my clo­thes and car­ried the used rub­ber out try­ing to make su­re not to spill the cum out of it.
 When I got to the kit­chen, I ran in­to Loo­py. “Hey! You he­ar? Ran­dall and Court­ney got in­to it. Bitch threw a bott­le at him!”
 “No! I didn’t he­ar about that.” I threw the con­dom in­to the trash in the kit­chen and Loo­py saw.
 “Damn, girl! You get around!” He laughed.
 “Ye­ah, I guess I do.” We went and found Mikey and An­ge­la. Mikey had toi­let pa­per sho­ved up one no­stril. Loo­py was ma­king fun of him for get­ting be­a­ten up.
 Mikey see­med a litt­le pis­sed at me that I’d slept with Diz, but I told him off. “Look, Mikey. I re­spect that you stood up for me, but I can hand­le my­self. Be­si­des, if I’d ha­ve said no to Diz af­ter he’d fu­cked you up, he would ha­ve just beat on you mo­re. I was try­ing to chill him out.”
 Af­ter that, we we­re good. We par­tied till la­te and I didn’t get home till al­most 4am. Just as I craw­led in­to bed, I got a text from Ran­dall. “Wat u doin?”
 I tex­ted back, “Going 2 sleep”.
 He tex­ted, “Co­me over”.
 I thought about it for a mi­nu­te, then tur­ned my pho­ne off and went to sleep. Ran­dall was going to ha­ve to wait. Be­si­des, Diz had do­ne a num­ber on my pus­sy and I nee­ded to rest. I went to sleep with a big smi­le on my face.



A Soft Spot For Cla­rence
 Ka­te
The next week, I met An­ne. We all got to­gether at Cla­rence’s place for din­ner. I went over with three glas­ses of wi­ne al­rea­dy in my sto­mach. I had no idea what to ex­pect and the­re was a mix of fe­ar and an­ger in my gut to­ward this wo­man. I al­so felt a litt­le sha­me be­cau­se I knew that, de­ep down, she hadn’t do­ne any­thing to make me feel that way to­ward her.

But things didn’t go li­ke I fea­red, at all. An­ne ar­ri­ved last and by the time she got the­re, I had a fourth glass of wi­ne in me. When she wal­ked in, she hug­ged Cla­rence and kis­sed him on the cheek and then she ca­me over to me and hug­ged me and smi­led. “Ka­te! So ni­ce to fi­nal­ly meet you! Oh wow, you’re so pret­ty!” That ma­de me feel a litt­le bet­ter al­rea­dy. The­re was a ge­nu­i­nen­ess in her voi­ce that put me at ea­se.

She was al­so ve­ry pret­ty. An­ne loo­ked to be in her ear­ly 30s and had long black hair. She was tal­ler and thin­ner than me with pret­ty skin and ha­zel eyes.

Over din­ner, she went back and forth bet­ween as­king po­li­te ques­ti­ons about me and of­fe­ring pret­ty hea­vy de­tails about her­self. An­ne ca­me from a mar­ri­a­ge that had star­ted out as mo­no­ga­mous. But af­ter qui­te a few years, they star­ted explo­ring the swin­ger sce­ne and then be­ca­me po­ly­amo­rous, actu­al­ly ha­ving ro­man­tic re­la­ti­ons­hips with other peo­ple whe­re eve­r­yo­ne knows.

But her hus­band de­ci­ded he wan­ted to ha­ve kids and wan­ted An­ne to stay at home. An­ne wan­ted to go back to school for an­other de­gree and not ha­ve kids. It bro­ke them up.

She’d ne­ver be­en with a black man be­fo­re Cla­rence. “But he’s just got this ma­gne­tism, you know? It’s ir­re­sis­ti­ble. We just kind of felt drawn to each other.” Her open­ness was dis­ar­ming. “I’m a sub­mis­si­ve in bed, but out­si­de it, I li­ke fee­ling li­ke equals.” It wasn’t li­ke she was igno­ring Cla­rence, but it was li­ke she was ma­king a point to di­rect­ly en­ga­ge with me and make a connec­ti­on.

By the time I left that night, I felt much bet­ter about An­ne. She wasn’t me and what­ever her re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence might be, she wasn’t meant to be my re­pla­ce­ment. At le­ast, it re­al­ly didn’t feel that way.

With Es­sence Fes­ti­val co­ming up, Cla­rence was going to be bu­sy. He al­ways had mee­tings, fri­ends in town, par­ties to at­tend. On­ce in awhi­le, I was in­clu­ded in tho­se things.

One night, Cla­rence had to can­cel a date we had plan­ned. I was a litt­le di­s­ap­poin­ted, es­pe­ci­al­ly sin­ce I hadn’t se­en him in a few days. But the ve­ry next eve­ning, whi­le I was serving din­ner, I got a text from him. It said, “Be at my place in one hour. Be rea­dy for some dick.”

I im­me­di­a­te­ly for­got all about my di­s­ap­point­ment. One text li­ke that from Cla­rence and I was all rev­ved up. I finis­hed serving din­ner and then on­ly nib­bled at my own plate, pre­ten­ding not to be hun­gry. In re­a­li­ty, I didn’t want to gi­ve head on full sto­mach.

I clea­ned up the plates from my kids and my hus­band and as­ked my son to do the dis­hes. Then I went to my room and chan­ged in­to a light, ai­ry dress that was good in the hot wea­ther. I strip­ped my un­der­we­ar off, put on some wed­ge heels and went to the ba­throom to throw on a litt­le makeup.

I slip­ped out of the hou­se wi­thout anyo­ne even seeing me lea­ve, alt­hough I’m su­re Jes­si­ca would guess whe­re I was hea­ded. I wal­ked around the cor­ner to Cla­rence’s hou­se and kno­cked.

When the door ope­ned though, it wasn’t Cla­rence. The­re was a tall black men the­re, may­be fif­ty years old, dres­sed in a white col­la­red shirt and slacks. He had an Afro that was about an inch thick and a mu­sta­che. The­re was some­thing ve­ry 70s about his look.

“You must be Ka­te. Co­me on in, ba­by.” He wal­ked me in­to the living room. As he guided me to­ward the couch, I could he­ar the sounds of sex co­ming from some­whe­re el­se in the hou­se. It soun­ded li­ke Cla­rence’s bedroom.

“You want a drink, ba­by?” He sat me down and then wal­ked over to the litt­le bar area that Cla­rence had.
 “A whis­key ple­a­se.” I was ex­ci­ted and ner­vous about what­ever was going to go down. I wan­ted to know what Cla­rence was doing and with whom.
 “I’m sor­ry, I for­got to tell you my na­me. I’m Gar­ret. I’ve heard a lot about you from Cla­rence. We we­re down last year for Es­sence Fes­ti­val but our sche­du­les just didn’t work out then. He’s told me a lot about you.”
 “All good things I ho­pe?” He ca­me back with my whis­key and his own drink and sat down with me.
 “He said you we­re one of the tas­tiest pie­ce of white pus­sy he’d ever had. He said you love to work hard to ple­a­se a man.”
 I re­al­ly blus­hed hard. “I try.” I took a sip of my whis­key. “So, what’s going on back the­re?” I ge­stu­red to Cla­rence’s room. The­re we­re dis­tinc­ti­ve­ly fe­ma­le mo­ans drif­ting through the hou­se but I was pret­ty su­re they we­ren’t An­ne’s.
 Gar­ret smi­led. “Oh that? Cla­rence is gi­ving it to my wife right now. I fu­cked that girl this mor­ning but I tell you, she can’t get enough. Plus, she al­ways had a soft spot for Cla­rence.”
 “They’ve hoo­ked up be­fo­re?” I got an­other re­min­der that the­re was still a lot I didn’t know about Cla­rence, things he kept from me.
 “Oh we’re all fri­ends. We go way back. My wife, Li­sa, was fri­end’s with Cla­rence’s wife back in high school.” Li­sa was ma­king the­se soft ‘oooh’ sounds that ma­de me think Cla­rence was going down on her. I was just try­ing to imagi­ne Cla­rence in high school when Gar­ret re­a­ched out and squee­zed my breast.
 I think you’re first re­ac­ti­on when any stran­ger re­a­ches for your bo­dy is to mo­ve away. I still ha­ve that in me and I star­ted to pull back out of sur­pri­se. Gar­ret squee­zed har­der though and lea­ned to­ward me. Af­ter my in­iti­al re­ac­ti­on pas­sed, I stop­ped try­ing to get away. The ru­le in Cla­rence’s hou­se was, I was be­low and sub­ser­vient to all black men un­der the roof. I’d ac­cep­ted tho­se ru­les so I had to play by them.
 Gar­ret squee­zed my tit even har­der and found the nipp­le with his thumb and fo­re­fin­ger. “Mmm. Ni­ce big tits. Not as big as Li­sa’s but you still got a ni­ce pair, ba­by.” He re­a­ched in­to my dress and pul­led one breast out and lea­ned in. He fli­cked his tongue over the nipp­le and I let out a ti­ny mo­an. Then he bit down on it and I bit my lower lip.
 He kept squee­zing my tit but he loo­ked up at me and said, “How would you feel about sa­tis­fy­ing me, Ka­te?”
 “I’d li­ke that.” Hea­ring Cla­rence fuck­ing an­other wo­man in the other room and this stran­ge man fond­ling me had got­ten me all wor­ked up. I wan­ted to get laid.
 Gar­ret smi­led and re­a­ched down and pul­led my shoes off. Then he stood up and star­ted un­but­to­ning his shirt. “I’m not li­ke Cla­rence, ba­by. I’m not going to tell you to do any­thing and if I’m doing some­thing you don’t li­ke, you just say so, okay?” I nod­ded. He star­ted ta­king off his pants. “Why don’t you take off that dress, Ka­te. I wan­na see that bo­dy of yours.”
 I pul­led up my dress over my head and as he strip­ped down na­ked, he pul­led me back to­ward the couch. He sat on the couch, and I stradd­led him, my tits pushing up against the top of his chest. He was hai­ry all over, which I’m not usu­al­ly a fan of, but it wor­ked for him.
 He al­so had a stran­ge smell going on. Most black guys smell dif­fe­rent from white guys, but this guy smel­led es­pe­ci­al­ly un­u­su­al. The­re was a strong pun­gent scent to him, not li­ke bo­dy odor, but just li­ke he had a pow­er­ful na­tu­ral scent. It was stran­ge­ly at­trac­ti­ve.
 Gar­ret pul­led me against him for a long soul kiss and damn, could he kiss. His hands mo­ved to my ass and he squee­zed gent­ly but firm­ly. That’s when I star­ted to feel his cock grow. He’d be­en to­tal­ly flac­cid when we got na­ked, but now, with me on his lap, I could feel him swel­ling.
 He mo­ved me off of him af­ter a mi­nu­te or so of his hard cock pres­sing up against my sto­mach. He mo­ved to the midd­le of the living room floor and laid down on his back and said, “Six­ty-ni­ne me, girl. I want to eat that pus­sy.”
 I craw­led on top of him, pushing my pus­sy in­to his face. Not a lot of black guys in the south are in­to going down and my hus­band was ne­ver hu­ge on it eit­her. I guess over the years, I’d lear­ned to take it or lea­ve it. Some­ti­mes, it just felt li­ke a te­a­se and it ma­de me just want cock all the mo­re.
 Any­way, Gar­ret pul­led my pus­sy down to his mouth and then said, “Push my cock up bet­ween your tits. I want you to lick my balls.” He star­ted licking me and I had to kind of do some weird ma­neu­ve­r­ing to get down to his balls sin­ce he was a litt­le tall. But that smell! He had one of the most un­i­que smells on a guy I’d ever ex­pe­ri­enced. It was spi­cy and mus­ky and dir­ty and sweet all rol­led in­to one. His balls smel­led even stron­ger. On­ce my face was down the­re and I was licking tho­se thick black balls of his, he li­cked at my pus­sy and then star­ted licking at my ass­ho­le, which felt ama­zing.
 He put his feet flat on the ground with his knees bent and lif­ted his hips up off the car­pet a litt­le. “Why don’t you get back the­re and lick my ass­ho­le too. I li­ke get­ting my ass­ho­le li­cked.” He spread his legs wi­de and I got my head al­most up­si­de down to get past his balls.
 His ass­ho­le was sweet and mus­ky and the smell that his bo­dy was gi­ving off was al­most over­whel­ming. But ha­ving my ass­ho­le li­cked whi­le I li­cked his was re­al­ly hot. His cock was hard as all hell and I could feel it pres­sed up against me. “Oh fuck, can you ple­a­se grab a con­dom and fuck me? Ple­a­se? I need your dick in­side me.”
 I clim­bed up off of him and tur­ned around. He ga­ve me a wi­cked grin. “You want me to put a con­dom on?”
 “I don’t want you to put a con­dom on, but we just met.” I’d just gi­ven Jes­si­ca lec­tu­res about this.
 “Well, how do you know I’m not on Cla­rence’s list of guys it’s okay to play ba­re­back with?” He still had that grin on.
 I was stradd­ling him now and his cock was thick and black and beau­ti­ful and I wan­ted it in­side me. “Are you?” I re­a­ched down and stro­ked him.
 “May­be. I tell you what. You want my dick in you just li­ke it is, you go ahead and sli­de it right on in to that pus­sy. You think I’m not on Cla­rence’s list, you go find a jim­my.”
 I eyed him, stro­king his cock. And then I had my ans­wer. I ro­se up on my knees, slip­ped that cock bet­ween my legs and slid down and pushed the head of his cock right in­to me.
 He ma­de a mmm sound and then said, “I knew you couldn’t re­sist.” Truth was though, it wasn’t a risk at all. This guy knew Cla­rence and the­re is no way that this guy would get away with going ba­re­back on me if he wasn’t sup­po­sed to be. It ma­de me feel good be­cau­se it meant that the­re was a trust that was sort of ra­di­a­ting out from Cla­rence that hel­ped me trust other peo­ple.
 I sank down on his cock and took him al­most all the way in­to me. Then I lea­ned in and kis­sed him and star­ted pop­ping my ass up and down on that de­li­cious cock of his. About two mi­nu­tes la­ter, I ca­me all over him. I bit in­to his shoul­der as I ca­me and he said, “Oooh, cream all over my dick girl. I love that!”
 When I’d coo­led down a litt­le, he rol­led me off and got me on my back and we fu­cked mis­si­o­na­ry. He had a long smooth even stro­ke, not fast, not slow, just stea­dy and de­ep. It felt won­der­ful. Then I heard Li­sa cum­ming in the other room. Over the sex I’d be­en ha­ving, I couldn’t he­ar Cla­rence fuck­ing her. But now I could and I wan­ted to watch.
 Gar­ret saw my look and said, “Let’s go.”
 When we step­ped in­to the door­way, I was wat­ching Cla­rence pound in­to Li­sa from be­hind. She was a volup­tuous black wo­man in her la­te for­ties with a hu­ge ass and pen­du­lous tits. She re­min­ded me of tho­se mo­ther god­dess sta­tu­es you’d see from exo­tic coun­tries, all hips and cur­ves. They we­re both to­tal­ly na­ked and Cla­rence was shi­ny with sweat. Li­sa was still sha­king from her or­gasm and they we­re slo­wi­ng down a litt­le.
 Gar­ret led me to the side of the bed and bent me over it so that I was right ne­ar Li­sa’s ass and Cla­rence’s cock. He put his hands on my hips and guided his cock back in­to me from be­hind. I loo­ked up at Cla­rence and he smi­led at me and said, “You fuck him right.”
 I nod­ded as Gar­ret star­ted poun­ding in­to me again. “Yes, Sir.” Cla­rence star­ted fuck­ing Li­sa again and she was re­al­ly li­king it. She star­ted get­ting loud. Then Gar­ret said to me, “Re­ach un­der and grab one of Li­sa’s tits. Grab her nipp­le. Squee­ze it.” I did as he as­ked, but it was dif­fi­cult. Her tits we­re hu­ge and she was rocking back and forth as Cla­rence fu­cked her. The who­le room smel­led li­ke sex.
 I fi­nal­ly got a hold of one of them and squee­zed. They we­re so in­cre­dib­ly big and soft. Gar­ret said, “Squee­ze har­der.” I did. “Har­der.” I did.
 Then Li­sa be­gan to cry out, at first in pain but then she yel­led, “Oh shit, I’m gon­na cum again! Keep squee­zin’ my tit­ty!” I kept squee­zing and then Li­sa had one of the lou­dest or­gasms I’ve ever heard. She sc­re­a­med loud enough that it hurt my ears, but it was se­xy as all hell to see. Af­ter­ward, she fell off of Cla­rence and said, “No mo­re, ba­by. No mo­re. I need a break.”
 Gar­ret was pum­ping in­to me ni­ce and stea­di­ly and it felt gre­at. I was al­most to an­other or­gasm, but not qui­te. Then Cla­rence mo­ved up in front of me, his cock half hard and said, “Suck me clean. Get eve­ry last drop of Li­sa’s cum off of me.”
 I’m not re­al­ly in­to girls and I didn’t find Li­sa per­so­nal­ly at­trac­ti­ve at all, but in that mo­ment it was re­al­ly se­xy to do that. I ope­ned up, Cla­rence grab­bed the sides of my head and pushed half his cock in­to my mouth. I al­most cho­ked. I wrap­ped my lips around him and he be­gan to mo­ve in and out whi­le I li­cked up all of Li­sa’s juices off him. She was re­al­ly strong and thick, but it went along re­al­ly well with how Gar­ret smel­led and felt.
 And that fee­ling of ha­ving two thick cocks in you, one at each end, is just hea­ven. Not a mi­nu­te la­ter and I was cum­ming all over Gar­rets cock and squee­zing my eyes shut, try­ing not to bi­te down on Cla­rence.
 Gar­ret pi­cked up his pace whi­le I was cum­ming and it tur­ned my or­gasm in­to a rol­ler coas­ter. It ca­me and went at le­ast three times. Cla­rence was re­al­ly hard in my mouth when I star­ted suck­ing on him again. Li­sa yel­led out though, “Don’t you dare cum in her mouth! You pro­mi­sed me that nut!” She pul­led on his wrist and he laughed. She spread her legs and Cla­rence slip­ped back in­side her. She bu­cked and hea­ved li­ke a wo­man who was half her weight and Cla­rence ca­me in­side her hard. I love wat­ching him cum. The faces he makes, the way his bo­dy mo­ves.
 Then, sud­den­ly, Gar­ret was about to cum in me. He pushed me on­to the bed in a rush, but not in a mean way. He got me on my back, my cheek to the bed and brought me to the ed­ge of it. Then he was cum­ming wi­thout even tou­ching his dick! He just put his hands to his hips and the head of his cock to my cheek and he star­ted spur­ting. Some went in my ear, some in my hair, some on­to my lips, which I li­cked up.
 “Damn! That was my se­cond nut to­day!” He grin­ned at me. Af­ter that we all smo­ked a bowl, had an­other drink and chat­ted on the couch. Li­sa was sweet and fun­ny and she and Gar­ret ma­de an ama­zing, loving cou­ple.
 They left awhi­le la­ter and I was ho­ping to spend a litt­le time with Cla­rence alo­ne, but he got a text. Then he said, “An­ne’s ha­ving a bit of an emer­gen­cy. I’ve got to run ba­by.”
 He left a few mi­nu­tes la­ter and I star­ted fee­ling a litt­le de­pres­sed. I tex­ted Ter­ry and as­ked he he wan­ted to get to­gether for a drink. He did and twen­ty mi­nu­tes la­ter, I was hop­ping a cab and hea­ding out to meet an­other man.


Our fri­end, Mol­ly
 Jes­si­ca
It was co­ming around to Es­sence Fes­ti­val. If you ha­ve ne­ver at­ten­ded one, they’re kind of cra­zy. The­re’s two main groups that at­tend. You ha­ve lo­cal New Or­leans crowds, most­ly black folks, doing their thing. Then you ha­ve all the­se tou­rists co­ming in from around the coun­try, who are al­so most­ly black folks. The dif­fe­rence bet­ween the tou­rists and the lo­cals though is mo­ney. Most of the peo­ple who co­me in to town are a lot mo­re midd­le class or even we­al­thy. They’re re­al­ly ea­sy to spot.

John­ny had told me not to make any plans over the Es­sence Fes­ti­val week­end be­cau­se he had some stuff in mind. John­ny isn’t anyo­ne hu­ge in the mu­sic busi­ness, but he’s big enough that he knows peo­ple who know peo­ple and he of­ten gets in­vi­ted to par­ties.

We went to one on Tu­es­day that was kind of a pre-par­ty and I met some of the guys that John­ny new from At­lan­ta and a cou­ple of guys from Flo­ri­da. It was a pret­ty chill par­ty, but be­fo­re we sho­wed up, John­ny took me asi­de. “If you want to hook up with any of the­se guys, it’s cool, ya heard me? But they just think we’re fri­ends, aight? If they know we’re to­gether, they won’t mess around most li­ke­ly. They’re my fri­ends in the mu­sic busi­ness but they don’t know about the other side of my life.”

The guys we­re all re­al­ly fun and fun­ny, all around our age. They te­a­sed me about being the on­ly white per­son in the room, which I was. One of the guys kept doing this ama­zing Chris Tu­cker im­per­so­na­ti­on and had us laug­hing till we cried. We all got stoned and drunk and lis­ten­ed to a bunch of cool mu­sic I’d ne­ver heard li­ke ear­ly De­troit tech­no, Bri­tish hip-hop, and old reg­gae. The­se guys re­al­ly knew their way around mu­sic and I felt li­ke I was get­ting schoo­led.

It was a litt­le weird han­ging out with John­ny and pre­ten­ding not to be his gir­l­fri­end. It got weir­der when he and an­other girl star­ted flir­ting. I wasn’t jea­lous or any­thing, but it felt weird wat­ching him smi­le sit clo­se to an­other wo­man who didn’t think I was any­thing but his fri­end. He wouldn’t do any­thing with her, but still, it felt weird.

Two of the At­lan­ta guys im­me­di­a­te­ly star­ted a fri­end­ly ri­val­ry for my at­ten­ti­on. One, Sean, was a sort of short, re­al­ly rip­ped guy with su­per short Afro. The other guy, Bry­an, was bald, dark skin­ned with re­al­ly big lips and a cute smi­le. They we­re both re­al­ly flir­ty and I could tell they both wan­ted to hook up. They we­re fri­ends though too, and I could tell that it was kind of a com­pe­ti­ti­on for them.

Nothing much hap­pe­ned that night, ex­cept Sean ga­ve me a good night kiss. The next day though, Bry­an tex­ted me and as­ked if I wan­ted to go to a par­ty on Fri­day night with the sa­me group of guys that had be­en at the par­ty whe­re I’d met them. He said John­ny could co­me along too. But when I as­ked John­ny about it, he said he had a busi­ness get to­gether and told me to go with the guys wi­thout him.

The par­ty star­ted out re­al­ly la­me at a mee­ting space in a ho­tel. It see­med li­ke some­thing a re­cord la­bel might ha­ve put on and it pro­ba­b­ly was. The­re was a re­al­ly weird mix of peo­ple the­re and it felt re­al­ly kind of up­tight. But then we all got tal­king to this guy who said that they we­re ha­ving a big par­ty at the ho­tel down the street and it was going to be ta­king up a good por­ti­on of an en­ti­re floor.

That soun­ded li­ke fun and I thought may­be it was a chan­ce to wi­pe away my bad ex­pe­ri­ence from a pre­vious Es­sence Fes­ti­val. He in­vi­ted a group of us over. It was me, John­ny’s four fri­ends from At­lan­ta and an­other girl that we’d met at the par­ty na­med Janel­le.

We en­ded up sort of wan­de­ring from room par­ty to room par­ty for awhi­le be­fo­re we sett­led in­to this one room that had some good hip-hop going and some re­al­ly tas­ty weed that eve­r­yo­ne was cram­med out on the bal­cony to get a hit of. We all got a litt­le ba­ked and drunk. As we did, Sean and Bry­an we­re get­ting up on me mo­re and mo­re. Fi­nal­ly, when Sean lea­ned in and kis­sed my neck, Bry­an lost it.

“Hold up! Hold up!” he said to Sean. “I love you and all. We’re bro­thers and shit, but we got to draw a line here.” He loo­ked over at me and said, “Now, you know we both in­to you and I ain’t say­ing you be­en play­in’ us or nothin’ but if one of us has got a shot and the other don’t, you could do us right by spea­kin’ up now.” It was fair. I hadn’t be­en in­ten­ti­o­nal­ly lea­ding them on.

But I re­a­li­zed that re­al­ly, this was the first time I was in a po­si­ti­on li­ke this. I had con­trol over my own se­xu­a­li­ty, my own de­ci­si­ons. Ye­ah, I was a litt­le ba­ked, but I knew I li­ked both of the­se guys when I was to­tal­ly so­ber. Just a few years back, I might ha­ve just kept my mouth shut and let the­se guys fight over me. In­s­tead, I spo­ke up and let things play out ho­we­ver they we­re going to play out. “I li­ke both of you guys. You’re just here to vi­sit, so we’re just tal­king about hoo­king up, right? Cau­se I’m not loo­king for a boyfri­end.” They shrug­ged and nod­ded. “Then why do I ha­ve to choo­se at all? Can’t we all fuck around?”

They loo­ked at each other and bus­ted out laug­hing. Not laug­hing at me, just laug­hing be­cau­se I think I sho­cked the hell out of them. Sean fi­nal­ly said, “Damn. John­ny told us you we­re down with brot­has and that you got freaky, but I ha­ve ne­ver heard a girl say any­thing li­ke that. You ha­ve just blown my mind, girl.”

 I grin­ned. I li­ked that. It felt good to sur­pri­se a guy that way.
Bry­an said, “So you say­ing you want to do a three way or some shit li­ke that?”
 I shrug­ged. “I’m not say­ing that. I mean…I might be wil­ling.” I win­ked at him. “I just meant that I’m wil­ling to share if you guys are.”
 Sean loo­ked a litt­le con­fu­sed and wor­ried though. “I don’t fuck­in’ know how that would go down.” He shook his head.
 But I was fee­ling li­ke a to­tal bad ass at that point. Sean and I we­re sit­ting on the cor­ner of a bed and Bry­an was sit­ting in a chair fa­cing us. I said, “It’s li­ke this.” I tur­ned and threw my arm around Sean and kis­sed him, let­ting my tongue go all around his. Then I let my hand slip bet­ween his legs and I ga­ve a squee­ze, just for a se­cond.
 Then I got up and sat in Bry­an’s lap and kis­sed him. I took his hand and put it on my breast and had him squee­ze it. I stop­ped, loo­ked back at Sean and said, “See? Ea­sy!”
 They both laughed and we went back to par­ty­ing. Af­ter that, the guys we­re much less com­pe­ti­ti­ve. But I could al­so tell that they didn’t re­al­ly know what they we­re doing eit­her. They’d ne­ver shared someo­ne be­fo­re.
 La­ter, the guy who had brought us to the par­ty of­fe­red to sell us some mol­ly and we took him up on it. Sean was a litt­le ner­vous about doing it be­cau­se he’d ne­ver do­ne it be­fo­re, but Bry­an and I con­vin­ced him to go ahead with us.
 The par­ty didn’t re­al­ly wind down, but it did quiet down. As it star­ted to get la­ter and we star­ted get­ting some war­nings from the ho­tel se­cu­ri­ty, the par­ty chil­led out a bit. It was about six rooms and may­be for­ty peo­ple. The mu­sic was sof­ter. Doors we­re still open but some of them we­re just cra­cked in­s­tead of being wi­de open.
 One of the other guys in our group, the guy who could do the Chris Tu­cker im­pres­si­on was ma­king out with the other girl who’d co­me with us, Janel­le. She was re­al­ly pret­ty, short and loo­ked li­ke she was a mix of Asi­an and La­tin. They we­re lay­ing on one of the two beds in the room. One of the guys actu­al­ly stay­ing in the room was ly­ing on the other bed. We didn’t know him, but he was pret­ty drunk and just sort of half pas­sed out.
 I was sit­ting on the cor­ner of the bed still just tal­king with Bri­an and Sean. They we­re sit­ting in chairs fa­cing me, but they’d pul­led them up clo­se to me and I put a foot up on each of their thighs. They’d taken my shoes off and we­re rub­bing my feet. The mol­ly had ki­cked in pret­ty hard and we we­re all just fee­ling good and clo­se and open.
 Bry­an as­ked, “Ha­ve you hoo­ked up with John­ny? You guys seem pret­ty tight.”
 I grin­ned. “We are. Ve­ry tight. Ye­ah, we hook up.”
 Sean said, “John­ny said you re­al­ly get freaky. What’s the frea­kiest thing you’ve ever do­ne?”
 I shrug­ged and grin­ned again. “I don’t know, but why don’t we do some­thing freaky right now?” I felt li­ke I could do any­thing with the­se guys and be cool. The mol­ly and my mood we­re just right. I wasn’t thin­king about Ran­dall or John­ny or Cla­rence or anyo­ne el­se.
 Bry­an said, “Li­ke what? You wan­na go back to our ho­tel room?”
 I shook my head, still smi­ling. “How about you two sit right the­re and I suck both your dicks?”
 They loo­ked at each other and then at eve­r­yo­ne el­se in the room. The guy who­se room it was see­med pas­sed out. The other two we­re ma­king out and whi­s­pe­ring to each other on the other bed. They loo­ked li­ke they we­re on mol­ly too.
 Bry­an and Sean agreed and un­zip­ped their pants and pul­led out their cocks. Bry­an was much dar­ker skin­ned, but other than their cocks we­re al­most iden­ti­cal. My mouth star­ted wa­te­ring. They pushed their chairs back to gi­ve me a litt­le room and they mo­ved their as­ses to the ed­ge of their chairs.
 I got in bet­ween them and down on my knees and wrap­ped a hand around their cocks. Guy’s dicks feel ama­zing to me. They go from being so in­cre­dib­ly soft to so hard. They go from light to hea­vy. On mol­ly, they feel even bet­ter.
 I star­ted stro­king Sean whi­le I su­cked on Bry­an. Then I swit­ched up. It was fun­ny how fast they got hard. They lea­ned back in their chairs. Sean got re­al­ly quiet whi­le Bry­an just kept ma­king stea­dy mo­ans. I think we we­re all too high to ar­ti­cu­la­te just how good we felt.
 I wasn’t try­ing to go all hard­co­re on them. I didn’t do any de­ep thro­a­ting. I just took my time and wor­shi­ped tho­se beau­ti­ful black dicks. I li­cked their heads, their shafts, got them all co­ve­red in my spit.
 I’m not re­al­ly su­re how long we we­re going at it. At some point I re­a­li­zed that the other three peo­ple in the room we­re wat­ching us. I li­ked that. Even the half as­leep drunk guy who was stay­ing in the room was che­cking us out.
 Then the other guy from our group, I ne­ver got his na­me, and Janel­le star­ted ha­ving sex on the other bed. I took a break from gi­ving Sean and Bry­an head and we all wat­ched them fuck. It was slow and pret­ty. I knew then that they we­re on mol­ly too.
 Bry­an pul­led me back to­ward the chair and sug­ge­s­ted we fuck. Then we had a con­ver­sa­ti­on that could on­ly hap­pen when you’re on this par­ti­cu­lar drug. I said, “I’d love that. I want to feel both of you in me.”
 He said, “I’ll get a con­dom.” He was about to start dig­ging through his pants. I re­a­ched un­der my skirt and drop­ped my pan­ties to the floor.
 Sean said to me, “Wea­ring a rub­ber don’t sound right. I don’t want that shit bet­ween me and you.”
 I said, “Ye­ah, I want to feel you on me, skin to skin. But we should be safe.”
 Sean said, “Ye­ah, you’re right. If I can’t be in you ba­re­back though, I’d rat­her not fuck at all.”
 I smi­led. “That’s to­tal­ly cool. We can do other stuff.”
 Bry­an stop­ped loo­king for a con­dom and for the next hour or so, I ga­ve them head, they went down on me, we kis­sed and grin­ded on each other.
 La­ter, Bry­an bro­ke down and said, I got­ta be in­side you, just for a mi­nu­te.” He put on a con­dom and I hi­ked up my skirt and stradd­led him in the chair. Sean ca­me up next to me and I be­gan to suck on him. It was kind of dif­fi­cult be­cau­se he was so hard that his cock was poin­ting al­most straight up in the air.
 Fee­ling Bry­an sink in­to me, I re­a­li­zed how wet I’d got­ten. The­re was an actu­al splash of flu­id from bet­ween my legs. He on­ly went for a mi­nu­te or so be­fo­re he said, “Ye­ah, doesn’t seem right with the con­doms. Let’s go back to what we we­re doing.”
 He was about to push me off, but I stop­ped him. “Wait. I think I might cum. Ple­a­se keep going. Ni­ce and stea­dy.” He didn’t ha­ve to do much work sin­ce I was ri­ding him. He’d just thrust up a bit as I pushed for­ward with my hips.
 I tur­ned to Sean and grab­bed him by his hips and pul­led him for­ward to­ward me and guided his dick as far down my thro­at as I could get it. I just held him the­re whi­le I kept grin­ding on Bry­an.
 Then it hit me. This ama­zing or­gasm that was li­ke a ti­dal wa­ve. It was li­ke I could feel it swel­ling up in­side me and slow­ly ta­king over my who­le bo­dy. In­cre­di­ble rol­ling wa­ves of ple­a­su­re ran up and down my back and then all the way to my fin­gers and to­es.
 Be­fo­re I’d even re­a­li­zed what had hap­pe­ned, I was lea­ning way back. Bry­an had to catch me be­cau­se I was fal­ling out of the chair. I’d fain­ted!
 They laid me down on my back and I smi­led up at them. My who­le bo­dy felt li­ke mel­ted ca­ra­mel. I just wan­ted to sink in­to the car­pet.
 Af­ter that, we chil­led out and put our clo­thes back on. We we­re all de­spe­ra­te­ly thir­s­ty and we thought it was a good time to make our exit.
 We as­ked Janel­le and the other guy if they wan­ted to co­me with us, but they see­med re­al­ly in­to each other still. Bry­an was li­ke, “This ain’t even your room guys, co­me on.”
 Then the half awa­ke drunk du­de said, “They can stay. It’s cool. Don’t even know whe­re my room­ma­te is.” We laughed and left them in the bed grin­ding and ma­king out.
 I che­cked my pho­ne when we left and was blown away when I che­cked the time. It was six in the mor­ning! We star­ted hea­ding out of the ho­tel. Both Bry­an and Sean wan­ted me to sleep with them in their ho­tel room.
 I was about to agree to it when we we­re pas­sing through the ho­tel lob­by and I stop­ped dead in my tracks. It was my mom. She was stan­ding in the lob­by with Cla­rence and Sam.
 She tur­ned and saw me and smi­led and sud­den­ly I wan­ted to cry. It was most­ly the mol­ly I’m su­re, but I was so hap­py then that my mom was my mom, if that makes sen­se.
 I told the guys that I’d catch up with them again that night. They ma­de me pro­mi­se and I did. I left them to go to their ho­tel room and I went and joi­ned Cla­rence, Sam and my mom. We all went and got break­fast to­gether. It was a gre­at night and a gre­at mor­ning.


Gang­bang Go­ne Wrong
 Ka­te
My Es­sence Fes­ti­val week­end was get­ting pret­ty stran­ge. First, I’d had that fun night with Gar­ret and Li­sa. But things we­re just about to re­al­ly kick in. How I en­ded up run­ning in­to my daugh­ter in that ho­tel lob­by that mor­ning was a long and win­ding road.

It star­ted two days ear­lier, the day af­ter my last chap­ter, with a din­ner date with Ter­ry. He had me co­me over to his new place for din­ner. I could tell he was un­com­fort­a­ble the­re be­cau­se it was so much smal­ler than his old place. He mis­sed his kids too. But we bro­ke out a few beers and he coo­ked for me, which I ap­pre­cia­ted from any man.

The last time we’d had a hea­vy talk, I’d told him about my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence and that I had an acti­ve sex life with other men as well. We hadn’t re­al­ly had the chan­ce to talk much about it sin­ce then and I was ea­ger to get his re­ac­ti­on. I was de­ve­lo­ping some re­al fee­lings for Ter­ry and I wan­ted to find a way to make things work bet­ween us.

Af­ter we’d sett­led in on the couch to talk, things went from awk­ward, to in­ti­ma­te, to per­so­nal, to se­xy and all the way back around again. It was a lot for both of us.

I think in the end though, he had to take a leap of faith. I could see that my pro­mis­cui­ty was a hurd­le for him. I think it scared him. Some guys see a wo­man who has a lot of sex as eit­her da­ma­ged or in­ti­mi­da­ting.

But when we kis­sed, I could feel him mo­ving past tho­se he­si­ta­ti­ons, tho­se wor­ries, and I got a tas­te of a re­al­ly de­ep pas­si­on in­side him. I won­de­red if that’s what men saw in me all tho­se years ago when I’d be­en in a sex­less mar­ri­a­ge for so long.

Ter­ry and I had connec­ted on an emo­ti­o­nal le­vel, but he was a damn se­xy man too. As I felt tho­se he­si­ta­ti­ons fall away and his hands mo­ved up my thigh, I could tell that we we­re going to ha­ve phy­si­cal che­mistry too. I wat­ched his fin­gers sli­de up my thigh, pushing my skirt up hig­her.

Then, of cour­se, my pho­ne rang. Mo­re im­port­ant­ly, it was the ring to­ne I had as­si­g­ned for Cla­rence. Cla­rence ra­re­ly cal­led un­less the­re was some­thing actu­al­ly going on and was im­port­ant. I stop­ped Ter­ry and took the call.

“Hey, ba­by. I know you’re with Ter­ry right now, but I’ve got a bit of an emer­gen­cy I need your help with.”
 “Are you okay? What’s up?” I’d ne­ver heard him use that to­ne be­fo­re.
 “I’m okay. I’m up in Ba­ton Rou­ge till to­mor­row though. Right now, An­ne is sit­ting on my porch, cry­ing and drunk. Can you go get her and take her in­side? She doesn’t ha­ve a key. I told her she could stay at my place to­night and sleep it off.” The­re was no plea­ding in his to­ne, no sound of apo­lo­gy in his voi­ce. He as­ked, but it wasn’t re­al­ly a re­quest.
 I had a my­ri­ad of re­ac­ti­ons. My first thought was that I didn’t want to ha­ve to clean up mes­ses that we­ren’t mi­ne. My se­cond was, I ha­ve a key and she doesn’t! Then I thought that that was being pet­ty. I didn’t know An­ne well, but she was in pain and alo­ne. “I’ll take care of her. Don’t wor­ry.”
 “Thank you, Ka­te. I mean it.” I could tell he did.
 When I got off the pho­ne I had to ex­plain to Ter­ry that I had to go. He took it well, I guess. But we we­re both di­s­ap­poin­ted. I could feel the wet­ness bet­ween my legs and I’d felt his erec­ti­on through his pants. It was hard to lea­ve him li­ke that.
 An­ne was a wreck. She was cry­ing hard. I found her sit­ting on Cla­rence’s porch, chain smo­king and pul­ling on a whis­key bott­le. I got her in­side and cal­med her down. Things we­re not going well for her and her ex. She said that they’d in­iti­al­ly tried to make it a fri­end­ly brea­kup, but that as time had go­ne on, he’d be­co­me mean and snarky and wor­se, had star­ting crea­ting rifts bet­ween her and their mu­tu­al fri­ends. She was fee­ling ve­ry alo­ne and iso­la­ted and didn’t re­al­ly know who she could talk to.
 Whi­le I felt bad for her, I al­so be­gan to ap­pre­cia­te An­ne a litt­le mo­re as a per­son then. I be­gan to feel in my gut that An­ne wasn’t try­ing to take Cla­rence from me and that she and Cla­rence had a comple­te­ly se­pa­ra­te thing than he and I did. It was going to be weird and the­re would be hurd­les for su­re, but for the first time, I star­ted to think that I might be re­al­ly okay with An­ne.
 I got her in­to Cla­rence’s bed and she as­ked that I stay with her. Some­thing about ha­ving the key to the hou­se and being as­ked to stay with An­ne ma­de me feel li­ke a re­al part­ner to Cla­rence, not just a se­xu­al ob­ject. And it ma­de me feel li­ke a sis­ter to An­ne. It was a good fee­ling. I told her I’d stay and we both slept in Cla­rence’s bed that night.
 The next mor­ning, I got a call from Wan­da. Wan­da and James are an ol­der, kinky black cou­ple that I ren­ted an apart­ment from for a short time a cou­ple of years back when I was se­pa­ra­ted from my hus­band. We’d played to­gether a few times and I had a de­ep re­spect for them. They we­re fri­ends of Cla­rence’s, which was how I got the apart­ment.
 I was sort of sur­pri­sed to he­ar from them as I hadn’t tal­ked to them in qui­te awhi­le. She ex­plai­ned that they’d be­en ta­king things a bit slow sin­ce James had in­ju­red him­self in an ac­ci­dent and that their play times had be­en re­du­ced a lot.
 She said they we­re cal­ling though be­cau­se they’d be­en plan­ning some­thing big for Es­sence Fest, but one of the girls that they’d be­en re­ly­ing on had can­ce­led. I as­ked why they’d cal­led me in­s­tead of as­king Cla­rence. Wan­da said they had and that he’d said that it was up to me.
 That ma­de me feel a litt­le weird. I was used to Cla­rence ma­king all of the de­ci­si­ons about my sex life. I li­ked it that way. It felt good to be con­trol­led and ow­ned and I was a litt­le let down that Cla­rence hadn’t ma­de the de­ci­si­on for me. But I de­ci­ded to roll with it.
 “Su­re, let’s do this. I’d be hap­py to jump in!”
 Wan­da said, “Are you su­re? It’s going to be a litt­le in­ten­se.”
 “I would love some in­ten­si­ty. What do you guys ha­ve plan­ned?”
 “Well, to be ho­nest, we are on­ly hel­ping or­ga­ni­ze for a fri­end of ours who is in town for the week­end. He’s brin­ging his gir­l­fri­end with him, Sid­ney. She’s the other girl in­vol­ved. Ba­si­cal­ly, it’s a gang­bang with some light BDSM in­vol­ved.”
 “That sounds good! I’m in!” I loved the idea of seeing Wan­da and James again. Being tied up can be re­al­ly fun as well. I al­so think that it had be­en long enough sin­ce my last gang­bang that I was kind of rea­dy for an­other. “It’s cool if Cla­rence co­mes along, right?”
 “Of cour­se!” She ga­ve me the time and the ad­dress. It was at a midle­vel ho­tel down in the CBD. I cal­led up Cla­rence and he said he’d co­me along. That eve­ning, I went to his place all dol­led up. I wore a slinky blue dress with some blue pumps and some re­al­ly se­xy un­der­we­ar. I wore this re­al­ly dra­ma­tic, bright red lip­stick that I love. I was re­al­ly loo­king for­ward to this.
 We got to the par­ty and eve­r­y­thing star­ted out gre­at. We sort of went over the guidelines of the who­le thing. Wan­da and Ron­ny would be the hosts and or­ga­ni­zers. They’d be­en in touch with a num­ber of guys be­fo­re­hand who we­re sup­po­sed to co­me. The­re was no vi­deo­ta­ping al­lo­wed and eve­r­yo­ne had to use con­doms. I had enough to drink to get the ner­vous­ness out of me. I tal­ked with Wan­da and James, and alt­hough James didn’t seem to be doing well phy­si­cal­ly, he was in good spi­rits and it was ni­ce to see them both. I met their fri­end Ron­ny, who was the other or­ga­ni­zer, and his gir­l­fri­end, Sid­ney. They we­re from Mem­phis. She see­med re­al­ly sweet, but a litt­le on the quiet side, and ve­ry sub­mis­si­ve to Ron­ny. The­re was a big age gap bet­ween them too. Ron­ny was in his fif­ties, whi­le Sid­ney loo­ked li­ke she was my daugh­ters age. I caught my­self sort of jud­ging them, but then I thought about Jes­si­ca being with Cla­rence and de­ci­ded to keep my mouth shut.
 Ron­ny was tall and slim, bal­ding with light black skin and an in­cre­dib­ly de­ep voi­ce. Sid­ney was a dis­hwa­ter blon­de with pa­le skin. She was signi­fi­cant­ly hea­vier than me and she had pret­ty blue eyes.
 James and Wan­da had sup­plied most of the BDSM toys. We spent an hour or so, just han­ging out, drin­king and get­ting to all know each other a bit. When we got around to get­ting in­to the dir­ty of it all though, I star­ted to ha­ve a few re­ser­va­ti­ons. Some­thing about Ron­ny and Sid­ney felt off to me, but I couldn’t qui­te put a fin­ger on it. But I had Cla­rence and James and Wan­da the­re though, so I didn’t wor­ry about it too much.
 As it rol­led around to the time that we we­re ex­pec­ting all the guys to show up who’d actu­al­ly be par­ti­ci­pa­ting in the gang­bang, Sid­ney and I got un­dres­sed and got on to the bed, whi­le Wan­da an Ron­ny bro­ke out all of the toys.
 The­re was one king sized bed in the room and they put Sid­ney and I on all fours in the midd­le of the bed, fa­cing each other. Then they at­ta­ched leg sprea­ders to both of our an­kles, for­cing our legs to stay open. Wan­da put wrist cuffs on us, but then at­ta­ched them so that my left wrist was at­ta­ched to Sid­ney’s right wrist and vi­ce ver­sa. It meant that it would be ve­ry dif­fi­cult for Sid­ney and I to do any­thing other than face each other.
 Fi­nal­ly, Ron­ny ca­me around with what I thought we­re blind­folds at first. It turns out that they we­re blin­ders. Li­ke they use on hor­ses. They strap around your head, but then they just to­tal­ly cut out your pe­ri­pheral vi­si­on. Last­ly, Wan­da put gags in our mouths. They we­re black lea­ther and whe­re a ball would go, in­s­tead the­re was a short black rub­ber cock. It was on­ly a cou­ple of in­ches long, but it felt li­ke it fil­led my who­le mouth and wi­thin mi­nu­tes, I could feel my mouth over­flo­wi­ng with drool.
 We sett­led in, but we didn’t ha­ve to wait long. The door ope­ned and I could he­ar someo­ne co­me in and start tal­king to eve­r­yo­ne el­se in the room. I couldn’t see him though. I could tell that the­re had be­en some sort of pre­s­cree­ning going on with the guy be­cau­se it soun­ded li­ke they we­re loo­king on a list. He shot the shit with Wan­da, Ron­ny, James and Cla­rence for a few mi­nu­tes and then said he’d li­ke to wait for a few mo­re guys to show up to get star­ted.
 But then he ap­pea­red in my view as he wal­ked be­hind Sid­ney. He loo­ked about thir­ty, with two day old sc­ruff, dark skin and thick glas­ses on. He loo­ked at her ass from be­hind and then up over her shoul­ders at me. “How you doing la­dies? Loo­king good!” He grab­bed his crotch through his jeans. “You two rea­dy to get fu­cked?” He re­a­ched bet­ween Sid­ney’s legs and she mo­a­ned over the gag and her eyes clo­sed. “Ooh, her pus­sy is ni­ce! He­ar that, ba­by? I li­ke what you put­tin’ out the­re! Mmm!”
 He step­ped out of my view and I im­me­di­a­te­ly star­ted get­ting tur­ned on. I could feel my­self lubri­ca­ting at the thought of being hand­led that way, of being ob­jec­ti­fied. I loved kno­wing that I was on dis­play as Cla­rence’s pro­per­ty.
 The­re was a knock and then mo­re voi­ces. It soun­ded li­ke two mo­re guys. The­re was mo­re fri­end­ly laug­hing and tal­king and then sud­den­ly, a hand bet­ween my legs. I felt a fin­ger slip in­side me and I mo­a­ned and bit down on the rub­ber cock in my mouth. Drool ran down my chin. The hands left me wi­thout anyo­ne say­ing any­thing.
 The guy I’d se­en be­fo­re ap­pea­red again be­hind Sid­ney wea­ring just a ts­hirt. He win­ked at me as he mo­ved up against her ass and wor­ked his cock in­side her. She wai­led out as loud as she could with the gag in her mouth. Her eyes lo­cked on mi­ne for a mo­ment and then she loo­ked over my shoul­der.
 I felt two hands on my ass cheeks. They spread wi­de. And then the­re was a tongue po­king in­to my ass­ho­le. He stop­ped and I heard a squirt of lu­be and a fin­ger went straight up my ass, all slip­pe­ry. I jum­ped in a litt­le in shock, but it didn’t hurt. His fin­ger was long and thin and he wor­ked it around in­side my ass­ho­le as far as he could. Then I heard his voi­ce, un­fa­mi­li­ar and mas­cu­li­ne. Just hea­ring a stran­ger be­hind you li­ke that, when you’re to­tal­ly im­mo­bi­le and can’t even turn your head far enough to see can im­men­se­ly ero­tic. He said, “Eve­ry white girl I’ve ever fu­cked has taken it in the ass and loved it. You li­ke it in the ass, white girl?” I nod­ded my head. “You want a fat black dick in your ass, white girl?” I nod­ded again.
 The­re was enough room on the bed for him to climb on be­hind me. He was hea­vy and I could feel his gut bang up against my ass. It took him a mi­nu­te to find my ass­ho­le with his con­dom co­ve­red cock. He had to guide it with a fin­ger.
 On­ce he got the head in­to the right spot though, he pushed in about half way in a sin­gle go. It hurt li­ke hell. As a guess, he was about se­ven or eight in­ches, I don’t know. All I know is, he wasn’t subt­le. It was a good thing I’d be­en play­ing with toys a lot la­te­ly or that would’ve ha­ve ru­i­ned my night. As it was, I sc­re­a­med in­to the gag. I heard Cla­rence say, “Ea­se up. Not so fast.”
 He pul­led out about an inch or two and then went for­ward again, this time al­most all the way. I felt my eyes bug­ging out and fil­ling with tears. The­re’s a pain from anal sex that can be one of the worst pains ever. It’s blin­ding. I wish mo­re guys had had stuff up their ass that way so they knew how bad it hurt when you do it wrong.
 At that point though, the da­ma­ge was do­ne and the­re wasn’t much point in try­ing to get anyo­ne to stop. I just pow­ered through and let him fuck me.
 By the time he was do­ne, I’d re­la­xed a lot and was fi­nal­ly ab­le to en­joy it a litt­le bit. My ass­ho­le stung but he al­so felt re­al­ly good going in and out of me and at le­ast he’d used a de­cent amount of lu­be.
 Sid­ney ca­me on the guy fuck­ing her from be­hind. He pul­led out be­fo­re he ca­me in her though and an­other guy step­ped up. He was to­tal­ly na­ked and had tri­bal tat­toos all over his shoul­ders. I got a look at his cock. It was dark, ex­cept for the head and had a steep cur­ve up­ward. He had a was­h­board set of abs and the way he mo­ved told me that he knew how to fuck. I ho­ped he would take a turn on me.
 The guy fuck­ing my ass didn’t cum and he ti­red out af­ter about ten mi­nu­tes or so. He pul­led out and I had that va­cant fee­ling you get when some­thing’s be­en in your ass for awhi­le. I wan­ted some­thing el­se in the­re again.
 An­other guy mo­ved up be­hind me and I tried to turn my head and look but I couldn’t see him. I did see Cla­rence though and he stop­ped the guy. “Hold up. I need to talk to her for a se­cond.” Eve­r­yo­ne kind of ca­me to a halt and he un­did my gag. “Hey, if I go, you be okay here with Wan­da and James?” He had a ve­ry serious look on his face. He was up­set. I saw his pho­ne in his hand.
 “An­ne?” He nod­ded. I smi­led at him. “Go take care of her. I’m fi­ne here.” I meant it too. I could ha­ve be­en bit­chy about it or let it ru­in my time, but I didn’t want to. In­s­tead, I just ma­de the de­ci­si­on to be sup­por­ti­ve. Cla­rence kis­sed the top of my head and took off. I wouldn’t ha­ve let him go though if I’d ha­ve known how the rest of the night was going to play out.
 Wan­da put the gag back in­to me. She’d chan­ged in­to a ne­gli­gee and was gi­ving James a hand job off in one cor­ner. Ron­ny was sort of or­ches­tra­ting and managing all the guys.
 The next guy fu­cked me va­gi­nal­ly and ho­ly shit was he good. He didn’t say a word, just slip­ped up be­hind me and fu­cked me li­ke a ma­chi­ne. His cock was big, but not so big he was hur­ting me. I ca­me on him twi­ce and the se­cond or­gasm was so big that I drop­ped my head to the bed, just sha­king.
 The­re was a hu­ge pool of drool on the bed be­low Sid­ney and I be­cau­se of the gags and af­ter awhi­le, Wan­da stop­ped the ac­ti­on. She ca­me up to us and pul­led the dil­dos out of the gags. Now the­re was just a lea­ther strap across our mouths with a ho­le in it.
 She got us up on our knees and we had to scoot clo­se enough to­gether that our tits we­re mas­hed up against each other. Wan­da had us tip our heads back so that we we­re loo­king at the cei­ling. Our knees we­re still spread from the sprea­der bars.
 “Open,” Wan­da said to me. I obeyed. She put a fun­nel through the ho­le in the gag and then said, “Be rea­dy to swal­low.” She be­gan slow­ly pou­ring wa­ter in­to the fun­nel and I guzz­led down as much as I could. Af­ter awhi­le, she swit­ched up to Sid­ney and pou­red the rest of the bott­le down the fun­nel in her mouth.
 Then she ca­me back to me again and put the fun­nel in. “Be rea­dy to swal­low.” This time though is was te­qui­la. I ne­a­r­ly cho­ked on the first gulp. She kept going though. Two mo­re swal­lows and I was star­ting to think that she might be try­ing to kill us with al­co­hol. But she stop­ped then and mo­ved the te­qui­la over to Sid­ney. I was re­al­ly glad she ga­ve us the wa­ter be­fo­re­hand.
 Wan­da put the dil­dos back in­to the gags and got us back in­to po­si­ti­on. The guys star­ted up again. A new guy was fuck­ing my pus­sy and bet­ween the or­gasms I’d al­rea­dy had and the te­qui­la, I was re­al­ly star­ting to warm up to all of this.
 I pushed my ass back in time with this guys thrusts, try­ing hard to get him de­e­per in­to me. He was fair­ly thick but just a litt­le short on length and I wan­ted him to fuck me har­der. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, he ca­me in me whi­le fuck­ing me re­al­ly hard. When he pul­led out, he on­ly got about half­way be­fo­re the con­dom just stop­ped and he slid right out of it. He had to grab the con­dom and pull out out of me.
 The­re was some sort of con­ver­sa­ti­on and com­mo­ti­on going on at the foot of the bed bet­ween Wan­da and one of the guys. She fi­nal­ly agreed and they wor­ked to­gether to take the gags off us. It was kind of a re­li­ef. As se­xy as they we­re, my jaw was get­ting ti­red and my mouth nee­ded a rest.
 The guy who’d help take off the gags was the guy I first saw, who’d be­en fuck­ing Sid­ney. He clim­bed up on the bed, now to­tal­ly na­ked and got bet­ween us and down on his knees. Now his cock was in Sid­neys face and his ass was in mi­ne.
 “Get to work, bit­ches!” He pushed his half hard cock in­to her mouth, hol­ding the sides of her head. He loo­ked back at me and said, “Lick my ass! Get them balls too if you can get to ‘em.”
 I tried licking his ass, but it was hard to do be­cau­se the guy be­hind me fuck­ing me was ma­king me rock back and forth. His ass tas­ted ni­ce though and I was re­li­e­ved that he was re­al­ly clean and smooth back the­re.
 He must ha­ve re­al­ly li­ked what we we­re doing be­cau­se he ca­me in less than a mi­nu­te. He star­ted fuck­ing her mouth hard. “I’m gon­na fill them pipes up, ba­by! Don’t stop licking my ass­ho­le whi­le I cum!”
 I re­a­li­zed I was re­al­ly drunk when he step­ped away. I was ha­ving a lot of fun. I hadn’t be­en this cra­zy in awhi­le and it felt good to cut loo­se.
 James wasn’t fee­ling good so Wan­da took him for a walk down the hall. Ron­ny, mean­whi­le, de­ci­ded that he wan­ted to get in on all the fun. He strip­ped down and went in­to Sid­ney ba­re­back. When I saw his cock, it kind of scared me be­cau­se the on­ly guy I’d ever se­en with a lar­ger dick was Aa­ron, our fri­end from Mo­bi­le.
 He craw­led up be­hind her and just be­gan poun­ding the hell out of her. She had this look on her face that I knew re­al­ly well. They’d ob­vious­ly fu­cked a lot sin­ce they we­re da­ting. She had this look that I imagi­ne peo­ple get when they’re get­ting on sca­ry rol­ler coas­ter for the 100thtime. It was this com­bi­na­ti­on of pain, fe­ar, ple­a­su­re, ful­fill­ment, and fa­mi­li­a­ri­ty all rol­led in­to one.
 Li­ke I said be­fo­re, she was a re­al­ly big girl, obe­se by me­di­cal stan­dards and she jig­gled a lot as he fu­cked her. Then he be­gan slap­ping her ass re­al­ly hard, as hard as I’d ever se­en a man hit a wo­man. She cried out, but didn’t even hint at mo­ving away. I felt li­ke this was some­thing they’d played out qui­te a bit and even if it was hur­ting her, I think she li­ked it.
 I felt the guy who was fuck­ing me, step away and an­other guy co­me up be­hind me. He said, “Tell me to fuck your ass, bitch. Say you want it in your ass.”
 “I want it in my ass! Fuck my ass­ho­le!” I did want it. I wasn’t hur­ting from ear­lier any lon­ger and get­ting my ass fil­led soun­ded di­vi­ne. I was going to pay for it la­ter, but I’d deal with that then. He clim­bed up be­hind me and wor­ked some lu­be in­to my ass. Then I felt a head up against me and then my ass just ate him up. He slip­ped in li­ke it was nothing and I felt him sli­de de­e­per and de­e­per in­side my gut. His hands we­re strong and he grip­ped my hips tight and just kept pushing for­ward smooth­ly.
 “Now you’re gon­na get ass fu­cked, girl.” He star­ted pul­ling out and going back in with long, even stro­kes and it was hea­ven.
 Twi­ce his cock slip­ped out and both times I yel­led out, “Oh fuck, put it back in! Put it back in!”
 He clim­bed up high over me, his feet by my knees. He spread my ass with his hands and star­ted plun­ging in­to me all the way with each stro­ke, stop­ping with his balls up against my ass­ho­le. “This the way you li­ke it, slut? Balls de­ep in your nas­ty white ass?”
 His tal­king dir­ty just sent me over. I was going to cum. “Fuck me, hard! Pound my white ass!” He did and I ca­me so hard that I thought I was going to hy­per­ven­ti­la­te. It was ama­zing. We slo­wed down a bit af­ter I ca­me down. My thighs we­re sha­king.
 “Can I get an­other swig of that te­qui­la?” I pro­ba­b­ly shouldn’t ha­ve. I was al­rea­dy drunk. But af­ter that or­gasm, I nee­ded a drink.
 The guy in my ass took a break and an­other guy mo­ved be­hind me and went in­to my pus­sy. I had to ad­mit that the blin­der thing was ama­zing. It was let­ting me see a litt­le, but not much. I had no idea who was back the­re fuck­ing me and it was hot. I wasn’t even su­re if I’d se­en all of the guys in the room.
 My arms, knees and hips we­re star­ting to get a litt­le ti­red though and I felt li­ke I nee­ded a brea­ther. I cal­led out for Wan­da. “Hey Wan­da? Can we get a break. My hips are kil­ling me.” Nothing. “Wan­da?” The­re was a voi­ce ne­ar me, to my side. A man’s voi­ce that I didn’t re­co­gni­ze.
 “Who the fuck is Wan­da?”
 I loo­ked around as much as I could, but I didn’t see her. “Ron­ny? Whe­re’s Wan­da? She’s not back yet?”
 “Back?” He’d just taken a brea­ther from poun­ding Sid­ney with that mons­ter or­gan of his and had wor­ked up a sweat. “She isn’t co­ming back.”
 “What do you mean? Whe­re did she go? Whe­re’s James?”
 “James wasn’t fee­ling well. She told you she was ta­king him home. She as­ked if you we­re okay and you said you was al­right.” That wasn’t how I re­mem­be­red things going down at all. But she wasn’t the­re and James hadn’t be­en fee­ling good. So, I guess that was that.
 The ques­ti­on was, did I want to con­ti­nue on if they we­ren’t the­re? I was ha­ving fun, I was a litt­le drunk, a litt­le so­re, I’d had a cou­ple of or­gasm and I felt li­ke I had a few mo­re in me. Ron­ny loo­ked at me and said, “We cool?”
 I smi­led. “We’re cool. But my hips need a break. Can we change up a bit?”
 “Ye­ah, I need to get off my knees too.” Sid­ney loo­ked li­ke hell. She’d be­en fu­cked pret­ty rough by Ron­ny. Her makeup had run all over her face. She was swea­ting. Her hair was wre­cked. I’m su­re I didn’t look much bet­ter.
 Ron­ny ca­me around and un­hoo­ked the sprea­der bars and brought them up to our wrists. Then he said, “Clo­se your eyes, girls.” We did and he ma­neu­ver­ed us around to the head of the bed. The­re, he un­did one of our wrist cuffs and put the sprea­der through on the other side of the head board and then re-fas­te­ned the cuff.
 So now, we could both get up on to our hands and knees if we wan­ted or clo­se our legs. We could lay flat on our sto­machs if we wan­ted to. Re­gard­less though, we we­re stuck fa­cing the head­board, with our blin­ders still on.
 I felt a man mo­ve be­hind me. “Hi­ke that ass up, girl. Got­ta get de­ep.” It was the sa­me guy who’d be­en fuck­ing my ass be­fo­re. He put a fresh glob up lu­be up against my ass­ho­le and then slip­ped back in­side me. Then he pushed me down flat on­to my sto­mach and laid on top of me. He hi­ked up his hips to pull out of me and then pushed back in. He was de­ep up in me and I could feel him pushing up against my or­gans. It was a good hurt.
 This time though, he didn’t last long. I could feel he was about to cum. I clam­ped down on his cock with my ass and he lost it. He shook with his cock bu­ried de­ep in my guts. He col­lap­sed on me af­ter he ca­me and we both just laid the­re for a mi­nu­te, lis­ten­ing to Sid­ney get fu­cked.
 He clim­bed off of me and a few se­conds la­ter, the­re we­re hands on my an­kles tur­ning me over. Be­cau­se of the way I was at­ta­ched to the bed, I had to just cross one arm over. It was a weird an­gle to be in, but I was mo­re or less on my back. When I loo­ked up it was Ron­ny who was about to fuck me. He had a hold of my an­kles and he was on his knees.
 My heart ra­te jum­ped when I thought about that enor­mous cock of his. He didn’t was­te any time eit­her. I felt the head go in, and then he star­ted smooth­ly going for­ward. At the sa­me time, I star­ted in­ha­ling, fee­ling that fat hunk of meat sli­ding in­to me.
 Thank­ful­ly he’d used a ton of lu­be. I could feel it mi­xing in­to a pudd­le along with my own lubri­ca­ti­on on the bed and un­der my ass. He didn’t ram me eit­her, which was good. He ob­vious­ly knew how to use his dick. When he bot­to­med out in­side me, he smi­led and said, “Damn, girl. Not bad. You can’t hand­le as much as Sid­ney, but you can take some dick.” Then he star­ted fuck­ing me with that thing so that eve­ry stro­ke just ba­re­ly hit my cer­vix.
 It was comple­te­ly over­whel­ming. It was a re­al­ly good thing that I was al­rea­dy loo­se­ned up and re­la­xed and drunk be­cau­se his cock would ha­ve kil­led me other­wi­se. But as things we­re, he felt so good that I ca­me on him in less than a mi­nu­te. As I star­ted to buck against him he said, “Oh, that’s what I li­ke to see! You fal­lin’ in love with this dick, ain’t you, ba­by?” He kept sli­ding in and out of me and I just kept cum­ming. It was ama­zing. “You want a litt­le black ba­by in your bel­ly, ba­by? I al­rea­dy ga­ve Sid­ney two. She’s pro­ba­b­ly got an­other one af­ter to­night! Co­me on, girl. Tell me you wan­na get pre­gnant. Tell me to knock you up.”
 I was on birth con­trol and I certain­ly didn’t want to get pre­gnant. I know some folks are in­to that sort of thing and I’m hap­py to play along. But that wasn’t what was bo­the­ring me. As I star­ted to co­me down from my or­gasm, I re­a­li­zed he was get­ting clo­se to his.
 Then I had this who­le chain of thoughts run through my head in li­ke five se­conds. My first thought was, I ha­ven’t se­en a cock in awhi­le. Se­cond was, if I ha­ven’t se­en a cock, how do I know they’re wea­ring con­doms? Third was, that wet­ness be­low my ass wasn’t a bunch of lu­be, it was cum lea­king out of my ass. Fourth was, ho­ly shit, the last few guys may ha­ve be­en fuck­ing me ba­re­back, which is to­tal­ly against the ru­les we’d set. Fifth was, ho­ly shit, that means Ron­ny is in me right now ba­re­back and he’s about to cum.
 But I didn’t stop him. The re­a­son was, if the­re was any da­ma­ge to be do­ne, it was al­rea­dy pro­ba­b­ly do­ne. STD risks asi­de, I re­al­ly do li­ke the feel of a man cum­ming in me and tel­ling him to stop and put on a con­dom know wasn’t re­al­ly going to be hel­pful for anyo­ne.
 He ca­me in me, squee­zing my an­kles tight and pushing as much of that hor­se dick of his that he could in­to me. I sur­pri­sed my­self by re­a­li­zing that I was al­most in­to an­other or­gasm. I yel­led out, “Don’t fuck­ing stop, Ron­ny, pump that cum in­to me.” He kept going and I ca­me again. This time I had to stop af­ter­ward. I was sha­king all over and afraid I was going to cry.
 As he let my legs down, I said to him, “I need to pee.” When I got up, I took off the blin­ders and the­re we­re pro­ba­b­ly three mo­re guys in the room who didn’t even look li­ke they’d taken a turn on eit­her of us. What the fuck was going on?
 I didn’t want to make a sce­ne, but that was way far­ther than I wan­ted to go, es­pe­ci­al­ly wi­thout pro­tec­ti­on. I pul­led Ron­ny asi­de. “What the fuck is going on Ron­ny?” I felt li­ke he was try­ing to pull some­thing over on me. But he didn’t seem awa­re of any­thing being wrong. “Why did you and tho­se other guys ba­re­back me? I thought we had an all con­dom ru­le?”
 He loo­ked at me li­ke he didn’t know what I was tal­king about. “When I set this up with James and Wan­da we agreed on certain guys being cool to ba­re­back and if we didn’t know them, they had to we­ar con­doms.”
 “If you didn’t know them? Are some of the­se guys stran­gers?” I was floo­red.
 “Ye­ah. Most of them.”
 I co­ve­red my face with my hands. I wan­ted to cry. To Ron­ny’s cre­dit, he re­al­ly didn’t seem to think this was a big deal. “Sid­ney’s try­ing to get pre­gnant. I thought you we­re in­to that too. Hey, I’m sor­ry the­re was a mix up.”
 I nod­ded, but I was too up­set to say any­thing el­se. I wasn’t even su­re who ex­act­ly I was sup­po­sed to be mad at. I don’t know whe­re the com­mu­ni­ca­ti­on bro­ke down. I just knew I had to lea­ve.
 I got my stuff to­gether and was get­ting rea­dy to head out. The­re was a guy by the ba­throom wat­ching me get dres­sed. I was sit­ting on the toi­let, put­ting my shoes on, when this guy steps up, and pulls out his cock. “Hey, ba­by, be­fo­re you go, how about you open wi­de and let me check out that mouth?”
 I tried to wa­ve him off, but sud­den­ly his hands we­re on the back of my head and he was pushing his cock at my face. I yel­led out for help and Ron­ny and two other guys we­re on him in a flash. The­re was a brief scuffle, but thank­ful­ly no fists thrown. They as­ked the guy to wait un­til I was well go­ne be­fo­re he left him­self.
 I star­ted cry­ing on the way to the ele­va­tor. Such a good time had tur­ned to to­tal shit so ra­pid­ly. I tex­ted Cla­rence but he didn’t get back to me right away. I nee­ded someo­ne who knew my si­tu­a­ti­on and the on­ly per­son I could think of to call was Sam.
 He pi­cked up right away and when I ga­ve him the short ver­si­on, he told me to co­me over to the ho­tel he was at. He was the­re with some fri­ends. I got over the­re in about thir­ty mi­nu­tes and had a glass of co­gnac and chil­led out. I’d ne­ver re­al­ly se­en Sam as someo­ne to com­fort me, but he did.
 Awhi­le la­ter, Cla­rence cal­led and ca­me back over im­me­di­a­te­ly when he heard what had go­ne down. At first, eve­r­yo­ne was an­gry. I thought Cla­rence and Sam might go back and start some­thing phy­si­cal. But by the end of the night and as mor­ning crept up on us, we’d all chil­led out.
 I’d ha­ve to go get tes­ted and we we­re going to ha­ve to ha­ve some talks with Wan­da and James and Ron­ny. I won­de­red if Sid­ney had fu­cked all tho­se guys. She certain­ly see­med to be en­joy­ing all the at­ten­ti­on.
 I as­ked Cla­rence about An­ne and he said she’d got­ten in­to a big fight with her ex. She was wor­king on get­ting her own apart­ment, but Cla­rence had of­fe­red to let her stay at his place un­til then. He as­ked me if I would be al­right with that. I was tou­ched that he wan­ted my opi­ni­on and I said, “I’m fi­ne with it. Help her out. You’ve hel­ped me out mo­re times than I can count.”
 Then, to cap it all off, we ran in­to Jes­si­ca in the lob­by. She was with a cou­ple of cute boys. She ca­me over and chat­ted us up and it felt re­al­ly good to see her. It groun­ded me. We all went out to break­fast. When I got home, I took a hea­vy do­se of ibu­pro­fen, ran a long hot bath and craw­led in. Jes­si­ca sat on the toi­let and I fil­led her in on my night.
 La­ter, we swit­ched. She got in­to the tub and told me about her night. When I fi­nal­ly slept, I slept for a good ten hours straight.


Pi­ty Jerk
 Jes­si­ca
I slept off the mol­ly and wo­ke up the next af­ter­noon fee­ling pret­ty good. I’d pro­mi­sed Sean and Bry­an that I’d see them again that day. They we­re fun to hang out with and would on­ly be in town one mo­re full day. It took us awhi­le to fi­nal­ly ar­ran­ge a meet up be­cau­se they had a bunch of Es­sence Fes­ti­val stuff to do.

That sa­me day, my BFF, Jen­ni­fer messaged me and as­ked if I wan­ted to stay the night at her place. It turns out that her bro­ther, Je­re­my, had just bro­ken his leg pret­ty bad­ly and was stuck at home, to­tal­ly im­mo­bi­le. Their pa­rents we­re ta­king care of him, but now they we­re going to be out of town for a cou­ple of days and had as­ked Jen­ni­fer to stay home with him and help him out. “Ple­a­se co­me stay with me! Just one night!”

When I told her that I had plans with Sean and Bry­an she got even mo­re ex­ci­ted though. “Bring them over! We can to­tal­ly par­ty here!”
 “What about your bro­ther?” I had fa­ke dated Je­re­my for awhi­le to make my dad think I was still in­to white guys. We even fu­cked on­ce for a stu­pid porn my bro­ther was ma­king. I didn’t ha­te Je­re­my, I just didn’t want him ru­i­ning our vi­be with the guys.
 “I’ll make su­re he stays in his room. He pret­ty much does any­way. He’s got his Xbox and his com­pu­ter up the­re. Ple­a­se? It’s so not fair that you ha­ve two guys to your­self whi­le I’m stuck here with Je­re­my.”
 How could I say no to my best fri­end? I cal­led up the guys and they said that they would co­me but that it would take them awhi­le to get the­re.
 I got dres­sed up and hea­ded over to Jen­ni­fer’s place ear­ly enough that she and I could hang out a bit. She and her boyfri­end, Mike, we­re still on spea­king terms, but the who­le ‘open re­la­ti­ons­hip’ thing wasn’t wor­king out to well for eit­her one of them. They we­re both ha­ving a lot of pro­blems de­aling with the jea­lou­sy part of things.
 She’d al­so told me that she’d hoo­ked up on­ce with Mikey af­ter she’d gi­ven him that hand job at the par­ty. But it wasn’t going any­whe­re with them eit­her. He was an okay hook up, she said, but not someo­ne she wan­ted to keep seeing.
 When I got the­re, I was a litt­le un­hap­py to find Je­re­my down­stairs and being kind of a pain in the ass. Ap­pa­rent­ly, Jen­ni­fer had ma­de it cle­ar that she wan­ted to be left alo­ne, so li­ke any ol­der bro­ther would, he did the ex­act op­po­si­te and ha­ras­sed us for the next hour.
 He fi­nal­ly fi­gu­red out that we had guys co­ming over and he star­ted gi­ving her shit. “I’ll bet they’re black, huh?” He loo­ked at me, kno­wing that Jen­ni­fer and I we­re ra­re­ly with guys who we­ren’t black. “Mom and dad are gon­na lo­se it when they he­ar that you guys had a pair of black guys in the hou­se.”
 “No they won’t!” Jen­ni­fer’s pa­rents we­ren’t ne­a­r­ly as bad as my dad was when it ca­me to being ra­cist. They we­re sort of grum­py about her pre­fe­rence for black guys, but they al­so had the at­ti­tu­de that if she was hap­py then it was all good. They might not be hap­py about all of us ha­ving sex in the hou­se though.
 Je­re­my loo­ked over at me and said, “What is it, any­way? Is it the big dick thing? Why do you two date black guys?”
 I laughed. “Lots of re­a­sons! They’re good in bed. They’re hot. They’re fun. And ye­ah…they’ve got big dicks.” Jen­ni­fer and I both laughed again. I guess Je­re­my took that as an in­sult be­cau­se he kind of got bit­chy af­ter that and a few mi­nu­tes la­ter, he went up to his room and didn’t co­me back down for a long time.
 Sean and Bry­an ca­me over and even though no one ever actu­al­ly said any­thing about it, we just kind of pai­red off. Sean and Jen­ni­fer hit it off right away. I had the fee­ling Bry­an was in­to me beyond just a hoo­kup and it was kind of ni­ce to get some re­al af­fec­ti­on and at­ten­ti­on from a guy be­si­des John­ny.
 We hung out in the backyard and smo­ked a litt­le weed whi­le they told us about Es­sence Fes­ti­val. Then we went back and had a cou­ple of beers and ma­de out on the couch.
 Jen­ni­fer, loo­king su­per cute in a sweats and a hoo­die, took Sean by the hand and led him up to her room. Bry­an and I stayed on the couch. We we­re get­ting in­to it and I was about to pull Bry­an’s cock out from his jeans when I heard Je­re­my, clea­ring his thro­at and stan­ding in the door­way.
 “Hey, Jes­si­ca. I ha­ve to live her. My mom sits on that couch. I re­al­ly don’t think it’s cool for you to be suck­ing some stran­gers dick on it.” I knew he was jea­lous, but he al­so kind of had a point.
 Je­re­my left us again and we tried to fi­gu­re out some­thing to do. We tal­ked about using Bry­an’s ren­tal car or going back to their ho­tel. But we didn’t want to lea­ve Sean and Jen­ni­fer. We’d just got­ten to the point whe­re we thought we might just ha­ve to hang out on the couch and wait, when Jen­ni­fer ca­me out wea­ring nothing but a t-shirt.
 She grin­ned at us and said, “Why don’t you guys co­me share my room?”
 It was a litt­le awk­ward at first. The guys, wi­thout the mol­ly, we­re a litt­le un­com­fort­a­ble on a full size bed. I think they we­re afraid that their dicks might touch and some fai­ry wi­zard would co­me down out of the sky and call them gay or some­thing. I swe­ar, guys are pe­tri­fied of other guys.
 It was al­so a litt­le un­com­fort­a­ble for me. Jen­ni­fer was my best fri­end and I’d just go­ne down on her not too long ago. Af­ter the first few times we’d foo­led around, she con­fes­sed to ha­ving fee­lings for me. I didn’t want to stir that up again. We we­re fi­nal­ly get­ting on track again, but now that she was brea­king up with Mike, I didn’t want her to take my phy­si­cal at­ten­ti­on as any­thing mo­re than fri­end­ship.
 She and I laid on the bed and star­ted kis­sing each other. We fi­gu­red it would re­lax the guys a bit. They craw­led on­to the bed be­hind Jen­ni­fer and I and star­ted kis­sing our shoul­ders
 Jen­ni­fer said, “Re­mem­ber that one frat par­ty whe­re we hoo­ked up with tho­se guys and en­ded up hol­ding hands?” I did. It was a gre­at time.
 Jen­ni­fer un­dres­sed me and the guys wat­ched, hyp­no­ti­zed. Sean said, “Ha­ve you guys do­ne this be­fo­re?”
 She said, “A few times,” and win­ked at him. Af­ter that, I got Bry­an un­dres­sed. Sean was al­rea­dy down to his bo­xers. Neit­her of them we­re hard though. Jen­ni­fer smi­led at me and said, “I think we need to get them a litt­le mo­re ex­ci­ted, don’t you?”
 We got them to sit on the ed­ge of the bed, next to each other. Not tou­ching, of cour­se. Then we each got on our knees, me in front of Bry­an, Jen­ni­fer in front of Sean. I was re­al­ly li­king this, play­ing with Jen­ni­fer, with the­se guys.
 Sean got hard fast, Bry­an a litt­le mo­re slow­ly. But we took our time and just ga­ve them gre­at blow jobs. They’d both be­en at the fes­ti­val all day, so their balls we­re a litt­le funky smel­ling. Not in the bad way though, just in that way that guys ha­ve af­ter they’ve wor­ked up a litt­le sweat.
 I was a litt­le bet­ter at de­ep thro­a­ting, but I didn’t want to show off, so I kept that to a mi­ni­mum. Even­tu­al­ly, the guys we­re hard enough to put con­doms on and get to some sex.
 It wasn’t bad or any­thing, but af­ter the magic we’d had the night be­fo­re, it was kind of a let down. I think being off the mol­ly and being na­ked in front of each other had put a lot of pressu­re on the guys and they we­re ha­ving hard time perfor­ming.
 At one point, whi­le ri­ding Bry­an, I lea­ned down, pres­sed my tits against his chest and whi­s­pe­red in­to his ear, “Your cock is the on­ly cock in the world right now and it’s in­side me.” He got a litt­le har­der.
 I could tell that Jen­ni­fer and Sean we­re ha­ving the sa­me pro­blems. I thought may­be if they saw us get­ting in­to it, they’d re­lax a litt­le mo­re. “I’ve got an idea,” I said to eve­r­yo­ne. “Jen, why don’t you ri­de Sean. Turn around though.” I got her to do a re­ver­se cow­girl on him. “Lean back a litt­le.” She was smi­ling at me.
 She put her hands back be­hind her, palms down on the bed. She was on her knees, using her thighs to rock up and down on Sean’s dick. Then I got on all fours, craw­led up bet­ween her legs and got my face right down by her pus­sy. I loo­ked back at Bry­an and said, “Fuck me li­ke this.”
 He got be­hind me and star­ted fuck­ing me dog­gy. Whi­le he was doing that I be­gan to lick at Jen’s clit. I was re­al­ly ama­zed at how fast she ca­me that way. In pro­ba­b­ly less than a mi­nu­te she was sc­re­a­ming out, “Ho­ly shit! That dick! That tongue! Ho­ly shit!”
 She star­ted slam­ming her hips up and down on Sean’s cock. Her or­gasm was pret­ty ama­zing. About ten se­conds la­ter, she’d slo­wed down a litt­le but she said, “Oh my god. Both of you. Keep doing that. I’m going to cum again from that. Just don’t fuck­ing stop, ple­a­se.”
 Both Bry­an and Sean see­med to li­ke that Jen had cum so hard and they see­med li­ke they we­re loo­se­ning up a bit. The­re had be­en a few times when they’d got­ten so soft that their con­doms had star­ted co­ming off.
 Not a mi­nu­te la­ter, Jen ca­me again, re­al­ly hard. This time she had to get off of Sean be­cau­se her pus­sy had got­ten re­al­ly over sen­si­ti­ve. Right af­ter she ca­me though, Bry­an ca­me, still fuck­ing me from be­hind. He was quiet as he did it, lea­ning in to bi­te my shoul­der and whi­s­per in my ear, “I fuck­ing love your litt­le white pus­sy.”
 Af­ter that, it got a litt­le weird. Bry­an was do­ne. But that ma­de Sean feel even mo­re on the spot. Bry­an and I tried to just sort of ca­su­al­ly make out, but it wasn’t re­al­ly hel­ping much.
 Fi­nal­ly, I said to Bry­an, “Why don’t you go grab an­other beer and wait on the couch. We’re going to take care of Sean.” Bry­an see­med re­li­e­ved to ha­ve a re­a­son to get up and put his clo­thes back on.
 On­ce he was go­ne, Jen­ni­fer grin­ned at him. “You ha­ve us both now. How would you li­ke to get off?”
 Sean loo­ked back and forth at us and said with a re­al­ly cute mix of black guy bra­va­do and ni­ce guy shy­ness, “How about you sit on my face whi­le Jes­si­ca ri­des me?”
 Jen­ni­fer clim­bed off his cock and be­gan to mo­ve up to­ward his face. I could see that Bry­an lea­ving was al­rea­dy hel­ping. Sean’s cock was get­ting big­ger eve­ry se­cond. Sean see­med re­al­ly ex­ci­ted to ha­ve Jes­si­ca sit on his face. She sat her ass right down on his mouth, fa­cing to­wards me. I slip­ped Sean in­side me and be­gan ri­ding him.
 Jen ground down and was re­al­ly li­king being ea­ten by Sean. I was al­so re­al­ly loving his cock and I pro­ba­b­ly would ha­ve be­en ab­le to cum if I’d had a litt­le mo­re time. But ha­ving two girls at on­ce was mo­re than Sean could last for.
 He ca­me hard, grab­bing Jen’s thighs and yel­ling in­to her pus­sy. I clim­bed off a few se­conds la­ter, and Jen re­al­ly sur­pri­sed me. She bent over, so that she was six­ty-ni­ning Sean and she put his con­dom co­ve­red cock right in her mouth, all the way down to the balls.
 When she ca­me back, the con­dom was go­ne and she pul­led it out of her mouth. She grin­ned at me. “I’ve be­en wan­ting to try that trick for awhi­le now!”
 Sean thought it was the coo­lest shit he’d ever se­en. He was even mo­re ama­zed when she ate the cum out of the con­dom. “God damn! You are freaky as Jes­si­ca!”
 We put our clo­thes back on and hea­ded back out to the living room. Af­ter awhi­le, the guys took off. We pro­mi­sed to stay in touch sin­ce they we­re on­ly in At­lan­ta. I li­ked them both a lot and so did Jen­ni­fer.
 Af­ter they left, Jen cras­hed hard. We’d de­ci­ded that I would stay at her place that night sin­ce I was a litt­le was­ted and she and I wan­ted to spend some time to­gether the next day any­way.
 I was up for a litt­le whi­le lon­ger and had an­other beer. Some­thing was bug­ging me and I couldn’t fi­gu­re out what it was un­til I hea­ded back to Jen’s room to crash. I saw that Je­re­my’s light was still on and his door was cra­cked.
 I went in and found him in his bed, his leg out in the cast. He was play­ing Xbox , wea­ring just bo­xers and a t-shirt. He ga­ve me a brief glan­ce and then went back to his game. “Du­de’s lea­ve?”
 “Ye­ah, they left.” He didn’t say any­thing el­se for a se­cond and the­re was a weird ten­si­on. “Do you ha­ve some kind of pro­blem with me? Are you still up­set about the who­le fa­ke da­ting you thing?”
 He shrug­ged. Which meant yes. Why the fuck did I even care? But I sur­pri­sed my­self en­ti­re­ly when I just bl­ur­ted out, “Want a hand job?”
 Je­re­my pau­sed the game and loo­ked over at me. “I thought you didn’t fuck white guys?”
 “Did I say we we­re going to fuck? I just of­fe­red you a hand job.”
 “Why?”
 “Re­al­ly? A girl of­fers you a hand job and you’re going to ask why? For­get it, then.” I star­ted to lea­ve, a litt­le an­noy­ed.
 “No, wait! Okay!”
 I went back and sat on the ed­ge of the bed and re­a­ched in and pul­led out his cock. It was pink and a litt­le on the small side of ave­ra­ge. I hadn’t tou­ched a white guy in for­ever.
 He got hard pret­ty quick and his brea­thing was ra­pid. “Can I touch your tits?”
 I shrug­ged and let him. He pushed my shirt up and star­ted play­ing with one of my tits. Je­re­my wasn’t a bad loo­king guy. In fact, he was pret­ty hand­so­me. But the­re was some­thing about him that I could on­ly iden­tify as ‘white’, that was a comple­te tur­noff to me.
 He ca­me about a mi­nu­te la­ter and he threw me a t-shirt to wi­pe up my hand. He said, “Thanks,” as I was wal­king back out. I al­most stop­ped and said some­thing to him. I wasn’t su­re what I would’ve said, but I felt li­ke I’d just in­sul­ted him and he wasn’t get­ting how or why.
 I left Je­re­my and craw­led in­to bed with his sis­ter. She was warm and smel­led li­ke sex. I snug­gled up next to her and cras­hed hard. We spent the next day to­gether chil­ling and ha­ving a gre­at time.
 My ex­pe­ri­ence with Sean and Bry­an over Es­sence Fes­ti­val was kind of an epi­pha­ny for me. It was li­ke a litt­le light switch got fli­cked in my head. The­re was no gre­at truth I’d fi­gu­red out or any­thing. It was just that sud­den­ly things see­med much cle­a­rer to me.
 For one, I wan­ted to fuck Ran­dall. I wan­ted to get nas­ty with him and let him do nas­ty things to me. Ran­dall was nothing but a con­quest to me and I don’t think I’d ever thought of a guy that way be­fo­re. I just wan­ted him for my own ple­a­su­re. The end. That might seem ter­ri­ble, but I think we’ve all had peo­ple in our lives that are nothing mo­re than se­xu­al fan­ta­sies to us.
 Al­so, things nee­ded to change with John­ny and I. I wasn’t hap­py. Part of that was that when we star­ted da­ting, I re­al­ly bought in­to the who­le do­mi­na­ti­on, sub­mis­si­on, mas­ter, sla­ve thing. But la­te­ly, John­ny had be­en ve­ry hands off and just kind of had a ‘what­ever’ at­ti­tu­de. I’d thought may­be he was lo­sing in­te­rest in me or some­thing. Re­gard­less, we nee­ded to fix things up.
 Run­ning in­to my mom af­ter Es­sence Fest was gre­at, alt­hough I was re­al­ly bum­med to he­ar about how her thing went down. I’d sort of got­ten used to hea­ring about my mom’s sex life, li­ke she’s used to hea­ring about mi­ne, but that sto­ry kind of hit too clo­se. I don’t li­ke the idea of my mom fee­ling out of con­trol or in dan­ger. It re­al­ly did make me un­der­stand what I wan­ted from John­ny though.


Ask Me To Fuck You
 Ka­te
Af­ter the Es­sence Fes­ti­val mess, I went and got che­cked out, tho­rough­ly. Cla­rence al­so had a long talk with Ron­ny and Wan­da. I felt a litt­le bad be­cau­se James actu­al­ly en­ded up in the hos­pi­tal the next day alt­hough I’m glad to say that much of his con­di­ti­on was just ex­acer­ba­ted by de­hy­dra­ti­on. The man can drink.

Any­way, Wan­da and Ron­ny both apo­lo­gi­zed up and down. Ap­pa­rent­ly, Wan­da thought she’d com­mu­ni­ca­ted that this was going to be all con­doms, all the time. Ron­ny thought that he’d com­mu­ni­ca­ted that all con­doms, all the time, was for peo­ple who hadn’t be­en pro­per­ly scree­ned be­fo­re­hand. Peo­ple who we­re scree­ned could go ba­re­back.

Qui­te a few of the guys in­vol­ved got back to Ron­ny la­ter, a litt­le up­set that not eve­r­yo­ne was awa­re of the sa­me set of ru­les. That actu­al­ly ma­de me feel a litt­le bet­ter. Some­ti­mes it seems li­ke guys don’t take STD’s as serious­ly as wo­men do. It was good to he­ar that the­se guys we­re con­cer­ned for them­sel­ves and for me.

In the end, we just kind of let it all go. Apo­lo­gies we­re ma­de all around and eve­r­yo­ne was for­gi­ven. Cla­rence and I pri­va­te­ly agreed that we wouldn’t let that hap­pen again though. If he lea­ves a gang­bang, so do I.

I had to ha­ve a sit down with Ter­ry too. Un­til my test re­sults ca­me back, I was a litt­le sque­a­mish about ha­ving sex with him. I think what was bo­the­ring me mo­re though was that I felt li­ke I didn’t want to ha­ve sex with him wi­thout let­ting him know I’d just be­en in­vol­ved in a gang­bang and that a stran­ger had cum in my ass.

In­s­tead, I just said, “The­re’s some stuff going on. We need to wait a bit to fool around.” He ac­cep­ted that. I could tell he wan­ted to ask mo­re but he left it.

We spent the eve­ning cudd­led up on his couch wat­ching mo­vies and just tal­king. It was re­al­ly ni­ce to be with a man whe­re the­re we­ren’t a bunch of se­xu­al ru­les or do­mi­nance. I could just re­lax and talk and snug­gle. Cla­rence and I some­ti­mes did that, but the­re was al­ways a fee­ling of his pow­er, sur­ging just un­der­neath eve­r­y­thing we did.

When I left though, I had this knot in my sto­mach. I could feel that Ter­ry was a loving, un­der­stan­ding guy. He pro­ba­b­ly wouldn’t ask me to stop seeing Cla­rence. But I could al­rea­dy see how this would go. We’d pro­ba­b­ly de­ve­lop fee­lings for each other. I would con­ti­nue to fuck Cla­rence and other men and it would bo­ther Ter­ry. It would eat at him. He’d eit­her ask me to stop when he couldn’t take it any lon­ger or he’d be so down that I would feel li­ke I had to stop my­self or risk hur­ting him mo­re.

I re­al­ly wan­ted to talk to someo­ne about all of this. I’d gi­ven the rough de­tails to Jes­si­ca, but I re­al­ly wan­ted to dis­cuss it with someo­ne who I felt had some ob­jec­ti­vi­ty about the who­le thing.

Stran­ge­ly, I en­ded up cal­ling An­ne. Cla­rence’s new gir­l­fri­end, for lack of a bet­ter term, was still stay­ing with him. I ar­ran­ged to meet up with her when he wasn’t around so I could pick her brain a bit and see what she thought. She had a lot mo­re ex­pe­ri­ence in de­aling with non-tra­di­ti­o­nal re­la­ti­ons­hips and I fi­gu­red she might help.

I’d al­rea­dy co­me around a bit on her and saw her as much less of a th­re­at than I in­iti­al­ly had. By the time I left though, I ha­ve to say that I think I had a bit of a crush on her. Nothing se­xu­al, but she had this sort of ea­sy air about her that ma­de it re­al­ly ni­ce to talk to her.

I re­a­li­zed as we we­re tal­king that the on­ly other wo­man who knew it all was Jes­si­ca. My daugh­ter knew about all the kinky sex, the drugs, the pro­sti­tu­ti­on, all of it. I didn’t tell An­ne hard­ly any of that, certain­ly not about my life as ‘Ka­te’ and the book my daugh­ter and I had writ­ten. But I did tell her about my pre­sent. About my love for Cla­rence, our kink to­gether, about my si­tu­a­ti­on with my hus­band and with Ter­ry.

She re­al­ly lis­ten­ed well. Some­thing she said she had to learn to do in a po­ly­amo­rous re­la­ti­ons­hip. I could tell that my ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ si­tu­a­ti­on with Da­vid bo­the­red her. She was used to to­tal ho­nes­ty. But she didn’t jud­ge. She heard me out.

We al­so tal­ked about her re­la­ti­ons­hip with her soon to be ex-hus­band. The who­le thing was still ve­ry raw for her and she cried mo­re than on­ce try­ing to fill me in on the de­tails. For po­ly­amo­rous folks, it’s all out in the open, eve­r­y­thing they do. But they al­so don’t re­al­ly ha­ve as much sex as you might think. For them, it’s not about hoo­king up or slee­ping with stran­gers. It’s about actu­al­ly loving mo­re than one per­son at a time.

Jes­si­ca and I had al­rea­dy be­en lear­ning a litt­le about this af­ter being ex­po­sed to the books The Ethi­cal Slut and Sex at Dawn, but it was dif­fe­rent to actu­al­ly meet someo­ne doing it. It was so dif­fe­rent from my life, so ho­nest and open. Much of my mar­ri­a­ge had be­co­me about sha­me and se­cre­cy and much of my sex life was hid­den. I was a litt­le en­vious of An­ne.

Any­way, a whi­le la­ter, Cla­rence told me that we we­re going to a din­ner par­ty at our fri­end Sam’s hou­se. It wasn’t going to be a play par­ty, just a fri­end­ly get to­gether. It would be Jes­si­ca and John­ny, Sam and Mi­chel­le, Cla­rence and my­self…and An­ne.

That was un­u­su­al for a few re­a­sons. First, whi­le Cla­rence and John­ny got along just fi­ne, they didn’t get to­gether of­ten. I think the­re was some­thing bet­ween them that just didn’t mix well. It wasn’t any­thing per­so­nal, but it was ra­re for them to re­al­ly spend any time to­gether.

The other thing about this group was that it was going to be in­tro­du­cing An­ne to our lar­ger circle. An­ne hadn’t met Jes­si­ca yet, or Sam and Mi­chel­le. It was al­so ra­re that Jes­si­ca and I hung out to­gether with anyo­ne be­si­des Cla­rence. Sam and Mi­chel­le we­re among the on­ly peo­ple who knew that Jes­si­ca and I we­re mo­ther and daugh­ter. It wasn’t a hard­co­re se­cret. We just didn’t ad­ver­ti­se it.

For one, we didn’t want anyo­ne ha­ving any ex­tra clu­es about our Ka­te and Jes­si­ca iden­ti­ties as wri­ters. But al­so, on­ce guys find out that both a mo­ther and daugh­ter we­re se­xu­al­ly acti­ve, they al­most al­ways start an­g­ling for a three way, which is some­thing we we­ren’t pre­pa­red to do.

I went by my­self to Sam’s and when I got the­re, I got a bit of a shock. Along with eve­r­yo­ne el­se I men­ti­o­ned, the­re was someo­ne el­se the­re: Benji.
 Benji wasn’t anyo­ne par­ti­cu­lar­ly im­port­ant. He was a fri­end of Sam’s that I’d played a bit with. For tho­se of you who read our first book, you might re­mem­ber him as the guy who cut my new lin­ge­rie off of me with a switch­bla­de.
 Jes­si­ca had met him as well, but she hadn’t fu­cked him. Ne­vert­he­less, we we­re now in a room with someo­ne that I didn’t want to know that Jes­si­ca and I we­re re­la­ted. I thought it was going to make din­ner awk­ward. Sam had in­vi­ted him wi­thout re­al­ly thin­king about how it might make Jes­si­ca and I un­com­fort­a­ble.
 I tried to keep it on the down low, but su­re enough, Benji put it to­gether. He didn’t seem to think it was that big of a deal and Jes­si­ca and I tried to dow­n­play it.
 The night was other­wi­se going pret­ty well. Mi­chel­le was get­ting to be hu­ge and was thril­led at the idea of get­ting the ba­by out of her and get­ting back to her for­mer pe­ti­te self.
 An­ne was al­so re­al­ly re­la­xed and en­joy­ing her­self. She ad­mit­ted that she’d ne­ver spent so much time around black men be­fo­re and that it was ve­ry dif­fe­rent for her. Sam grin­ned at her and said, “How so?”
 “Not any­thing I can put my fin­ger on. As a white wo­man who’s dated on­ly white men, I can say the­re’s a par­ti­cu­lar vi­be when I’m around all white men. The­re’s al­so a dif­fe­rent vi­be when it’s mi­xed ra­ci­al­ly, but for the most part, not much. Most of my fri­ends are pret­ty pro­gres­si­ve and race isn’t a big deal for them. But in a room full of black guys, the­re’s de­fi­ni­te­ly some­thing dif­fe­rent. It’s neat.” She actu­al­ly used the word neat and all of us laughed.
 She was right. I don’t know if it’s that black men act dif­fe­rent­ly when they’re in a group by them­sel­ves or if other peo­ple act dif­fe­rent­ly around a group of black men. You might think that I would say that it’s ‘bet­ter’. But it’s just dif­fe­rent. The­re’s a change in the ca­dence of the con­ver­sa­ti­on, of to­ne. To me, it’s ve­ry re­la­xing. It was ni­ce to see that An­ne saw it too.
 Over­all, things we­re going re­al­ly well. Eve­r­yo­ne was get­ting along and it was re­al­ly ni­ce to ha­ve all of tho­se folks in the sa­me room. It ca­me cra­shing down though. Hard.
 We’d all be­en dis­cus­sing our cur­rent da­ting lives and Benji said to Cla­rence, “So, I know you’re with An­ne and Ka­te. Anyo­ne el­se?”
 Cla­rence smi­led and po­li­te­ly said, “I think the­se two la­dies are all I can hand­le right now.” That might ha­ve be­en the end of it. But Jes­si­ca got an ex­pres­si­on on her face and both Benji and An­ne saw her make it.
 Benji loo­ked back and forth bet­ween the two of them and said, “Oh damn C, we­re you two…?” And then An­ne loo­ked bet­ween Cla­rence and Jes­si­ca. It was then that I re­a­li­zed Cla­rence hadn’t told An­ne that he’d slept with Jes­si­ca. He al­so hadn’t told Jes­si­ca that be­cau­se of An­ne, he and Jes­si­ca wouldn’t be slee­ping to­gether again any­ti­me soon.
 Jes­si­ca was up­set and An­ne was up­set. The­re was dra­ma. I’m not going to get in­to the nas­ty parts of it. I will say that Cla­rence ow­ned up to his fai­lu­re in com­mu­ni­ca­ti­on and apo­lo­gi­zed to eve­r­yo­ne around.
 It took a few hours for eve­r­yo­ne to cool down, but to my sur­pri­se, no one stor­med out and no one yel­led or threw any­thing. The­re was calm, if emo­ti­o­nal, con­ver­sa­ti­on. Qui­te a few times, two or three peo­ple would step out on­to Sam’s ti­ny bal­cony and talk.
 It went from being a ca­su­al din­ner to a re­la­ti­ons­hip work­shop. For on­ce, I wasn’t in the cen­ter of it all and I was ab­le to sort of watch all of it un­fold around me. I ca­me away with even mo­re re­spect for An­ne. She was ab­le to keep her cool and dis­cuss things. She as­ked lots of ques­ti­ons. She framed things in a way whe­re she didn’t make peo­ple feel de­fen­si­ve.
 On­ce eve­r­yo­ne had cal­med down a bit, we all shared a joint and had a few mo­re drinks. We sett­led in on the couch for a bit and had a pret­ty open talk about sex and boun­da­ri­es and it all tur­ned out okay.
 La­ter, Jes­si­ca and John­ny left. Jes­si­ca was a litt­le te­ar­ful when she hug­ged Cla­rence and he said, “Don’t wor­ry, girl. You’re still my ba­by.” It was ve­ry sweet.
 Af­ter they we­re go­ne, Mi­chel­le took me asi­de and said, “Hey, I know this wasn’t part of the plan for to­night and I know things got a litt­le un­com­fort­a­ble for a bit, but I was won­de­ring if you could do me a hu­ge fa­vor?”
 “What’s up hon?”
 “Can you fuck Sam for me? To­night? Be­fo­re you go? I’ve re­al­ly not be­en fee­ling it la­te­ly and I think Sam is star­ting to feel a litt­le tur­ned off by me. It would take a bunch of pressu­re off of us.”
 I li­ked Sam al­right and he was damn hand­so­me. We had a bit of a mi­xed his­to­ry though. “Isn’t Sam hoo­king up with anyo­ne el­se the­se days?”
 “No. He’s quiet about it, but sin­ce I got pre­gnant, he’s try­ing to be all chi­val­rous and mo­no­ga­mous.”
 I was flat­te­red she tru­s­ted me enough to ask, but I wasn’t su­re that it was a good idea for to­night. “I’ll ha­ve to talk to Cla­rence first. He gets to make that kind of call.”
 I pul­led him asi­de and as­ked him what he thought. He see­med to mull it over for a few mi­nu­tes and then he wal­ked me back in­to the living room. “An­ne,” he said, “to­night, I want you to get a tas­te of how Ka­te and I ope­ra­te.”
 Then he tur­ned to Sam and said, “Sam, why don’t you take Ka­te in­to your room and fuck her.”
 Sam smi­led and then loo­ked to Mi­chel­le, who nod­ded. He got up off the couch and took me by the hand and said, “Let’s go, girl. I’m in serious need of bus­ting a nut.”
 I caught the look on An­ne’s face as we wal­ked off. It wasn’t shock or any­thing. Even though her ro­man­tic re­la­ti­ons­hips had be­en dif­fe­rent, it wasn’t li­ke she was to­tal­ly va­nil­la. Still, the­re was some­thing the­re in her face that was may­be ad­mi­ra­ti­on mi­xed with sur­pri­se.
 It took me awhi­le to fi­gu­re out what I was fee­ling. It was a mix of hu­mi­li­a­ti­on and pri­de. I con­si­de­red An­ne an equ­al, so being tre­a­ted li­ke a se­xu­al ob­ject in front of her, when she wasn’t being tre­a­ted that way was kind of dif­fi­cult. At the sa­me time, I felt li­ke Cla­rence was proud of me and that he was sho­wing An­ne this part of his life, the part that in­clu­ded me. That ma­de me feel proud.
 Any­way, we went in­to Sam’s room, which wasn’t re­al­ly a room at all. He used to ha­ve it wi­de open be­cau­se his place is a loft style space. Sin­ce then, he’d had the­se re­al­ly big par­ti­ti­ons in­stal­led that went mo­re than ten feet up. It cre­a­ted an en­clo­sed space around his bed se­pa­ra­te from the rest of the apart­ment.
 I was a litt­le wor­ried at first that Sam would use this si­tu­a­ti­on as an op­por­tu­ni­ty to em­bar­rass me or Cla­rence or An­ne, but I think be­cau­se of Mi­chel­le, he didn’t do any­thing li­ke that. We sat down on the ed­ge of the bed and he said, “I know Mi­chel­le put you up to this. Just wan­ted to say thanks. I al­ways had the fee­ling that you and I had good che­mistry but that some­ti­mes we didn’t get along.”
 “I’d say you de­s­cri­bed our re­la­ti­ons­hip per­fect­ly.” Sam was ri­di­cu­lous­ly hot, well built, hand­so­me and a cock that was a work of art. He kind of re­min­ded me of a mo­re buff ver­si­on of Mi­cha­el Ea­ly. Sam was al­so re­al­ly damn good in bed. The pro­blem was that he knew it. I think he al­so valued his own good time a litt­le mo­re than he valued the safe­ty and in­te­gri­ty of the peo­ple he was fuck­ing.
 But the­re was no de­ny­ing that he was hot and I was mo­re than a litt­le horny. I’d had to wait for my test re­sults to co­me back and now that I was all cle­ar, I was re­al­ly in need of a good fuck­ing.
 “So, how do you want to do this?” I smi­led at him.
 “Strip for me, ni­ce and slow. I ha­ven’t se­en that fi­ne litt­le bo­dy of yours in a whi­le.”
 I strip­ped down for him. Sam had a weak­ness for white girls and re­al­ly loved my pa­le ass. On­ce I was na­ked, he had me lay back on his bed, my head on his pil­low. “Clo­se your eyes. Start tou­ching your­self. Play with that pus­sy. Tell me about the last time you we­re na­ked in this room.”
 I clo­sed my eyes, spread my legs and star­ted rub­bing my clit. I told him about the time that I ca­me by and Mi­chel­le had tied me up and played with me whi­le she’d fu­cked Benji.
 Whi­le I was tal­king he clim­bed over me, not tou­ching me, but just ho­ve­r­ing over me. His el­bows we­re by my shoul­ders, his knees on the bed bet­ween my legs. I could feel the heat co­ming off his big chest. Eve­r­y­thing about him was this gre­at mix of fa­mi­li­ar and un­fa­mi­li­ar. I couldn’t feel it, but I knew his dick was pro­ba­b­ly less than an inch from tou­ching my la­bia.
 He whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “Ask me to fuck you.”
 “Ple­a­se, fuck me.”
 “Say you want this fat black dick in you.”
 “I do. I want your big beau­ti­ful black dick in me.”
 Sam pushed for­ward and the head of his cock pushed up against my la­bia, but he stop­ped the­re. “Keep tho­se eyes clo­sed. Tell me you ha­ven’t be­en fuck­ing any white guys.”
 “I ha­ven’t.”
 “I don’t fuck white girls who fuck white guys. You aren’t ly­ing are you? You ha­ven’t be­en fuck­ing any white du­des?”
 “No, I ha­ven’t. I swe­ar.” Our whis­pers had got­ten a litt­le lou­der.
 “On­ly black dicks?”
 “I swe­ar, on­ly black dicks!”
 “Al­right then. Here’s a tre­at for your litt­le white pus­sy.” He pushed for­ward and I felt the head of his cock slip in­side me. But he just held it the­re again.
 “That’s all you get till you cum for me. I want to see how bad you want it. Show me how much you love my black dick and cum for me.”
 I was still rub­bing my clit and bet­ween his dir­ty whis­pers in my ear and the thought of that ama­zing cock of his right at my front door, it didn’t take me long to cum.
 I bu­cked and pushed back against him as I ca­me, but he didn’t let his cock go de­e­per in­to me. I tried to keep my noi­se down, but I’m su­re eve­r­yo­ne el­se in the apart­ment could he­ar.
 Right as I star­ted to co­me down, Sam pushed all the way in­side me and said, “And now I’m gon­na get what I want. Spread tho­se legs ni­ce and wi­de girl. I wan­na get de­ep.”
 That was al­most enough to make me cum again. I spread my legs high and wi­de and grab­bed on­to his back. Sam’s dick isn’t the big­gest but the­re’s no doubt that it’s one of the best I’ve ever had. The­re’s some­thing about the size and sha­pe of him that fits me li­ke a glove. We fu­cked hard li­ke that for a few mi­nu­tes and I was just about to cum again when I felt him go. That was a litt­le di­s­ap­poin­ting. It was a pret­ty short run for Sam. “Sor­ry, ba­by. I ha­ven’t go­ne off in a whi­le.”
 Sam rol­led off of me and laid next to me whi­le he rol­led off the con­dom he’d be­en wea­ring.
 A mi­nu­te la­ter, Cla­rence step­ped around the par­ti­ti­ons. “Hey ba­by, An­ne and I are going to take off.”
 “Eve­r­y­thing okay? I didn’t do any­thing wrong did I?” I was wor­ried I’d of­fen­ded her or star­ted a fight or some­thing.
 Cla­rence smi­led. “Not at all, ba­by. An­ne just said that hea­ring you two had got­ten her all wor­ked up. We’re going to go back to my place.”
 I could ha­ve be­en jea­lous or up­set right then. I’d just had an or­gasm, I’d just be­en fu­cked. I had a hot guy lay­ing the­re next to me. De­spi­te that, some other wo­man was going home with Cla­rence. But it was okay. Cla­rence was stan­ding the­re smi­ling at me. He was hap­py. It was al­right. I de­ci­ded to just be okay with it.
 “Okay, hon. Ha­ve fun.” I’d dri­ven to Sam’s on my own, so I didn’t ha­ve to wor­ry about get­ting home.
 An­ne cal­led out from the other room. “Bye guys! Ni­ce to meet you Sam! Good night!”
 We cal­led back good­night and sud­den­ly Mi­chel­le and Benji we­re the­re at the par­ti­ti­on. Mi­chel­le was ligh­ting up a joint. Benji loo­ked at me and said, “Hea­ring you get off got me all wor­ked up. You got it in you to go an­other round, Ka­te?”
 Mi­chel­le sat on the ed­ge of the bed and smo­ked the joint with Sam and they wat­ched whi­le Benji and I fu­cked for the next half hour. I ca­me two mo­re times. La­ter we all fell as­leep on Sam’s couch wat­ching mo­vies. I didn’t get home till al­most three in the mor­ning.


Worth The Wait
 Jes­si­ca
I was up­set that I had to learn about the change in my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence in front of eve­r­yo­ne, in­clu­ding his new gir­l­fri­end. It was awk­ward and un­com­fort­a­ble and alt­hough we sup­po­sed­ly pat­ched things up that night, I wasn’t right with Cla­rence for awhi­le.

But I ha­ve to back up about a week. Af­ter my Es­sence Fes­ti­val week­end, I’d ma­de some de­ci­si­ons. The first was that I was going to quit fuck­ing around and get some­whe­re with Ran­dall. I nee­ded to know if this was just going to be one of tho­se things whe­re on­ce we had sex, it would all end or if it was going to go some­whe­re.

I cal­led Mikey and as­ked him if he could gi­ve me a text heads up if Ran­dall was going to be at home alo­ne for awhi­le. Mikey agreed and a few days la­ter Mikey said, “He’s stay­ing in to­night. I’m going out to Loo­py’s. I’ll be the­re till la­te.”

I took my time and did my­self up re­al­ly well. Shaved my legs, my pus­sy, eve­r­y­thing. Did my makeup re­al­ly well, with a bright red lip­stick and some ama­zing green eye sha­dow. I’d cut my hair a litt­le on the short side re­cent­ly, so I did it sort of spi­ky and te­a­sed. I sto­le my mom’s green cork wed­ges. I put on a su­per short white mi­ni skirt and a pink thong. I wore a pink push­up bra and tight white top that you could just make out my bra through. I think I loo­ked pret­ty damn hot.

Around 11, I had my mom drive me over to Ran­dall’s and drop me off. Ho­pe­ful­ly, he had no idea that I was co­ming over. Mikey said that Court­ney was still snoo­ping around a bit, but that Ran­dall hadn’t got­ten with anyo­ne el­se in the past few days. This was it. It was now or ne­ver.

I kno­cked on his door. A mi­nu­te la­ter, I heard, “Ye­ah?” through the door.
 “Hey, it’s Jes­si­ca.” He ope­ned up and was stan­ding the­re loo­king all dis­he­ve­led and se­xy in nothing but bo­xers and a wife be­a­ter.
 He actu­al­ly took a step back when he saw me and his eyes got big. “What the fuck are you all dres­sed up for?”
 I was do­ne being coy. “I’m dres­sed up for you. I ca­me over to get you to fuck the shit out of me.” I actu­al­ly left him speechless for a cou­ple of se­conds. “I’m do­ne play­ing around. If you ain’t in­te­res­ted, clo­se the door and lo­se my num­ber. If you are, in­vi­te me in and let’s get nas­ty.” It felt re­al­ly good to just lay it all out.
 He ope­ned the door wi­der to let me in and I step­ped in one step through the door and then drop­ped to my knees and pul­led his cock out through his bo­xers. I didn’t want to talk and I didn’t want to gi­ve him the chan­ce to play any mo­re head games with me. I felt li­ke if we said too much, it would get ru­i­ned some­how.
 “Woah! Damn, girl. I ain’t even got the door clo­sed yet.” I didn’t say any­thing, I just sho­ved his cock right in­to my mouth and got eve­ry inch of him in­to me. “I ain’t even sho­we­red yet, bitch!”
 I took just enough time to say, “I don’t gi­ve a fuck.” He was a litt­le stinky in that guy way. I li­ked it. I lif­ted up his cock with one hand and li­cked across his balls. He managed to get the door shut, but I was hap­py to see that he was get­ting hard fast.
 His cock was beau­ti­ful, just li­ke the rest of his bo­dy. He had abs for mi­les and an ama­zing bo­dy all over. He didn’t ha­ve much hair, but his crotch and balls we­re trim­med even­ly.
 This was the third time I’d had him in my mouth and he was just as tas­ty as I re­mem­be­red. We mo­ved back to the kit­chen ta­ble and he lea­ned on it whi­le I got back on my knees. He grab­bed the side of my head and be­gan fuck­ing my face and I knew I had him. His cock was so hard and poin­ting up so high that he re­al­ly couldn’t get mo­re than about half of it in­to my mouth, but he was li­king what he got.
 In a mi­nu­te or two his cock and balls we­re co­ve­red in spit and I had it all over my chin and neck. A cou­ple of times, I thought he might cum, but he held back.
 “Stand up, bitch. Bend over that ta­ble.” He step­ped in­to his room and ca­me back a few se­conds la­ter wi­thout his bo­xers on. In­s­tead, he had a con­dom rol­led on to his beau­ti­ful dick.
 I bent over the kit­chen ta­ble and got up as high on my tip to­es as the heels would let me. He pushed my skirt up, pul­led my thong out of the way and pushed his cock straight in­to me. I cried out, loud­ly. It hurt a litt­le be­cau­se of how hard and quick­ly he pushed in, but it al­so felt won­der­ful. His cock was lon­ger than any other guy I’d be­en with la­te­ly and I could feel him ban­ging my in­sides. I felt so ama­zin­gly full and stret­ched.
 “This is what you wan­ted, isn’t it, bitch?” His hands we­re tight around my waist and I could feel tho­se strong thigh muscles and hips of his fle­xing eve­ry time he plun­ged in­to me.
 “Yes! Fuck, yes! Fuck me!” My brain was so scram­b­led I couldn’t think of any­thing se­xier to say.
 We went li­ke that for a bit but I could tell that he wan­ted much mo­re. He stop­ped mid-stro­ke and said, “Get yo ass on my bed.”
 I went in­to his room with him right be­hind me. I slip­ped off my thong and my top and bra. I clim­bed on­to his bed, got on all fours and then poin­ted back to­ward my pus­sy. “Hur­ray up and get that fat dick back in me.”
 He didn’t was­te any time at all. He clim­bed up, grab­bed my hips and star­ted fuck­ing me hard. This time I was com­fort­a­ble enough that I could re­al­ly get in­to it and I ca­me hard, grin­ding my ass back against him. “Don’t fuck­ing stop! Don’t you dare fuck­ing stop!” He had some ama­zing en­du­ran­ce and an in­cre­di­ble, smooth stro­ke to go with that ex­cel­lent cock.
 We swit­ched up again so that I was on my side and he stradd­led my lower thigh whi­le put­ting my other leg over his shoul­der. I could watch his sto­mach work and see that cock di­s­ap­pea­ring in­to me.
 Ran­dall fuck­ing me was the hot­test, most ama­zing sex I’d had in a long time. When we swit­ched to mis­si­o­na­ry, I ca­me again and I cla­wed the fuck out of his back. He grin­ned at me. “Worth the wait, ain’t it ba­by?”
 I smi­led back at him. “Best be glad you in­vi­ted me in or you would ha­ve mis­sed out on my pus­sy.” I put my feet up against his ass and dug the heels of my shoes in, pushing him in to­ward me. “If you fuck it right, I might even let you in a se­cond time.”
 Ran­dall laughed. “You on fi­re to­night, bitch. I’ma make su­re you walk out the door with a limp.”
 We fu­cked for an­other half an hour. By the time we we­re do­ne, I’d to­tal­ly strip­ped down. Both of us we­re drip­ping with sweat and I’d cum again. I had a bi­te mark and a brui­se on one tit. He had heel marks on his ass and I’d gi­ven him a bloo­dy lower lip when I bit down on him.
 When he was rea­dy to cum, he stood up on the bed and whip­ped the con­dom off. I was glad. I didn’t want him to em­pty in­to that rub­ber. I got up on my knees, quick­ly. He jer­ked his cock on­to my out­stret­ched tongue and shot right in­to my mouth. A spurt hit my cheek and I scooped it up and ate it all down along with the rest. I sa­vor­ed eve­ry drop of his cum. It was my re­ward and I’d ear­ned it.
 Both of us laid the­re on the bed af­ter that. Not tou­ching be­cau­se we we­re so over­hea­ted. Just laid on our backs and sta­red at the cei­ling. When I’d fi­nal­ly coo­led down enough to think straight again, I said, “That was good. I’m gon­na roll.”
 He didn’t say any­thing back. I think he was wai­ting to see if I was going to say any­thing el­se. But I didn’t. I got dres­sed, sto­le a ci­ga­ret­te from his cof­fee ta­ble and wal­ked on out. He didn’t say good­bye or even get out of the bed. I managed not to grin un­til I’d got­ten to the side­walk.
 I cal­led Jen­ni­fer and she ca­me and got me and we went out to a French Quar­ter bar so I could dish. She was re­al­ly ex­ci­ted for me. “Was it as good as you ho­ped?”
 “Yes and no. I mean, I feel good that I sort of took char­ge and ma­de it hap­pen and stop­ped all the bull­shit games. He’s ama­zing in bed. One of the best fucks I’ve ever had. Hu­ge che­mistry.”
 “But…?”
 “I don’t know. May­be we’ll fuck again, may­be not. What I do know is that as good as he is in bed, he’s no John­ny.”


An­ne
 Ka­te
A few days af­ter our din­ner par­ty, Cla­rence, An­ne and I all went out shop­ping to­gether at Canal Place and down to the Ri­ve­r­walk. It was a good chan­ce for An­ne and I to get a litt­le clo­ser and I al­ways jum­ped at any chan­ce I could to spend some time with Cla­rence in pu­blic. We tried on a few things and bought a cou­ple of things that see­med to catch Cla­rence’s eye.

At va­rious points, both of us we­re phy­si­cal­ly af­fec­ti­o­na­te with Cla­rence and a few times we got sta­res. I’m not su­re if it was be­cau­se it was two wo­men and a guy or be­cau­se we we­re white and he was black. Cla­rence even had me we­ar a tem­po­ra­ry Queen of Spa­des tat­too.

But no one actu­al­ly said any­thing and af­ter a cou­ple of hours, the­re was this re­al­ly bree­zy re­la­xed at­mo­s­phe­re around the three of us. It brought out a side of Cla­rence that I’d ne­ver se­en and it was re­al­ly pret­ty gre­at. He laughed mo­re and was tal­ka­ti­ve in a way that was to­tal­ly new to me.

An­ne had got­ten a new place and that night was going to be her last night at Cla­rence’s. They both as­ked me to co­me over and join them for din­ner.

Cla­rence coo­ked, which was al­ways a tre­at. As we ope­ned our se­cond bott­le of wi­ne, our con­ver­sa­ti­on tur­ned to sex. Mo­re spe­ci­fi­cal­ly, STDs and how eve­r­yo­ne in­vol­ved viewed being safe.

Cla­rence was the first to throw out a cur­ve ball by say­ing that he was serious­ly con­si­de­ring get­ting a va­sec­to­my. An­ne said she was on the pill for now, but would re­al­ly li­ke to be ab­le to get off of it. In po­ly­amo­rous circles, when you ha­ve a clo­sed group of peo­ple who ha­ve sex, they some­ti­mes re­fer to it as ‘flu­id bon­ded’ if they aren’t using con­doms. It means that you ge­ne­ral­ly don’t ha­ve sex out­si­de that spe­ci­fic circle be­cau­se you don’t want to risk STDs or pre­g­nan­cies.

On­ce An­ne men­ti­o­ned wan­ting to get off the pill though, it got me thin­king. I wan­ted to be off birth con­trol as well. We all went back and forth. An­ne was con­cer­ned that Cla­rence and I, being mo­re pro­mis­cuous than she was, would be a he­alth risk for her. Cla­rence and I spo­ke pri­va­te­ly for a mo­ment and then I said to An­ne, “So, the­re’s a few things you should know about Cla­rence and I.” She al­rea­dy knew that he was in a do­mi­nant ro­le with me. She knew that I on­ly slept with black men. But I had to tell her about Cla­rence pim­ping me out. It was fair for her to know that the man she was da­ting was al­so slee­ping with a gi­ant slut. At le­ast, that’s how I felt as I told her. And not in the good way. I felt da­ma­ged and low.

But An­ne sur­pri­sed me again. “I think that’s re­al­ly hot, actu­al­ly. I know that might sur­pri­se you. But just be­cau­se I was a re­spon­si­ble po­ly per­son, doesn’t mean that I’m not kinky too.” Af­ter that, the mood ligh­te­ned a lot. I felt a hu­ge sen­se of re­li­ef that she hadn’t jud­ged us too hars­h­ly.

An­ne did say that she and Cla­rence had on­ly be­en ha­ving sex with con­doms be­cau­se she knew he slept around. But af­ter I told her about Cla­rence pim­ping me, she wan­ted to he­ar all about my pro­sti­tu­ti­on and what I li­ked and what I didn’t. It ma­de for stran­ge din­ner con­ver­sa­ti­on.

Af­ter we’d finis­hed our food and pop­ped open our third bott­le of wi­ne, it was Cla­rence’s turn to sur­pri­se me. We we­re sit­ting around the din­ner ta­ble chat­ting and he said, “I think I want to ha­ve An­ne see you na­ked. Get un­dres­sed for me.”

My heart leapt up in­to my thro­at. I first thought it might be em­bar­ras­sing for An­ne, but she had kind of a cu­rious look on her face. It was al­so about Cla­rence sho­wing An­ne what kind of con­trol he had over me, sho­wing her how our re­la­ti­ons­hip wor­ked. I wan­ted her to see the trust I had in him.

I didn’t say any­thing, I just stood up and star­ted ta­king my clo­thes off. My food was mi­xing with my ner­vous­ness and I was re­al­ly glad I’d had so much wi­ne. I strip­ped all the way down, ve­ry awa­re of An­ne’s eyes on me. When I was na­ked, Cla­rence becko­ned me over to him and he pul­led me in­to his lap and kis­sed me de­e­p­ly and slow­ly. I felt his hands sli­ding all over my back and thighs.

When he was do­ne, he loo­ked over to An­ne. She smi­led and it was this ama­zin­gly warm and com­fort­a­ble smi­le. She loo­ked to me and said, “Ka­te, would you mind kis­sing me?” I loo­ked back to Cla­rence and he nod­ded.

I stood and went over to her and bent down, put­ting her cheeks in my hand and kis­sed her. I felt one of her hands cup one of my breasts as she kis­sed me back.

Af­ter, she smi­led and said, “Woo! That was hot! You’re beau­ti­ful, Ka­te!” I could feel my­self blus­hing and I sud­den­ly felt mo­re na­ked than I had be­fo­re.

We mo­ved over to the couch, all three of us, and Cla­rence sat bet­ween us. An­ne said, “Tell me why you on­ly sleep with black men, Ka­te.”
 Both of us we­re snug­gled up next to Cla­rence and I was be­gin­ning to feel re­la­xed being na­ked around her be­cau­se she was so ca­su­al about it.
 “It’s a mix of things. The first time I chea­ted on my hus­band was with a ve­ry do­mi­nant black man. I think that had a big im­pact. Part of it was mo­ving to New Or­leans and being im­mer­sed in the ama­zing cul­ture down here.”
 “Do you buy in­to the who­le ste­reo­ty­pe about black men ha­ving big­ger dicks?” She ran a hand over Clae­rence’s crotch and he laughed.
 “A litt­le. I mean, they’re not all enor­mous. It’s not li­ke eve­ry black man has a big­ger dick than eve­ry white guy. And big­ger isn’t al­ways bet­ter in my ex­pe­ri­ence. But I would say they’re big­ger on ave­ra­ge.”
 “It seems li­ke the­re’s mo­re though.”
 “The­re is. It’s hard to put a fin­ger on. I mean, I love the dark skin, the lips, the phy­si­cal traits. But the­re’s al­so a certain mas­cu­li­ni­ty, an as­ser­ti­ve­ness, that’s re­al­ly at­trac­ti­ve.”
 “Do you think that’s ra­ci­al or cul­tu­ral?”
 “Both? I don’t know. I just know that I don’t ever find my­self at­trac­ted to white men any lon­ger.”
 She see­med to li­ke that ans­wer. She grin­ned at Cla­rence. “Well, if the other guys you’ve be­en with are any­thing li­ke Cla­rence, I can un­der­stand why.”
 Cla­rence said to An­ne, “Why don’t you get na­ked too?”
 She ans­we­red, “Okay, but I should put it out the­re that I’m not re­al­ly pre­pa­red to ha­ve a three­way or any­thing.” She smi­led at me. “At le­ast, not yet.”
 I said, “Don’t wor­ry about that at all, hon. I’ve be­en with a few wo­men, but it’s not ge­ne­ral­ly my thing. No pressu­re here.” The­re re­al­ly wasn’t. I found An­ne to be re­al­ly sweet and ni­ce and she was ve­ry pret­ty, but I just ne­ver could qui­te get in­to cal­ling my­self bi­se­xu­al.
 An­ne stood up and said, “Why don’t you help me, Ka­te.” I stood up too and I hel­ped An­ne out of her dress. She was thin­ner and tal­ler than I was and her hair was lon­ger. Her breasts we­re a litt­le smal­ler, but firm and pret­ty and her skin was pa­le and smooth li­ke mi­ne. We had some si­mi­la­ri­ties and some dif­fe­rences.
 When she was na­ked, she step­ped up to me and kis­sed me again. It was ni­ce. She was soft and warm and com­bi­ned with the wi­ne, it just felt re­la­xing and al­most drea­my.
 Then she mo­ved over to the smal­ler couch and said to Cla­rence, “Let me just watch the two of you.”
 He smi­led and said, “En­joy the show.”
 I slow­ly un­dres­sed Cla­rence. He sat back down on the couch and guided me down on­to my knees and said, “Wor­ship.”
 I cup­ped both of my hands un­der my ow­ners big black balls and I wrap­ped my lips around the head of his cock. I ran my tongue all the way around it and then let the shaft go all the way down my thro­at. I held him the­re, with my no­se against his sto­mach, fee­ling him get­ting fat­ter and har­der.
 Then I stro­ked him whi­le I su­cked on each of his balls, ta­king my time. I wan­ted An­ne to see just how much I loved this man, how much I re­al­ly did wor­ship him. Cla­rence didn’t put his hands on my head or any­thing li­ke that. He just res­ted his arms out along the top of the couch and let me ser­vi­ce his cock with my mouth for as long as I wan­ted.
 Af­ter I’d co­ve­red him in my spit and had him ful­ly hard, with just a bit of pre-cum oo­zing out of the tip, I said, “Can I put this in­side me?” He nod­ded. I clim­bed on top of him and re­a­ched be­hind me and lined his cock up bet­ween my legs.
 I loo­ked back at An­ne. She was hyp­no­ti­zed wat­ching us. She was spread out on the other couch, her legs stret­ched. She was pushing her palm against her vul­va and bi­ting her lower lip.
 Cla­rence lea­ned for­ward and put his lips on­to my nipp­le and su­cked whi­le I lo­we­red my­self down on­to his cock and sa­vor­ed eve­ry inch of it sin­king in­to me.
 I felt that fat head of his push up against my cer­vix and I stop­ped the­re and just held still, en­joy­ing the mo­ment. Then I be­gan to grind on him, wor­king my ass around in small circles and thrus­ting my hips for­ward and back.
 Cla­rence fi­nal­ly mo­ved his hands to my ass, en­cou­raging my grind, squee­zing my cheeks hard, al­most pain­ful­ly. I whi­s­pe­red in his ear, “Can I cum? Ple­a­se let me cum.”
 He loo­ked over to An­ne. “Should I let her cum?”
 I loo­ked back to An­ne and she had a gle­am in her eye. “Not yet. Not yet.”
 Cla­rence loo­ked back to me. “Don’t cum yet. Keep grin­ding on my cock, but don’t cum.”
 It was get­ting hard to hold back, but I kept going. Then Cla­rence’s hand slip­ped bet­ween my ass cheeks and I felt his midd­le fin­ger find my ass­ho­le. He pushed against it in a litt­le circle and then pushed it in up to the first knuck­le.
 “Oh fuck. Ple­a­se let me cum. Ple­a­se, ple­a­se, ple­a­se!”
 “Now you can cum. He pushed his fin­ger in fur­ther and I ca­me all over that won­der­ful cock of his. I pushed down as hard as I could on him, ta­king eve­ry inch of him in­to me. He wig­gled that fin­ger fur­ther in­to my ass and I bu­ried my face in his neck.
 “God damn, that’s good! That’s so good.” I shi­ve­red against his chest and then kis­sed him.
 He lif­ted me off of him and then set me on my back. I knew that this was the po­si­ti­on that Cla­rence li­ked to cum in the most, with my legs up over his shoul­ders. I whi­s­pe­red to him, “I’ll al­ways do what you tell me, but I ha­ve an idea.” He pau­sed wai­ting. I whi­s­pe­red low enough that I knew An­ne wouldn’t be ab­le to he­ar. I said, “Why don’t we stop here. I’ll go home and you can finish off with An­ne. This is her last night stay­ing here and I think she’d li­ke that.”
 Cla­rence loo­ked right in­to my eyes for a good long time. Then he said so that An­ne could he­ar. “Ka­te, you did good. Why don’t you go on home now. Let An­ne and I do our thing.” He smi­led at me.
 An­ne see­med to pick up on what had hap­pe­ned and we all stood up. An­ne hug­ged me and said, “You’re ve­ry sweet, Ka­te. I think we’re going to get along won­der­ful­ly.” She kis­sed me again and so did Cla­rence.
 I wat­ched them walk off to the bedroom to­gether and then I got my clo­thes back on and hea­ded home.
 The next day, I cal­led Ter­ry and as­ked him if he could meet out for a drink. When we sat down at the bar, eve­r­y­thing I had to say was both dif­fi­cult and ea­sy. “Ter­ry, I re­al­ly care about you. I think you and I could re­al­ly ha­ve some­thing ama­zing. But I al­so think we’re in two ve­ry dif­fe­rent pla­ces right now. A ro­man­tic re­la­ti­ons­hip right now is not whe­re I’m at. I ha­ve my hus­band and my lover. I’ve got room for a fri­end, but I don’t feel li­ke that’s an op­ti­on for you and I. I feel li­ke we’ve got too much che­mistry. I’m not say­ing I don’t want to ever talk to you again or that I want to break con­tact, but I think for now, you need to do your thing and I need to do mi­ne.”
 Ter­ry had let me spit all of it out wi­thout in­ter­rup­ting me. Then he said, “Truth is, I’ve be­en ha­ving a hard time get­ting my head around your…pro­mis­cui­ty. I think you’re right. I think if we tried to be fri­ends, sex would just get in the way. I can’t go whe­re you’re at right now and I certain­ly wouldn’t ask you to gi­ve up the life you’ve got. Let’s just stay in touch. May­be things will change.”
 We finis­hed our one drink and I wal­ked out the door and away from Ter­ry, may­be for good.


Heart, Bo­dy & Soul
 Jes­si­ca
Fuck­ing Ran­dall was ama­zing for a few re­a­sons. One, it got it out of my sys­tem, for the most part. Two, he was an in­cre­di­ble lay. Three, it was ni­ce to sort of take char­ge of my se­xu­a­li­ty and own it.

But that last thing, it ma­de me re­a­li­ze some­thing about my pro­blems with John­ny. I knew I wan­ted things to change bet­ween he and I, but all this time I’d be­en mad at him, and as it turns out, I was the pro­blem.

I went over to his hou­se a cou­ple of nights af­ter the din­ner par­ty whe­re I’d found out that I wouldn’t be slee­ping with Cla­rence again any time soon.
 I had a ni­ce din­ner with he and his fa­mi­ly and then I as­ked him if we could go out to his play room. He’d be­en a litt­le quiet but over­all see­med li­ke he was in a good mood. On­ce we we­re out the­re and the door was clo­sed, I tur­ned to face him and got down on my knees. “Sir?” That’s what I was al­ways re­qui­red to re­fer to him as when we we­re in his play room.
 “Ye­ah?”
 “Sir, I ha­ve a hu­ge apo­lo­gy to make. I need to beg your for­gi­ve­ness.”
 “What for? You didn’t fuck Ran­dall wi­thout a con­dom did you?” In the last year, I’d fu­cked up qui­te a few times on our ru­le about al­ways using con­doms un­less John­ny ga­ve me per­mis­si­on.
 “No, Sir. I used a con­dom with Ran­dall. This is some­thing el­se.”
 “Okay. I’m lis­ten­ing.”
 “I’ve be­en a bad sla­ve, Sir. I’m not even su­re whe­re to start.” I ex­plai­ned to him the fee­lings I’d had for qui­te a whi­le that he wasn’t being pos­ses­si­ve of me and that he didn’t seem to care much. That I’d be­en doub­ting our re­la­ti­ons­hip, es­pe­ci­al­ly be­cau­se of com­ments from peo­ple li­ke Ran­dall and Mr. Wa­ters who kept say­ing that no man would let their girl get fu­cked by an­other man.
 He lis­ten­ed to me for awhi­le and when I was do­ne spe­wing out all of my thoughts about things he said, “Okay, so why are you apo­lo­gi­zing?”
 “Be­cau­se, Sir, when I sort of took char­ge over the who­le thing with Ran­dall and just went and did it, it ma­de me think about you and what it must li­ke to be do­mi­nant. When I thought about it, I re­a­li­zed, I ha­ven’t be­en a ve­ry good sla­ve to you la­te­ly.” It was get­ting hard to look him in the eye. “Go on.” I couldn’t tell if he was mad or not.
 “I think I’ve be­en be­ha­ving li­ke a spoi­led kid, Sir. I’ve be­en run­ning around acting bad and then loo­king back to see if you’d be cha­sing af­ter me. I’ve be­en wan­ting you to ple­a­se me wi­thout any thought of how may­be I should be try­ing to ple­a­se you. I’m re­al­ly sor­ry, Sir. I didn’t re­al­ly un­der­stand that’s what I was doing un­til the other day, Sir.”
 “I was ho­ping you’d fi­gu­re all of that out.”
 “You knew, Sir?”
 “I fi­gu­red. Look, you’re still kind of new to all this. You’re used to assholes li­ke Wes just ow­ning you li­ke they own a junkyard dog. That ain’t right. Me ow­ning you is a two way street. You ha­ve to want to be ow­ned. I could ha­ve gi­ven you hars­her pu­nis­h­ments for shit, but that would ha­ve just pushed you away from me or you might ha­ve taken it as a sign that I wan­ted you to keep be­ha­ving li­ke that. If you don’t ha­ve a de­sire to ple­a­se me, then all this shit is just for show.”
 “Yes, Sir.”
 “So what do you want to do about all this?”
 “I want to sub­mit to you, Sir. I want you to know that you own me, that I’m yours. Use me any way you want Sir. Just ple­a­se, let me ple­a­se you.”
 John­ny got me up off of my knees and took me over to his ta­ble. Im­me­di­a­te­ly, I felt a hu­ge sen­se of re­li­ef be­cau­se it meant that what­ever he was going to do, it would ato­ne for my bull­shit be­ha­vi­or. Even just the idea that I could fix things, ma­de me feel bet­ter. It ma­de me love John­ny even mo­re. I should ha­ve known that he would ha­ve se­en the lar­ger pic­ture and un­der­stood what I was going through. It’s the kind of thing Cla­rence would ha­ve known too.
 “Un­dress. Quick, girl. Don’t make me wait.” I got my clo­thes off as fast as I could.
 On­ce I was up on the ta­ble, John­ny cuf­fed my wrists and at­ta­ched them to the cor­ners. Then he put a col­lar around my neck and at­ta­ched the D ring on it to a hook at the cen­ter of the ta­ble. It was short which meant that my head couldn’t mo­ve up mo­re than about an inch off of the ta­ble.
 John­ny hoo­ked up my an­kles to the posts on the other end of the ta­ble and now I was forced in­to being on all fours with my face down and my ass up. I didn’t ha­ve much wig­gle room in any di­rec­ti­on.
 “You all good?”
 “Yes, Sir.”
 “Good. From here on out, you don’t speak un­less I ask you to or it’s an emer­gen­cy. Un­der­stand?”
 “Yes, Sir.”
 A mi­nu­te la­ter, he was be­hind me and I felt a big dol­lop of lu­be go in­to my ass crack. Then I felt him pushing in a butt plug. It wasn’t enor­mous, but it wasn’t ti­ny eit­her and I had to take a few de­ep breaths as he pushed it in.
 Then he ca­me up to my tits and at­ta­ched a pair of nipp­le clamps that had the­se litt­le me­tal screw ad­jus­ters. He be­gan twis­ting them tigh­ter. He saw me make a face from the pain and he twis­ted again. “I’ll stop tigh­tening as soon as you stop ma­king that face.” He twis­ted again and I ma­de the sa­me face. He twis­ted again. I cried out in pain and he twis­ted again. Some­how I managed to not make a face that time and keep my mouth shut.
 When he ca­me around to my other nipp­le, I on­ly gri­ma­ced on­ce be­fo­re I kept a straight face. My eyes we­re wel­ling up from the pain and I tried to fo­cus on the fee­ling of the butt plug, which was way mo­re ple­a­su­ra­ble.
 John­ny went back to my ass and wor­ked the plug in and out a few times, loo­se­ning me up. Then he mo­ved to a lar­ger plug. It took him some mo­re lu­be and qui­te a bit of back and forth to get it in. When the fat­test part slip­ped in­side me, I caught my breath and shud­de­red.
 Then he went back to his ge­ar and ca­me back with a padd­le. It was one he’d ne­ver used on me be­fo­re. He wal­ked a full circle around me and held it in front of my face so that I could see it. It was an or­di­na­ry loo­king ping pong padd­le, round with that thin rub­ber sur­face. He went back around to my ass and wi­thout a word, be­gan brin­ging them down on my cheeks. The padd­le wasn’t hea­vy, but John­ny’s swing was firm and the thin rub­ber stung li­ke a mo­ther­fu­cker.
 Af­ter he’d sma­cked my ass about a do­zen times, he star­ted tal­king. He kept brin­ging it down on me whi­le he did. “When you first sub­mit­ted to me, I told you that you had to earn any cock you got. I think you’ve for­got­ten that, litt­le slut. You’ve for­got­ten that eve­ry guy you’ve got­ten off, eve­ry fat black dick that got up in bet­ween your legs was a gift that I ga­ve you. You owe them for being down to fuck you and you owe me for let­ting you be used.”
 I was ha­ving to bi­te my lip now to keep from sc­re­a­ming out. The padd­le was star­ting to re­al­ly hurt. Then I ac­ci­den­tal­ly squee­zed the plug out and it fell to the floor.
 John­ny stop­ped, pi­cked it up, was­hed it off, re-lu­bed it and put it right back in­to me. “Don’t let that co­me out again.”
 Try­ing not to let it co­me out some­how see­med to make it want to co­me out even mo­re and I felt li­ke I was ha­ving to do tricks with my sphinc­ter muscle to keep my ass from pushing it back out.
 But he stop­ped padd­ling me, which was a re­li­ef. He ca­me around to my face and said, “Open that mouth, slut.” He un­zip­ped his pants and pushed his cock straight in­to my mouth. He held me the­re, with his cock all the way down my thro­at. My no­se and forehead we­re comple­te­ly pres­sed in­to his sto­mach. I couldn’t brea­the at all.
 Whi­le he had me li­ke that he said, “Whi­le you’re cho­kin’ on my dick, I want you to re­mem­ber that you’re mi­ne. Re­mem­ber that you’re mi­ne be­cau­se you wan­na be mi­ne.”
 I star­ted to gag, but he held me the­re. I had the hor­ri­ble fee­ling that I was going to cho­ke hard and if I did, I’d push out that plug for su­re. I was try­ing so hard not to vo­mit and to keep the plug in my ass. I wan­ted to make him proud.
 But I didn’t, I threw up and I felt the butt plug actu­al­ly shoot out of me. My din­ner went all over the front of his pants and I burst in­to tears. I had snot run­ning down my face, vo­mit run­ning down my chin and I was sob­bing. My ass hurt from the padd­le and the bi­le was bur­ning my thro­at.
 John­ny slow­ly took off his pants and wi­ped him­self up and then ca­me back and knelt by my face. He loo­ked right in­to my eyes and said, “You feel bad be­cau­se you threw up. You feel bad be­cau­se I told you to keep that plug in your ass and now it’s ly­ing on the floor.”
 I didn’t say any­thing but I nod­ded. “I’m not going to pu­nish you though, you know why? Be­cau­se I could tell you we­re try­ing re­al­ly hard. You did eve­r­y­thing you could to ple­a­se me. That’s what I want from you, to do your best to ple­a­se me.”
 I nod­ded again, em­bar­ras­sed that snot was run­ning down my face. He didn’t clean me up though. In­s­tead, he said, “Open.” I did and he put his cock right back in­to my mouth. He put one hand on the back of my head and grab­bed my hair and pushed all the way in­to me again. “This time, don’t hold it back. I want you to throw up on me. Just keep going. He mo­ved his cock in­to my thro­at and then back out and then back down. On the third push, I lost it again and threw up all over him. He pul­led out long enough for me to catch a breath and then he went for­ward again. “Keep suck­ing on me. Don’t wor­ry about thro­win’ up. Keep suck­ing my cock.”
 I threw up on­ce mo­re, but it didn’t bo­ther me ne­a­r­ly as much that time. The­re wasn’t as much the­re and my gag re­flex was re­la­xing a litt­le.
 When John­ny stop­ped fuck­ing my mouth he step­ped away and wi­ped a litt­le vo­mit off of his cock, which was rock hard. He went back to his ta­ble of toys and ca­me back with a re­al­ly big dil­do that was life­li­ke and about ni­ne in­ches. He sla­the­red some lu­be on it and mo­ved be­hind me.
 Ha­ving be­en stret­ched from the plugs, my ass­ho­le took the toy pret­ty smooth­ly. Still, ni­ne in­ches is a lot of cock. He got most of the toy up my ass and then ro­ta­ted slow­ly so that the fa­ke balls we­re poin­ting up to­ward the top of my ass.
 Then John­ny moun­ted up be­hind me and slip­ped his cock in­side my pus­sy. My eyes ne­a­r­ly bug­ged out of my head. I was stret­ched to the max at that point and I thought for su­re some­thing would te­ar. I managed to do nothing mo­re than mo­an though and I didn’t break my vow of si­lence.
 He star­ted fuck­ing me hard and stea­dy. Not fast, just firm. Each of his thrusts had a lot of weight be­hind it. But what re­al­ly was over­whel­ming was that his big bel­ly was ham­me­ring in­to the back end of that dil­do in my ass. Each thrust be­ca­me a dou­ble poun­ding, one in­to my pus­sy, the other in­to my ass.
 I think if it had be­en gent­ler or smoo­ther, I might ha­ve be­en re­al­ly tur­ned on, re­al­ly arou­sed. But with the force he was using and the smell of my own vo­mit all over me, I wasn’t hot at all. I just wan­ted him to finish using me.
 But when that thought actu­al­ly went through my mind, li­ke I actu­al­ly, thought, “I wish he would just finish what­ever it is he’s going to do,” I had this weird mo­ment of cla­ri­ty. My next thought was, “No, this isn’t about you. It’s about John­ny and his ple­a­su­re. I want to ple­a­se John­ny and I want him to do any­thing he wants to me and even if I can’t en­joy it my­self, I can en­joy his ple­a­su­re.”
 It didn’t make what he was doing to me feel any bet­ter. The dil­do was still ram­ming in­to my guts in an un­com­fort­a­ble way, my vo­mit still stank. But it chan­ged my at­ti­tu­de. I just ac­cep­ted my po­si­ti­on. It was some­thing I wan­ted to be doing.
 A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, he ca­me, de­ep up in my pus­sy, hol­ding me up against him and that did put a smi­le on my face. His weight felt good against my ass and I could feel all that wet­ness mo­ving around in­side, get­ting rea­dy to leak out.
 Af­ter John­ny caught his breath, he pul­led slow­ly out of me. Then he pul­led the dil­do out of my ass, ve­ry slow­ly. I wan­ted to cry when it ca­me out of me. Par­ti­al­ly be­cau­se it felt good to ha­ve it out and par­ti­al­ly be­cau­se you get so used to it being the­re.
 Then he ca­me around and said, “Spot­less.” He had me clean his cum off of him and all of my juices. Then he said, “We’re not do­ne. I’ll be back.”
 Then he left me the­re. I was a litt­le sur­pri­sed. I thought we’d be do­ne. He wal­ked out and left me in the room, still strap­ped down. I could feel his cum drip­ping out of me. The nas­ty tas­te of my throw up was mi­xed with the tas­te of my own pus­sy and John­ny’s cum. It was a weird mix.
 I wai­ted and wai­ted. I got a ti­ny hint of nee­ding to pee. I wai­ted. Still no John­ny. I’d be­en told not to talk though, so I didn’t say any­thing. This was a test and I was going to fuck­ing pass it.
 I’m not su­re how long it was be­fo­re John­ny ca­me back. May­be a half hour. It was a good thing that I had a litt­le room to wig­gle and shift my weight. Still my knees we­re star­ting to hurt. My neck and shoul­ders too. I didn’t ha­ve much of a view, eit­her. Just a blank wall.
 Then he ca­me back. He’d dres­sed again and now he took his time and slow­ly got na­ked and then ca­me back around to my face again. “Open your mouth, slut.”
 I did and he slid his cock right back in­to my mouth. He grab­bed my hair rough­ly and said, “Get me hard again, slut. We’re not lea­ving this room un­til I’ve cum again.” That would be a chal­len­ge. John­ny ra­re­ly ca­me mo­re than on­ce a day and twi­ce was going to be work. I felt my­self get a litt­le down.
 But I didn’t stay that way. I forced my­self to get back in­to it and I star­ted en­thu­si­a­sti­cal­ly suck­ing him off. I even ma­de my­self gag a few times, just to re­al­ly get in­to it and get the sa­li­va flo­wi­ng. I threw up again, but the­re re­al­ly was nothing the­re this time, just a dry hea­ve.
 John­ny was gi­ving my thro­at a good fuck­ing and I was re­al­ly get­ting in­to it. Thick, ro­py spit ran from my chin to his balls. His cock got about half­way hard re­al­ly quick­ly, but I no­ti­ced he wasn’t ful­ly erect again.
 Af­ter about ten mi­nu­tes of that, we stop­ped. My jaw was going to be so­re the next day. He step­ped away from me, his cock just co­ve­red in my spit. He smi­led and said, “On­ly one ho­le of yours that I ha­ven’t fu­cked yet to­day.”
 He went back be­hind me and moun­ted up again, sprea­ding my ass cheeks with one hand whi­le pushing his cock up against my ass­ho­le. I thought may­be he was too soft to get in me, but he fi­nal­ly wor­ked it in.
 I was still re­al­ly lu­bed and stret­ched from the toy ear­lier, but his cock still stung my ass eve­ry inch of the way. I bit my lip and just wai­ted for it to fa­de. He pul­led out as far as he could wi­thout slip­ping out of me and then went in again. His cock still wasn’t all the way hard, but he was get­ting the­re.
 I pushed back against him and rai­sed my ass up as high as I could. I couldn’t spread my legs much, but I tried. I ope­ned my­self up for him as much as I could.
 He must ha­ve li­ked that be­cau­se he star­ted get­ting re­al­ly hard and he pi­cked up speed. He hadn’t said much eit­her and I knew that meant he was con­cen­tra­ting on what he was doing.
 Then John­ny took his hands away and lea­ned back just a litt­le. “Get that dick girl. Fuck your ass with my dick.” I slam­med back as hard as I could. The fric­ti­on hurt and felt good at the sa­me time. I could tell I’d torn a bit.
 He sud­den­ly pul­led out of me and ca­me around to my face again. “Open!” I did, re­al­ly not loo­king for­ward to tas­ting what I was about to tas­te. He slip­ped about half his ful­ly hard cock in­to my mouth and I su­cked him, try­ing not to think about the fact that his cock had just be­en bu­ried in my ass.
 For­tu­na­te­ly, I re­al­ly couldn’t tas­te mo­re than the lu­be, which was a litt­le sweet. He was al­so so hard that he couldn’t get all the way down my thro­at at that an­gle, so I didn’t ha­ve to wor­ry about cho­king again.
 As he was about to cum, he pul­led out a litt­le and jer­ked on­to my face. I was a litt­le sur­pri­sed at how much cum he had for a se­cond load and he smea­red it all over my lips, cheeks and no­se with the head of his dick. When he was do­ne, he step­ped be­hind me for a mi­nu­te.
 When he ca­me back, he had a cam­cor­der in his hand. He ai­med it at my face and said, “Who owns you? Tell the ca­me­ra.”
 “John­ny owns me. Heart, bo­dy and soul.”
 He left the ca­me­ra ai­med at my cum co­ve­red face for an­other few se­conds and then he shut it off. Slow­ly, he un­hoo­ked me and then had me go off to pee, which was a hu­ge re­li­ef. I was al­so hap­py to see the­re wasn’t much blood co­ming from my ass­ho­le.
 When I ca­me back, John­ny said. “That’s a good start. I’m going to gi­ve you some home­work though. I re­cor­ded this en­ti­re thing. About an hour and a half to­tal. I’ma get you a co­py. Your job is to watch this three times wi­thin the next week. Ne­ver mo­re than on­ce a day. You ha­ve to cum at le­ast two times each time you watch it. No toys. On­ly your fin­gers. Cle­ar?”
 “Yes, Sir.”
 “An­other thing. No dick from anyo­ne but me for a month. That’s for you brea­king our con­dom ru­les three times. That’s for your at­ti­tu­de. You want dick, you can beg me for it, ya heard me?”
 A month of no dick but John­ny’s. That was sup­po­sed to be a pu­nis­h­ment. I thought about Ran­dall and ha­ving to wait a month. I thought about all the other guys I’d fu­cked re­cent­ly. I’d had fun with them all, but one month? That re­al­ly didn’t seem too bad, re­al­ly. I could make it a month. Be­si­des, I still had John­ny.
 “You rea­dy to go?”
 “Yes, Sir. May I walk out na­ked and get dres­sed in the other room?”
 “Ye­ah.”
 We wal­ked back in­to his litt­le stu­dio space and I wasn’t ob­li­ged to fol­low our play­room ru­les any lon­ger. I threw my arms around his big neck and loo­ked in­to tho­se dark brown eyes of his. “I love you, John­ny.”
 “I love you too, ba­by.”


Clo­sing Thoughts

Wrap­ping up this book was dif­fi­cult for us. When we star­ted wri­ting In Spa­des, it was ea­sy to say that we we­re going to wri­te eve­r­y­thing that had hap­pe­ned to bring us to that point. It had it’s own sort of ea­sy en­ding. Sort of li­ke say­ing, “And that’s how it all hap­pe­ned.”

We kept wri­ting af­ter our first book had be­en pu­blis­hed and it wasn’t im­me­di­a­te­ly cle­ar whe­re we we­re going or if we would be doing a se­cond book. I mean, it’s re­al life. Re­al life doesn’t just end con­ve­ni­ent­ly.

But by about Ju­ne of 2013, we felt li­ke we knew we wan­ted to do a se­cond book and we knew that we didn’t want to make it as big as our first one. A litt­le over a month la­ter, Jes­si­ca ca­me to me and said, “Mom, I just had a re­al­ly im­port­ant thing hap­pen with me and John­ny and it’s whe­re I’d li­ke to wrap things up for the book.” When she told me about it, it ma­de sen­se.

For me, I wasn’t su­re that I was rea­dy to end it. Par­ti­al­ly be­cau­se I felt li­ke things we­re just star­ting up with Cla­rence, An­ne and I. At the sa­me time, I’d got­ten some clos­ure with Ter­ry and I felt li­ke things bet­ween An­ne and I would un­fold slow­ly. So may­be this was as good an ‘en­ding’ as I was going to get.

When we put out our first book, we had about 1500 fol­lo­wers on Tum­blr. As I wri­te this, we ha­ve over 2000 on Tum­blr and over 2000 on Xhams­ter. We’ve met some won­der­ful peo­ple on­line, folks of all races, from all over. Most ha­ve be­en thought­ful, en­thu­si­a­stic, sup­por­ti­ve, fri­end­ly and fun. It’s all be­en a litt­le sur­re­al.

I’d love to tell you that this book is a fol­low up to a best sel­ler, but the truth is, even if our wri­ting was on the le­vel with Shake­spea­re, the con­tent of De­e­per In Spa­des, li­ke our first book, would be enough to keep it from being a main­stream hit. Wri­ting open­ly about sex and se­xu­a­li­ty is still loo­ked down upon in ma­ny circles. Just as frow­ned upon by ma­ny, are in­ter­ra­ci­al re­la­ti­ons­hips.

If I had one wish for the­se books, it would be that I could open the eyes of just one per­son. If one per­son, af­ter rea­ding the­se books, said, “I’d li­ke to try that,” or “I ne­ver thought of it that way,” then I’d be a hap­py wo­man.

This was a good chan­ce for us to safe­ly share our se­crets with the world but we’d li­ke to think it’s al­so a chan­ce for us to voi­ce our true fee­lings. Jes­si­ca and I love sex. We love men. We love black men. And alt­hough we ha­ve to keep a lar­ge de­gree of an­ony­mi­ty in our wri­ting to pro­tect the ones we love, make no mi­sta­ke, Jes­si­ca and I are proud to be the wo­men that we are.

 Peace. 
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