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NEW JOB AND AN OLD FANTASY

 


Hannah was humming when she walked into the
door of her home in Roswell. Spence was in his office, the computer
screen up on a spreadsheet, when she came in, and his first words
were, “How did it go?”

“I got a job!” She exclaimed.

“Great!” He encouraged, “Congratulations.
Wanna celebrate?”

“Sure, what you have in mind?”

“How about drinks by the pool, and we’ll
call in for a pizza?”

“Just what I had in mind,” she smiled
back.

Hannah changed into her swimsuit, looking in
the mirror, and then instead removed the top and replaced it with a
white ribbed tee, tight over her breasts and thin enough that her
darkness of her nipples was slightly visible.

“Wow, that’s what I was hoping for,” Spence
said when she came into view, watching her long legs as she
approached, handing her a glass of wine. Her breasts were bouncing
enticingly under the cotton top. They sat and talked for a couple
of glasses of wine, inside the high fence surrounding their pool
area. The pizza came, and Spence brought it back to the wrought
iron table where they slowly ate it.

Spence talked about an upcoming long weekend
trip, and Hannah carefully described the elegant office, the
boutique shops downstairs, the salary and her working days. But she
left out some things as well, waiting for the proper moment.

Hannah knew he wanted to get her into the
pool so the top would go sheer, and a half way through the third
glass of wine she took his hand and led him into the pool. They
kissed, and as he held her he lowered both of their bodies into the
water— and pulling up out of the water leaned back to enjoy the now
wet sheer cotton clinging to her brown tipped breasts, turning
rigid in the cool night air.

“Damn, you have such great boobs,” he said,
“I just don’t know why you go to such trouble to keep them covered
up”.

“You say that all the time. I think you
wouldn’t mind if I went topless in public.”

“Well,” he smiled, and she hit him on the
arm.

“Kiss me,” she ordered, and he did. They
played with each other’s bodies, at he slid his finger under the
leg of her shorts, moving a long finger over her clit, parting her
pussy lips and gently moving his finger inside her. She moaned in
pleasure as he did. He fingered her to one orgasm in the pool.

“Let’s go in and get wild and crazy,” she
whispered, and Spence was instantly out of the pool leading the way
to their bedroom.

“What do you have in mind?” He asked.

“Something super horny,” she said, pulling
the wet top over her head and her breasts quivering free. She
lowered the shorts down her tanned legs.

Spence laid her back on the bed, lowering
his tongue to her wet pussy. He put his fingers in her closely
cropped pubic hair and pulled upward, exposing her clit. Between
licks and tongue twirls over her clit, he began to quietly describe
a scene in which Hannah imagined she was laying on an isolated
beach on an offshore island, nude. Spence had her close her eyes as
she imagined the scene.

Hannah could almost feel the wind blowing
softly over her. She felt Spence leave the bed but he kept talking
in a slow melodious voice, describing how he and she had been rowed
to this quiet island by a hot young Caribbean guide, who patiently
waited on the back side of the island drinking an extra bottle of
wine they had left for him, while Spence and Hannah sunned nude on
the beach, drinking drinks from a small cooler.

“You’re getting horny from the drinks and
the sun,” he suggested, “And we have a nice long slow fuck but you
still want more.” Hannah was breathing heavily, and felt his mouth
at her pussy again, her body jerking as his tongue found her clit
and a finger probed inside her.

“Do you want more?” He asked.

“Yes,” Hannah said, “I want more.” She felt
her pussy moisten more.

“You want me to invite our guide down to
join us?”

“I don’t know,” she hesitated, playing the
game.

“You know that’s he’s at the top of the
beach where he has been watching us don’t you? I just have to wave
my hand for him to be down here.”

“Yes.”

“You want him here?”

"Yes.”

“You want him to fuck you?”

“Yes,” Hannah gasped.

“You want his black cock,” Spence asked.

“Yessss” Hannah hissed through her teeth,
feeling Spence touching her pussy with the cool tip of the dildo.
She didn’t have to look to know that it was their black one, bought
a couple of months ago when they had just begun to play with this
fantasy. She moaned as Spence moved the dildo deeper into her
pussy, moving her hand to his, encouraging him to fuck her faster
with the dark rubber cock.

“He’s fucking you now,” Spence said. “You’re
taking his black cock.”

“Yessss” Hannah said, feeling her juices
squirting around the black dildo, colors flashing before her eyes
and then collapsing. Spence’s tongue was still on her clit but it
was very sensitive now. She pushed his face away.

Hannah lay there gasping and looked down as
she watched Spence slowly withdraw the large black cock from her
pussy. She felt the emptiness as he withdrew it, and then she
opened her legs as her husband moved between them, over her,
holding his hard cock in his hand, and sliding into her soaked
pussy in a single stroke, taking his time and slowly moving in and
out of her. He paused, savoring the unique texture of lubrication
she exuded when they did an interracial role play.

"Spence,” she whispered as he lay inside
her, gently moving, “I have one more thing to tell you about my new
job.”

"What’s that?” He said softly, feeling her
pussy moistening even more.

"My new boss…” Spence started picking up the
pace, sensing the reaction in her body, “he’s black”.

"Black?” Spence asked, thrusting harder, in
long stokes that made a popping sound when their bodies slammed
together, getting faster.

"Very black” she said, arching her body
against him as he began pounding her harder and harder, coming
quickly and collapsing on top of her.

 


***

 


Hannah Trent had been late for her
appointment earlier in the day. She wasn’t familiar with the maze
of office buildings in this part of Atlanta and it only added to
her frustration and nervousness from the pending interview. It was
close to 5 p.m.

Her three interviews earlier this week had
been discouraging when the interviewers discovered she had not
worked in several years. “I don’t understand why you have to have a
college degree to answer a damn telephone,” she said to herself,
recalling the interviews for the receptionist/girl Friday jobs she
had requested. She knew she had skills— she had organized enough
fund raisers while her kids were in school, and had not her year as
President of the PTA been the most profitable in the school’s
history? But that was over now. Both kids in college, her husband
with a promotion and a job with which he traveled regularly— so
reentering the job market and helping with the college tuitions
seemed a win-win. The only problem was she didn’t have a job and
the rejections bothered her. Now she was ten minutes late— and she
hated to be late.

Hannah walked by the ground level boutique
shops, glancing at the designer clothes in the windows, searching
for the escalator in the large building, her heels making tight
clicking sounds as she stepped through the building. That morning
she had spent a frustrating half hour trying to pick out a business
interview dress— and finally settled on a plain dress and accepted
the fact that she was woefully out of touch with what was in
style.

At least everything fit, she thought to
herself, having spent the first few months after the kids left to
hitting the gym rather than sitting around inside an empty house.
The results had been quicker and more gratifying than she expected,
and Hannah was in the best shape than her 5’6” frame had been in
since her early 20’s.

 


***

 


Andre Austin hand been thumbing through
resumes— a stack an inch or so high and none of them looking
promising. “Damn, Donna,” he muttered under her breath, “Why’d you
have to move with Dennis for that new job in Ohio?” He looked at
the clock, it was 5:30, quitting time. Leesa put her head in the
door.

“Andre, I’m leaving, you need anything
before I go?” She said. He looked up. Her blond hair was pulled
back, with long dangling earrings from her lobes.

“Yeah, if you will file these three folders
it will save me having to get up,” he said extending the three
heavy manila bundles. “That should hold me until next Tuesday.”

As Leesa stepped into the room Andre drunk
in her form fitting skirt, tight blue designer blouse, cut low
enough that an enticing amount of cleavage was showing and a lace
black push-up bra were lifting and cupping them outward.

Leesa stepped closer and Andre eased his
hand over her breast, sliding his hand under her bra to brush her
nipple with his finger, feeling her respond as he touched her.
Lessa looked down at his dark black hand against her pale white
flesh.

He withdrew his hand and smiled. “Damn I
love your tits,” adding, “Not noticed that blouse before.” She
still stood close to him, their faces close.

“I know, just bought it today. I just
changed into it.”

“I didn’t think I’d seen it before— special
occasion?”

“Dinner date,” she explained.

“In something that hot you’ll have to fight
Nathan off tonight,” he kidded.

“No, he’s not in town,” she smiled
slyly.

He wasn’t shocked. “You’re a bad girl.” He
teased, “What does Nathan say about your date?”

Leesa smiled, lifting the small video camera
from her purse, “He said to get some good shots.”

Andre laughed out loud. “Anyone I know?”

“Not this time.”

“Wear that top for me again one day next
week, without the bra?”

“Of course,” she laughed, “but it will
probably cost you dinner. Nate’s not back until Wednesday. His
annual golf trip.”

“Sunday night then?” He asked.

“Works for me. I’ll leave your office door
open so you can see if someone comes in after I leave.” She turned
and twisting her butt with the flair that told him she was adding
some movement just for him. He watched her step out of view and
heard the file drawer open.

“Damn I enjoy that woman,” he said quietly
to himself.

 


***

 


Hannah was at the top of the escalator, and
glancing down at her watch saw she was 12 minutes late, and
quickened her pace to the door where the name etched on the elegant
glass fronted door read, “Austin Consultants, Publicity and
Promotions”. As she neared the door she saw an attractive blond
woman in her late 30’s, in a revealing blue top and short skirt
stepping out the door. Her first thought was that this woman was
dressed far too seductive for a business office, followed by
wondering if she had been interviewing for the job Hannah was
applying, and in the next instant she felt that her clothing was a
disadvantage. She was not wearing anything that would be considered
sexy, or even businesslike. She’d not needed to have such a
wardrobe despite her husband buying sexy lingerie and sexy clothes
from time to time. She would wear them for him occasionally— but
was always self-conscious and tugging at them. “I’m a mother,” she
would use as her excuse.

The dark plain dress she was wearing now her
husband Spence would call frumpy.

 


***

 


Andre watched Leesa leave from his office
desk, and saw another woman approaching paper in which the ad had
run.

“Yes, Yes, Come in,” Andre said, smiling,
motioning for her to sit down. “Let me get some of the paperwork.”
He rose from behind the desk and went to one of the two desks in
the front office, opened the file and pulled out the basic
employment application.

Hannah watched him as he did, noticing the
confident walk, the agile balance in his stride for someone as big
as he was, and the cut of the tailored suit accenting the broad
shoulders and tight waist. “Damn, he’s well built,” she thought to
herself. Her gaze fell on the wall, covered with photos of the man
with celebrities she recognized. Several were of athletes in
various uniforms of their sport.

“Let’s start with you filling this out,” he
smiled warmly. He took the clean neatly typed resume she
extended.

Hannah shakily took his paperwork, grateful
for the opportunity to focus. She was shocked that the interviewer
was black, and had not missed that he was very well built and well
spoken. She began to fill out the application.

 



THE INTERVIEW

 


Andre leaned back and watched Hannah
closely. In spite of the severity of the dress he could see her
ample breasts straining against the material. Her brown hair was
shoulder length and in need of a good styling. Her make-up was the
bare minimum, and despite her dressing herself down she could not
hide the fact she was a beautiful woman. With the right clothes,
make-up, hairstyle she would be gorgeous. He continued to observe
her as she filled in the blanks, the rings on her left hand
catching the light from the afternoon sun coming through the glass
wall side of his office. This girl could have some possibilities,
he thought.

He looked down the resume, checking her
graduation date from high school he quickly subtracted and came up
with her 41-year age. She looked much younger. He would have
thought mid-’s.

Hannah looked up and saw the large black man
smiling and staring, and she managed a weak smile in return.

Andre read further on, noting that her kids
had started college and she had some basic skills for office work.
When he looked up she handed him the application.

“The application is just a formality,” Andre
said, “first let me tell you about this job and then you tell me
why you would be a good fit.” Hannah nodded. “We are basically a
troubleshooting firm. We keep our clients out of trouble, help them
out if the press gets bad, and we do it all from behind the scenes.
Discretion is important, as it is for the people we work for. What
I need is a secretary, office manager, girl Friday who can do
everything needed in a small office, from filing to answering the
phone to greeting clients. It is not complicated for anyone good
with details.”

“I’m very good with details,” Hannah
interrupted.

“Good,” Andre said. “Let me see,” he said,
looking up, “the job requires some travel, overnight stays that
probably average 3 or 4 times a year, depending on the needs of our
clients. Would that be a problem?”

“No,” Hannah said, “I have a pretty open
schedule these days.”

“Because of the travel the position pays a
weekly salary, but if you get the job is only required to be in the
office three days a week after you get settled in. I have a
bookkeeper/accountant that comes in the other two days and pays
bills, does the bookwork, and fills in during the travel. We’re a
small intimate office here.”

Hannah continued to nod.

“This is not a high pressure atmosphere
until something breaks, then it is chaos. Your primary job until
that happens is to keep me from getting interrupted by people who
are only distractions to what we do here.”

It was sounded good, almost too good. She
smiled.

 


***

 


Andre watched the smile, taking in the full
lips, and could only word it as sensual. Hannah didn’t know it but
with that little smile she was doing more to land this job than
anything written on the application or the resume.

“How would you fit here?” Andre asked.

“I don’t have a lot of recent experience,”
she began, “but I’m a hard worker and a quick learner. I’ve run
youth leagues and school groups, so while I may not have taken a
paid salary, I have had business experience.” Andre didn’t change
his expression.

“Why are you wanting to go back to work,”
Andre asked.

“I’m empty nesting,” she said, “my kids are
in college, and my husband just got a new promotion in which he
travels more than he used to, so I want to get out of the house
more. I want to feel like I’m accomplishing something— and with two
kids in college the extra money would help.”

Andre nodded. “This sound like something
you’d like doing?”

“It sounds exciting,” Hannah said honestly,
“It seems so new and different from what I’ve done in recent
years.”

Andre cleared his throat, putting her resume
and the filled out application in a new folder as he did. Laying
them down on the top of the desk, putting his large hand on the
folder, his voice was sterner. Well Mrs. Trent, I am a very up
front person, so if what I ask you next is offensive in any way I
apologize— but if it is offensive this might not be the best fit
for you. OK?”

Hannah was taken aback, but stammered, “Fair
enough.”

“How do you feel about working for a black
man? Is it a problem?”

“Not at all,” Hannah said, “I more concerned
with your being a fair honest boss than I am your skin color.”

“And your husband?”

“He’s white,” she said off handed, wondering
as she said it where that came from. Andre laughed.

“I assumed. And would your husband have any
problems with you working here?”

“Not at all,” she said, “he’d have no
objection at all.”

“Many of my clients are professional
athletes, and some are not as articulate, are on the crude side,
especially around white women. I’m being up front with you. If one
of the clients says something that might be inappropriate in other
circles you would need to have a certain amount of … ah…
tolerance.”

“I’m over 40—I think I can handle it,” she
said.

“Just remember you said that if you’re
hired,” he warned.

Andre paused, wondering if he should bring
it up now— but if she was going to fit he might as well get it out
in the open, just to judge her reaction. But he went in another
direction first. “The one question you’ve not asked is what it
pays”. He gave her the amount and watched her shocked face. Hannah
realized that it was half the tuition for a year at her son’s
college. She hadn’t expected the job to pay that much. It had not
been mentioned in the ad. But she also realized that she wanted
this job before the salary was announced. Now she knew for certain
she wanted it.

The last question he would ask had not been
asked any of the other interviews, and one that stood potential to
cause problems if it was taken the wrong way. But all of his gut
feelings about Hannah was that she would be perfect for this job—
and he went ahead with his question.

“One final question, Hannah,” using her name
for the first time. “As I mentioned many of our clients are
athletes, and high profile businessmen, all of them male. As such
we want their visits to our office to be a pleasant experience.”
Hannah was puzzled and it showed. “Are you familiar with the term
‘eye candy’”?

“Huh?” Hannah said, startled.

“Eye Candy,” Andre continued. “All the women
who work here are professional, but they are also pretty, which you
are. However we like to suggest dressing in styles to accent that
beauty to a male audience. It is not spelled out in the job
description— but let’s just say that it is encouraged.” Hannah
didn’t speak. He was beginning to sound like her husband.

“Are you saying there is a dress code?”

Andre laughed, “You might say that. Have you
ever been to Hooters?”

“I beg your pardon.”

“If you worked at Hooters would you balk at
wearing the tight tee and shorts.”

“If I was that age and had the body for it,
probably not,” Hannah admitted.

“Well to some extent you might say we don’t
have the Hooters dress code, but prefer not dressing like you’re in
a stiff stuffy uptown lawyer’s office. You’re dressing for men
here, not other women.”

“We have a clothing allowance, with an
account in a couple of the boutiques downstairs, and the spa offers
makeovers, which we cover the first time and of which strongly
recommend you take advantage.”

Hannah bristled for the first time.
“Something wrong with the way I look?”

“Not at all,” Andre said, “You are a
beautiful woman. The boutique owner I recommended consults with
many of the top fashion shows and has dressed several actresses and
models. You don’t have any problem about fashion consultants well
versed in the latest fashion helping dress you do you?”

“No, not me anyway.” Andre smiled broadly
now and leaned back. He had a good feeling about this one.

“Job’s yours if you want it.”

Hannah knew that she and Spence always
talked over such decisions but this time she was so sure she didn’t
hesitate. “I want it.”

“Good,” Andre said. Your first day is next
Monday. Between now and then make an appointment at Elegance, the
spa downstairs, and the two boutiques beside it will get you
started on some new clothes. Ask for Angela. I’ll call and tell her
you’re coming.”

He stood as did Hannah. “Welcome to
Austin’s” Andre said. She extended her hand and took Andre’s black
hand. The touch sent a tingle up her arm she didn’t expect. She
withdrew her arm and turned to go


KEEPING CONTACT

 


Andre walked her to the door, his hand
softly at her back, and locked the door behind her, turned the
lights off in the outer office and walked back into his office. The
interview reminded of something he had been not yet done.

He opened his cell phone and scrolled down
to Donna’s number and touched the send button.

Donna answered the phone on the second ring.
“Hello”.

“Hey white meat,” Andre Austin said, “miss
my black dick?”

“Well,” Donna laughed, “I got the impression
that you didn’t send Tyree just to help us unpack from the
movers.”

“I thought you’d like the surprise. If you
don’t just thank him for the help unpacking and send him on. No
problem. The unpacking work was as a favor to me to get you
settled.”

“I know,” she said, “and how very nice of
you to do so. I expected no less.”

“And…?”

“And I do like Tyree, he’s a nice guy.”

“I’ve known him a long time, and when I
heard you would be moving to that part of Ohio he quickly came to
mind.”

“Dennis commented after Tyree called
yesterday that even though we’re eight hours away from you that
you’re still sharing my white pussy with other black men.”

“I just don’t want you to get out of the
groove for when you come back to visit.”

“I don’t think that’s going to happen
Andre”

“Well enjoy.”

“I will.”

“And how’s the search for my replacement?”
She asked.

“Just hired a prospect today.”

“Newbie?”

“Yeah, 41, long time married, kids just left
home, very straight-laced.”

“Just the kind you like— a challenge.”

“Man’s got to have a hobby.”

“Especially if that hobby is turning married
white women into black cock sluts”.

“You say that like you regret your having
earned the title.”

“Not at all, big boy,” Donna laughed, “I’m
proud of the accomplishment.”

“You should. Stay in touch.”

“You too… and Andre…” she paused, “Thanks
for everything— and I mean that.”

“Let me know when you’re back in town. And
it was my pleasure.”

“Yes it was… and mine too.


REASSURANCES

 


As they lay there in the afterglow Hannah
laughed. “I thought waiting to tell you that part of my job would
get you off.” Spence didn’t answer for a minute.

“You seemed to enjoy it quite a bit
yourself.”

"Just in fantasy,” she answered, pausing.
“You know I’d never do anything don’t you?”

“Yes.” Spence said.

Hannah looked over to the dresser to their
wedding photo 20 years before. They had married during their
Freshman year at the University of Georgia, although they had begun
dating three years earlier in high school, and started having sex
only a few months after they met, their sex life was all consuming
for each of them. To each felt they were perfect for each other—
but as they matured and listened to friends talk of their exotic
dating experiences they both realized they had missed
something.

They talked about it honestly, and over the
years had tried to supplement their lack of other partners with an
expansive selection toys, videos, and role playing. In the six
months kids had started school the additional time they had to
spend together increased their sex frequency— and the intensity and
experimentation with each other, both physically and mentally.

Spence thought about that evolution of their
sex lives from those first fumbling moments in a car seat until
their pounding fucking of others in their imaginations. For the
first time wondered if this turn of events was for the best, but as
he recalled the total release he’d had a few minutes earlier— and
the look of total satisfaction as she had come with him, he
realized that had been building their whole lives for such
moments.

They held each other and dozed off to
sleep.

 



A SPA AND A FITTING

 


“Guess where I’m going today,” Hannah said
to Spence over their morning coffee.

"Know you don’t start work until next
Monday, so I would guess that you’re going to go buy some very
conservative frumpy clothes that do their best to hide what a hot
sexy wife I have.”

Hannah laughed, “Well you are wrong this
time. I have a clothing allowance, and I’m getting a makeover at a
spa. They have a fashion consultant to help me get some stylish
things”

“I’m impressed,” Spence said. “So you’re
going to buy something really hot and sexy and wear it out in
public with me?”

“Of course not,” she answered, “but I am
getting some new clothes. This is a business office and I was told
to look my best.”

"We get at least one daring top or dress for
me.”

"You know how shy I am,” she protested.

“Yeah, but I keep hoping someday you’ll get
out of that.”

"Sure” she said.

 


***

 


While Hannah had enjoyed the role playing
with Spence the night before, she felt she had a clear grasp on her
fantasy life and her reality life. As Spence had suggested when
they first explored role playing and using of their imaginations,
it was supposed to take the place of the other partners they had
missed by being exclusive to each other since a very young age.

This morning the through crossed her mind
that She the talking and imagining fucking others might desensitize
them to actually doing it— and perhaps increased her curiosity. She
forced the thought from her mind.

 


***

 


When the receptionist at the spa heard
Hannah’s name and the request for Angela, she snapped to attention
and Hannah was swarmed with a variety of attendants catering to her
every need. Angela appeared; a model thin woman with an Italian
accent introduced herself as her personal guide.

Hannah was served hot tea while they talked
about the makeover, and at the suggestions of the designer she
agreed to a new cut, lightening her hair, and a make-up session
with their artist to her how to apply the latest shades and how to
accent her best facial features.

After the tea she was asked to undress and
was given a soft robe, and began her day with time in the hot tub,
and dried off with a fluffy towel. A hot rock treatment and full
massage followed. It felt wonderful.

The masseuse asked Hannah to roll to her
back, and lifted the bottom of the sheet above her waist. Startled,
Hannah started to sit up. “We’re just doing your Brazilian,” Angela
said, “it comes with the makeover.” Hannah relented, feeling the
warm wax being spread over her trimmed pubis. She felt the patting
down of the cheesecloth, and shrieked when the wax was removed.
“Perfect” the lady told her as she felt her fingertips check for
any stubble. The air felt cool on her bare pussy, which she had
only shaved a couple of time in the past, preferring to stay
trimmed.

The hairdresser cut her hair quickly,
shorter than usual and in a way that it moved every time she turned
her head. Her naturally brown hair was lightened more than she
expected, almost blond, but at that point it was too late to say
anything. “It will grow out,” she said to herself.

While she was still in the hairdresser’s
chair a chipper young woman with a pierced eyebrow and a large
tattoo peeking out from under the left shoulder of her tank top
came to her. “Hi, I’m Kimberly from the boutique next door” she
rattled, speaking so fast it was almost hard to follow, “ When you
finish here I’m going to measure you and will have some things laid
out for you to choose from by the time you finish with your
make-up. Don’t bother dressing in your old clothes, we have a
separate entrance from the spa that opens into our private dressing
room.” Hannah just stared, as if a tornado has just rushed
through.

When she stood from the chair Amanda led her
back to the spa dressing room, having her extend her arms and
measuring deftly. “I know my sizes,” Hannah protested.

This way we have everything fit you
perfectly,” Kimberly said, giggling, “I so love dressing people—
it’s like grown up Barbies”. When she measured Hannah’s bust she
commented, “36C. Honey you have nice breasts, I can really make you
look hot with this much to work with.”

The make-up session was interesting, she
learned a few new techniques but the surprise was when she was
finished she asked how much the make-up that was being used would
cost. “You have a complete setup as a part of your visit,” the
makeup artist told her, giving her a monogrammed leather bag with
her initials on the outside of it. “I’ll just put your stuff in
here. It will be at Kimberly’s when you’re ready to leave.”

Coifed, massaged, made up, Hannah’s last
stop was a pedicure and manicure, and she was directed to the door
into Kimberly’s boutique.

Kimberly told her not to worry about prices,
she’d stop her when she got near the limit of her allowance from
her new employer.

Hannah had enjoyed everything up until now,
but when she saw the selection of recommendations from Kimberly she
balked. “There’s no way I’m wearing that!” She said firmly. The
blue dress in question was too short, too much of a V front, and a
built in push up bra that exposed far too much cleavage to suit
Hannah.

But she had not counted on Kimberly’s
persuasiveness. Like a photographer with a model Kimberly busied
herself around each thing Hannah tried on, telling her she would
adjust this top, or loosen this dress, and complimenting her on how
each thing fit or looked in it. After an hour of fittings Hannah
surrendered and all but stopped protesting.

“Do you not have anything more
conservative,” Hannah had asked as she looked at herself in the
mirror in a thin flowing summer sundress.

“Not if you want to be in style— and not if
you are going to work at Austin’s,” she said. “Honey, I know my
business, I know how to make you look great, and if you will just
leave your self in my capable hands, and no matter how unsure you
are of yourself if you will just give me 10 days of wearing what
I’ve picked out, you will have received so many compliments and you
will be so happy that you will come back here and buy my lunch at
the expensive place on the corner. Deal?”

“Deal”, Hannah agreed. There were so many
things thrust in front of her so quickly that Hannah wasn’t sure
exactly what she had bought. There were a couple of semi-formal
black dresses, jeans and casual tops, a crop top or two. “Show off
that cute belly some” Kimberly insisted. She had a deep burgundy
top with a wrap around front with crochet straps. One black top
looked demure from the front, but was cut almost her waist in the
back, with a single string that tied across her shoulders. The
skirts that were all too short to suit Hannah, and several with
expanses of lace or sheer panels in different spots.

A variety of shoes were included to match
each outfit, including one pair of black heels with straps that
buckled around her ankles with a “D” shaped ring on each strap.

“At least Spence should like my new
wardrobe,” Hannah commented, although she was unconvinced that she
would actually wear any of it to work or anywhere else.

The underwear was well known designers and
wispy thin. Despite Hannah’s preference for more covering panties
Kimberly insisted that she only take new thongs. “With the dresses
you don’t want lines and this is the only way to prevent them –
unless you leave off underwear completely.”

“No way I’m doing that,” Hannah insisted, as
Kimberly loaded the new underwear into the leather bag. The bras
were much the same way, lacy wisps of lace and sheer mesh. There
was some support and coverage but very little.

There was one dress that she did turn down
though, it was so thin that she could see her dark nipples through
the lace, and the open sides made it impossible to wear with a bra.
“Is there not an opaque panel that goes in this?” Hannah asked.

"No honey, that’s how it’s made, you’d ruin
the effect.”

"I don’t want this one,” Hannah said firmly,
tossing it to the side.

 


***

 


Hannah asked for her clothes she’d worn to
the spa and Kimberly buzzed them on an intercom between the two
businesses. She looked up solemnly. “They’re not back yet.”

“What?”

“They sent them out to be cleaned and the
laundry truck has had an accident,” Kimberly said. “But look on the
bright side, you can wear one of your new outfits home.”

Hannah didn’t like it, but finally pulled on
the first blue dress. She stood in front of the mirror and didn’t
recognize herself at first. The hair, make-up, and form fitting
dress was not Hannah. The woman looking back was, sexy. Very sexy.
Hannah for the first time felt a rush of confidence in her
appearance, coupled with some embarrassment at the flesh she was
exposing.

Hannah decided to not let the make-over go
to waste, and called Spence and asked him if he wanted to meet her
at their favorite Mexican restaurant on Windy Hill Road. “I’ll be
in the bar,” she said.

 



NEW CLOTHES NEW
APPROACHES

 


When she ordered a cold beer she felt there
were a half dozen people staring at her--the new Hannah. “I may
look like this on the outside at the moment, but I hope I’m not
displaying how uncomfortable I am inside,” she thought to
herself.

Hannah finished her first beer and the
bartender set another one in front of her. “From the gentleman on
the end of the bar,” he said, pointed to a younger man in a blue
suit, a loosened tie, and lifting his glass in her direction.

“Tell the gentleman thank you, if you
would,” she told the bartender, “but I’m waiting on my husband.”
The bartender drank in the cleavage of her breasts in the blue
dress.

"Shame,” he smiled. “I was going to buy the
next one for you myself.”

Hannah rewarded the compliment with a warm
smile.

As she sipped the second beer she saw Spence
at the entrance. He paused, his eyes searching the bar, and went
past her at first. Hannah giggled when she realized it. Then his
eyes locked with hers and his eyes widened, with a big smile
opening. He was at her side in an instant.

"My God you’re gorgeous,” he gasped.

"Well thank you, husband,” she answered,
“but I know you’re prejudiced.”

"No honey, I mean it, you look spectacular.
This is the best you’ve ever looked in your life!”

“Thanks, I think,” Hannah answered.

"I always knew you’d look this hot if you
dressed a little different, but damn. I love the look. I mean I
love it.”

During dinner he alternated between staring
at her chest and her face. “Put your eyes back inside your head and
stop it, you’re making me self conscious” she ordered.

"Can’t help it,” he grinned, “it’s hard to
decide what part of you I want to look at.”

“Stare at, you mean,” Hannah answered, “It’s
not like it’s something you haven’t seen in a much more revealing
state.”

"Yeah, but it just wasn’t displayed this
way,” he smiled. “Let’s skip dessert and go home, I’ve got
plans.”

They had driven separately, and once in the
garage Spence met her as she opened her car door and began kissing
her, moving his hand inside the low cut top of the dress.

“I’ve been dying to do that all night,” he
exclaimed.

"Then enjoy,” Hannah whispered, and he did,
unzipping the back of the dress and pulling it down to bare her
breasts. He leaned her back on the hood of her car as the garage
door closed, and slid the short dress up over her ass.

"Damn, a thong,” he said, “It just keeps
getting better the further I go.” He moaned in pleasure when he saw
that her pussy was completely bare. He began eating her pussy
through the lacy thong, moving it aside to tongue her, fingering
her to a g-spot orgasm and with her ass still on the hood, the new
dress bunched at her waist, he fucked her in long quick strokes,
his face turning flush before his body jerked in the rhythmic way
she had come to know, coming inside her.

He lay there without withdrawing, rising off
her to look in her eyes. “You are beautiful— without all the new
clothes and makeover. But the new look is really hot.”

“I love you,” she said.

 


***

 


Hannah showed him a few of her new wardrobe
that she didn’t leave for alterations— most of it had been left
there, but it was obvious from Spence’s reaction that it all met
with his male approval. “Men like tight or showing a little flesh
Hannah,”

“I know,” she said, “I had two different
young guys hitting on me tonight before you got there.” Spence just
stared.

"What’d you say?” He asked.

"I thanked them for the compliment but I was
an old married woman waiting on her husband,” she answered.

"But you enjoyed it.”

"Hell yes, I enjoyed it. It was fun.”


ADMITTING A CURIOSTY

 


Spence worked a trade show on Saturday and
Sunday, arriving back home Sunday night. Hannah had moved up her
grocery shopping and house cleaning schedule since she was now
working, and had little time to anticipate her new job until she
was faced with what she would wear to work for the first day. She
had searched her closet for something more comfortable for her that
would be stylish, but in the years of community and child rearing
she had not kept up with the styles. She finally opted from the new
clothes for a short black skirt with a gauzy white top, under which
she put on the most opaque of her new bras, but one that still
showed the lace pattern. She pulled the material tight against her
breast to be sure it was opaque enough— and to her relief saw that
it was. With that decision made she went downstairs for a glass of
wine, wearing her favorite oversized tee and silk male boxers.

She was on her second glass of wine when
Spence came home.

He poured himself a drink and with the
lights turned down they went out by the pool.

"Excited about your new job,” he asked.

"I am. This is something new and exciting.
I’m looking forward to it.”

“Working for your black boss?”

“Stop that Spence,” she said a little
harshly, “If that’s the way you’re going to be about every role
playing fantasy we can stop the fantasies, or I will quit the
job.”

“Just trying for a cheap laugh,” he said.
“Sorry.”

It was already late but once in the bed
Spence was unusually horny, pulling her close and taking her with
an urgency she’s not seen him exhibit for a while— and at the same
time she seemed to enjoy it and get into it more too, being more
audible than usual, telling him “Fuck me hard Spence, fuck me” as
he pounded into her.

When they finished she rolled over into the
crook of his arm, fighting the sleep as he was talking.

"I thought a lot about you in that
restaurant the other night,” he said.

"What about it.”

"Those guys hitting on you.”

"Oh that.”

"You liked it.”

"Yeah, I did.” She answered.

"Maybe we should do it again sometime.”

"Go eat?” She asked.

"No, you get dressed up in something really
hot and sexy, go into a bar without me and enjoy the
attention.”

"Sounds good in theory,” Hannah said, “but
I’m not sure it would be that much fun.”

"Why’s that?”

"Because if I was just flirting with the
guys for drinking, I would just be a tease. You’ve always said men
hated teases.”

"Yeah I have,” Spence said.

“Besides, you ever consider what if I get
hit on by a guy that is really, really hot?” She kidded.

“…and you not being a tease” he
injected.

“And me not being a tease,” she shot back.
There was a silent break.

“You ever regret us marrying so young and
not experiencing a lot of different partners?”

Hannah was quiet, they had talked about this
before and she said that.

"Yeah, but do you still stand by those
earlier comments?”

Hannah wondered if she should be totally
honest, but this seemed like one of those moments. “When some of my
friends get together and talk about doing different guys, I’m not
really envious as much as a little curious.”

"So you do wonder sometimes?”

"Of course I wonder, don’t you?” She
asked.

"Sometimes, guess it’s normal,” he said,
adding, “I don’t think the role playing really helps. I thought it
would.”

"No, it makes me think about it more
actually,” Hannah told him.

"Think we should stop the role playing
then?”

"I don’t want to. I enjoy it.”

"I don’t want to stop either,” Spence said.
He wasn’t sure about what he had been thinking about would be
received, but he felt now was the time. Taking a long deep breath
he added, “You know as long as we’ve been married and as close as
we are, I think it’d be ok with me if you satisfied your curiosity
sometime.”

"What?” Hannah said, the adrenaline hitting
her system, not believing what she’d just heard. No way was that
going to happen.

“In fact I think it might be hot, but I’d
want to know about.”

“You’re insane,” she said, “You’ve been
reading too much sex stuff on the internet.” She dismissed it as
more of his horny musings as she dozed off to sleep.


FIRST DAY

 


Hannah arose early, showered, and dressed in
the clothes she had laid out the night before, did her hair and
makeup, and despite the rush-hour traffic was 10 minutes early. She
stopped at the Starbucks kiosk in the lobby and ordered a latte
before taking the escalator. The door was open, and Andre was
seated at his desk. He came toward the front when he saw her walk
in.

Andre watched Hannah come in and gasped at
the change, her lighter hair suited her face and made her look even
younger. The subtle makeup accented her full lips and wide green
eyes. The hint of the lace bra under the gauzy top played
peek-a-boo with his eyes.

“Wow!” He exclaimed, “Amazing what a
make-over can do with an already beautiful woman!” His stare was
direct and appreciative.

“Thank you, Mr. Austin,” Hannah said.

“This is the first thing we need to get out
of the way,” Andre said, “My friends call me Andre, as you should.
If we are in a formal business setting and you want to call me Mr.
Austin that’s up to you, but in all other places it is Andre.
OK?”

"Sure Andre,” she said, “now what should I
be doing?”

Andre showed her the basics around the
office, the restroom, the break room, conference room, copier, and
ran her through the phone system. “This is not a complicated job—
until it gets complicated” he explained. “We wait for a crisis with
a client and then we drop everything else and resolve the crisis.
The most important thing in this office is the rolodex, or these
days that file on the computer.” She nodded. “There is enough work
to keep you busy, but there are lulls. In some offices the computer
is strictly for business— not here. If you want to surf when
there’s no work to do, that’s ok.”

 


***

 


The rest of the day went quickly, several
calls, a few solicitors she fended away. Andre left for lunch, and
upon his return she went downstairs to a fast food restaurant and
was quickly back in the office in 15 minutes. She was very aware
that a couple of the men eating their lunches had arranged their
table so they could watch her as they did. She smiled inwardly.
This attention was exciting. She didn’t get much male attention or
appreciation when she was handling a school fund-raiser.

 


***

 


That afternoon a well-dressed black man came
in, “Woeee” he said with a toothy grin, and I thought Donna was a
hot woman. Hey baby, I’m LeBron,” extending his hand. “And the
beautiful woman I’m addressing is?”

"Hannah,” she smiled.

LeBron asked for Andre. She saw he was on
the phone, and had told her to never interrupt a phone call. “He’s
on the phone, if you don’t mind waiting?”

He laughed a hearty laugh, “Mind? I hope he
stays on that phone all afternoon and I can just sit here and get
to know you a little better. Damn girl, you’re fine.”

"Well thanks for the compliments, even
though I know you don’t mean it.”

"Mean it hell, I just want to know if you
would be willing to go to dinner with me tonight?”

“You don’t waste any time do you? But No.
Married.” She smiled back, holding up her rings.

"You going to let that stand in the way of a
good dinner?”

“Sorry.”

"Damn, all the best ones are always taken. I
don’t guess you fool around do you?”

“No”, she laughed as the door opened.

“Damn you LeBron, quit messing round with my
staff. She might have work to do.”

"You going to make a woman that looks this
good do work?” LeBron laughed. “Come to work for me girl, and I’ll
just have you sit around lookin’ good. And I guarantee you’ll make
more money!”

Hannah laughed heartily. “I have a job that
I think I’m going to enjoy.”

Andre looked at her. “I think you’ll do good
here.” He turned to LeBron, “now get your sorry ass in here and
let’s do some business.”

After a few minutes the phone stopped
ringing she had done everything assigned, and she had nothing to
do, so she turned on the office computer and started familiarizing
herself with the files there. She found the media address files for
TV, radio, newspapers, internet, special contacts, and saw the
folders for past correspondence.

Hannah checked the office email, read over
the company website, and noticed under staffing that her job had
been held by Donna Wesson, a petite brunette posed at an angle to
the camera, wearing a plunging black evening dress with pearls. The
other woman pictured on the site in addition to Andre himself was
Lessa Loboda, who Hannah recognized as the woman leaving the
afternoon she had come in for her interview.

Hannah went up to the url line and clicked
on the past websites to see if there were related sites with which
she should be familiar, and she clicked on one, gasping when the
screen opened to a porn site. But it was not an ordinary porn site,
but one dedicated to black men fucking white women, in particular
white wives. As she stared she saw a message window come up
“Welcome Donna, this is your first visit in 10 days”.

Almost as quickly a private message window
popped up. “Hey white girl, where you been? I’ll be in town next
weekend if you’d like dinner.” The small avatar beside the pm was
that of a dark skinned black man with the ocean in the background,
and although the photo was so small that she couldn’t distinguish
facial features, she could see that he was very well built.
Underneath the photo the name read “Sxyblk.”

Hannah didn’t hesitate. She responded, “Hi,
this is not Donna. She’s left this job and must not have changed
her automatic log-in. Sorry.”

The pm was just as quick back. “Well then
who the hell are you, and why are you impersonating Donna. Quit
fucking with me Donna, lol.”

Hannah started to ignore it, but the tone
pushed her to answer, “Hannah.”

"Hi Hannah, I just remembered that Donna had
mentioned her husband had a new job, my apologies for the language.
I’ve been out of the country for a couple of weeks.” A few seconds
later an additional message popped up. “I guess you’ll have to be
my new friend at the Austin Agency.”

It startled Hannah that he knew where she
worked, until she realized that she was on the company computer and
Donna had worked there.

“I don’t chat online.”

“Girl, that is exactly what you’re doing
now. I just checked the site and Donna’s picture is still there.
You sure you’re not Donna?”

“No, I have much lighter hair,” Hannah typed
back.

“Go on…”

“I’m married just so you know.”

“That’s even better,” Sxyblk said.

“I beg your pardon?”

“Married women are a lot more fun than
single girls. Single girls are filtering out men to marry, to play
with, to tease. Married women have done all that and have a husband
at home to do the dreary stuff, so they can concentrate on the
fun.”

"I am not into the kind of fun to which you
are referring.” There was no response.

"Whatever you say,” he responded. “I look
forward to meeting you face to face. If you would, please tell
Andre that Kevin will be by Friday week.”

"I’d be glad to.”

"And set up your own name on this site
Hannah, so I won’t be confused. Membership is free.”

"I don’t plan to come back to this site as
soon as I can figure how to turn it off on the computer.”

"Don’t be in such a hurry. I know that you
have afternoon lulls there. Surf around and see if there’s anything
here that interests you.” Hannah didn’t answer but did glance to
the sides of the pm windows and saw the page full of white women in
various stages of getting fucked or sucking off one or more black
men. She wondered if Spence knew about this site— and said to
herself that she certainly wasn’t going to tell him!

"Bye” she typed, and clicked out of the
box.

 


***

 


The door opened and LeBron came out, with
Andre walking him to the door.

“All right, All right,” LeBron said, walking
over to Hannah’s desk, “Andre our business is through, why don’t
you just go back in your office and leave me here alone for a few
minutes for Miss Hottie Hannah here.”

Hannah felt herself blushing.

“Because. I have to protect my staff from
you!”

LeBron laughed, “Yeah, you do.” Looking down
at Hannah, “I hope someday we get to have that dinner Hannah! Don’t
forget that it is a standing invitation.”

Hannah smiled with the banter, “OK, I’ll
keep it in mind.”

“That’s not a no, Andre,” laughing as he
turned away, “That’s not a no.” Andre shook his head.

"That boy’s full of life.”

"More like he’s full of shit,” Hannah
blurted out. Andre laughed even louder.

"Well you can’t blame him, a beautiful hot
woman just sitting here waiting for him to flirt with— like waving
a red flag in front of a bull. You do look exceptionally hot today
Hannah.”

"Thank you, and someone named Kevin said to
tell you he will be by Friday two weeks from now.”

"Did he call?”

"No, he pmed when I turned on the computer.
He thought I was Donna.”

"He liked Donna,” Andre said, “and she liked
him too. No telling what he said.”

"Nothing out of the way,” Hannah said.

"Just give him time. Well watch him when he
comes in,” Andre warned.” He turned and went back inside his
office.


COMPUTERS AND WEBSITES

 


Hannah went back to her desk, looked out the
window at the people walking by outside for a while, and she didn’t
know whether it was boredom or curiosity she turn the computer back
on.

Andre was sitting at his computer as well, a
laptop to the left of his desktop computer, a security camera
window in the upper left hand corner that displayed what his
employees were surfing displayed on the screen. He checked the
office history and saw the site Hannah was on when she was pmed. He
hit a second key and it mirrored Hannah’s screen full size. He
noticed that when the interracial site window popped up again, that
her cursor moved to forums, and after a while to pictures. Just as
he thought, he said to himself, give a hot white woman a little
boredom and a hot website and she’s start thinking about it. For
him that was step one.

 


***

 


There was no shock when Hannah opened up the
computer this time. And now she began to read some of the postings—
and realized that she had no idea that other people fantasized
about the same role playing themes that she and Spence did— let
alone that some women had acted on it. In the back of her mind was
her rationalization for surfing the interracial website was that
she might get some ideas for their next role playing.

The proof others actually did live the
interracial lifestyle was there in full color. She was amazed to
see photo after photo of women, all sizes and ages, some with
varying lighting, sometimes a husband’s foot or hand in the photo,
but the centerpiece always being a white woman in the midst of
being fucked by a black man or in some cases several men.

Hannah clicked on several photos and watched
them enlarge on the screen, in awe of the size of the cocks of some
of the men, the blissful expressions of the women and the stark
contrasts of dark skin pressed against white flesh. Hannah’s shock
turned to curiosity as explored the video postings, again where
members had posted videos of white wives were being fucked by black
men. It wasn’t until she started to read one of the stories did she
realize that her chest was falling and rising with heavy
breathing.

Hannah felt a wave of embarrassment and
guilt, fought the urge to continue on the site, and clicked out of
the page and back to her email. There were a few calls, Andre
brought her another folder to file and some letters to address and
it was time to leave. Gathering up her things she knocked lightly
at Andre’s door. He told her to come in, and she opened it and
asked he needed anything else before she left.

Andre held back the comment that came to
mind, a good blow-job, a quick fuck here on the desk--but he did
let the thought of her naked on her back on his desk roll around
inside his head for an instant. But that was for later. This time
he was still the gentleman. “No, nothing at all thanks. – how’s you
like your first day?”

"The day went fast when I had plenty of work
to do, but slowed this afternoon.”

"I know,” Andre said, “but when we have an
emergency problem you will see why we take it easy the rest of the
time. And I know that I described the job as three days a week, but
until you get settled in I think you’ll probably need to come in
five for the first couple of weeks. My bookkeeper is out of town
for a few days.”

"No problem,” Hannah answered.

 


***

 


Hannah had a note on her desk that the
boutique had the rest of her clothes ready, and they were in
individual chipboard boxes stacked in two large shopping bags. Once
she got home she started opening the boxes and putting them away—
her mind not accepting the suggestive nature of most of the
clothes. She had opened a half-dozen boxes when she opened the lace
halter dress, the one whose open weave over her breasts revealed
the darkness of her nipples. A note was attached, “Go ahead and
take this one too, it was already paid for.” Hannah saw it came
with its own wood hanger, and she hung it in her closet along with
the other new clothes.


DONNA

 


Six hundred miles to the north, in a
Cincinnati suburb, Donna Ryder was in the midst of her third fuck
of the afternoon from a strong well built black man. Tyree had her
on her hands and knees scooted to the edge of the bed where he
stood in the floor. Each time he entered her body would rock
forward, her small red tipped breasts bouncing so hard that she was
trying to balance on one hand and hold her breasts with the other
as he fucked her.

Tyree gripped a handful of her black hair in
his left hand pulling her head back, and her ass bore bright red
fingerprint marks on her right hip where he was slapping her as
they fucked. She was grunting as he fucked her, getting louder with
“Fuck me, Fuck me Tyree” and he continued to ram inside her. She
had lost count of her orgasms, and she felt a strong one coming,
squirting as she came, the clear fluid soaking the bed and
eliciting a moan of satisfaction from her partner.

"In you or on you?” Tyree asked.

"In me,” Donna gasped, “come in me.”

"Yeah,” he gasped, his body spasms shook her
thin frame as he poured her pussy full of his come. He slammed hard
into her cunt and held her there as the spasms subsided. She fell
forward from her knees to lay flat on the bed and he fell forward
on top of her as she did, his long cock still inside her.

Tyree rolled to his side, holding her hip in
a firm meaty black hand and rolling her with him, spooning, without
breaking contact.

His hand sought her breast, twisting her
nipple rock hard.

“Damn you’re a good fuck Donna.”

“You’re pretty good yourself Tyree, how big
is your cock?

“9” but I’m thicker than most.”

“Yes you are. I love the feeling of you
stretching me.”

“I love stretching that tight white pussy.”
In the afterglow as her breath returned to a regular rhythm, and
his cock softened and fell from her pussy. He asked, “So how’s you
get turned on to black cock?” He asked.

“Andre just flat assed seduced me,” Donna
said, “with the permission of my husband Dennis. Two years ago I
was a straight-laced Sunday School teacher who only had a glass of
wine from time to time and had been faithful to my husband since
we’d been married.”

“You say your husband went along with
it?”

“Yeah, in a way I guess you could say Andre
seduced him too, at least into the idea of me getting black
cock.”

"How’s you feel about that?”

"The end result is where we are today— how
do you feel about it.”

"Looks like you haven’t stopped,” Tyree
said, “You still wantin’ big black cock”

"Yes I do. I love fucking black men, Andre
got me started right.”

"He is a charming motherfucker, isn’t he?”
Tyree laughed. “How long did you work for him?”

"Two years and a month.”

"And how long after you started work before
he fucked you?”

"Couple of weeks”.

"And how long from the time he fucked you
until you were admitting to yourself that you’re a black cock
slut?”

"Within 10 days after the first time I
fucked him. The first time going black just seemed to open me up.
How did you get to know Andre?”

“I was at a resort, starting hitting on this
good looking redhead in the bar, bought her a couple of drinks,
thought I was doing pretty well when Andre walks up and she
introduces us to each other. Come to find out that Andre has
brought her to the resort for the weekend,” he said, his hand
cupped around her breast. Donna didn’t move.

"Andre and I get to talking, and I have to
leave to take a leak. When I come back from the men’s room she
excuses herself, and Andre asks me if I’d be interested in joining
them, as she has this fantasy about doing two black men at once,
and about being shared. I said ‘Hell yes.”

"And?”

"This was Friday night about 10, and we just
wore that redhead’s pussy out over that night and the next day.
After that we stayed in touch, party when we in each other’s
area.”

"Andre really loves turning a white girl on
to black dick,” she commented.

"Nothing wrong with that,” Tyree whispered,
his hard-on stiffening as he moved it to her opening and in small
little pumps slowly began entering her soaked pussy.

“Nothing wrong at all,” Donna said.

“Well if you prefer variety I can hook you
up with a friend or two.”

“I think that’d be nice,” Donna gasped as
Tyree slammed his cock all the way inside her. “Damn I love black
cock,” Donna said.

 


 



DRESS FOR SUCCESS

 


Hannah’s next two days at work allowed her
to get into a routine, filing, answering a busy phone in the
morning, day to day business. She got to know the mailman, the
package delivery men, and after the first uncomfortable days of
wearing what she had originally called her “sexy clothes” she was
beginning to enjoy the attention that wearing the “company uniform”
of sexy clothes brought.

Hannah fell into the routine, and was
getting used to Andre’s, “Dayummm, you look good today Hannah”
every morning when she came in.

LeBron was if not anything else, persistent.
He came by the office taking a few moments to flirt with Hannah
before asking to speak to Andre. Hannah enjoyed the attention, even
LeBron trying to peek down her top.

She asked Andre about LeBron, and Andre just
laughed, “you don’t know?”

“No.”

“He owns a chain of strip clubs. His home
club is here in Atlanta. I sometimes use his place to entertain
clients.”

“Oh,” Hannah answered weakly, wondering why
on earth he was coming on to her with access to all the young
strippers he obviously had access.

 


***

 


The days between Donna’s departure and her
arrival had provided plenty of catch up work and filing, but she
made a good dent in it.

Anyone that came in the office would linger
to talk, and ogle. Hannah was embarrassed at first, but by the end
of her third day not only did she begin enjoy the attention, but
she would encourage it, flirting back a little with some of the
nicer guys. Hannah would relate all that had happened during the
day to Spence that night, who was excited and encouraged to see the
new sexier Hannah.

Hannah responded to the attention. It helped
her self-confidence, and that made Spence want her all the more. It
had certainly helped their sex life, having not missed a single
evening making love since she had started the job.

Nothing in the new clothes were exactly
scandalous, or but they did show cleavage, which she had always
eschewed previously. They may not have even been daring for younger
girls— but they were a big leap for her. Hannah was getting used to
it. She would inwardly smile now if she caught someone peering down
at her chest.

“Your confidence in yourself has doubled,”
Spence said, “and it is really hot to see you come in from work
with your ego boosted and wearing a hot dress that you would have
gotten mad if I had asked you to wear it two months ago.”

“Well maybe I was wrong,” she admitted, “I
don’t feel as old as I used to.”

“All that attention makes you hornier,” he
smiled.

“She reached for him and moved his hand to
her breast as she did. “Yes it does.”

 


***

 


Thursday for a change she wore a top that
was tight, and complimentary, but didn’t show any cleavage and was
on the plain side, but she felt the color matched her eyes and was,
in her own words, “cute.” It was not from the boutique. Andre
watched her when she came in, but there was no compliment this
morning, nor was there much attention from anyone who came in
before lunch.

It was disconcerting to not get the
attention she had been receiving. She thought, maybe there is
something to be said for dressing sexier. She resolved that she
wouldn’t let something like this happen again.

 


***

 


The Monday of her second week, at lunchtime
Andre came out, “Let’s go to lunch Hannah.” Hannah had brought her
lunch but she was getting tired of sandwiches.

“OK, sounds like fun.” She picked up her
purse as Andre put an “At Lunch” sign with a suction cup on it to
the glass door.

During lunch she asked him, “How did you end
up doing what you do?”

“Played some college sports, wasn’t good
enough for pro, but found out I was better handling publicity, PR,
and after I ended up troubleshooting for some friends who go in
some trouble in school, I was the one appointed to smooth things
over with the administration— and I enjoyed the experience. Changed
my major to communications and built on that.”

“What did they do?” She asked.

Andre hesitated and then told her. “Three of
the football players were banging a girl”.

“Ohhhh,” Hannah gasped.

“It wasn’t like it sounds,” Andre laughed,
“she was willing; the only problem was that the Dorm Manager walked
in and she was shocked and overreacted.”

“Oh.” Hannah exclaimed again.

“The fact the players were black and the
girl was white didn’t help things.” He paused to watch Hannah’s
reaction. She didn’t comment, and he said nothing more along those
lines. They were back at work in 45 minutes from the time they
left.

 


***

 


When the slow time came that afternoon, she
turned the computer on for her usual surfing and checking her
email, but a couple of times she found her mind wandering to the
image of a white girl getting banged by three black football
players.

Hannah had figured out how to keep Donna’s
interracial site membership for popping up as the home page, but
there was some kind of block that kept it from being deleted. She
had checked it a couple of times, and both times had several men pm
in as soon as they saw she was online. “Donna must have really been
into black guys,” she said to herself. This time she had the time
and the inclination to surf the interracial site.

“I can see why,” Hannah said aloud as she
surfed through the new photos posted on the site, one that caught
her eye was tall well built black man that was simply beautiful. He
was one of the most handsome men she’d ever seen. In the photo he
had his hand on the back of a red haired woman’s head, his large
cock deep in her mouth. She clicked on the profile and saw a
half-dozen other shots of him fucking different white women. There
were two more photos of the redhead and him.

Hannah typed in “gang bangs” and up popped a
page of thumbnails, all white women being fucked by two or more
black men. “Whoa,” she said, amazed that there would be that many
pages to view. It would take a day just to view all of them. She
clicked out of that page.

Hannah noted at the top of the page there
was a space to register for free, and as she read some of the
stories under Donna’s account she found out how to change the name
on the site— which mean she could still surf it but since it
wouldn’t be Donna’s name she wouldn’t get all the pms. She changed
the name on the account to HHannah and changed the profile
information to reflect her info, making herself 38 instead of 41,
her height at 5’ 7”, 128 lbs, and started to type in brown hair
before looking in the mirror and realizing with the makeover she
was closer to a dirty blonde. In the slot for her measurements she
kept her breast size true, 36c, took an inch off her real waist
measurement at 28, and took an inch off her hips to list at 37 when
they were really 38”.She checked that her interest in black men was
a curiosity and left the other sections blank.

Spence had backed off talking about black
men in their role playing, and had only played with the black dildo
once since she started working, reacting to her sensitivity when he
even joked about her black boss.

Hannah enjoyed the comfort side of their
“married sex”, but that night Hannah suggested that Spence talk her
though a black man fantasy, a suggestion he eagerly followed. She
didn’t really follow as he described the scene; instead her mind
replayed the photos she’s surfed that afternoon, in particular the
one with the tall exceptionally handsome black man, imagining her
instead of the redhead being fucked by that big black cock.

When Hannah started to lay out her clothes
for Friday, she thought about the lack of attention she had
received the day before. As she sorted through the clothes her eyes
fell on the wide cowl neck sweater. If it takes “hot” to get
attention and that is what they want, that is what they’ll get,”
she said to herself, leaning forward in the mirror to see how much
it fell away. “Too much,” she said, picking a demi-cup bra that
just barely covered her areolas. She leaned over toward the mirror
again, approvingly viewing the expanse of her upper breasts that
were visible when she leaned over. “Perfect,” she smiled. She
should get some attention today, she thought.

Hannah felt confident today for some reason,
it was as if she had finally realized she looked good, she stood
straighter, her shoulder were back, and her chest was thrust
forward. As she walked through the building lobby toward the office
she noticed the double takes she was getting, and it was exciting.
Damn she felt good.

Hannah was in the office ahead of Andre, and
when he came in the office he was back on his game with a low
whistle, “Damn, you look hot today, Hannah.” He walked up to her
desk and she leaned over toward him to hand him the mail, the
blouse falling open revealing the black bra underneath. He took a
good look, smiled, and said nothing more. Hannah smiled to herself
at the reaction. She was beginning to like this.


KEVIN

 


The days went quickly, and on her second
Friday around 11:30 she was reloading Andre’s coffee when she
glanced out the door of the office and gasped. In a tailored gray
suit a dark black man was coming straight toward the office— she
knew it was Kevin, the man she had talked to online— and she felt a
moment of panic, for the man approaching she recognized as the man
she had seen in the photo fucking the redhead she had found online.
There was no mistake; she’d looked at those photos a half-dozen
times.

Kevin hit the door at a fast walk, and he
came to an abrupt halt when he looked at her. “Whooh, You must be
Hannah,” he smiled, “I’m Kevin. Its a pleasure to meet you in
person.” She extended her hand but instead he encircled her in a
quick hug, pulling her body to him, so tight that Hannah could feel
the flesh of his soft cock in his thin dress pants pressed against
her. She pushed away from him, as if she was shocked. She didn’t
protest but just smiled back, “Yes, I’m Hannah.”

“You are fine girl,” he smiled, and then
leaned over a whispered, “I said hi to ‘Donna’ in the chat room the
other day but you didn’t answer.

“No I didn’t.”

“You get your own name in there?” Hannah
hesitated just a few seconds too long to the unexpected question.
“Ha, I knew it,” he laughed, “You did, didn’t you?” Hannah said
nothing. “Come on girl, tell me what your sign-in name is.”

“I don’t chat online.”

“Wasn’t the question,” he enticed, “What’s
the name?”

“I don’t even know you.”

“Yeah, but you will. I’m in here all the
time. What’s the name? Let me guess, “SexyBabe”, has to be
something like that the way you look. Come on.”

“Not quite,” she finally admitted, it’s
Hannah, my name, with an extra H in front.”

“HHannah,” he repeated, “Hot Hannah”, I can
remember that.

“That’s not what it means,” she
protested.

“Look at you girl, that’s what it means to
me,” he laughed. Hannah felt her knees weaken. About that time
Andre buzzed over the intercom, “Send the loudmouth in I can hear
him from here.”

Kevin turned to Hannah, “Well talk soon,
HHHHooT Hannah.” When he went in he did not shut the door
completely, and his loud voice carried through the door. “Damn
Andre you have gone and hired yourself another hot one. I’d jump
her bones in a heart beat.”

Hannah sat down on weak legs and gasped
hurried breaths. The phone rang and Hannah answered, and by the
time she had finished with the caller the air conditioning had
turned on and the rush of wind had shut the door. She smiled to
herself as the thought about what Kevin had said. Kevin and Andre
left for lunch in a hurry, only saying a quick goodbye, and Andre
returned without Kevin.


CONVERSATIONS

 


When work got slow late that afternoon
Hannah turned on her computer, and saw the Donna site bar at the
bottom of her screen. She started at it for a long few seconds and
clicked, typing in her HHannah name and password. She began
scanning the photos and a new pm message popped up. She at first
thought it was Kevin, but it wasn’t. It was HrnyWHub.

HrnyWHub: “Exploring your fantasies?”

HHannah: “No. Why would you ask?”

HrnyWHub: “You’re here. I’d say most white
women on a site devoted to sex between black men and white women
would at least have an interest.”

HHannah: “More like a curiosity. I think all
women have the curiosity. I’ve only been on this site three
times.”

HrnyWHub: “Like I said, you’re here.”

HHannah: “Doesn’t hurt to look.”

HrnyWHub: “It will get in your head some
though. Have you pmed with any black men on here.” Hannah didn’t
answer. Who was his guy and why was it any of his business. “The
long pause is as good as an answer, lol”.

Hannah still didn’t answer. “Did you have a
dirty conversation with your online friend? Cyber sex?”

HHannah: “No. I’m at work.” She was becoming
annoyed at the questions.

HrnyWHub: “Well it would be ok if you
did.”

HHannah: “What?”

HrnyWHub: “It would be ok if you did. You
might pick up some ideas for role playing.”

Hannah again didn’t type for long seconds.
“Hannah, it’s me, Spence, your husband.”

A wave of emotions went over her, first
shock, then a smile, then anger, all at the same time. She typed
now.

HHannah: “Busted. Are you snooping on me?
How did you know I was here?”

HrnyWHub: “I’ve been signed on to this site
for a long time, it lists the new members, and when I saw someone
with my wife’s name I clicked on the profile, saw you were in
Atlanta, and your sign on date is a day or two after your new job.
Wasn’t hard to figure out.”

HHannah: “Well you know all my secrets now.
I was going to tell you but I’ve only been on with this name
twice.”

HrnyWHub: “Not a problem, enjoy. Talk to
some of the black guys on here. If they get you horny I’ll get the
benefit. I figured something like this might be stimulating your
increased horniness. And as I suggested, you might get some role
playing ideas.”

HHannah: “You’re crazy. You want me to talk
about sex with strange black men?”

HrnyWHub: “Like I said, you’re here. You may
as well enjoy it. Just give me the details when you get home, give
me something to look forward too.”

HHannah: “I’ll think about it.”

HrnyWHub: “That’s the point! Think about it.
Have to go, have to get back to work.”

HHannah: “OK. Just don’t read anything into
this.”

HrnyWHub: “OK, wink”, but if you put a photo
up you’ll get more response.”

HHannah: “I don’t think so. And Spence…”

HrnyWHub: “Yes?”

HHannah: “Pick up some milk on the way
home.”

 


***

 


The screen read HrnyWHub has logged off.
Almost instantaneously another pm popped up, It was Kevin. “Hi Hot
Hannah, just checking this out to see if it is really you and it
works.” Hannah could feel her pulse quicken, breathing sharper.
This man was just too hot.

HHannah: “It works.” She typed and her hands
gave a small tremor.

SxyBlk: “Good. I just got back in the hotel
and had to check emails but I was hoping you might be on. Sorry we
didn’t get a chance to talk more at your office, maybe we can do
that here.”

HHannah: “I’m on this time, but I don’t plan
to be on much. It was more curiosity.”

SxyBlk: “You be as curious as you like,
girl. You ever decided you might want to satisfy that curiosity for
real I have a recommendation for a candidate.”

HHannah: “I bet you do.”

SxyBlk: “I hope to talk to you again soon,
have to skip to do some real work here.”

HHannah: “Bye.” Hannah stared at the empty
screen for a second. She was sorry the conversation had ended so
quickly.

As she saw the notice he had logged off she
logged off too— and with it the realization that she had logged on
to see if he would come online. The fact that Spence was
encouraging her even more made it more difficult to suppress the
feelings of dangerous ground she was on now. She dismissed the
thought and surfed a recipe site for their supper that night.

Andre smiled to himself as he made no sign
he had overheard the exchange in which Hannah had given Kevin her
online name on the interracial site. He’d witnessed the exchange
with her husband through his mirror site, and figured it was time
he met Spence. So they were role playing her going black? He smiled
to himself.

Andre would email Kevin and offer to assist
him to try stoking the fires on Hannah, keep her mind on the
possibility of getting black cock. But that would be later on.

Over the next couple of weeks things at
Hannah's office fell into a routine, answer the phone, file, handle
travel reservations, email a weekly newsletter— and for a few
minutes every day surf her favorite porn site. A couple of times a
week Kevin would pm, and LeBron called at least twice a week,
flirty and suggestive, which she would throw back.

She asked LeBron in one call, “Why do you
come on to me at my age when you can get any young girl you want
working at one of your clubs?”

“Several reasons, Hot Hannah,” LeBron said,
“first I don’t mix business with pleasure, this day and time an
employer can get in trouble for sexual harassment even with
independent contractors— so I don’t mix business with pleasure. And
the most important reason I come on to you is I think you’re hot
and I would enjoy so much making you see colors when you cum

“Keep on dreaming,” Hannah laughed.


THE GAME--AND THE GAME

 


Andre went to the door and leaned in toward
her desk. “Hannah, I know this is short notice, but I had an agent
send me four tickets to the Falcons tomorrow night, and had a
couple cancel. You think you and your husband would like to go?
It’s in a private box.”

Hannah knew how much Spence loved football,
and would be excited. She also knew he’d dreamed of watching a game
from a private box. “I’m sure we would love it, thanks,” she
said.

“I have some later errands so I’ll just meet
you at the press entrance if that’s ok, around 7 p.m.?”

 


***

 


Spence was ecstatic, and with his
encouragement Hannah wore a sundress that she felt was too low cut
for the office, but was certainly showing a lot of soft creamy
flesh. Spence loved the dress.

"Your boss is kind enough to give us free
tickets to a private box," Spence had said, "You at least ought to
give him something nice to look at as a reward."

"Such as my boobs?"

"Absolutely," Spence said, "Boobs that nice
need to be shown off."

 


***

 


Hannah mentioned their names at the stadium
gate; the guard scanned down the list and motioned them inside.
Andre was on the opposite wall waiting for them, walking up with an
extended hand and greeting Spence like a long lost friend before
turning to Hannah and saying, “Damn Hannah, why haven’t I seen that
dress at work. You look great.” He looked over at Spence. “You know
how hot your wife looks?” Spence nodded yes, and Andre continued,
“You’re one lucky man. Let’s go watch some football.”

Spence and Andre were joking each other and
talking football as they rode up the elevator and took their seats
in the private box. There was an empty seat in the box.

“No one else coming?” Hannah asked.

“No, they canceled,” Andre said, “Just us
three tonight.” As he said that a very dark black man walked by,
saw Andre, and paused to speak. Andre greeted him warmly and
introduced him to Spence and Hannah, and he held his gaze on Hannah
just a little too long. She felt uncomfortable as he stared at her.
Maybe this dress was not such a good idea. He didn’t give them his
name, and Andre didn’t offer it.

“She works for you?” She heard the man
ask.

Andre answered and the man added, “Well just
another reason for me to stop by more regular.” He turned to
Spence, “No offense intended bro, just one of the biggest joys in
life is being able to look at good looking women.”

“No offense taken, I agree with you,” Spence
laughed, pride in his voice at the praise of his wife. Hannah said
nothing, hoping she wasn’t blushing.

As the man walked away Spence exhaled, and
whispered to Hannah. “Do you have any idea who that was?”

“No.”

“That was Darius Lewis. He was a finalist
for the Heisman, and played two Superbowls. I mean, wow, I never
thought I’d get to meet him. He was one of my favorite
players.”

“You seemed impressed, I’m glad you got to
meet him.” Hannah said. Andre had not caught the first part of the
conversation but he figured out the gist of it.

“Darius is one of the greats,” Andre agreed.
“We did some work for him a few years ago.” The last part was
drowned out by the roar of the crowd with the kickoff, and the
conversation became nothing but football and chit chat, thanks to a
high scoring close game. Spence and Andre were drinking beer and
Hannah was sipping slowly on vodka martinis, and everyone had nice
buzzes going by the game’s end.

“We win!” Andre said, “Let’s continue the
celebration at one of my favorite sports bars.” They agreed. Andre
opened his cell and spoke into the phone.

On the way out Andre put a key card in the
slot on the elevator and dropped to an underground lot, where a
line of limos were waiting. Andre called on the phone again and a
limo down the line blinked his lights. “That’s us,” Andre said,
leading the way. “The cost of a car and driver for the night is a
lot cheaper than a DUI. They’ll drop you off at your car or take
you home if we’re too drunk later.” There was a bar in the limo,
with more beer and, Hannah noted, more vodka and vermouth.

 


***

 


They pulled into a side street just off
Peachtree in Buckhead, and the limo slowed. Andre opened the door
for Spence and Hannah, and the three wobbled into the bar. The
hostess led them to quieter section and removed the “reserved” sign
from the table. They ordered finger food and each added bottled
waters to keep from going totally over the edge. The music was loud
and there wasn’t much conversation until the band finished their
first set.

Spence wanted to know more about Darius
Lewis, one of his true football heroes. “I can’t believe I got to
meet Darius Lewis,” Spence said a couple of times. He and Andre
were old friends now, with the aid of the liquor. “You said Darius
was a client of yours once, what did you do for him?”

“He was in the middle of a bad PR problem at
the time,” Andre said, “and we got him out of it.”

“What was it?” Spence ask, not realizing
that he was prying.

“Well normally I wouldn’t say,” Andre said,
“client confidentially and all that, but since Hannah is an
employee I guess you can be in the loop.” Spence was totally
involved now, staring into Andre’s black face as he continued the
story, and Hannah leaned in closer so that she could hear as well.
“You have to understand this is a few years ago when he was at the
peak of his fame, he had millions at stake in commercials and
endorsements in addition to his salary. But he got in a situation
that would have generated a ton of negative publicity.” Andre
paused, noticing their intent interest, “He became involved with
this guy’s wife, and it was turning sticky.”

“What do you mean,” Hannah said, “There are
a lot of sports figures caught cheating.”

“And you see it on the news don’t you?”
Andre said. “Our job is to keep things like that from getting to
the news. And in this case it would have made headlines. There was
more to it than just cheating.”

“Why?” Spence asked.

“A number of things. The woman he was seeing
was white, and it was with her husband’s permission and
encouragement. He was in awe of sports heroes and in a way he was
complimented that someone this famous would want to fuck his wife.
So he went along with it until Darius starting taking things too
far.”

“Too far?”

“Let’s just say that the husband was ok with
it for a while, and he got tired of it, and was ready to go to the
press. His wife liked the arrangement a little too much. The press
would have eaten it up,” Andre said.

“What’d you do?” Hannah asked.

“We worked out a compromise for everyone
involved, and everyone was happy. Sat everyone down in a room and
threw some money here and there, and everyone left satisfied and no
scandal.”

“Wow,” Spence said, leaning back. He started
to take a second drink and exclaimed, “I’ve had way too much to
drink, I’m not sure I can stand up right now.”

The band had returned to the stage. “How are
you going to dance with this good looking woman when the music
starts?” Andre asked.

“I’m too drunk, you dance with her,” Spence
said.

“Sure you don’t mind?” Andre asked.

“No, go ahead if she wants to. Be my
guest.”

The band started some early soul music.
Andre extended his hand to Hannah, “Shall we? Seems a shame to come
here and not dance a few songs.” Others were crowding onto the
dance floor as well, and they began dancing to the strong beat,
albeit wobbly.

They didn’t touch but just danced close.
When the song switched to a slow dance, Hannah wrapped her arms
around Andre’s neck. Andre put his hand on her bare back, and
Hannah felt a tingle as she felt his touch. He pressed harder and
pushed her breasts against him. She felt her nipples hardening
under the thin cloth. They were in sight of Spence, who watched
before he laid his head back against the back of the booth with his
eyes closed.

“I think Spence is over the edge,” Andre
said.

“For sure, he doesn’t do this often.” Hannah
said, “I probably need to get him home.”

“After a dance or two,” Andre protested, and
Hannah agreed, melting into him harder, feeling his cock harden, at
least she though it must have been his cock, but if it was his cock
it was damn big, she thought to herself. In her uninhibited
drunkenness she fought the temptation to reach down and touch his
cock through his pants. She turned her head and caught an older
white couple looking at her, disapproving looks on their face. She
realized they thought she was there with Andre, and in response she
waited until they were looking again and ground against Andre even
harder. She felt the rush of being scandalous to the couple.

When she raised her head Andre leaned in and
kissed her quickly, and to shock the other couple it was just what
she felt should have happened. She looked at Spence to see if he
had seen and realized they had danced to the opposite side of the
dance floor and he couldn’t see her.

The couple pissed her off, and realizing
that Spence couldn’t see her, she whispered to Andre. “It seems we
have a disapproving audience to your left.” Andre casually glanced
over to the couple.

“Actually they’re not the only ones,” Andre
said, “I’ve noticed a couple of other disapproving looks. Guess
they don’t like beautiful women dancing with black men.”

“Don’t read anything into this,” Hannah
said, but if they was to disapprove I think we should give them
something to really disapprove,” and she reached up and kissed
Andre hard on the mouth, her tongue touching his. It was a long
kiss, and this time she didn’t resist lowering her hand to his hard
cock, realizing as she did that he wasn’t wearing underwear and he
was indeed at least eight inches long and thick. She felt her
lightheaded when she grabbed it.

As she did she felt his hand at the side of
her sundress, his fingers sliding in from the side to caress her
breast and graze the back of his fingers over her nipple. She
didn’t know how long they kissed, she didn’t want to break the
kiss, but she knew she had to and did. She was gasping for
breath.

“That was very nice Hannah,” Andre
smiled.

“Yes it was,” she responded, “but keep it in
context, it was only to shock those disapproving assholes.”

“Well maybe I should thank them,” Andre
laughed. He took her hand and they went back toward their table,
totally unaware that their groping and kiss had been witnessed by
Spence, who was returning from the restroom on the darker side of
the room. He quickly got back to the booth before they got there,
trying to process what he had just seen, and trying to conceal that
his cock was rock hard.

“Ready to go buddy,” Andre asked, leaning
over to look at his face. Spence nodded, and got to his unsteady
feet, Andre guiding him through the crowd and Hannah following.
Hannah sat beside him and he leaned over on her, with Andre on the
opposite seat.

“Just take us home,” Andre told the driver,
I’m just a few blocks away, and you can drive these two to Roswell
after you let me out.” The driver did, and in front of Andre’s
apartment he shook Spence’s hand. Spence was on his second bottle
of water and reviving some, as Andre bussed Hannah on the cheek.
“Enjoyed the evening, let’s do it again.”

“Let’s” Hannah smiled.

 


***

 


As they turned up Peachtree road neither
spoke for a few minutes, and Spence pulled Hannah to him,
passionately kissing her.

“Damn,” Hannah smiled, “we need to go to
more football games if this is the result.”

“Ever sucked a cock or been fucked in a limo
before,” Spence asked.

“No, but I think I’m about to,” Hannah said,
unbuckling his pants and pulling out his cock in her hand, pausing
before lowering her head to his lap and sucking his hard cock.

“That’s enough, I want inside you,” Spence
said, and as she rose up he continued laying her back in the seat,
her sundress pulled up and sliding her thong aside sliding into her
swollen pussy. Spence didn’t miss the fact how soaked she was, and
suspected her arousal was not just the fact they were in a limo. He
began to carefully and slowly stroke her, listening to the familiar
moans of her pleasure.

Spence reached forward and moved the straps
of her sundress to the center, exposing her breasts on each side as
he leaned over and kissed her left breast, and then her right one,
reminded as he did that a black man’s fingers had played with this
breast minutes earlier.

Spence slowed down and Hannah turned to look
into his eyes. “You’re so damn hot,” Spence said, “especially when
you’re acting slutty.”

“When was I acting slutty,” Hannah asked,
not understanding.

“When you were dancing with Andre,” Spence
said, “I saw you kissing him, I saw him fondling your boob, and
what’s more I saw your reaction.”

Hannah felt a moment of panic at the
discovery, but knew from his tone of voice that he wasn’t mad or
upset. If anything he was drunk enough and turned on enough to not
let it both him. She played to it.

“What was my reaction?”

“You liked it, you liked kissing a black man
in public, letting him feel you up in public.”

“I did.” She admitted, “And you did too,
didn’t you.”

“It was hot.”

“Yes it was.” Spence was stroking solidly
the entire time, caressing her exposed nipples as he did. The hot
talk was making it that much more intense. “Did you want to stay
longer, to do more?”

“Don’t ask me that now,” she asked, “just
fuck me.”

Spence did, knowing that her non-answer was
an answer in itself.


AWAKENED DESIRES

 


The next morning Spence’s subconscious was
working as soon as he lay back down after taking his morning
pee.

Spence dozed off again and this time before
he opened his eyes, he lay there reliving the day before. Hannah’s
reaction to black men in their role playing was an accidental
discovery only a weeks before her new job. Now with black men
around her all day, with his discovering her surfing an interracial
site, and her taking liberties with her black boss, it was entirely
possible that his prim and proper wife would have be tempted to
sample black cock for real.

Spence knew deep inside he should be doing
everything he could to prevent that from happening— but at the same
time the reality hit him that he wanted it to happen. He wanted to
see it. The quality and intensity of their fucking last night after
her getting turned on with Andre was just icing on the cake— a
chocolate cake.

The smell of coffee caused him to open his
eyes, and there was his wife’s face, a soft smile, her hair down in
her face as she smiled at him, setting the steaming cup on the
nightstand.

“Hi,” he said.

“Hi yourself,” Hannah said, “you ok?”

Spence sipped his coffee, “I’ll live.”

“I have aspirin if you need any.”

“No I’m fine really.” He watched his wife
sit down on the edge of the bed, wearing blue silk shorts and a
matching silk tank top that enticingly profiled her erect nipples
as they brushed the cloth, her breasts swaying with the smallest
movement. Spence loved watching her boobs unhindered by a bra under
a silk top.

Spence scooted over in the bed and she moved
under the covers with him, lying on his arm. She knew he would have
to talk about the night before, and for once she wasn’t sure where
this conversation was going to go.

“About last night,” she started.

“I’m not mad, if that’s what you’re asking,”
Spence said, “I was just laying her thinking about it
actually.”

“And what were you thinking?”

“That it was hot watching you with Andre’s
black hands all over you. What did you think about last night?”

“I think I got out of control,” she
said.

“You say that like it is a bad thing,”
Spence said, “I think you liked being out of control more than you
admit.”

“Maybe. And I was thinking about what Andre
said about representing Darius Lewis.”

“What?”

“I was wondering what kind of man would be
so enraptured with a sports figure that he would encourage his wife
to have an affair with him,” she said.

“We don’t know how that went down.”

“True.” Hannah was silent, and then added,
“You were certainly enraptured with him.”

“He is famous, a sports hero, one of my
sports heroes.”

“And if he’d wanted me to go out with him
would you have pushed me on him,” Hannah asked. She felt Spence’s
hand cup her breast on the outside of her tank top. He began
brushing his fingers over her already solid nipple, it was causing
a tingle.

Spence knew from the tone of her voice how
to word his answer. “Of course not.” He gave it a 10 count, “I know
about him, but I don’t know him.”

“What does that mean?”

“When another man is attracted to your wife
it is a compliment to your judgment, it is a source of pride to
have a beautiful wife. Now if he wants to go behind your back and
make a run at your wife, then it is an insult. But if he admires
what you have, that’s nice. If it is someone famous, like a sports
hero, that’s nice too. For some men I guess his wife fucking one of
his sports heroes and coming back home to him is a compliment of
sorts. I don’t think it is anything I’d encourage.”

“Good. I wondered.”

“Truthfully, the idea of you fucking a black
man is very erotic. Just talking about it gets you so hot and horny
and the sex after we have talked about it or role played it is
incredible. I’d have to think that trying it for real might be even
more intense.”

“I think you could probably handle it,”
Hannah said, “and even enjoy it. But I’m not sure I wouldn’t feel
very guilty.”

“If I have full knowledge and consent what
is there to feel guilty about?”

“Nothing I guess,” Hannah said. After long
moments she asked, “Are you saying you want me to?”

“No, that would always be your choice and
your call. What I’m saying is with the right guy at the right time
I’m not sure I would have any objection.”

“Well don’t spend too long hoping, because
it isn’t going to happen,” Hannah responded.

“Yeah, I gathered that last night,” Spence
said, then laughed and squeezed his wife. “I’ll just leave it that
if the opportunity presents itself and you want to and I don’t
object, then it will probably happen. If those circumstances don’t
fall into place, it wasn’t meant to happen. Either way we’re both
still here.”

“Yes, we’re both still here,” Hannah said,
reaching behind her to touch his cock, as Spence moved his hand
underneath her top. Spence laughed quietly.

“What?” Hannah asked.

“I was just thinking that you’ve had two
different men’s cocks in your hands through their clothing, and
each of those men had their hands on your boobs within the last 12
hours.” Spence was rock hard.

“Get your clothes off,” Hannah said, which
they stripped from each other in seconds. Moving over him Hannah
guided his hard cock to her pussy, and slowly lowered herself onto
his hard cock.

“This talk sure gets you hard,” she smiled
down at him as his hands sought her breasts.

“And the thought of you getting felt up in
public by a black man makes you gush,” Spence smiled, feeling the
rush of warm fluid as his cock was inside her. “Black on white is
just more exotic.”

“Yes it is, and it does,” Hannah admitted,
closing her eyes as she fucked her husband, and for the first time
imagining the hands on her breasts that she felt now being black
hands instead of white.


VEGAS!

 


Hannah could fee the tension that something
was cooking the morning she walked into the office and the
bookkeeper Leesa was there. Andre was already on the phone. Hannah
had spent little time with Lessa since they were on alternate work
schedules.

“Don’t worry about it honey, something big
is break, and it looks like you’re going to be traveling for a few
days.” I’m in here to take care of the day to day. Hannah stopped
in mid stride— she knew they had talked about travel but for some
reason she felt that it would be further off.

“What’s happening?” Hannah asked.

“I’m not sure, but there have been a lot of
calls with some tense sound people on the other end. You’re going
to Vegas.”

“Oh,” Hannah said, and heard Andre hang up
the phone and he appeared at the door.

“Well Hannah, he’s where you earn your
salary. We have a one p.m. flight out of Jackson-Hartsfield. They
will have your ticket in your name waiting at the counter. Figure
on at least four days. Get on home now and pack.” He turned and
went back into his office, turning and looking back. “Why you
standing there girl, scoot!”

Hannah made a wide eyed look at Lessa and
turned toward the door, and then turned back to the open door. “I
need to speak to you for just a moment.”

“No time, we’ll talk on the plane, go!”

 


***

 


On the way home she dialed Spence and told
him of the circumstances.

“I don’t really want to go,” she said.

“Hell baby, it’s Vegas, even if you’re
working. You knew this was going to happen sooner or later.”

“Yeah, I just hate to leave you.”

“Go do your job, have a good time if you get
a chance, and don’t worry about me.”

Hannah quickly through a variety of clothes
in her largest suitcase, crammed a second one full, and at 1:30 was
in the air on a Delta flight to Las Vegas. They barely made the
plane, then it was the safety instructions, the climb out, the
bustle of serving a drink, and Andre turned to Hannah and asked,
“What was so urgent back in the office?”

Hannah hesitated, wondered if she should
bring this up now. At the office she had run over how she was going
to bring the subject up on her drive in. Now she wasn’t so certain.
She took a deep breath. It needed to be said.

“I think I need to address Monday night. I
was inappropriate and drunk.” Hannah said. “And…” Andre
interrupted.

“Hannah, I was drunk too. It was just two
drunk people. Don’t think anything about it. I just hope I didn’t
get you in trouble?” Hannah gave him a quizzing look. “I know
Spence saw us kissing. He say anything to you?”

“Like you said, Spence saw two drunk people
acting drunk. He’s OK”.

“Good, I don’t want your working for me to
be any drama with you or your husband.”

“It’s not,” Hannah said, thinking of her and
Spence's conversation about black men.

“You’ve never been out with a black man
before, have you?”

“How’s you guess?”

“Oh, the unease at first, and then you got
comfortable with, and with a few drinks you started enjoying it,”
Andre said.

“I did enjoy it, it was a pleasant
evening.”

“That’s not exactly what I meant,” Andre
told her, “I got the feeling that when you started enjoying it was
when you wanted to shock those older people who were giving us
disapproving looks.”

“Oh,” Hannah said, adding, “OK, maybe.”

“Spence didn’t seem to be bothered by our
kissing.”

“No, he knew it was just fun,” Hannah said.
Andre laughed. “Why are you laughing?” Hannah asked.

“Not bothered? From the look on his face I
think he enjoyed it. He likes you getting bold and daring doesn’t
he?” Andre said.

“How do you know that?”

“It’s a very common for a husband who has
been married to the same woman since they were very young like to
see their wives get out there a little. Just seems to go with the
territory,” Andre said.

“And is that simply opinion or experience?”
Hannah taunted.

“A little of both,” Andre smiled, “Part of
my business is to be able to read people.”

“Sure.”

“Absolutely. I’ll go one further, since you
never been out with a black man before Monday night, you have
wondered what it would be like, haven’t you?” Andre said.

“All women have wondered and have some
curiosity about things they haven’t done,” Hannah said.

“Is that opinion or experience?” Andre shot
back. “And you’re dodging the question.”

“Touché. But I have conversations with
friends, and we talk about things like that at times.”

“Black men?” Andre asked.

“We have.”

“And what was the topic of conversation
about black men? I’m intrigued now.” Andre said.

“Oh I know what you’re thinking, and it’s
not that.”

“What is it you know I’m thinking?”

“They typical things a black man would think
a group of white women might talk about, how it might be different,
penis size, breaking the taboos,” Hannah said.

“And that’s not it?” Andre faked shock,
“Then what were the topics if not that.”

“Actually the most recent time the subject
of black men we were talking about what so many black men seem
fascinated with dating white women,” Hannah said.

“You think we are?” Andre laughed.

“To some extent, yes,” Hannah said, “What
about you, you have more interest in white women than black
women?”

“You have me there,” Andre said, “Yes I do.”
Hannah wasn’t expecting that answer, and squirmed in the seat. It
was one thing to talk about black men and white women in general,
to surf a website, and even role play with Spence. But here she was
hearing a black man look her straight in the eye and tell her he
preferred white women.

“Why?”

“The taboo, the challenge, because at first
there is a lot of hesitation and resistance, but once you get
beyond that white women get much more into it sexually,” Andre told
her, then taunted, “But you wouldn’t know about that.”

“That’s right, I wouldn’t,” Hannah
responded, but Andre didn’t miss the glimpse of curiosity tempered
with intrigue cross her face.

“But you do have a curiosity about it, don’t
you?” He saw her pause. Andre knew it was time to shut up, and he
reached into his leather backpack and pulled out an inflatable
pillow. “We’d better rest, it looks to be a long night.” He took an
extra pillow and handed it to her.

As he lay back in the seat he heard from
behind him, “Yes, I do have a curiosity.” Andre forced himself not
to smile outward, but inward he was beaming.


LANDED

 


When they got off the plane Andre was all
business. He handed her a packet. “This is the confirmation
numbers. Get us checked in, take our bags to the hotel, put my bags
in my room, your bags in yours, and as quick as you can get to the
address on the card, and bring the laptop,” he said, pointing to a
business card stapled to the top reading “Sports Enterprises.” He
took the first cab, and Hannah took the second.

When Hannah checked into the Rio she was
impressed with the energy evident when she went into the hotel. She
heard a music show toward the right and could see floats circling
attached on a roof track.

Hannah went to her left and waited in line,
presented the documents, and the clerk handed her two keys, which
she handed to the bellman.

Their rooms were on the 11th floor, and the
bellman at Hannah’s direction placed Andre’s bags in his room, and
rolled next door to Hannah’s. He unloaded her bags placing them in
front of the adjoining door that connected the two rooms. She
changed from the jeans and top she had traveled in to a blue dress
that would be appropriate for a legal office.

A half hour later she walked into the
offices of Sports Enterprises, and a harried looking secretary
pointed her into the conference room. There were two women and five
men at the table, an empty pot of coffee in the center. Andre was
at the head of the table, and looked exasperated. He leaned back,
“OK, let’s take a 10 minute break and get some fresh coffee and
come back and get our plan of action rolling.” The others left and
Andre turned to her.

“Let me bring you up to speed.” You know of
Deshod Jones.

“Yes, he’s a famous boxer, married to
supermodel Olga Hawkins.”

“After he retired he was touring different
cities with a group of Golden Gloves boxers, mentoring them. On a
stopover here in Vegas he left the kids in the hands of a security
guard so that he could go to a strip club with a couple of
businessmen who market his sports shoes. He left with a stripper—
which is on their security cameras, and she has talked to a network
sports reporter claiming he forced her to do anal.”

“Wow,” was all Hannah could say. “What do we
do?”

“Yea man, what do we do?” Deshod Jones said
walking into the room, followed by some nervous older white men in
suits. He nodded to Hannah.

Andre smiled a comforting smile. “First off,
don’t panic Deshod. This is why you’re paying me such an outrageous
sum.” He looked at Hannah and gave her directions to get his
private investigator to go to the strip club and interview the
girl's friends. “If she left with Deshod I guarantee some of the
other girls are talking trash— tell him to start with the black
dancers. The stripper’s white.”

Hannah nodded and kept writing. “Call the
stripper’s attorney, here’s his card, and make an appointment for
tomorrow morning. The good thing is at this point she has not
brought the police into it.” Hannah nodded, He handed her a flash
drive. “And get that reporter on the phone and make an appointment
in a hour with Deshod and me at Wolfgang Pucks. The private
room.”

He looked at one of the men sitting down.
“Find her a quiet office and be sure it has a wireless connection.”
He nodded, and Hannah followed. Within an hour she had everything
done, and Deshod and Andre had left for their appointment with the
sports reporter. Hannah got some coffee and stretched out on the
couch in the small office, hoping to adjust to the time change.

Hannah awoke and looked at the clock. It had
been a hour and a half. She went to the ladies room and back to the
conference room, where one of the men was still sitting there. “Any
word?” She asked. The man shook his head no, only adding “The
investigator called and said he would call Andre’s cell.”

Hannah got another cup of coffee. Everyone
in the office was busy, so she went back to her private office,
opened up the laptop, and clicked on the web. She went to the
favorites list, and as expected there was the interracial sex site
that was on the desktop at the office. She opened it, and logged
in. She’d received a dozen emails from men wanting to chat with her
sometime, asking details about her, and she felt complimented by
the attention, and surfed a few galleries of interracial photos.
“Spence is right, it is more exotic,” she thought.

Hannah got two pms from men she didn’t know
so she didn’t answer. And then Kevin's pm appeared. Hannah smiled,
at least she could pass some time with someone she had at least met
face to face.

In their online conversation she told him
about their being on location in Vegas, without giving any details
of the case, and Kevin began to ask personal questions, and this
time she answered. Hannah explained to him how she and Spence were
childhood sweethearts, from Tennessee, had been married for 20
years, and in turn she found out Kevin was divorced and was raised
on a rural Alabama farm. She was waiting for when he would try to
get sexual, and it wasn’t long.

SXYBLK: So in your 20 years ever been with a
black man?

HHannah: No.

SXYBLK: Ever thought about it?

Hannah paused, considering lying, but she
didn’t.

HHannah: I think every woman has thought
about it.

SXYBLK: Ever cheated?

HHannah: No.

SXYBLK: Swung?

HHannah: No.

SXYBLK: Been tempted?

HHannah: Of course

SXYBLK: By a black man.

HHannah: Yes.

SXYBLK: mmmmmmm. Me?

HHannah: No, don’t flatter yourself.

SXYBLK: Damn. I can hope can’t I. lol This
is a hot site though isn’t it?

HHannah: It is.

At that moment Hannah had another pm pop up
on her buddy list, It was Spence.

HrnyWHub: Hey. How’s it going.

HHannah: Hey baby, I’m killing time waiting
on Andre to come back from a meeting with a client. It’s been
really tense here. I came online trying to get my mind off the
tension.”

HrnyWHub: Talking to black guys might just
do that, lol

SXYBLK: So your hubby knows of your black
curiosity.

HHannah: Actually he does. We’ve role played
it, but then again we’ve role played nearly everything.

SXYBLK: But of all your role playing what
makes you wettest?

HHannah: None of your business.

SXYBLK: I knew it.

HrnyWHub: Having any luck talking to black
men on here.

HHannah: I’ve had a couple pm in and I
ignored them. And I am talking to one good looking black man online
right now.

HrnyWHub: No shit?

HHannah: Truthfully.

SXYBLK: What does your husband think of your
reaction to talking about going black.

HHannah: He thinks it’s hot.

SXYBLK: It is. I guarantee it. You should
try it.

HHannah: I would think you’d say that.

SXYBLK: Has hubby ever talked about you
doing it for real?

HHannah: That’s none of your business
either.

HrnyWHub: What’s his sign on name, I want to
check his profile. Check him out.

HHannah: SXYBLK

SXYBLK: So I have to ask Hot Hannah, if
you’re curious, if your hubby and you think it is hot, what’s
keeping you from trying it out? Hanna paused. Her computer
chimed.

HrnyWHub: You really chatting with SXYBLK? I
just looked at his profile. He’s real.

HHannah: I told you I was. Actually I was
introduced to him at Andre’s office. He suggested I get my own
sign-on name on the site.

HrnyWHub: Sounds like he has you a little
intrigued. And what is he saying?

HHannah: He wants to fuck me.

HrnyWHub: Like most of the men who have ever
laid eyes on you. And what did you tell him?

Hannah was getting into it now.

HHannah: I told him I’d think about it.” She
went to Kevin’s pm.

SXYBLK: Trying to think of a good
answer?

HHannah: No, I have someone else pming me
too.

SXYBLK: So I have competition?

HHannah: You do, lol.

HrnyWHub: WHAAT?

HHannah: Gotcha. lol.

SXYBLK: You didn’t answer the question. What
is standing in your way of tasting a little chocolate?

HHannah: You want the list? First I’ve never
been with anyone else since I’ve been married. Second, I’m
married.

SXYBLK: It’s not cheating if hubby is
encouraging. And it sounds like he is encouraging.

HHannah: He is encouraging. And it is not if
he thinks it is cheating but whether I think it is cheating.

SXYBLK: Do you? Think it is cheating if he’s
involved?

HHannah: No. That doesn’t mean I’d do
it.

SXYBLK: Is there some circumstance in which
you would try it?

HHannah: I never say never about anything,
so in a perfect set of circumstances, in the right place, with the
right man, with hubby’s knowledge and permission, it might
happen.

HrnyWHub: So how much of what you said is
messing with me and how much is the truth?

HHannah: Well you’re the one who’s been
talking about me doing someone else, and you know how hot it gets
when we role play black men.

HrnyWHub: And?

HHannah: I am talking to SXYBLK. I gave him
my sign-on name here, he’s one of Andre’s business associates that
came in a few days ago. And like I said, I’ve just learned from our
conversation here, he wants to fuck me, lol. He asked if I had your
permission.

Hannah waited for a response and noted the
long pause.

 


SXYBLK: Well here’s to perfect
circumstances.

 


HrnyWHub: You know you do, don’t you?

HHannah: What?

HrnyWHub: Have my permission. Just don’t
keep anything from me.

HHannah: You’re crazy. But keep in mind
you’re talking to me on an interracial site, my job has me in
contact with some very handsome black men that are constantly
hitting on me. Be careful what you wish for.

HrnyWHub: I understand, and do it when and
if you feel right. I’d like to be there but it is not a
prerequisite.

HHannah: Hush.

At that moment a secretary stuck her head in
the door. “They’re back.” Hannah typed a “back to work” note to
each of her pmers, clicked out of the site and closed the laptop.
She looked at the clock. It was very early in the morning, and she
was feeling the effects of the trip.

What she didn't know was that HrnyWHub and
SXYBLK had started their own conversation about a good looking
white wife named Hannah.

 


***

 


Andre was in control of the conference room,
still looking fresh and enthused. It was obvious he was in his
element. Hannah realized it was exciting to be a part of. It was a
rush. “We think we may have this resolved,” Andre said. “We’ve done
all we can do tonight, and I’m dog ass tired myself. Everyone go
home, and let's meet back here, say 10 a.m.” The group broke up and
Hannah gathered up her things.

One of the lawyers drove them to the Rio,
and on the way Andre explained to Hannah that the investigator had
discovered that the stripper in question enjoyed dating black guys
and bragged about doing anal, and that she had told a couple of
girls about what she planned to do when someone famous came
in—thinking it was just a matter of time. The press had held off,
and Andre had presented the information to the sports reporter, so
everyone was standing down for the moment.

The reporter was going to check out the info
before he agreed to drop the story. Andre and the investigator were
going to take the reporter to the strip club the following night
for the interview with the girls.

“So this is what the job is?” Hannah
asked.

“For the most part, everyone close at hand
is too emotionally involved, so I usually just come in, calm
everyone down, and do what makes the most sense. And we bill them
of course.”

Hannah handed Andre his room card, and
walked on past his room to her own. “Good night.”

“Good night, and thanks for a good day’s
work Hannah. She smiled to herself at the compliment to her
abilities and not just her appearance, and that night as she began
drifting off to sleep she wondered, with no answer, why this case,
like the others Andre had told her about, were primarily with black
men having a problem with a white woman they were fucking.


DAY 2 

 


The time difference had Hannah up at 7,
showered by 8 with two cups of coffee and a muffin from the
servabar. She had not heard from Andre, and she checked her emails.
One was from Spence.

“I’m laying her awake after you signed off—
and thought about what I said and what you said— and I did mean it,
you do have my permission. I won’t go to far as to say I want you
to, but if you did you’d never hear any negatives from me.”

As Hannah read it she glanced out at the
strip through the full length glass wall. And she thought about
what Kevin has said too, “If there is nothing standing in your way
why not try it?”

 


***

 


Andre was tired and needed sleep, but he
wanted to check on Hannah’s surfing before he went to bed. He
logged into his office computer via a remote service, opening up
the mirror file and reading the exchange between Hannah, Kevin and
her husband.

He was still recalling the feeling of her
against him Monday night, and the feeling of her hands seeking his
cock. This was one white girl that would love getting black cock—
and he was going to love giving it to her. And now it was clear she
had Spence's permission and encouragement.

Andre felt no guilt about the eavesdropping.
It was his computer, she was talking on his time, and no one was
being forced— he was looking to be the right person at the right
time when her desires took flight. And from the conversations on
the net and from his past experience in turning white women, he
knew that moment was probably not long in coming. If she was dead
set against getting some black cock he knew it wouldn’t happen. But
in Hannah's case he now knew it would.

 


***

 


Hannah wore a businesslike white blouse and
gray suit, assuming that Andre didn’t necessarily want his “eye
candy” concept to spill over to that of clients. In the office
conference room everything was proceeding as hoped, and they had a
signed statement from the stripper that nothing out of the way had
happened. All that was left was for the reporter to meet with the
stripper that night to retract her story to him.

Deshod Jones had been very quiet during
everything, and pulled Andre aside and they were whispering
quietly, nodding, and Hannah noticed a couple of times Jones looked
in her direction as they talked. She felt uncomfortable at his
stare.

Andre was shaking his head back and forth,
and Deshod persisted for a moment before breaking the
conversation.

When Andre came to Hannah’s side of the
table he smiled. “I told him you weren’t available--but you would
be complimented he asked.”

“Thank you,” Hannah replied. “He is
certainly not my type.”

 


***

 


By lunchtime everything seemed to be
resolved, and with everyone happy the job was over, except for the
final meet that night with the reporter, Andre, Jones’ lawyer and
the stripper. Their work was done.

The goodbyes were said, and Andre and Hannah
excused themselves.

As they rode the elevator Andre had a smiled
at Hannah. He was in a upbeat mood.


VICTORY CELEBRATION

 


“Damn it is a rush pulling something like
this off. And here we are in Vegas with an afternoon to kill. Let’s
go have a very expensive lunch and some high priced wine on Deshod
Jones’ dime” Andre said.

“Let’s” Hannah said, picking up on the
enthusiastic mood. She asked, “So they’re paying for
everything?”

Andre laughed, “Part of the deal, and on top
of that we mark everything 10% more, so the more money we spend,
the more we make in the end. That’s why we’re not bailing on our
rooms a day early— we have a free day in Vegas.”

Hannah hesitated for a moment, and then said
to herself that this was part of the job, why not enjoy one of the
perks. She’d never seen Vegas before, and now she could.

The lunch at the Venetian was indeed pricey,
the service slow, the food magnificent, and the wine flowing in the
form of the best Pinot Hannah had ever drank. She and Andre talked
about everything from sports to gardening, and she was feeling very
close to him.

At 2:30 they were starting on their third
bottle of wine when Hannah said, “I have to stop or they will have
to roll me out of here.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll help you,” Andre said,
“but it probably wouldn’t hurt to go back to the hotel.” She
wobbled when she stood, and Andre came around, put a strong arm
around her back and half holding her up they walked to the cab
stand. Hannah noticed that even in Vegas some of the older couples
gave her the same disapproving stare as she walked with Andre. And
she was feeling the same reaction from the other night, first
anger, then wanting to flaunt the fact she was on the arm of an
elegant black man, which was so totally out of character for her—
and finally she was beginning to feel an erotic rush at the thought
of it.

Hannah was over the edge in the cab, and
leaned over against him. She was sobering up just a bit, but at the
same time she didn’t move, she liked the feeling of leaning against
him, her right hand on his hard chest. There was a traffic jam, and
by the time they were at the hotel she had straightened up, and
while her mind was still fuzzy, she felt like she was losing her
buzz. She knew if she laid down now she’d wake up sick. She needed
time, water, and something other than wine. When Andre suggested
they sit in the round lobby bar before going to their rooms, she
agreed.

“Feeling better?” Andre ask after she
finished her water. She ordered a vodka martini and drank it
quickly.

“Yeah, I'm getting a buzz back. I think I
can get upstairs and lay down without waking with a pounding
headache now.”

Andre got up and wrapped his arm around her
again. “Just in case,” he smiled at her, and she didn’t object.

In the elevator she leaned further into him,
and as they walked down the hall Hannah apologized for getting so
drunk at their lunch. “Hey it was a celebration. Besides,” as he
stopped at his door and opened it with his card, turning back to
Hannah, “I was thinking in the cab on the way over…”

“What?”

“How much fun it was the last time I had
been out with you getting drunk.”

“Yes it was,” Hannah admitted, looking up at
him.

In a single swift move Andre leaned down and
pulled her into his arms and kissed her hard. He pulled her body
tight against him and turning a half step the two of them were out
of the hall and Hannah heard the door shut behind her. She felt her
legs weakening under the excitement and lust of the moment. She
kissed him back, no resistance.

In a flash her mind had already processed
her decision. She had not reason not to. She felt is so very soft
lips on hers, and the firm realization swept over her that this was
exactly what she wanted. Spence had encouraged her. It was what
everyone wanted.

Andre whispered, “Don’t think, just enjoy.
Let your body take the lead and just concentrate on the
sensations”.

Andre wasn’t seducing her— he was taking her
where she wanted him to go. His hands were touching her, breasts,
ass, pulling her skirt above her waist and rubbing her pussy,
tapping his finger against her clit through the thin cloth of her
panties. She moaned in pleasure which encouraged his touches.
Hannah had no idea how long they kissed, hardly aware of anything
except the liquor taste of him and the scent of his cologne. She
wasn’t aware when they both slipped out of their jackets. He
unbuttoned her white blouse, reached behind her and unfastened her
bra and pushed it above her breasts, where he lowered his lips to
them and the sensation of him sucking on her sensitive nipples
tingled her to her pussy. She looked down at his black hand on her
white breast and marveled at the skin contrast. “Damn this is so
hot,” she said.

“I’m going to devour those hard nipples,” he
said. “You have beautiful tits. Made for black hands to touch.”

“You want my black hands on your tits don’t
you?”

“Yes,” Hannah hissed through her teeth.

“Have you had black lips such your nipples
before?”

“No.”

Andre pushed her blouse back off her
shoulders, not pulling it off but using it to keep her arms behind
her back, jutting her breasts out and tilting her nipples up in a
inviting position while he pulled her skirt down, unzipped it, and
slid it and her panties down her long legs to her ankles. She
stepped out of them as he led her to the bed, sitting down on the
bed and feasting on her nipples, biting each gently. Hannah was
almost to the point of orgasm from the nipple stimulation. Andre
continued pulling on the nipple of the breast he wasn’t sucking,
moving his hand to her pussy and gently parting her pussy lips and
sliding a long back finger into her.

“Look down Hannah, look at my black fingers
going inside your soft white body.” Hannah looked down and felt her
pussy soak even more. Andre could feel it too, knowing the effect
he was having on her. She parted her legs more as she watched. She
didn’t know when it had happened, but Andre had removed his shirt,
socks and shoes. “Gawd what a body,” she thought to herself,
looking down past his face locked onto her breast to his chest and
flat belly. His fingering was weakening her knees. She started to
orgasm and he rubbed her clit with his thumb as he fingered her,
two fingers inside her and touching her g-spot. She felt the
squirting coming and she gushed it out as she came, screaming a
“YESSSSSS” as she did.

Hannah sat down on the bed and Andre stood.
“My turn now,” she panted, unbuckling his pants and eagerly diving
into his silk boxers, soaking her pussy again as she wrapped her
hands around his cock, discovering it longer and thicker than she
had felt, now solid and erect. She shivered at the thought of that
big cock going inside her. She pulled it out, dark blue/black with
thick veins running down the shaft, capped by a large mushroom
head. She stretched her mouth around it and took it as far back in
her throat as she could, playing with his balls.

Andre looked down at her sucking his cock.
“Yeah baby, that’s it suck that big black cock. You’re sucking it
so good.” Hannah was in a zone of nothing but lust now, her body
reacting to the pleasure, wanting more and more, hearing his praise
and eagerly going at her fellatio with more enthusiasm.

Andre had seen this change before, but never
as pronounced as it was watching this white woman who less than a
month before had come into his office as a plainly dressed demure
housewife yielding to now her lustful enjoyment of black cock. He
could almost physically feel the change.

The first step it was the biggest step in
her transformation. He took her wrists and raised her up, his cock
making a popping sound as he pulled it from her mouth, her mouth
seeking it as he pulled her up and kissed her again, her bare
breasts against him, his hard cock pressing against her wet bare
pussy.

He lay her back on the bed and kissed up her
legs from the ankles, blowing as he went over her pussy, kissing
down her leg to the other ankle, repeating this several times,
carefully not touching her pussy before extending his tongue and
circling her clit with the tip of it.

“Oh my Gawd,” she gasp as he began eating
her pussy, tracing the alphabet with his tongue over her pussy. She
was bumping her ass off the bed, grinding her pelvis into his face,
coming a second time, and a third when he put his finger inside her
and fucked her with it while licking her clit. Her legs were spread
wide and she was ready.

“Fuck me,” she said. Andre didn’t answer but
kept licking her pussy. “Please fuck me.” She reached down and
grabbed his cock, trembling in anticipation.

Andre moved up between her open legs, his
cock inches from her pussy. He leaned forward and louder than a
whisper told her, “Tell me what you want Hannah, I want to hear you
say it.”

“I told you, fuck me,” she begged. Andre
brushed his cock against her wet swollen pussy lips and she jumped,
moaning, but he pulled it away, teasing. She raised her ass as if
to follow his body moving away.

“Fuck you with what? My big black cock,”
Andre said, louder, “You want my black cock in your white cunt?
Tell me Hannah.”

“Yes, I want your black cock in my
cunt.”

“It’s all here for you Hannah,” Andre moved
the tip of his cock and with his hand moved it, parting the
moisture of her pussy. She legs relaxed at the touch. He moved
higher and dick slapped her clit. She moaned even louder, raising
her pelvis again toward him, seeking the source of the
pleasure.

“You know once this black cock goes inside
you it will change you. Are you ready for that?”

“Yes, just fuck me,” Hannah gasp, lust
ruling her thoughts and words.

“Ready to be getting a lot more black cock?
You ready to give your pussy over to black cock? Ready to open your
slut side? Tell me.”

“Yes, FUCK ME! I want black cock, a lot of
black cock.” Andre moved forward, deeper putting a few inches of
his cock inside her, controlling his fucking for the effect,
watching the looks on her face as he entered her. He saw the
realization cross her visage.

Hannah in her desire and lust delirium felt
his cock slap her clit and a shiver ran though her being. It was
going to happen. He was going to fuck her. She was taking his black
cock. Here was this married white woman with a black cock going
inside her pussy— it wasn’t just her desire for Andre but more to
satisfy her longing to see what a black cock would be like. As the
realization coursed through her there was only one word that
flashed in her mind— red, and yellow, and flaming, the word was
HOT.

Andre was whispering now, softy repeating in
an almost hypnotizing voice, “You’ve given up your black cherry,”
Andre said as he rammed his cock all the way inside her hard,
feeling her body jerk underneath him, her knees pulled up and
thighs open.

“Yessss” Hannah said. Andre started stroking
slow at first, then hard, making a pop, pop, pop noise every time
his pelvis hit hers, his balls bouncing against her ass on the down
stroke, and telling her as he did,

“This is where it changes for you Hannah,
you’re giving yourself over to black cock. You’re going to learn
the pleasure of fucking on a level you never dreamed, and I’m going
to guide you. Do you want me to guide you?” He slammed some quick
pumps now. Then he stopped, his cock head just inside her wet
pussy, awaiting her answer. Hannah was running her hand over his
back, his ass, pulling him into her, noticing the different texture
of his velvety skin.

“Yes, guide me. Take me, take me there.”

“You giving your pussy to me?”

“I’m giving my pussy to you-- just don’t
stop fucking me,” she said, louder, coming again as she did.

Andre slowed for a minute for her to
recover, holding his cock inside her and kept right on whispering,
but alternating between long slow strokes that would take his cock
all the way out of her pussy and then ease all the way into her
with short rabbit strokes hard against her. He’d break the rhythm
by pulling out and watching her body reach for his cock before he
entered her again.

“You’re a great fuck, Hannah, you fuck so
good. It’s because you love to fuck, it’s obvious you love it
fuck.”

“I love to fuck,” she repeated. She was
feeling sensations like she had never felt before, a combination of
the excitement, the newness, the breaking of taboo, the satisfying
of curiosity, the fulfillment of the role playing, of just the
pleasure of fucking but it was incredible.

“And now you’re learning what it’s like to
fuck black cock. You love to fuck black cock don’t you?” Andre
asked.

Hannah was starting to build to another
come. “I love to fuck black cock, fuck me with that big black cock,
I love it, I love black cock,” and she starting coming, as she did
Andre told her.

“I’m coming too Hannah, you’re about to take
your very first load of black come. You want my black come?”

“I want your come, come in my cunt,” Hannah
was yelling. Andre finally let go himself, his body spasming and
spilling spurts of his thick come into Hannah’s pussy. He held
himself there, then rolled to his side without withdrawing, holding
there until he grew soft and slid out, Hannah dozing off on his
arm.

He dosed off himself, then awoke and watched
her sleep, the sheet below her breasts, her nipples pinker and
larger when not erect, delicately easing to each side, the blue
veins under the skin pale under the white creamy skin. She had a
half smile on her face, and Andre thought her absolutely beautiful
at that moment. She was a fabulous fuck, and was one of the few
women he had ever fucked who could keep up with him. The girl loves
dick, he thought, she doesn’t even know herself how much she loves
it. But she is about to learn.

Hannah had given up her pussy to him, she’d
gone black. She’d fucked someone other than her husband. And while
that was a big step for any woman, it was not where Andre was going
to let it stop. His goal and pleasure was not just fucking a white
woman, or introducing a white woman to black sex for the first
time, but it was conversion and transformation. It was not enough
that she had fucked a black man, but that she would be available to
a variety of black men, preferring black men.

Andre and his close circle of friends talked
about it sometimes planned it. If most black men approached white
women this way there would be more white pussy available for them
from hundreds of willing white women than they could ever find time
to fuck.

Andre smiled at the thought, everywhere he
went a white wife to fuck, a white wife wanting black cock. No
emotional entanglements, no need for dating or seduction--just
white pussy and sex.

But that would be down the road. For now
Hannah had felt a cock other than the familiar feel of her
husband’s. She’d taken her first black cock, been filled with her
first load of black cum. But that wasn’t enough. She needed
different black cocks, soon, before the shock or guilt hit her,
while the rush was still in her mind. Andre looked over again at
her sleeping, her breasts so inviting. He made a mental note that
she would go home with some hickeys on those big soft breasts. Just
to reminded her.

Andre reached to the nightstand for his cell
and sent a text message. He knew Kevin was in Los Angeles. “Get to
Vegas now. HotH got some black and needs more! Pacific Siesta Club
tonight.”

Andre took a photo of Hannah asleep, her
breasts exposed, and a second when Andre extended his arm and
cupped Hanna’s breast with long black fingers. She stirred but
didn’t open her eyes, but her nipple responded to the touch. He
pulled the sheet away, staring down at her nude body, the bare
pussy with some of his come still oozing from add moisture to the
spot beneath her. He shot a third picture with his phone.

Hannah’s legs were slightly parted, and he
got hard just looking at her. Coating the head of his cock with
some of his spit, he carefully moved over her, taking the tip of
his now erect cock and brushing her pussy lips with it. He smiled
as she instinctively opened her legs and he slowly lowered himself
into her pussy, the move causing her to open her eyes, started for
a moment at the black face peering into hers, disoriented for a
moment before the sensation that she had a hot cock inside her
flooded her body, and she responded, not as tentative white wife
satisfying a curiosity but as a woman enjoying black cock for the
second time, and the climax she felt as he deposited is second load
of come into her. He pounded her hard for five minutes and a quick
cumming

They lay there for a while. Andre lay his
head down on her breasts and as he did he saw the clock. They had
to get ready to go to meet with the sports writer and had little
time to grab something to eat. Hannah went to her room, but before
she did she opened the connecting door between their rooms. She got
in the shower and let the warm water refresh her. The tendons
inside her thighs were already feeling sore, her pubis was red and
her left breast had a small bruise beside her nipple. She felt the
door of the show slide open and Andre stepped inside. “I thought
you might need some help washing your back…”

Andre and Hannah used their hands to soap
and wash each other. Hannah enjoyed the white soap suds
highlighting the dark black of Andre’s flesh, so different from her
own, for anything she’d ever experienced. They kept kissing,
playing with each other, but for the moment their sexual desires
were satiated.

Andre went back into his room to dress and
Hannah looked through her hastily packed clothes trying to pick out
what to wear. This time it was different – she really would be on
the arm of a nice black man. And she wanted to be clear to anyone
that saw her that she would be fucking him again that night— as she
was sure she would. The idea of it was so wicked— and erotic. She
was looking forward to it with no hesitation but with
eagerness.

The two black fucks she’d already had had
been earth shattering in intensity. She was tempted to call Spence
and tell him what had happened, but she knew this was something she
should tell him face to face.

Hannah picked out a silver satin top with
large armholes that tied at her neck, with black pants and sandals.
Andre walked in. “Looking good girl, let’s get this over with so I
can get back here and get some more of that hot white pussy.”

“Let’s do that,” she smiled, wrapping his
arms around her as his hands automatically sought her soft breasts,
“You might be carrying around something I want some more of
too.”

“You want some more black dick Hannah,”
noting how she’d not said it.

“Yes.” She answered.

“Say it,” he ordered, “You’ve gone black,
and you know the saying about not going back, so don’t be ashamed
of it. Accept it. Be proud of it. And don’t be afraid to say
it”.

Hannah paused and then looking him straight
in his black eyes repeated, “I want some more of your big black
cock, Andre.”

“You like black cock?”

“I love black cock,” Hannah answered.

“And that’s exactly what you’re going to
get.”


FINAL DETAILS

 


The two of them went though the buffet at
the Rio because of the time restraint, and they sat there Hannah
smiled at Andre. “Before long you’re going to be wondering why you
waited so long to go black.”

“I’m wondering that now,” she laughed.

“Well we have some catching up to get you up
to speed.”

“Promise?” She taunted.

“I promise,” smiling inwardly as he said it,
knowing from past experience that she’d gone black but her
conversion to slut was yet to come— but it was approaching more
rapidly than she knew. She’d discovered she liked his black cock,
but it was not the time to back off but to push her limits
quickly.

 


***

 


In the Pacific Siesta strip club the
reporter was late. Andre pointed out the dancer they were there to
talk to. While they were waiting several girls kept coming up to
Andre and the lawyer asking if they would like a dance, and a
couple of the girls had even shocked Hannah by asking her if she
wanted a dance. She declined, and noticed there were several other
women in the club, some of whom were getting dances. Andre had told
her if the stripper got balky he wanted Hannah there to be able to
go into the stripper’s dressing room and get her to come out if
required.

Hannah chatted with the older the lawyer and
Andre had a tall slender blond stripper on his lap, about the same
age as Hannah, she noticed. He was talking rather intense and she
saw Andre slip her a $100.00 bill. She was puzzled what was
happening, and for a moment felt a tinge of jealously. This woman
was with her lover. But then she recognized how crazy that sounded.
She had no ties on him— and, she thought to herself for the first
time, he really has no ties on me.

After the second Cosmo her buzz returned,
along with a throbbing lower in her body. She could still feel some
of the sensation of Andre’s cock inside her, pussy throbbing
slightly. She wished the business was over and they could get back
to the hotel.

Eventually the reporter showed up, the
stripper withdrew her story to the reporter, and Andre, who was
watching the reporter’s reaction to the dancers, ask the blond he
had been talking to the bring a dancer to the reporter for a dance—
with his compliments. She did, bringing up a petite brunette with
shoulder length hair, olive skin, and an Italian accent. Hannah
watched the girl strip down to a g-string, not stopping the
reporter from touching her breast, and Andre was doing the same
thing with the slender blonde. She was feeling like a third wheel,
and when the lawyer made his leave she told Andre that she would
split a cab with the lawyer to go back to the hotel. She was
reconsidering if she was going to fuck him again tonight or
not.

At that moments as she looked over Andre’s
shoulder she saw a familiar face. Kevin was approaching. “Oh my
God,” she said, and sat back down. Andre acted surprise, so much
that Hannah believed it.

“I was just going to say hello,” Kevin said,
“I had some appointments in Vegas, and was sitting over there and
said to myself, “That looks like Andre, and damn if it isn’t. And
then I saw Ms. Hot Hannah and I had to come over.”

“Good timing,” Andre said, “My friend Jenni
and I were talking about taking our new friends,” he motioned to
the reporter and the brunette, “into the VIP room for a while.
Hannah was going to leave but maybe you can keep her company
now.”

“I’d love to,” he told Andre, turning to
Hannah, “How about you, mind if I keep you company?” Hannah was
getting pissed at Andre, and was ready to call it an evening, but
when she turned to join the lawyer he had already gone. Kevin saw
the indecision.

“Hey relax girl, we’re in Vegas, lay back,
have another drink, enjoy.” He saw her looking at Andre. “Besides,
Andre is doing this for business reasons.”

“Think so?”

Kevin laughed, “Oh yes, I know so. I’ve
helped him with a few clients. I even can tell you what’s happened—
and what is going to happen.”

“Ok what,” Hannah said.

“He picked out one of the dancers that
looked like she’s the pet Den Mother here. Probably older than the
other girls, and he talked to her long enough that she was
comfortable he wasn’t a cop. Then he gave her a good tip, and asked
her if any of the girls were doing outcall work.” Hannah
nodded.

“He observed that guy that was here, and
depending on how he reacted to all these hot young girls, I’d say
that when they emerge from the VIP room the brunette will go
straight to the dressing room, the guy will make his goodbyes, and
if we hang around for another drink you will see the brunette come
out in street clothes and go straight to door. If you glance into
the foyer the guy will be waiting for her there. And he will now
consider Andre a great friend— a friend that now has a marker to
call in, and knowledge of the reporter’s improper behavior to hold
over him.”

Hannah couldn’t believe that was going on.
“I don’t think so” she responded. Andre seems quite taken with the
blonde.

“Wanna bet?”

“What are the stakes,” Hannah shot back, not
liking being challenged.

“Let’s make it easy. If it doesn’t play out
like I described, I’ll buy you a private limo ride back to your
hotel. No cab.”

“And if I’m wrong and you win?” Kevin
thought for a second, “I go along in the limo and you give me a
long kiss, say from the Stratosphere till we pull up to your
hotel.” Hannah didn’t know how far that would be— but she recalled
seeing the Stratosphere from her hotel window.

“OK, it’s a bet.”

Kevin called the floor manager and asked him
to call a limo. “You’re getting a limo ride either way, so we might
as well have it sitting out here.” There was no way to settle the
bet until they came out of the VIP, so Hannah had another drink,
feeling very mellow at the moment, and despite her afternoon with
Andre was wondering in her mind what fucking Kevin would be
like.

Kevin moved around closer to her chair, and
said, “Well I have to ask, can we continue our conversation we
started online?”

Hannah jerked back a little, stammering, “Uh
no I, uh, I can’t do that face to face with someone. Talking online
is so much easier.”

“Well that’s true,” he said. “I don’t want
to scare you off from talking to me.”

“You’re just on the make,” Hannah
laughed.

“That’s true,” Kevin smiled, “I confess that
white pussy is a particular weakness of mine, married pussy
preferred.” He didn’t know how to expect her to react to the coarse
language, and was smiling to himself when she took it in
stride.

In about 10 more minutes, enough to have a
fresh drink in front of them, Andre came led the group back to
their table. The blonde gave Andre a hug and disappeared, the
brunette right behind her through the dressing room. The reporter
never sat down, thanking Andre for the help, and walked slowly
toward the foyer, glancing a couple of times at the dressing room
door.

“Great buzz, just had a lot of champagne,”
Andre said, wrapping his arm around Hannah and pulling her to him.
She stiffened. “Hey girl, don’t get tense. That was ALL
business.”

“Tried to tell her,” Kevin said. “Give that
brunette a minute and you’ll see.”

“You don’t think I’d be messing around with
another white girl when I don’t even have you good and broke in to
black cock yet do you?” Andre whispered, smiling as she blushed.
She looked at him startled, looking to see if Kevin had overheard.
He hadn’t.

Hannah’s anger softened. She relaxed her
body. Andre had picked up on her hesitation.

“Do be so worried about Kevin knowing we’ve
fucked. You’re wearing it all over you.”

“What?” Hannah said.

“The look, girl,---the ‘I like black cock’
“, he laughed, “A brother can see it across a room, and it’s all
over you.” Hannah didn’t answer. “Just ask him if you don’t believe
me.” Hannah continued her silence.

Almost on cue the brunette appeared in jeans
and a crop top, a canvas bag slung over her shoulder, making a
beeline for the door.

“OK, I believe you. It was business,” Hannah
said. She didn’t bother to look into the foyer, she knew the
reporter would be there.

“Whoah,” Kevin smiled.

The drinks were hitting all of them now, and
Andre moved his hand inside the loose armhole of her top to clasp
her bare breast. She didn’t resist, and had a small sly smile when
she noticed a couple of white men sitting along a few tables away
stare for a moment. This time it made her hot.

Kevin didn’t stare or seem to really notice.
When the waitress came back to ask about another round, Andre asked
for the check. Kevin explained to Andre that he was fronting the
limo that was now waiting outside, and now noticed that Andre had
his hand inside Hannah’s top. Kevin’s noticing didn’t bother her—
if anything it was a rush.

Andre removed his hand from her top, and
once they stood took her hand and led her out the door. The valet
opened the back door of the limo for them and Hannah climbed in,
facing the back of the limo. Kevin took the facing seat, and Andre
sat beside Hannah.

“How good of friends are you two?” she
asked.

“Good friends,” they said in unison. Hannah
told Andre about the bet. Andre laughed.

“So he figured out the girl might be turning
an trick or two? Not sure that was a fair bet.” Hannah looked
puzzled, “You haven’t figured it out have you? Kevin produces
records, and he has to keep up his street cred— so in order to do
that he has a few girls he runs. A pimp should be able to recognize
whether a girl will or not from across the room. So you were at a
disadvantage betting on that.” Andre though it was very funny. “But
you can’t welsh on a bet.”

“There’s the Stratosphere,” Kevin said.

“Excuse me then,” Hannah said to Andre,
leaning over and moving to the other side of the limo, to the seat
facing Andre, beside Kevin. Kevin smiled, “I’ve been waiting on
this Hannah,” he said and kissed her, wrapping his arm around her
back as she moved her hands behind his neck.

With the drinks her inhibitions were down.
She’d already fought the battle in her mind of whether she should
try other men or not, and had taken that step. During the time
Andre was playing with the blond stripper she worked through her
jealously, and compartmentalized the fact that neither Andre nor
she had any attachments to each other. He had fucked her— and she
had fucked him. And they were going to fuck again, when it was
pleasurable for both of them. She couldn’t believe that she’d been
sitting having drinks with a pimp in a strip club.

The thoughts were running through her mind
mixing with the warmth of Kevin’s skilled kiss. She was thinking
how soft his lips were on hers, how turned on she was, and how
erotic this day had been and was continuing. She wanted it. She
wanted it all. She purred softly when she felt Kevin’s hands find
her breasts. She knew when he had seen Andre feeling her up that he
would be too. Kevin was a professional at knowing what a particular
woman would want and he had punched all of Hannah’s buttons.

Hannah lowered her hands to Kevin’s pants,
expecting the huge black cock she had seen in the online photos—
and she wasn’t disappointed, but she still marveled at the length
and thickness of such a big cock.

Kevin broke for a second to kiss down her
neck and went back to kissing her again. She had no track of time.
She was loving what was happening, getting hornier and hotter, and
there was no reason to stop, so she didn’t.

Kevin slid his hands around to the open
armholes of her top and pulled the edges of the loose top together
between her breasts, her breasts now exposed and free. He cupped
them and she moaned.

“Oh God,” she gushed, panting, and rubbed
his cock through his pants. She was aware that Andre was there, and
that was part of the rush as well.

Hannah felt the car slow then stop, and
heard the driver announce over the intercom, “Sorry. Traffic jam”.
The privacy shield had been up when they entered the limo, and she
felt Kevin lay his hand in her lap, running his hand down the
outside of her pants.He ran his hand along the waist until he felt
the button and zipper on the side, and she unzipped his pants,
putting her hand inside his fly and getting closer to his cock
through the silk boxers.

Kevin was gently squeezing her nipples, and
she felt her pants sliding down her legs and she let them go, the
air cool on her bare legs. From the coolness he must have taken her
panties too but she didn’t break the kiss to look.

Kevin’s hand fell back to her lap and she
opened her legs as she unbuckled his pants, spreading the two sides
of cloth and pulling the waist band down and grabbing his cock,
stroking it, breaking the kiss and taking her second black cock of
the day in her mouth. As she did she felt a mouth on her pussy and
her mind flashed a bright yellow white. She was near passing out
from the excitement of realizing what was happening. She had a
black cock in her mouth and a second black man eating her
pussy.

The sensations were overwhelming. She broke
from Kevin, looked down at Andre burying his face between her legs.
Kevin slid out from underneath her, laying her on her back in the
seat, leaning over her kissing her nipples while Andre ate her
pussy into an orgasm. She was stroking Kevin’s cock, her hand
brushing Andre’s head.

Andre tapped Kevin on the shoulder, and they
traded places, Andre presenting his cock to her mouth, which she
eagerly sucked, and Hannah felt her ass being scooted off the seat,
her legs up, hands on her ass.

“Only thing better than one black dick is
two black dicks, Hannah,” Andre said. “You want to get slutty with
us now?” Hannah nodded. You know you gotta tell us,” Andre
ordered.

“Yes, fuck me, put that black cock inside my
white pussy, Kevin” Hannah gasped, knowing what Andre was waiting
for. There was no more waiting, her second cock, the one she had
fantasized about was going into her warm pussy when she first saw
it online, as she sucked on Andre’s black cock.

“Fuck me slutty,” she screamed.

Hannah’s felt him enter her, the thought
flashing through her mind, I have two black cocks inside my body at
this moment! What am I doing, fucking two different men, two black
men, when I’ve been so…so…” and Hannah’s mind faded into colors
flashing in her consciousness and her thoughts and reasoning
vanished and disappeared into the pleasure and lust that
overwhelmed her. Hannah’s body started on chain of continuous
orgasms.

Hannah recalled little of what followed. She
remembered entering the hotel with Kevin on one side, Andre on the
other. She faintly recalled kissing first Kevin and then Andre in
the elevator to the shock of a white couple in the elevator with
them. And she could concentrate and see herself in the closet
mirrors of the hotel room, her white body and two black ones
contorting and twisting in a never ending kaleidoscope of
positions, sensations, cocks and colors.


DAY THREE IN VEGAS -- TOO BUSY TO
CALL

 


The sunlight was blinding to Hannah. She
rolled to the left away from the window and pulled the pillow over
her head, when she did she rolled into a body, a velvety feeling
solid body. She instinctively wrapped her arm around his waist and
snuggled up against him, pressing her bare breasts into his back,
and dozed off again. As she lay there with her eyes still closed
she felt another body press her from behind. She expected her head
to be pounding but it wasn’t. Her body felt tired, but good. Hannah
realized at that exact moment she didn’t know exactly whose body
her arms were around. She heard some light clanking and smelled
coffee brewing, and motion on the bed as someone joined the two of
them in the bed, and she didn’t know or which of her two lovers
where pressing against her from behind.

Hannah lay there enjoying the touch, and she
felt whoever was behind her running their fingertips up her side,
cupping her breast when backed off her lover in front. She
half-smiled to herself, not believing what she had done the day and
night before.

Here was no guilt, although she was
wondering how she would break the news to her husband. She didn’t
expect him to be angry— after all he had given her permission, but
still this was new territory for the two of them. She needed to
break the new to him right.

She lowered her left hand down the belly of
her lover in front, wrapping her hand around the hard cock she
found there. Hannah rolled to her back and Kevin followed from the
tug at his cock. Andre moved his hands from her breasts to her
pussy and tracing slowly up her thigh moving his touch to her pussy
when her legs parted.

Kevin lowered his mouth to her breast and
softly kissed it. The two men had been insatiable the night before,
but now they were touching her delicately. Hannah marveled at the
different approaches.

“Good morning,” she whispered. They both
answered. Hannah gasped at Andre twirling his finger around her
clit, raising her ass off the bed slightly as he did.

Andre said, “Enjoy your evening?”

“Loved my evening,” she said.

“You’ve had your first black cock night,”
Andre said.

“I did.”

“Ready for a black cock morning?” Kevin
offered.

Hannah took a deep breath, closing her eyes
at the exciting thought. “I don’t see why not.”

“I’ll go first,” Andre said, moving between
her splayed legs and beginning her first fuck of the day. Kevin
followed, getting his cock sucked as Andre finished in Hannah’s
pussy.

Two hours later Hannah had fucked each
individually, then while sucking Andre Kevin fucked her until he
came inside her again, and Andre fucked her as Hannah sucked
Kevin’s cock. At one point briefly they’d both had their cocks
inside her pussy at the same time, and it was as if the lull came
for all of them at the same time. They decided to break for lunch
and Hannah excused herself for a shower, one she requested she have
alone, as Andre ordered room service and champagne for them
all.

Kevin and Andre remained in Andre’s room
while Hannah went through the open suite door closed it behind her.
Andre smiled, “What do you think?”

“You got you one hot white ho there, Andre,
and before I forget, thanks for sharing.”

“Not quite a black cock slut yet,” Andre
said, “But we keep black cock in that sweet pussy for another day
or so and we’ll be a lot closer too it.”

“Let me guess,” Kevin said, “you got some
more help coming?”

 


***

 


Hannah’s mind was foggy from the drinking,
the late hours, and the sex. Damn what sex. She’d never been fucked
like this before. Her body was a soft comfortable ache, like a good
massage. And it had felt so good. As in unbelievably good— and
there was good more waiting.

Hannah brushed her teeth and stopped when
she saw herself in the mirror. Her makeup was smeared; her hair
mussed and on her breast near the nipple were two rather large dark
red hickeys. She felt come begin to seep from her pussy and go down
her thigh. She found a disposable douche in her bag and she stepped
into the hot spray of the shower and stayed there as long as she
could stand it.

Hannah had done it. She had gone black. She
had fucked two different black men, and it had been as hot and
exciting as she had imagined during the role playing. No, that
wasn’t right, she thought, it was better—much better. Real black
cock was much better.


WATCHED

 


Hannah pulled on her silk robe, loosely tied
the belt, leaving it open to her waist, and walked back into the
room. Andre was in the men’s room, and Kevin was sitting in a
straight back chair, a towel over his lap, his hair wet, obviously
from a shower himself. The window was at his back, and he was
facing the door, a fresh drink of brown liquor in his hand.

“Stop right there,” Kevin said, raising his
cell phone. She didn’t realize until she saw the flash that he had
taken a picture.

“What are you going to do with that?” Hannah
challenged.

“I’m sending it to all my friends to show
them what a hot piece of black cock loving white pussy I just
fucked.” Hannah walked over to his chair, straddled him and kissed
him lightly.

“You’d better not,” she smiled.

Kevin wrapped his arms around her underneath
her robe, the move parting her robe and baring her breasts, the
tied belt falling to the floor. “I’m not done fucking that sweet
white pussy either.”

“Good” she said, as she kissed him, feeling
his hard cock touching her belly, reaching down between them and
raising her body, lowering herself to his cock, guiding him inside
her, then gently rocking on him. She closed her eyes and moaned as
she did, the pleasure spreading through her as she took his hard
black cock inside her.

“There you go, Hannah, take that black cock,
that warm wet pussy of yours was made for black cock.”

“Think so?” She asked.

“Know so, from the first time I saw you. I
know these things.”

“Mmmmm” she gasped, wondered if her
sexuality and newly found preference was actually that
apparent.

“You like this black cock inside you don’t
you? You like the way it feels in there.”

“I love the way it feels,” Hannah hissed,
beginning to rock back and forth faster, getting louder with her
moans.

“Ride this black cock,” he told her.

 


***

 


Hannah was so occupied she didn’t hear the
knock at the door, and Kevin was taking dirty in her ear as Andre
softly walked to the door, looked out the peephole and saw a black
waiter standing there with the serving cart. He softly opened the
door, his finger at his lips. The waiter turned his head to the
side, but nodded, and Andre opened the door and the waiter silently
rolled the card in. “I’m the bellman, kitchen is short handed,” the
waiter whispered.

Hannah had role played with Spence, and
sometimes talked dirty, but she was soaked from Kevin’s dirty talk,
even sober, and loving the sensation of his cock grinding in and
out of her as she slid back and forth in his lap. “Your cunt likes
black cock, doesn’t it?”

Hannah gasped, “Yesss,” hissing it between
her teeth.

“Don’t just say “yes”, say it so I can here
you.

“My cunt loves black cock,” she said,
louder, “keep that hard black cock in my cunt.”

The waiter was in his 50’s, and had long
since learned not be surprised at anything he saw going on in a
hotel room, but he had never watched a white woman taking black
cock— and obviously enjoying it as much as she was. Andre signed
the bill, gave him a good tip, and when the waiter turned to go
Andre stopped him. “Wait for a sec, enjoy the view” he
whispered.

Hannah was feeling her orgasm coming, and
was whimpering regular little grunts with each stroke forward as
she felt him going deeper inside her. “Don’t stop,” Kevin ordered,
“and you are so hot riding my black cock, I wish everyone in the
world could see your creamy white body on my black dick. Would you
like that?”

“Yess,” Hannah said, the first spasm shaking
her body, her legs tensing.

Kevin felt her pussy tighten hard around his
cock and began her orgasm, jerking in quick little jerks as he
grabbed her ass with one hand and pulled her hard on him, squeezing
her left breast hard and pinching her nipple almost to the point of
pain. Hannah was feeling no pain only massive waves of
pleasure.

As her second spasm crashed over her, Kevin
whispered in her ear again, “Come on me, let it go, and glance back
over your shoulder.” Hannah glanced and saw the waiter standing
there in the millisecond that her body took control and she
couldn’t have stopped if she wanted to, and she didn’t want to
stop, because Kevin was still whispering in her ear in a staccato
of dirty talk, “Let him see a hot white slut getting black cock,
take it, take it slut, take it,” and as if it was a match
illuminating her soul she almost shouted in a loud moan/groan/sigh
of pleasure as her body tensed hard against him, trying to pull him
inside her and crush his body against her as well, collapsing and
hanging around him, her arms around Kevin’s neck. In a dull haze
she looked back toward the door and no one was there. She looked to
her left and Andre was standing there with the card, a sly smile on
his face.

“Damn,” she gasped, “I never…” she said,
hardly aware that Kevin’s cock was still inside her. Kevin didn’t
speak, but leaned her back and stood up with her legs around him,
not breaking contact with their bodies. Hannah’s eyes widened and
she felt him walking her toward the bed, laying her back on his,
his feet on the floor and her knees up.

“I didn’t come yet,” and he jabbed forward,
the force of it shaking the bed. Despite the hard orgasm she’d just
experienced she felt another building, and holding her hands on
Kevin’s ass she let her hands rest there, feeling the silky
sensation of his flesh and the rhythmic tensing of his muscles. She
closed her eyes, and as she did she felt a cock at her mouth and
she took it, sucking it into her mouth at the same moment Kevin
told her, “I think your pussy is ready for some black come.” Hannah
couldn’t say anything with her mouth full of Andre’s cock, but as
if on cue she began to orgasm as Kevin did, the intensity of it
causing her to stop sucking Andre’s cock.

Hannah kept her eyes closed, felt Kevin
withdraw, the moisture of cum oozing from her pussy and down her
ass— an empty feeling inside her when she felt herself penetrated
again, and the empty feeling was replaced by full erotic pleasure.
She opened her eyes and saw the dark skin of Andre beginning his
fucking of her.

Andre fucked her for ten minutes, he came,
and they stopped long enough to eat— and recover— washing down the
lunch with two bottles of champagne and Hannah renewing her buzz
from the previous evening. Andre fucked her first after lunch,
followed by Kevin, and both together, going double vaginal
again.

They were all three on the bed, naked,
resting, Hannah in the middle on her back, her legs parted, each
man running his fingers lightly over a breast.

“What you thinking,” Andre said.

“I was thinking that we have been fucking
non-stop for hours. I would have never dreamed I could fuck this
much.”

“Oh you could do a lot more,” Kevin said,
“for two big reasons, you are good at it— and you like it.”

“What’s not to like,” Hannah countered,
putting her hands on top of their hands and squeezing their hands
into her breasts before letting them go. “And what were you
thinking, Kevin?”

“That dirty talk turns you on and how much
you got off knowing you’d been seen.”

“It was hot,” she admitted.

Andre asked, “Was it being watched or being
seen taking a black dick?”

Hannah thought for a moment. “A little of
both, but I think taking a black dick was the biggest thing.”

“You ever been out on a date with a black
man?” Andre asked.

“No.”

Andre raised up and looked at Kevin. “I
think we should show Hannah what it’s like to be seen out with a
brotha”.

“Oh, it is supposed to be different for a
white woman out with a black man?” Hannah asked.

“No, not a white woman,” Andre said, “A
black cock slut out with her black cocks.”

“You calling me a slut?” Hannah said.

“Only as a compliment,” Andre said, “to me
there is nothing hotter than a white wife getting slutty. Would you
call fucking two black men all night and all day being a slut or
not?”

“I guess I’d have to,” Hannah admitted.

“You’ve got beyond your inhibitions, you’ve
let yourself go. You’ve enjoyed black cock, two black cocks. Most
women couldn’t let themselves enjoy it— but you have. Slut is not a
slur— it is an achievement.”

“Not to a lot of people,” Hannah argued.

“No, only to the people that can enjoy what
we have since yesterday. Have you enjoyed it?”

“You know I have.”

“Then you can say it. Try it. Say I’m a
black cock loving slut”, Andre said, “See how the words roll on
your tongue.”

“I’m a black cock loving slut,” Hannah said,
hesitation in her voice— and in mind the same hesitation— wondering
for a moment what she had gotten herself into.


ON THE TOWN

 


They gave each other some time, Hannah going
back to her room to get ready again, a second shower, a razor over
her pussy and legs, and more time on her hair. When she turned her
hair dryer off she looked down at her cell phone and saw she had a
message. It was from Spence.

“I haven’t heard from you today. Thing’s
ok?”

Hannah’s thumbs worked quickly over the
keys. “Things are great here. Lot’s happening. Can’t talk. Very
busy. Don’t freak if I don’t call until tomorrow.”

Hannah pondered how Spence would take the
news of her going black for real? She knew what he’d said— so she
took him at his word. The disconcerting part was that she had been
so busy fucking that he had barely crossed her mind.

 


***

 


For dinner Hannah chose a red zip up sweater
and black pants, without a bra, and spent several minutes zipping
and unzipping it to get the amount of exposure she wanted. She
smiled at herself, thinking that Spence would be proud of her not
being so shy.

Hannah thought about him for the first time
in hours. She wasn’t worried about his reaction, they’d talked
about it enough, but there was some uncertainty about his reaction
to the reality.

Hannah had stopped the zipper where she
would at home— and then unzipped it about 4 inches lower. Hannah
turned in the mirror for the side view, showing a lot of cleavage
but not showing her nipples. “It’s revealing enough that both my
lovers will be trying to get a peek though,” she said to herself in
the mirror. Feeling deliciously wicked and giving herself a smile
she turned to their room, opened the door and straightened at the
low whistles the two black men gave her when she walked into the
room.

They were both in dress shirts with no ties,
dress pants and blazers. “Our last night in Vegas,” Andre said.
“Let’s enjoy it.”

 


***

 


The dinner was first rate; with the menu
Hannah received not having a price. The waiters were prompt,
proper, courteous, and aloof. The paid no attention to a beautiful
woman with two black men, whose body language of looks and smiles
gave away that she was fucking them both— and enjoying it. It was a
two hour meal with four bottles of wine. Hannah didn’t catch the
address when they entered the cab in front of the restaurant. They
turned off the Strip and down the back streets, Andre in the front
and Kevin and Hannah in the back, Kevin’s hand around her neck and
inside the sweater cupping her breast.

The cab stopped in front of a warehouse
building, a neon sign reading, “Sundae’s”. A mural of a hot fudge
sundae was painted on the side of the building. They went inside to
though a small foyer, where Andre showed an id card and a round
black bouncer waved them through.

The exterior belied the elegant interior,
with chrome, subdued lighting, and a crowd of white and black
dancing to a 70’s soul band. “The rap stuff starts at midnight,”
Kevin said. They were escorted to a VIP section, raised over the
dance floor with a view of the stage, separated from the crowd with
a low wall topped with a brass rail. Extending into the dance floor
were three short catwalks that ended in a larger round area on the
end. A brass pole rose from the center of the round end, although
there was no one on the stages.

They ordered drinks, watched the band, and
Hannah surveyed the crowd. She noticed there were a large
percentage of white women dancing with black men. Andre saw the
realization cross her face and he answered the anticipated
question.

“It’s a Zebra club,” Andre said, “black and
white.”

“Sundae’s,” Kevin grinned, “Get it? White
ice cream with black all over the top of it.” Hannah took a quick
intake of breath. “There is a good mix, there are a lot of white
couples who just come here to dance and enjoy, and there are others
who are here to hook up.”

“I had no idea a place like this existed,”
Hannah exclaimed.

“Told you it’s different out with a brotha,”
Andre said. “Now let’s go dance and get closer to things.” Kevin
watched as they left, ordered another round of drinks.

 


***

 


Andre and Hannah blended into the crowd,
dancing to one oldie, a fast rhythmic song, and then a slow dance
in which Andre pulled her hard against him. Hannah could feel his
erection, and his hands lowering to her ass, cupping her ass cheeks
as they danced. She kept her hands locked behind his neck, and they
kissed as they swayed to the music. When they broke the kiss Hannah
laid her head on his chest and observed the crowd, noticing that
more than one or two women were getting felt up by their partners.
One black man’s white partner was standing away from him, her arms
on his shoulder, as he deliberately unbuttoned her blouse, opening
it to show her bare breasts and pulling her closer. Andre loosened
his grip on her, and moving his hand between them took the zipper
on her sweater and pulled it all the way down, almost to the point
of unfastening it.

“That’s better,” he said. “And you can touch
here, it’s ok.”

Taking the invitation Hannah reached for his
cock, but the song concluded and a faster one started. Andre danced
away a few feet, and then was taking her hand and slowly turning
her under his arm, pulling her tight, then loose, and as she backed
away she felt someone behind her, his hand sliding in from the side
and grabbing a feel of her breast and half turning her around, it
was Kevin, grinding against her ass, as Andre stepped up and
sandwiched her from the other side, the two of them rubbing her
body between them.

Hannah ground back, and the three of them
danced together, both men grabbing feels as she danced, and for the
fourth dance Hannah felt very tired. “Let’s sit for a minute, I
need a rest,” Hannah said, and she walked back to their seats and
let herself fall into her chair.

“Guess all this sex, drinking, dancing and
jet lag is catching up to me,” she said. “And I think I’m getting a
headache.”

Kevin went into his pocket, opened up a pill
case, ordered a Red Bull, and when it came handed her a small flat
white pill. “What is it?” She asked.

“Take it, it will help your head,” Kevin
said, extending the can and the pill. Hannah took it and washed it
down with the Red Bull. After her next drink she was feeling
refreshed, giddy, and ready to dance, but zipped her sweater back
up before she did.

Hannah went back to the dance floor, leading
her two lovers, and began dancing with them again. As she danced
another person danced up, and she heard, “Hi Hannah, you look hot
tonight.” Hannah turned to the voice to see LeBron dancing with a
tall red head, which looked familiar somehow.

Hannah turned to LeBron and began dancing
facing him as Kevin began dancing with the redhead. They danced a
couple of more dances and Hannah felt energized, as if she could
dance all night— but as she danced another slow dance with Kevin,
she felt him unzipping her sweater again, feeling her up, playing
with her hard nipples and they seems more sensitive than she had
ever felt them. “Mmmm, that’s feels nice,” she purred in his ear,
and she felt a presence at her side and saw Andre, and turned to
him to dance with him. Andre had his hand up, sliding it inside her
sweater as well.

“You like playing with my tits,” Hannah
said.

“Your soft tits were made for men to play
with,” Andre said, “don’t you agree.”

“I think I do,” Hannah giggled.

“Tell you what, Hannah, I’m going to take a
break.”

“But I want to keep dancing.” Hannah
said.

“You can, there are plenty of people here
who’ll dance with you,” and as he said that LeBron was standing
beside them. “Here, dance with LeBron some.” She wobbled a bit and
wrapped her arms around LeBron, who had observed Andre and Kevin
and took the opportunity of Hannah’s open sweater to add his hands
who had fondled her breasts.

“I’ve been waiting for this,” LeBron
smiled.

“And now you’ve got me for the moment,”
Hannah said in a sing song voice.

“I do,” LeBron said.

“You like my tits?” Hannah asked, “You seem
to.”

“I love your tits, I love playing with your
soft tits,” LeBron answered. Hannah stumbled, but LeBron caught
her. Hannah felt ecstatic, everything happing was one bright
exciting rush. She’d never felt this good, being felt up by three
different black men. The music picked up and she started dancing
faster, LeBron backed up a little and she turned to her left, where
a black man she had never seen before, about 6’ 4” with a body
builder frame, and a net tank began to dance closer. He had watched
her other dance partners and he took his turn, pulling her close,
playing with her breasts, running his hand down to touch her pussy,
smiling, without ever speaking. Hannah didn’t care, she loved it.
He spun her around and another black man danced up, this man was
shorter, heavier, and as he felt her up before he moved away he
unzipped her sweater all the way. A younger man with dreadlocks
broke in, opening her sweater, kissing on her nipples that felt
good enough for Hannah to feel her pussy flooding, raising up to
kiss her full on the mouth, one hand kneading her breast, the other
lower, rubbing her crotch hard, quick, and she came from the
boldness of it. Everything was blurring, spinning, and then Andre
was there, taking her arm, LeBron taking the other, and Kevin in
front, making their way through the crowd, walking at a pace that
had her sweater flowing behind, her breasts bouncing and exposed. A
cab was waiting and everyone climbed inside.

“Damn that was hot,” Hannah was jabbering,
“did you see everyone’s hands on my tits? I wish Spence could have
seen that… I’m going to have to come back here again… I’m…” and
that was all she remembered as the blackness of her mind enveloped
her.

Hannah heard them talking before she opened
her eyes. She was sitting beside a round table in Andre’s hotel
room, a half-empty water bottle was on the table, and she looked
up, more aware of her surroundings, but still giddy, still full of
energy, still horny. She looked up and there were three good
looking black men.

“Welcome back,” Andre said. “How are you
feeling?”

“I’m good, just a little fuzzy, lightheaded,
still have a buzz,” Hannah said. “Why’d we leave, I was having a
good time dancing.”

“You still want to dance,” Kevin asked.

“Damn right,” Hannah said, standing, “Wanna
dance with me?” She wobbled as LeBron caught her; she unsteadily
turned her head to him. “Hey, LeBron, you wanna dance with me too?”
She turned and wrapped her arms around his neck, and by then Andre
had his iPod plugged into the speakers, playing a smooth jazz
vocal.

LeBron put his arms around her waist, and
Hannah kissed him, tongued him, moaning, eager and pressed her body
against him. LeBron moved his hands to her breasts, playing with
them through the sweater, then he unzipped the sweater all the way,
and when she lowered her arms slid the blouse off her shoulders,
stripping her from the waist up.

“Here, let me have some of that,” Andre
said, cutting in, unzipping her pants in the back as their lips
locked with a long sloppy kiss. Kevin moved behind her and slid her
pants and thong down to her ankles, unbuckling her heels and as
Andre moved backwards, halfway lifting Hannah in the air, stripping
her naked.

“Damn, I’m naked, and you’re not,” Hannah
slurred, “that’s not fair.” She started unbuttoning Andre’s shirt
when Kevin took over dancing with her, swaying as they kissed and
dropping a hand to her bare pussy, wetting it inside her pussy and
with the tip of his finger circling her clit. She came,
squirting.

By then Andre and LeBron were both naked.
LeBron had gone to his attaché case and had removed a camcorder,
and was filming Hannah being fingered by Kevin, and her squirting.
Andre moved beside him, without speaking motioned for LeBron to
hand him the camcorder and step into the photo. He did.

LeBron grabbed Hannah, kissed her and moved
her hand to his hard cock. She emitted a long slow ahhhhhh as he
wrapped her hands around it. Kevin began stripping off his cloths,
and Hannah dropped to her knees and began sucking LeBron’s cock.
Kevin moved beside her and she was stroking Kevin’s cock with one
hand while she sucked LeBron’s cock. Andre, still filming moved up
and touched her with his thigh. Her other hand found his cock, and
Andre held the camera up, pointing it down, as Hannah looked up at
the camera, both hands and her mouth full of black cock, and from
the heavy breathing, moans, and grunts of pleasure was loving every
minute of it.

She moved to suck Andre’s cock, then
Kevin’s, and back to LeBron’s.

“I need cock,” she gushed, stumbling to her
feet.

“What kind of cock?” Andre taunted.

“Black cock, I need some black cock, any
black cock, I just need fucked.” Hannah shook her head, trying to
clear the cobweb and looked up at LeBron. “You’ve wanted to fuck
me— let’s fuck.”

“Hell of an idea girl,” LeBron said, guiding
her to be the bed and helping her lay back on it, her ass on the
edge, her legs down and hanging to the floor. He licked her pussy
for a moment, sliding an index finger into her ass as he did, and
as she came again he realized that she was so soaked she needed no
more stimulation. Rising up over her took his hand and guided his
cock to her pussy, where she had lowered her hand and guided his
cock inside her.

“Black cock inside me,” Hannah sighed, “Now
that’s what I’m talking about.”

LeBron fucked her, followed by Kevin, then
Andre, and Hannah went on automatic fuck machine. She was
insatiable, begging for me are she would suck one of her lovers
while another fucked her, doggie style, cowgirl with one lover
standing on the bed, with one man titty fucking her while another
fucked her pussy.

Hannah knew what was happening, was having
orgasm after orgasm, begging for more, coming loud, screaming,
talking dirty, begging them to fuck her like a slut.

When she got on top of Kevin he pulled her
forward, she opened her mouth to take Andre in, and she felt LeBron
behind her, expecting him to put a second cock in her pussy as had
happened earlier today, but she felt something warm and slick on
her ass and pressure against her ass. She tried to jerk away, only
to gag on Andre’s cock. Kevin held her firmly against him.

“Time for us to get airtight on this hot
slut,” LeBron said.

She managed to move away from Andre’s cock,
“Wait!” She protested.

Andre saw the hesitation, lowered down to
kiss her, his hand behind her head, whispering, urging, as LeBron
stood behind her, his cock wet with lube. “You not given up your
ass yet, have you?” Hannah shook her head. He kissed her again, and
Kevin slowed his fucking of her pussy. “You’ll love this, but it
will hurt for just a minute and then you’re going to have the best
orgasm of the night. You want to have an orgasm like that don’t
you?”

“Yes,” Hannah said softly.

“Let’s just go real slow and try it and
we’ll stop if you insist ok?”

“OK,” Hannah said hesitantly.

“First LeBron is going to finger you while
Kevin keeps fucking you,” Andre kissed her harder, and Kevin
stroked his cock into her slowly as LeBron put first one then a
second finger into her ass. At first she didn’t respond but then
the stimulation won out and she began squirming and her gasps were
more rhythmic, and she felt LeBron with his cock at her ass again,
and this time she didn’t protest, concentrating on the big black
cock in her pussy and she felt pain for a second at her ass and she
grunted and LeBron stopped, gave her a few seconds and her
sphincter relaxed, and allowed him deeper inside her. He felt her
ass loosen and accept his cock, and Andre moved to put his cock in
her mouth. “Airtight!” Andre exclaimed.

As he said the words Hannah began an earth
shattering orgasm, squirting as if she might never stop, soaking
the bed, falling forward and collapsing. LeBron was coming almost
as quick, holding inside her briefly before withdrawing and rolling
to the side. Kevin rolled her to her back on the other side of the
bed, pulling her away from Andre’s cock, and pulling her knees up
fucked her on her back.

LeBron washed off in the bathroom, poured
himself another drink and stood beside Andre, the two them watching
Kevin and Hannah. “Boy’s tearing that pussy up, ain’t he?” LeBron
said, double checking the screen on the camcorder.

“Hell yeah,” Andre said, stroking his cock
to keep it hard, awaiting Kevin to finish so he could get his nut
off inside Hannah, “like’s it doesn’t she?”

“She’s a thoroughbred,” LeBron commented,
“girl like to take dick like that has real potential.”

Kevin shouted as he came, pulled out, and
Andre moved between her open legs.

 


***

 


Hannah was in a daze, the liquor, the
passion, the few hours of sleep, but whatever the reason she was
fucking, sucking, touching, being touched, her mind almost in a
fog, except for the orgasms racking her body, on a level of
continuous orgasm, coming again and again, each one building
stronger on the previous one. She was aware of being fucked, being
fucked by black men, but when she would be mounted from behind she
would be fucked, her partner would come, and he would pull out to
be replaced by another without her ever knowing who it was.

Hannah had opened her mouth and let them
come in it, swallowing their come. Each had come on her, and she
had rubbed it in, and ever a quick rinse off in the shower didn’t
east the joy. The only time her level or ecstasy would lessen would
be in those brief moments when one of her three lovers would
withdraw, and the empty feeling in her pussy would lighten the
pleasure. Thankfully that hasn’t been much, Hannah thought to
herself.

She didn’t know when exactly, but they wore
out. She was aware that she hadn’t. Andre had helped her into the
shower and put her to bed.


GOING HOME

 


Hannah awoke exhausted, sore, and her mind
full of cobwebs, at first not recalling the night before, but then
the memories began to flood in. Vivid memories. The ringing phone
had caused her to wake.

“Hello,” she said groggily. It was
Andre.

“I’ve let you sleep as long as I could;
we’re going to have to rush to catch our plane.” She padded into
the bathroom without turning on the light, sunlight from the
picture window illuminating the room through the port hole shower
window, groggily showered, shoved her clothes into a bag, pulled
her hair back, pulling on jeans and a tee shirt, with no make-up.
It was like she could not wake up.

She drank the pot of coffee in the room
coffee maker, and was ready to go in thirty minutes when Andre
knocked at the center door. She opened it.

“Hey there pretty lady,” he said, hugging
her.

“Don’t talk to me right now, I feel like
shit,” Hannah said.

“Rough night huh?” He smiled. Hannah shook
her head trying to clear it, and it helped.

“Did I really do what I think I did,” she
asked.

“You sure did,” Andre said. “Thanks for a
great evening.”

“You’re welcome— I think,” Hannah said,
looking up to realized that Andre had let the bellman in and he was
loading up. The bellman looked familiar but she couldn’t place him.
Once on the elevator she caught him checking her out, boldly, and
she gave him a weak smile.

“Enjoy your stay?” The bellman asked.

“I did,” Hannah said, and as she said it she
knew he was the bellman who had watched her fuck Kevin. “My best
trip ever.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it,” the bellman said
with a knowing grin and plain with the double meaning.

 


***

 


Hannah was exhausted and didn’t talk, and
Andre seemed content to let her rest, but the flight was delayed
due to weather for two hours. She started to call Spence to tell
him, but when she pulled out her cell she had not charged it and
the battery was low. She had enough life in it to text Spence that
she’d be late and the flight was delayed.

A large white woman was sitting between them
on the plane and she and Andre were unable to talk. She dozed off
on the plane, but it was a fitful sleep, images in her mind kept
flashing of her underneath any one of three different black men.
She could close her eyes and still feel the slow lovely pressure
between her legs of her being penetrated by a long hard black cock.
Part of her was saying in her subconscious, “That’s not Hannah that
did that this past weekend,” and another part of her subconscious
was saying just as emphatically, “She’s letting her slut side run
free. Yeah!”

 


***

 


It was 3 a.m. when the plane landed. Andre
helped her get her bags, put her in a cab and told her he would see
her Monday. He didn’t mention their nights together at all.

It was close to 4 a.m. when she pulled into
her home. Spence was asleep when she crawled into bed, and he awoke
to croak, “Welcome home,” before softly starting to snore again.
Hannah awoke once to the sun coming through the window, turned her
back to the window with the cover over her head, and went back to
sleep. She smelled coffee and realized she was very hungry when she
felt Spence’s weight on the bed.

“Good afternoon,” Spence smiled, “Do you
know what time it is?”

Hannah peered at the clock, it read 3 p.m.
“No, it can’t…”

“It is, you were sleeping so sound that I
couldn’t bear to wake you up. You want something to eat?”

“Yeah, I’m starved, and I need to talk to
you.”

“After you’ve woke up and eaten something. I
have to cut the grass, I have some soup on the stove, how about
drinks by the pool and let’s celebrate Saturday,” Spence
suggested.

“That’d be lovely,” Hannah said, sipping her
coffee and laying back down. She didn’t move until she heard the
mower start. It was as she was soaping her body that she noticed
the hickeys, deep red, around her areolas, one almost deep blue,
and there were two more thin red hickeys on her pussy. She had
planned to tell Spence eventually, but it looked like the timetable
had been moved up.

Spence and Hannah had a privacy fence around
their pool, and Spence’s preference was for Hannah to wear thin
white tees that went sheer when wet. “My own private wet-tee shirt
model,” he would kid. She put on a loose strapless top and white
boxers and went downstairs. Hannah wolfed down a sandwich and soup,
and heard a splash as Spence hit the pool. She carried their drinks
to Spence who was sitting in the shade under their canopy at the
rear of the pool. She had mixed them extra strong, figuring they
might need them before the day was through. He took it, gave her
his look that told him he was planning on sex, and she sat down,
not looking straight at him.

“What you want to talk to me about”, he
ventured.

Hannah choked, leaned over on him, buried
her head on his chest and began to sob quietly as the emotion of
what had occurred poured out of her. Spence didn’t speak, just
wrapped his arm around her and held her, having been married with
her long enough that the knew the reason behind this would be
coming in a few minutes. She cried the emotion out, and calmed
down; taking long swallows of her drink.

He timed his question for the right moment.
“Hannah, what’s going on?”

She didn’t raise her head to face him, but
asked, “I have a really serious question. Do you lie to me?”

“No, who said I was lying,” he said with a
hint of anger.

“No, No one. To me, when we’ve been talking
lately, some of the things you said.”

“What things?” Spence asked, feeling his
pulse quicken and some dread enter his subconscious.

“Like permission,” Hannah said.

“Permission?”

“Yes, Permission”

Spence ran back through his mind where this
could be going, and then it hit him. “You mean permission to fuck
someone else if you had the opportunity?” He didn’t know where it
came from but he suddenly felt nauseous and short of breath.

“Yes, did you mean it?”

Spence started to ask if she had fucked
someone— but he knew that answer. It was what he thought he’d
wanted. For an instant a thought crossed his mind to be careful
what you asked for. “Yes love, I meant it. Why, did you?”

“Un huh,” she sighed, nodding. She waited
for the explosion the halfway expected.

“Really?”

“Yes.”

Spence panicked for an instance, struggling
for the perfect word to say at this fragile moment. He pulled her
up and kissed her, breaking to say, “OK”. As he kissed her for some
reason all the apprehension and dread vanished. She taken a step
he’d encouraged her to take, how could he be upset. He wasn’t
upset— he was horny and he could feel his cock harden. She kissed
him back, harder, more urgently. He wasn’t aware now long they
kissed but it was a cleansing kiss.

“Only one thing,” Spence said when their
lips parted, Hannah stiffened.

“What’s that?”

“Spare no details.” Hannah giggled and it
relaxed her.

“I may have taken things further than you
anticipated— are you sure?”

“I don’t think there is a “too far” in my
mind,” Spence laughed, “but I have a suspicion after the other
night. Did you fuck Andre?”

“You said you liked me acting slutty.”

“I did,” Spence said.

“I was slutty, very slutty.”

“So you fucked Andre? Yeah that’s slutty.”
Spence ran his hand over her breast with his hand, squeezing it.
Hannah rose off him and stripped the tee over her head, displaying
her hickey covered breasts. “Damn, he marked you. Hot.”

“I told you I was slutty.”

“Yes.”

“I fucked two of his friends too. All night
the last night.”

“All night, three guys and just you?”

“Yes. All three. I was a slut, Spence.”
Hannah said with certainty. “Do you hate me?”

Spence moved her hand down to his throbbing
cock. “But you were a good slut, weren’t you?”

“I guess I was.”

“All of them black?”

“Yes, all black,” she said.

“More than one at a time?” Spence asked.

“Sometimes. Are you familiar with the word
airtight?”

“Yes.”

“I was airtight.” She was breathing rapidly
now, the reliving of the night getting her hotter. “I’ve missed you
and I want you inside me.”

“I want to fuck my slut wife,” Spence said,
as Hannah stripped off her boxers and move over his cock, reaching
down with her right hand to guide it inside her as she lowered
herself onto him. Spence saw the hickeys on her pussy too. “Damn”
he said, gasping at the sopping wet pussy now enveloping his
cock.

Hannah leaned over and whispered in his ear,
“I wish you could have been there to see it. After we fuck like
this I want you to fuck my ass later tonight. Want to try
that?”

“Hell yes,” Spence said, urging Hannah to
move faster rocking back and forth on his cock. She rose off him so
he could see her hickey covered breasts bouncing in rhythm to their
fucking, and they fucked as only two people with years of
familiarity could.

 


***

 


Later as lay in the afterglow of two long
fucks, one vaginal and one in which Spence had finished in her ass,
they held each other for a long time without speaking. Hannah broke
the silence. “You sure you ok with what I did?”

“I said I was. Why? Aren’t you?” Spence
asked.

“It was hot, and I’d always wondered; now I
know.”

“And?...”

“And it was beyond what I could have ever
imagined. My god, think about it, three men, three hot sexy black
men devoting all of their attention on me. I loved it,” Hannah
said, “I just worry that I might like it too much.” Spence chuckled
under his breath.

“So do I still have it?” Hannah asked.

“Have what?”

“Permission.” Hannah said.

“To fuck other men?”

“Other black men.” Hannah corrected.

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes, I want some more black cock, but I
want you there some too. To watch.”

“Yes, you have my permission,” Spence said,
“as long as when you come home I get this response.”

“I suspect Andre will want to fuck me more,
probably regularly.”

“I assumed. You want to fuck him some
more?”

“Yes. You ok with that?” Hannah asked.

“Fucking, ok. Getting hung up on him, no.
Keep it just a fuck.” Spence said, “Agreed?”

“Fair enough.”

“Either of us want to quit, we quit, nothing
is worth endangering our years together, right?”

“OK,” Hannah agreed.

“I want you a slutty as you want to be,”
Spence admitted, “I always have, and I never had the conversation
in which to say it.”

“I have never wanted to be slutty before.
Now I want to explore it.”

“Go for it,” Spence said, “Just don’t cut
back on the amount of sex I get.”

“Be careful what you ask for,” Hannah
cautioned, “I discovered I like it a lot.”

“Show my how slutty you can be, just
remember where home is,” Spence said.

“Wanna fuck again?” She said.

“You bet, look at what all this slut talk
has done to my cock,” Spence said, looking down at his erect thick
cock. “If I get your married sex pussy, and your slut pussy I
should be getting twice as much pussy shouldn’t I?”

“We can sure try,” Hannah said.

 


THE END
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