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    In Spa­des


by
 Ka­te Rous­seau with
 Jes­si­ca Rous­seau

 ®Rights Re­ser­ved 2013 In­tro­duc­ti­on

Not long ago my daugh­ter and I got to tal­king about a certain series of books that are re­al­ly po­pu­lar, a certain set of adult books. We both thought they we­re kind of ri­di­cu­lous. It all see­med ve­ry con­tri­ved and un­re­a­li­stic. A fri­end of ours thought we should wri­te down our ex­pe­ri­ences and see if our sto­ry might per­haps edu­ca­te and ti­til­la­te with a litt­le mo­re fi­nes­se and au­then­ti­ci­ty.

So, straight up front I should tell you that we get in­to some pret­ty graphic stuff, in­clu­ding some stuff that is il­le­gal. We both thought it was im­port­ant though to tell this as it hap­pe­ned be­cau­se de­tails mat­ter. By the sa­me to­ken, we’ve chan­ged most na­mes and some de­tails to pro­tect the peo­ple who might not want their sex life on the in­ter­net. We’re each going to tell our own sto­ry in our own voi­ces. Jes­si­ca is let­ting me edit and do a few re-wri­tes on hers (and she reads over my shoul­der on ma­ny of mi­ne), but the sto­ries are so in­tert­wi­ned that we thought they would make an even mo­re in­te­res­ting sto­ry when told to­gether.

When we first put this to­gether it was as a blog and that blog is still up on Tum­blr to­day. But we had so much mo­re feed­back and so ma­ny mo­re fol­lo­wers than we ever thought we’d ha­ve, that we de­ci­ded to take a risk and make it avai­la­ble to a wi­der au­die­nce.

I sin­ce­re­ly ho­pe that rea­ders are ab­le to take some­thing mo­re from our sto­ry than shock va­lue. Whi­le some of the things that hap­pe­ned to Jes­si­ca and I are ‘ex­tre­me’, I be­lie­ve they’ve be­en valua­ble ex­pe­ri­ences and that she and I are he­al­thy se­xu­al beings. At the be­gin­ning of each chap­ter the­re will be one of our na­mes to let you know which of us tel­ling the sto­ry.

 You can see our blog at: ka­te­and­jes­si­ca.tum­blr.com 
 Oh, and yes, tho­se are my legs on the co­ver. 
 - Ka­te R. Be­gin­nings

Ka­te
I was born in the mid 70s in Southern Ca­li­for­nia, the In­land Em­pi­re. My fa­mi­ly was pret­ty typi­cal midd­le-class and white. My pa­rents lea­ned hea­vi­ly to­ward the Re­pu­bli­cans and we ge­ne­ri­cal­ly cal­led our­sel­ves ‘Chris­ti­an’, alt­hough we ra­re­ly at­ten­ded church.

My skin is re­al­ly fair due to my Irish and Welsh he­ri­ta­ge and So­Cal can be a ve­ry sun­ny place. I bur­ned so ea­si­ly that I ten­ded to find ways to stay in­side when eve­r­yo­ne el­se was out­doors. I ne­ver be­ca­me a beach bun­ny or the typi­cal tan girl that most peo­ple think of when they think of wo­men from Ca­li­for­nia.

But ha­ving slight­ly strict pa­rents and a pen­chant for stay­ing in­doors meant that I ten­ded to hang out with the weird kids. I say ‘weird’ lovin­gly. Most­ly it meant the stoners and the me­tal heads. By the time I was 15, I was in full on punk rock re­bel­li­on mo­de. Whi­le my hair was a na­tu­ral light red, I’d fil­led it full of Ma­nic Pa­nic purp­les and blues. I loved seeing how hea­vy I could get my eye­li­ner. My best fri­end, Mi­chel­le, got us fa­ke ID’s and we star­ted going to this litt­le crap ho­le bar on the ed­ge of town whe­re we knew they wouldn’t look too clo­se­ly at them. I’m not su­re anyo­ne even che­cked them though. We both had bloo­med pret­ty ear­ly and alt­hough I’m su­re we didn’t look 21, we su­re loo­ked a lot ol­der than we we­re.

Right away, I star­ted li­king ol­der guys I met the­re. I’d tell them I was 22, alt­hough some­ti­mes they wouldn’t even ask. I lost my vir­gi­ni­ty to a guy from that bar. I can see his face, but I can’t re­mem­ber his na­me for the life of me. I al­ways lied about my na­me. Mi­chel­le did too. It be­ca­me a game to make up new iden­ti­ties with guys we met in the bar.

But then, one night, I met Da­vid. He was from Lou­i­si­a­na and was out wor­king for an oil com­pa­ny. His hands we­re rough and dir­ty and he had this tous­led black hair that was li­ke the co­lor of raw cru­de oil. He bought Mi­chel­le and I drinks all night, but didn’t try to sleep with me. In­s­tead, he in­sis­ted he put us in a cab home, paid for it, and kis­sed me on the cheek. He’d even as­ked for my pho­ne num­ber, which I’d ne­ver gi­ven out up un­til then.

He was stay­ing in a din­gy apart­ment and said he didn’t spend much time the­re sin­ce he was wor­king a lot. Over the next few months though, we must ha­ve fu­cked in the­re a hun­dred times. He was lean and hard and smel­led li­ke beer and work. I wan­ted him in me all the time.

Fi­nal­ly though, he told me that they we­re going to be mo­ving him out to some off­sho­re job and he was going to be lea­ving. For some re­a­son, I de­ci­ded to tell him then that I was on­ly 16. I thought he was going to lo­se it, but he just smi­led and said he had a fee­ling I wasn’t being to­tal­ly ho­nest. He al­so said that it didn’t mat­ter to him, that he loved me any­way.

A week la­ter, I cal­led and told him I was pre­gnant. My pa­rents flip­ped, but Da­vid won them over and con­vin­ced them not to press char­ges. He could be re­al­ly char­ming and he was dead serious about ta­king care of me. We de­ci­ded to keep the ba­by and mo­ve in to­gether in his apart­ment in Oxnard.

Ni­ne months la­ter, I was mar­ried to Da­vid, I had my GED and my son Ke­vin was born. Ele­ven months af­ter that, not long be­fo­re my eigh­teenth birth­day, I ga­ve birth to Jes­si­ca. It would be four­teen years be­fo­re I had sex with an­other man.


On to New Or­leans

Jes­si­ca
So, this is Ka­te’s daugh­ter, Jes­si­ca. Li­ke my mom said, I was born in Southern Ca­li­for­nia and my bro­ther and I grew up re­al­ly clo­se. My mom wor­ked part time and was going to school and my dad wor­ked con­stant­ly. I think we grew up in a pret­ty nor­mal hou­se­hold with may­be a few ex­cep­ti­ons. The big­gest was that for a long time, nu­di­ty was not a big deal in our hou­se. I re­mem­ber seeing my dad walk from the bedroom to the ba­throom to­tal­ly na­ked when I was a kid. My litt­le bro­ther and I we­re on­ly a year apart and we took baths to­gether for years.

Then one day, my mo­ther saw that my ni­ne year old bro­ther had a hard on in the bath with me. That was the end of our ba­thing to­gether and I don’t think my fa­ther wal­ked around na­ked any­mo­re. I do re­mem­ber ta­king a shower with my mom a cou­ple of times whi­le I ma­de that tran­si­ti­on from bath to shower. As I got ol­der, I loved hel­ping my mom get dres­sed to go out some­whe­re with my dad and of­ten saw her na­ked.

Out­si­de of that though, it was a pret­ty ave­ra­ge kids life, I guess, nothing ve­ry se­xu­al. I got re­al­ly in­to the Backstreet Boys and la­ter Brit­ney Spears. We went back a cou­ple of times to vi­sit my dad’s fa­mi­ly in Lou­i­si­a­na which was most­ly fun, alt­hough I re­al­ly felt out of place some­ti­mes. They we­re ve­ry southern (in a good way) and I was just a girl from Oxnard who had no idea what black eyed peas we­re. Our lives all kind of got tur­ned up­si­de down though when hur­ri­ca­ne Ka­tri­na hit. My re­la­ti­ves we­re okay, but my dad got an of­fer from his job to co­me back to Lou­i­si­a­na and we mo­ved to New Or­leans.


Gin and Bour­bon

Ka­te
So this is whe­re things re­al­ly star­ted I guess. It was the first time I chea­ted on Da­vid. Then things just sort of got out of con­trol, the way they some­ti­mes do. It see­med to me that Da­vid and I had a pret­ty ave­ra­ge sex life. Af­ter the kids, we still pro­ba­b­ly found time for sex a few times a week. Da­vid was ne­ver a bad lover and I still loved the way he smel­led. He had a de­cent cock and could use it pret­ty well. He wasn’t what I would call a crea­ti­ve lover though. Our fuck­ing ra­re­ly las­ted mo­re than 15 mi­nu­tes and usu­al­ly en­ded wi­thout me cum­ming. I’d on­ly be­en ab­le to cum when I was ri­ding a cock or ma­stur­ba­ting. Sin­ce Da­vid li­ked mis­si­o­na­ry most of the time, I was left to get my­self off.

As time pas­sed, I tried har­der to get him in­vol­ved in our bedroom acti­vi­ties but he see­med to re­tre­at fur­ther. The year be­fo­re we mo­ved to New Or­leans, I don’t think we had sex at all. We we­ren’t re­al­ly figh­ting, we just we­ren’t…any­thing. But he was al­ways a good pro­vi­der and ne­ver tre­a­ted me poor­ly.

When it was ob­vious things we­re slo­wi­ng down a bit bet­ween us, I tried what I could to spi­ce things up - lin­ge­rie, porn, the usu­al. Fi­nal­ly though, it be­gan to eat at me a bit and I thought Da­vid might li­ke me mo­re with big­ger tits. I re­a­li­ze that sounds ter­ri­ble, but I’d al­ways be­en a litt­le self con­s­cious about them. I’m pret­ty cur­vy and se­xy, but my breasts al­ways see­med small for my bo­dy. That year, Da­vid agreed to help me pay for some breast aug­men­ta­ti­on. I thought they we­re won­der­ful and for about 3 months Da­vid thought so too. Then things slow­ly slip­ped back to the way they’d be­en be­fo­re.

When we left Oxnard we had a small hou­se, but on­ce we got to New Or­leans we mo­ved up a bit and got our­sel­ves a pret­ty ni­ce place. It was a half­way de­cent neigh­bor­hood, alt­hough anyo­ne who lives here can tell you that safe­ty is a block by block pro­po­si­ti­on in New Or­leans. Da­vid’s fa­mi­ly said we we­re living ‘too clo­se to the blacks’. I was con­fu­sed by this con­si­de­ring it was Lou­i­si­a­na. I mean, I un­der­stand that ra­cism still exists, I’m not blind. At the sa­me time, if you’re white and you don’t li­ke black peo­ple, it seems li­ke Lou­i­si­a­na is the last place you’d want to live.

Da­vid had in­he­ri­ted some of his pa­rent’s ra­cist at­ti­tu­des, but I didn’t re­al­ly see them on dis­play un­til we mo­ved back to his home state. I told him flat out that I didn’t want my kids ex­po­sed to that and to keep it to him­self. To Da­vid’s cre­dit, he did manage to curb a lot of com­ments from that point on.

Af­ter a few months, I was lone­lier than ever. With no sex life at all, I’d even kind of gi­ven up on ma­stur­ba­ting. I fo­cu­sed on the kids, on our new hou­se and on loo­king for a part time job to fill some ex­tra time.

When Da­vid wasn’t wor­king he spent most of his time in the ga­ra­ge wor­king on a boat he was ma­king or out with old high school fri­ends. So, I was sur­pri­sed when he told me to buy a new dress be­cau­se he was ta­king me to a par­ty. It was a work event and spou­ses we­re in­vi­ted. It was a fair­ly tou­ri­s­ty joint in the French Quar­ter, but the food and drinks we­re on the com­pa­ny so I was in.

It was just star­ting to warm up again and I got my­self a ni­ce strap­py dress. We got to the par­ty and we ma­de the usu­al rounds. I met most of Da­vid’s co-wor­kers but was di­s­ap­poin­ted to see that not ma­ny spou­ses had shown up. The group see­med sort of cli­quish and I was fee­ling left out of the con­ver­sa­ti­on so I ma­de my way up to the bar to chat with the bar­ten­der a bit.

“Not your thing?” I tur­ned to see Phil­lip, one of Da­vid’s co-wor­kers next to me. A hand­so­me black man in his 40s, he re­min­ded me a bit of Wes­ley Sni­pes, with his wi­de mouth and dark eyes.

“Not re­al­ly,” I said, out of prac­ti­ce with small talk.
 “The­se events bo­re the fuck out of me. I work with the peo­ple, I don’t want to par­ty with them.” He saw the look in my eye and ad­ded, “If I don’t show up, the peo­ple who sign off on rai­ses re­mem­ber.” I smi­led and nod­ded po­li­te­ly.
 “I’m going out­si­de for a smo­ke. Want to join me?” I don’t usu­al­ly smo­ke, but some­ti­mes when I’d had a few cock­tails, a ci­ga­ret­te hit the spot. Be­si­des, actu­al­ly tal­king to a hu­man other than Da­vid or my kids was the best thing to hap­pen to me in weeks.
 We step­ped out­si­de and he lit me up. We puf­fed for a bit in si­lence. He had a way of loo­king at me that wasn’t re­al­ly lee­ring, but mo­re li­ke he was si­zing me up. “How do you li­ke New Or­leans? And you can skip the ‘fi­ne’ bull­shit. What do you re­al­ly think?”
 I laughed be­cau­se ‘fi­ne’ was what I’d be about to say. In­s­tead, I ans­we­red “This ci­ty has a lot going on. Lots of hurt, an­ger, love, hap­pi­ness, lust.”
 “Lust?” He chuck­led a bit.
 “Ye­ah, New Or­leans has this sort of, I don’t know, se­xu­al cur­rent run­ning through it. I don’t know. That’s how this out­si­der sees it.” He in­ha­led his ci­ga­ret­te de­e­p­ly, loo­king at me. “An out­si­der. So, you don’t feel that cur­rent pas­sing through you?”
 I blus­hed, but at the sa­me time felt a weird de­sire to be ho­nest with him. “No. No cur­rent on my block. Pow­er’s out.”
 He lea­ned back against the wall and put one hand in his po­cket. He took an­other drag and said, “That’s too bad.” My eye was drawn to mo­ve­ment and I could see that he was ad­jus­ting his cock through his pants. He loo­ked li­ke he was se­mi-hard. I swal­lo­wed and re­a­li­zed that I was fro­zen in place and hadn’t said any­thing. In­s­tead, I took an­other hit from my ci­ga­ret­te and felt my hand sud­den­ly start to shake.
 “I should head in.” I tur­ned and star­ted back.
 He cal­led af­ter me, “I’ll be here ha­ving a beer at one, day af­ter to­mor­row.” He didn’t fol­low me back in, but in­s­tead, wal­ked off down the street. I went back in and sat quiet­ly next to Da­vid for the next cou­ple of hours.
 I couldn’t get to sleep that night. In one fell swoop, Phil­lip had comple­te­ly rech­ar­ged my sex drive. All I could think about we­re his hands on me, what his cock loo­ked li­ke, how he would feel in­side me, on top of me. What a black man might look li­ke na­ked.
 But in the light of day, I cur­sed my­self. I didn’t know Phil­lip and I certain­ly didn’t want to risk my fa­mi­ly over someo­ne I’d just met. The next night, I tried de­spe­ra­te­ly to get Da­vid to no­ti­ce me, to pay me some at­ten­ti­on. But as usu­al, he spent the eve­ning in the ga­ra­ge.
 The next day, I went back and forth about twen­ty times, try­ing to de­ci­de what I should do. I think I knew all along whe­re I’d end up. I some­how be­ca­me pa­ra­no­id he wouldn’t re­co­gni­ze me or we’d miss each other, so I wore the sa­me dress I’d worn to the par­ty and put my hair back in­to the sa­me po­ny­tail.
 I didn’t know how this was going to play out, but it felt good to be all dres­sed up and ex­ci­ted. I’d wor­ked ex­tra hard on my makeup, shaved my legs and arm­pits and trim­med my pus­sy ex­tra care­ful­ly. I wore my best bra, one that re­al­ly wor­ked my clea­va­ge. I put on my fa­vo­ri­te black heels. They we­re high enough to show off my legs and look se­xy in and I could still walk pro­per­ly in them. Even if he wasn’t the­re, I de­ci­ded that I was going to go ha­ve a good time.
 Phil­lip was the­re though, right at the bar whe­re I’d met him. I sat down next to him and we sat in si­lence for what see­med li­ke a long time. I or­de­red a gin and to­nic and he con­ti­nued to work on his bour­bon. Fi­nal­ly, he loo­ked me up and down and said, “I knew you’d co­me.”
 “Oh ye­ah?” I smi­led. “How’s that?”
 “The look in your eyes when you saw me straigh­tening out my cock. I know that look. That’s the look of a wo­man that needs a man in­side of her.”
 A shi­ver ran down my spi­ne. I’d ne­ver had a man speak so bold­ly about sex to me be­fo­re. He pla­ced a hand on my knee and ran it up my thigh, pul­ling my dress up along with it. I in­stinc­ti­ve­ly be­gan loo­king around the bar to see if anyo­ne was going to no­ti­ce, but he snap­ped at me, “Don’t look around. It doesn’t mat­ter what anyo­ne el­se thinks. It mat­ters what I think. Look at me.” I had no idea how to re­spond. He wasn’t an­gry or vi­o­lent, just…firm. He said it li­ke it was fact. No one see­med to be pay­ing any at­ten­ti­on. I tur­ned to­ward him and loo­ked him in the eye as he ran his hand all the way up to the top of my thigh. 
 “Spread your legs.” My legs see­med to open un­der their own pow­er and he ran his hand over the top of my un­der­we­ar, cup­ping my pus­sy with his palm. On­ce it was the­re, I could feel the heat ra­di­a­ting from bet­ween my legs and he must ha­ve sen­sed it too. “Finish your drink. Let’s go.”
 I took a fi­nal swig of my drink and ha­sti­ly pul­led out some cash and rus­hed to catch Phil­lip hea­ding out. He was par­ked a half block down. He had a ni­ce Le­xus and he ope­ned the pas­sen­ger door from the dri­vers seat.
 On­ce we we­re mo­ving, he put his hand back on my thigh and he said, wi­thout ta­king his eyes off the road, “Take off your bra.” It took a litt­le wrang­ling and con­tor­ting, but I managed to do so. With it off, he re­a­ched over and first cup­ped one of my tits firm­ly and then pin­ched a nipp­le slight­ly. It grew hard at his touch and I in­ha­led a litt­le at the sen­sa­ti­on.
 We’d on­ly be­en dri­ving for about two mi­nu­tes, we’d ba­re­ly left the French Quar­ter, when he pul­led over. He got out word­less­ly and hea­ded to a hou­se on a bu­sy street. I fol­lo­wed him out, up the steps and in­to a small two sto­ry hou­se. Ha­ving him feel me up was one thing, but now that I was going in­to his hou­se, I knew what would hap­pen. I knew whe­re this was hea­ded.
 Stan­ding in­side, he clo­sed the door af­ter I en­te­red. I was kind of diz­zy by this point. I wasn’t re­al­ly su­re how this was all sup­po­sed to hap­pen but I was pret­ty su­re I’d ne­ver imagi­ned this. At the sa­me time, being sort of con­fu­sed, it hel­ped ha­ving him sim­p­ly tell me what to do. It didn’t re­al­ly oc­cur to me to do any­thing el­se.
 “Strip. Eve­r­y­thing.” I star­ted to mo­ve in­to the hou­se. “No. Right here. Lea­ve your clo­thes by the door.”
 I pul­led my sun­dress over my head and drop­ped it to the floor along with my bra. He mo­ved across a small living room and sat down on a lar­ge white so­fa and wat­ched me. It was a litt­le warm in his hou­se, no AC I guess, and it felt good to ha­ve the cei­ling fans on my skin. I slip­ped out of my shoes and then hoo­ked my thumbs in­to my thong and let it sli­de to the floor.
 Stan­ding the­re na­ked in front of him, I felt ex­po­sed, but char­ged at the sa­me time. A man was loo­king at me na­ked and he had lust in his eyes! He wat­ched me shif­ting my weight, side to side, and smi­led, just a litt­le. “Go get me a drink,” He jer­ked a thumb over his shoul­der. “A bour­bon, two cu­bes of ice. Glas­ses are abo­ve the sink to the left.”
 His place was a clas­sic New Or­leans shot­gun lay­out; hardwood floors, high cei­lings. It was mo­dest­ly de­co­ra­ted and I won­de­red if he lived alo­ne or whe­ther or not he was mar­ried.
 I stro­de past him, cu­rious­ly unself­con­s­cious. The kit­chen lay just past his living room. As I mo­ved around doing my task, I could feel my own wet­ness bet­ween my legs. A litt­le ex­ci­ted voi­ce in my head said, “I can’t be­lie­ve you’re doing this with this guy! You don’t even know him!” But my hands kept ma­king the drink.
 When I ca­me back, he di­rec­ted me to set it on the end ta­ble be­si­de the couch. He was sea­ted in the midd­le of it with his legs spread wi­de. “Get down on your knees here,” he poin­ted to a spot on the rug right bet­ween his feet. “Take off my shoes, then my pants.” I did as I was told, knee­ling and get­ting to work on his lea­ther dress shoes. He sip­ped on his drink. When I got to his belt, I sud­den­ly got ner­vous and he­si­ta­ted. But then I saw his bul­ge, his hal­fe­rect cock, pres­sing against his zip­per and I had to see it, to feel it.
 I un­did his belt, but­ton and zip­per. He hi­ked his ass up and in one smooth mo­ve I pul­led down his pants and his bo­xers. The­re it was, black and beau­ti­ful, un­cir­cum­ci­sed, lay­ing against his dark sto­mach. It was thi­cker than Da­vid’s but about the sa­me length. I’d ne­ver se­en an un­cut cock be­fo­re.
 He see­med to en­joy my ea­ger­ness. He smi­led and said, “Put it in your mouth.” I be­gan to gi­ve him the sa­me blow job I al­ways ga­ve Da­vid. I’d cup one hand un­der his balls, put one hand on the shaft and roll my tongue over his head be­fo­re suck­ing him. But Phil­lip didn’t want that. He pul­led my hands away by the wrist and set them on top of his thighs. He said on­ly, “Just your mouth.”
 He tas­ted so dif­fe­rent from Da­vid. I’m not su­re how to de­s­cri­be it. Mu­ski­er? Sal­tier? I wasn’t su­re I li­ked it, but I wan­ted mo­re be­fo­re I de­ci­ded. I was doing the best I could wi­thout my hands. I could feel him get­ting har­der in my mouth. Then I felt his hands on the back of my head, which is some­thing I actu­al­ly got mad at Da­vid for doing on­ce.
 Phil­lip didn’t press hard, just enough to let me know that he wan­ted me far­ther down on his cock. My hand star­ted to co­me up a litt­le in pro­test and he said calm­ly, “Put your hands back down on my thighs. I want to he­ar you gag on my cock.”
 He wan­ted to he­ar me gag? That ma­de no sen­se to me at all. I didn’t want to ac­ci­den­tal­ly throw up on him. Just thin­king that ma­de me al­most gag. But he wasn’t pres­sing hard on my head, just slight­ly. I re­a­li­zed, hey, if he gets tur­ned on by me gag­ging, then, why not? I let him press my head down far­ther, and far­ther. I let my hands sett­le back on­to his thighs and com­mit­ted to kee­ping them the­re. I tried to re­lax my thro­at as best I could. I’d taken mo­re than half of him in my mouth, may­be even two thirds.
 Then the gag ca­me on, I couldn’t stop it. My eyes wa­te­red, my head ca­me back up. He let me catch my breath. When I loo­ked at him again through my tea­ry eyes I saw that he was re­al­ly tur­ned on. His dick was rock hard and the­re was that look that a guy gets when he’s past ni­ce­ties, when he’s rea­dy to fuck.
 Ta­king my fo­re­arms, he pul­led me up on top of him, stradd­ling him. His gor­geous shaft pres­sing against my pus­sy. It loo­ked so pret­ty the­re, dark against my pa­le skin.
 I lea­ned in to kiss him and he stop­ped me by grab­bing the back of my head, our lips me­re in­ches apart. His bour­bon breath flo­wed over my face. He said in a loud whi­s­per, “Put it in your cunt.” No one had ever cal­led my pus­sy a ‘cunt’ be­fo­re. I felt li­ke I should be of­fen­ded or some­thing. But then I thought, if I’m going to cheat on my hus­band with a man I ba­re­ly know, then it’s a cunt. I grab­bed his cock, ad­jus­ted it so that the head slid right bet­ween my la­bia. He whi­s­pe­red again, still hol­ding my face right in front of his, loo­king in my eyes, “Fuck your­self.”
 My thighs sunk down and I let that cock sli­de all the way in­to me in one smooth mo­ti­on. A long low gut­tu­ral mo­an escaped me as it went in. My head tried to loll back­ward, but he held my face stea­dy to his. I took a shud­de­ring breath and wi­thout even thin­king about it, my pel­vis star­ted un­du­la­ting against him. My hands went to my tits and and I star­ted to re­vel in their feel. Some­ti­mes, for long pe­ri­ods, I’d for­get about my sur­ge­ry, about the fact that they we­re so much mo­re full than they had be­en. But now I couldn’t stop cares­sing them.
 Had sex ever be­en this good? Had I ever felt this way with Da­vid? I couldn’t tell you for su­re. Time see­med to be play­ing tricks on me. All I knew was that at that mo­ment, I had no thoughts of my hus­band or my fa­mi­ly. Eve­r­y­thing cen­te­red around my bo­dy and Phil­lip’s.
 I’m not su­re how long I ro­de him. It couldn’t ha­ve be­en mo­re than a mi­nu­te or two. He kept loo­king right in­to my eyes. I could feel my wet­ness on his legs, on my thighs, run­ning down on­to the couch. I was grin­ding on his cock with a stea­dy rhythm.
 The­re it was. That spark, that ti­ny light that goes off in your head. It on­ly says one thing: If you con­ti­nue to do what you are doing, you are going to ha­ve an or­gasm. Right then it daw­ned on me. I hadn’t had an or­gasm in months. Months!
 Phil­lip must ha­ve se­en the look in my eyes. His free hand was sud­den­ly tight­ly on my ass and with his cock all the way in me, I ground my clit down against his pel­vis. He mouthed the word ‘cum’ again and I did. I tried to bi­te my lip, but it ca­me out any­way as a full blown scream. I think my eyes rol­led back in my head. Wa­ves rol­led up and down my back and I pushed my head back against his hand. My knees star­ted to get wob­b­ly. Then, he was thrus­ting up and some­how, and im­pos­si­b­ly, I could feel his dick get­ting har­der in me, tou­ching a new spot.
 “Fuck! I’m cum­ming!” He hol­le­red and threw his head back and ar­ched him­self in­to me. I felt his cock jer­king in­side me, a flood of new wet­ness. I was still not ful­ly through my own or­gasm and his sent new wa­ves of ple­a­su­re through me.
 Wait. He’d just cum in me. We hadn’t even spo­ken about con­doms. I had a full load of an­other man’s se­men in me. At le­ast I was on the pill, but still…Whe­re the fuck had my brain go­ne?
 We slum­ped against each other, no sound but our brea­thing. I could feel him gra­du­al­ly going soft in me. With a big ex­ha­le, he re­a­ched for his drink. I put my hands on his shoul­ders and smi­led at him.
 He grin­ned back and then said, “Wri­te your full na­me, ad­dress and pho­ne num­ber on that pad the­re.” He saw my rai­sed eye­brow and ad­ded, “trust me.” I stood, sad to feel him slip out of me, and mo­ved to the pen and pa­per and be­gan to wri­te my in­for­ma­ti­on down. I could al­rea­dy feel my own juices and his hot sticki­ness tra­ve­ling down my thigh. When I finis­hed with the pen, I ran my midd­le fin­ger up my thigh and tas­ted it. Fuck, that is one of the best tas­tes ever.
 “Mind if I go clean up?” I ga­ve him an evil smi­le.
 “Actu­al­ly, ye­ah, I do. What I re­al­ly want is for you to get dres­sed and I’ll take you back to your car.” He said this in that mat­ter of fact to­ne that I didn’t know how to take.
 “Did I…do some­thing wrong?”
 “Not at all. Put your dress on, nothing el­se.”
 I did as he as­ked, but I was star­ting to feel li­ke I’d ma­de a wrong turn some­whe­re and was now lost. We step­ped out­si­de and I ma­de my way down his steps, shoes and un­der­we­ar in hand. He led me back to the car and when I sat, I could feel the back of my dress get­ting wet.
 On the way back he said, “Don’t wor­ry about con­tac­ting me. I’ll con­tact you. I un­der­stand your si­tu­a­ti­on.” He soun­ded ve­ry serious. We pul­led along side my car and I just sort of ex­pec­ted him to just kick me out and drive off.
 In­s­tead, he lea­ned over, put his mouth to my ear and grab­bed one nipp­le hard enough that I ma­de a his­sing noi­se. He whi­s­pe­red, “Now go home to your hus­band, as you are. Change your dress, wi­pe up, but don’t shower and don’t touch him to­night. I want you to sleep with my cum in you.” With that, he drop­ped me at my car and I went home. My pus­sy was wet all over again.


3 A.M.

Jes­si­ca
I ob­vious­ly didn’t know about my mom’s en­coun­ter with Phil­lip. I was in my own litt­le world. Ho­nest­ly, I was pret­ty pis­sed at my mom and dad for brin­ging me to New Or­leans. It wasn’t that I ha­ted the ci­ty, but I just didn’t ha­ve any fri­ends. I was still re­al­ly clo­se to my bro­ther though and he was pret­ty good about try­ing to in­clu­de me with his fri­ends when he could. But af­ter our mo­ve, he star­ted han­ging out with some ol­der boys and I got left be­hind.

By the time I was thir­teen, my tits we­re star­ting to re­al­ly co­me in, I got my pe­ri­od and boys star­ted no­ti­cing me. I li­ked them too, but I just didn’t know how to in­teract with them well. I think I tre­a­ted them li­ke I tre­a­ted my bro­ther and that ga­ve them sort of mi­xed si­gnals.

I had a few crus­hes, but they ne­ver re­al­ly amoun­ted to any­thing. That chan­ged one night when I was four­teen. My bro­ther de­ci­ded to throw a par­ty whi­le my pa­rents we­re up north going to some di­stant re­la­ti­ves fu­ne­ral. Ke­vin wasn’t a hu­ge par­tier yet, but he had some ol­der fri­ends who we­re and he of­fe­red up the hou­se. It wasn’t some ra­ger that de­stroy­ed the place, but he had about twen­ty peo­ple over, most­ly guys. One of his fri­ends, Aa­ron, was this beau­ti­ful, tall blon­de boy that I loved to spy on. He was sort of a jock and could kind of be a dick some­ti­mes, but he had this re­al­ly cute smi­le and I loved the way his jeans sat on his hips. You know that spot, whe­re the bot­tom of a guys waist sort of meets his hip bo­nes? I love that spot.

Any­way, the par­ty got going and the­re we­re vi­deo games, drin­king games, the usu­al. I didn’t re­al­ly get in­vol­ved much sin­ce al­most eve­r­yo­ne the­re we­re fri­ends with Ke­vin and we­re a cou­ple of years ol­der. I snuck in a few hel­los to Aa­ron, but he see­med to be cha­sing af­ter this girl who was a Se­ni­or at school. She was pret­ty and blon­de and actu­al­ly ma­de her bra­ces seem se­xy.

 I ga­ve up pret­ty ear­ly on and de­ci­ded to go to bed around one in the mor­ning. At around three, I heard a knock and my door open. It was Aa­ron.
He was lea­ning his head in and he said in a whi­s­per, “Hey, you still up?” I lied and said yes and sat up. I was just wea­ring a t-shirt and pan­ties,
 but I had the blan­ket pul­led up to my waist. He step­ped in, a beer in his
 hand and as­ked if he could sit down on the bed. When I said yes, he sat
 down on the ed­ge by the foot of the bed. “How’s it going?” I said, not su­re
 how to start this con­ver­sa­ti­on.
 “Par­ty’s get­ting la­me. Just wan­ted to see what you we­re doing.” “I was gon­na crash. Did eve­r­yo­ne go home?”
 “Most­ly. Want some beer?” He held it up, but not out. I had to swing
 out of bed to re­ach it. I tried to keep some blan­ket over my lap, but I wasn’t
 doing a ve­ry good job and I’m su­re he could see my un­der­we­ar. “Ho­ly shit, Jes­si­ca, you are re­al­ly fuck­ing hot.” This left me
 speechless. I’d ne­ver heard any­thing li­ke that from a boy ever, let alo­ne
 sit­ting on my bed in the dark in the midd­le of the night. I was sud­den­ly
 fee­ling flush all over.
 “Thanks,” was all I could manage.
 He got sort of a de­jec­ted look on his face. “What’s wrong?” I as­ked as
 I took the beer from him and took a sip. I thril­led kno­wing his lips had be­en
 on the sa­me thing mi­ne we­re on.
 He loo­ked down at the car­pet and said, “An­ne was lea­ding me on all
 night. She got me all wor­ked up, but she wouldn’t…” He kind of trai­led off
 and took back his beer to take a swig.
 “Get you off?” I ad­ded. I knew about sex, most­ly from rea­ding my
 dad’s porn ma­ga­zi­nes. Es­pe­ci­al­ly the let­ters sec­ti­ons. I’d al­rea­dy lear­ned
 about ma­stur­ba­ti­on, but I hadn’t re­al­ly fi­gu­red out how to get my­self off
 yet.
 “Ye­ah,” he said in­to his beer. “Any­way, I thought…I don’t know,
 would you…” Loo­king back on it, it’s pret­ty fun­ny. I should ha­ve be­en
 of­fen­ded, being tre­a­ted li­ke some de­spe­ra­te last chan­ce. It was actu­al­ly
 pret­ty pa­the­tic. But I was thril­led. I didn’t re­al­ly care about the how’s or
 why’s. Aa­ron was in my bedroom and he wan­ted me to get him off! But
 pa­nic was cree­ping in­to me. I didn’t know what the hell to do, how to do it
 or what he even wan­ted.
 My brain sput­te­red and all I could manage was, “Su­re. I’ll do it.” I
 wai­ted a se­cond and thought, “God, that soun­ded stu­pid.” He hadn’t re­al­ly
 re­ac­ted yet, li­ke may­be he wasn’t su­re what ca­me next eit­her. Fi­nal­ly, I as­ked, “What should I do?” Which again soun­ded comple­te­ly ri­di­cu­lous
 when I heard it out loud.
 He loo­ked at me li­ke he was as­king me to gi­ve him a mil­li­on dol­lars
 and said, “Can you stro­ke it?” He lea­ned back and I could see now that his
 dick was pres­sing hard against his jeans.
 A sud­den noi­se from down­stairs re­min­ded me that my door was still
 open. I hop­ped up and clo­sed it quiet­ly, no­ting Ke­vin’s voi­ce shou­ting at the
 TV over a vi­deo game. When I went back to my bed, Aa­ron was un­doing
 his pants. He pul­led down his pants and un­der­we­ar enough to get his cock
 out. His balls we­re res­ting on his un­der­we­ar.
 The­re wasn’t as much hair as I thought the­re would be. I guess the few
 cocks I’d se­en all ca­me from ma­ga­zi­nes, so they we­re ol­der guys. Other
 than that, it loo­ked li­ke the ones I’d se­en pic­tu­res of. May­be a litt­le smal­ler,
 but I’m su­re the guys in the ma­ga­zi­nes are big­ger than ave­ra­ge. He was rock hard and my heart was poun­ding. I craw­led back on my
 bed and got on my knees next to him. He loo­ked so cute lea­ning back on his
 el­bows on my bed, his dick as hard as a rock for me.
 “Tell me if I’m doing it wrong,” I said, which again ca­me out as ve­ry
 un-se­xy in my own ears. He didn’t say any­thing, so I re­a­ched out and
 tou­ched it. It’s ama­zing how hard and how soft cocks can be
 si­mul­ta­neous­ly. I was al­so sur­pri­sed at how warm it was, and I’m su­re my
 hands felt li­ke ice.\
 He jum­ped a litt­le at my touch and I be­gan stro­king him, doing what I
 guess I thought I was sup­po­sed to be doing. Aa­ron clo­sed his eyes and
 mo­a­ned, so I must ha­ve be­en doing some­thing right. His cock got har­der
 re­al­ly fast and it wasn’t even a mi­nu­te be­fo­re cum star­ted shoo­ting out all
 over my hand. I knew that would hap­pen, but I didn’t re­al­ly know how
 warm it would be, or how se­xy. It ga­ve me a hu­ge rush to make him cum. I
 was still stro­king him, the cum run­ning all over my hand and his cock. Aa­ron put out his hand a se­cond la­ter, tel­ling me to ea­se off. I let go,
 loo­king at my hand. It was so ri­di­cu­lous­ly hot, seeing his cum all over my
 fin­gers. My heart was poun­ding.
 He got up and said, “Do you ha­ve some­thing…?” He poin­ted to his
 mes­sy cock. I got up and han­ded him a dir­ty t-shirt of mi­ne. He wi­ped his
 cock and I no­ti­ced his de­mea­nor had al­rea­dy chan­ged. He’d go­ne back to
 the Aa­ron that I’d se­en at the par­ty a few hours ago.
 “Thanks,” he said, “that was awe­so­me.” He han­ded me back the t-shirt
 and hea­ded for the door. He stop­ped and ad­ded, “I won’t say any­thing to
 Ke­vin if you don’t.” He wal­ked out, clo­sing the door be­hind him. I craw­led back in­to bed with the cum stai­ned t-shirt and played with
 the cum on my fin­gers. I couldn’t nail down any one emo­ti­on I had. I was
 ex­ci­ted, di­s­ap­poin­ted, con­fu­sed, thril­led. I’m not su­re how long I stayed up
 that night thin­king about it all.
 When I wo­ke up the next day though, the one thing I was su­re of is
 that I wan­ted mo­re.


Se­cond Stop

Ka­te
Af­ter my en­coun­ter with Phil­lip, I had two re­al­ly strong im­me­di­a­te re­ac­ti­ons. On the one hand, I’d chea­ted on my hus­band and I was de­aling with some hea­vy guilt. Da­vid may not ha­ve be­en pay­ing much at­ten­ti­on to me, but I’d ne­ver lied to him li­ke this be­fo­re. That be­tra­y­al weig­hed hea­vi­ly on me. Si­mul­ta­neous­ly, my sex drive was back with a ven­gean­ce.

I be­gan ma­stur­ba­ting dai­ly (with my ama­zing shower head) and I found that I was loo­king for ex­cu­ses now to get at­ten­ti­on from stran­gers. I mean, I’m fair­ly pret­ty and I ha­ven’t had to work hard to keep a de­cent fi­gu­re.

But now I was going out of my way to make men no­ti­ce me. Eve­ry trip to the gro­ce­ry sto­re was a chan­ce to we­ar a lower cut blou­se or a shorter skirt. Da­vid see­med as ob­li­vious as ever, but other men we­re de­fi­ni­te­ly ta­king no­ti­ce. It felt so good to feel that ener­gy again, that sen­se you get when you know a man is tur­ned on by your pre­sence. It had just be­en so long sin­ce I’d felt wan­ted and now I was rea­dy to gor­ge on that fee­ling.

A few weeks la­ter, I still hadn’t heard from Phil­lip and I was be­gin­ning to doubt that I would. Much la­ter I found out that he dated black girls, but that he would on­ly ha­ve one offs with white girls. I ne­ver had the chan­ce to ask him why.

Any­way, one of our fa­mi­ly’s cars was in the shop and I had some er­rands to run. I’d dres­sed a litt­le pro­vo­ca­ti­ve­ly for the sa­ke of the guys at the re­pair shop and was ple­a­sed that I’d got­ten a few sta­res and dou­ble takes. On­ce I left the shop, I jum­ped on a bus and star­ted hop­ping around town.

Af­ter my se­cond stop, I got back on and sat to­ward the re­ar. I sat across from a young white guy in his ear­ly twen­ties, fa­cing me. He im­me­di­a­te­ly be­gan gi­ving me a hard sta­re, not loo­king away the way most po­li­te guys do. Even when I loo­ked away I could still feel his eyes all over me.

But that’s what I wan­ted, so I de­ci­ded to gi­ve him a litt­le mo­re. I was dres­sed in a white cotton skirt that ca­me down to just abo­ve my knees and cute litt­le black plat­form flip-flops. I was wea­ring a light blue, but­ton up, short slee­ve blou­se that sho­wed off plen­ty of clea­va­ge. I’d dyed my hair a ni­ce oran­gey-red and had just some eye­li­ner and a ni­ce light pink lip­stick on for makeup.

The­re was no one el­se in the back of the bus area, so I slow­ly un­cros­sed my legs and then cros­sed them again, let­ting him see my pan­ties. He mo­ved both hands to his po­ckets and kept sta­ring at me. I con­ti­nued to pre­tend I didn’t no­ti­ce.

My stop ca­me up and I stood to go. The bus let me out right at my phar­ma­cy and as I star­ted to walk in, I no­ti­ced him be­hind me. “Oh, shit,” I mum­b­led to my­self. I hadn’t re­al­ly meant to get the guy that rev­ved up. I just wan­ted to gi­ve him a cheap thrill.

I wal­ked on, picking up the few things I nee­ded, but he in­ter­cep­ted me in an ais­le. He sid­led up next to me and said dis­creet­ly, “You wan­na do a litt­le herb with me?” His jeans we­re a bit bag­gy, but the white tank top he had on let me know that he was thin, but to­ned. His short brown hair was crop­ped and well kept, but he had stub­ble on his face. It was hot out­si­de and he was swea­ting pret­ty hea­vi­ly. I could smell his sweat.

“Ummm, no, thanks.” I tried to act ca­su­al as though stran­gers of­fe­red me weed all the time. I hadn’t smo­ked any sin­ce be­fo­re Ke­vin was born.
 “Co­me on, don’t make me smo­ke alo­ne. I was gon­na get off at the next stop. I live two blocks down. You look li­ke you wan­na get high.” His vo­lu­me had go­ne up a bit and sud­den­ly I felt li­ke eve­r­yo­ne in the place was wat­ching and lis­ten­ing to us.
 “Meet me out­si­de,” I said quick­ly, mo­re to end the con­ver­sa­ti­on than any­thing. He smi­led and wal­ked off and I wrap­ped things up in the sto­re.
 When we got out­si­de, he told me his na­me was Jeff and he wasn’t ly­ing when he said he lived two blocks away. I wasn’t re­al­ly su­re why I was going with him. May­be I was bo­red, may­be I wan­ted to get high, I don’t know. I wasn’t re­al­ly at­trac­ted to him. He just see­med li­ke a boy to me.
 Step­ping in­to his hou­se I re­a­li­zed that he lived with his pa­rents. He must ha­ve suspec­ted that I was thin­king that, loo­king around at all the ve­ry ‘grown up’ fur­ni­ture and de­cor. He said, “Co­me on up, my room’s this way.”
 I was star­ting to re­gret this who­le thing. It all see­med re­al­ly sil­ly and I just wan­ted to find a way to end it quick­ly. We got in­to his room which was co­ve­red in pos­ters from bands li­ke In­cu­bus and Ade­ma. He pul­led out a small ce­ra­mic pipe, pa­cked it and lit up. Two hits la­ter, I re­mem­be­red ex­act­ly what it felt li­ke to be high.
 We we­re sit­ting on his bed, he had some mu­sic play­ing and I’d just taken a third hit when he said, “I re­al­ly wan­na suck on your tit­ties.”
 I didn’t say any­thing. I just un­but­to­ned my blou­se, took off my bra and laid back on his bed, my legs dan­g­ling over the side. He went to work on them with his mouth and hands im­me­di­a­te­ly. He was de­fi­ni­te­ly over ea­ger, but it felt so good to ha­ve them tou­ched and played with. I just clo­sed my eyes, let my­self be high and en­joy­ed the fee­ling. Even the mu­sic didn’t seem so bad.
 I think I was so out of it that it took me a mi­nu­te to re­a­li­ze that he’d pul­led my skirt and pan­ties off. I gas­ped as I re­a­li­zed he was bu­ry­ing his head bet­ween my legs and licking me. My knees went up at the sa­me time I gas­ped, “What are you doing?”
 He didn’t ans­wer, but kept licking at my pus­sy. His tech­ni­que was slop­py, but I didn’t re­al­ly care at that point. It’d be­en years sin­ce I’d had a tongue on my pus­sy. I grab­bed his head and ground my clit against his no­se.
 Af­ter a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes I re­a­li­zed his style was good enough to get me wet, but not enough to cum. I threw cau­ti­on to the wind. “Are you going to fuck me, or what?”
 He loo­ked up, start­led. “I can fuck you?” I nod­ded im­pa­ti­ent­ly.
 His hands flew fas­ter than I could fol­low. His pants and un­der­we­ar flew off and he pul­led a con­dom from the dra­wer next to his bed. His cock was long, thin and pa­le. It was ful­ly erect, so much so that the head was throb­bing pur­ple. It had a gentle up­ward cur­ve and a slight bend to the left. He got the con­dom on fast and clim­bed on top of me li­ke he was loo­king to pin me in a wrest­ling match.
 I grab­bed my knees and spread for him and he was all the way in me in a flash. I let out a re­al­ly loud mo­an and a shud­de­ring breath. He wasn’t as thick as Phil­lip, but it was the lon­gest cock I’d ever had in me and he was hit­ting some­thing de­ep that hurt a ti­ny bit, but al­so felt won­der­ful.
 He tried kis­sing me, but his breath was wret­ched and the smell co­ming from his arm­pits was enough that I was a litt­le gros­sed out. It wasn’t enough to over­co­me what my pus­sy nee­ded though. I be­gan to work my hips un­der­neath him in time to his thrusts. He be­gan to say ‘fuck’ over and over again. At first it was just a whi­s­per, but quick­ly it was a yell. He went ri­gid all over and his eyes clo­sed. It had be­en less than 30 se­conds.
 Be­fo­re I even had a chan­ce to re­gis­ter my di­s­ap­point­ment, he pul­led out and said, “Wait, wait.” He stood, his cock now hal­fe­rect with a con­dom full of se­men. He pul­led it off, drop­ping it to the floor and re­a­ched for an­other one. He said, “Can you just jerk me off for a se­cond, I’ll get hard again.”
 I was re­al­ly doubt­ful, but I re­a­ched down and stro­ked him. Mo­re cum oo­zed out of his head. His crotch smel­led li­ke sweat and cum. Af­ter less than a do­zen stro­kes I could feel him ri­sing again. He smi­led, slip­ped the se­cond con­dom on and clim­bed back on top of me. This time, he see­med to ha­ve a much mo­re even rhythm and I was ab­le to match his mo­ve­ments with my hips. We kept fuck­ing in swea­ty si­lence. The on­ly thing to be heard was our hea­vy brea­thing and the mu­sic. We fu­cked li­ke that in his un­air­con­di­ti­o­ned room for at le­ast a half hour.
 I wan­ted to cum, so I di­rec­ted him on­to his back and ro­de him. I ca­me li­ke a ro­cket a mi­nu­te la­ter, grin­ding my cunt on him with eve­r­y­thing I had. I slo­wed for mi­nu­te and then ground my way to an­other or­gasm and then an­other.
 Fi­nal­ly af­ter the third or­gasm I said, “I need a break.” I clim­bed off of him and lay down on my sto­mach, but he was sud­den­ly be­hind me hi­king my ass up in the air. “Gim­me a mi­nu­te, will you? I’m wi­ped!”
 But he didn’t slow down. My ass was in the air, but I was still on my face and arms. He grab­bed my hips and thrust in­to me. Bet­ween gr­unts he said, “Can’t stop now, al­most the­re again.” I was ti­red, my pus­sy ached and my clit was re­al­ly sen­si­ti­ve. I wan­ted him to stop. I tried to lower my ass a bit, but he was stron­ger than he loo­ked and he rai­sed my hips up again. He said through clen­ched teeth, “Co­me on! I need this! I need to cum!”
 Some­thing about the to­ne in his voi­ce, his ur­gen­cy. It rev­ved me up. I had the pow­er to ple­a­se this guy and I didn’t want to let him down. I ar­ched my ass and thrust my hips back at him and grab­bed his cock with eve­r­y­thing my pus­sy could manage.
 It must ha­ve wor­ked be­cau­se he ca­me again me­re se­conds la­ter. He fell on top of my back and care­ful­ly wor­ked the con­dom out of me with one hand. He laughed as I saw that it was as full of cum as the first one. My eyes must ha­ve bul­ged. “Ye­ah,” he said, “If you could wait about 15 mi­nu­tes, I could get hard again. But my pa­rents will be home soon.”
 I took that as my cue to go. He as­ked for my pho­ne num­ber and I said no and he said he un­der­stood. I was just get­ting up to get dres­sed when he said, “Hey, can I take your pic­ture? Li­ke, you ly­ing on my bed na­ked?”
 “Why?”
 “I won’t shoot your face if you don’t want. I just want to show my fri­ends. They won’t be­lie­ve me. I score lots of pus­sy my age, but I’ve ne­ver be­en with an ol­der chick be­fo­re.” The sin­ce­ri­ty on his face was so en­dea­ring, that I agreed. He didn’t in­clu­de my face. I even let him take a cou­ple, in­clu­ding one with me on all fours. It ma­de him re­al­ly hap­py.
 He wal­ked me to the door and I ga­ve him a kiss on the cheek. “Thanks for a gre­at af­ter­noon,” I told him and caught the next bus home.


Too Much Punch

Jes­si­ca
Af­ter I ga­ve Aa­ron that hand job, I thought I’d be ab­le to get a date with him or at le­ast get him to fool around with me again, but it wasn’t going to hap­pen. He star­ted da­ting some girl from an­other school and I didn’t see him much. I think he might ha­ve be­en avoi­ding me be­cau­se he was afraid of pis­sing off my bro­ther, Ke­vin.

I tried flir­ting with other boys, but it just didn’t seem to work ve­ry well. Eit­her I got re­al­ly weird around them or they got re­al­ly weird around me. I managed to get as far as ma­king out with a few boys, but for the most part, my fres­h­man year was pret­ty date­less. Right at the end of the year though, I got as­ked out by Neil. He was this re­al­ly cute Ju­ni­or with dark hair and dark eyes. He was re­al­ly in­to cars and had a re­al­ly ni­ce Mit­su­bi­shi that he’d cu­sto­mi­zed.

Our se­cond date was to a par­ty a fri­end of his was gi­ving. We all en­ded up get­ting pret­ty was­ted on some punch that eve­r­yo­ne was drin­king. It was a big hou­se and the­re must ha­ve be­en for­ty or fif­ty peo­ple in the place.

Neil star­ted put­ting his hands on my ass and kis­sing my neck a lot. I could tell he was get­ting wor­ked up. I didn’t en­cou­ra­ge him, but I didn’t slow him down eit­her. I was wea­ring a cute litt­le jean skirt and he kept ri­ding his hand up the back of my thigh.

Just when I thought he was going to ask me to go home with him, he said, “Let’s go ups­tairs.” I was a litt­le bum­med. I was as drunk as I was going to get wi­thout get­ting sick and I wan­ted to spend some time alo­ne with Neil. I as­s­u­med he wan­ted to go ups­tairs to par­ty mo­re or to make out or some­thing.

I fol­lo­wed him though and he led me by the hand up to his fri­end’s bedroom. He ope­ned the door su­per slow­ly and he step­ped in li­ke he was snea­king up on someo­ne. When I step­ped in and my eyes ad­jus­ted to the pret­ty dim room I could see that Neil’s fri­end, Ben­ny, was fuck­ing someo­ne in his bed.

They both loo­ked over at us but just kept going. Ben­ny said, “Clo­se the door, Neil!” Ben­ny was this over­weight guy that re­al­ly li­ked to show off that he had mo­ney. The girl he was ha­ving sex with was kind of pret­ty. She was Me­xi­can and had the­se long, thick thighs that loo­ked gor­geous, even wrap­ped around Ben­ny.

Neil sat down on Ben­ny’s com­pu­ter desk chair and in­vi­ted me to sit down on his lap. Ben­ny’s sto­mach was ma­king slap­ping sounds on the girl un­der­neath him. I was mes­me­ri­zed wat­ching them. It was so pret­ty and so dif­fe­rent than what I’d imagi­ned it would be in re­al life. Not any­thing li­ke porn.

I felt Neil’s hand going up my skirt and I knew what he wan­ted. I lea­ned over and whi­s­pe­red to him, “I want to ha­ve sex with you, but I don’t want to do it in front of anyo­ne. But I want to watch them first.”

Neil remo­ved his hand and he see­med pis­sed, but he didn’t say any­thing and we wat­ched to­gether as Ben­ny and the girl kept fuck­ing. They swit­ched so that she was ri­ding him and I got to see her tits cle­ar­ly. They we­re beau­ti­ful and dark and full. She must ha­ve be­en around eigh­teen. Her long dark hair was fal­ling down her back as she was grin­ding on him.

She saw me loo­king and ge­stu­red for me to co­me over. I swal­lo­wed hard and shook my head. Sud­den­ly I had to go. I got up and left, Neil fol­lo­wi­ng af­ter me.

He dro­ve me back to his place and we fu­cked. Ho­nest­ly, I was re­al­ly drunk by that point and I don’t re­mem­ber much. It was okay. It felt ama­zing to ha­ve a cock in me. I loved fee­ling his weight pres­sing against me, his hips for­cing my legs open. I didn’t cum, but I had a good time. We both pas­sed out at some point. I found a cum fil­led con­dom in the bed in the mor­ning. Af­ter he snuck me out of the hou­se to avo­id his pa­rents, we hea­ded home and he kis­sed me good­bye.

We dated for the next who­le year. I lear­ned to suck his cock and that he li­ked it dog­gy style the best. I was la­te one month and re­al­ly pa­ni­cked, but it was nothing. All in all, it was pret­ty okay. I guess kind of bo­ring. Not the most ex­ci­ting ‘first time’ sto­ry.

Of­ten though, when Neil and I we­re ha­ving sex, I’d think back to Ben­ny and the girl and how it felt wat­ching them. I li­ked that it was kind of dir­ty and raw. It felt nas­ty. I thought I might li­ke to ha­ve someo­ne wat­ching me ha­ve sex. I of­ten as­ked Neil whe­ther Ben­ny was ha­ving any mo­re par­ties, but he didn’t seem to know. I think Ben­ny was off to col­le­ge and he sort of left Neil be­hind.

But that next year, my Sopho­mo­re year, what re­al­ly chan­ged things for me for­ever, was ac­ci­den­tal­ly seeing my mom gi­ving a man a blow­job. A man that wasn’t my fa­ther.


Cla­rence

Ka­te
Af­ter my litt­le tryst with Jeff, I star­ted doing some hea­vy thin­king. I’d chea­ted on Da­vid twi­ce now, both times with vir­tu­al stran­gers. I was get­ting a bit in­to dan­ge­rous ter­ri­to­ry and I felt li­ke some­thing might hap­pen - an STD, someo­ne re­co­gni­zing me, get­ting caught in a lie, some­thing.

For awhi­le I tur­ned to chat rooms and in­ter­net porn. I got back in­to ma­stur­ba­ting qui­te a bit. I even did some web­cam sex with a few guys. It was okay, but mo­re than any­thing I kept going back to my en­coun­ter with Phil­lip, the re­al­ly hot black guy who’d be­en so force­ful with me, the guy I first chea­ted on Da­vid with.

It had be­en a few months sin­ce that had hap­pe­ned and I didn’t re­al­ly ex­pect to he­ar from him again. One day though, I got a text from an un­known num­ber. It just said, “I’m a fri­end of Phil­lip. He thought we’d get along. Meet for a drink?” I re­spon­ded im­me­di­a­te­ly, wi­thout thin­king.

 “Yes! When?”
We met the next day at a bar that was wal­king di­stan­ce from my hou­se. It was a shit ho­le place that I’d ne­ver be­en in. I had to go a few blocks in­to the ‘bad’ neigh­bor­hood to get to it, so I still dro­ve. Thank­ful­ly, we we­re mee­ting when the sun was still up.

I step­ped in­to the place, which re­min­ded me of a junk shop. The­re we­re pi­les of old fur­ni­ture in one cor­ner. The pool ta­ble was sta­cked with bo­xes. The place was dim and smel­led li­ke mold and ci­gars. I al­most tur­ned around right at the door, but found my cou­ra­ge and went to the bar.

I’d dres­sed in tight jeans, black pumps and a red tank top that sho­wed off a litt­le clea­va­ge, but not too much. My hair was up, as it was pret­ty warm and hu­mid. The­re we­re three guys in the bar and they all tur­ned and loo­ked at me long enough to let me know that I loo­ked okay.

Two guys we­re play­ing do­mi­noes at a ta­ble and the third was at the bar. I sat a few seats down from him and or­de­red a light beer from the ol­dest bar­ten­der I’d ever se­en. He must ha­ve be­en ni­ne­ty. I glan­ce around at them all, loo­king for some ex­pres­si­on of re­co­gni­ti­on. When I didn’t get any I tur­ned back to my beer and wai­ted.

Af­ter a mi­nu­te or two, the guy down the bar got up, mo­ved down the bar and sat down next to me. I hadn’t re­al­ly loo­ked at him clo­se­ly be­fo­re, but when he got off his stool and mo­ved to­ward me, I got an eye full. He was a big man, mo­re than 6’ and mo­re than 200 pounds. He loo­ked li­ke he might be in his mid for­ties, but it was hard to tell. He had dark brown skin, short hair with re­ce­ding hair line. He was dres­sed plain­ly, but ve­ry cle­an­ly, I no­ted. His shirt was fresh and his pants cre­a­sed. He brought his whis­key with him and took a sip as he sat down.

“So, you’re Ka­te.” He eyed me li­ke I was a cut of meat at a but­chers shop.
 “Yes,” I ex­ten­ded my hand out and smi­led alt­hough my hand was sha­king a bit. This man scared me and I couldn’t put my fin­ger on why. It wasn’t just his enor­mous size. The­re was some­thing el­se. “And you are?”
 “Cla­rence.” He shook my hand firm­ly, but warm­ly.
 “How do you know Phil­lip?” I as­ked try­ing to sound ca­su­al.
 “We go way back,” he said with a ge­nu­i­ne smi­le that ma­de me feel a lot bet­ter. Then he lea­ned in clo­se and ad­ded, “He ga­ve me eve­ry de­tail about fuck­ing that sweet litt­le white pus­sy of yours.” He mo­ved back, gau­ging my re­ac­ti­on. My breath caught in my thro­at and a tin­gle ran up and down my spi­ne. A litt­le jolt ran right to my clit.
 I think what I ex­pec­ted from this en­coun­ter was a re­peat of what hap­pe­ned with Phil­lip. In­s­tead, he be­gan as­king all kinds of ques­ti­ons about my life, whe­re I’d co­me from, my fa­mi­ly. Not in a cree­py way at all though. Just con­ver­sa­ti­on. It was so ni­ce to ha­ve the full at­ten­ti­on of a man. He wasn’t es­pe­ci­al­ly hand­so­me, in fact he was kind of plain loo­king. But eve­ry mo­ment I was with him, I war­med to him mo­re and mo­re. He was smart, fun­ny, ob­ser­vant. When I as­ked him ques­ti­ons back, he eit­her ans­we­red blunt­ly or said, “Let’s sa­ve that for an­other time.” His voi­ce was so rich and de­ep and it was so full of con­fi­dence.
 Sud­den­ly, I re­a­li­zed that we’d be­en at the bar for hours. I’d go­ne through a few beers and was a litt­le ti­psy. I had to get back home be­fo­re Da­vid got the­re. Cla­rence was un­der­stan­ding and we wal­ked out to my car. When I fum­b­led with my keys a bit, he calm­ly step­ped in, put­ting one arm around my waist and took the keys out of my hand.
 He put his lips right to my ear and said, “I’ll drive you home.” I thought he might kiss me then, but he didn’t. In­s­tead, he ope­ned my pas­sen­ger door and put me in. I was about to gi­ve him di­rec­ti­ons, but he smi­led and said, “I know the way.”
 “How?” A litt­le bit of fe­ar re­tur­ning.
 Cla­rence laughed. “One of the re­a­sons Phil got in touch with me about you was that he re­a­li­zed we we­re neigh­bors. He told me your ad­dress and it turns out I live five hou­ses down from you, just around the cor­ner.”
 We both laughed and he pul­led my car up a few hou­ses short of mi­ne. “I’ll walk from here.” He got out and ca­me around and hel­ped me up and out to the side­walk. I was fee­ling ner­vous about being wi­thin sight of my home and wan­ted to just scoot in­side, but he stop­ped me.
 He step­ped in clo­se, but didn’t touch me. “I think I’ve got a good feel for you, Ka­te. At le­ast enough for now. Here’s what I want you to do: Co­me over to my hou­se to­mor­row at ele­ven in the mor­ning. It’s just around the cor­ner the­re. Wrought iron fence with the green woo­den mail­box.”
 “Um, okay, I think I can do that.” I star­ted to mo­ve away, still fee­ling ex­po­sed. He mo­ved to in­ter­cept me again though.
 He lea­ned in re­al­ly clo­se this time. I could smell his whis­key and the heat co­ming off of his bo­dy. He tow­ered over me. “I know you we­ren’t plan­ning on tou­ching your hus­bands cock to­night, but…don’t.” He loo­ked me right in the eye. He ma­de sort of a low growl that ca­me from the back of his thro­at and smi­led. “Phil was right. I’m going en­joy this pus­sy.”
 He strol­led off and I stum­b­led in­to the hou­se. I pas­sed Jes­si­ca on the way in, ta­king off my shoes as I went. “Who we­re you tal­king to, mom?”
 “Just a neigh­bor I met on the way home.”


Todd504

Jes­si­ca
Whi­le my mom was mee­ting Cla­rence, I was still re­al­ly wrap­ped up in Neil, my first boyfri­end. It wasn’t long be­fo­re my mom caught on that we we­re da­ting. I didn’t re­al­ly hi­de stuff from her any­way. We had to ha­ve ‘the talk’ though when she wal­ked in on Neil and I. I to­tal­ly thought we had the hou­se to our­sel­ves and the mu­sic was up. My mom just strol­led in li­ke it was no big thing to walk in­to someo­ne’s bedroom. The­re was about a half se­cond whe­re we all just kind of fro­ze up and then my mom bol­ted.

La­ter, when we got to­gether to talk, she told me that she hadn’t men­ti­o­ned it to my dad. I don’t know if he would ha­ve got­ten mad or not, but I didn’t re­al­ly want to find out. I was rea­dy for a hea­vy lec­ture from my mom, but in­s­tead, she said some stuff that not on­ly ma­de me feel bet­ter, but has re­al­ly stuck with me sin­ce. She said, “Jes­si­ca, peo­ple are won­der­ful, beau­ti­ful ani­mals with won­der­ful, beau­ti­ful ani­mal ur­ges. In­s­tead of try­ing to re­press them, all you need to do is to try to ex­press them in a won­der­ful, beau­ti­ful and he­al­thy way.”

She went on to ex­plain that she wasn’t mad about me ha­ving sex and that she’d make su­re I got on birth con­trol. I got the stan­dard talk about di­sea­ses, pre­g­nan­cy and ge­ne­ral­ly being safe. We al­so tal­ked about ma­stur­ba­ti­on a litt­le and I told her I’d tried a few times. But she didn’t get pre­a­chy at me and she didn’t make me feel bad for being with Neil. (Thanks, mom!)

In fact, she told me that if I loved Neil and was with him for the rest of my life and was hap­py, then gre­at. She’d be hap­py for me. But she al­so said that I shouldn’t feel bad if I chan­ged my mind about that or if I felt fee­lings for an­other boy, that I should feel guil­ty. The way she held my hand when she told me that stuff, I knew she was re­al­ly try­ing to tell me some­thing that was im­port­ant to her.

Our agree­ment at the end was that I could ha­ve sex with Neil on­ly at our hou­se or at Neil’s, that we’d use pro­tec­ti­on, and we wouldn’t do it when my dad was home. I could live with that.

Whi­le it was a re­li­ef that my mom knew about Neil and I and the fact that we we­re ha­ving sex, it ma­de me won­der about my mom. She was al­ways this ener­ge­tic, gor­geous, clas­sy wo­man to me. Someo­ne I re­al­ly loo­ked up to. But when I thought about it, I couldn’t pic­ture her ha­ving sex and had ne­ver heard or se­en a hint that she had a sex life with my dad.

That said, I be­gan po­king around in my mom’s per­so­nal life. It star­ted as sort of a weird cu­ri­o­si­ty. I sup­po­sed my pa­rents we­re ha­ving sex and I just wasn’t hea­ring them. I be­gan lis­ten­ing at their door at night. I tried to spy on them when I thought they might be doing it. I know that sounds to­tal­ly weird, but if you met my mom, you’d find it hard to be­lie­ve that she didn’t ha­ve a sex life. She’s so char­ged, I guess?

I ne­ver saw or heard them foo­ling around. But I did manage to fi­gu­re out my mom’s lo­gin on our living room com­pu­ter. I found some stuff in her brow­ser his­to­ry that led to some porn sites, but it didn’t re­al­ly tell me much. I know it’s hor­ri­ble to pry li­ke that, but I re­al­ly wan­ted to match the per­son that I saw eve­ry day with the per­son who’d had that talk with me about being ‘beau­ti­ful, won­der­ful ani­mals’.

One day, when my mom, dad and bro­ther we­re out of the hou­se, I managed to find and get in­to an email ac­count she had and that’s whe­re I saw some pho­tos she’d both sent and re­cei­ved. Lots of guys had sent her pho­tos of their dicks and she’d sent them pho­tos of her that she’d taken right the­re in the living room! In some of them she was na­ked with a leg over the chair. In others she was bent over and loo­king at the ca­me­ra from over her shoul­der.
 Sud­den­ly, a chat box pop­ped up. My mom’s email had an au­to­ma­tic in­stant chat that ca­me on when she sig­ned in­to her email. The­re was some guy na­med Todd504 tal­king to me who thought I was my mom. He just said, “Hi,” at first and I wasn’t su­re what to do, so I just igno­red him and kept loo­king at the pho­tos. But then he star­ted say­ing stuff li­ke, ‘I ho­pe you’re na­ked. I’m loo­king at the pic­ture you sent me and it has me hard.’ I kept try­ing to igno­re him but bet­ween the pic­tu­res and his texts, I sud­den­ly re­a­li­zed that I was actu­al­ly kind of tur­ned on. I know, weird.

Part of it was that I was loo­king at all of the­se hard dicks. Not porn dicks, but re­al guys. An­other part though was thin­king that my mom had this to­tal­ly se­cret sex life going on, right here in our hou­se that no­ne of us knew about. I was kind of ex­ci­ted for her.

I de­ci­ded to ans­wer Todd504. I wro­te back and said, “Are you stro­king it?” He said he was and wan­ted to know if I was na­ked. I said, “I’m get­ting un­dres­sed right now.” I sur­pri­sed my­self a litt­le by ta­king off my clo­thes as fast as I could. I tra­ced his chat hand­le back to his email and found the pic­tu­res he’d sent my mom.

No­ne of the pic­tu­res had his face, but he was tall and kind of pa­le, with a lot of dark hair on his chest and legs. He was tou­ching his dick in all of the pic­tu­res. Most of the time he was to­tal­ly hard. His dick see­med big­ger and straigh­ter than Neil’s. It was kind of pret­ty the way it had this smooth gentle cur­ve to it. The head was just a litt­le bit wi­der than the shaft. I wan­ted to know what it felt li­ke.

He was still tal­king to me a lot through chat but I was afraid to say much be­cau­se I was su­re he would know it wasn’t my mom. I scrol­led down to one of the last pic­tu­res he’d sent my mom and it was a clo­se up of his cock, just af­ter he’d cum. The­re was still cum run­ning out of the head of his dick and his hand was co­ve­red in it.

I thought of Aa­ron and that first hand job. But now I could see the hard cock and all of that cum cle­ar­ly, it wasn’t in the dark with the lights off. The guy as­ked if I was tou­ching my­self and I just typed, “Yes.” He wro­te back that he was jer­king off and about to cum.

Sud­den­ly I found my­self with both of my legs over the com­pu­ter chair and play­ing with my­self li­ke I ne­ver had be­fo­re. I was rub­bing my clit bet­ween my in­dex fin­ger and my midd­le fin­ger of my right hand whi­le I was slow­ly pushing a fin­ger from my left hand in­to my pus­sy.

I don’t know why I wasn’t ab­le to cum from ma­stur­ba­ting be­fo­re, but I su­re did that time. I let my­self actu­al­ly mo­an re­al­ly loud for the first time and my own voi­ce see­med so stran­ge to me. I had to lower my legs be­cau­se they we­re sha­king so bad­ly. I’d left a litt­le wet spot on the seat, which was thank­ful­ly pla­stic. It had be­en a few mi­nu­tes sin­ce eit­her of us had said any­thing on chat. Todd504 fi­nal­ly said, “Did you cum?”

I hur­ried­ly typed, “Yes. Got­ta run,” and log­ged off. I de­le­ted the re­cord of our chat, or at le­ast, I think I did. I wi­ped up the mess I left on the chair and ran back to my room na­ked, clo­thes in hand, fee­ling so char­ged and good and bad all at the sa­me time. In the months that fol­lo­wed, I be­gan ma­stur­ba­ting all around the hou­se.


A Shot of Te­qui­la

Ka­te
I could ba­re­ly sleep that night af­ter my date with Cla­rence. The­re was just this pre­sence to him that was elec­tric. I craw­led in­to bed with Da­vid la­ter and wat­ched him fall as­leep to some te­le­vi­si­on show. Cla­rence had as­ked me not to touch him, which tur­ned out to be re­al­ly ea­sy. All I could think of was Cla­rence and loo­king at Da­vid ma­de me kind of win­ce.

The next mor­ning, af­ter eve­r­yo­ne was out of the hou­se, I ma­de my way over to Cla­rence’s place. It was hot and sin­ce it was still mor­ning, I just wore shorts and t-shirt and my plat­form flip-flops. I ma­de su­re to do my makeup well though and that eve­ry hair was in place.

His yard was im­ma­cu­la­te but the who­le hou­se had an aging feel to it. Lots of pla­ces in New Or­leans look li­ke that, I guess. I kno­cked and he ans­we­red al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly and sho­wed me in. It was gor­geous in­side. It had high cei­lings and beau­ti­ful hardwood floors. All the fur­ni­ture was va­rious sha­des of dark brown.

Cla­rence was dres­sed much as I’d se­en him on our date. Slacks and crisp linen shirt. He had a light gold chain and a few small gold rings. He smel­led li­ke he was wea­ring co­lo­gne, may­be even a litt­le too much, but it sui­ted him. He was ma­king bloo­dy ma­rys and he of­fe­red me one. It was full of fresh ve­ge­ta­bles and pick­led okra. We sat down on this hu­ge brown lea­ther so­fa next to each other and I took a big gulp of bloo­dy ma­ry just to sett­le my pul­se a litt­le.

I cros­sed my legs and sat for­ward whi­le he loun­ged his hu­ge frame back in the so­fa, his legs spread ca­su­al­ly. We’d ma­de small talk up un­til that point, but on­ce we got sett­led on the couch, he chan­ged things up.

“I’m gon­na tell you who I think you are, Ka­te. I want you to tell me when I get some­thing wrong, okay?”
 “Su­re.” I took an­other gulp.
 “You’re a wo­man who mar­ried ear­ly in life, who bought in­to the clas­sic Ame­ri­can dream. You’ve got a cou­ple of kids you love, but your love life has got­ten sta­le. You’ve tried to get your hus­band’s at­ten­ti­on, you got your­self some pret­ty, fa­ke tit­ties, you’ve got­ten him to watch some pay per view fuck films with you.” He pau­sed to sip his own drink. “You think your hus­band is a good man. He doesn’t beat you, he pays the bills, he checks in on his mom­ma. But even if he wan­ted to fuck you, you’re not even su­re you would any­mo­re. Am I on tar­get so far?”
 I loo­ked un­com­fort­ab­ly in­to my drink. “I guess so, ye­ah. Alt­hough to be fair, I think you pro­ba­b­ly could ha­ve gues­sed all that from what you lear­ned yes­ter­day.”
 “True enough. But let me go on. See, the­re are sub­mis­si­ves and do­mi­nants in the world, both in and out of the bed. No se­cret the­re. And gen­der doesn’t mat­ter much eit­her. This next part is my take on things though. See, I al­so be­lie­ve that the­re are two other types…tho­se that use their sex life as a way to ful­fill their own fan­ta­sies…”
 He pau­sed long enough for me to look up from my drink and look him in the eye and add, “And what’s the other type?”
 “Tho­se that want to use their sex life to ful­fill the fan­ta­sies of others.”
 “And you think that’s me?”
 “I think you’re both sub­mis­si­ve and ha­ve a strong drive to ple­a­se, yes. You want men to use your bo­dy in a way that ple­a­ses them. And right now, you’re in a place whe­re you’re plea­sing no one. You feel un­u­sed.”
 The­re was some­thing about the to­ne in his voi­ce, the calm mea­su­red as­su­red­ness, that ma­de tho­se words sink in­to me de­ep and fast. I sud­den­ly felt the­se flood gates ope­ning in me and I was about to re­spond to him when the stran­gest thing hap­pe­ned. I cho­ked up. Sud­den­ly my eyes we­re wel­ling up. He didn’t mo­ve to com­fort me though and I took a mi­nu­te to com­po­se my­self and try not smud­ge my makeup all over the place.
 When I fi­nal­ly loo­ked up at him he had a slight smi­le on his face. A com­for­ting one, not a mocking one. “First time it’s be­en said out loud, hasn’t it?” He got up and pou­red him­self an­other full drink. “Don’t feel bad. The­re are far mo­re wo­men out the­re in your sa­me si­tu­a­ti­on than you could imagi­ne. Don’t get me wrong, not ma­ny are both sub­mis­si­ve and sub­ser­vient, but lots of wo­men, es­pe­ci­al­ly white ones, are not hap­py with their sex lives.”
 I sat up a litt­le. “White wo­men?”
 He laughed a litt­le. “Let’s get this right out front. The­re’s a dif­fe­rence bet­ween being ra­cist and being awa­re of race. Peo­ple are equ­al, but we ain’t all the sa­me. That’s a good thing. Makes life in­te­res­ting. You know what white wo­men and black men ha­ve in com­mon?” I shook my head, a litt­le un­ner­ved. He loo­ked me right in the eye. “White men ha­ve be­en sup­pres­sing our se­xu­a­li­ty for cen­tu­ries. You white girls got it wor­se on that front. Black men and black wo­men ha­ve their own shit to deal with. Asi­ans, Me­xi­cans, they all ha­ve their own back sto­ries. But whe­re white wo­men and black men are con­cer­ned, we both ha­ve a com­mon ene­my.”
 He smi­led, “I don’t mean that li­te­r­al­ly. But we’re all se­xu­al beings and when you re­press that, it’s got to co­me out in other ways. Now that wo­men ha­ve mo­re free­dom of choice than ever, a lot of white girls are fin­ding that black men can sa­tis­fy them in ways that other guys can’t.”
 This was a lot to soak up and I think he could tell that it was all may­be a bit much for me. He chan­ged the to­pic up and of­fe­red me a se­cond drink. “You know what makes my bloo­dy ma­ry’s so damn good? Shot of te­qui­la in the­re.” I smi­led and took a sip and told him it was the best I’d had, which it was. The­re was a mo­ment of un­com­fort­a­ble si­lence.
 He sat down again, this time clo­ser to me. “What the fuck are you doing in my hou­se, Ka­te?”
 “What?” I mum­b­led it, not su­re what ans­wer he was loo­king for.
 “What are you doing in my hou­se, Ka­te? You loo­king to get fu­cked? You want a boyfri­end? You want a shoul­der to cry on? You want someo­ne kis­sin’ your ass?” He said it calm­ly but firm­ly in a way that told me that he nee­ded a re­al ans­wer. “I as­ked you, what the fuck you’re doing in my hou­se, Ka­te. Ans­wer me.” He was lea­ning in clo­se now and his voi­ce had go­ne up enough that I was ge­nu­i­ne­ly frigh­te­ned, alt­hough I some­how knew he wasn’t going to phy­si­cal­ly hurt me.
 “I want..I …” I wasn’t su­re what the hell I wan­ted.
 “Say it.”
 “I want to…ple­a­se you?” It just ca­me out.
 “Say it li­ke you mean it.”
 “I want to ple­a­se you. Ple­a­se, let me ple­a­se you. I’ll do any­thing.” Then it was just floo­ding out of me and my heart was poun­ding in my chest.
 “You’ll do what I say, when I say it?”
 “Yes!” I mo­ved in to touch him and he grab­bed my wrists. He ma­de me set my drink down and then he stood up, pul­ling me up with him. He held my wrists clo­se to his enor­mous chest.
 “Try to get free. Try to get out of my grip.” I be­gan pul­ling at his hands, twis­ting my wrists, try­ing to wrig­gle free. I was scared, tur­ned on and con­fu­sed all at the sa­me time. Then he be­gan rai­sing his own hands, pul­ling my arms hig­her and hig­her. Wi­thin se­conds my arms we­re straight over my head and my chest was up against his sto­mach. But he kept lif­ting. I stood on my tip-to­es try­ing to get free still. Then he went hig­her and my feet left the ground. My feet dan­g­ling at his knees and my face up against his.
 “Do you un­der­stand that I can phy­si­cal­ly over­pow­er you whe­ne­ver I want?” I nod­ded ra­pid­ly. He wai­ted a mo­ment then lo­we­red me to the ground gent­ly. “Good,” he said, “now neit­her of us ever ha­ve to won­der about that again.” He hel­ped me back to the couch, han­ded me back my drink and said, “You said you’d do what­ever I told you to.” I nod­ded again, still shakey, and took a sip of bloo­dy ma­ry.
 He shook his head slow­ly. “Ka­te, you ba­re­ly know me. That kind of blind trust can get you in trou­ble. Trust should be ear­ned. In the case of what I ex­pect from my wo­men, it’s a must. I pi­cked you up to show you that I could, but now that I ha­ve, we ha­ve to start buil­ding some trust.”
 “Your wo­men?” I wasn’t su­re what he meant or how to take that.
 “The­re are wo­men in my life, Ka­te. Wo­men who trust me. I use them the way they want to be used. I know what to ex­pect from them and they do ex­act­ly what I tell them to and they get what they need.”
 I let out a hea­vy sigh. It star­ted to dawn on me that I’d re­al­ly be­en play­ing some sort of cli­ched fan­ta­sy up to this point. I was in the ro­le of ‘lone­ly hou­se­wi­fe’. But for Cla­rence this was some­thing much mo­re. Ple­a­su­re, se­xu­a­li­ty, do­mi­nance, was some­thing that played a ma­jor ro­le in eve­r­y­thing to him. Sex was some­thing he wo­ve in­to the ve­ry fa­bric of his life.
 Cla­rence pi­cked up a Black­ber­ry and thum­bed through it. “I can tell that I’ve gi­ven you a lot to think on. Be­lie­ve it or not, I’ve got some things to think about too. Be­fo­re I we go fur­ther, I need you to do some­thing for me.”
 I im­me­di­a­te­ly felt li­ke I was being tes­ted, but I said, “Okay.”
 “I need you to stand up and un­dress for me.” He used that mat­ter-of­fact Cla­rence voi­ce that I was al­rea­dy be­co­ming fa­mi­li­ar with. I didn’t ans­wer, but stood and slip­ped out of my flip-flops. I pul­led my t-shirt over my head and set it on the couch. Cla­rence sat wat­ching calm­ly, but at­ten­ti­ve­ly. I un­hoo­ked my bra and set it down. He eyed my tits with half­clo­sed eyes. I slip­ped off my shorts and then, slow­ly, my un­der­we­ar. As I took them off, I could feel new wet­ness bet­ween my legs, even as I felt vul­ne­ra­ble.
 He stood and had me back up a few steps in to the cen­ter of the room. He wal­ked be­hind me and sud­den­ly, his hand was on my hip. He ran it down my thigh and up around to my ass cheeks. He grab­bed one, hard. His left hand ran down my shoul­der and then he re­a­ched around and cup­ped one breast. I heard him make a small sa­tis­fied noi­se. He mo­ved around in front of me and stood loo­king down at me. He ran a big black thumb over my bot­tom lip whi­le he loo­ked me in the eye. Then he mo­ved his hands down bet­ween my legs. He mo­ved in quick­ly and ran his midd­le fin­ger right bet­ween my la­bia and in­to my pus­sy. His thick midd­le fin­ger felt li­ke a ti­ny cock and I gas­ped and shook.
 Cla­rence pul­led the fin­ger from me just as quick­ly. I blus­hed with how wet it was and he smi­led. He mo­ved around be­hind me again, and that sa­me hand slid right bet­ween my ass cheeks. He was right up against my ass­ho­le with that midd­le fin­ger. He pushed against it a litt­le and ran around the ed­ge in ti­ny circles.
 He pul­led his hands away and went to the kit­chen and was­hed his hands. “Go ahead and get dres­sed, Ka­te.” I did, sha­king the who­le time.
 Cla­rence wal­ked me to the door a few mi­nu­tes la­ter and he said, “I’m going to send you home now. I want you to co­me back at the sa­me time, day af­ter to­mor­row. I want you to think about what we’ve tal­ked about and whe­ther or not you want to be one of my wo­men. If you do, we can talk about the de­tails then.”
 I nod­ded and said I un­der­stood. I wal­ked out his door and hea­ded home. By the time I re­a­ched Cla­rence’s mail­box, I’d al­rea­dy de­ci­ded that I wan­ted to be his.


Ace of Clubs

Jes­si­ca
So, of cour­se, I had no clue about all the stuff going on with my mom and Cla­rence. I as­s­u­med that her foo­ling around was li­mi­ted to the in­ter­net. I was still bu­sy ma­stur­ba­ting all over the hou­se and seeing Neil. Fi­gu­ring out how to make my­self cum ma­de a hu­ge dif­fe­rence though. It to­tal­ly chan­ged my sex life and how I in­terac­ted with Neil. My 16th birth­day ca­me and went and now that I was star­ting to ha­ve a vague clue about how to make my own bo­dy re­spond, I wan­ted to spend mo­re time fuck­ing Neil well. I just didn’t want to lay the­re, I wan­ted to be his fuck ma­chi­ne. I wan­ted to ful­fill his eve­ry dir­ty thought and fan­ta­sy.

The pro­blem was that the mo­re Neil and I had sex, the mo­re I star­ted to re­a­li­ze that he wasn’t so much in­to ha­ving sex with me as he was just ha­ving sex, whi­le he was in me, if that makes any sen­se. It was as though I didn’t re­al­ly exist bet­ween the time he got hard and the time he ca­me. I may as well ha­ve be­en his hand or a blow up doll.

He wan­ted to fuck a lot, which was gre­at, but it was over so quick­ly and it be­ca­me re­al­ly pre­dic­ta­ble. Plus, I star­ted to get this itch that he was chea­ting on me. It wasn’t any­thing I could point out. May­be it was that we we­ren’t foo­ling around qui­te as much or he’d take lon­ger to re­turn texts. I’m not su­re.

It all went down at a hou­se par­ty a cou­ple of weeks la­ter. I hadn’t spo­ken to Neil in about a day and he said that he was going out of town for the week­end with his pa­rents. My fri­end Car­ly and I de­ci­ded to hit this par­ty in up­town whe­re the­re was sup­po­sed to be a keg and may­be some col­le­ge age kids. We got my bro­ther Ke­vin to drive us the­re sin­ce neit­her of us had cars or li­cen­ses yet.

My bro­ther sort of in­vi­ted him­self to hang with us. He’d be­en flir­ting with Car­ly on and off for months. The par­ty was kind of la­me though. The­re was no keg and the crowd was kind of small. I star­ted wat­ching a few peo­ple play­ing a game of Se­ven Mi­nu­tes In Hea­ven. It’s this game whe­re black cards get dealt to the girls and red cards get dealt to the guys. The lo­west card for each has to take a shot. The hig­hest card from each has to go spend se­ven mi­nu­tes doing what­ever in the clo­set.

I was just han­ging out, try­ing to igno­re my bro­ther and wat­ching the game when I heard a bunch of peo­ple co­ming from ups­tairs. They hea­ded straight out the door so I didn’t see them, but I was su­re I heard Neil’s voi­ce. I step­ped away from the game and wal­ked out­si­de and the­re was Neil with a group of peo­ple I didn’t re­co­gni­ze. He was get­ting in­to an SUV and was stan­ding re­al­ly clo­se to some blon­de girl.

I let them drive off wi­thout say­ing any­thing. May­be he wasn’t chea­ting on me. But he was. Some­ti­mes you can just tell. As they we­re dri­ving off, I saw her put her head on his shoul­der. I went back in­side and saw my bro­ther and Car­ly in with some peo­ple I knew from school ma­king drinks in the kit­chen. I took a gulp of Ke­vin’s vod­ka Red Bull and star­ted spe­wing my sto­ry to the two of them af­ter I took them asi­de.

They cal­med me down a litt­le but I wan­ted to lea­ve. Ke­vin and Car­ly we­re deter­mi­ned to stay though. They con­vin­ced me to join them in the se­ven mi­nu­tes game. I didn’t re­al­ly want to do it. I was in a bad mood and I didn’t know most of the­se peo­ple and I wasn’t going to go in a clo­set with him.

Nothing hap­pe­ned the first few deals for me, but then, the­re it was. An Ace. The guy across from me got a King. The­re we­re about 20 peo­ple play­ing all to­gether and I’d spent most of my time bit­ching at Car­ly. So when I ‘won’, it took me a few se­conds to look around and see that the guy with the high card was black.

I’m just going to to say it, my dad’s a ra­cist, my mom isn’t. I guess I grew up right in the midd­le. I didn’t ha­ve a pro­blem with black peo­ple, I just didn’t re­al­ly hang out with them or know any. In Oxnard, I hung out with a lot of Me­xi­cans at school and the­re we­re some blacks, but I guess we just all kept to our­sel­ves wi­thout re­al­ly try­ing. When we mo­ved to New Or­leans I would some­ti­mes he­ar my dad use the word ‘nig­ger’, fol­lo­wed by my mom yel­ling at him. My grand­pa­rents we­re wor­se. My grand­ma actu­al­ly used the word ‘dar­kie’ a cou­ple of times. They lived out of the ci­ty and thought we we­re cra­zy for living in New Or­leans pro­per.

So all of a sud­den, I’m re­al­ly ner­vous about doing this. Car­ly was eg­ging me on, whi­le Ke­vin was kind of quiet. Eve­r­yo­ne was clap­ping and hoo­ting so I just stood up and smi­led at him. He smi­led back. He was tall with a shaved head and may­be 17 or 18. He was cute ex­cept for some bad ac­ne. We wal­ked off si­lent­ly to­ward the clo­set.

When we got the­re, may­be fif­teen feet from whe­re the game was being played, he as­ked me what my na­me was. I told him and he said his na­me was Hardy. We step­ped in­to the clo­set, which was kind of big, al­most a walk-in and lit with one green glow stick. As we clo­sed the door we heard mo­re yel­ling and clap­ping.

The top of his head was gle­a­ming with a green glow and the­re was just enough room in the clo­set for us to stand the­re wi­thout hit­ting the doors or walls or being co­ve­red in clo­thing. I guess he thought I was cute be­cau­se he didn’t was­te a se­cond. His hands went to my ass and he pul­led me clo­se to him. His breath smel­led li­ke vod­ka and weed, but his lips we­re so big and soft. His mouth to­tal­ly co­ve­red mi­ne. He was force­ful with his tongue and he mo­ved it all around my mouth.

I didn’t re­al­ly kiss him back. It wasn’t that I didn’t li­ke it, but I think I was still a litt­le sur­pri­sed by the who­le si­tu­a­ti­on. I did no­ti­ce though that he had re­al­ly strong hands and he was squee­zing my ass al­most pain­ful­ly tight against him. An image of Neil pop­ped in­to my head and for a split se­cond I felt bad. Then I got an­gry again, kno­wing he was off with someo­ne el­se and had lied to me. I threw my arms around Hardy’s neck and kis­sed him back.

We explo­red each others mouths for about a mi­nu­te and then he mo­ved to kis­sing my neck. Bet­ween kis­ses he whi­s­pe­red, “I’ve ne­ver kis­sed a white girl be­fo­re.” For some re­a­son, I li­ked that. It ga­ve me a ti­ny thrill.

“I’ve ne­ver kis­sed a black guy,” I whi­s­pe­red back as he kis­sed at my neck. He mo­ved one hand up my back and the other up to my tits. It felt stran­ge ha­ving him touch them, but it was se­ven mi­nu­tes, right? My hands we­re mo­ving around his hips when I bum­ped against some­thing warm and wet. “What the hell?” I said, pro­ba­b­ly too loud. The head of his dick was pop­ping out of his jeans and I could see it gle­a­ming with pre-cum.

He ba­cked up apo­lo­ge­ti­cal­ly. “Sor­ry, got a litt­le ex­ci­ted.” He ad­jus­ted his pants and shirt. I just stood the­re for a se­cond not say­ing any­thing. I loo­ked from his crotch to his face. He must ha­ve read some ex­pres­si­on on my face. “You wan­na see it?” He rub­bed a hand over the bul­ge in his pants. I swal­lo­wed hard and just kind of stood the­re. He took my non-ans­wer as a yes and un­did his pants and pushed the front of his bo­xers down enough to pull his dick out. It was hard and it cur­ved to one side.

I still hadn’t mo­ved or said any­thing. He said, “Touch it.” My mind was spin­ning a bit. I was loo­king at a black guy’s dick! I wrap­ped my hand around it and ga­ve a gentle pull. It was hot to the touch and rock hard. He was lon­ger and thi­cker than Neil, but not by much. I could smell that funky guy smell co­ming from his bo­xers, that smell of soap, sweat and pre-cum.

He put my hands on the tops of my shoul­ders and I knew what he wan­ted even be­fo­re he tou­ched me. I squat­ted down, and put that cock right in­to my mouth. I hadn’t gi­ven a ton of blow jobs be­fo­re, but for some re­a­son I was re­al­ly ea­ger to ha­ve his cock on my lips. When I’d gi­ven Neil head it was al­ways to get him hard for sex. On­ce he was wor­ked up, we’d put the con­dom on and that would be the end of it.

I wan­ted Hardy to cum. He was ob­vious­ly in­to it. He put his hands on the back of my head and gent­ly ro­cked his cock in and out of my mouth in time with my stro­kes. I couldn’t re­al­ly get mo­re than about half of it in, so I grab­bed the ba­se to help guide me. His head was thick and soft and the pre­cum was yum­my.

He let his pants fall down a litt­le far­ther and I could see his balls. They we­re big. He didn’t shave or groom so he had this thick patch of pu­bic hair right at the ba­se and be­low the­se enor­mous brown balls that swung up against my hand.

I don’t know what had pos­ses­sed me, but eve­r­y­thing in me was fo­cu­sed on get­ting him to cum. I had my lips wrap­ped tight­ly around his cock. I could feel drool star­ting to run down my chin. My hand on his shaft was just ba­re­ly kee­ping him from going so de­ep in my thro­at that I would gag.

Sud­den­ly his hands went ri­gid on my head. His back ar­ched out. He star­ted whi­s­pe­ring ‘oh my god’ over and over again. I knew he was going to cum, but I didn’t re­al­ly know how much or how hard. I wasn’t su­re what to do. I ma­de a last se­cond de­ci­si­on to try to swal­low his cum. The first spurt hit my thro­at and I was ab­le to get it down. But then it was co­ming so fast I couldn’t keep up. I had to pull back till it was just the head in my mouth.

He was whi­s­pe­ring ‘oh fuck’ now. I was gul­ping and suck­ing ma­dly, try­ing to keep from get­ting my chest and face co­ve­red in his cum. I was sur­pri­sed at how good it tas­ted. Sal­ty and thick and warm. I was al­so sur­pri­sed at how tur­ned on I was, even though my pus­sy hadn’t even be­en tou­ched.

His cock fi­nal­ly be­gan to go a litt­le soft and the cum slo­wed down to a drib­ble. I let it fall out of my mouth and when he loo­ked down at me, I couldn’t help it. I star­ted grin­ning li­ke mad. I used my fin­gers and star­ted scoo­ping up all the stray spit and cum in­to my mouth. I wan­ted eve­ry litt­le drop.

Hardy was brea­thing de­e­p­ly and see­med a litt­le wi­ped. I was char­ged up though. I clea­ned up as best as I could, as­ked him if he saw any evi­dence. He shook his head slow­ly and said, “Damn girl, that was the best blow­job I’ve ever had. You are no joke.”

I wan­ted to jump up and down and clap, but I managed to con­tain my­self. I was so hap­py! Why though? Neil was chea­ting on me and I’d just gi­ven a stran­ge black guy a blow job! What the hell was the­re to be hap­py about? No mat­ter how much I felt li­ke I should be up­set, I just wasn’t. The­re was some­thing about ma­king Hardy cum that ma­de me so thril­led.

Hardy ga­ve me a quick kiss on the cheek and we left the clo­set. Eve­r­yo­ne chee­red and ma­de le­wd noi­ses when we ca­me out. We both laughed it off. I don’t think anyo­ne knew I’d go­ne down on him. I stayed at the par­ty with Ke­vin and Car­ly for awhi­le lon­ger. We all had a good time. Right be­fo­re we left, Hardy slip­ped me his pho­ne num­ber.



By The Horns

Ka­te
So, I knew that what Cla­rence was as­king of me was a serious com­mit­ment. It wasn’t some­thing eit­her of us took light­ly. He wasn’t as­king me to be his gir­l­fri­end or of­fe­ring me a sla­ve col­lar. It was some­thing el­se, some­thing in bet­ween. He wan­ted me to be his slut. This was mo­re than a ca­su­al fling or some­thing that I could dis­miss ea­si­ly. I spent the next cou­ple days thin­king and re­al­ly tal­king with Da­vid and my kids. Not about Cla­rence, ob­vious­ly, but try­ing to get a feel for whe­re my life was at. Was I just let­ting my sex drive get the bet­ter of me? Or was the­re some­thing mo­re im­port­ant going on?

De­spi­te my dis­sa­tis­fac­ti­on with Da­vid in the bedroom, he was a de­cent hus­band. Yes, he’s a bit ra­cist and yes, as time pas­sed he see­med to be pay­ing less and less at­ten­ti­on to eit­her me or the kids. But did it ju­stify an af­fair?

The thought of tel­ling him pop­ped in­to my head. Not about my in­dis­cre­ti­ons, but the idea of may­be ope­ning up the re­la­ti­ons­hip. Get­ting in­vol­ved with the swin­ger com­mu­ni­ty or some­thing. But that idea shri­ve­led up fast. Da­vid was su­per up­tight about that stuff and he was serious­ly ent­ren­ched with his old school Ca­tho­lic fa­mi­ly. That would go nowhe­re. I even con­si­de­red di­vor­ce. In the end though, that see­med to make even less sen­se. I knew the car­na­ge that would be un­le­a­s­hed if I told Da­vid I wan­ted a di­vor­ce. The cu­sto­dy is­su­es, the mo­ney. Just the thought al­most ga­ve me a pa­nic at­tack. No, tho­se we­ren’t op­ti­ons I was wil­ling to con­si­der.

Ar­ri­ving at Cla­rence’s place when he’d told me to, I let him know that I’d co­me to a de­ci­si­on. I told him that I wan­ted to be his. “Let me your litt­le who­re,” I said to him. Right as I said it, it daw­ned on me that I’d ne­ver even kis­sed him. That we hadn’t slept to­gether. I hadn’t even se­en him na­ked. That’s when I re­al­ly knew how much pow­er I’d wil­lin­gly gi­ven over to Cla­rence al­rea­dy. It ga­ve me a elec­tric buzz up and down my back and through my thighs. We we­re still stan­ding in his door­way when I said it.

I’d worn a litt­le blue dress and heels. I wan­ted to look good for him when I told him. When he ans­we­red the door he was still in a ba­thro­be and had cof­fee in his hand. He set it down when I told him and he grab­bed me by the shoul­ders and pul­led me clo­se to him. He kis­sed me with tho­se big soft lips of his, hard on the mouth. His hands we­re hol­ding me so tight­ly against him that I just felt comple­te­ly help­less. I kis­sed him back and we just stood in the door­way li­ke that for a few mi­nu­tes, kis­sing.

Fi­nal­ly, he wal­ked me over to the couch and said that the­re would be some ru­les and he wan­ted to spell them out for me. “First,” he said, “this is my pus­sy now.” He put a hand firm­ly bet­ween my legs. “If you need some­thing, you ask.” I nod­ded. “Part of that is I’ll tell you who to fuck and I’m going to tell you right now, no mo­re white dicks. You’re for black dicks on­ly now.” I swal­lo­wed and nod­ded again. “Se­cond, you don’t fuck your hus­band any mo­re un­less I gi­ve the okay first. I un­der­stand you need to keep your fa­mi­ly in or­der and I’m not going to fuck that up, but you ask me first.” I nod­ded again.

He got up and pou­red me a cof­fee and he star­ted as­king me mo­re ca­su­al ques­ti­ons. How of­ten had I be­en ha­ving sex, had I do­ne anal, what other kinky things had I do­ne, that sort of thing. I ans­we­red eve­r­y­thing as best I could and then he ga­ve me some mo­re in­struc­ti­ons. “No mo­re pan­ties un­less you’re on your pe­ri­od or you’re with your hus­band or I ask you to. Un­der­stood?” As he was gi­ving me the­se in­struc­ti­ons, I had this stran­ge fee­ling co­me over me. A com­bi­na­ti­on of ex­ci­te­ment, an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on, lust, and fe­ar.

“To­day, I want you to go out and by some toys. Get some dil­dos. A few me­di­um ones and some big ones. Need to get that pus­sy rea­dy. I want you to get some butt plugs too. You can start out small, but get the kind you can keep in. I want you to lea­ve them in whe­ne­ver you can. Going to start trai­ning your ass­ho­le too.”

I had on­ly do­ne anal a few times. It had be­en in si­tu­a­ti­ons whe­re I was try­ing to get things rev­ved up with Da­vid in bed. I thought he would li­ke it, but he com­plai­ned that he didn’t think it was clean. He did it to ple­a­se me, I guess, but he wasn’t en­thu­si­a­stic at all. For my part, I kind of li­ked it, on­ce I’d ad­jus­ted to some­thing being back the­re. We we­re sit­ting at his kit­chen ta­ble, finis­hing our cof­fee. Cla­rence stood up and wal­ked around to my side. Tow­er­ing over me he said, “We need to train that mouth too.” I nod­ded up at him, my heart sud­den­ly thum­ping in my chest.
 “Go ahead. Pull out my cock.”
 I re­a­ched up and un­did his ro­be, let­ting it fall open. The­re was his

cock, beau­ti­ful, dark and flac­cid. He was un­cut and a good two or three in­ches lon­ger than Da­vid and certain­ly wi­der. His shaft was the co­lor of dark cho­co­la­te and straight and his head po­ked out half­way from his fo­re­skin. He had this won­der­ful clean, mus­ky odor co­ming from him.

I wrap­ped my fin­gers around it and stro­ked it with one hand, pla­cing the other un­der­neath his balls. He was groo­med, but not shaved and they hung smooth and full bet­ween his legs. As I stro­ked his shaft his head ca­me out and I mo­ved my mouth for­ward and let my tongue roll over it. He let out a sa­tis­fied hum and said, “Put your hands on my ass.” I had to mo­ve in clo­se to get my hands all the way around to his ass cheeks. I was much clo­ser to him now and his cock was rub­bing against my face. He loo­ked down at me and smi­led.

Get­ting his cock to fit in my mouth was no ea­sy task. Just his girth was enough to stretch my mouth out a bit and it didn’t take long be­fo­re I was droo­ling. He was slow­ly pum­ping his cock in and out of my mouth whi­le I kept my hands wrap­ped be­hind him. Each time, he went a litt­le de­e­per. I star­ted thin­king about Phil­lip and him wan­ting to he­ar me gag. I hadn’t even got­ten half of Cla­rence’s beau­ti­ful cock in­to me yet.

He put his hands on the sides of my head and let his head tilt back as he slow­ly fu­cked my mouth. I tried to fo­cus on gi­ving him good head, on con­trol­ling my mouth and using my tongue, kee­ping my teeth out of the way. The truth was though that with eve­ry stro­ke, I was fo­cu­sing mo­re and mo­re on not cho­king.

I had a mi­ni gag and ma­de a slight coug­hing noi­se. I was wai­ting for an­other one with his next thrust, but it ne­ver ca­me. Cla­rence ea­sed off ever so slight­ly and just kept pum­ping. I was still clo­se to gag­ging, but now I knew that he wasn’t going to make me vo­mit and that ma­de me feel much bet­ter. I dou­bled my ef­forts on suck­ing his cock and grip­ped his ass tight. Drool ran all down my face and on­to my dress. Long strands of spit ran back to his balls and drip­ped to the floor. I loo­ked up and it was li­ke loo­king up a skys­cra­per, up his big sto­mach, past his enor­mous chest up to his face. He loo­ked down at me and the ex­pres­si­on on his face was pu­re ple­a­su­re.

That ex­pres­si­on ma­de me so hap­py. I felt so right, so per­fect with my mouth wrap­ped around his gor­geous black cock. I could tas­te his pre-cum mi­xing with my spit. With both of his hands on the side of my head he said to me, “You’re my litt­le white slut now, aren’t you Ka­te?” I did my best to nod and make a mm-hmm sound in my thro­at. He grow­led, “I’m going to cum in your thro­at, litt­le white slut, and you’re going to swal­low it all.” His cock was get­ting har­der and I was ha­ving to ad­just my po­si­ti­on and rai­se my­self up a bit to keep going. He pushed a litt­le har­der in­to my thro­at and I saw his who­le bo­dy be­gin to re­act. I fo­cu­sed on not gag­ging and try­ing to be rea­dy to swal­low.

Then he explo­ded in my mouth. He how­led loud­ly and shot jet af­ter jet of warm, sal­ty, cum in my mouth. I got about two swal­lows in and then it was too much. I cho­ked. It ca­me run­ning out of my mouth, on to his cock, down my neck, on­to my dress.

He mo­ved a hand in to stro­ke him­self as he squee­zed the last of it on to my lips. He was brea­thing hea­vy as he said, “Eat up eve­ry litt­le drop you can, Ka­te. Don’t let it was­te.” He didn’t ha­ve to en­cou­ra­ge me on that part. I felt so proud that I’d got­ten him off. I li­cked my lips and su­cked his head and shaft clean.

Slow­ly, we coo­led off and he pul­led his ro­be shut. I al­rea­dy mis­sed seeing his cock. I wan­ted mo­re and he see­med to sen­se it. “I’m going to train your thro­at, Ka­te. You’re going to take my big black cock down to my balls and you’ll ne­ver miss a drop of my cum.

“In the mean­ti­me, go buy tho­se toys, I told you about. Make time to see me to­mor­row. And don’t for­get - no un­der­we­ar. Oh and no ma­stur­ba­ting un­less I say.” I stood to go, al­rea­dy fee­ling horny and pent up. “Al­so, is it safe to text you on your pho­ne? I’ll buy a dis­po­sa­ble for you if that’s ea­sier.”

“No,” I said, “I hand­le all of the bills and eve­r­y­thing. We’re usu­al­ly in bed around ele­ven, so any­ti­me be­fo­re that shouldn’t be a pro­blem.”
 I left flus­te­red. I was hap­py about being Cla­rence’s new litt­le slut and I was ex­ci­ted that I got to make him cum, but no ma­stur­ba­ting? I was wor­ked up as hell and he must ha­ve known that. I wal­ked back home to change and go buy toys, won­de­ring if I should sneak in a vi­sit with my fa­vo­ri­te de­tacha­ble shower head.


Zip­per Bag

Jes­si­ca
A cou­ple of weeks had go­ne by sin­ce the in­ci­dent with Hardy in the clo­set. I hadn’t cal­led him. I went back and forth about fee­ling bad for chea­ting on Neil and being an­gry at him for ly­ing about that week­end. I didn’t know for su­re he was chea­ting, but when a guy lies about going out of town with fa­mi­ly and then you spot him with an­other girl, it’s hard to think any­thing el­se is hap­pe­ning.

I was han­ging out with Neil less and less and Car­ly mo­re and mo­re of­ten. For the most part school was fi­ne, but the­re was this his­to­ry class that I ha­ted and some­ti­mes I’d skip. It was right be­fo­re lunch, so some­ti­mes I’d just make it a long lunch. I’d go home if I knew my mom wasn’t going to be the­re.

She’d got­ten this part-time job wai­ting ta­bles. She was on­ly wor­king a few shifts a week, just to get out of the hou­se, but she put her sche­du­le up on the ref­ri­ge­ra­tor so I’d know when she’d be go­ne.

On this par­ti­cu­lar day, I cut class, went home, ma­de lunch and was che­cking my Face­book pa­ge when I heard the door open. I was pret­ty su­re it had to be my mom, as my dad ne­ver ca­me home ear­ly. I lis­ten­ed at my door for a mi­nu­te and could he­ar her in the kit­chen tal­king on the pho­ne. I was just con­si­de­ring snea­king out my bedroom win­dow when I heard her say, “Co­me on over.”

Who the fuck was co­ming over? My mom had a few fri­ends, but we most­ly saw them as a fa­mi­ly or my mom and dad went out with them in groups. I im­me­di­a­te­ly thought of the pho­tos I’d se­en her post on­line and the guys she’d chat­ted with. Was my mom brin­ging a guy over? I thought about ta­king off again but my cu­ri­o­si­ty was kil­ling me. I’d be bus­ted if she caught me skip­ping, but it was too big for me to skip out now. I had to know. Whi­le she was in the kit­chen I set my door open just enough that I could peek out a crack.

Just a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes la­ter the­re was a knock and I heard this re­al­ly de­ep voi­ce with a Lou­i­si­a­na ac­cent. They we­re tal­king kind of low and I had to strain to he­ar what was going on, but then they mo­ved in­to the living room whe­re I could most­ly see them. He was this hu­ge black guy! He as­ked her some­thing about toys and how they we­re wor­king out and she said she was using them all the time. They sat down on the couch and star­ted kis­sing! What’s weird is at that point I didn’t re­al­ly re­act, I was just kind of stun­ned. I kept lis­ten­ing and wat­ching, to­tal­ly un­a­ble to look away.

My mom was wea­ring a dress and he ran a hand up her leg and pushed the skirt up pret­ty high. I heard him say, “Good girl, no un­der­we­ar. You be­en doing it all the time?”

I heard her say, “Ex­cept when I’m with Da­vid.” Her voi­ce wasn’t li­ke hers though. She soun­ded so dif­fe­rent that it frea­ked me out a litt­le.
 He ga­ve my mom a light slap on the thigh and said, “That’s right.” Then he stood up in front of the couch and said, and I’ll ne­ver for­get this, “You rea­dy to get that pret­ty white thro­at fu­cked?” I al­most gas­ped out loud. I mo­ved back away from the door and star­ted to pa­nic a litt­le bit. Should I go out and stop them? Should I climb out the win­dow and just bail? I could he­ar mo­re noi­ses in the living room and my brain was just comple­te­ly going hay­wi­re on me. I can’t re­mem­ber for su­re, but I think I was speed wal­king around my room try­ing to fi­gu­re out what to do.
 Then I heard a sound that stood out from the soft litt­le noi­ses that had be­en co­ming from the room. I knew it im­me­di­a­te­ly be­cau­se I’d ma­de it a few weeks back with Hardy. It was a gag­ging sound. Su­per slow­ly, I ma­de my way back to the cra­cked door and loo­ked out. I couldn’t see all of them, but I could see enough. This re­al­ly big black guy had his pants around his an­kles and his hands on the back of my moms head. Part of the hall was blocking my view so I could on­ly see a litt­le of each of them. I saw her head jerk back and my mom ma­de the gag­ging sound again. I heard him say, “That’s it ba­by, you’re get­ting bet­ter. We’re going to ha­ve this cock balls de­ep in your mouth one day. Keep suck­ing.”
 His dick was the big­gest I’d ever se­en, alt­hough, I’d re­al­ly on­ly se­en three at that point, not coun­ting porn. My mom had both of her hands wrap­ped around his hips and she was mo­a­ning as she su­cked him.
 I ba­cked away again at that point. I was star­ting to freak out again. My brea­thing felt li­ke it was so loud that the­re was no way they wouldn’t he­ar me. I paced back and forth some mo­re and then stop­ped to peek again. She had spit run­ning down her neck and she was sta­ring up at him and she had this look on her face. I’d ne­ver se­en it be­fo­re on her. I still don’t know what to call it, but the clo­sest thing I could co­me up with was con­tent­ment. Li­ke she was re­al­ly hap­py.
 Just a cou­ple se­conds la­ter, I heard him say, “You rea­dy for a big load of my cum?” That jol­ted me again, his de­ep voi­ce, the force­ful­ness. I got spoo­ked again and de­ci­ded right the­re that I couldn’t watch any­mo­re. I hea­ded for my win­dow. I lif­ted it up as quiet­ly as I could and got the hell out of the­re.
 I spent the next cou­ple of days re­play­ing the events in my head, won­de­ring if they’d heard me lea­ve and try­ing to de­ci­de how I felt about my mom now. We’d had that talk awhi­le back about sex and it ma­de mo­re sen­se now. I star­ted to put things to­gether that I hadn’t be­en ab­le to un­der­stand be­fo­re. Or at le­ast, I be­gan to make bet­ter gues­ses about things. The­re we­re a lot of mi­xed fee­lings rol­ling around in my head. I went from fee­ling sor­ry for my dad to being mad at him, and then back. Sa­me for my mom.
 I mean, I know my mom was chea­ting and for all I knew, my dad was too. It see­med li­ke eve­r­yo­ne was living the­se weird dou­ble lives. Wat­ching my mom and dad in­teract af­ter that was stran­ge, es­pe­ci­al­ly af­ter I saw her kiss my dad good­night on­ce. I had to look away.
 But then, a stran­ge thing hap­pe­ned. It had be­en awhi­le sin­ce I’d ma­stur­ba­ted and I was in my bed, clo­sing my eyes and thin­king about my in­ci­dent with Hardy. I’d just star­ted rub­bing my clit gent­ly when it just sort of pop­ped in the­re. I didn’t think of it in­ten­ti­o­nal­ly. But the­re it was, the image of my mom suck­ing that guy off. I re­mem­be­red that he and my mom had be­en tal­king about some toys she was using. Sud­den­ly, I had to know what toys they we­re tal­king about. I’d snooped in my mom’s room be­fo­re. My dad had a few old Hust­ler’s in a dra­wer, but that was all I’d ever found.
 That next week­end, when my pa­rents we­re go­ne and Ke­vin, my bro­ther, was still slee­ping in, I snuck in­to my mom’s room and dug around. In the bot­tom dra­wer of my mom’s dres­ser I found a zip­per bag be­hind some swea­ters. In it we­re three dil­dos, lu­be, and some­thing el­se that was li­ke a dil­do but shorter and had a nar­row part at the bot­tom. I didn’t know what that was at the time. I sat down on the bed and pul­led them out. I lined eve­r­y­thing up on the bed and just sta­red at it.
 Then, I de­ci­ded I had to ma­stur­ba­te, right the­re. I pul­led down my shorts and my pan­ties and lay back on the bed, hum­ping my hand hard. I was grin­ding my clit against my palm and had two fin­gers pushed in to me. My hips we­re grin­ding as hard as I could push back against my hand. I didn’t think about it, I just grab­bed it. The me­di­um sized dil­do. I put the ba­se to my palm, grab­bed the head with my other hand and pushed half of it in. I re­a­li­zed how wet I was when it slid in so ea­si­ly. My free hand went back to my clit and I’d ba­re­ly mo­ved the dil­do in and out of me a cou­ple of times when I ca­me so hard that I went in­to a fe­tal po­si­ti­on af­ter­ward. I was sha­king all over. Then I star­ted cry­ing. Hard. The­re was just this hu­ge flood of fee­ling and emo­ti­on and it felt so good to let it all co­me rus­hing out. I let my­self cry for a few mi­nu­tes and then got up. I’d left two wet spots on my pa­rents com­for­ter, one from my pus­sy and the other from cry­ing, and I spent the next few mi­nu­tes clea­ning them up as best I could. I was­hed off the dil­do, put eve­r­y­thing back and slip­ped back in­to my bedroom.
 For the next cou­ple of days, I had a lot to think about. My fee­lings we­re all jum­b­led up and it’s fair to say I was pret­ty con­fu­sed. I wasn’t su­re what to do or who to talk to. It didn’t seem li­ke I could trust anyo­ne enough to tell them wi­thout frea­king them out. Then it hit me, the­re was someo­ne I could talk to about it that wouldn’t freak out.
 I de­ci­ded I was going to talk to this guy my mom was chea­ting with.


Say It Li­ke You Mean It

Ka­te
So af­ter I left Cla­rence’s place that night, I wasn’t ab­le to con­tain my ma­stur­ba­ti­on, de­spi­te his or­der. I got off with my shower nozz­le the next day, thin­king about his beau­ti­ful ebony cock. I thought I’d be seeing him again short­ly, but his job took him out of town for a few days and so I just had to wait. Im­pa­ti­ent­ly.

Da­vid ma­de a few half-hearted at­t­empts to co­me on to me the next night, but the­re was no re­al ef­fort in it and I just en­ded blo­wi­ng him off and he didn’t much seem to care. I wasn’t an­gry with him but if he couldn’t be bo­the­red to make an ef­fort, I didn’t re­al­ly see why I should.

In the mean­ti­me, I was wor­king a few shifts at a re­stau­rant just out­si­de the Quar­ter. Nothing fan­cy, just a litt­le di­ner to make a few ex­tra bucks. But it did af­ford me the op­por­tu­ni­ty to flirt a litt­le. I was re­al­ly sur­pri­sed at how just the litt­le time I’d spent with Cla­rence had rech­ar­ged my se­xu­a­li­ty and my con­fi­dence. Du­ring a work shift, I knew a guy in the di­ner was che­cking me out, so I ma­de it a point to get some­thing out of a ca­bi­net bent over. I stayed bent over a litt­le lon­ger than I had to, kno­wing he was sta­ring at my ass, which must ha­ve be­en dan­ge­rous­ly clo­se to po­king out of the bot­tom of my skirt in that po­si­ti­on. When I ca­me back to their ta­ble la­ter, I ga­ve him a wink and he grin­ned li­ke an idi­ot.

A week or so la­ter, Cla­rence ca­me back and a cou­ple of nights af­ter that he be­gan ar­ran­ging mee­tings for us again. They we­re short, in­ten­se and al­ways the sa­me. We’d chat for a bit, he’d ask if I’d be­en using the dil­dos and the butt plugs, which I had and was re­al­ly star­ting to get used to and en­joy. In fact, the butt plugs re­al­ly sur­pri­sed me with how com­fort­a­ble they we­re. I even wore one to the gro­ce­ry sto­re on­ce.

Any­way, and then, he’d ha­ve me suck his cock. It was glo­rious each time, and each time, I pri­ded my­self on not on­ly get­ting a bit mo­re of him in my thro­at, but al­so just kno­wing his won­der­ful bo­dy bet­ter, lear­ning the si­gnals he ga­ve off.

I’ll ha­ve to ad­mit though, I was star­ting to won­der if this was all he wan­ted. Just me stop­ping by his place for blow jobs. Af­ter the third time though, he chan­ged things up a litt­le. He wan­ted to do it at my hou­se. That ma­de me ner­vous. Some­how the thought of him being in my hou­se felt dan­ge­rous and not in a good way. I star­ted to voi­ce my he­si­ta­ti­on and he just said, “Trust me.” So I did.

The first time he laid back on my bed, whe­re I was so used to seeing Da­vid, it got me a litt­le up­set. But he didn’t let me think about it, he had me so fo­cu­sed on get­ting him off with my mouth that I just couldn’t pro­cess it till la­ter.

The next time, I su­cked him off in the living room. Of cour­se, if you read the last blog ent­ry, than you may ha­ve gues­sed that this was what Jes­si­ca saw. I didn’t find out about that for a ve­ry long time. When it hap­pe­ned, I had no clue.

Af­ter our sixth ‘date’, I was still thril­led to see him, but I was star­ting to ha­ve this hor­ri­ble fee­ling that he wasn’t in­te­res­ted in fuck­ing me. Then he cal­led me and said that he nee­ded me for a who­le eve­ning. I said yes im­me­di­a­te­ly, but re­a­li­zed af­ter I got off the pho­ne that my sche­du­le for work was al­rea­dy ma­de for that day and I wasn’t wor­king.

I wor­ked up an ex­cu­se that I was going out with some of the other waitres­ses for drinks and no one see­med to ques­ti­on any­thing, un­til just be­fo­re I left. Out of the blue, Da­vid said, “Be back by ele­ven.” It wasn’t a ques­ti­on. I stop­ped dead in my tracks and thought hard. Did I want to argue with him and start some­thing? Who the fuck was he to gi­ve me a cur­few?

I bit my tongue and just ga­ve him a ca­su­al smi­le and said, “Su­re, ho­ney.” It ga­ve me four hours with Cla­rence. I put my ‘date’ clo­thes in a small bag, dres­sed ca­su­al­ly, and went out to my car. I dro­ve around the cor­ner, out of sight of my own place and a half block from Cla­rence’s and got dres­sed in the car.

I wore a black dress that sho­wed off my tits and ca­me to just abo­ve my knees and black pumps with two inch heels that had a cute litt­le an­kle strap. I put on my hot­test red lip­stick and had the rest of my makeup do­ne just the way I thought he’d li­ke. And of cour­se, no un­der­we­ar. I think I loo­ked pret­ty damn hot.

Cla­rence was dres­sed up in dark brown slacks and a black silk shirt, but I could tell, we we­ren’t plan­ning on lea­ving. The lights we­re dim, the­re we­re cand­les and he’d ma­de din­ner. The­re was some smooth New Or­leans jazz on his ste­reo. He kis­sed me sweet­ly, ga­ve me a glass of wi­ne and sat me down at the ta­ble. We had an ama­zing me­al of smo­the­red pork chops and corn­bread that he’d ma­de from scratch.

We took our time and finis­hed off a bott­le of wi­ne, just tal­king. He was so ea­sy to talk to and he had this way of get­ting me to spill de­tails about things wi­thout even try­ing. I told him about my ‘cur­few’ and he said with a smi­le, “I’ll make su­re to get you home on time.” He stood up and took my hand and star­ted lea­ding me down the hall. “But first, we ha­ve some busi­ness to at­tend to.” I’d ne­ver be­en in his bedroom and I felt but­ter­flies in my sto­mach when we wal­ked in. I thought about all the sex he’d had in here, all the other wo­men he must ha­ve se­du­ced in here. It was a litt­le in­ti­mi­da­ting.

His bed was enor­mous and white. The room was me­ti­cu­lous, roo­my and or­ga­ni­zed and he had a won­der­ful mix of art all over the walls. The­re was a dres­ser and big mir­ror at the foot of the bed and a lar­ge ar­moi­re next to it. The bed had an or­na­te brass head­board and foo­ter. He led me to the foot of the bed and put his hands on my waist and lea­ned down, so we we­re eye to eye. I thought he was going to kiss me, but he said, in a ve­ry de­li­be­ra­te voi­ce, “How ma­ny times ha­ve you ma­stur­ba­ted?”

I’m su­re my eyes we­re as big as saucers. I swal­lo­wed hard and said, “Twi­ce.” It was the truth, but it took all my fo­cus to look him in tho­se big brown eyes when I said it.

He smi­led and nod­ded. “Put your hands on the rai­ling and bring your legs back.” I did so wi­thout thin­king, but as soon as I did, I re­a­li­zed what he had plan­ned. I star­ted to speak up and mo­ved one hand up to touch his arm and sud­den­ly he was stone. “Put your hand back on that rail and don’t say an­other word.” He wasn’t an­gry, just firm li­ke I’d ne­ver se­en him.

I complied and he mo­ved to the ar­moi­re. I couldn’t see in­side but he pul­led out a short woo­den padd­le ma­de of some light co­lo­red wood with a half do­zen ho­les in it and mo­ved be­hind me. His hands mo­ved up the out­si­de of my thighs, pul­ling up my skirt as he went. His crotch was pres­sed against my ass and I could feel the bul­ge bet­ween his legs through his pants. With my skirt pul­led up and my ba­re ass ex­po­sed, he lea­ned over my back and whi­s­pe­red in my ear. “Who owns your pus­sy?”

 “You do.” My brea­thing was get­ting hea­vy.
“So you di­so­beyed me. You used my pus­sy wi­thout per­mis­si­on.” I could on­ly manage a ‘mm-hmm.’ He stood back and said, “Eve­ry time this padd­le co­mes down on your ass, I want you to say, ‘Cla­rence owns my pus­sy’. You heard me?” His voi­ce was de­ep and fil­led the room.

“Yes,” I said, my heart thum­ping in my chest and my hands sha­king. The padd­le ca­me down hard on my ass, hit­ting both cheeks. I su­cked in air, hard, and my eyes wel­led up and I let out a sharp yelp. I hadn’t be­en span­ked sin­ce I was a child. My hands we­re hur­ting from grip­ping his bed so tight­ly. I couldn’t re­mem­ber a stin­ging li­ke that, ever.

“Well, bitch?” I’d for­got­ten to say my line.
 “Cla­rence owns my pus­sy.”
 “Next time, say it li­ke you mean it.” The padd­le ca­me down again, just

 abo­ve whe­re it had co­me down be­fo­re.
I cried out again but this time fol­lo­wed it with, ‘Cla­rence owns my pus­sy!”
 “Bet­ter.” The padd­le ca­me down again, be­low whe­re the first stro­ke had go­ne.
 “Cla­rence owns my pus­sy!” This time I didn’t cry out but said my line through grit­ted teeth. He hit me ten times, I think. It might ha­ve be­en eight or ele­ven, who knows? He kept ro­ta­ting through tho­se are­as of my ass. The­re we­re tears run­ning down my face and I could see from the mir­ror at the foot of the bed that my mas­ca­ra was run­ning. My ass was bright red and slight­ly pur­ple in spots.
 Cla­rence set the padd­le down and ca­me up be­hind me again, wrap­ping his big dark hands around my waist and let­ting them sli­de down to my thighs. He bent over, his mouth ne­ar my ear, all of his gentlen­ess re­tur­ned. One hand ran up bet­ween my legs and I felt it slip bet­ween my la­bia for just a se­cond. He brought the fin­ger up to my lips and I was sur­pri­sed to see how wet it was. I ran my tongue over it and tas­ted my­self on him. Cla­rence whi­s­pe­red to me, “Looks li­ke my litt­le white pus­sy is rea­dy to get fu­cked.”


Ka­te’s Litt­le Girl

Jes­si­ca
I’d de­ci­ded that I nee­ded to meet Cla­rence, the man my mom was chea­ting with. I fi­gu­red that sin­ce he’d shown up so quick­ly af­ter that call my mom ma­de that I’d over­heard, that he must live ne­a­r­by. I couldn’t think of what el­se to do be­si­des just troll around the neigh­bor­hood and ho­pe I’d spot him. It took a cou­ple of weeks, but then one day I saw him through his kit­chen win­dow. Now I just had to get up the ner­ve to actu­al­ly knock on his door.

In the mean­ti­me, things had actu­al­ly got­ten a litt­le bet­ter with Neil. I ne­ver con­fron­ted him about the fact that I thought he was chea­ting and I ne­ver men­ti­o­ned my foo­ling around with Hardy at the par­ty. We’d got­ten back in­to a pret­ty good rou­ti­ne of sex, but even when Neil was in me, I’d of­ten catch my­self thin­king about Hardy, or that Me­xi­can girl I’d se­en fuck­ing Neil’s fri­end, or even Cla­rence and my mom. I was a litt­le weir­ded out by the fact that I couldn’t seem to keep my brain fo­cu­sed on Neil whi­le he was right the­re. That’s what kind of fi­nal­ly pushed me to go talk to Cla­rence. I thought may­be he could gi­ve me some ans­wers.

When I fi­nal­ly kno­cked on his door a cou­ple of weeks af­ter I’d fi­gu­red out whe­re he lived, he ans­we­red it, loo­ked me up and down and said, “What can I do for you, litt­le la­dy?” in that de­ep voi­ce he has, all southern gentleman. I’d stop­ped by af­ter school and had just run up and kno­cked be­fo­re I lost my ner­ve. When I stam­me­red and sta­red at the ground for a se­cond, he said, “Oh, you’re Ka­te’s litt­le girl, aren’t you? Co­me on in.”

I step­ped in­to his hou­se and I felt li­ke I was step­ping in­to a wolf’s lair. He wasn’t what I imagi­ned at all though. He was fri­end­ly, fa­ther­ly and stran­ge­ly calm. I ca­me in fee­ling li­ke I was going to be all loud and de­man­ding ans­wers from him and wi­thout even try­ing, it felt li­ke he was con­trol­ling the who­le con­ver­sa­ti­on. “What can I do for you…Jes­si­ca? Right?”

 I nod­ded and no­ti­ced his place smel­led li­ke pot. I spot­ted a pipe on the living room ta­ble. “You’re Cla­rence, right?” I had a hard time loo­king him in the eye.
“Did she tell you about me?” He didn’t sound scared, just cu­rious. “No, I…um…saw you guys. A cou­ple of weeks ago.”
 He didn’t re­al­ly show a re­ac­ti­on but as­ked, “In your hou­se?” When I

 nod­ded he see­med to think for awhi­le and then loo­ked me dead in the eye and said, “And what do you want from me, Jes­si­ca?”
I’d had the con­ver­sa­ti­on in my head a mil­li­on times and now nothing would co­me out right. He was so much mo­re in­ti­mi­da­ting in per­son. Cla­rence wasn’t fat and he wasn’t all rip­ped and muscled, but he was big, re­al­ly big, and he had this au­ra around him that felt li­ke you we­re being phy­si­cal­ly drawn to him li­ke a ma­gnet. All I could manage was, “Are you and my mom in love?”

He in­vi­ted me over to the couch and sat me down. “No, your mom­ma and I aren’t in love.” He pau­sed. “But I am…gui­ding her.” He saw my look of con­fu­si­on I guess and said, “Co­ming here af­ter what you saw and tal­king to me is pret­ty fuck­ing hea­vy Jes­si­ca, so I’m going to talk straight with you. Ka­te’s a fi­ne wo­man and I ha­ve nothing against your dad­dy, but she’s not get­ting certain needs met and I’m hel­ping her learn how to take care of them.”

Now it was my turn to sit and pro­cess and he let me. Fi­nal­ly, I said, “My dad would flip the fuck out if he knew she was chea­ting with a black guy.” As soon as I said it, I must ha­ve re­al­ly blus­hed and I star­ted thin­king about Hardy.

Cla­rence laughed and said, “I’ll tell you what I told your mom­ma. The­re’s some­thing about white wo­men and black men that go re­al­ly well to­gether. It pis­ses some peo­ple off, but al­most eve­r­yo­ne knows its true. Ha­ve you dated a bro­t­ha?” He was sit­ting re­al­ly clo­se to me. My heart was thum­ping and my head was spin­ning. I could smell Cla­rence and it was li­ke his pre­sence was this re­al­ly hea­vy blan­ket I could feel wrap­ping around me. I mum­b­led, “Um, I foo­led around with one on­ce.”

Sud­den­ly, he re­a­ched out and tou­ched my thigh and just when I thought he was going to make a pass at me he said, “Re­lax Jes­si­ca, I’m not try­ing to get in your pants. I’m just try­ing to un­der­stand whe­re you’re co­ming from.” He stood up and said, “The­re’s someo­ne I want you to meet.” Cla­rence jot­ted some stuff down on a litt­le pie­ce of pa­per and then re­a­ched in his wal­let. “I’m as­s­u­ming you smo­ke herb?” He poin­ted to the pipe on the ta­ble.

I was too con­fu­sed to do any­thing but nod, trut­h­ful­ly. “Okay, this here’s my cou­sin Dell’s ad­dress. He’s got some fi­ne Kush and I want to get a litt­le. You take this mo­ney,” he han­ded me some cash and the ad­dress, “and go over to his place af­ter school to­mor­row and pick it up for me. Hang out with Dell for a bit then co­me back over here and I’ll gi­ve you a litt­le for de­li­ve­ry. Deal?”

I nod­ded again, put the mo­ney and ad­dress in my pur­se and said, out of the blue “My mom seems hap­pier la­te­ly.” She did, which I hadn’t re­al­ly no­ti­ced till just then.

Cla­rence loo­ked at me with this sort of re­as­su­ring look, li­ke he un­der­stood and tou­ched my shoul­der light­ly. “I take it, you don’t want your mom­ma kno­wing you we­re here, right?”

“No! Oh, shit no! I just had to find out, you know? I don’t want her to know.” I hea­ded for the door, sud­den­ly scared to stay.
 Cla­rence wal­ked me out and said, “It’s bet­ween you and me litt­le girl, un­til you want it other­wi­se, okay?” I nod­ded again and hur­ried home.
 The next day, af­ter school, I hea­ded over to the ad­dress on the pa­per. I was a litt­le ner­vous wal­king over in­to that neigh­bor­hood as it was a good ten blocks in­to a pret­ty rough area. It didn’t take me long to no­ti­ce I was the on­ly white per­son around. I got to the hou­se, which was a litt­le run down, but de­cent­ly kept ol­der place. I step­ped up to the porch and ban­ged on the screen door. A kid ans­we­red, a cou­ple of years youn­ger than me. “Ye­ah?”
 “You Dell?”
 “Nah, he’s my bro­ther. Co­me on in.” He ope­ned the door for me and I step­ped in­to a pret­ty poor loo­king living room. The kid said, “You bu­y­in?” I nod­ded and he said, “He’s out. He’ll be back in a few. What’s your na­me?”
 “I’m Jes­si­ca.”
 “I’m Lil T.” He was may­be four­teen, had a thick Afro and was wea­ring an X-Men t-shirt. He said, “You can wait down here on the couch or you can co­me up to my room and lis­ten to some vi­nyl with me.”
 “Vi­nyl?”
 He lit up. “Ye­ah, re­cords. Co­me on!” He ran ups­tairs and I fol­lo­wed. He took me in­to his room which was an ho­ma­ge to 80s and 90s hip hop. He spent the next twen­ty mi­nu­tes ta­king me through his fa­vo­ri­te al­bums, most of which he’d swi­ped from his fa­ther. We sat on his bed flip­ping through al­bums and he re­al­ly got in­to tel­ling a sto­ry about each one.
 Then his door ope­ned up and in wal­ked Dell. Still to this day, I ha­ve to say that Dell was one of the most se­xy men I’ve ever se­en. He was in his ve­ry ear­ly 20s, with me­di­um dark skin. He was wea­ring a loo­se Saints jer­sey, but I could see smooth, well to­ned muscle po­king out eve­r­y­whe­re. He had a short, tight Afro with a pick stuck in it. His jeans we­re ri­di­cu­lous­ly low, but when he’d go to put his hands in his po­ckets you could see his abs and hips which loo­ked li­ke they we­re ma­de out of dark brown stone. Best of all though, de­spi­te his thug ap­pea­ran­ce, his smi­le was li­ke a ted­dy be­ar, a can­dy bar and the sun all rol­led in­to one. It took up the who­le bot­tom half of his face and when he lit up, you couldn’t help but smi­le back.
 When he step­ped in, his ga­ze went from Lil T to me, up and down, and then he shot me with that smi­le and it was li­ke I had a mil­li­on bees in my sto­mach all of a sud­den. He loo­ked back to T and said, “Who’s the litt­le hot­tie, T?”
 “She’s bu­y­in.”
 I managed to find my voi­ce, “Cla­rence told me to co­me see you.” I said good­bye to Lil T, who I found out was cal­led Lil T be­cau­se his fa­ther was Big T, both An­tho­nys. Dell led me to his room which was a wreck. Mat­tress on the floor, clo­thes eve­r­y­whe­re. He pul­led a shoe box out of his bot­tom dra­wer and pul­led out a bag.
 “He want an eighth, right?” I pul­led out the mo­ney and star­ted to hand it to him.
 He got a smi­le on his face. “I’m gues­sin’ if he sent you, you get­tin’ some of this?” I shrug­ged. “You should try it be­fo­re you buy it. Smo­ke up with me and we good.”
 This ma­de me a litt­le ner­vous, I’m not su­re why. “I should pro­ba­b­ly get going.”
 “Aight then, you keep your cash.” He star­ted to put the weed back.
 I ga­ve him a look that said, ‘re­al­ly’? “Fi­ne, let’s smo­ke.” I was an­noy­ed, but then he let loo­se with that smi­le again and sud­den­ly it didn’t bo­ther me so much. We sat on his mat­tress and he set up a bong. Af­ter one hit, I knew I wasn’t going to be going any­whe­re for a few. He put on a boun­ce mix and we just laid the­re for awhi­le, high as shit.
 We tal­ked and just hung out. He was smar­ter than he let on and I could tell he li­ked me. I was just star­ting to think about lea­ving when he lea­ned over kis­sed me. I kis­sed him back and on­ce he got a green light from me, he ca­me at me full force. He was on top of me, kis­sing me hard. He put a hand be­hind my neck and pushed my face in­to his. His tongue went rough­ly in­to my mouth and around my teeth.
 Dell pushed his hips up against mi­ne and spread my legs with his. We we­re grin­ding and dry hum­ping so hard it was going to cha­fe if we kept up. I was just wea­ring shorts and a t-shirt and af­ter a cou­ple of se­conds he said, “Let’s bust out them tit­ties, girl.” He pul­led my shirt up over my head and then lea­ned down, re­a­ched un­der me and uns­nap­ped my bra with one hand.
 Thro­wing my bra to the side he bit down on my left nipp­le, hard. I whim­pe­red and ma­de a sharp yelp and ar­ched my back up. His pants we­re so low, that his erec­ti­on was on­ly co­ve­red by his bo­xers and it was grin­ding up against my shorts. He rol­led me over so that I was stradd­ling him and I could feel his cock bet­ween my legs. All I could think about was get­ting that thing out of tho­se clo­thes and in­to me. Dell re­a­ched up with both hands, squee­zing my tits whi­le I was grin­ding on him.
 I was just about to re­ach down and pull out his cock, when his bedroom door swung open. Stan­ding in the door­way was Dell, but twen­ty years ol­der and a litt­le bal­ding. Dell and I fro­ze. Dell’s fa­ther loo­ked me up and down and then said to Dell, “What the fuck did I tell you about brin­ging your litt­le hood rats around here when T is home?” He didn’t wait for an ans­wer. “Do you know what fuck­ing time it is? Get your fuck­ing clo­thes on and get her ass out­ta here. We ha­ve to go.”
 He didn’t lea­ve or in­tro­du­ce him­self, just stood the­re whi­le we got dres­sed. He han­ded me the bag of weed wi­thout re­al­ly try­ing to hi­de it from his fa­ther, so I guess his fa­ther knew he was de­aling. I scoo­ted past him and ran out the door. I coo­led off on the long walk back to Cla­rence’s place. My pus­sy was still wet when I got the­re, but I wasn’t high any mo­re and I’d chil­led out. When Cla­rence ans­we­red the door, I could he­ar other voi­ces in­side, ma­le and fe­ma­le, and he didn’t in­vi­te me in. I han­ded him the weed and I thought he was about to clo­se the door, so I spo­ke up. “Um. Thanks. I li­ked Dell. I didn’t get the chan­ce to get him my num­ber though. Can I gi­ve it to you to gi­ve to him?”
 He ca­me back with a pie­ce of pa­per and a pen. Whi­le I wro­te he said, “I thought you’d li­ke him.” I grin­ned and nod­ded. As I was wal­king away he ad­ded, “Jes­si­ca. When you’re rea­dy, you co­me back and we’ll talk mo­re.”


Get­ting Re­al

Ka­te
Cla­rence had just gi­ven me my first re­al span­king as an adult, padd­le and all. My ass was throb­bing, but as he’d poin­ted out, my pus­sy was wet no­ne­t­he­less. He led me to the side of the bed and slow­ly un­dres­sed me. On­ce I was to­tal­ly na­ked he got me up on the bed, up on my knees and kis­sed me long and slow. He was still dres­sed and as he held me tight­ly to his hu­ge chest, I re­a­li­zed that the­re’s a re­al vul­ne­ra­bi­li­ty in being comple­te­ly na­ked around someo­ne el­se who is still to­tal­ly dres­sed. I li­ked it, that fee­ling of being ex­po­sed. His hands ran all over my bo­dy, my hips, my ass, my tits, whi­le his tongue was in my mouth. When we par­ted, he said, “Un­dress me.”

He sat on the bed and I star­ted with his shoes and socks, ta­king my time. I un­but­to­ned his shirt and laid it on the dres­ser. I un­but­to­ned his pants and took them off slow­ly. Fi­nal­ly, I pul­led off his un­der­we­ar and set them with his pants.

His cock was hal­fe­rect as we slip­ped on­to the bed to­gether. We kis­sed and let our hands sli­de over each others bo­dies, but when my hand went for his cock, he shook his head. I mo­ved my hand away and he rol­led me on­to my back, my ass still stin­ging. Cla­rence clim­bed over me, but put his weight on his el­bows. I was so small com­pa­red to him that he was just this gi­ant mass of man tow­er­ing over me. He lea­ned in to kiss me and as he did he grab­bed my wrists and slid them up to the head board.

It oc­cur­red to me then that we hadn’t tal­ked about con­doms. He knew I was on birth con­trol. I was about to say some­thing and then the this over­ri­ding voi­ce ca­me in­to my head. It said, ‘You don’t want him to we­ar a con­dom, you want him to cum in you.’ I knew what I was doing wasn’t play­ing safe, just as I hadn’t with Phil­lip. But some­thing in me al­so tru­s­ted Cla­rence in a way that I didn’t trust other men.

Then I felt the head of his cock bet­ween my legs, brus­hing up against my lips. He loo­ked at me and said, “I’m going to hold still. I want you to push down against the head­board un­til eve­ry inch of me is bu­ried in you.”

I had this flash at that mo­ment. The two men I’d chea­ted on Da­vid with, Phil­lip and that kid, Jeff, see­med…fa­ke. As though they hadn’t re­al­ly hap­pe­ned or we­re just fan­ta­sies. But here and now, with Cla­rence on top of me and his cock right the­re bet­ween my legs, I he­si­ta­ted. This was some­how mo­re re­al, mo­re im­port­ant. I felt li­ke I was jum­ping off a cliff. My brain was swim­ming, but some­how my bo­dy ma­de the de­ci­si­on for me. I star­ted pushing my­self down and un­du­la­ting my hips. I’d be­en using the dil­dos and the butt plugs li­ke Cla­rence had or­de­red me to and it was a good thing. As his cock had be­co­me ful­ly hard, I re­a­li­zed just how much big­ger he was than Da­vid or the other men I’d be­en with. Not some im­pos­si­b­ly hu­ge porn cock, just lon­ger and wi­der than I’d ever taken be­fo­re.

I pushed down har­der and I felt my lips part for him and the head slip in. I loo­ked past Cla­rence, up to the cei­ling and I gas­ped. He had a mir­ror up the­re and I saw my­self in a way that I’d ne­ver se­en be­fo­re, arms over my head, legs spread wi­de and Cla­rence’s big black bo­dy bet­ween them. It was beau­ti­ful and this hu­ge shi­ver went up my spi­ne. The next sho­ve pushed half of him in­to me and I cried out, par­ti­al­ly in sur­pri­se, but most­ly just in sheer ple­a­su­re. That fee­ling of full­ness, of your bo­dy re­a­ching out and ta­king some­thing in that it wants. I found my knees going up and my back ar­ching as I be­gan to push again. This time I wan­ted him all the way in. I sho­ved down, fee­ling him sink ful­ly in­to me, his hips pres­sing up against mi­ne, his balls against my ass and his cock fee­ling li­ke it was ta­king up eve­ry squa­re inch of my sto­mach.

I let go of the bed and clut­ched his back, wrap­ping my legs around him. I cried out again, this time even lou­der and my who­le bo­dy was sha­king. He slid him­self half­way out of me and back in and I knew that wi­thin se­conds I was on my way to an un­be­lie­va­ble or­gasm. I think I managed to yell out some­thing li­ke, “Oh god, ple­a­se fuck me!” But ho­nest­ly, I don’t re­mem­ber. Cla­rence be­gan to pick up a slow stea­dy rhythm, kis­sing my neck. When my or­gasm hit it was the most vi­o­lent, bo­dy wracking thing I could ever re­mem­ber. I felt li­ke eve­ry oun­ce of my life was cen­te­red around Cla­rence’s cock and that pu­re elec­tri­ci­ty was shoo­ting through my bo­dy. I star­ted sob­bing un­con­trol­la­b­ly as Cla­rence just kept going. My hips we­re thrus­ting up at him, right through the or­gasm and I was clut­ching his back for de­ar life. Af­ter what see­med li­ke a long time, I sett­led down in­to a won­der­ful ha­ze of ple­a­su­re, kee­ping time with Cla­rence’s stea­dy stro­kes in­to me. My pus­sy was gus­hing and I could feel a hu­ge pool of wet­ness all over my ass, the sheets and on Cla­rence’s cock.

Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, we chan­ged po­si­ti­ons, Cla­rence pul­ling me on top of him to ri­de him. It took me a few mi­nu­tes to ad­just to the new spot that his cock was hit­ting and I had to ea­se in­to it, but I ca­me again, on­ce I did. My se­cond or­gasm was enough that my head was star­ting to swim a bit and I had to flop down on his chest and rest a se­cond. But my bo­dy was far from do­ne with me. It felt li­ke some ani­mal had be­en let out of a ca­ge. It just wan­ted to run and run and keep going. De­spi­te my sha­king legs, I star­ted ri­ding him again.

We went for awhi­le lon­ger and then he said, “I want to see your pret­ty white ass in the air.” I clim­bed off of him, ta­king a de­ep breath as I let him sli­de out of me, and got on all fours. “Put your ass up hig­her and your face down.” I did, let­ting my arms sli­de out in front of me. In that po­si­ti­on, with a man be­hind you as big as Cla­rence, you sort of sur­ren­der your­self.

I twis­ted my neck around a bit to try to see the mir­ror on the cei­ling again. Cla­rence’s big hands lo­cked around my hips and he pul­led my ass back to­ward him as he sank his cock in­to me from be­hind. Slow­ly at first, but with in­cre­a­sing fe­ro­ci­ty. “Fuck,” he gr­un­ted, “that’s it ba­by, fuck that black dick.” His balls we­re slap­ping against me and I was star­ting to feel an­other or­gasm co­ming on. I was thrus­ting back against him as best I could. “Shit, I’m going to cum again!” I said as he kept poun­ding. I bit in­to the sheets and yel­led, my feet co­ming up to­ward my ass as I ca­me again all over his cock. My juices we­re run­ning down my thighs in streams. “Tell me who owns this litt­le white cunt,” Cla­rence said as my or­gasm was dy­ing down. He re­a­ched for­ward and grab­bed my hair, pul­ling my face up from the bed.

“Oh, fuck,” I yel­led, “You do, Cla­rence, you own it!”
 “That’s right, you’re my litt­le white bitch now.” His poun­ding was get­ting har­der and fas­ter and I felt li­ke my bo­dy was re­a­ching the li­mit of what I could take. I was gr­un­ting and mo­a­ning eve­ry time his hips slam­med against my ass. “FUCK!” He yel­led and pul­led me tight up against him and held my hips in place. His cock was bu­ried all the way in me and I could feel it jer­king as he ca­me. He pul­led me up to him, both of us on our knees, his chest to my back, his cock still in me. His brea­thing was stea­di­ly slo­wi­ng and he had his arms wrap­ped around me. Cla­rence didn’t say any­thing, just held me whi­le I could feel him slow­ly going soft in me. I was sha­king all over and when he fi­nal­ly pul­led out of me, I fell to the bed and clo­sed my eyes. I could feel cum run­ning out of me and it ma­de me diz­zy with hap­pi­ness.
 Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, Cla­rence in­vi­ted me to clean up, es­pe­ci­al­ly sin­ce my make up was a mess from cry­ing. I took a quick shower, but I took care to not clean my pus­sy up too much. I wan­ted to sa­vor that fu­cked fee­ling it had. By the time I was rea­dy to lea­ve, I still had twen­ty mi­nu­tes to get home be­fo­re Da­vid’s cur­few. Cla­rence wal­ked me to the door and kis­sed me. I loo­ked up at him and said, “Did I do good?”
 Cla­rence cup­ped one ass cheek hard and said, “Ba­by, you did gre­at. And we’re just get­ting star­ted. I’ve got plans for your sweet litt­le ass.”
 I smi­led ear to ear and then chan­ged the to­pic sud­den­ly and said, “I’m not su­re how to say this, but…um…we don’t ha­ve to use con­doms? Wait, that soun­ded li­ke a ques­ti­on. I mean to say that I trust you.”
 He smi­led at me. “I’ll de­ci­de when and whe­re con­doms get used, don’t wor­ry.” And I found that I didn’t wor­ry. I tru­s­ted Cla­rence so much that it kind of start­led me. I al­so found that tru­s­ting someo­ne that much and gi­ving over that con­trol to them was re­al­ly arou­si­ng.
 I hea­ded home and found my kids up play­ing vi­deo games and my hus­band as­leep in bed. I sat on the couch, my red ass still stin­ging, wat­ching them for awhi­le, al­rea­dy hun­gry for my next mee­ting with Cla­rence.


Swea­ty and Dark

Jes­si­ca
A cou­ple of weeks went by and I didn’t see Dell or Cla­rence. Part­ly I was bu­sy with Neil and fa­mi­ly stuff, but al­so, I was sort of ner­vous about seeing Cla­rence again. I re­al­ly li­ked him, but I had this weird fee­ling around him. Hard to ex­plain what it was. I mean, he was as old as my fa­ther and I sort of thought of him li­ke an ‘adult’ or what­ever. But he was al­so re­al­ly at­trac­ti­ve and had this pre­sence that was hard to re­sist. I was al­so scared my mom would find out that I’d vi­si­ted him. I didn’t know how she would re­act or what would hap­pen. I de­ci­ded that I didn’t want my mom’s se­cret to get out. It meant that I was ha­ving to sort of pick sides bet­ween my mom and dad and I felt bad about that. Chea­ting isn’t right, but at the sa­me time, I felt li­ke I had kind of an un­der­stan­ding of why my mom did it, at le­ast at some kind of gut le­vel.

I wan­ted to see Dell again. In fact, I thought about him a lot, in a way I’d ne­ver fo­cu­sed on a guy be­fo­re. I don’t be­lie­ve in love at first sight or any of that stuff, but Dell had my at­ten­ti­on in a way that no guy had be­fo­re. All I could do was ho­pe that Cla­rence ga­ve him my num­ber and wait for him to call.

In the mean­ti­me, things we­re actu­al­ly a litt­le bet­ter bet­ween Neil and I. I don’t know if he bro­ke it off with whoe­ver he was chea­ting with, but he star­ted pay­ing a litt­le mo­re at­ten­ti­on to me. We star­ted fuck­ing mo­re of­ten, alt­hough that might ha­ve be­en on me. I was all rev­ved up thin­king about Dell. But Neil was still stuck in his rou­ti­ne. He’d go down on me, fuck me mis­si­o­na­ry, then cum in me dog­gy style. The end. Some­ti­mes drin­king ma­de him mo­re in­ten­se or crea­ti­ve, but not much.

Any­way, I fi­nal­ly got a text from Dell. He as­ked me if I wan­ted to go to a par­ty that Fri­day. I had plans with Neil, but I can­ce­led them and ma­de up a sto­ry to him and my pa­rents about spen­ding the night at Car­ly’s. I got her in on the plan too, but I told her that I was going out of town with Neil. It was re­al­ly warm that night and New Or­leans was kind of hu­mid, so I went in cute litt­le jean shorts, flip flops and a litt­le white top. I’d just dyed my hair a fie­ry red again and I put it up in a po­ny tail to keep from swea­ting all down my back.

I thought about as­king Ke­vin for a ri­de to the par­ty, but then chan­ged my mind when I loo­ked up the ad­dress. It was on­ly a few blocks from Dell’s, but it was even far­ther in­to the hood and I couldn’t trust Ke­vin not to rat on me about it. I de­ci­ded to walk it. It was a litt­le sca­ry wal­king through that neigh­bor­hood at night and I got a few guys cal­ling out to me. I got to the par­ty okay though, but I was even mo­re ner­vous. I wan­ted to see Dell, but I didn’t know anyo­ne at this par­ty.

When I ca­me up to the ad­dress, the­re we­re a lot of peo­ple in the yard, han­ging out. Mu­sic was thum­ping from in­side the hou­se. The­re we­re a few white peo­ple the­re, and a cou­ple of Me­xi­cans, but it was most­ly black folks. I was get­ting a lot of sta­res. I wal­ked up to the yard and star­ted loo­king for Dell. This short stocky guy with no shirt and a ton of tat­toos ap­pea­red with a drink and an em­pty cup in his hand. “You ain’t got no drink, girl!” He pou­red half of his drink in­to the em­pty and han­ded it to me. “What’s your na­me, ba­by?” I took a sip of what tur­ned out to be some oran­ge so­da tas­ting drink with some kind of boo­ze in it.

 “I’m Jes­si­ca. Dell in­vi­ted me. Ha­ve you se­en him?”
The short guy got a di­s­ap­poin­ted look on his face and said, “He’s in­side.” Wan­de­ring through the yard and up the porch, I found Dell just in­side, sit­ting on a chair. The­re was a pret­ty black girl sit­ting on his lap with nothing up top but a bra on. It was al­most too small on her and her tits we­re prac­ti­cal­ly explo­ding out. He was tal­king with two cute black guys around his age. They we­re ha­ving to yell over the mu­sic. The living room was a cloud of weed ha­ze.

Dell was just wea­ring jeans and Tim­ber­lands. He had “NO­LA” tat­tooed across his beau­ti­ful dark abs. He had one arm around the girl and the other was hol­ding a for­ty. He loo­ked up and saw me and smi­led that fuck­ing smi­le of his. It lit up the who­le room. “Jes­si­ca! What’s up, ba­by girl? Co­me over here.” He ge­stu­red to the arm of the chair he was sit­ting in.

As I mo­ved to lean up against the chair, I could feel the girl sit­ting in his lap bur­ning her eyes in­to me. She wasn’t eye­bal­ling me, li­ke she wan­ted to fight or some­thing, just che­cking me out li­ke I was the com­pe­ti­ti­on. The guys Dell we­re tal­king to we­re ey­ing me too, in a who­le dif­fe­rent way.

We ma­de some small talk for awhi­le, as much as we could over the mu­sic. Then one of the guys lea­ned in a whi­s­pe­red some­thing to Dell. Then Dell whi­s­pe­red some­thing to the girl in his lap, who I found out was na­med Cha­li­se. Cha­li­se got up and went out­si­de with the guy af­ter gi­ving Dell a kiss on the mouth. I wat­ched their ton­gues touch and I squirmed a litt­le in­side.

The other guy wan­de­red off a mi­nu­te la­ter and Dell as­ked me if I wan­ted to dance. The­re was a sort of dance floor spot in the living room whe­re about ten peo­ple we­re grin­ding. I ho­nest­ly hadn’t danced much. I mean, I knew a few mo­ves from school dances and what­ever I pi­cked up from TV, but I felt re­al­ly un­coor­di­na­ted around the­se peo­ple. I think Dell pi­cked up on it, be­cau­se he grab­bed my hips, mo­ved be­hind me and star­ted gui­ding me as we we­re grin­ding to a Ju­ve­ni­le cut.

I was hot and swea­ty and so was he. The boo­ze was star­ting to loo­sen me up and the bass in the mu­sic felt li­ke it was put­ting me in a tran­ce. Fee­ling Dell up against my back, fee­ling his sweat on my neck as he kis­sed me, even just the ge­ne­ral funky smell of weed and bo­dies that we­re fil­ling up the room, was ma­king me a litt­le de­li­rious.

Af­ter a few songs, Dell took my hand and led me up the stairs, down a hall and to a room that didn’t ha­ve a door on it. The­re we­re three or four peo­ple stan­ding in the door­way, loo­king in, and we pushed past them. In the room, the­re we­re two mat­tres­ses on the floor and not much el­se. A tall thin black guy was fuck­ing a re­al­ly hea­vy black girl on one of the mat­tres­ses mis­si­o­na­ry style. She was yel­ling out re­al­ly loud­ly and her gi­gan­tic tits we­re sway­ing all over as he was hea­ving in and out of her.

The­re was one small lamp in the room gi­ving just enough light to see what was going on. The two peo­ple fuck­ing we­re gle­a­ming and shi­ny black in the swea­ty dar­kness. I was fa­s­ci­na­ted wat­ching the guy’s ass and back muscles work as he mo­ved in and out of her.

Dell didn’t was­te any time and was as force­ful with me as he’d be­en be­fo­re. He mo­ved me to the other mat­tress and kis­sed me hard on the mouth. My head was spin­ning a bit from the boo­ze, but god his mouth tas­ted good. It was this com­bi­na­ti­on of beer, weed, sweat and some­thing un­i­que­ly Dell. I kis­sed him back as hard as I could.

We set our drinks on the floor and he pul­led my top up over my head. It ba­re­ly re­gis­te­red that peo­ple we­re wat­ching us as he un­hoo­ked my bra and threw it on the floor along with my top. He re­a­ched down and un­did my shorts and pushed them and my un­der­we­ar to the mat­tress. It took some wrig­g­ling to step out of them whi­le still kee­ping my flip flops on. I didn’t want to be ba­re­foot and step on this floor.

“Get down the­re and suck my dick.” He put one hand on top of my head and guided me down on­to my knees. He un­did his belt and let his pants and shorts fall to his an­kles. His who­le crotch was gle­a­ming with sweat and he smel­led a litt­le funky. His cock was to­tal­ly limp, but even so, I could tell it was going to be beau­ti­ful when it got hard.

I grab­bed the ba­se and put the head to my lips and I was about to start suck­ing him when it hit me that peo­ple we­re wat­ching. I mean, it was on­ly three or four peo­ple and I’m su­re they we­re wat­ching the other cou­ple too, but still, I was to­tal­ly fuck­ing na­ked at a par­ty. I pau­sed and loo­ked around for a mo­ment and had that fee­ling of ‘What the Fuck are you doing Jes­si­ca?’ I thought back to the se­xy Me­xi­can girl and how ama­zing it had be­en to watch her fuck Neil’s fri­end. I wan­ted to gi­ve a show li­ke that.

“What the fuck you wai­tin’ for?” I loo­ked up at Dell and the­re was this in­ten­si­ty on his face I’d ne­ver se­en. It scared me a litt­le. I’d be ly­ing if I didn’t al­so ad­mit that it tur­ned me on too. I squee­zed the ba­se of his cock and star­ted suck­ing it. He was sal­ty and swea­ty and oh my god was it good to ha­ve him in my mouth. I ga­ve him eve­r­y­thing I had in me, suck­ing and stro­king as hard as I could. I was a litt­le di­s­ap­poin­ted though when af­ter a mi­nu­te or two, he still wasn’t ve­ry hard. Was I doing some­thing wrong? Was he too drunk to get it up? I star­ted to get ner­vous, thin­king it was my fault, when I no­ti­ced him fi­nal­ly star­ting to firm up.

Af­ter a few mo­re mi­nu­tes, my jaw was re­al­ly star­ting to get ti­red, my arm and hand too. But now he was get­ting ful­ly hard and his cock was beau­ti­ful. It was long, at le­ast a cou­ple of in­ches lon­ger than Neil’s, and wi­der. It had this slight bend to one side and his head was wi­der than the shaft. I couldn’t get even half of it in­to my mouth and thro­at.

He had both hands on the back of my head, fuck­ing my mouth and I had to use my hand on his cock to keep too much from going in and gag­ging me. I thought may­be he was going to cum right the­re in my mouth, but he sud­den­ly pul­led out and said, “Get on your back, ba­by.”

I rol­led back on to the mat­tress and spread my legs. Even slight­ly drunk, I had hu­ge but­ter­flies in my sto­mach, I was so wor­ked up. The­re was Dell, stan­ding abo­ve me, his pants around his an­kles, his hard cock ai­med at me. All I could think was that I wan­ted him in me. He re­a­ched down to his jeans and pul­led out a con­dom and rol­led it on in a flash. He ca­me down on top of me, his cock pres­sing up against the in­side of my thigh. “Your pus­sy all wet ba­by? You rea­dy for me?” I nod­ded.

Dell lea­ned on one el­bow and re­a­ched down and guided his cock bet­ween my lips. He gr­un­ted loud­ly as he slip­ped in­to me all at on­ce. His balls slap­ped against me as he comple­te­ly bu­ried his cock in­to me. I’d ne­ver had an­other man in­side me be­si­des Neil. His cock was what I was used to. Well, that and a cou­ple of times that I’d ex­pe­ri­men­ted with my mom’s dil­dos. When Dell slip­ped in­side me, it was li­ke being fu­cked for the first time, all over. I saw stars and my bo­dy just see­med to go cra­zy, li­ke I wasn’t ful­ly in my own head any mo­re. Most of all though, I no­ti­ced how my bo­dy did mo­re than just take Dell’s cock, it was li­ke my pus­sy wel­co­med it in and en­ve­lo­ped it. Dell being in­side me just felt so fuck­ing right.

Af­ter a mi­nu­te or two, Dell got up on his knees and grab­bed the tops of my thighs, pul­ling me clo­ser to him, with each thrust. “Gim­me that pus­sy ba­by, gim­me that pus­sy,” he said over and over. “Ima gi­ve you eve­ry fuck­in inch of this, ba­by.” I threw my legs as high and as wi­de as I could. I wan­ted him to know that he had ac­cess to eve­ry inch of my bo­dy. I knew I was clo­se to cum­ming and my hand in­stinc­ti­ve­ly went to my clit. The mo­ment I tou­ched it, fee­ling Dell’s big beau­ti­ful black cock sli­ding in and out of my pus­sy just be­low, I star­ted a hu­ge rol­ler coas­ter of an or­gasm. I heard Dell yell out, “That’s it ba­by, lem­me he­ar that litt­le white pus­sy cum on me.”

I sc­re­a­med and mo­a­ned as I ca­me li­ke I’d ne­ver cum be­fo­re. I thought for a se­cond that I might ha­ve pas­sed out or bla­cked out or some­thing. I lost track of things for a mi­nu­te. When I ca­me back around, Dell was shou­ting, “Fuck ye­ah, I’m gon­na nut!” He grab­bed my hips and slam­med in­to me hard. He clo­sed his eyes and held still for a few se­conds af­ter­ward and then slow­ly pul­led out of me.

He sat on the ed­ge of the bed, pul­led off the con­dom and threw it in a trash can next to the wall. As he pul­led his pants up he said to me, “Damn, girl. That was some­thin’!” I pul­led my un­der­we­ar and shorts back on and smi­led at him. He lea­ned over and whi­s­pe­red, “You take a lot of big dick?”

“No, I’ve on­ly had my boyfri­end’s dick.” Whoa. I hadn’t meant to say that. I didn’t want Dell to know that I had a boyfri­end. He loo­ked at me and ga­ve me that smi­le that pro­ba­b­ly gets him eve­r­y­thing he wants.

 “You got­ta boyfri­end?” 
 “Ye­ah.” I loo­ked away, as­ha­med.
“Tell you what. You hand­led my dick bet­ter than any girl ever has.” He stood up.
 “Re­al­ly?” That some­how ma­de me proud.
 “You can call me any­ti­me, girl.”
 I stood up and star­ted wal­king out with him, pul­ling on my top. As I star­ted to walk out, I saw one of the peo­ple at the door sho­wing Dell some­thing on their pho­ne. I loo­ked over his shoul­der and the­re I was on my back, legs spread and in the air, Dell in­side me, his ass muscles all fle­xed, in a pic on this guys pho­ne. I heard Dell say, “Send me that shit.”
 I hadn’t even no­ti­ced the pic­ture being taken. I was hor­ri­fied at the idea of the pic get­ting out some­how, but I al­so loved how I loo­ked. It was hot! I pro­ba­b­ly could ha­ve as­ked them to de­le­te it, but I didn’t. I was proud of ha­ving got­ten Dell off and ta­king his cock so well, so I didn’t care who knew. Of cour­se, I actu­al­ly did care, but that hel­ped me de­ci­de then and the­re that I nee­ded to break up with Neil. And I did, the ve­ry next day.


Swal­low Eve­ry Drop

Ka­te
Af­ter my first night with Cla­rence, I wo­ke up the next mor­ning with a few sur­pri­ses. First, I was so­re as all hell. De­spi­te ha­ving be­en using dil­dos, his thick cock was just mo­re than I was used to. Se­cond, I en­ded up lea­ving a hu­ge wet spot in the bed, which thank­ful­ly, Da­vid didn’t see. I guess I frea­ked out a bit that next day. It kind of hit me hard that I was ‘offi­ci­al­ly’ in some kind of af­fair and chea­ting on Da­vid. I nee­ded to talk to Cla­rence about how I was fee­ling and we got to­gether at his place for cof­fee a cou­ple of days la­ter.

By then I was fee­ling a litt­le bet­ter, part­ly be­cau­se life see­med to car­ry on just fi­ne de­spi­te me ha­ving fu­cked our big black neigh­bor and tel­ling him I was his who­re. But I was al­so bet­ter be­cau­se I just felt bet­ter phy­si­cal­ly. My bo­dy was re­al­ly re­spon­ding to being se­xu­al again and I’m su­re I was flush with hor­mo­nes and se­ro­to­nin. My ass was remar­ka­b­ly un­mar­ked the fol­lo­wi­ng day out­si­de of a few pur­ple spots and my pus­sy, whi­le so­re, was pos­ti­ve­ly ting­ling. So when Cla­rence and I got to­gether, I was al­rea­dy fee­ling pret­ty okay again. He ma­de it even bet­ter by being ve­ry un­der­stan­ding and gi­ving me some space to brea­the and vent. Af­ter I’d got­ten it all out of my sys­tem, I was rea­dy to feel him in me again. We fu­cked li­ke mad all af­ter­noon.

I went over again a week la­ter and twi­ce the week af­ter that. We took a break whi­le I was on my pe­ri­od and then he was out of town for busi­ness for a few days. When he got back, he tex­ted me and told me to co­me over Thurs­day at one and to dress ca­su­al, but to bring some­thing se­xy and pre­fe­ra­b­ly in black. I could tell by his to­ne that some­thing was dif­fe­rent. I didn’t know what he had plan­ned, but I was star­ting to ha­ve a de­e­per le­vel of trust with Cla­rence, so I was pret­ty su­re it would be fun.

When I got to his place, he was in a ba­thro­be and fres­h­ly out of the shower. He kis­sed me hel­lo and told me to change in­to my out­fit in his room and then wait the­re. I’d brought a slinky litt­le black dress that wasn’t much mo­re than a slip and black pumps with sil­ver heels. I let my hair down, which was just past my shoul­ders, and did some hea­vy ‘going out’ make up, with a ni­ce bright red lip­stick.

Whi­le I was put­ting on my makeup, I heard someo­ne knocking and then a man’s voi­ce tal­king with Cla­rence. They we­re laug­hing and chat­ting loud­ly. Af­ter about twen­ty mi­nu­tes, Cla­rence ca­me and got me. He was still wea­ring his ba­thro­be and hol­ding a drink. He eyed me up and down and ga­ve me an ap­pro­ving smi­le. I stood up and mo­ved clo­se to him. “So, what’s going on here? What am I sup­po­sed to do?”

“Just be your hot litt­le self. And do what I tell you. Carl’s an old fri­end of mi­ne. Do what he tells you as well.” I got a ner­vous litt­le chill. As ex­ci­ting as the pro­spect was of ha­ving a three way with Cla­rence, this other guy was a to­tal stran­ger and I felt a litt­le on dis­play. I got a litt­le an­xious, fea­ring I might di­s­ap­point Cla­rence. I smi­led though and we wal­ked out in­to the living room. Carl was sea­ted on the couch, drin­king, and he stood up when we ca­me out. He was tall, thin and may­be ten years ol­der than Cla­rence. He was dres­sed li­ke he’d be­en at a busi­ness mee­ting, I could see a bla­zer lay­ing across a chair. He was bal­ding, but had a neat­ly trim­med gray­ing beard.

He ex­ten­ded a hand to me and ga­ve me a light hand­shake. He smi­led and said, “Cla­rence wasn’t ly­ing, you are a fi­ne loo­king wo­man. I’m Carl.” I took a se­cond to smi­le back at Cla­rence and I felt his hands on my hips as he step­ped in clo­se be­hind me.

I tur­ned back to Carl, “Hi, I’m Ka-Oh!” Carl re­a­ched up with both hands and star­ted fond­ling my tits, ve­ry gent­ly, using his thumbs. I loo­ked back at Cla­rence for some kind of guidance. I felt his hands squee­ze my hips and he ga­ve me a slight nod. So the­re I was, being held from be­hind by my lover and fond­led by a stran­ger. Sand­wi­ched bet­ween two black men. I had an­other wa­ve of guilt wash over me, fee­ling both sets of their hands on me. I brief­ly thought of Da­vid. But then some­thing el­se hit me - this hu­ge wa­ve of…what was it? I thought may­be ple­a­su­re at first, but it wasn’t that. I guess, the­re’s some­thing ve­ry raw about being in the pre­sence of that much lust and being on the re­cei­ving end of that lust. Even mo­re so when it’s black men. Ask any wo­man who’s be­en with a black man and she’ll tell you, the­re’s a dif­fe­rence. Some sort of se­xu­al char­ge. I don’t pre­tend to know why it’s the­re or any­thing, but I ha­ven’t met anyo­ne yet who di­sa­grees.

My bo­dy felt li­ke it was hoo­ked up to bat­te­ries. Eve­ry mo­ve­ment I ma­de was full of this buzz. And de­spi­te my guilt about Da­vid, eve­r­y­thing el­se was tel­ling me that this was so ve­ry right, that I was doing ex­act­ly what I should be doing. It was an in­cre­dib­ly pow­er­ful fee­ling and a hu­ge high.

Any­way, Carl played with my tits for a few mo­re se­conds, lea­ning in clo­se to me. I could smell ci­gars on him. Then he and Cla­rence sat down on the couch and Carl said, “Gi­ve us a litt­le show, ba­by, show us what you’re wor­kin’ with.”

I glan­ced at Cla­rence again and he said, “Do a litt­le strip te­a­se for Carl ba­by, get him hard.” The­re wasn’t any mu­sic, but I did my best. It was a litt­le awk­ward and that sa­me fee­ling you get when you’re in­ter­viewing for a job was­hed over me. I did my best though.

At one point I tur­ned and bent over, grab­bing my shins. I knew they’d be ab­le to see the bot­tom of my ass and ap­pa­rent­ly it met with Cla­rence’s ap­pro­val. “Damn, she’s got a fi­ne ass for a white girl. You know how to pick em, Cla­rence. Take off that dress girl, ni­ce and slow.” I let the straps fall off and I slow­ly pushed the dress down to the floor. I was on­ly wea­ring my bra and heels now. Carl stood up and Cla­rence brought me back to the couch. I felt wet­ness bet­ween my legs as I wal­ked. Carl star­ted get­ting un­dres­sed and Cla­rence laid me down on the couch and took off his ro­be. He was half hard and he stood next to the couch, put­ting his cock ne­ar my mouth. I prop­ped my self up on one el­bow and star­ted suck­ing on Cla­rence’s beau­ti­ful cock. I was get­ting bet­ter too. I was ab­le to get about two thirds of it in­to my thro­at now wi­thout cho­king. I was deter­mi­ned to one day get it all.

On­ce Carl was un­dres­sed, he mo­ved to the end of the couch ne­ar my head. He was stro­king him­self. His cock was hard as a rock, dark, sur­roun­ded by a bush of gray­ing pu­bic hair. His bo­dy was co­ve­red in small old scars and fa­ded tat­toos. Cla­rence pul­led away from me and got bet­ween my legs, his cock now ful­ly hard. He slip­ped half way in­to me and I gas­ped. Even though I was ad­jus­ting a litt­le to his cock, just the sheer vo­lu­me it took up in me al­ways took my breath. “Oh that litt­le bitch loves that dick, Cla­rence. Gi­ve her what she wants.” He was ma­stur­ba­ting abo­ve and be­hind me and I couldn’t re­al­ly see him well, so I just fo­cu­sed on Cla­rence.

Cla­rence slip­ped the rest of the way in­to me and then grab­bed my hips with both hands and slid me up the couch so that my neck was res­ting on its arm. With my head han­ging over the ed­ge, I could sort of see Carl now, jer­king off to­ward my face. His cock wasn’t as big as Cla­rence’s but it was still pret­ty. I could see pre-cum lea­king out the end as he ga­ve it long smooth stro­kes.

I ope­ned my mouth for him as Cla­rence went back to fuck­ing me, but he kept his cock a few in­ches from my face and kept stro­king. “Fuck her har­der, Cla­rence. I want to he­ar her sque­al.”

Cla­rence pin­ned my fo­re­arms to the couch and star­ted thrus­ting in­to me with much mo­re of his weight. I star­ted yel­ling, “Oh, fuck!” but that quick­ly just tur­ned in­to gr­unts and squeals. It be­ca­me hard to think of any­thing el­se when Cla­rence was ful­ly fuck­ing me li­ke that. The size of his bo­dy, co­ver­ing me, the length and girth of his cock, his balls slap­ping against me, it took away the rest of the world.

I could feel my­self lea­king all over Cla­rence’s couch. I wrap­ped one leg around his back and let the other spread and drop off the couch.
 I heard Carl say, “Tip your head back.” I did and the­re he was, his balls just over my forehead. He was stro­king his cock re­al­ly fast now. I thought he might be rea­dy for me to suck him, so I ope­ned my mouth. In­s­tead, he star­ted cum­ming all over my face. Some went in my mouth, a litt­le on my neck and one drop pain­ful­ly went in my eye, but most just went all over my cheeks and chin and no­se. It was ama­zing how much he ca­me. His cum was re­al­ly bit­ter, but I lap­ped up what my tongue could re­ach.
 I tur­ned back to Cla­rence and loo­ked at him. I re­a­li­zed my face was co­ve­red in an­other man’s cum. He smi­led, still fuck­ing me and said, “That’s what my litt­le who­re is for.”
 The tas­te of Carl all over my face and Cla­rence fil­ling my pus­sy up sent me over the ed­ge and I star­ted cum­ming. I bu­cked and thras­hed un­der Cla­rence’s weight, my arms still pin­ned to the couch. I heard Carl say some­thing li­ke, “Lem­me he­ar it girl, I want to he­ar you say how much you love black dick.”
 I think I yel­led back, “I love black cock!” But I’m not su­re, I was so comple­te­ly wrap­ped up in my or­gasm. A few se­conds la­ter, Cla­rence pul­led out, step­ped over my legs and stradd­led my chest. He pul­led my face up to­ward him and put his cock to my lips.
 He grow­led, “Swal­low eve­ry drop!” He ar­ched his back and stro­ked his cock in­to my mouth, the head on my lips. I for­med a se­al around his head and su­cked. I could feel Carl’s cum run­ning down my neck and chest as Cla­rence’s cum fil­led my mouth. I felt fil­thy and won­der­ful suck­ing down eve­ry litt­le bit of his load.
 Af­ter a mi­nu­te or so, he pul­led away and sat back, con­ten­ted. Carl was sit­ting in a chair, wat­ching, his cock going soft, lay­ing on his thigh. When we ma­de eye con­tact he said, “Be su­re to eat up mi­ne too, girl. Ne­ver let a good load of cum go to was­te.” I kept eye con­tact with him and ga­ve him my dir­tiest look as I scooped his cum in­to my mouth and ate up eve­r­y­thing I could. Even though it was bit­ter, I managed to act li­ke it was cham­pa­gne. They both laughed and Carl said, “Oh ye­ah, Cla­rence, you’ve got a good one here.”
 We had an­other round of drinks and ma­de some small talk, then Carl left. It was ob­vious the­re was a long fri­end­ship bet­ween the two of them and they hug­ged as he wal­ked out. When he was go­ne, I tur­ned to Cla­rence. “So, why didn’t he want me to gi­ve him a blow job? Or fuck me? I didn’t do any­thing wrong did I?”
 Cla­rence smi­led and said, “No, ba­by, you’re fi­ne. Carl has a deal with his wife. He’s al­lo­wed to go to tit­ty bars or jerk off on wo­men, just no tou­ching ba­re skin. Carl tends to li­ke the wo­men I bring around and this way he’s not in­to pay­ing hoo­kers or any shit li­ke that. We’ve be­en doing this for pro­ba­b­ly ten years now.”
 “Wow.” I felt bet­ter kno­wing I hadn’t di­s­ap­poin­ted him.
 “Carl and I go way back. He’s my boy. He’s one of the few peo­ple that I’m going to tell you right now, you lis­ten to him li­ke you lis­ten to me. I trust him li­ke fa­mi­ly. You’ll be seein’ him again and if you want to make me hap­py, you make su­re he’s hap­py, ya heard?” I nod­ded, smi­led, threw my arms up around his Cla­rence’s neck, and kis­sed him on the cheek. I was a hap­py, dir­ty, wo­man.


My Boys

Jes­si­ca
So, I’d had that ama­zing time with Dell at the par­ty. Af­ter we foo­led around, we went back down to the par­ty and drank mo­re and then he wal­ked me back to my neigh­bor­hood. Such a gentleman, well a dir­ty gentleman at le­ast.

Any­way, the next day, I knew I had to end things with Neil. I told him we nee­ded to get to­gether and he ca­me over af­ter he wor­ked. I just do­ve in. It was sca­ry and I didn’t want to hurt him, even though I was pret­ty su­re he’d chea­ted on me. Now that I’d do­ne my own chea­ting I just couldn’t hold that over him. But it didn’t change the fact that Neil just wasn’t doing it for me any lon­ger. Even as I was tal­king to him, I was thin­king of Dell.

I re­mem­be­red what my mom said about not fee­ling bad about your emo­ti­ons chan­ging for someo­ne and it ga­ve me the guts to tell Neil I wan­ted to end it. I thought he would flip out, or try to talk me out of it, but he was pret­ty calm. I told him I thought we we­re going in dif­fe­rent di­rec­ti­ons and that sin­ce he was going to be going to col­le­ge soon that this was a good time to may­be see other peo­ple.

He was cool for a few days, then I star­ted get­ting an­gry texts. Ke­vin told me that Neil had tex­ted him and as­ked if I was seeing anyo­ne. Thank­ful­ly, even if Ke­vin knew, he’d pro­ba­b­ly lie for me.

I was tex­ting with Dell pret­ty re­gu­lar­ly, but we didn’t get to­gether for awhi­le. He al­ways see­med bu­sy and I had the fee­ling that he was seeing a few girls. Fi­nal­ly, one day to­ward the end of school he tex­ted me and as­ked if I wan­ted to co­me hang out with him and some fri­ends af­ter class. When I got over the­re he was han­ging out on the porch with his litt­le bro­ther, Lil T, along with one of the guys I’d se­en him chat­ting with at the par­ty, and the short stocky guy from the par­ty who’d gi­ven me a drink. Dell pas­sed me a beer and we all just sat and bull­shit­ted for awhi­le.

The short guys na­me was Ter­ran­ce and the other guy was Wes. Wes was thin, but was one of the most well-de­fi­ned guys I’d ever se­en. He al­so was co­ve­red in tat­toos, ma­ny of which I couldn’t make out against his ve­ry dark skin. Ter­ran­ce was hilarious and kept us laug­hing most of the time. Af­ter a bit, Dell got eve­r­yo­ne in­side and he lit up a pipe and we smo­ked for a bit. I sat on his lap whi­le Ter­ran­ce, Wes and Lil T played Xbox.

Dell pul­led me clo­se to ex­ha­le in my mouth and we star­ted ma­king out. I flip­ped around so I was stradd­ling Dell’s lap, so I could kiss him bet­ter. I could see the bul­ge in his pants. He pas­sed the pipe to Wes and he put both hands on my ass. I slid my hands around his neck and kis­sed him hard, grin­ding my ass in­to his lap and back against his hands.

A mi­nu­te la­ter, I star­ted hea­ring some hoo­ting and yel­ling and loo­ked up. All the other guys we­re che­cking us out. Dell laughed. Wes spo­ke up and said, “Damn, look at that litt­le ass work! She got some boo­ty for a white girl! She good with that tongue, Dell?”

Dell loo­ked at me, smi­led and said, “Why don’t you find out, Wes?” I loo­ked back and forth bet­ween the two of them, kind of stun­ned. I wasn’t su­re what to say, but sud­den­ly, Wes’s hands we­re on my hips and he pi­cked me up from be­hind and stood me on my feet. He whir­led me around, grab­bed me un­der my ass and pi­cked me up. Be­fo­re I even re­al­ly knew what was going on, his tongue was in my mouth. I star­ted to back my face away, my legs dan­g­ling a few in­ches off the ground. But then Dell was be­hind me and he said, loud enough for eve­r­yo­ne to he­ar, “Wes here’s my boy. You tre­at him right, ya heard. Hook him up.”

I didn’t want to di­s­ap­point Dell and the truth was, I thought Wes was cute, so, what did I ha­ve to lo­se? I threw my legs around Wes’s waist and my arms around his neck. His mouth lo­cked over mi­ne, his lips we­re the big­gest I’d ever kis­sed. He knew how to kiss a lot bet­ter than Dell, too. He wor­ked his tongue around slow­ly and smooth­ly. We mo­ved over to the couch and Wes sat, still hol­ding me. I re­ar­ran­ged my­self to stradd­le him. Wes’s hands mo­ved over my tits and I won­de­red if Dell was wat­ching or whe­re this would go. But Wes’s kis­ses we­re so dis­trac­ting that I soon just lost my­self in him. I could feel his cock hard un­der­neath me and I pushed my­self against it, my jean shorts fee­ling re­al­ly thick. We kept going li­ke that for awhi­le and then sud­den­ly the­re we­re arms slip­ping in bet­ween Wes and I and I was being pul­led to the side. It was Ter­ran­ce, pul­ling me on­to his lap. I heard mo­re hoo­ting and yel­ling so I just went with it and star­ted kis­sing him too.

I re­gret­ted it al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly. Ter­ran­ce was strong and kind of cute, but he was re­al­ly over ea­ger and it was li­ke his tongue was at­tacking me. I played along for a few mi­nu­tes though, just so he could get it out of his sys­tem. Then I heard the other guys shou­ting in uni­son. They we­re shou­ting, “Lil T! Lil T!” I stop­ped and loo­ked at Dell. I tried to gi­ve him a look that said, ‘Re­al­ly? You want me to make out with your litt­le bro­ther?’ But he was chan­ting his Lil T’s na­me too and he nod­ded at me. I sig­hed and star­ted clim­bing off Ter­ran­ce and sud­den­ly eve­r­yo­ne star­ted laug­hing.

Ter­ran­ce had a hard on so big it had half pop­ped out of his bo­xers and I hadn’t no­ti­ced. He ad­jus­ted him­self and put away his cock, whi­le yel­ling “Fuck you guys!” whi­le they laughed. I loo­ked down at my own pants and no­ti­ced a ti­ny wet spot bet­ween my legs, but I don’t think they could see it as it was pret­ty well hid­den in the blue of my shorts.

Tur­ning to Lil T, I could tell he was em­bar­ras­sed. He was a cou­ple of years youn­ger than me and about six or eight years youn­ger than the other guys and I’m gues­sing that he didn’t ha­ve a lot of ex­pe­ri­ence with girls. I knew from our first mee­ting though that he might ha­ve had a bit of a crush on me. I put my best face on, one that tried to be fri­end­ly, flir­ty and un­der­stan­ding all at the sa­me time. He just grin­ned shee­pis­h­ly at me, his hands at his sides. I took one look back at Dell and ga­ve him the ‘you owe me’ look. Clim­bing on­to his lap, I put my hands along side his neck and lea­ned in and kis­sed him.

To my sur­pri­se, he kis­sed me back, and not half bad. Certain­ly a bet­ter kis­ser than Ter­ran­ce. We kis­sed for a few se­conds and then I clim­bed off. I star­ted get­ting un­com­fort­a­ble on­ce I could feel his erec­ti­on. The guys yel­led and clap­ped and laughed and af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, things sett­led back down. Most of the guys went back to play­ing XBox. Lil T didn’t make much eye con­tact with me af­ter that, though.

It was star­ting to get la­te and I was about to head home, when T and Dell’s fa­ther ca­me home. He said hel­lo to the guys and then loo­ked me up and down the sa­me way he had be­fo­re. I couldn’t tell if he ha­ted me or was dis­gus­ted by me or what, but it wasn’t a good look. “You’re the sa­me girl who was up in Dell’s room last week, right? The one with her tit­ties out.” I nod­ded, not su­re if he was going to yell at me or start some­thing or what. He loo­ked me up and down again and said, “Well, you got­ta na­me?” “Jes­si­ca.”

“I’m An­thony. You can call me Mr. Wa­ters though.” He stro­de off wi­thout loo­king back. “Dell, T! Din­ner in thir­ty!” Dell wal­ked me to the door and I wa­ved good­bye to the guys. He lea­ned in and ga­ve me a kiss on the cheek and that ad­ora­ble smi­le of his. He whi­s­pe­red, “Thanks for ta­king care of my boys. They li­ke you.” I smi­led. The truth was, I was both flat­te­red that they’d want to make out with me and tur­ned on by the fact that they all got hard.


Yes, Dad­dy

Ka­te
About a week had go­ne by sin­ce my last en­coun­ter with Cla­rence. We’d both be­en bu­sy and just hadn’t be­en ab­le to see each other. But over that week, I be­ca­me ob­ses­sed thin­king about sex, and sex with Cla­rence. I couldn’t tell if I was thin­king about him spe­ci­fi­cal­ly, and de­ve­lo­ping fee­lings for him or if I was just horny li­ke I’d ne­ver be­en horny be­fo­re. I star­ted ma­stur­ba­ting twi­ce a day, al­ways thin­king about him. Some­ti­mes I thought about Carl too, or Phil­lip, or all three of them at on­ce. Cla­rence had gi­ven me per­mis­si­on to tem­po­ra­ri­ly cut loo­se and I was ta­king ad­van­ta­ge.

I even got de­spe­ra­te enough to want to co­me on to Da­vid, but when I as­ked Cla­rence about it, he said, un­less Da­vid was co­ming on to me, stron­gly, that I wasn’t to be tou­ching any white cocks. Just when I thought I was going to go fuck­ing in­sa­ne if I didn’t get a cock in me, Cla­rence told me to co­me over for a ‘dou­ble date’ the next night. I cal­led in sick to work, but didn’t tell anyo­ne at home and I was rea­dy to go.

When I got to Cla­rence’s, I no­ti­ced things we­re dif­fe­rent. Not a lot, just ve­ry slight­ly, li­ke pic­tu­res had be­en mo­ved or re­pla­ced, that sort of thing. It was a re­min­der that I knew ve­ry litt­le about him out­si­de of the time we spent to­gether. I knew his ge­ne­ral type of work and I was star­ting to meet some of his fri­ends, but I didn’t even know if he had other gir­l­fri­ends or for that mat­ter, a wife. I think what was od­dest about that was that I didn’t re­al­ly care as long as Cla­rence was hap­py and I could help make him hap­py.

The­re we­re three other peo­ple be­si­des Cla­rence the­re. He in­tro­du­ced me to Sam, a pret­ty big black guy in his ear­ly 40s, dres­sed in jeans and a ts­hirt. The­re was some­thing in his dress and at­ti­tu­de that ma­de me think he was in a band. His date was Mi­chel­le, a pret­ty white girl in her la­te 20s with dark brown hair, a lot of eye makeup and an all white out­fit, in­clu­ding white pumps. The third per­son was Jay, al­so in his la­te 20s, a hand­so­me black guy. He had fit­ted jeans, a black dress shirt and an ex­pen­si­ve loo­king hair­cut. Sam in­tro­du­ced him as his cou­sin.

Cla­rence ma­de us all a de­li­cious fish din­ner and we had a cou­ple of drinks. Jay see­med li­ke a re­al­ly ni­ce guy. He was smooth, smart, had a sharp wit. I was wil­ling to bet the girls we­re all over him. His cou­sin, Sam though, I don’t know. Some­thing was bo­the­ring me about him. He see­med ple­a­sant enough on the sur­face. May­be it was the fact that Mi­chel­le hadn’t hard­ly said two words and whi­le she smi­led a lot, she most­ly loo­ked at her plate. I won­de­red if he ab­u­sed her or some­thing.

Af­ter din­ner, Sam told us that we we­re all hea­ding out for a club. Cla­rence ga­the­red us up in­to his SUV and we hea­ded for the Cen­tral Busi­ness Dis­trict. Cla­rence dro­ve and Sam sat upfront, lea­ving Mi­chel­le and I in back with Jay in the midd­le. As we pul­led out, I felt Jay’s hand on my thigh and when I loo­ked down, I saw that he had his hand on Mi­chel­le’s thigh too.

Sam loo­ked back at Mi­chel­le and said, “Ba­by, I know you’re gon­na want to dance to­night and that’s fi­ne. You can let the boys touch you all you want, but no kis­sing.” He tur­ned back wi­thout wai­ting for an ans­wer. He didn’t seem to mind Jay’s hands on us. Mi­chel­le’s ans­wer, with a smi­le, was, “Yes, Dad­dy.” Her use of ‘Dad­dy’, was stran­ge and hot at the sa­me time. I wasn’t su­re what to make of it. We got to the club and the­re was a line. I could he­ar hip-hop co­ming out of the place and I got ner­vous. I was a white mom from Southern Ca­li­for­nia. I hadn’t be­en to a club in years and this was not my ele­ment. Cla­rence must ha­ve no­ti­ced be­cau­se he ga­ve my hand a slight squee­ze.

Sam got us to the front of the line and let in ahead of eve­r­yo­ne el­se. He must ha­ve known the right peo­ple. We got a booth that had be­en re­ser­ved, I guess by him. He and Mi­chel­le went off to get drinks and Cla­rence, Jay and I sett­led in­to our seat and peo­ple wat­ched. With Jay on my right, he lea­ned in to talk to me. He had to yell to be heard over the thum­ping bass. “Al­right if I put my hand back on your leg?”

I sur­pri­sed my­self with my ans­wer, “As long as you don’t ask, next time!” He slid his hand up my thigh, al­most to my crotch. His pinky drif­ting up against my la­bia. I pur­red and smi­led at Cla­rence.

Sam and Mi­chel­le ca­me back with drinks for all of us and then she went out to dance. In a sea of black pa­trons, she was this ti­ny pa­le girl, all in white. She was sur­roun­ded and en­gul­fed by the dance floor. The rest of us chat­ted for a bit, then Jay got up to go dance as well. I no­ti­ced Sam ey­ing me, but he didn’t say much, may­be be­cau­se the club was so loud.

I ba­si­cal­ly hid in the booth the who­le night, clin­ging to Cla­rence. I didn’t know the mu­sic, the mo­ves, the at­mo­s­phe­re. I felt li­ke a frum­py hou­se­wi­fe and pain­ful­ly white. It was star­ting to get la­te and I was try­ing to hint at Cla­rence that I had to get going. I didn’t re­al­ly want to end the date. De­spi­te the club being un­fa­mi­li­ar ter­ri­to­ry, it felt re­al­ly good to be with Cla­rence and it was ni­ce to meet new peo­ple and be out. But I al­so didn’t want to rai­se any su­spi­ci­ons with Da­vid or the kids. Cla­rence sug­ge­s­ted I text Da­vid and ask if I could stay out for drinks with my co-wor­kers. I smi­led and did so im­me­di­a­te­ly, and was re­al­ly re­li­e­ved when Da­vid didn’t text back. It meant he was al­rea­dy as­leep.

We left the club around one in the mor­ning and hea­ded back to Cla­rence’s place. This time Mi­chel­le sat on Sam’s lap in the front, lea­ving Jay and I in the back. As soon as we got back the­re, Jay mo­ved in to kiss me. It felt stran­ge and I star­ted to say some­thing to Cla­rence, to get his, I don’t know, ap­pro­val? An­other man kis­sing me in front of Cla­rence was just so fo­reign. Be­fo­re I could speak though, Jay was on top of me, kis­sing me and pushing me down on the bench seat of the SUV. I guess I just had to trust that Cla­rence knew what was hap­pe­ning and that if he di­s­ap­pro­ved, he’d say some­thing.

We ma­de out for a few mi­nu­tes and then he was pushing my skirt up and sli­ding his head bet­ween my legs. He grab­bed the in­side of my thighs and spread them. I threw one leg down and the other up over the ed­ge of the back seat. He ran a tongue up my thigh and said, “Damn, Sam­my, this pus­sy smells good!”

My head was against the dri­vers side win­dow and I threw one arm out on­to Cla­rence’s shoul­der as Jay star­ted ea­ting my pus­sy. I loo­ked over and saw Sam and Mi­chel­le wat­ching Jay sli­de his tongue up and down my lips. He grab­bed my hips and fli­cked his tongue over my clit and I squee­zed Cla­rence’s shoul­der. I certain­ly couldn’t say that I wasn’t en­joy­ing it. Cla­rence kept dri­ving, wi­thout say­ing a word and we we­re back to his place in no time.

We all clim­bed out and hea­ded in. Mi­chel­le star­ted mo­ving around with ama­zing speed. She pul­led a brown blan­ket from a bag she’d left ear­lier and spread it out on the floor. Sam and Jay mo­ved the cof­fee ta­ble to the side of the room and sud­den­ly they had a litt­le play area right in the midd­le of Cla­rence’s living room.

Cla­rence sat down in his ea­sy chair fa­cing them as they all star­ted to get un­dres­sed. Cla­rence loo­ked at me and with just the sligh­test glan­ce at his crotch, I knew he wan­ted me to suck his cock. I got down on my knees, un­zip­ped him and pul­led him out. He was al­rea­dy half hard and I could see pre-cum all over his head. I li­cked it off li­ke it was ho­ney and star­ted suck­ing him.

The next time I glan­ced over at the other guests was when I heard a sharp mo­an from Mi­chel­le. She was on all fours, na­ked, being fu­cked by Sam from be­hind. Sit­ting on the couch in front of her was Jay, na­ked him­self. He ed­ged his hips for­ward till he was on the lip of the couch and spread his legs wi­de. Put­ting a hand on the back of Mi­chel­le’s head, he ea­sed his cock half­way in­to her mouth. Sam was still dres­sed, his cock po­king out from his jeans. He was poun­ding Mi­chel­le hard from be­hind. He stuck one thumb in­to her ass as he poun­ded in­to her and she mo­a­ned through the mouth full of dick that Jay was gi­ving her. Drool ran down her chest and on­to the blan­ket. It was un­be­lie­va­b­ly hot.

“Hey.” It was Cla­rence. I’d be­co­me so dis­trac­ted wat­ching them that I wasn’t pay­ing at­ten­ti­on to my blow job. I ga­ve him a quick apo­lo­ge­tic look and re­fo­cu­sed my­self. I de­ci­ded to just lis­ten to them and imagi­ne what they we­re doing. It tur­ned out to re­al­ly ener­gi­ze my cock suck­ing.

I heard a pla­stic lid pop and Sam say, “Your ass rea­dy for me?” She didn’t ans­wer then but a mi­nu­te la­ter I heard heard her half mo­an, half shout, “Oh my god! It’s fuck­ing fil­ling me up!” She didn’t talk af­ter that but her mo­ans we­re enough that my pus­sy was gus­hing wet. Sam said, “I’m gon­na fill that litt­le white ass up for you!” I could tell he was cum­ming in her, his yell over­co­ming her gasps.

Cla­rence was hard as a rock in my mouth and I was sur­pri­sed he hadn’t cum yet. I won­de­red if he was dis­trac­ted li­ke I’d be­en. Sam sat down on the couch. I could see him out of the cor­ner of my eye, wat­ching what­ever was going on with Jay and Mi­chel­le. He’d put his cock back in his pants and had sweat through his white t-shirt. He glan­ced at me and smi­led.

Jay said, “Get on your back, ba­by, throw tho­se legs in the air. I heard Jay gr­unt and bo­dies slap­ping be­hind me. Less than a mi­nu­te la­ter, I heard Jay cum­ming in her. He shou­ted, “God damn, that was good!”

Cla­rence tap­ped me and when I loo­ked up at him he said, “Stand up and take your clo­thes off.” I did as I was told and he ge­stu­red for me to stradd­le him.

As I star­ted to do so, Sam spo­ke up and said, “Cla­rence, she’s got a load in her pus­sy and a load in her ass, why don’t you put one in her mouth and make it a set, man?” I slip­ped down down on Cla­rence’s cock in three sta­ges, ga­sping each time, ea­sing my slip­pe­ry cunt around him and clin­ging to his neck. Cla­rence didn’t ans­wer Sam, but I was sho­cked when just a few stro­kes la­ter, I felt him start to cum in me. His hands went to my hips, pres­sing down and he squee­zed me tight as he fil­led me full of that beau­ti­ful, won­der­ful load of his.

A few se­conds la­ter, he loo­ked around me and said, “Mi­chel­le, lay back down.” I knew then that Cla­rence had be­en hol­ding back his or­gasm for some pur­po­se, but I didn’t know what. He slow­ly and smooth­ly mo­ved his cock out of me, still half hard and co­ve­red in my juices. Loo­king to me he said, “Go squat over Mi­chel­le and ha­ve her eat eve­ry last bit of that out of you.” I ga­ped a litt­le. I he­si­ta­ted.

Cla­rence loo­ked at Mi­chel­le on the blan­ket. She was li­ke this ti­ny, wri­thing, pa­le sna­ke. Her makeup smea­red, her face co­ve­red in spit, cum lea­king out of her pus­sy. She mo­ti­o­ned me to her with a fin­ger.

I didn’t want to say it aloud, but I’d ne­ver be­en with a girl be­fo­re. I didn’t ha­ve any at­trac­ti­on to them. I wasn’t tur­ned off or gros­sed out or any­thing, but the­re just wasn’t re­al­ly any drive on my part to do any­thing with a wo­man. My he­si­ta­ti­on was star­ting to be no­ti­ced though and I didn’t want to let Cla­rence down. I could feel that cum star­ting to shift in me any­way and if I didn’t mo­ve soon it would start run­ning down my thighs.

I squat­ted down over Mi­chel­le and she wrap­ped her hands around my thighs. Her tongue tick­led at my la­bia, but the­re wasn’t much work to do. Squat­ting li­ke that, it just ca­me floo­ding out of me. She mo­a­ned as she li­cked and su­cked at it, and I heard her say, “Thank you, Dad­dy.” When the cum star­ted to slow, she pul­led down on my thighs and lo­cked her who­le mouth around my pus­sy. I al­most lost my ba­lan­ce and fell over. She su­cked on my pus­sy and oh my god did it feel good. I was al­rea­dy so swol­len and wet from the rest of the eve­ning that I al­most for­got that I was in such a weird po­si­ti­on and it was a wo­man doing it.

She did that for what felt li­ke for­ever and I might ha­ve even let her, but then she pushed me away slight­ly. I guess she’d got­ten all she could. She sat up and star­ted scoo­ping up the cum from her pus­sy with her fin­ger and ea­ting it. Sam chi­med in, “Be su­re to get your ass too.”

We all had an­other drink and then de­ci­ded to call it a night. Cla­rence said he had to go out of town the next day. Mi­chel­le see­med up­set about some­thing, but no one said any­thing and she didn’t speak up. As we we­re all hea­ded to the door, Jay stop­ped to talk to Cla­rence with me stan­ding next him. He said, “Cla­rence, you mind if I ha­ve Ka­te over to my place?” He grin­ned at me.

Cla­rence loo­ked at me and said, “When Jay calls you over, you take care of him, you he­ar?” I nod­ded, re­a­li­zing I’d just be­en pim­ped out for the first time in my life.

Jay win­ked at me and said, “I’ll call you soon, ba­by.” They left, lea­ving Cla­rence and I alo­ne.
 I tur­ned to Cla­rence and said, “What was Mi­chel­le up­set about? She see­med so hap­py just a few mi­nu­tes ear­lier?”
 He sig­hed. “Sam can be kind of a punk some­ti­mes. Mi­chel­le loves cum and she’s a re­al­ly gre­at litt­le slut. But he makes her stay off birth con­trol.” It took a mo­ment for that to sink in.
 “So why did she…?”
 “Be­cau­se she knows bet­ter than to say no. Li­ke I said, Sam can be a re­al pie­ce of work some­ti­mes. He’s a bit of a sa­dist.” He was get­ting rea­dy for bed now, but I had to ques­ti­on him fur­ther.
 “What if she got pre­gnant?”
 “I don’t know. Sam li­kes to push li­mits. May­be she’d get an ab­or­ti­on, may­be she’d ha­ve it. I don’t think he cares. He just li­kes step­ping over her boun­da­ri­es. I see that look on your face. Let me stop you right the­re. He doesn’t beat her or nothin’. She’s a grown wo­man and can de­ci­de for her­self. The on­ly thing he’s got over her is his cock. She’s sin­gle, no kids and she loves get­ting all the black dick she can hand­le.” He was down to his shorts now and I could tell he was star­ting to lo­se his pa­ti­ence.
 “But…” I was ha­ving a hard time un­der­stan­ding why Sam would do that or why she’d let him.
 Cla­rence sig­hed again. “Look ba­by, this isn’t all just about sex. For a lot of folks it’s about pow­er too. Sam’s exer­ci­sing his pow­er. Mi­chel­le’s choice to let Jay cum in her is her exer­ci­sing her pow­er. Her de­ci­si­on was to sub­mit. The­re can pow­er in that.” He took my hand as he sat on the ed­ge of the bed. “I’m not say­ing Sam was right for cros­sing that line with Mi­chel­le, but I’m not going to jud­ge him for it eit­her. Tho­se two are play­ing their own game. You just wor­ry about ours, okay?”
 I nod­ded and kis­sed him good­night. The walk home was on­ly about two mi­nu­tes, but I ma­de it last ten. I had a lot to think about. It al­so oc­cur­red to me on that walk that I hadn’t had the chan­ce to cum and that that might ha­ve be­en in­ten­ti­o­nal on Cla­rence’s part. I had a lot to think about and all my pus­sy was let­ting me do was pic­ture Sam fuck­ing Mi­chel­le from be­hind whi­le she su­cked Jay.


Kis­sing Cla­rence

Jes­si­ca
I’d bro­ken up with Neil and alt­hough he was still tex­ting now and then, we didn’t see each other any mo­re, even at school. But as much as I was han­ging out over at Dell’s, it was on­ly a mat­ter of time be­fo­re someo­ne found out and I was ter­ri­fied of word get­ting back to my dad.

My bes­ty, Car­ly, knew some­thing was up too. I fi­nal­ly had to break down and tell her and ex­plain why she had to keep quiet. She agreed to not tell anyo­ne, but af­ter that she star­ted get­ting kind of di­stant. I don’t think she was ra­cist or any­thing, but black guys just we­ren’t her sce­ne and I think she loo­ked down on me for it.

As far as my pa­rents, I de­ci­ded I had to talk to my mom. I knew she was seeing Cla­rence, so I thought my best chan­ce was to tell her that I was seeing Dell so that she could help me keep it se­cret from my dad. Of cour­se, I had to play it off li­ke I didn’t know about Cla­rence.

I got her to co­me in­to my room and told her that I’d bro­ken up with Neil. She ga­ve me a hug and as­ked if I was okay. I told her it had be­en co­ming for awhi­le and that I li­ked someo­ne el­se now. She as­ked about him and I said, “Mom, he’s black.”

She sat the­re with a stran­ge look on her face for a cou­ple of se­conds and then hug­ged me and whi­s­pe­red, “Let’s make su­re your fa­ther doesn’t find out.”

I burst in­to tears,I was so re­li­e­ved and she just held me for awhi­le. Af­ter I’d sett­led down, she as­ked, “So, tell me about him. Is he cute? Is it serious?” I told her that we we­re just han­ging out, that we we­ren’t serious. That got me thin­king. I re­al­ly li­ked Dell and I could see my­self get­ting serious with him. But I knew he was seeing at le­ast one other girl, that black girl na­med Cha­li­se. She didn’t bo­ther me though. I think what was bug­ging me was that Dell didn’t seem to ha­ve any in­te­rest in get­ting serious, with anyo­ne. I de­ci­ded to stop in and see Cla­rence about it.

A cou­ple days la­ter I slip­ped over to his place but he wasn’t home. It took me three mo­re tries to get him, but when I did, he in­vi­ted me in. The­re was an ol­der bal­ding guy, with a gray beard on the couch. He stood up and said, “Who’s this litt­le sweet­heart?”

“This is Jes­si­ca, she’s Ka­te’s daugh­ter. You met Ka­te a few weeks back, re­mem­ber?”
 “Oh ye­ah. Ni­ce to meet you, Jes­si­ca”, he stuck out his hand and I shook it po­li­te­ly.
 Cla­rence star­ted wal­king me to the porch. “That’s Carl. Let’s go talk out on the porch.” We step­ped out­si­de and he clo­sed the door. “Don’t wor­ry about Carl. I’ll make su­re he doesn’t say any­thing to your mom­ma if he sees her again.”
 “Thanks. Hey, I just wan­ted some ad­vi­ce, if that’s okay.”
 “Su­re,” he lea­ned up against his hou­se and lit up a ci­ga­ret­te. “How are you and Dell get­ting along?” He smi­led.
 “Oh, so you know?” I think I blus­hed a bit.
 “Dell’s my cou­sin. I sent you to him to get weed be­cau­se I thought you’d be a good match.” He had a smug look on his face.
 I smi­led back at him. “Ye­ah, Dell’s al­right.” I grin­ned let­ting him know that Dell was mo­re than al­right. “But, I don’t think he’s serious about me and I’m not su­re what I’m doing.”
 Cla­rence took a de­ep drag. “Dell told me you bro­ke up with your old boyfri­end. So, now I’m gues­sing that you want Dell to be your new one.” I ga­ve him a litt­le shrug. “Don’t work li­ke that. Lis­ten, when’s the mo­ment when you’re hap­piest? With Dell, I mean.”
 “Umm, when we’re ha­ving sex, I guess?” I wasn’t su­re what he was loo­king for.
 “Mo­re spe­ci­fic. When du­ring sex?” He took an­other drag.
 “When he cums?” I shrug­ged again try­ing to peg it down.
 “The­re you go, litt­le girl. That’s the ans­wer. Not when you cum, when he cums. Why do you need for Dell to be your boyfri­end to make him cum? If you’re hap­piest when he cums, then make him hap­py. Don’t ask him to do stuff he doesn’t want to do. Mo­re im­port­ant, don’t ask him to do stuff, you don’t want to do.”
 “Me? Why wouldn’t I want to date him?” I thought I’d got­ten what he was get­ting at, but now I was lost again.
 He took an­other drag and smi­led again. “You’re young and pret­ty. You just spent a year not dig­gin’ on your boyfri­end. May­be the ans­wer isn’t swit­ching boyfri­ends, but doing some­thing el­se. Check this out. Next time you get the chan­ce, I want you to hook up with someo­ne el­se. No need to go out your way, but when it hap­pens, jump in with both feet, girl. I’ll bet you ten dol­lars you feel just as good when that guy cums as you do when Dell does.”
 I was du­bious and it sho­wed on my face.
 He laughed. “I’m serious girl. Lis­ten, you’re a lot li­ke your mom­ma. You’re a ple­a­ser. You li­ke plea­sing guys. The­re ain’t no sha­me in it. You li­ke doing it, so do it. Do it well. You’re a hot young thing. Guys’ll be figh­ting for a chan­ce to get bet­ween your legs. Don’t make ‘em work so hard.” He win­ked.
 I con­si­de­red what he said whi­le he finis­hed his ci­ga­ret­te. God, he knew just how to phra­se things, how to spell out what was in my gut, in my head. It all ma­de sen­se when Cla­rence said it. How did he know me so well? Was I that much li­ke my mom? I said thanks and went to gi­ve him a hug. I didn’t plan on it, but I did it, just out of the blue. I kis­sed him.
 Cla­rence gent­ly pul­led me away from him by the hips with a tight lip­ped smi­le on his face. “I’m going to let that one sli­de, but you can’t be kis­sing me Jes­si­ca. You’re six­teen and it ain’t right.”
 I got pou­ty. “Dell’s twen­ty two.”
 “You know that ain’t the sa­me thing. Now look me in the eye and say you aren’t going to do that again.” He was using this voi­ce, this certain hea­vy to­ne.
 “Yes, sir.”
 “Good girl. Now git.”
 I left and thought about what Cla­rence had said and a litt­le about how his lips had tas­ted, all smo­key. Any­way, alt­hough I thought I’d go ahead with his sug­ges­ti­on to fuck someo­ne el­se at some point, I still just had Dell on my brain. The next day, Dell and I hoo­ked up at Ter­ran­ce’s place. Ter­ran­ce had smo­ked a litt­le too much and had pas­sed out on his bed. His folks and sis­ter we­ren’t home, so Dell and I just de­ci­ded to do it right the­re. We would ha­ve go­ne back to his place but Dell’s dad had be­en gi­ving him a lot of shit for ha­ving girls over when Lil T was home.
 We ma­de out for a few mi­nu­tes and I could feel how hard he was. I pul­led my dress over my head and he slip­ped his pants off. I as­ked him how he wan­ted me and he told me to sli­de down on the couch as far as I could. He got on the floor, on his knees bet­ween my legs and got his cock all lined up on my pus­sy. He pul­led out a rub­ber and slip­ped it on.
 “Put tho­se legs out wi­de, ba­by. I want to see all that shit.” I put my legs up in­to the air, a gi­ant V. He slip­ped his cock in­to me and be­gan going to work on me, pum­ping hard in­to me, hol­ding my hips. I had this fee­ling he was going to cum soon and I sud­den­ly stop­ped him. “What the fuck? I was just about to nut!”
 I re­a­ched down and slip­ped the rub­ber off his cock. “Cum in me, ba­by.” He smi­led and plun­ged back in­to me and just kno­wing that he was fuck­ing me ba­re­back sent me in­to an or­gasm. I threw my legs down over his shoul­ders and star­ted wri­thing all over the couch. I’m su­re we wo­ke up Ter­ran­ce, but he was cool enough to not co­me out. Then I felt him go off in me and I knew right then that I didn’t want Dell to use a rub­ber with me ever again. I knew it was dan­ge­rous, that he was slee­ping with other girls, but damn it felt good.
 He pul­led out of me and clea­ned up. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, he got a pa­ge and said he had to take off. I che­cked in on Ter­ran­ce but he was eit­her pas­sed out again or hadn’t ever be­en awa­ke­ned by my sc­re­a­ming. I de­ci­ded to head on home and just out­si­de Ter­ran­ce’s gate, I ran in­to Wes. He was loo­king all thug­gish with his pants low, no shirt and his tat­toos sho­wing. I said, “Hey, Wes. You going to Ter­ran­ce’s?”
 Wes said, “Ye­ah, seein’ if he wants to hit up a par­ty with me.”
 “He’s pas­sed out. Smo­ked him­self to sleep.” I laughed and star­ted wal­king away.
 “Ok, then. You and me.” He cal­led out.
 I tur­ned around and ga­ve him a look. “You and me? Go to a par­ty?”
 “Shit, al­right. You ain’t got­ta be a bitch about it. Fuck.”
 He star­ted to turn away. “Hey. Hold up. I’ll go.”


Ro­ger

Ka­te
You’d think I’d be ner­vous about Cla­rence gi­ving out my num­ber to someo­ne el­se, but I re­al­ly wasn’t. At that point, I was star­ting to trust him enough that I just as­s­u­med he would be wat­ching out for me. If he ga­ve it to Jay, then I tru­s­ted that he would ex­plain how and when to get a hold of me in a way that wouldn’t jeo­par­di­ze any­thing for me.

I ma­stur­ba­ted li­ke cra­zy when I got home that night, right in bed, with Da­vid as­leep next to me. The next mor­ning, I did it again in the shower. I couldn’t get that image out of my head of Mi­chel­le being fu­cked from both ends. It’s one thing to see it in a porn mo­vie, it’s a who­le dif­fe­rent sto­ry in re­al life.

The ve­ry next day, Jay tex­ted me and as­ked if I was avai­la­ble the fol­lo­wi­ng night. I told him I’d ha­ve to let him know be­cau­se I had a work shift and I’d just cal­led in sick the pre­vious night. I managed to switch with an­other waitress though and I told him we we­re on. He tex­ted me back an ad­dress to co­me to out in Me­tai­rie, a sub­urb.

Then he spel­led out ex­act­ly what he wan­ted me to we­ar: a black mi­nis­kirt, black wed­ge heels and a tight fit­ting top with no bra and to put my hair up. It was odd­ly spe­ci­fic, but I told him I could hand­le that. Then he told me to be at his place at mid­night. That stop­ped me in my tracks. My work shift would’ve be­en over by around ele­ven at the la­test. I told him I didn’t think I could be out that la­te wi­thout causing some pro­blems, but I was vague about why. A few mi­nu­tes went by wi­thout a re­p­ly, then: “Make it work”.

I sig­hed. This is ex­act­ly the kind of spot Cla­rence would ha­ve avoi­ded put­ting me in. I con­si­de­red tel­ling him no or cal­ling Cla­rence. But I he­si­ta­ted. May­be I could make it work. The next day, I managed a plan. Even a back­up. I swap­ped my work shift back and went to work as nor­mal. Then went home, hung out for a bit and wai­ted for eve­r­yo­ne to go to bed. On­ce, Da­vid was out, I threw on some sweats and a t-shirt and flip flops and hea­ded for the door. I’m glad I had an ex­cu­se rea­dy, be­cau­se as I was wal­king to­ward the door, Ke­vin ca­me out of his room, just stan­ding the­re in his un­der­we­ar.

“Whe­re are you going, mom?”
 “Oh, a work fri­end just tex­ted me. Going through a brea­kup and needs a shoul­der.” I didn’t wait for him to ask any­thing el­se and I bol­ted. I’d stas­hed my change of clo­thes and makeup in my car ear­lier when I’d wor­ked, so it just loo­ked li­ke I was going out to see a fri­end when I left.
 Just as I was about to drive away, I got a text from Cla­rence: “Be a good girl to­night. Mind Jay.”
 I re­spon­ded, “I will. Pro­mi­se.”
 I was cut­ting it a litt­le clo­se, time wi­se, but I ma­de it out to Me­tai­rie with a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes to spa­re. The hou­se was big­ger and ni­cer than I thought it would be. I was ex­pec­ting an apart­ment or some­thing, sin­ce Jay was on­ly in his la­te 20s. The­re we­re a lot of cars out­si­de and as I ap­proa­ched I could he­ar qui­te a few peo­ple and mu­sic. It was a par­ty!
 When I got to the door, ex­act­ly at mid­night, Jay ap­pea­red be­fo­re I could even knock. He step­ped out and ap­prai­sed me on the porch. “Damn, Ka­te, loo­king fi­ne to­night.” He lea­ned in and kis­sed me on the cheek.
 “Thanks. You could ha­ve told me I was just co­ming to a par­ty though, right? Why all the se­cre­cy and list of clo­thing?”
 He smi­led with a twink­le in his eye. “Here’s the deal. You’re gon­na se­du­ce a guy in the­re to­night, na­med Ro­ger. He’s ne­ver be­en with a white girl be­fo­re, he’s get­tin’ a litt­le old and I know it’s a fan­ta­sy of his.”
 I was stun­ned for a few se­conds. “You want me to fuck some guy? Why me?” I think I had a look of dis­gust on my face.
 “Look, he’s picky. And grouchy. He don’t li­ke girls his age. And the gir­lies I usu­al­ly par­ty with, he says they’re too young. But I know him. You’re just his type and if you just work it a bit, he’ll go for it. But he can’t know I set this up. And don’t men­ti­on Cla­rence, cau­se he’ll know. If he asks how you know me or why you’re at the par­ty, just say you’re a se­cre­ta­ry down at Sam’s stu­dio, okay? He won’t dig no de­e­per.”
 He could tell by my po­stu­re and my ex­pres­si­on that this was not re­al­ly doing it for me. He step­ped in clo­se and put his hands on my shoul­ders. “Look, I told Cla­rence about this and he was all for it. He and Ro­ger go way back and he ga­ve me the go ahead.” He squee­zed my shoul­ders firm­ly and lea­ned and whi­s­pe­red, “Get in the­re and fuck the shit out of him. No rub­ber neit­her.”
 I sig­hed and went in­side. On­ce I was in the crowd, I fi­gu­red out a few things quick­ly. Jay lived here, but it was his fa­mi­ly’s hou­se. I could tell by the de­cor. The crowd was a stran­ge mix of peo­ple - young, old, up­per class, midd­le class, white, black. I saw Sam in the crowd. Bet­ween that and Jay’s com­ment about wor­king ‘at the stu­dio as a se­cre­ta­ry’, I fi­gu­red that this must be some sort of mu­sic in­dus­try thing.
 Sam ap­proa­ched me and said, “I’ll in­tro­du­ce you to Ro­ger.” He had an amu­sed look on his face.
 “Can I get a drink first? A stiff one?” I plea­ded to Sam with my eyes.
 He chuck­led and took me to the kit­chen whe­re a makes­hift bar was set up. Sam set me up with a strong whis­key coke. Sam said, “Cla­rence and Jay ha­ve be­en try­ing to make this hap­pen for a cou­ple of years now.” He still had that amu­sed look on his face.
 I was lo­sing my pa­ti­ence quick­ly. “Let’s do this.” I loo­ked over, across the room at Jay, but he had his back to me, tal­king to some girls.
 Sam led me over to the ol­dest guy at the par­ty. He had to be six­ty, may­be mo­re. Ro­ger may ha­ve be­en kind of hand­so­me in his youn­ger days, but time had taken it’s toll. He was dres­sed well, in a ni­ce gray suit and clean loo­king, so that was some­thing. But his wisps of gray on a most­ly bald head, his coar­se gray stub­ble and his paun­chy bel­ly we­ren’t ex­act­ly a turn on. Sam in­tro­du­ced us and Ro­ger shook my hand po­li­te­ly. “How do you do, Ka­te?” He ma­de a slight bow too. A re­al southern gentleman.
 We all ma­de small talk for a few mi­nu­tes and then Sam found an ex­cu­se to slip away. Ro­ger and I found a quiet cor­ner to con­ti­nue tal­king. I was sur­pri­sed to see that even though he’d had a cou­ple of drinks, Ro­ger was smart, wit­ty and qui­te the charmer. I was ha­ving a hard time re­con­ci­ling him with the way Jay de­s­cri­bed him. I lear­ned that he was wi­do­wed, that this was his hou­se, that he hadn’t dated sin­ce his wife died. It daw­ned on me that Ro­ger was Jay’s fa­ther. What the fuck had I agreed to? He said that wo­men his age we­re ‘an­gry old bid­dies’ and no fun. When he as­ked about me, I lied and said I was di­vor­ced.
 “And sin­gle?” He loo­ked as­to­nis­hed.
 “Ye­ah,” I said with a mi­schie­vous smi­le. I wasn’t at­trac­ted to Ro­ger phy­si­cal­ly, the­re was no get­ting around that. The fact that he was Jay’s fa­ther ad­ded an ex­tra le­vel of dis­com­fort. But the mo­re we tal­ked, the mo­re I li­ked him. Ye­ah, he was bit­ter and cy­ni­cal and grum­py. But he was fun­ny and smart and char­ming too. I could see why Cla­rence would li­ke him.
 It wasn’t long be­fo­re Ro­ger was ca­su­al­ly tou­ching my arm as we tal­ked and we even­tu­al­ly sett­led down on a spot on the couch. He put a hand on my knee as he lea­ned in to con­ti­nue flir­ting with me. Fi­nal­ly, it was star­ting to get la­te and I was get­ting wor­ried that one of us was going to fall as­leep or some­thing. If I ca­me off too ag­gres­si­ve though, he might suspect some­thing. I’d let his hand stay on my knee up to that point, so I took a chan­ce. I put my hand over his and slid it about three in­ches up my thigh and whi­s­pe­red to him in my best co­me on voi­ce, “Well, it’s get­ting la­te. I should pro­ba­b­ly head home…”
 He nod­ded thought­ful­ly and then whi­s­pe­red back, “Want to do an old man a fa­vor?” I til­ted my head and wai­ted. He smi­led and said, “Co­me in to my room and let me ha­ve a quick look at tho­se tit­ties of yours. I just want to see them. I bet they’re fi­ne.” My ex­pres­si­on hadn’t chan­ged and I think he was star­ting to think I was of­fen­ded. He ad­ded, “I didn’t mean no of­fen­se. I’ve had a few drinks -”
 I cut him off and said, “Lead the way, Ro­ger.” I took him by the hand and stood up. He smi­led up at me and led me through the crowd and down the hall. No one see­med to no­ti­ce, but I’m su­re Sam or Jay saw.
 The mas­ter bedroom was spar­se with a big bed. Ob­vious­ly a man who’d be­en living alo­ne for awhi­le. We step­ped in, he swit­ched on a lamp on the dres­ser and then clo­sed the door, then lea­ned against it. “You are a damn fi­ne loo­king wo­man, Ka­te.”
 “Thank you, Ro­ger.” It actu­al­ly meant some­thing co­ming from him. I’m su­re he’d got­ten around in his day.
 “Al­right, don’t te­a­se the old man. Let me take a look.” He was still lea­ning against the door, but I could tell he was ea­ger, a shit ea­ting grin on his face. I pul­led my top up over my head. Wi­thout a bra on, my tits boun­ced as I pul­led the shirt over them. The boob job I’d had do­ne was pret­ty good. You could tell they we­re fa­ke by loo­king at them, but not ea­si­ly. The scars we­re pret­ty small too. I’d had enough of my own to work with that they we­re still fair­ly soft to the touch too. “Oh my good­ness. Tho­se are some pret­ty white tit­ties.” He step­ped for­ward and stop­ped a few paces from me.
 “Would you li­ke to touch them?” He didn’t he­si­ta­te, but step­ped up, care­ful­ly cup­ping each one, run­ning his thumbs over my nipp­les. His hands we­re hard and dry. He see­med mes­me­ri­zed. I lea­ned in and whi­s­pe­red, “Why don’t you see what they tas­te li­ke?” He loo­ked up at me and smi­led and then put his mouth over my nipp­le and su­cked on it so gent­ly, I think he thought they we­re ma­de of pa­per. I pur­red as he rol­led his tongue over my tit. I still wasn’t tur­ned on, but ha­ving your nipp­les li­cked al­ways feels ni­ce.
 He ga­ve the other one a kiss and then straigh­te­ned up and said, “Thank you, Ka­te, that was won­der­ful.” He was still ga­zing at them.
 “You ha­ve me half na­ked in your bedroom, Ro­ger. You su­re you want to call it a night?” I ga­ve him a sweet, sar­ca­stic smi­le.
 He was still sta­ring at my tits when he said, “I’m su­re you got bet­ter things to do than spen­ding your night ful­fil­ling some old man’s fan­ta­sies.” He loo­ked away li­ke he was as­ha­med.
 “Ro­ger,” I step­ped to him, his sto­mach kee­ping me from get­ting too clo­se, “it can’t hurt to tell me, right? May­be it’s some­thing I’d li­ke too.”
 He pau­sed. He said un­der his breath, “Would you let a man lick your ass?”
 I didn’t ans­wer, but step­ped back and un­did my skirt, let­ting it drop to the floor. He see­med sur­pri­sed that I wasn’t wea­ring un­der­we­ar. I step­ped over to his bed in nothing but my heels and bent over it, ar­ching my ass up in the air. I mo­ved my feet apart so he could get a re­al­ly good view of my ass.
 Ro­ger step­ped up be­hind me, put­ting one hand on each ass cheek, run­ning them over me light­ly. He said, al­most re­ver­ent­ly, “A wo­man’s ass is a spe­ci­al place. Most parts of a wo­man, we see all the time. Hell, even the pus­sy is some­thing that wo­men al­low men to get up in. But get­ting up in a wo­man’s ass is li­ke loo­king up at the gates of hea­ven.”
 He got down on his knees and spread my ass cheeks with his thumbs. I felt his tongue go from the bot­tom of my ass crack all the way to the top in one slow wi­de lick. Then he star­ted flicking it over my ass­ho­le and fuck, did it feel good. He pres­sed his who­le face in­to my ass. I could feel his stub­ble rub­bing up against my cheeks.
 I mo­a­ned and found my­self grin­ding my ass back to­ward him as he star­ted jab­bing his tongue straight in­to my ass­ho­le. I put my face in­to the bed­spread, which smel­led kind of mus­ty, and pre­ten­ded it was Jay licking my ass. Some­how, I couldn’t pic­ture Cla­rence doing it. Bet­ween my fan­ta­sy and Ro­ger’s tongue, I was star­ting to get a litt­le tur­ned on. Ro­ger must ha­ve no­ti­ced too, be­cau­se af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, he stop­ped and stood up and I heard the sound of a zip­per.
 I loo­ked back over my shoul­der and he said, “You be­en fu­cked by a black man be­fo­re?” He was pul­ling his cock out. I could see a thick mat­te of gray pu­bic hair po­king out from his pants. He’d left them but­to­ned, but had wor­ked his dick out through the zip­per. His voi­ce was dif­fe­rent and I had a su­spi­ci­on it had be­en a ve­ry long time sin­ce he’d be­en arou­sed this much.
 “A few,” I ans­we­red, try­ing not to im­p­ly any­thing.
 “You’re the first white wo­man I’ve ever fu­cked, Ka­te. I know I as­ked for eve­r­y­thing el­se, but now I’m hard. I ne­ver get hard. So, I’m gon­na fuck you. You don’t ha­ve no di­sea­ses, do you?” I shook my head. He laughed, “At this point, I’d pro­ba­b­ly fuck you any­way.”
 His cock was rock hard. It wasn’t hu­ge, thank­ful­ly, as I wasn’t su­per wet. It wasn’t ti­ny though eit­her and it had a re­al­ly thick, bul­bous head on it. I gul­ped as he mo­ved it in­to po­si­ti­on be­hind me.Don’t you want to get un­dres­sed?” He see­med awk­ward, still to­tal­ly clo­thed, on­ly his cock po­king out.
 “I wouldn’t mind, but trust me, you don’t want to see this old man na­ked. I’m su­re you ain’t ex­act­ly drip­ping wet as it is.” With one hand on my hips, he took his cock in his other hand and ran it up and down my la­bia, te­a­sing my pus­sy. “Alt­hough you’re wet­ter than I thought you’d be.”
 He pushed the head in and my bo­dy re­spon­ded. I felt my back arch, my hips thrust out, in­vi­ting him in­to me. He took his time at first, wor­king him­self in slow­ly, sa­vor­ing me. On­ce he was in all the way though, his belt buck­le hit­ting my ass, he be­gan mo­ving quick­ly. I could tell he wouldn’t last long.
 “Tell me you love this old black dick,” he said, pushing in­to me with a stea­dy rhythm.
 “Oh, fuck yes, I love that black dick,” I said with sin­ce­ri­ty.
 “Say ‘cum in me nig­ger’! Say it!” He was yel­ling now and I won­de­red if anyo­ne el­se at the par­ty could he­ar us over the mu­sic.
 It was hard to say it, even in the thro­es of sex, that word didn’t co­me to my mouth ea­si­ly. It was a word I’d scol­ded Da­vid for using, a word I didn’t want my kids to use or he­ar. I found it to be a hard, un­ple­a­sant word. My fa­mi­ly had rai­sed me in a con­ser­va­ti­ve hou­se­hold, but al­so one that was firm­ly roo­ted in ra­ci­al equa­li­ty. That word and others li­ke it we­re in­grai­ned in­to us as wor­se than cur­se words. They we­re words that said mo­re about the per­son using it than about the re­ci­pi­ent.
 I was im­me­di­a­te­ly awa­re of the irony that I was let­ting a man I’d just met fuck me but what was bo­the­ring me mo­re was say­ing a word. I could drop my skirt when told, but say­ing The ‘N word’ ma­de me free­ze up.
 I’d he­si­ta­ted and he’d no­ti­ced. He yel­led again, “Say it, bitch. Say ‘cum in my litt­le white pus­sy, nig­ger!”
 I put my forehead to the bed and said it, mo­re li­ke mum­b­led it, “Cum in my pus­sy, nig­ger”. I felt low. My bo­dy didn’t seem to care though and I ar­ched my ass up as high as it would go as I felt him cum­ming in­side me. We we­re both si­lent as he slo­wed down and even­tu­al­ly pul­led out me. I felt that head of his make an au­di­ble pop as he slip­ped out of me. He step­ped in to the at­ta­ched ba­throom and ca­me out with two wash cloths, tos­sing me one. He wi­ped up, put his cock back in his pants and laid down on the far side of the bed.
 I star­ted to get dres­sed and he said, “One last fa­vor for the old man?”
 “Su­re,” I said, sud­den­ly fee­ling in­cre­dib­ly ti­red.
 “Lay with me here for a bit?”
 I stop­ped get­ting dres­sed and took off my shoes and slip­ped up next to him on the bed. We do­zed for awhi­le, I’m not su­re how long, may­be an hour. I was na­ked snug­gled up in the crook of his arm, my head on his shoul­der, one arm on that big bel­ly of his. Fi­nal­ly, I re­a­li­zed it was get­ting re­al­ly la­te and I had to go.
 He was as­leep and I got dres­sed as quiet­ly as I could, but he still wo­ke up. He loo­ked at me through blea­ry eyes, still dres­sed in his suit, lay­ing on top of his co­vers. He just said, “Thanks.” I wal­ked around the bed, slip­ped on my shoes and ga­ve him a kiss on the cheek.
 I left quiet­ly and hea­ded back to the living room. Jay was the­re, still tal­king to the sa­me pair of girls. He stood up and ga­ve me a ques­ti­o­ning look. I smi­led at him and nod­ded and he grin­ned and mouthed, “Thank you.”
 On the way home, I cried. No one re­a­son, re­al­ly. Certain­ly, I felt bad for Ro­ger. He was a ni­ce, lone­ly old man. I felt bad that I’d said that word. I think mo­re than any­thing though I was cry­ing be­cau­se some­thing in me was chan­ging. It’s hard to put in­to words, but the per­son I was just five years back ne­ver would ha­ve do­ne what I just did, slee­ping with a stran­ger be­cau­se my lover had told me to. When I thought about it, I couldn’t qui­te tell if what I’d do­ne was a good thing, a bad thing or a mix. It was all pret­ty con­fu­sing.
 But I could tell that I was chan­ging. And chan­ging, when you don’t know what you’re chan­ging in­to, can be sca­ry.


Dell Don’t Gi­ve A Fuck

Jes­si­ca
So, I’d just agreed to go to that par­ty with Wes. We we­re at Ter­ran­ce’s place and I was sup­po­sed to be home and in for the night pret­ty soon. Wes wal­ked me back to­ward my place, but I stop­ped him at the cor­ner. “Sor­ry, if you walk up to my place with me, my dad will flip the fuck out. Can you wait here?” Wes loo­ked re­al­ly ir­ri­ta­ted, but he shooed me on.

I jet­ted off in­to the hou­se. Dad was in the ga­ra­ge as usu­al and mom was wat­ching TV in her room. I plop­ped down next to Ke­vin and said, “Can you co­ver for me to­night? I want to go to a par­ty.”

He sat the­re with a grin on his face, kno­wing he had me. “What’s in it for me?”
 “Ill to­tal­ly owe you one, okay? Ple­a­se?” I tug­ged on his slee­ve.
 “Okay, but I can’t stop them if they want to walk in the­re to say good­night or what­ever.” He shrug­ged.
 “I’m going to tell them I’m ti­red and going to bed now.” I leapt up and ran and said good­night to eve­r­yo­ne. I hust­led in­to my bedroom and chan­ged out of my dress, wi­ped up my pus­sy which was still wet with Dell’s cum, and chan­ged my un­der­we­ar. Cute shorts, flats and a hal­ter top and I was al­most rea­dy. Tou­ched up my eye­li­ner and my lip­stick and then slip­ped out my win­dow.
 Wes was stan­ding on the cor­ner, loo­king li­ke he was sel­ling do­pe. “Damn, girl. Co­me on!” He didn’t ha­ve that char­ming smi­le that Dell had. His was mo­re li­ke a se­xy dan­ge­rous grin. But Wes had at­ti­tu­de and he whi­le he was kind of thin, he was su­per to­ned. He had re­al­ly dark skin and was co­ve­red in tat­toos, even one on his neck. He had a short Afro that he al­most al­ways left a pick in and he chain smo­ked li­ke no one el­se I knew.
 He still ma­de me un­ea­sy some­ti­mes. It was li­ke you could tell he was one of tho­se guys that had be­en in a lot of fights. The kind of guy that could go off sud­den­ly. It kind of scared me, but I’d be ly­ing if I said it didn’t ex­ci­te me a litt­le too. We wal­ked back to­ward Dell’s place, but ma­de a few dif­fe­rent turns and we­re de­fi­ni­te­ly get­ting in­to a few blocks that I didn’t know. The­re we­re a lot of ol­der hou­ses, some still aban­do­ned from Ka­tri­na.
 When we got to the hou­se, the par­ty was still just get­ting going. It was a school night for me, so I knew I was pushing it. The­re we­ren’t any other high school kids the­re and I was the on­ly white girl. Wes in­tro­du­ced me to a cou­ple of peo­ple, in­clu­ding a girl na­med Tan­ya. She had the­se ama­zing litt­le boo­ty shorts on and a pret­ty smi­le and we hit it off right away. Eve­r­yo­ne was drin­king this red punch someo­ne had ma­de and we all star­ted par­ty­ing.
 I no­ti­ced at this par­ty, for the first time, a few peo­ple we­re gi­ving me shit for being white. Nothing serious, but I was fee­ling a litt­le self con­s­cious af­ter awhi­le. When Wes bro­ke out the weed, I was hap­py to take a hit and get the ed­ge off. As it star­ted get­ting la­ter, I re­a­li­zed I was get­ting pret­ty loa­ded. The punch was stron­ger than I thought it would be and the weed had a kick. I wasn’t pas­sed out or any­thing, but I think I was star­ting to lo­se my shit a bit. Tan­ya went and got me some wa­ter. Whi­le she was go­ne, Wes mo­ved over next to me. He said, “So what’s up with you and Dell?”
 “I li­ke him, but I don’t think he wants to be with one girl.” I was tal­king way mo­re than I should ha­ve. Tan­ya ca­me back with the wa­ter and I gul­ped some down.
 “You doin’ okay?” Tan­ya sat down on the other side of me, loo­king a litt­le con­cer­ned.
 “She’s fi­ne. Gi­ve us a few, aight?” Wes ge­stu­red for Tan­ya to gi­ve us some pri­va­cy. She loo­ked at me and then back at Wes and then stood up.
 And then… I don’t re­mem­ber. I know at some point Wes and I star­ted ma­king out on the couch. I re­mem­ber thin­king about how much I li­ked the way he kis­sed com­pa­red to Dell. I re­mem­ber mo­re peo­ple sho­wing up and the par­ty get­ting re­al­ly loud. It was all kind of a blur though. The next thing I re­mem­ber cle­ar­ly was this fee­ling of fal­ling. I lan­ded on my back and boun­ced. Wes was stan­ding the­re. I re­a­li­zed he’d just car­ried me, hands un­der my ass, legs wrap­ped around him, to a bed. I laughed, fee­ling how sprin­gy that bed was. I re­mem­ber Wes ta­king off my shoes and slip­ping off my shorts. He pul­led my un­der­we­ar off and pul­led my top over my head. It still hadn’t re­al­ly sunk that Wes and I we­re about to fuck.
 I wat­ched him get un­dres­sed, slip­ping his shoes off and sli­ding his pants and bo­xers to the ground. His cock was al­rea­dy rock hard and fuck it was beau­ti­ful. It was long and slen­der and so dark brown it was al­most black. It poin­ted straight out and up with a gentle cur­ve. It was lon­ger than Dell’s but a litt­le thin­ner. Just the sight of it ma­de me a litt­le wet. Wes was al­most hair­less, ex­cept for a litt­le un­der his pits and this ti­ny patch around his balls. His dark skin was kind of shi­ny in the dim light.
 The on­ly light was co­ming from through the win­dows, street­lights and such. He mo­ved to­ward me. I re­mem­ber kind of laug­hing and say­ing some­thing li­ke, “Oh my god, Wes, we can’t fuck. What about Dell?”
 Wes wasn’t laug­hing though. He clim­bed up on the bed and put a hand on each knee sprea­ding my legs. “Dell don’t gi­ve a fuck,” he said. He was right, of cour­se, Dell didn’t gi­ve a fuck. For all I knew, Dell was out fuck­ing Cha­li­se or someo­ne el­se right now.
 Wes ca­me down on top of me, his cock poi­sed ne­ar my pus­sy. My last lin­ge­ring doubt was go­ne. Cla­rence pop­ped in­to my head for a se­cond. The con­ver­sa­ti­on we’d had about me not just going from boyfri­end to boyfri­end, repea­ting my pat­terns with Neil. I spread my legs for Wes, not say­ing any­thing, but not loo­king him in the eye eit­her. Lea­ning on one arm, he put his other hand be­hind my head and slip­ped his cock in­side me.
 Af­ter the se­cond stro­ke, he was all the way in. His cock was hit­ting me some­whe­re I’d ne­ver be­en tou­ched be­fo­re, some­whe­re up ne­ar my cer­vix, and I im­me­di­a­te­ly bal­led up around him, thro­wing my legs over his back, my feet against his ass, ur­ging him in­to me. I re­a­li­zed I was mo­a­ning and wai­ling re­al­ly loud­ly. I clut­ched at his muscled shoul­ders, the sides of our heads pres­sed against each other as he fu­cked me. He’d pau­se be­fo­re each stro­ke in­to me, al­most let­ting his cock co­me out of me, then plun­ge back in­to me.
 Soon, mat­ching his rhythm, he was whi­s­pe­ring to me, “Gim­me that pus­sy. Gim­me that white pus­sy. Gi­ve it up, girl. Gim­me mo­re. Gim­me mo­re.” I was buck­ing and thra­shing un­der him. The ha­ze of the boo­ze and pot was enough that when my or­gasm hit, I got the spins and kind of bla­cked out again for a se­cond or two. Next thing I knew, I heard Wes say, “I’m gon­na bust a nut in you! Here it co­mes!”
 My eyes shot open. He wasn’t wea­ring a con­dom! I felt him floo­ding my pus­sy with his cum. I’d fu­cked two boys that day wi­thout a con­dom. I didn’t say any­thing to Wes about it then, I was so ex­haus­ted at that point, I just couldn’t deal with it. I do re­mem­ber li­king the fee­ling of his sperm run­ning down my ass though.
 Then, I was wa­king up. I way ly­ing the­re, still na­ked in the bed. Tan­ya was next to me, her clo­thes still on, as­leep. She’d pul­led a sheet over me. It loo­ked li­ke dawn was co­ming soon. Ho­ly fuck! I leapt out of the bed and be­gan scam­pe­ring around to find my clo­thing. I found my pho­ne on the floor. It had fal­len out of my shorts. No calls. My first bit of luck. I fi­nal­ly found all my stuff. Thank­ful­ly, I hadn’t brought a pur­se.
 I went down­stairs and…what the fuck? This was not the sa­me hou­se I’d be­en in be­fo­re. When had we left the par­ty? I thought back and I had no me­mo­ry of noi­ses or any­thing when Wes and I we­re fuck­ing. Had we go­ne some­whe­re el­se? Was this Wes’s hou­se? Tan­ya’s? I loo­ked around, but couldn’t tell. No time to was­te though. I got out the front door, pul­led out my pho­ne and map­ped my­self. It tur­ned out that I was a block from whe­re the par­ty had be­en.
 Hust­ling home as fast as I could, still fee­ling kind of sick and drunk, I could imagi­ne the trou­ble I was going to be in. I had school in just a few hours and it was going to be a ve­ry long day. When I craw­led back in­to my win­dow the­re was a no­te on my pil­low. It said, “I know you went out. You and I will talk to­night and de­ci­de if we’re going to tell your fa­ther – Mom”.
 The­re was no point in going to sleep. I just took off my clo­thes, wal­ked to the ba­throom and got in the shower. My pus­sy was throb­bing as I got in the­re. Had I imagi­ned how big his cock had be­en? Or how good it had felt? That or­gasm was one of the big­gest I’d ever had. Whe­re did Wes go af­ter? I al­so had to re­mem­ber to thank Tan­ya who ob­vious­ly was kee­ping an eye out for me. I could ba­re­ly get my head around eve­r­y­thing that hap­pe­ned. My brain just kept going from Wes and our sex to my mom and the con­ver­sa­ti­on that was co­ming.


Take It All

Ka­te
I’d had my chat with Jes­si­ca a few weeks back about her break up with Neil. He’d be­en an al­right kid and I was sor­ry to he­ar things had en­ded with them. But I was al­so thril­led that she see­med to be boun­cing back so quick­ly and that she felt com­fort­a­ble enough with me to tell me that the new guy she li­ked was black. The­re was no way in hell I was going to let Da­vid find out about that. Da­vid grew up in Lou­i­si­a­na and Mis­sis­sip­pi and had a ve­ry lar­ge ex­ten­ded fa­mi­ly throug­hout the area. I don’t think I’d go so far as to say any of them we­re white sup­re­ma­cists, but ma­ny of them we­re still stuck in that 60s men­ta­li­ty.

Whi­le I al­ways tried to keep track of my daugh­ters co­mings and goings wi­thout in­va­ding her pri­va­cy, the­re we­re times I could tell when she was pushing boun­da­ri­es. She’d al­ways be­en a smart girl and do­ne re­al­ly well in school. May­be not well enough for a schol­ar­ship but I ra­re­ly saw a C on her re­port card.

Li­ke any teen­ager, she mis­sed some school. Li­ke most kids, I al­so knew that she would some­ti­mes cut. Hell, I know I did. But the night that I step­ped in to her room to check on her and she wasn’t the­re, I knew it was some­thing big­ger. I po­ked my head back in her room and she still wasn’t home at one and at that point it was some­thing I couldn’t let sli­de. I left a no­te on her pil­low and just wai­ted. I con­si­de­red tex­ting her but de­ci­ded that I didn’t want to ha­ve the con­ver­sa­ti­on in the midd­le of the night.

When she ca­me home from school the next day, I could tell she was al­rea­dy pay­ing the price for her par­ty­ing. She loo­ked ter­ri­ble and just fell in­to the couch next to me. We had it out. The­re was some yel­ling, but she knew she’d be­en caught red han­ded and the­re wasn’t re­al­ly an ex­cu­se. I told her she could choo­se bet­ween being groun­ded for two weeks or tel­ling her fa­ther. She cho­se the groun­ding, which was a smart call. I didn’t ask too ma­ny de­tails about what had kept her out. When I as­ked if it was that boy, Dell, she’d men­ti­o­ned, she said no, but blus­hed. I nod­ded and let it go.

As for me, I’d be­en tex­ting with Jay qui­te a bit. He was re­al­ly hap­py with how things went with his fa­ther, Ro­ger. He al­so told me that he suspec­ted that Ro­ger knew it was a set up. I thought as much as well. But Jay and I couldn’t seem to find time to get to­gether. Our sche­du­les just we­ren’t mes­hing.

I wasn’t seeing Cla­rence eit­her, he was bu­sy with work and, I suspect, some other peo­ple. About ten days la­ter though, I got a mes­sa­ge from him. He told me that the next day I should shower and clean up at 10am, put in my lar­gest butt plug and then co­me to his place at 11am. Then he ad­ded that I should walk over in nothing but a ro­be and flip flops.

The butt plugs had be­en kind of weird for me. I’d be­en using them for awhi­le and I certain­ly loved that full, tight fee­ling I got from them. But they pop­ped out ea­si­ly, some­ti­mes un­ex­pec­ted­ly, and I didn’t re­al­ly ever get off on them by them­sel­ves. Plus, Cla­rence hadn’t shown any in­te­rest in my ass, so I wasn’t su­re what the point was.

Wal­king down the street in just a ba­thro­be was qui­te the ex­pe­ri­ence. It flut­te­red open a cou­ple of times and had someo­ne be­en wal­king down the street to­ward me, they would ha­ve got­ten a gre­at view of my pus­sy. I hur­ried over, my ass cheeks clen­ched to­gether to keep the plug in, wan­ting to get out of the pu­blic eye as fast as pos­si­ble. No one saw me, or at le­ast, I didn’t see anyo­ne.

Cla­rence gree­ted me in­side with a warm kiss. I could tell he was hap­py to see me and I hadn’t re­a­li­zed how much I’d mis­sed him un­til I kis­sed him. He told me I should be proud of how things went with Ro­ger. “That’s what you’re built for ba­by, plea­sing men. You did a fi­ne thing.” I had a flush of pri­de and ple­a­su­re. It ma­de me hap­py to know I’d ma­de both Ro­ger and Cla­rence hap­py with some­thing that was so ea­sy for me to pro­vi­de. I re­mem­be­red my in­iti­al ner­vous­ness about it and now it see­med kind of sil­ly.

He led me in­to the bedroom and the­re was stuff set up in the­re I’d ne­ver se­en be­fo­re. He had a series of straps and cuffs, all at­ta­ched to va­rious parts of the foot of the bed. I tur­ned to Cla­rence who was wea­ring nothing but a pair of jeans and said, “Are tho­se for me?” I’d ne­ver be­en tied up or res­trai­ned be­fo­re and the thought ma­de my sto­mach start doing somer­saults.

He smi­led a big smi­le and nod­ded. He laid out a towel on the foot of the bed, right ne­ar the midd­le. “Go ahead take off the shoes and the ro­be, Ka­te.” I did, and he di­rec­ted me to sit down on the towel. Cla­rence took an an­kle and brought it up to the top of the foot of the bed, rai­sing my knee up to­ward my chest. He at­ta­ched a cuff to my an­kle that was se­cu­red to the bed just be­low my foot. He did the sa­me to the other side. When he step­ped away for a se­cond, I re­a­li­zed two things. One, I was loo­king straight at my­self in the mir­ror he had op­po­si­te the foot of his bed. With my feet rai­sed up so high, I could see the ba­se of the butt plug pro­tru­ding from my ass­ho­le. It felt good to grind around on it.

The other thing I saw was that he had a lap­top set­up with a web­cam. It was zoo­med in fair­ly tight­ly ne­ar my pus­sy and dis­play­ing the ca­me­ra’s image on the lap­top’s screen. It was stran­ge seeing it so up clo­se li­ke that.

Then he took each of my wrists and at­ta­ched them to the far ends of the foot of the bed. My arms we­re spread wi­de. He left a litt­le bit of slack in each one so that I was ab­le to ba­lan­ce my­self and ad­just my po­si­ti­on some­what, but I wasn’t going any­whe­re.

He che­cked me all over, all the connec­ti­ons, my feet, my wrists. He as­ked me if I was com­fort­a­ble and if I thought I could stay li­ke that for a bit. I tried wig­g­ling around a bit and over­all I was pret­ty good. I had a fee­ling my arms we­re going to get ti­red af­ter awhi­le though. All in all though, I think I knew right away I was going to li­ke being tied up. “I’m all good,” I said with an ea­ger smi­le.

He step­ped in to kiss me and I re­a­li­zed by re­flex how res­trai­ned I was. My bo­dy tried to mo­ve to hold him, but all I could do was let his tongue mo­ve around in my mouth. He tur­ned and ma­de some ad­just­ments on the lap­top and then ad­jus­ted the ca­me­ra so that it was on­ly sho­wing my pus­sy, thighs and ass.

“Ka­te, in just a se­cond, I’m going to log in to this cam chan­nel and peo­ple are going to start wat­ching what I’m going to do to your ass. I’m tel­ling you so that you don’t say your na­me or any other shit. The ca­me­ra will be clo­se up on your ass the who­le time. You good?” He was loo­king me in the eye. Re­al­ly seeing if I was okay. I took a de­ep breath and nod­ded. I hadn’t thought he’d be connec­ting the ca­me­ra to the in­ter­net. Who was going to be wat­ching this? How ma­ny peo­ple?

Cla­rence tur­ned back to the lap­top and said, “Okay….we’re live.” He step­ped away and wal­ked over to his ar­moi­re and brought out a small bag. He brought it back and put it on the car­pet at the foot of the bed.

Pul­ling out a small towel and po­si­ti­o­ning him­self so that he wasn’t blocking the ca­me­ra, he re­a­ched up and oh so slow­ly star­ted pul­ling the butt plug from my ass. I kept loo­king down, then to the ca­me­ra and then to the mir­ror. All three views we­re fa­s­ci­na­ting as my ass­ho­le stret­ched around the wi­dest part and then for­cib­ly pushed the rest out. That stran­ge em­pty fee­ling you get when some­thing has be­en up your ass for awhi­le and then is go­ne? I’ll ne­ver get used to that. It’s al­most sad. I was mes­me­ri­zed by my ass­ho­le slow­ly con­trac­ting.

Cla­rence set the butt plug down on the towel and stood up. He mo­ved over to his iPod dock and star­ted up mix of old Soul. He ca­me back and pul­led out a black dil­do. It was big­ger than my plugs, but not as big as his cock. He lu­bed it ge­nerous­ly and then put the head up against my ass­ho­le, loo­king back to make su­re the ca­me­ra was still on me pro­per­ly. “Put your feet up against the ed­ge of rai­ling. Use your hips and push this in­to your ass.” His voi­ce was in that to­ne he used. It wasn’t a re­quest or even a com­mand. It was just fact. Li­ke the­re wasn’t any choice but to do what he said.

I bit my lip and star­ted pushing against it, loo­king down at my ass and then over to the lap­top. Sur­pri­sin­gly, the head slip­ped in pret­ty ea­si­ly. I let out a litt­le gasp as the wi­dest part went past my sphinc­ter. Cla­rence pushed about an inch in and I brea­thed, “Mo­re, mo­re…” I thrust my hips for­ward and star­ted fuck­ing that dil­do whi­le he held it still. “Oh, fuck, that’s good!” I kept rocking my hips on it.

Da­vid and I had on­ly had anal sex a few times and it had al­ways see­med li­ke such a big ‘cho­re’ for him and took so long to get going that it was ra­re­ly worth it. I re­mem­ber it fee­ling good when we fi­nal­ly got sett­led in­to it, but that was pret­ty damned ra­re. This was dif­fe­rent. My beau­ti­ful black god, Cla­rence, fil­ling me up with this dil­do whi­le peo­ple we­re wat­ching me on the in­ter­net was beyond hot. My pus­sy star­ted lea­king all out down my lips and on­to the dil­do. It sud­den­ly daw­ned on me that my bo­dy was re­spon­ding much in the sa­me way it did when I had a cock in my va­gi­na. In fact…

“Oh ba­by, I’m going to cum soon. I’m going to cum so hard.” My head lol­led back.
 “Don’t cum.” That voi­ce.
 I stop­ped grin­ding and a took a de­ep shud­de­ring breath. He ve­ry slow­ly pul­led the dil­do from me. The head was a bit big and it hurt co­ming out. I whi­ned a litt­le. “Ow, fuck! That hurts!”
 “Rest up se­cond.” He stood, out of the view of the ca­me­ra. He un­did his jeans and pushed them to the floor along with his un­der­we­ar. His cock was al­most to­tal­ly hard. I gul­ped hard, kno­wing that he was going to be put­ting that it my ass. I’d ne­ver had any­thing that big back the­re. I’ve said be­fo­re, Cla­rence wasn’t porn star big, but his cock was still the big­gest I’d ever had. I could ba­re­ly accom­mo­da­te him in my pus­sy. It didn’t seem pos­si­ble for him to get in my back door.
 He stood up on the bed and then sat down be­hind me. He lif­ted my hips up and slip­ped his legs un­der­neath me, sli­ding down till his cock flop­ped in front of my pus­sy. I rai­sed my ass up and he slip­ped his hands un­der­neath me, re­a­ching his cock and stro­king it a cou­ple of times. He was all lu­bed up and it was glis­ten­ing.
 “Rai­se that ass up a litt­le mo­re.” The voi­ce again. I pul­led against the res­traints on my wrists to help me rai­se my ass up a litt­le mo­re. He flip­ped his cock back to­ward my ass­ho­le and using his thumb to guide it, lined the head of his cock right up to the spot. “Now fuck your­self.”
 I took a de­ep breath and lo­we­red my­self down on­to him. The head slip­ped in ea­si­ly enough and I slow­ly ex­ha­led, ta­king an­other half inch or so. The pain I’d had from the dil­do slip­ping out was still the­re a bit, causing me to win­ce, but I pushed past it and let my hips sink down a litt­le fur­ther on his cock. I loo­ked up at the lap­top and wat­ched as mo­re and mo­re of Cla­rence’s cock di­s­ap­pea­red up my ass. On­ce it got past a certain point, the pain ea­sed up and I took mo­re than half of him all in one push.
 “Oh that’s it ba­by, get it all. Work that ass.”
 I lea­ned back a litt­le and that hel­ped. Some­thing about the an­gle let me fit mo­re of him in me. I loo­ked in the mir­ror and saw my­self all spread, im­pa­led on Cla­rence’s cock. It was beau­ti­ful, my pa­le skin and his dark skin. That thick black shaft al­most en­ti­re­ly up my ass. But I couldn’t get it all. Cla­rence was de­ep in me and the­re was some­thing he was hit­ting that was un­com­fort­a­ble. I win­ced a litt­le, try­ing to take mo­re and not get­ting the­re.
 I heard Cla­rence whi­s­per, “Go slow. Breath. Co­me back up a bit. Work with what you’ve got.” Co­ming back up on his cock was in­cre­di­ble. A shi­ver ran up my spi­ne as his cock re-emer­ged from my ass. I wan­ted it back in though and I im­me­di­a­te­ly sank back down on it. I rai­sed my­self back up again, fee­ling my thighs strain. I star­ted mo­ving up and down on him and the­se ti­ny litt­le ex­plo­si­ons star­ted going off in my ass. It’s hard to de­s­cri­be. Its li­ke the­re was light­ning all the way up in­to my sto­mach.
 Cla­rence put his hands on my hips, hel­ping me mo­ve up and down on his cock. I still hadn’t got­ten all of it in­to me though. He said, loud enough for the ca­me­ra to he­ar, I’m su­re, “Take it all up your ass. Take eve­ry inch of that black cock. Do it.”
 I just did it. I lea­ned as far back to­ward him as I could, pul­ling on tho­se res­traints so that my hips sank down and it all went in. It hurt and it felt good and weird and aw­ful and won­der­ful. He was de­ep in my guts now. I took a shud­de­ring breath loo­king at the lap­top. His cock was bu­ried in my ass.
 “Now cum on it.”
 That didn’t take long. I star­ted grin­ding my hips on him, not re­al­ly pul­ling him in and out of me much, just mo­ving him around in­side me. Then, ex­plo­si­ons. It was a good thing I was strap­ped in the way I was. I pro­ba­b­ly would’ve fal­len and hurt my­self. I bu­cked and swir­led my hips around, ama­zed that nothing was tou­ching my clit. It was one of the stran­gest and most in­ten­se or­gasms I’ve ever had.
 Just as mi­ne was finis­hing, Cla­rence grab­bed my hips tight­ly and star­ted thrus­ting up in­to me. It was al­most mo­re than I could take. I was squa­re­ly bet­ween hea­ven and hell. His cock was just poun­ding in­to my guts, but some part of it still felt good. A few se­conds la­ter he grow­led, “I’m gon­na cum so fuck­ing hard in that phat white ass of yours!” I felt his cock go su­per stiff and his who­le bo­dy tigh­ten up. “Fuck!!” He yel­led loud enough that it al­most hurt my ears.
 I kept grin­ding on him, squee­zing my ass, try­ing to milk his cock. Fi­nal­ly, we star­ted to slow down. I could feel him sof­tening in me. Loo­king to the lap­top, I could see cum run­ning out of my ass and down on­to his balls. “Go ahead and let me slip out out you,” Cla­rence said, hands still on my hips. He rai­sed me up a litt­le and I did the rest. I felt so em­pty and open when his cock fell out of me. My ass was drip­ping cum on to him. Thank­ful­ly, the­re wasn’t much of any other kind of mess.
 He sat up and un­did my wrist cuffs and said, “Un­do your an­kles.” It felt good to ha­ve cir­cu­la­ti­on in my arms again and I shook them out and then tur­ned to my legs. When I had them un­do­ne Cla­rence said, “Now get down on your knees and lick me clean. Don’t let that cum go to was­te.”
 I wasn’t thril­led about what my own ass might tas­te li­ke, but it was al­so Cla­rence’s cock and the chan­ce to clean that beau­ti­ful thing with my tongue is some­thing I wouldn’t pass up. I mo­ved so that my face would ne­ver be on ca­me­ra, just the back of my head. I put my hands on his thighs and li­cked him clean, hol­ding up his cock so I could get his balls too. Suck­ing eve­ry last drop out of his head. I could tell that he’d be­en in my ass by the tas­te, but it wasn’t as bad as I thought it might be. He’d be­en so de­ep I was afraid he was going to co­me out co­ve­red in my shit or some­thing. But no, just that sweet, mus­ky, pun­gent smell of ass. I kind of li­ked it.
 On­ce he was good and clean, he stood up, typed some­thing in­to the lap­top and clo­sed it. He ga­ve me a hard swat on the ass and smi­led at me. “You re­al­ly dug that, didn’t you?”
 I grin­ned from ear to ear. “Ye­ah. I had no idea I’d li­ke it that much. How ma­ny peo­ple we­re wat­ching?”
 Cla­rence was hea­ding to the shower. “I in­vi­ted a few spe­ci­fic peo­ple, but anyo­ne could join the chan­nel. By the end, it was up to a cou­ple of hun­dred.”
 “Ho­ly shit! A cou­ple hun­dred peo­ple just wat­ched me take your cock up my ass?” I was stun­ned. And thril­led.
 “Yep. And I know for a fact af­ter that per­for­man­ce a cou­ple brot­has who saw that are going to want to take you for a test drive. Head on home, girl. Rest that ass up.” Cla­rence kis­sed my cheek and hea­ded in­to the shower.
 On the way home, I had to hust­le. I was on­ly wea­ring the ro­be and I could feel Cla­rence’s cum lea­king out of me and run­ning down my thigh.



I’m Your Bitch

Jes­si­ca
So I was groun­ded. Still, I was glad my dad wasn’t going to be fin­ding out. I’d just not go out over the next few weeks and ho­pe­ful­ly, he wouldn’t ask too ma­ny ques­ti­ons. I was glad my mom was actu­al­ly being kind of cool about it. The next cou­ple of days I just went to school and ca­me straight home. Ke­vin, my bro­ther, dro­ve me the­re and back. It re­al­ly su­cked.

But about three days la­ter, Wes tex­ted me. He wan­ted me to co­me out and hang with him. I had to tell him about being groun­ded and that I was stuck at home for awhi­le. Wes and I tex­ted over the next cou­ple days. Dell tex­ted me too. I don’t think he knew that I’d slept with Wes and I de­ci­ded not to tell him. Car­ly al­so got kind of pis­sed at me be­cau­se I went to a par­ty wi­thout her. She got all frea­ked out af­ter I told her she wouldn’t ha­ve wan­ted to go be­cau­se it was all black peo­ple. I had the fee­ling that we we­ren’t going to stay fri­ends much lon­ger. But if she couldn’t hand­le my per­so­nal choices, that was her pro­blem.

A week went by. I was wat­ching TV in my bedroom. My pa­rents we­re out shop­ping. I didn’t know whe­re Ke­vin was. Sud­den­ly, my win­dow was ope­ning and Wes was craw­ling in. “What the fuck are you doing here?” I tur­ned off the TV and went to help him in.

“I saw your pops lea­ve.” He smi­led and mo­ved up next to me. He stood a five or six in­ches over me. He was swea­ty and smel­led li­ke he’d be­en out­si­de for awhi­le. His Saints jer­sey was all mo­ist. His breath was sweet though and he pres­sed up against me.

“You can’t stay,” I said, run­ning my hands up his smooth dark arms. “My folks or my bro­ther could co­me back.” His hands went to my ass and he lea­ned down and kis­sed me. That smooth tongue of his mo­ved all through my mouth. I squirmed in his grip, but I didn’t try ve­ry hard to stop kis­sing him. Wes mo­ved me to­ward the bed and his hands went in­to the waist­band of my sweats. He pushed me on to the bed and pul­led my sweats off at the sa­me time. I laughed at how smooth­ly he did that mo­ve, but the­re was no way we could ha­ve sex in my hou­se.

“Wes…stop.” I wasn’t mad at him. In fact, it was awe­so­me to see him. He igno­red what I’d said and threw off his jer­sey. Tho­se tat­toos over his dark muscle loo­ked so damned fi­ne. He ki­cked off his shoes and drop­ped his pants. It was weird to see him to­tal­ly na­ked whi­le I was so­ber. His bo­dy was so lean and dark, his chest shi­ny with sweat.

“I be­en thin­kin’ ‘bout you sin­ce that par­ty. That fi­ne litt­le pus­sy of yours.” He clim­bed up on the bed and slid up be­hind me, spoo­ning me.
 I smi­led at him. “I’ve be­en thin­king about you too. A lot. But you’ve got to go. If my dad cat­ches you here, he’s gon­na freak the fuck out.” He ran a hand down my thigh and I put my hand over the top of his, in­ter­locking our fin­gers.
 “We got time, they just left.” He kis­sed my shoul­der light­ly. I could feel his cock against the back of my leg, half­hard. My pul­se was get­ting fas­ter, but this couldn’t keep going.
 “No, serious­ly Wes. You got­ta go.” I star­ted to push away from him. He mo­ved li­ke light­ning and be­fo­re I knew what had hap­pe­ned, he was on top of me. He pin­ned my wrists abo­ve my head and his legs we­re sprea­ding mi­ne apart.
 “Wes, what the fuck? Stop!” I tried wig­g­ling free, but it was beyond point­less.
 He lea­ned in clo­se, “Tell me to fuck you.” His face was right over mi­ne.
 “No! Get off me!” I wasn’t bo­the­ring to squirm any mo­re.
 “Say you fuck­ing want it!” Wes was dead serious.
 I took a de­ep breath. Then an­other. “Fuck me. Go ahead.”
 He sat up, got off the bed, grab­bing my an­kles as he went. He pul­led my ass to the ed­ge of the mat­tress and spread my legs high and wi­de. He lea­ned down loo­king at my pus­sy. Let­ting go of one leg, he ran two fin­gers rough­ly over my la­bia and then spat a gi­ant ball of spit on to my pus­sy. His cock was ful­ly hard. I left my legs up and out, but I loo­ked from his cock to his face and said, “Put a rub­ber on, okay?”
 Wes ga­ve me a look of dis­gust. “I didn’t we­ar no jim­my with you the other night. Didn’t he­ar no com­plaints.” He wrap­ped his arms around my up­per thighs and pul­led me to­ward his cock.
 I re­a­li­zed I had to swal­low, but my mouth was so fuck­ing dry. Was I okay with this? Was I try­ing to stop this? Did I want him to stop? Was this ra­pe? I didn’t want my pa­rents to catch me, but the thought of his cock being back in­side me had my sto­mach in knots. Or was that a fe­ar of Wes? It was all re­al­ly con­fu­sing.
 He pushed his cock down a litt­le so that it could slip in­to me. His head slid past my clit and in­to me. I til­ted my head back and mo­a­ned. Wes mo­ved his hands back to my an­kles and put them on his shoul­ders and star­ted pum­ping in­to me.“That’s what I thought,” He said with a smirk. “I knew you was loo­king to get fu­cked.”
 My eyes we­re squee­zed shut tight and my mouth was wi­de open, but I couldn’t seem to take a breath. His cock was going so fuck­ing de­ep in­to me that my who­le bo­dy was sho­cked. Part of it hurt, but the rest felt ama­zing. My arms we­re thrust out to the sides of the bed as he pis­to­ned in­to me.
 “That’s fuck­in’ right, bitch. Gi­ve it to me. Gi­ve me that pus­sy.” Wes, I was lear­ning, li­ked to trash talk whi­le he had sex. Dell didn’t say much and Neil was al­most si­lent. Hea­ring Wes talk to me li­ke that was weird and kind of hu­mi­li­a­ting. But it al­so kept me pre­sent, kept my mind from going el­se­whe­re.
 Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, I couldn’t take any­mo­re. He was hit­ting some­thing in­side me too hard, and too de­ep. I put my hands up. “Can we switch po­si­ti­ons?” My mouth was still so dry.
 He slo­wed his stro­ke. “Put that litt­le ass in the air, bitch.” I rol­led over, gra­te­ful for a break. My pus­sy was wet as hell, but he was ti­ring me out fast. “Tell me again. Say my na­me, bitch.”
 I put my face down and ar­ched my ass up. “Ple­a­se fuck me, Wes.”
 He clim­bed up on the bed be­hind me. I could feel him po­si­ti­o­ning his cock, one hand on my hips. “I’m gon­na get up all in that pus­sy. You’re my litt­le bitch, now. Fuck Dell! Say it. Say, ‘fuck Dell, I’m your bitch, Wes’.”
 I he­si­ta­ted, the head of his cock just par­ting my la­bia. His hand ca­me down hard on my ass. “Say it! I ain’t play­in’!” My ass stung whe­re he’d hit me.
 “Fuck Dell. I’m your bitch, Wes.” The­re was some­thing nas­ty bre­wing in my sto­mach. It was some­how wor­se that I was so wet.
 “Now back your litt­le ass up on my cock, bitch. Do it.” I ro­cked back on my knees, ta­king mo­re and mo­re of him in­to me. “That’s right. That’s it. Ye­ah…fuck Dell. And fuck your pops too. This nig­ga is de­ep in your shit.”
 I pres­sed my face in­to my bed and pushed my ass back in­to him. His balls slap­ped against me and he was grab­bing my ass hard enough that it hurt. We went li­ke that for awhi­le. My pus­sy be­gan to throb. Some­how I was still lubri­ca­ted though. I don’t know how he kept going. He was pou­ring sweat, but he stayed hard and just kept pum­ping in­to me. Fi­nal­ly, he slo­wed for a mo­ment. He put a hand on my back and said, “Go down.”
 I slip­ped down on­to my sto­mach and Wes ma­neu­ver­ed his legs around the out­si­de of mi­ne so that my legs we­re to­gether. He kept his cock in me the who­le time. He was ly­ing al­most flat on top of me. His heat and sweat we­re over­whel­ming. He star­ted slow­ly pum­ping in and out of me, hit­ting a who­le new spot. That actu­al­ly hel­ped things. Wi­thout him slam­ming in­to me and no lon­ger ban­ging against what­ever he was hit­ting, it actu­al­ly felt good.
 Wes whi­s­pe­red in­to my ear, “That’s right ba­by girl, grab my shit. Grab it. Work your litt­le pus­sy.”
 I ground my ass back against him and it felt re­al­ly good. My pus­sy al­most wan­ted mo­re. I could feel him sli­ding al­most all the way out of me and eve­ry time he did, it see­med li­ke it was mo­re slip­pe­ry than the last.
 I clam­ped my thighs and my ass cheeks to­gether as hard as I could and I guess he li­ked that. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter he cal­led out, “That’s what I’m tal­kin’ bout! Tell me you want my cum, bitch!”
 “Cum in me, Wes, ple­a­se! Cum in me!”
 He did. He let out a loud series of gr­unts and I could feel the cum shoo­ting out of him and floo­ding in­to me. It was al­most enough to make me want to cum. Fee­ling all the flu­id in me and his still throb­bing cock felt sim­p­ly ama­zing.
 He slow­ly rol­led off of me and I wan­ted his cock back in me al­rea­dy, de­spi­te the fact that my in­sides we­re al­rea­dy fee­ling so­re.
 Wes slip­ped off the bed and star­ted get­ting dres­sed. “Damn girl, you can take a dick! I hard­ly ever get with a girl who can take me balls de­ep. That shit was tight.” I ga­ve him a ti­red grin. He hea­ded to­ward the win­dow and said, “Hit me up when you ain’t groun­ded.” Then he was go­ne.
 I sat the­re, t-shirt still on, cum dribb­ling slow­ly out of my pus­sy. When I loo­ked down, I could actu­al­ly see it throb­bing the­re was so much blood flow to the area. Then it hit. What­ever fee­ling that I’d had in my sto­mach ca­me on hard. I was going to pu­ke. My mouth star­ted get­ting all wet back in the cor­ners of my jaw.
 I grab­bed a t-shirt, squee­zed it bet­ween my legs and ran to the ba­throom. I ma­de it just in time and lost eve­r­y­thing I’d ea­ten that day in­to the toi­let. It’s fun­ny how cle­ar your thoughts can be when you’re vo­mi­ting. I sat the­re on the floor, face over the bowl. Wes wasn’t a boy. He was a man and a dan­ge­rous one. One I’d just let in­to my room and fuck me af­ter I’d said stop. I’d pu­ked be­cau­se I was scared, be­cau­se I’d let certain lines be cros­sed. And be­cau­se I was get­ting in­vol­ved in a world in which I had ve­ry litt­le con­trol.
 Af­ter the pu­king stop­ped, I brus­hed my teeth, clea­ned up the cum, tas­ting some be­fo­re I wi­ped it all up. Then I plop­ped down on my bed and thought for awhi­le. I thought about Dell, Wes, what my mom had said, what Car­ly and my Dad said. Most of all, I thought about what Cla­rence said.
 I che­cked the time. Wes and I had fu­cked for over an hour. My bo­dy was still kind of weak and shaky. But in­s­tead of ta­king a nap or stay­ing in bed, I got up and wal­ked out of my room. Still just wea­ring a t-shirt, I went straight in­to my pa­rents room and dug up my mom’s litt­le zip­per bag. I took out this ti­ny litt­le vi­bra­tor she had in a pla­stic case. It was pur­ple and fun­ny loo­king, al­most li­ke a tooth.
 But when I put tho­se litt­le prongs up against me and tur­ned it on, I knew it wouldn’t be long be­fo­re I ca­me. I threw the t-shirt I had bet­ween my legs on­to the bed and then laid down the­re and ga­ve my­self a hu­ge or­gasm.
 The who­le time I had that thing on me and the who­le time I ca­me, I was say­ing one thing out loud over and over: “I’m your bitch, Wes. I’m your bitch, Wes.”


Swap Out

Ka­te
Ho­ly shit, my ass was so­re the next day. Cla­rence had do­ne a num­ber on me and I was re­al­ly smar­ting. No blood, but boy, I was re­min­ded of it eve­ry time I sat down. I didn’t see him for a cou­ple of days and thank­ful­ly, I boun­ced back quick­ly. De­spi­te the pain, I ha­ve to ad­mit it, ha­ving his big black cock in my ass was di­vi­ne.

In the mean­ti­me, Jay and I fi­nal­ly set up a date. We we­re going to go club­bing and he wan­ted me to dress up. I didn’t re­al­ly ha­ve the clo­thes that I thought black guys at a club would li­ke, so I had to go shop­ping. I would love to ha­ve taken Jes­si­ca with me, but she would ha­ve as­ked way too ma­ny ques­ti­ons. I en­ded up get­ting a cute black dress that was short enough that I had to think twi­ce about it be­fo­re I bought it. The young girl at the sto­re said I loo­ked gre­at though, so I went for it. Along with a pair of black heels, I was going to make Jay go cra­zy.

On the way home, Cla­rence tex­ted me and as­ked me to stop by. When I got the­re, he put both hands on my ass cheeks, smi­led and said, “How’s that ass fee­ling?”

I grin­ned, “Just about rea­dy for mo­re.” But he didn’t ha­ve any­thing plan­ned for that day. Which was pro­ba­b­ly good sin­ce I was sup­po­sed to be going out with Jay that night. I’m not su­re I could hand­le both of them on the sa­me day. I had to ask, “Is it okay that I’m…you know…going on a date, I guess, with Jay?”

Cla­rence ga­ve me a com­for­ting look, “Ba­by, you’re mi­ne. The­re’s do doubt. Jay’s my boy. Go on and set him up.”
 He chan­ged up the sub­ject and wan­ted to know if I could get away with him for a week­end in a month or so. The spe­ci­fic date could be set by me, he said, and it would be out of state. I didn’t see why not, but I told him it might take awhi­le to co­me up with a re­a­li­stic co­ver with Da­vid. Then he wan­ted to know how I felt about my in­terac­ti­on with Mi­chel­le.
 “Are you as­king me if I want to fool around with wo­men?” He wai­ted, let­ting me know that that was ex­act­ly his ques­ti­on. “I guess I could fool around with a wo­man and be okay with it. I mean, I’ve ne­ver be­en at­trac­ted to wo­men, but I’m not tur­ned off eit­her. What Mi­chel­le did felt good, I know that.”
 Cla­rence nod­ded and told me to get back to him on the date. I was al­rea­dy bur­ning with cu­ri­o­si­ty about whe­re our trip might be ta­king us, but he told me it would be a sur­pri­se.
 I’d fi­nal­ly syn­ced up with Jay enough that we’d be­en ab­le to plan this date wi­thout me ha­ving to call in sick or any­thing. My fa­mi­ly just thought I was off at work and I was off with a hand­so­me young black man in­s­tead. We de­ci­ded to meet up at the club, which was down in the French Quar­ter. It was a hip hop and R&B night at a big place and the­re was a line. I de­ci­ded to wait out­si­de rat­her than try to find Jay in the crowd. He found me though and ar­ri­ved with Sam and two other girls.
 At first I thought one of them might be with Jay, but he gree­ted me with a warm kiss on the lips. It didn’t take long to fi­gu­re out that one of the girls was with Sam and the other was her fri­end. We got in line and got to know each other a bit. The black girl that see­med to be Sam’s date was na­med Cee­Cee and was re­al­ly fri­end­ly and al­rea­dy a bit drunk. She couldn’t ha­ve be­en mo­re than 23. Her fri­end, Ali­cia, was re­al­ly pret­ty, some sort of mi­xed race de­scent, I couldn’t tell. But wow, was she bit­chy. She ga­ve me this look that im­me­di­a­te­ly said we we­ren’t going to be fri­ends.
 Sam, Jay, Cee­Cee and I chat­ted hap­pi­ly though and on­ce we we­re in­side I got a les­son in just what a white girl I was. The­re we­re some other white peo­ple the­re, but I’d ne­ver felt so out of place. I was ol­der than most of the crowd and I just felt li­ke I was stan­ding out, and not in a good way.
 Jay put his arm around my waist as we ma­de our way to the bar. It was still pret­ty ear­ly, but al­rea­dy the place smel­led li­ke sweat and co­lo­gne and spil­led boo­ze. The mu­sic was thum­ping re­al­ly loud and the dance floor was jam pa­cked with bo­dies grin­ding.
 I wor­ked my way through a gin and to­nic, which I found out la­ter was a dou­ble. Jay was at­ten­ti­ve and sweet and se­xy. We tal­ked as best we could over the mu­sic. He’d dres­sed in a dark pur­ple linen shirt and dark jeans and he was gro­wing a short, trim­med goa­tee that loo­ked su­per se­xy on him.
 Af­ter awhi­le, he en­cou­ra­ged me to go dance. When I bal­ked, he said, “Go on out the­re, girl. Just shake your ass. Let the bass mo­ve you. Guys’ll be all up on you be­fo­re you know it. Let ‘em grab some boo­ty.” He wa­ved me to the dance floor and I re­luc­tant­ly went.
 Su­re enough, I wasn’t two mi­nu­tes in­to a song when some guy was all up on me. I felt an­other guy be­hind me. The area was so pa­cked that they couldn’t help but be clo­se, but still, I could tell they we­re try­ing to touch me and rub up on me. I rub­bed back and let them dance up on me, fol­lo­wi­ng their mo­ves as best as I could, which I’m su­re as a sub­ur­ban white mom, wasn’t ve­ry well at all.
 I felt a pair of hands on my hips from be­hind and someo­ne was grin­ding up on me. An­other guy ma­neu­ver­ed the first guy out of the way up front. He took my wrists, smi­led at me, and threw them over his shoul­ders. I swayed and mo­ved as best as I could.
 The guy be­hind me had let one of his hands sli­de bet­ween my legs and up to­ward my ass, his hand pushing my skirt up. I didn’t want to ha­ve it co­me all the way up be­cau­se I wasn’t wea­ring un­der­we­ar, so I had to drop my hands and pull it down. Not be­fo­re the guy be­hind me had rub­bed his fin­gers along the out­si­de of my pus­sy though.
 I tur­ned around and he smi­led at me, rai­sing the fin­ger to his mouth and let­ting it sli­de over his tongue. The­re was some­thing about the ex­pres­si­on on his face, some­thing in the way he was loo­king at me. I glan­ced back at the other guy, who was grin­ning too. It daw­ned on me. I lea­ned in. “You’re fri­ends with Jay, aren’t you?” They both star­ted cracking up and I laughed with them.
 I danced for a few mo­re mi­nu­tes with them whi­le they tried to show me some mo­ves. Thank­ful­ly, I had a ba­sic sen­se of rhythm. When we got back, our group was tal­king with some other guys. Jay in­tro­du­ced them. He see­med to be ac­quain­tan­ces with most of them and we all hung out for awhi­le, but I re­al­ly on­ly chat­ted with Jay and Cee­Cee.
 Sam said some­thing I couldn’t he­ar to a cou­ple of the guys, but ge­stu­red at Cee­Cee, Ali­cia and I. One nod­ded, the other tur­ned to the one who’d slip­ped his hand up my skirt and be­gan whi­s­pe­ring to him. They both loo­ked at me and then over at Sam and Jay. The­re was some­thing going on and I had no idea what.
 Jay fi­nal­ly told me that we we­re hea­ding out to Sam’s truck for ‘some­thing ex­tra’. It was par­ked in a tie­red par­king lot not far away. It was good to get out in the cool night air and feel the bree­ze up my dress. We got in­to the back of Sam’s big black Esca­la­de. It was the five of us, plus one of the guys that we’d met at the club. I hadn’t caught his na­me, but he was a short stocky guy in his ear­ly 20s who ob­vious­ly had a thing for Cee­Cee’s fri­end, Ali­cia. She didn’t seem ve­ry in­te­res­ted though.
 With four of us in the back bench seat, Jay, Sam, Cee­Cee and my­self, it was pret­ty crow­ded. Cee­Cee was on Sam’s lap and I was on Jay’s. In the midd­le seats, the guy from the club was chat­ting up Ali­cia, who was in the front pas­sen­ger seat.
 Sam bus­ted out with some co­cai­ne, which I’m gues­sing was the ‘some­thing ex­tra’. Eve­r­yo­ne did a cou­ple of lines ex­cept for Ali­cia and my­self. Jay pul­led a flask out from the door pa­nel and of­fe­red me some. I took a small swig and then he whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “Why don’t you pull out my cock and get this par­ty star­ted?”
 I smi­led and managed to face him and sort of bend my way down to whe­re I could suck his cock. My ass was pushed up against the seat in front of us and I was pro­ba­b­ly gi­ving the guy flir­ting with Ali­cia a full view up my skirt if he tur­ned around. What did I care though? I’d be­en wan­ting to get my mouth around Jay’s cock ever sin­ce I’d se­en Mi­chel­le suck­ing it. I pul­led it out and it was warm, a litt­le swea­ty, and flac­cid. I put the who­le thing in my mouth, let­ting my tongue co­me out and find his balls. Al­most in­stant­ly, I felt him get­ting hard. He was sal­ty, mus­ky and de­li­cious.
 I could he­ar some con­ver­sa­ti­on bet­ween Cee­Cee and Sam and a few se­conds la­ter, she was mo­ving to go down on him. I heard the guy up front say, “God damn, look at that shit!” 
 I be­gan suck­ing Jay with pri­de, fee­ling him har­den up. As he got har­der, it was mo­re dif­fi­cult to keep fit­ting him all in my mouth. I could feel his head cree­ping clo­se to my gag point. I took a de­ep breath through my no­se, stea­died my brea­thing, re­la­xed my thro­at and mo­ved all the way down on him again.
 “Check that shit out!” I heard Jay say to Sam. “She’s down to my fuck­in’ balls!” I couldn’t main­tain it for mo­re than a few se­conds. I star­ted to gag, ca­me back up and star­ted suck­ing him again. He stop­ped me mo­men­ta­ri­ly so he could ful­ly mo­ve his pants down around his an­kles as I was star­ting to get spit on them.
 I heard Sam say, “Pass me one,” and then I heard them both tea­ring in­to rub­bers. Jay stop­ped me and slip­ped his on. I clim­bed on to his lap wi­thout wai­ting. When I loo­ked over, Cee­Cee was pul­ling her skirt all the way off and her top over her head. She had cur­ves and a per­fect­ly round black ass and firm tits with hu­ge nipp­les. She smi­led at me as she clim­bed on top of Sam.
 As she stradd­led him she mo­ved a hand around and un­der her ass, grab­bing his cock and gui­ding it in­to her. Sam’s cock was re­al­ly ni­ce loo­king too. Thick with a slight bend to it. Cee­Cee bit her lip as she sank slow­ly down on it.
 Jay loo­ked at me, “Your turn ba­by. Climb on that mo­ther fu­cker.” I was stradd­ling him and I mir­ro­red Cee­Cee, lo­we­ring my­self down on to Jay. His cock was such a beau­ti­ful fit in­side me. He loo­ked up at me and kis­sed me on the mouth.
 It wasn’t a ‘fuck­ing kiss’ though. It was a sweet soul kiss and we both just lin­ge­red on it for awhi­le. His lips we­re soft and his tongue was gentle. I could he­ar Cee­Cee and Sam fuck­ing, but Jay’s kiss ma­de it seem re­al­ly di­stant. His hands on my hips and his cock bu­ried in me, my dress pul­led up over my ass and up to my waist, I was in hea­ven.
 Slow­ly, ve­ry, ve­ry slow­ly, Jay and I star­ted to grind. We we­re going ni­ce and stea­dy and buil­ding a joint rhythm. Then I heard Ali­cia. I think I re­a­li­zed that she and the guy had be­en tal­king or ma­king out or some­thing, but I hadn’t be­en pay­ing clo­se at­ten­ti­on. Now, though, she was yel­ling at the guy, I think. “…fuck that! I’m out!” She ope­ned the pas­sen­ger door and got out in a huff. The guy fol­lo­wed her. They both left the pas­sen­ger doors open as they yel­led at each other through the par­king lot.
 Jay tur­ned to Cee­Cee, “You need to go af­ter her?”
 Cee­Cee pur­sed her lips, still grin­ding on Sam, “Fuck her. She be­en bit­chy all god damned day.” She tur­ned back to her grin­ding with Sam.
 A mi­nu­te or so la­ter, the guy ca­me back. “She got a cab.” He see­med pis­sed.
 Sam loo­ked over at Jay and said, “Let’s trade up.” Then to us, “Swap out girls. Co­me here and get some of this, Ka­te.”
 I re­al­ly didn’t want to trade. Sam was a hand­so­me guy, but his tre­at­ment of Mi­chel­le was still lea­ving a bad tas­te in my mouth. Af­ter some wrang­ling, we managed to trade pla­ces. Sam put his hands on my ass and lo­we­red me on to his cock. It was no­ti­cea­b­ly thi­cker and I let out an au­di­ble gasp and mo­an as I went down on it.
 As soon as I did, I felt bad. I caught a quick glan­ce bet­ween Jay and Sam, just a half se­cond long. But I knew. This was some sort of com­pe­ti­ti­on bet­ween them. I didn’t think that Jay was being di­sin­ge­nuous with me, but he and Sam ob­vious­ly had some sort of ri­val­ry. Well, may­be I was on Sam, but I was deter­mi­ned to think about Jay.
 That didn’t re­al­ly work though as Sam tur­ned out to be a re­al­ly good lover. He see­med to know ex­act­ly whe­re to kiss me on my neck, when to thrust up­ward in­to me, when and how hard to squee­ze my ass. I was get­ting re­al­ly wor­ked up, de­spi­te not re­al­ly wan­ting to. In fact, I was gus­hing on him. Sam pul­led me down clo­se to him and whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “I know Cla­rence owns your ass, but I know what’s re­al­ly up.”
 “What’s that?” I whi­s­pe­red back.
 “You want eve­ry black dick you can get up in you.” Right when he said it, he slip­ped his midd­le fin­ger right up my ass. It wasn’t lu­bed, but he pushed it in all the way any­way and that sent me right over the top.
 I bu­ried my face in Sam’s shoul­der, try­ing not to be too loud, but we we­re in a car and the­re was no way that eve­r­yo­ne the­re didn’t know that I was ha­ving a hu­ge or­gasm on Sam’s cock. When I loo­ked up, Jay was loo­king right at me. He said, “Oh fuck, I’m gon­na cum!” He ne­ver took his eyes off me as he did. I slo­wed down on Sam and wat­ched him slo­wi­ng down in Cee­Cee.
 She slid off of him and pul­led his con­dom off and did some­thing I’d ne­ver se­en be­fo­re. She tip­ped it up­si­de down and su­cked eve­ry drop of cum out of it. The guy up front hol­le­red, “Check that shit! Girl’s a freak!”
 I loo­ked back at Sam and was about to ask him, when he said, “I ain’t gon­na cum li­ke this, get up. Cee­Cee, you gon­na finish me off with that mouth of yours girl. We managed to re­ar­ran­ge our­sel­ves again, me on Jay’s lap. Cee­Cee went back to suck­ing Sam off. I de­ci­ded not to watch and went back to nuzz­ling and kis­sing Jay. A few se­conds la­ter, I heard him yell, “Eve­ry god damned drop, girl! That’s right! That’s what I’m tal­kin’ bout!”
 Then, not a mi­nu­te la­ter, “Oh damn, girl can’t stop!” I loo­ked up and the guy up front was on his knees, his cock out bet­ween the two seats. She was suck­ing him. His hands on the back of her head. I sud­den­ly felt… weird. Li­ke I’d fai­led Jay some­how. The worst part was, what Sam said kind of tou­ched on some­thing at a gut le­vel. I re­a­li­zed I’d be­en chan­ging af­ter the thing with Ro­ger, and now Sam was say­ing that I was a slut for eve­ry black guy out the­re. Did it bo­ther me be­cau­se he was right? Or be­cau­se he was wrong?
 The guy ca­me in Cee­Cee’s mouth and she couldn’t qui­te get it all, some of it dribb­ling on­to a seat. She li­cked the side of the seat clean. Sam and the other guy clap­ped.
 Sam dro­ve us all to our cars, we said good­by­es all around and Jay got out with me. “I’m par­ked just a few blocks that way and I wan­ted to talk to you alo­ne,” he said. “I ho­pe to­night didn’t get too…I don’t know..what­ever it was.” He al­most see­med bas­h­ful or em­bar­ras­sed.
 I threw my arms around him and kis­sed him. De­spi­te my at­tach­ment to Cla­rence, I re­a­li­zed that I was ha­ving actu­al ro­man­tic fee­lings for Jay and I think he was fee­ling them for me too. We ma­de out that way for awhi­le, lea­ning against my car. By the end, I was wet all over again.
 It daw­ned on me on the way home that the guys hadn’t chan­ged con­doms when Cee­Cee and I swit­ched. Whi­le I li­ked Cee­Cee, she certain­ly didn’t seem ve­ry dis­cri­mi­na­ting. I de­ci­ded that to­mor­row was going to in­vol­ve sche­du­ling a doc­tor’s vi­sit.


Your Who­re

Jes­si­ca
The next cou­ple of weeks we­re a jum­b­led mess. I had all the­se mi­xed up fee­lings about Dell and Wes. My best fri­end, Car­ly, and I we­ren’t re­al­ly tal­king to each other hard­ly at all. I was do­ne being groun­ded, but I knew my mom was wat­ching me. Plus, school was going to be wrap­ping up for the sum­mer soon. Wes and I tex­ted and Dell and I did too. The next time I actu­al­ly saw them both though was a cou­ple of weeks la­ter, the last week be­fo­re Sum­mer break. I en­ded up at Dell’s hou­se and who­le bunch of peo­ple we­re the­re, in­clu­ding Wes.

He acted as though nothing had hap­pe­ned, which bo­the­red me. I just de­ci­ded to play along and pre­tend he hadn’t craw­led in­to my room and fu­cked me so­re. It was hard to do. I got mo­re and mo­re un­com­fort­a­ble and eve­r­yo­ne sat around laug­hing, smo­king and drin­king.

Fi­nal­ly, Dell and I en­ded up in his room, smo­king pot and ma­king out. I went down on him and he was re­al­ly in­to it. He kept smo­king whi­le I su­cked him. He was sit­ting on the ed­ge of his mat­tress, pants around one an­kle. I got down on my knees and took eve­ry bit of him in­to my mouth that I could fit.

Whi­le I was suck­ing him, I heard my pho­ne buzz, let­ting me know I’d got­ten a text, but I igno­red it. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Dell ca­me in my mouth and I ate up eve­ry last drop of his cum. Af­ter that though, he star­ted tex­ting and say­ing he had some busi­ness to deal with. I let him do his thing and che­cked my pho­ne. The text was from Wes. He said, “I know u with D. Meet at cor­ner sto­re when u do­ne and i show u how a re­al man does it”.

For just a se­cond, I thought about sho­wing Dell that text. It kind of ma­de me mad that Wes was tal­king shit about his fri­end be­hind his back. But when I loo­ked up at Dell he was tal­king to someo­ne on the pho­ne about mee­ting up and wal­king out his bedroom door. He didn’t even look back at me. So, I de­ci­ded to hold out on Dell and go meet up with Wes.

The­re was a litt­le con­ve­ni­ence sto­re not far from Dell’s and when I got the­re, Wes was han­ging out­si­de and smo­king. We wal­ked back to his place, which wasn’t far. It tur­ned out to be just around the block from the hou­se I wo­ke up in af­ter that par­ty a month back.

Wes lived with a few other guys, who we­ren’t home at the time. The place was a to­tal shi­tho­le, but at le­ast he didn’t live with his pa­rents. I sat on the couch in the living room and he of­fe­red me a beer.

Wes went to the ba­throom and when he ca­me back he was tal­king to someo­ne on his cell. “…I’m tel­ling you, girl’s ban­gin! I’ma hit you with pics. Hold up.” He got off the pho­ne and loo­ked over at me and grin­ned, “Loo­ka here, my boy out in Bi­lo­xi don’t be­lie­ve how fi­ne you are. I told him I’d send him out some pho­tos of you, aight?”

He ai­med his ca­me­ra at me and I did my best to gi­ve him some cute girl po­ses. “Now stick that boo­ty out girl. Lem­me get a shot of that.” I was wea­ring ca­pri jeans, so I just stood up and ar­ched by butt out to­ward him. He laughed and snap­ped a few mo­re shots. “Now take off your top and I’ll get one of them tit­ties.” I pul­led off my t-shirt, but left my bra on. I pushed my arms in against my tits to push them out a bit. I was up to a C cup and they loo­ked good in the bra. He took a few mo­re shots, then the front door ope­ned and one of Wes’s room­ma­tes wal­ked in.

“Oh damn!” he said as he wal­ked in and saw me. I grab­bed my t-shirt and co­ve­red my­self up a bit, but he just laughed. Loo­king at Wes, he said, “Who’s this litt­le thang?” He was not much tal­ler than me and re­al­ly over­weight with a shaved head and loo­ked li­ke he was in his mid 20s.

Wes laughed and said, “Best step back! ‘Sides, she’s a ju­vie, nig­ga,” then said to me, “That’s my boy, Rol­lie. He’s aight, but he al­rea­dy got one ar­rest for mes­sing with a ju­vie.” Rol­lie rol­led his eyes at Wes, wa­ved a dis­mis­si­ve hand at him and wal­ked on through to the kit­chen wi­thout even loo­king back at me. I heard him say from the kit­chen, “Take that shit in your room, nig­ga!”

Wes took me by the hand and we went in­to his room. It was clea­ner than I thought it would be and he had all kinds of elec­tro­nic stuff in the­re. Some of it loo­ked li­ke it was for de­aling with drugs, but a lot of it loo­ked li­ke stuff for doing elec­tri­cal and wi­ring work. He had a mat­tress in one cor­ner and a TV sit­ting on a milk cra­te.

He took my t-shirt and threw it on the bed. I went in to kiss him, but he stop­ped me. “You suck his dick?” Mea­ning Dell’s. I shrug­ged a yes. “Then don’t be kis­sing me with that mouth.” I loo­ked at him li­ke, ‘well, what do you want me to do then?’.

We stood the­re in the midd­le of his room and he un­zip­ped his pants, let­ting them fall to his an­kles. He took my hand and put it in his bo­xers. “Stro­ke it ba­by, get it hard.” I could feel that warm soft shaft of his, that short patch of fuz­zy pu­bic hair around it. I wor­ked it from the ba­se to the head, the who­le thing star­ting to slow­ly grow in my hand.

His hands mo­ved to my tits and he pin­ched at my nipp­les through the bra. “Take that off. I wan­na suck on tho­se big white tits.” I took my hand out and un­did my bra, let­ting it fall to the floor. He bit on my nipp­les and I con­ti­nued to pull on his cock through his shorts un­til he was ful­ly hard.

“Get them pants off and get on the bed girl. I’ma fuck that pus­sy right.” I slip­ped out of my jeans, shoes and un­der­we­ar. Wes guided me on to the bed, put­ting me on all fours. “Face down, bitch. I want to see that pret­ty litt­le white ass in the air.”

I did as he told me to and he ran his hands over my ass cheeks. Then he rai­sed a hand high and ca­me down hard on one of my cheeks. I yel­ped loud­ly and loo­ked back at him, “That re­al­ly fuck­ing hurt,” I said, my ass stin­ging and my eyes wa­te­ring up.

“Uh­h­hh,” he said as his other hand ca­me down on my other cheek. “How’d you li­ke that?”
 “Fuck!” It hurt, bad­ly. “Ple­a­se, don’t do that!”
 “Look how hard my dick is, bitch.” I loo­ked back through blur­ry eyes. He was rock hard, his cock just in­ches from my rai­sed up pus­sy. “Tell me you want this up in you and I’ll stop smacking your ass.”
 “I want it in me, eve­ry inch of it.” It would ha­ve be­en the truth any­way, but I re­al­ly didn’t want my ass slap­ped again. He wor­ked his cock bet­ween my lips and then grab­bed my hips and slid all the way in­to me in one long slow full stro­ke. God, that fee­ling of being full was li­ke nothing el­se in the world. I im­me­di­a­te­ly star­ted pushing my ass back to­ward him. Wes slam­med his hips for­ward, his cock comple­te­ly in­side me. It hurt a bit at first, but slow­ly, I star­ted to ad­just. Wi­thin a few mi­nu­tes, I actu­al­ly caught my­self thin­king that I wan­ted mo­re. My ass was slap­ping against his hips. It felt ama­zing.
 Then he brought a hand down on my ass again. It still hurt, but odd­ly, not as bad as the pre­vious times. I don’t know if it was that my ass was numb or that I’d got­ten used to the sen­sa­ti­on or what, but it actu­al­ly felt kind of good. I heard my own voi­ce co­me out of me and I said, “Oh, fuck! Slap the other side!”
 Wes brought his other hand down. “Uhh, that’s right, bitch! Tell me how much you li­ke this!”
 “I love it!” I was star­ting to get that out of bo­dy fee­ling you get some­ti­mes whe­re you’re just to­tal­ly tu­ned in to the sex you’re ha­ving. Eve­ry bit of my bo­dy was fo­cu­sed on my pus­sy and the cock in­side me.
 “Tell me you’re mi­ne! Tell me I own your litt­le white ass!”
 “You do, Wes, you own me, you own my white ass!” The world had shrunk to just Wes and I and our sex. He con­ti­nued to ram him­self in­to me. It felt li­ke his en­ti­re bo­dy was being pul­led in­to my pus­sy. “You do what I tell you to now, don’t you bitch?”
 “Yes!”
 “You ain’t gon­na fuck Dell any­mo­re are you? His punk ass ain’t get­ting any­mo­re of this is he?”
 “No!”
 “You’re my who­re, now, aren’t you?”
 “Yes!”
 “Say it!”
 “I’m your who­re!”
 And then I ca­me so hard that he slip­ped out of me when I star­ted thra­shing and buck­ing. I yel­led, “Put it back in! Put it back in!” I slid on­to my sto­mach in a da­ze, sha­king all over. Wes clim­bed on top of me and slip­ped back in and it star­ted my or­gasm all over. All I could say was, “Oh, fuck!” whi­le I squee­zed my eyes shut. It just kept going.
 He re­a­ched un­der me and cup­ped my tits with his hands, put­ting his full weight on me. Then he rai­sed his ass just enough to pull out of me and then he pushed back in­to me. He was going so fast that the mat­tress was sha­king.
 I squee­zed my hands in­to the sheets, still ree­ling from my or­gasm. Then he bit down on my shoul­der as he ca­me. I was al­rea­dy wet as all hell and now I could feel cum spla­shing out of me as he con­ti­nued to pump that beau­ti­ful black dick in­to me. It felt li­ke it took for­ever, but we fi­nal­ly star­ted to slow down. His weight on me felt com­for­ting and I could he­ar his heart beat in my back. Af­ter a de­ep breath, he rol­led off me and said, “Damn, girl. That was aight.” He loo­ked down at his crotch which was co­ve­red in his cum and mi­ne. I still hadn’t mo­ved, ti­ny litt­le wa­ves of ple­a­su­re still rol­ling through me. It was the best sex I’d ever had.
 He pul­led a pil­low un­der his head and said, “Do me a so­lid. Go in­to the kit­chen and grab me a beer. And get a towel out­ta the hall. A brown one.”
 “Got a ro­be or some­thing?” I mum­b­led in­to the sheets.
 “Go li­ke that. I want Rol­lie to see what he ain’t get­tin.” I ga­ve him my best du­bious look but he just frow­ned and said, “Don’t look at me li­ke that. Get on it.”
 I got up and wal­ked to the door. Al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly, I could feel cum get­ting rea­dy to run out of me. As soon as I step­ped out of Wes’s bedroom, I ran to the ba­throom and shut the door. Af­ter I’d clea­ned my­self up a bit, I ran to the hall clo­set, grab­bed a brown towel and then fast wal­ked through the living room to the kit­chen. Rol­lie was in the living room wat­ching TV. He loo­ked up at me, wat­ching my ass the who­le way in­to the kit­chen. Then I heard him yell out, “God damn, Wes, why you got­ta be li­ke that?”
 I could he­ar Wes laug­hing from the kit­chen. I grab­bed two beers and hust­led back to Wes’s room. I was em­bar­ras­sed about being na­ked in front of Rol­lie, but not as much as I thought I’d be. Actu­al­ly, I felt kind of bad for him sin­ce Wes was ob­vious­ly fuck­ing with him.
 I laid down in bed with Wes and we drank beer and wat­ched TV for awhi­le. Af­ter a bit, I loo­ked back and he was as­leep. I al­most wo­ke him, but then just de­ci­ded to quiet­ly get dres­sed and head out. I said good­bye to Rol­lie on the way out, who saw me to­tal­ly dres­sed for the first time. He see­med ni­ce and ge­nu­i­ne­ly em­bar­ras­sed for me.
 When I think back, that was the first time I re­al­ly had fun with Wes wi­thout fee­ling bad about Dell and I.


Sam’s Game

Ka­te
Cla­rence wan­ted me to pick a time to go out of town with him for a week­end. I’d be­en pro­cras­ti­na­ting on gi­ving him a date be­cau­se I couldn’t think of a good lie to get me out of town. I got a re­prie­ve though when Da­vid told me he was going to ha­ve to be out of town for a cou­ple of weeks for work. I de­ci­ded to not tell Da­vid I was going out of town and in­s­tead wait un­til he was go­ne. Then I could make up some­thing much mo­re flim­sy to tell my kids and just take off. It was ma­king me ner­vous and I re­a­li­zed that going out of town for a who­le week­end was up­ping my chan­ces of get­ting caught chea­ting, but I was al­so star­ting to feel a litt­le ca­va­lier.

Mean­whi­le, Jay and I we­re seeing each other qui­te a bit. Most­ly just going out for drinks or to his place for din­ner. They actu­al­ly just felt li­ke dates and I was re­al­ly en­joy­ing it. He was qui­te a few years youn­ger than me, but he was smart, fun­ny, and just oo­zed sex. He al­so was ag­gres­si­ve wi­thout being over­bea­ring. I could feel the­se ripp­les of se­xu­a­li­ty and mas­cu­li­ni­ty co­ming off of him and it kept my pus­sy in a con­stant­ly ex­ci­ted state. One night when I was at his place for din­ner, his fa­ther, Ro­ger ca­me down stairs. I’d be­en a litt­le ner­vous about run­ning in­to him again af­ter our en­coun­ter, but he just wal­ked through the kit­chen, ga­ve us both a smi­le and ga­ve my arm a light squee­ze. I loo­ked over at Jay and he shrug­ged and grin­ned at me.

We we­ren’t re­al­ly foo­ling around though and I was it­ching to get my­self na­ked with eit­her Cla­rence or Jay. My sex drive had al­rea­dy be­en high, but af­ter that anal ex­pe­ri­ence with Cla­rence and the four way with Jay, I could ba­re­ly fo­cus on any­thing that didn’t in­vol­ve cock. But things, as usu­al, didn’t go as I thought they would. Cla­rence tex­ted me and told me he was going out of town un­til just be­fo­re our trip. Un­til then, I was al­lo­wed to see Jay when I ple­a­sed and that Sam was going to be con­tac­ting me and I was to do as he in­struc­ted.

That kind of pis­sed me off. Whi­le I was weird­ly at­trac­ted to Sam, I didn’t feel safe with him and af­ter how he tre­a­ted Mi­chel­le in front of me, Cla­rence knew that. When I tex­ted him back to com­plain, he just re­spon­ded with “He won’t cross any lines. Trust me.” I did trust Cla­rence. If he said that Sam wouldn’t cross lines with me, I de­ci­ded to put my faith in that. On­ce he as­ked me to trust him, I just re­si­g­ned my­self to ha­ve a good time with Sam and make su­re Cla­rence heard all about it.

A few nights la­ter, I got to Sam’s place, which was a loft down in the CBD or Cen­tral Busi­ness Dis­trict. He told me to bring lin­ge­rie and some se­xy heels. I wore a new skirt I’d just bought, a tight litt­le top and some new black heels that had the­se se­xy litt­le dou­ble an­kle straps. I did my hair up ni­ce this time. I’d just got­ten it re-co­lo­red and it was shoul­der length and fie­ry red.

When I got to Sam’s, I was sur­pri­sed to see Mi­chel­le the­re. She was the pe­ti­te litt­le bru­net­te I’d se­en in a three way with Sam and Jay, the on­ly wo­man to ever ha­ve her mouth bet­ween my legs. She let me in, dres­sed in white heels and a ti­ny white nigh­ty, short enough that I could see the bot­tom of her ass po­king out the back. She ga­ve me a hug and told me that Sam was in the kit­chen. Sam loo­ked up from ma­king a drink and told me to put on my lin­ge­rie and poin­ted me to the ba­throom. Mi­chel­le fol­lo­wed me in. I felt a litt­le self­con­s­cious chan­ging in front of her, I’m not su­re why. May­be be­cau­se I’d be­en in­ti­ma­te with her and wasn’t re­al­ly su­re what it meant, if any­thing. She was so pret­ty, cur­vy for her size, and just so comple­te­ly se­xy. Her de­mu­ren­ess was still the­re though and she see­med to de­fer to eve­r­yo­ne, even me.

I’d brought a litt­le black ted­dy to go with my heels. It was la­cy with sup­port for my breasts and ca­me up high on my hips. When we ca­me out of the ba­throom, I felt a litt­le bet­ter. I knew my out­fit loo­ked good and Mi­chel­le’s en­cou­ra­ge­ment ma­de me feel bet­ter. Sam had an open bedroom area, with a hu­ge King sized bed. He had one wall that was en­ti­re­ly bay win­dows. The sun had just re­cent­ly go­ne down and the­re was a gor­geous oran­ge light cast all through his place.

When we ca­me out, Sam han­ded me a drink, loo­king me up and down and smi­ling. He glan­ced at Mi­chel­le and said, “Go get on the bed.” She scur­ried off. He tur­ned back to me, run­ning one hand up my waist. “Your job to­night is sim­p­ly to be at my side and do what I say. “You’re going to we­ar this.” He re­a­ched down to the ta­ble and held up a small black col­lar with a le­a­sh on it. I’d ne­ver worn any­thing li­ke that, but af­ter my ex­pe­ri­ence ha­ving Cla­rence tie me up, the le­a­sh actu­al­ly sent a litt­le chill of ex­ci­te­ment down my back.

I nod­ded and took it from him. He fas­te­ned it with a ti­ny litt­le pad lock in the back, slip­ping the key in­to his po­cket. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, his guests ar­ri­ved. Two black guys and a re­al­ly enor­mous­ly muscled white guy step­ped in. The guys all said their hel­los and when one of the guys as­ked about Mi­chel­le, Sam poin­ted to her and said, “The­re she is, guys. She’s be­en tal­king about this all week. She’s re­al­ly ex­ci­ted.”

One of the black guys loo­ked me up and down, stan­ding next to Sam and said, “And who is this?” He star­ted wal­king around me, si­zing me up.
 “This is to­night’s spe­ci­al guest. Cla­rence’s new girl.” I li­ked the way he said that. Even bet­ter was that they all see­med to know ex­act­ly who Cla­rence was. I im­me­di­a­te­ly felt safer. The guys ma­de them­sel­ves drinks and drif­ted over to­ward Mi­chel­le who wasn’t tal­king, but was prow­ling around on the bed on all fours li­ke a cat in heat. She had a hu­ge grin on her face. Af­ter Sam had set eve­r­yo­ne up with drinks, he led me down to the couch which sat a few feet from the bed.
 One of the guys al­rea­dy had his cock out and Mi­chel­le was licking his head, still on all fours on the bed. Sam sat us down on the couch and whi­s­pe­red to me, “Just sit here and watch them te­ar her litt­le ass up.”
 And that’s what I did for the next two hours. She star­ted by gi­ving them all head. Even­tu­al­ly they all had their clo­thes off. The two black guys we­re just kind of ave­ra­ge in size and looks, nothing to no­te. The white guy was re­al­ly rip­ped and big, loo­king li­ke he might be a weight­lif­ter or foot­ball player. His cock was a litt­le smal­ler than I thought it would be, but he still knew how to use it.
 Af­ter she’d gi­ven them head for awhi­le, they all slip­ped on con­doms and they be­gan ta­king turns fuck­ing her, in eve­ry po­si­ti­on, all over the bed. Some­ti­mes the ones who we­ren’t fuck­ing her would just stand by the bed and ma­stur­ba­te. Other times they’d work their cocks back in­to her mouth whi­le she fu­cked someo­ne el­se.
 About an hour in, Sam got up and pul­led a bott­le of lu­be out of a dres­ser dra­wer and tos­sed it to one of them. They squee­zed out a glob on­to her up­tur­ned ass, and one of the black guys slip­ped his long slim cock right up her rec­tum.
 I lost track of how ma­ny times she’d cum. Some­ti­mes ti­ny litt­le or­gasms, others we­re the­se long wai­ling rol­ler coas­ters of or­gasms. I caught my­self fan­ta­si­zing I was her, wan­ting all that cock and at­ten­ti­on.
 They we­re rough with her, tos­sing her around in­to what­ever po­si­ti­on they wan­ted her in. She’d gag on their cocks and a few times she al­most threw up. One of the black guys pul­led off his con­dom and he ca­me in her mouth. She tried to swal­low it all, but coughed up a bunch of cum try­ing to avo­id cho­king. He pushed her face to the sheets, ma­king her lick it up. She didn’t re­al­ly seem to need the push though.
 They took a break for a mi­nu­te and the white guy pi­cked Mi­chel­le up and car­ried her over his shoul­der to the ba­throom. Sam led me in the­re and the other guys fol­lo­wed. The guy put her in the shower and had her bend over and spread her ass cheeks. He’d strip­ped the con­dom off of his se­mierect cock. Af­ter a few se­conds, he di­rec­ted a point blank stream of piss at her ass­ho­le. Some of it went in­to her. Most just streamed down her sha­king legs. It was mes­me­ri­zing to watch her be co­ve­red in piss and not ne­a­r­ly as gross as I thought it would be.
 When he finis­hed, we all left her to shower and clean up. Sam led us back in­to the living room. He was still dres­sed in his usu­al jeans and t-shirt and hadn’t see­med par­ti­cu­lar­ly tur­ned on. When we got ne­ar the bed he said to the guys, “Want to check her out?” The guys all see­med to li­ke that idea. Sam re­a­ched back to the ba­se of the le­a­sh whe­re it connec­ted to my col­lar and pul­led tight, yan­king my bo­dy back against his. He whi­s­pe­red, “Re­ach back and put your hands in my po­ckets. Don’t take them out un­til I tell you.”
 I did as I was told and the three guys ap­proa­ched me, their cocks half hard in their hands. They star­ted put­ting their hands all over me, tou­ching my hips, tou­ching my tits, my thighs. My heart was thum­ping in my chest in a com­bi­na­ti­on of fe­ar and ex­ci­te­ment. One of the black guys went to his pants and pul­led some­thing out. I heard a loud click and saw that it was a switch­bla­de. I jer­ked to mo­ve, but Sam yan­ked back on my le­a­sh and said in a low, serious voi­ce, “Don’t. Fuck­ing. Mo­ve.” It was all I could do not to pull my hands out of his po­ckets.
 The guy looped a fin­ger un­der my ted­dy and lea­ned in clo­se. “Are you all wet, ba­by? We­re you wis­hing we’d be­en doing that to you on that bed?” I felt the hand­le of the blade touch my skin. But he just held it the­re. “Well, bitch? I ain’t got an ans­wer. Did you want that to be you on that bed?”
 I nod­ded and said, “Yes. I wish it was me.” I heard my ted­dy te­ar as he cut through it. I clo­sed my eyes and wai­ted. Two mo­re cuts and a few hard yanks and I could feel that my ted­dy was shredded and off me. I was na­ked ex­cept for my heels. The­re we­re hands all over me again and the one who’d had the kni­fe slip­ped his fin­gers in­side me.
 “God damn, this gir­lie is wet as fuck!” He stuck his fin­gers in­to my mouth and told me to clean them off. I was thick and sweet. I sud­den­ly re­a­li­zed that Sam’s cock was pres­sing through his jeans and up against my ass. The white guy was jer­king his cock as he lea­ned down and su­cked on one of my nipp­les.
 The other black guy loo­ked at Sam and said, “Can we fuck her?”
 Sam shook his head, “Sor­ry, she’s all mi­ne to­night. May­be soon though.” They loo­ked di­s­ap­poin­ted till Mi­chel­le ca­me back and ran to the bed and threw her­self on it. The two guys who hadn’t cum yet, she got hard again with her mouth. The guy who’d cum al­rea­dy was get­ting hard again and he put on an­other con­dom. He be­gan fuck­ing her from be­hind whi­le she su­cked off the other two guys to or­gasm. They each took turns cum­ming in her mouth whi­le the third guy fu­cked her.
 Sam was still hol­ding my le­a­sh tight, stan­ding be­hind me, both of us wat­ching Mi­chel­le ser­vi­ce the other guys. I could feel my juices run­ning down my legs. When they we­re do­ne, Sam said to me, “Pull my cock out of my pants.” It took a mi­nu­te to do it be­hind my back. When it was out, it felt hot and so hard bet­ween my ass cheeks.
 Mi­chel­le smi­led and said, “I’m rea­dy for you, ba­by.” She craw­led on­to all fours.
 Sam pul­led me back to the couch and sat down. “Turn around and put this on me.” He han­ded me a con­dom and let some slack out on my le­a­sh. I tur­ned around, bent over and rol­led the con­dom down on­to his cock. “Now turn back around, face them, and fuck your­self.” I took a de­ep breath, put my hands on my knees and lo­we­red my­self back to­ward his cock. He pushed it out so that it could slip in­to me. I shi­ve­red and mo­a­ned as it slip­ped in. It took a mi­nu­te, but I was ab­le to fi­nal­ly get all of him in­to me.
 Oh so slow­ly, I be­gan to boun­ce my ass up and down on his cock. I heard one of the other guys say “Work that pus­sy, ba­by!” I wasn’t a big fan of Sam, but the­re was some­thing about the size and sha­pe of that big black cock of his that was just magi­cal. Be­fo­re long I was gy­ra­ting and grin­ding on him.
 My legs we­re star­ting to shake though and Sam pul­led me back on­to the couch, so that I was lea­ning back against him. “Grab her an­kles guys.” I wat­ched as the white guy and one of the black guys each grab­bed an an­kle and lif­ted it in the air. Sam grab­bed me by the waist and star­ted lif­ting me so that about half of his cock ca­me out of me with each lift. I was comple­te­ly at their mer­cy, to­tal­ly im­pa­led on Sam’s cock and it sent me in­to an or­gasm. I re­a­ched back and held Sam’s head clo­se to mi­ne.
 I was mo­a­ning and cry­ing out, grip­ping Sam’s cock with eve­r­y­thing I had. “Oh fuck, oh fuck, Sam, oh fuck, Sam, that is so fuck­ing good,” I brea­thed out.
 The guys we­re hoo­ting and yel­ling. As I star­ted to wind down, I heard Sam say, “Watch me cum in her, Mi­chel­le. Her pus­sy is so god­damn fi­ne. I’m gon­na cum in her so hard.” I’d comple­te­ly for­got­ten Mi­chel­le was the­re. Her face was this blank ex­pres­si­on, but I had the fee­ling she was hol­ding back tears. I felt Sam get­ting re­al­ly hard in me, his rhythm chan­ging. He whi­s­pe­red in­to my ear, “Tell me you don’t want me to we­ar rub­bers any mo­re. Tell me you want me ba­re­back.”
 It was ama­zing how quick­ly I was going from or­gasm to being to­tal­ly tur­ned off, but I did as he said, through my hea­vy brea­thing, “I want you ba­re­back, Sam.” I didn’t ha­ve much en­thu­si­asm.
 Sam said loud­ly, “Next time, ba­by, I’m gon­na fill that pus­sy up!”
 Mi­chel­le didn’t look away, but she was mi­se­ra­ble. Then I felt him cum­ming in me and de­spi­te my an­ger at Sam, the truth was, I re­al­ly wish he wasn’t wea­ring a rub­ber. I re­al­ly was en­joy­ing all the cum I was get­ting la­te­ly and any con­dom felt li­ke I was being chea­ted one of my fa­vo­ri­te new things in the world: a big load of cum from a black man. Sam finis­hed up, pul­led out of me, lea­ving me sha­king, sa­tis­fied, mad, frus­tra­ted. The other guys dres­sed and left short­ly. I clea­ned up and star­ted get­ting dres­sed, la­men­ting the loss of my new ted­dy.
 Sam didn’t let me talk to Mi­chel­le, who just laid the­re on the bed, quiet­ly. When I was dres­sed, Sam took off the col­lar at the door. He put his hands on my hips, and kis­sed me hard on the mouth. When he mo­ved away he said, “Ba­by, that was the fi­nest white ass I’ve ever had.” I tried to look back at Mi­chel­le when he said that, but he blo­cked my view and ope­ned his door.
 I went home that night deter­mi­ned to make Cla­rence un­der­stand that I didn’t ever want to fuck Sam again.


Ke­vin

Jes­si­ca
When I was a kid, my bro­ther and I, Ke­vin, we­re re­al­ly clo­se. We ba­thed to­gether, played to­gether and we­re pret­ty much best fri­ends. Around the age of ni­ne, ten for Ke­vin, my pa­rents se­pa­ra­ted our bath time af­ter they saw Ke­vin had a hard on. I men­ti­o­ned this ear­lier. What I didn’t in­clu­de at the time was that I was tou­ching it. It re­al­ly frea­ked my pa­rents out.

One day, may­be two years la­ter, I re­al­ly had to pee. We on­ly had one ba­throom at the time and I just ran in and apo­lo­gi­zed whi­le Ke­vin was in the shower. It didn’t seem to be a big deal, un­til about a year af­ter that, Ke­vin star­ted doing it to me. Again, no big deal. As it went on, it be­ca­me ca­su­al and we’d some­ti­mes even chat whi­le he peed and I sho­we­red.

But that sum­mer, things chan­ged when we went out to vi­sit my grand­pa­rents. My dad’s fa­mi­ly owns a hou­se out ne­ar a lake by the Mis­sis­sip­pi and Lou­i­si­a­na bor­der. It’s pret­ty big and eve­ry sum­mer, some com­bi­na­ti­on of my dad, his pa­rents, his bro­thers and all their fa­mi­lies make the trek out the­re to hang out. We bar­be­cue, get to know our cou­sins, swim in the lake, play out in the woods, all that kind of stuff. My dad’s ex­ten­ded fa­mi­ly is hu­ge and I’m not even su­re I’ve met all my cou­sins to this day.

The hou­se is pret­ty big, but not so big we all get our own bedrooms, es­pe­ci­al­ly when mo­re than one fa­mi­ly is out at the hou­se at the sa­me time. On this oc­ca­si­on, Ke­vin and I we­re sha­ring a bed. It was a litt­le cram­ped, but not so cram­ped we had to touch each other when slee­ping. I wo­ke up in the midd­le of the night to rust­ling. I usu­al­ly sleep on my side and my back was to him. When I’d ful­ly wo­ken up, I was about to turn over and ask him what was going on, when I re­a­li­zed he was jer­king off.

I was still pret­ty young, about to turn 13, so I on­ly had a vague idea of what it was he was doing, but I didn’t re­al­ly know how to re­act, so I just pre­ten­ded to be as­leep. He even­tu­al­ly finis­hed, I heard some mo­re rust­ling and he went back to sleep. The in­ci­dent seems di­stant and sur­re­al to me now, es­pe­ci­al­ly ha­ving hap­pe­ned in the midd­le of the night li­ke that.

But the next year it hap­pe­ned again and I was much mo­re awa­re of it. We we­re in the sa­me bed again, in the sa­me po­si­ti­on. This time when I wo­ke up, I was a litt­le mo­re awa­re of what was going on. He was right be­hind me, but again, not tou­ching me. I think he suspec­ted I was awa­ke, but he didn’t stop. Fi­nal­ly, I whi­s­pe­red, “Quit being gross.”

He whi­s­pe­red back, “I’m al­most do­ne.”
 I sig­hed and said, “What­ever. Just don’t get any­thing on me.” I still didn’t know any­thing re­al­ly about boys out­si­de of my bro­ther. I knew what he was doing was some­thing my mom would freak out about, but I re­al­ly thought she’d be just as mad at me as she was at Ke­vin. So, in­s­tead of try­ing to stop any­thing, I fi­gu­red I’d just let him do his thing. A cou­ple se­conds la­ter, he see­med to be jer­king har­der and I felt his dick and hand against the back of my thigh. I was wea­ring pa­ja­mas and from the way it felt against me, I think he was wea­ring a sock over it. He mo­a­ned in­to his pil­low pret­ty quiet­ly and then went to sleep. We didn’t re­al­ly talk about it.
 La­ter though, I had the fee­ling he was oc­ca­si­o­nal­ly try­ing to see if he could spot me na­ked or half-clo­thed. He of­ten ca­me in­to the ba­throom to pee whi­le I was sho­we­ring. Again though, it didn’t re­al­ly bo­ther me. He’s my bro­ther and that’s just the way he acted.
 Which brings us up to whe­re I last left off, han­ging out with Wes. I wouldn’t call what we we­re doing ‘da­ting’, just hoo­king up, but it was in­ten­se for both of us, I think. We’d had that ama­zing sex in his apart­ment and we hoo­ked up a cou­ple mo­re times over the next few weeks for me to suck his cock. Then it was time for the fa­mi­ly sum­mer trip to the lake hou­se.
 When we got the­re, it was just my gram­pa and gran. She was al­ways coo­king or clea­ning and he was al­ways doing some sort of re­pairs to the hou­se. It’s re­al­ly all I ever saw them do the­re, but they see­med to li­ke it.
 Ke­vin and I spent that first day just kind of han­ging around the hou­se and wat­ching some DVDs we’d brought. My pa­rents we­re off hel­ping my dad’s folks. The next day, two of my un­cles sho­wed up with some of their kids. Some we­re youn­ger than us and a few ol­der. We’d met them qui­te a few years back at a dif­fe­rent Sum­mer meet up, but I ba­re­ly re­mem­be­red them. The­re was Boyd and Rick, two re­al­ly big san­dy blond bro­thers who we­re just re­cent­ly out of high school and we­re kind of redneck-ish. Al­li­son was 21 I think, and was home from col­le­ge. She had short blon­de hair and was ve­ry pe­ti­te and had the­se ama­zing tat­toos of Ja­pa­ne­se fish on her shoul­ders.
 They in­vi­ted us to go with them to the ri­ver the next day. Al­li­son dro­ve us and on­ce we got going, they told us they we­ren’t going to take us to the usu­al area, which was pret­ty crow­ded, but to a ‘se­cret’ area that they’d be­en co­ming to for years to get high.
 We par­ked a ways from the lake and had to walk through a litt­le trail to get to the beach. It was ob­vious that Boyd, Rick and Al­li­son all knew each other pret­ty well. They we­re ha­ving lots of litt­le in­side chats and cat­ching up on stuff Ke­vin and I didn’t know about.
 At one point, Boyd, who loo­ked al­most ex­act­ly li­ke Rick,ex­cept with freck­les, drop­ped the coo­ler he was car­ry­ing and star­ted cha­sing Al­li­son around the trail. He caught her, pi­cked her up and un­did her biki­ni and tos­sed it up in­to a ne­a­r­by tree. She squirmed free and pun­ched him in the arm, laug­hing. “You dick! You’re going to get that la­ter!” She ran off down the trail, na­ked ex­cept for her flip flops.
 “Now we’re all going to ha­ve to skin­ny dip!”
 When we caught up, she was swim­ming al­rea­dy and we set up our litt­le camp in some soft grass gro­wing not far from the ed­ge of the lake. They en­ded up con­vin­cing Ke­vin and I to co­me out skin­ny dip­ping with them. It took Ke­vin a long time to agree to it. I was star­ting to suspect he had a hard on from seeing Al­li­son na­ked.
 We all got in the wa­ter and swam and splas­hed for awhi­le. Al­li­son ca­me up to me, both of us trea­ding wa­ter. “You’re bro­ther’s re­al­ly cute!”
 “Um. Thanks.” I had no clue how to re­act to that.
 She grin­ned an evil grin, “Hey let’s kiss and get them all ex­ci­ted!”
 Be­fo­re I even ful­ly un­der­stood what she was say­ing, she’d thrown her arms around me and was kis­sing me. I re­mem­ber being ama­zed at how soft she was, de­spi­te being kind of skin­ny. I could feel her ti­ny breasts pres­sed against mi­ne. Her nipp­les we­re so hard. I didn’t re­al­ly kiss her back, but I didn’t stop her and she pushed her tongue in­to my mouth. I heard Boyd and Rick yel­ling. Fi­nal­ly, she ea­sed up and said, her no­se still tou­ching mi­ne, “Let’s go get high!”
 When we got out of the wa­ter both Rick and Boyd had erec­ti­ons. Al­li­son didn’t seem to no­ti­ce and they we­re all just tal­king and laug­hing. Fi­nal­ly, Ke­vin wa­ded out too. He al­so had an erec­ti­on that he was de­spe­ra­te­ly try­ing to hi­de. Al­li­son no­ti­ced and ran over laug­hing, “Ke­vin, did we gi­ve you a bo­ner? Let’s see! She tug­ged on his arm, but ga­ve up when she could see he was re­al­ly em­bar­ras­sed.
 We all plop­ped down on the blan­ket, Ke­vin and I thro­wing back on our ba­thing suits. Boyd pa­cked a pipe whi­le Rick pul­led out beers for all of us and Al­li­son bus­ted out snacks. Ke­vin and I ex­chan­ged looks. I think we we­re both a litt­le con­fu­sed and off ba­lan­ce. Al­li­son, Boyd and Rick all see­med to be re­al­ly com­fort­a­ble han­ging out na­ked with us and even­tu­al­ly, we for­got they we­re. We spent the af­ter­noon drin­king, smo­king, mun­ching and some­ti­mes jum­ping back in the wa­ter to get wet.
 We stayed all af­ter­noon and as the sun star­ted to set, Boyd built up a fi­re in a pit they’d ob­vious­ly used be­fo­re. Whi­le he was set­ting it all up, the rest of us we­re drin­king and tal­king. The con­ver­sa­ti­on tur­ned to da­ting and Al­li­son as­ked Ke­vin if he had a gir­l­fri­end. When Ke­vin shook his head, Al­li­son lea­ped up, grin­ning, and said, “Well, you do to­day!”
 He was sit­ting with his legs out in front of him and she leapt on to his lap, thro­wing her legs around his waist. She kis­sed him and he threw his around around her and kis­sed her back. Rick and I ex­chan­ged a look and he laughed. He lea­ned over and said in a con­fi­den­ti­al low voi­ce, “I know this might all be a litt­le weird, but we’ve be­en doing this for years. Al­li­son is cra­zy. She’s the one who found this spot when she was 15. It’s li­ke our litt­le Las Ve­gas, you know? What hap­pens in Ve­gas? That shit?”
 I nod­ded, try­ing to soak it all up, and loo­ked back at my bro­ther. I’d ne­ver se­en him kiss anyo­ne be­fo­re. I knew he’d dated a few girls, but ne­ver for ve­ry long and he’d ra­re­ly brought any home. Al­li­son was grin­ding all over his lap as they kis­sed.
 Rick lea­ned back over and said, “We’re just ha­ving fun. You wan­na make out?” He wasn’t ugly, in fact, he was kind of cute, but I just ga­ve him a thin smi­le and shook my head. This was all a lot to take in.
 Boyd had finis­hed get­ting the fi­re going and he wal­ked over to Al­li­son and Ke­vin, stan­ding be­hind her. “Let’s ha­ve some fun!” He yel­led in a hickish voi­ce. He re­a­ched un­der Al­li­son’s arm­pits and pi­cked her up from be­hind. Then he sat down, still hol­ding her.
 She was thra­shing a bit and yel­ling, “Let me go, Boyd!” But she was gig­g­ling too. This see­med li­ke a game they’d played be­fo­re. He laid back on his back, pul­ling her arms down be­si­de her. He looped his an­kles over hers and pul­led her legs apart. She yel­led out, “Let me go, you fu­ckers!” She was still gig­g­ling.
 Boyd cal­led out, “Who wants to go first?” Ke­vin loo­ked brief­ly at me, but most­ly just see­med trans­fi­xed as Al­li­son squirmed on top of Boyd, at­t­emp­ting to get away. “Ke­vin! You got her all war­med up. Want to climb on?” Ke­vin shook his head from side to side, but didn’t look away.
 Rick leapt up. “I’m in!” His cock was hard again and he got down on top of Al­li­son in sort of a push up po­si­ti­on, his knees on the ground. “Hold her still, Boyd!”
 “You sick fu­ckers! I’m your cou­sin!” She squirmed and thras­hed but would still oc­ca­si­o­nal­ly laugh. “Get off of me you nas­ty fuck­ing rednecks!” Rick lined his cock up and slid right in­to her. She loo­ked li­ke she was re­al­ly wet. I found my­self as trans­fi­xed as Ke­vin was as they star­ted to fuck.
 Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, Al­li­son wasn’t yel­ling any­mo­re, or try­ing to get away. She was un­du­la­ting un­der­neath them.
 At one point, I could see Boyd try­ing to ma­neu­ver his cock in­to her ass, but she wasn’t ha­ving any of that. She kept mo­ving it away. I heard her say, “Too dry. No lu­be.” Boyd had stop­ped hol­ding her legs and she had them spread wi­de, her knees up as high as she could bring them, her feet ho­ve­r­ing over Rick’s back. She said, loo­king right at him, “You gon­na cum in me? Cum in your cou­sin, fu­cker. I know you want to.” He stif­fe­ned up and ca­me in­to her, Boyd hoo­ting.
 Rick clim­bed off and loo­ked back at Ke­vin. “Go for it man!”
 Al­li­son tip­ped her head up to­ward Ke­vin, loo­king bet­ween her knees at him and said, al­most ten­der­ly, “Co­me here, ba­by.”
 Ke­vin got up and pul­led his trunks down. His dick was hard. He took a re­al­ly brief look at me, but tur­ned away quick­ly. He said, “Shouldn’t I put on a con­dom?”
 She smi­led and said, “I’m on the pill. It’s all good.” He didn’t he­si­ta­te af­ter that. He clim­bed down on top of her and slip­ped in­to her. Her pus­sy was al­rea­dy oo­zing cum from Rick, but he didn’t seem to mind. They kis­sed for a mo­ment, Boyd ba­re­ly hol­ding her at all any lon­ger. Then they whi­s­pe­red to each other back and forth. I saw Ke­vin start to ten­se up and he star­ted thrus­ting in­to her re­al­ly hard.
 Al­li­son yel­led out, “Cum in your cou­sin, Ke­vin. Fill my pus­sy up!” I wat­ched him cum in her. It was weird that I no­ti­ced he ma­de the sa­me noi­ses he’d ma­de that night in­to the pil­low when he’d ma­stur­ba­ted. I wasn’t tur­ned on, just…hyp­no­ti­zed. It was all so sur­re­al.
 Ke­vin clim­bed off, not loo­king at me, put his trunks back on and just sat the­re quiet­ly. Al­li­son tur­ned her at­ten­ti­on to Boyd. He slid out from un­der her, rol­led her over, rai­sed her hips and star­ted fuck­ing her from be­hind. She loo­ked up at me and smi­led this re­al­ly lus­ty smi­le. “Co­me over here and kiss me whi­le Boyd fucks me.”
 I pul­led my knees up to my chest, tried to gi­ve a con­vin­cing smi­le and said, “Naw. I’ll just watch.” She con­ti­nued to watch me as he fu­cked her. She put her face in­to the blan­ket as he ca­me in her.
 Boyd hol­le­red, “God damn, that is one slop­py pus­sy!” He was grin­ning ear to ear.
 Things wound down af­ter that. Ke­vin and I didn’t say much. They all took a quick swim to clean up. We smo­ked a bit mo­re then pa­cked up and hea­ded back to the hou­se, picking up Al­li­son’s ba­thing suit along the way. On­ce we we­re all clo­thed again, we all managed to let con­ver­sa­ti­on sort of re­turn to nor­mal. Al­li­son, Boyd and Rick all see­med ve­ry ca­su­al and non­cha­lant, li­ke it had just be­en a nor­mal day at the beach.
 When we got back to our room, Ke­vin and I sat down on the bed. We’d hard­ly said any­thing sin­ce the beach. He loo­ked up at me as I was get­ting in­to my pa­ja­mas. “You okay slee­ping in the sa­me bed with me?”
 “Ye­ah, of cour­se. Why?” I was using my sar­ca­stic sis­ter voi­ce.
 “I don’t know. That who­le thing was weird.” He got quiet again. I could on­ly nod.
 Fi­nal­ly, I as­ked, “Hey, can I ask you some­thing kind of stran­ge?”
 “Su­re.” He still wasn’t ma­king much eye con­tact with me.
 “What did Al­li­son whi­s­per to you when you guys we­re foo­ling around? It see­med li­ke she didn’t want me to he­ar.” Ke­vin didn’t re­spond, he just kind of shrug­ged. “Okay, it’s cool. I un­der­stand.”
 But a mi­nu­te la­ter as we we­re craw­ling in­to bed he did ans­wer. “She as­ked me if I wan­ted you to join us. I said I did.” He al­most soun­ded li­ke he was going to cry.
 The­re was a long si­lence again and I said, “Ke­vin, I love you, you’re my bro­ther, but that’s not going to hap­pen.”
 “I know.”
 I grab­bed his hand. “I’m not try­ing to make you feel bad about the way you feel though, okay. I’m flat­te­red in a weird way.” He tur­ned and hug­ged me, but I had to cut it a bit short. It felt weird hug­ging him in bed li­ke that.
 The next day, Al­li­son ap­proa­ched me and as­ked me if I was okay. “Ye­ah, just a litt­le stran­ge, that’s all.”
 She smi­led. “Hey, we’re all going back out again to­day, if you want to co­me. I know Rick re­al­ly wants you to.”
 “No, that’s al­right. I think I need to go a litt­le slower. Plus, I’ve got a guy back home I’m kin­da stuck on.”
 She kis­sed me on the cheek. “Your bro­ther’s sweet.” They all went back out to the beach, and I’m as­s­u­ming Ke­vin had sex with her again, but I didn’t ask and he didn’t tell. The next day we hea­ded home. Af­ter that, things with my bro­ther we­re weird for a bit, but I al­so felt clo­ser to him in an odd way.


My First Gang­bang

Ka­te
Bren­da and I che­cked our make up and hair in the ho­tel mir­ror. We both loo­ked pret­ty damned hot. We smi­led at each other, mi­ne hi­ding a bit of ner­vous­ness. She could tell and ga­ve me a sym­pa­the­tic hug. “Don’t wor­ry, hon. We’re going to ha­ve a ton of fun and tho­se beau­ti­ful black men are going to eat you up!” We hea­ded out of our ho­tel room, ma­de for the bar down­stairs and the start of my first gang­bang.

It had all be­gun a few weeks back when Cla­rence had as­ked me to find a way to get away from my hus­band, Da­vid for a cou­ple of days. I’d be­en ha­ving a hard time co­ming up with a good ex­cu­se, but then Da­vid told me that work was going to be ta­king him away from home for a cou­ple of weeks straight.

We’d just co­me back from one of our sum­mer trips to Da­vid’s pa­rents’ lake hou­se and he was acting a bit stran­ge. I de­ci­ded not to tell him about going out of town un­til af­ter he ca­me back. On­ce he was go­ne, I told my kids that I was going to At­lan­ta for a girls week­end with some of my waitress fri­ends. They certain­ly didn’t mind ha­ving the hou­se to them­sel­ves for two days.

Cla­rence dro­ve us up the­re and we pi­cked up Bren­da on the way. I’d ne­ver met any of Cla­rence’s other wo­men be­fo­re. I knew he had them, but he’d kept me sort of se­pa­ra­te. She was in her la­te 40s, with dark cur­ly hair and big cur­ves. He had us sit in the back seat to­gether and on the long drive to Mo­bi­le, Ala­ba­ma, we got to know each other a bit.

She told me about how she’d al­ways li­ked black guys and that they ap­pre­cia­ted her big tits and ass. On­ce she de­ci­ded to di­vor­ce her white hus­band of fif­teen years, she said she wan­ted to com­mit full time to the ‘life­style’. When I as­ked what she meant, she ex­plai­ned that she was ‘black ow­ned’, spe­ci­fi­cal­ly by Cla­rence, but that she on­ly foo­led around with black men and that she ser­ved them se­xu­al­ly as they ple­a­sed.

I re­a­li­zed as she was tel­ling me all this that Cla­rence was slow­ly groo­ming me for the sa­me thing. It scared me and ga­ve me a bit of a thrill at the sa­me time. She sho­wed me a small an­klet she had that was a queen of spa­des and told me that it was a sym­bol for white wo­men to dis­play to black men to let them know they we­re avai­la­ble to them. Bren­da told me that she was thin­king about a tat­too as well.

Cla­rence and a fri­end of his in Mo­bi­le, Ed­die, had set this ga­the­ring up that we we­re going to. It was a num­ber of black men and a few white wo­men. Some of them knew each other, but eve­r­yo­ne had to know at le­ast Ed­die or Cla­rence to get in­vi­ted. It was being held at a down­town ho­tel and the­re we­re on­ly a few ru­les. First, Cla­rence and Ed­die had fi­nal say on who had to we­ar a con­dom and who didn’t. Most­ly, the guys who we­re in the ‘in­ner circle’ didn’t ha­ve to. Se­cond, the wo­men we­re ex­pec­ted to ser­vi­ce any man who wan­ted them, as long as they we­re ab­le. Third, on­ly Ed­die would ha­ve a ca­me­ra and knew ex­act­ly who did and didn’t need their iden­ti­ties pro­tec­ted.

So, the­re we we­re, in our ho­tel room. It was a ni­ce place with a pret­ty park across the street and Bren­da and I we­re sha­ring a sui­te with two queen sized beds. We we­re sup­po­sed to go down to the bar and wait for the men to ap­proach us. We finis­hed up our make up and our hair. I was in a short black dress and pumps. Bren­da loo­ked ama­zing with a red dress and wed­ges, her hair up and the­se big gold ear­rings, her queen of spa­des an­klet glit­te­ring and her tits prac­ti­cal­ly explo­ding out of her dress.

When we got to the bar down­stairs, it was a crow­ded Fri­day night sce­ne. We ma­de our way to the bar and spot­ted two groups of our guys, sit­ting at se­pa­ra­te ta­bles. I spied Cla­rence and he win­ked at me. We stood at the bar, or­de­red drinks, chat­ted and wai­ted. It wasn’t long be­fo­re a pair of guys from one of the ta­bles as­ked us to join them.

One guy wal­ked back with Bren­da, the other with me. He was re­al­ly tall, well over 6’4” and had some of the bla­ckest skin I’d ever se­en. In his la­te 40s and wea­ring a blue bla­zer, it was ea­sy to imagi­ne that at one time he’d played bas­ket­ball or some other sport. He had that con­fi­dent stri­de that an ath­le­te keeps his who­le life.

When we got back he in­tro­du­ced eve­r­yo­ne, but ho­nest­ly, it was so loud I couldn’t he­ar na­mes ve­ry well. They we­re all pret­ty hand­so­me guys in their la­te 30s to la­te 40s. We sat and chat­ted awhi­le, Blue Bla­zer kept his hands on my thigh pos­ses­si­ve­ly.

I saw a cou­ple of other wo­men co­me in. They we­re in their la­te 40s or ear­ly 50s may­be, dres­sed up ni­ce­ly, but with just a bit of se­xi­ness. They stood at the bar for awhi­le, chat­ting and ha­ving a drink. Pret­ty soon, I for­got about them. Then Bren­da tap­ped me on the arm and poin­ted at them. When I loo­ked up, I could see they we­re chat­ting with two white guys about their age. The guys we­re ob­vious­ly try­ing to pick them up.

It went on for a few mi­nu­tes and then Cla­rence and a guy he was sit­ting with got up and wal­ked over to them. They in­ser­ted them­sel­ves in­to the con­ver­sa­ti­on. I saw them shake hands with the other two guys and then turn to the wo­men. The la­dies smi­led and nod­ded at some­thing Cla­rence said and wa­ved good­bye to the two white guys, then fol­lo­wed Cla­rence back to his ta­ble.

The two guys at the bar stood kind of stun­ned wat­ching the la­dies sit down at a ta­ble with three black guys.Bren­da cra­cked up laug­hing and the guys at our ta­ble see­med pret­ty amu­sed as well.

Even­tu­al­ly, we all hea­ded back up to­ward our rooms.One of the guys as­ked us what room we we­re in and we told them 408. “Well, four oh eight,” he said, pushing Bren­da against the back of the ele­va­tor and fond­ling her tits through her dress, “We’re gon­na be knocking on your door in about ten mi­nu­tes. You be rea­dy.”

Bren­da smi­led and kis­sed the guy, whi­le we wat­ched. It was pret­ty se­xy. Bren­da knew how to work her bo­dy and he see­med re­al­ly in­to her. Blue Bla­zer loo­ked at me and grin­ned and ga­ve me a ti­ny nod.

A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Bren­da and I we­re in our room. She cra­cked the door open and chan­ged in­to a red la­cy ne­gli­gee. I didn’t ha­ve my new ted­dy, thanks to Sam’s fri­end, so I just stayed in my dress.

Four guys wal­ked in, in­clu­ding Blue Bla­zer. Three of them poun­ced on Bren­da. She sat on the ed­ge of her bed, gi­ving two of them head whi­le a third be­gan to get un­dres­sed. I was ama­zed at how ea­ger­ly she su­cked their cocks. They we­re gro­wing har­der in her mouth with eve­ry thrust of their hips.

Blue Bla­zer mean­whi­le sat down on my bed, ki­cked off his shoes and laid down, pul­ling me on­to the bed with him. He didn’t say any­thing at first, just be­gan kis­sing me. His hands we­re so strong and he just put me whe­re he wan­ted me, pushed up against him. My bo­dy be­gan to re­spond im­me­di­a­te­ly with his tongue in my mouth, his hands on my hips, whi­le lis­ten­ing to Bren­da suck the other guy’s cocks.

I was a litt­le ner­vous wi­thout Cla­rence around. The guys see­med ni­ce, but I didn’t know them and I found my­self wis­hing I had some­thing fa­mi­li­ar to cling to in the stran­ge si­tu­a­ti­on. Blue Bla­zer said to me in a de­ep whi­s­per, “Why don’t you stand up and take your clo­thes off for me. Ni­ce and slow. Eve­r­y­thing but the heels.”

Obey­ing him, I stood up and slow­ly be­gan to un­dress, ta­king my time and wat­ching Bren­da. She was on all fours now, suck­ing the two still dres­sed guys cocks. The third guy had got­ten na­ked and was on the bed be­hind her, ea­ting her pus­sy from be­hind. When I tur­ned back to Blue Bla­zer, he’d un­do­ne his pants and pul­led out his cock, stro­king it slow­ly. I gul­ped hard, a sud­den fe­ar grip­ping me. It was big, re­al­ly big. Big enough that all I could think was, “That’s going to hurt.” It was thick and long and he wasn’t even half­way hard yet.

I finis­hed strip­ping and craw­led back on to the bed. With his back to the head­board, he guided me on­to all fours and pushed my head down to­ward his cock. “Get what you can get in your mouth, ba­by. I know you can’t fit it all. Lick my balls too.” He was shaved smooth all over his balls and waist and I won­de­red if he’d shaved his who­le bo­dy. His cock was un­cut and I wor­ked my tongue and lips around his fo­re­skin. I could feel his head slow­ly emer­ging as I jer­ked his shaft whi­le I wor­ked what I could in­to my mouth.

Sud­den­ly I felt hands on my hips. I was about to turn to look but Blue Bla­zer stop­ped me with his hands and said, “Don’t wor­ry about him, ba­by, you just keep wor­king that cock. Get it ni­ce and hard.” I felt my ass cheeks spread and then the warm wet­ness of a tongue in my ass. From the feel of the long stub­ble, I gues­sed it was the guy who’d be­en ea­ting Bren­da’s pus­sy. I im­me­di­a­te­ly thought of Ro­ger, the on­ly other man to ever eat my ass. It got me fired up, fast.

As Blue Bla­zer grew hard in my mouth, I be­gan to he­ar gr­unts of ple­a­su­re from Bren­da in the next bed. Someo­ne was fuck­ing her and she was let­ting eve­r­yo­ne know. The guy be­hind me was licking my pus­sy now and it was ama­zing how wet it was. I was still kind of ner­vous and fee­ling vul­ne­ra­ble and yet at the sa­me time, some­thing about being around all of this mas­cu­li­ne ener­gy was just rev­ving up my bo­dy li­ke ne­ver be­fo­re.

The­re was some shif­ting be­hind me and I felt the fa­mi­li­ar fee­ling of the head of a cock par­ting my la­bia. With the lu­be from the con­dom and all of my wet­ness he slip­ped right in­to me, I’m gues­sing it was the guy who’d be­en licking my pus­sy.

I loo­ked to my left, in­to a small mir­ror on the wall and I couldn’t see well, but I could see enough. The­re I was, na­ked on all fours, a big black cock in my mouth and a man fuck­ing me from be­hind. I felt so ama­zin­gly raw and gut­tu­ral. I thrust my hips back against this stran­ge new cock. It felt si­mi­lar to Cla­rence’s and that tur­ned me on even mo­re.

I be­gan to get over­whel­med with an in­cre­di­ble fee­ling of full­ness. The fee­ling of ha­ving my pus­sy so comple­te­ly stret­ched whi­le at the sa­me time I had as much cock in my thro­at as I could fit. It was li­ke nothing I’d imagi­ned. Blue Bla­zer was thrus­ting his hips to­ward my mouth, his hands on the back of my head. Na­ked guy was poun­ding me from be­hind, al­most to the point of it hur­ting.

Then I heard Bren­da ha­ving an or­gasm. I could tell she’d be­en gi­ving head too be­cau­se it star­ted out muffled. Then I heard her loud and cle­ar, sc­re­a­ming, “Oh my goooo…Oh my gooo…,” The tail end of her words warb­ling off li­ke she was going to faint.

I think that mo­re than any­thing star­ted me cum­ming. I al­most bit down on Blue Bla­zer’s cock I ca­me so hard. In­s­tead, I just had to pull my free of his cock and bu­ry my face in his crotch, clut­ching at his hips as Na­ked Guy con­ti­nued to fuck me right through my or­gasm. I gas­ped for air and mo­a­ned as I ro­de wa­ve af­ter wa­ve of or­gasm. I got a litt­le diz­zy af­ter, and told him I had to stop for a se­cond.

Na­ked guy pul­led out of me and Blue Bla­zer stood up and star­ted get­ting un­dres­sed. Na­ked Guy laughed a litt­le and said to BB, “I think I fu­cked her sil­ly.” I rol­led over on to my back and shud­de­red all over, my bo­dy still ha­ving litt­le tre­mors. I loo­ked over at Bren­da, she was on her back, being fu­cked mis­si­o­na­ry. Her face was blo­cked by the man she was gi­ving head to. He was stan­ding be­si­de her, thrus­ting his ass to­ward her face. I could he­ar her mo­a­ning through the thick­ness of his cock.

Blue Bla­zer was na­ked now and damn was he im­pres­si­ve. Turns out, he was shaved eve­r­y­whe­re. He was lean and still fit, tall, dark skin­ned and that cock some­how loo­ked even big­ger with him stan­ding the­re in front of me. He smi­led at me and said, “My turn to fuck that litt­le white pus­sy, ba­by.”


Tony

Jes­si­ca
When my mom told me she was going out of town for the week­end, I al­most bl­ur­ted out that I knew she was going with Cla­rence. I didn’t though and with my dad out of town on work, that left Ke­vin and I home alo­ne. He and I star­ted tal­king about ha­ving a hou­se par­ty, but the mo­re we tal­ked about it, the less we li­ked the idea. For me, I didn’t re­al­ly want him kno­wing that I was pret­ty much ex­clu­si­ve­ly han­ging out with black peo­ple now. It was su­re to get back to my dad and I just wasn’t rea­dy for that yet.

In the end, we de­ci­ded on just each of us ha­ving someo­ne sleep over. Ke­vin said he was seeing some girl na­med Jen­ni­fer and I told him I was ha­ving Wes over. We hadn’t re­al­ly spo­ken about what hap­pe­ned out at the lake and I was hap­py to just let it drop. It felt li­ke Ke­vin had be­en avoi­ding me a bit la­te­ly, but I couldn’t bla­me him. Jen­ni­fer ca­me over the next night. She was a cute girl from my high school, a year be­hind me. She had a this awe­so­me short spi­ky black hair and kind of a punk look to her. I was kind of sur­pri­sed she li­ked Ke­vin. She see­med way coo­ler than him.

Any­way, we all de­ci­ded to ha­ve some drinks and watch some mo­vies. Wes sho­wed up a litt­le la­ter and Ke­vin im­me­di­a­te­ly got un­com­fort­a­ble. I think Wes ca­me off a litt­le too ‘thug’ for him. Then it see­med li­ke things with Ke­vin and Jen­ni­fer we­re going wrong too. They kept get­ting up to talk in the kit­chen. I heard voi­ces rai­sed a cou­ple of times.

Wes, mean­whi­le, was being re­al­ly chill and quiet, not li­ke him at all. I ga­ve him a tour of the hou­se, he as­ked about my fa­mi­ly, which wasn’t li­ke him. May­be he was ha­ving a hard time being around so ma­ny white peo­ple.

We we­re sett­ling down back on the couch to watch some mo­re of the mo­vie when Jen­ni­fer and Ke­vin ca­me out of the kit­chen. Ke­vin loo­ked re­al­ly up­set and as­ked to talk to me pri­va­te­ly. I agreed and we went in to my room to talk. It turns out that Ke­vin had be­en tex­ting with Al­li­son, our cou­sin he’d foo­led around with. Ap­pa­rent­ly he’d told Jen­ni­fer that he had fee­lings for her. Then Al­li­son had shot him down and said that what hap­pe­ned at the lake was just play. Now Jen­ni­fer was fee­ling li­ke she got shit on and wasn’t su­re if she wan­ted to keep seeing Ke­vin. Then he drop­ped it on me that he was still ha­ving fee­lings for me that we­ren’t right. It took a good hour to cool him down and get him to fo­cus on fi­xing things with Jen­ni­fer.

We went back out and both Jen­ni­fer and Wes we­ren’t fee­ling li­ke han­ging out much any­mo­re. Wes sug­ge­s­ted that we go back to his place and stay the night the­re and let my bro­ther and Jen­ni­fer ha­ve the place to them­sel­ves. The thought of stay­ing with Wes over night was awe­so­me, so I jum­ped at it.

I’d be­en wea­ring pa­ja­mas, so I went to go change. I put on tight litt­le jean shorts and a tank top and was about to throw on some snea­kers when Wes stop­ped me. “Put on some heels for me, ba­by.” He had an evil grin on his face. We went through my shoes, but he wasn’t re­al­ly dig­ging on any of them so I told him that I’d sneak a pair from my mom. He pi­cked out a pair of red cork wed­ges that I could half­way walk in.

“Should I put on make up? Are we gon­na par­ty?” He nod­ded, that evil grin again. Wes had a brand new Hon­da that was pret­ty ni­ce and we dro­ve off. But we didn’t head to his place. In­s­tead, we hea­ded out of town. He told me that he’d got­ten a text about a par­ty at a fri­end’s of his that was a bo­dy guard for a New Or­leans rap­per. He lived a ways out of town, but when we got to his place, it was jum­ping. The front of the hou­se had a hu­ge yard and the­re must ha­ve be­en a do­zen cars just par­ked on the lawn, peo­ple lea­ning, tal­king, drin­king. Out back, the guy had a big fi­re pit going and the­re we­re peo­ple dan­cing. It was pret­ty sweet.

We star­ted drin­king and dan­cing and ha­ving fun. I ran in­to Tan­ya and than­ked her for wat­ching out for me that first night with Wes. She hug­ged me and told me to be care­ful around Wes. She was half sar­ca­stic, half serious, I think. La­ter, we got in­vi­ted up in­side to hang out with Tony, the guy who ow­ned the hou­se. Wes and I we­re the­re, so was an­other cou­ple, a black guy and an Asi­an girl who­se na­mes I didn’t get. Tony was hu­ge, li­ke I guess a bo­dy guard is sup­po­sed to be. He was may­be around 30, but some­ti­mes it’s hard to tell with black guys. He had a shaved head and a thin, short hand­le­bar mu­sta­che and a hea­vy gold chain. I couldn’t stop sta­ring at his neck, which was ama­zin­gly thick.

We smo­ked a litt­le pot, drank some mo­re and Tony told us sto­ries about being on the road, gu­ar­ding his boss. We could he­ar the par­ty going on out­si­de, the mu­sic thum­ping from down­stairs. I was just drunk and stoned enough to be re­al­ly com­fort­a­ble. I was sit­ting, lea­ning up against Wes, the other cou­ple next to us, when Tony pul­led out a small bag of co­cai­ne and laid it on the ta­ble. I’d ne­ver do­ne it be­fo­re. I didn’t re­al­ly care one way or an­other about doing it.

Tony stuck his hands out to­ward the Asi­an girl and I. When we took his hand, he pul­led us up off the couch and over to him, sit­ting on eit­her side of him. He said to the Asi­an girl, his arms around both of us, “Why don’t you show me some love and you can ha­ve some of that.” He didn’t re­al­ly wait for an ans­wer, but pul­led her in for a kiss. I loo­ked over at Wes for some kind of re­spon­se, but he was ma­king small talk with the other guy and see­med to not even be pay­ing at­ten­ti­on. I shrug­ged the who­le thing off. If he wan­ted me to kiss him, I didn’t see the big deal.

Even­tu­al­ly, he stop­ped kis­sing the Asi­an girl and tur­ned to me. I put my hands around that hu­ge neck and kis­sed him. His enor­mous hand squee­zed my ass and he pul­led me in­to him. The Asi­an girl mo­ved to the ta­ble and star­ted set­ting up some lines, whi­le Tony and I ma­de out. Tony took my hand and mo­ved it bet­ween his legs. I could feel his cock gro­wing hard un­der his cotton pants. He was wea­ring a dark dress shirt, un­but­to­ned ne­ar the top and I could see hair on his chest co­ver­ing up a ton of tat­toos. Tony stop­ped kis­sing me to say, “Why don’t you go do a line, litt­le girl, then co­me back to me.” I lea­ned over and sn­or­ted up a line, sort of gues­sing at how to do it.

Co­cai­ne for the first time…how to de­s­cri­be it? I was in this litt­le warm fuz­zy blan­ket of boo­ze and pot and then wham! The coke hits you li­ke a cold shower. It might sound kind of bad, but it re­al­ly wasn’t. I was all ja­cked and buz­zing. My fin­ger tips felt tin­gly and my bo­dy felt warm and cold at the sa­me time.

I wat­ched Wes and the other guy do a line and I tur­ned back to­ward Tony. The Asi­an girl was on her knees and pul­ling Tony’s cock out of his pants. I just sort of sta­red. I heard Tony say, “It ain’t gon­na bi­te ba­by girl, gi­ve it a lick.”

When I tur­ned to Wes, he had an agi­ta­ted look on his face. “You heard him, suck that dick.” I didn’t re­al­ly know what el­se to do, so I got on my knees and star­ted licking his cock on the other side along with the other girl. It did tas­te ni­ce, I ha­ve to ad­mit, and it was a pret­ty cock. Not qui­te as long as Wes’s may­be, but thi­cker and straigh­ter.

He pushed our heads to­gether and said, “Gi­ve each other a kiss.” And li­ke that, I was kis­sing a girl again. This wasn’t as fun as kis­sing Al­li­son. I didn’t ha­ve a pro­blem with this girl, she just wasn’t as pret­ty and it felt kind of forced. We kis­sed for a few se­conds though and I heard all the guys yell in ex­ci­te­ment.

When we stop­ped, the girl stood up and star­ted ta­king her clo­thes off, top first. I loo­ked around and the look Wes ga­ve me told me that I was sup­po­sed to do the sa­me thing. I guess in my brain, it didn’t mat­ter much. I was high and drunk and the thought of get­ting na­ked actu­al­ly soun­ded li­ke it would feel good.

We both star­ted thro­wing clo­thes off and in a cou­ple of se­conds the girl mo­ved in to kiss me again. She was ti­ny and brown skin­ned. I’m gues­sing she was Thai. Wi­thout her heels she wasn’t much mo­re than five feet tall.

I felt Tony’s enor­mous hand on my ba­re ass as she and I kis­sed. It sent a char­ge through my thighs as I felt one of his thick fin­gers push it’s way in­to my pus­sy. I mo­a­ned and gy­ra­ted back on his hand. Sud­den­ly, I wan­ted sex re­al­ly bad­ly.

Tony set me on the couch, my ass just han­ging over the ed­ge, my head lea­ning against the back. Word­less­ly, he un­but­to­ned his shirt and took it off, un­but­to­ned his pants and let them fall to his knees. He got down on his knees bet­ween my legs. He put his hands un­der my knees and lif­ted and spread my legs. I was scared and tur­ned on all at the sa­me time. It hit me that this guy wasn’t just a big guy, he was an ‘adult’. I mean, Wes was 21, but this was dif­fe­rent. I was still a few months short of my 17th birth­day. But it was al­so kind of pow­er­ful to know that I could turn on and try to sa­tis­fy a re­al man.

“Put your feet up on my shoul­der, litt­le girl, I’m gon­na beat that pus­sy up,” he said as he rol­led a con­dom on­to his cock. I did as he told me and he wrap­ped tho­se hands of his around the tops of my thighs and pul­led me right on to his cock. I was a litt­le dry and he wasn’t going in ve­ry well. He bent down and spat on my pus­sy, then loo­ked over his shoul­der and said to someo­ne, “Hey, get in that dra­wer the­re and grab me that lu­be.” But he didn’t need it. Af­ter the spit and a few stro­kes in me, my bo­dy star­ted to warm up. I couldn’t be­lie­ve how horny I was. I couldn’t seem to get enough of his cock and I be­gan grin­ding my hips down on his cock with eve­ry thrust.

He bent down to kiss me, for­cing my feet up to­wards my head sin­ce they we­re still pres­sed up against his shoul­ders. I threw my hands bet­ween my legs, grab­bed his waist and pul­led him in to­ward me. “Oh, you li­ke that big nig­ga dick in you, don’t you?” He was buil­ding up to a stea­dy rhythm. I nod­ded, bi­ting my lip, wan­ting mo­re.

I heard Wes call out, “Don’t hold back on her, T. She can take that dick. Girl li­kes it de­ep!” I pushed down as far as I could, ta­king eve­ry inch of him in­to me to show Tony that Wes was right. The coke was doing things to my bo­dy and it was li­ke eve­ry inch of me was elec­tri­fied. The sen­sa­ti­ons in my pus­sy we­re in­cre­di­ble. I wan­ted to cum so bad­ly, but I couldn’t qui­te get the­re yet.

When Tony stop­ped and slow­ly pul­led out of me, I had to catch my breath. I’d re­al­ly kind of clo­sed off the rest of the world.I loo­ked around and re­a­li­zed we had an au­die­nce. The­re we­re about eight mo­re peo­ple in the room now, guys and girls, wat­ching us. I was sit­ting the­re with my legs spread and the­re we­re guys just loo­king right at my pus­sy. I could tell they we­re tur­ned on.

I tur­ned back to­ward Tony, my legs still up and spread. He was doing some­thing with his cock and it took me a se­cond to fi­gu­re out that he was lu­bing up the con­dom he had on. “What are you doing?”

“I’m gon­na go up that sweet white ass of yours.” His words im­me­di­a­te­ly put some ter­ror in­to me and my heart, which was al­rea­dy ra­cing, some­how managed to go fas­ter. He was al­rea­dy li­ning his cock up ne­ar my ass­ho­le and I felt some­thing cold touch it. He’d put a big glob of lu­be right on it.

I’d ne­ver do­ne anal be­fo­re. I’d played around with some of my mom’s butt plugs and had li­ked the way they’d felt, but the idea of ha­ving an en­ti­re cock back the­re was just…hard to imagi­ne. I was re­al­ly con­flic­ted at this point. I was to­tal­ly tur­ned on and wan­ting to fuck, but I al­so re­al­ly didn’t want this to be my first time try­ing anal.

The head of his cock, co­ve­red in a lu­bed con­dom, pushed up against that dol­lop of lu­be on my ass and I squirmed. He grab­bed my hips and said, “No no, ba­by, don’t back up. I’m gon­na get that litt­le ass­ho­le. Hold. Still.” He said the last in a to­ne that sort of scared me in­to hol­ding still. His cock pushed against my ass­ho­le and I took a de­ep breath. I heard him say, “That’s it ba­by, don’t fight it. Let me in your ass.” I felt the head slip in and al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly it star­ted to hurt. I bit my lip and star­ted to squirm away again, but he held me in place. “Re­lax that ass­ho­le, girl.”

What con­vin­ced me to go for­ward was pri­de. I know it sounds weird, but with all tho­se peo­ple the­re, wat­ching, I felt li­ke if I didn’t, I’d some­how be less se­xy or less of wo­man or some­thing. I took an­other de­ep breath and let him push de­e­per in­to me. He lea­ned over me, for­cing my legs up and to­ward my head. I sank down in the couch a bit, lif­ting my ass up and that al­lo­wed him to slip fur­ther in­to my ass. My actu­al ass­ho­le was still stin­ging, but the rest of my as was en­joy­ing that full fee­ling. I brea­thed out a small sigh of re­li­ef and he grin­ned.

“That’s it ba­by, you gon­na work that ass.” Tony pushed fur­ther and pushed again. And again. I felt so full of him. It was li­ke ha­ving a cock in my pus­sy, but dif­fe­rent at the sa­me time. That sa­me full fee­ling, but a comple­te­ly dif­fe­rent sen­sa­ti­on. He grab­bed my an­kles and brought them up high, sprea­ding my legs. He ma­de a fi­nal push and I could tell he was all the way in me. I loo­ked up at his mas­si­ve chest, co­ve­red in short cur­ly black hair and tat­toos. He must ha­ve weig­hed about 250lbs. I felt so ti­ny, im­pa­led on him li­ke that and I’m not even a small girl. But, fuck, did it feel good to be so comple­te­ly fil­led by him, to feel that dick so de­ep in me.

Slow­ly, he be­gan to mo­ve in and out of me and just li­ke that, I lear­ned why anal sex can feel so good. My ass­ho­le was still bur­ning, but at the sa­me time, the­re was this ama­zing fee­ling run­ning all through my ass, gut and spi­ne eve­ry time he slid around in my back door. I took in this hu­ge breath and said “Oh my fuck­ing god!” It was al­most too much. Bet­ween the drugs and the sex, I thought I might pass out. I loo­ked up and saw Wes the­re. He had his pho­ne out and was fil­ming.

He loo­ked down at me and said, “You gon­na wan­na see this la­ter ba­by. You are fuck­ing the shit out­ta him.” He was grin­ning and he pas­sed me the joint he had in his mouth. Tony was mo­ving stea­di­ly in and out of my ass now, pul­ling his head al­most out and then sli­ding all the way back in. I could feel my guts sort of shif­ting and mo­ving eve­ry time he went all the way in to me. I took one hit of the weed and pas­sed it back, wan­ting to fo­cus on this in­cre­di­ble new ex­pe­ri­ence. I loo­ked up at Tony and at that mo­ment, it was weird. It was li­ke I was in love with him. I know it was just the drugs pro­ba­b­ly, but eve­r­y­thing felt so ama­zing and so right. My bo­dy just felt so good and per­fect. His cock felt li­ke it be­lon­ged in me. My head was cle­ar and calm.
 It was di­stant, but I heard him say, “You li­ke this, ba­by?” I heard my own voi­ce co­ming out of my mouth li­ke it was an­other

per­son, say­ing “It’s the best thing, ever.” I think I star­ted to cum, but it was re­al­ly weird. The room be­gan to spin and I pas­sed out. It must ha­ve be­en on­ly a for a few se­conds though.

When I wo­ke up, Tony was still fuck­ing me and he had pi­cked up his pace. I heard him say, “Grab that fuck­ing cock with your ass­ho­le. Grab it! Fuck, ye­ah!” He clut­ched me and squee­zed me tight, al­most too tight. I could tell he was cum­ming in me hard and I just held him and fo­cu­sed on that won­der­ful sen­sa­ti­on of my ass­ho­le being stret­ched out around him.

Slow­ly, he be­gan to go soft in me and be­gan to sli­de out. I didn’t want him out of me. It felt wrong and I wan­ted some­thing back in my ass al­rea­dy. I heard him say, “Oh, fuck. God­damn.” He had a mix of sur­pri­se and amu­se­ment on his face. I loo­ked down to whe­re he was loo­king. The con­dom had rip­ped and the­re was cum, lu­be, some shit, and a litt­le blood drip­ping on­to the floor.

 And the night wasn’t even over. You Love Them Just Li­ke I Do

Ka­te
So, the­re I was, still co­ming down from this ama­zing or­gasm, Bren­da on the bed next to me still ha­ving sex with two beau­ti­ful black men and the­re was Blue Bla­zer stan­ding in front of me, na­ked, smooth, his cock half­hard. I was a litt­le ner­vous about him fuck­ing me with that thing. It was lon­ger and thi­cker than I’d ever had. I’d re­cent­ly be­en with some big­ger than ave­ra­ge guys though and I think my bo­dy was war­ming up to being a litt­le mo­re stret­ched.

As Blue Bla­zer clim­bed on to the bed, I saw Cla­rence and two other men walk in. One was hol­ding a small vi­deo ca­me­ra in his hand and I im­me­di­a­te­ly got ner­vous. Cla­rence mo­ved up be­si­de me, next to the bed and whi­s­pe­red, “Don’t wor­ry about the ca­me­ra, ba­by, just pre­tend it’s not the­re.” He kis­sed me and the step­ped back to talk to the ca­me­ra­man.

Then Blue Bla­zer was on top of me. He grab­bed my wrists, put­ting them over my head, pin­ning my fo­re­arms with his. He was tall, dark skin­ned and groo­med him­self al­most to­tal­ly hair­less. His hea­vy thighs spread mi­ne apart. He lo­we­red his face down to mi­ne and said, “I don’t care if it takes all night, but I’m gon­na fit eve­ry inch of this dick in­to you.” I no­ti­ced he hadn’t put on a con­dom. I li­ked that that meant he was one of Cla­rence’s ‘tru­s­ted’ fri­ends, but I al­so loved the idea that he was going to be in me ba­re­back. “I wan­na he­ar you say it,” he ad­ded. “Tell me.”

“You don’t care if it takes all night. You’re gon­na get eve­ry inch in me.”
 He smi­led, “That’s right. And you ain’t get­tin’ off this ri­de till I say so.” I nod­ded again. His cock still wasn’t ful­ly hard, but he had it lined up against my lips. I was still sop­ping wet and a litt­le stret­ched from the last guy that had fu­cked me. It ga­ve me a litt­le thrill to think that I’d just let a man fuck me wi­thout even ha­ving be­en su­re who it was. Blue Bla­zer mo­ved his mouth just a hair a way from mi­ne. I could feel the heat co­ming off of him and smell the whis­key on his breath. “You want eve­ry man here to­night to take a turn on you?” He said it in a brea­thy whi­s­per that told me he thought he knew the ans­wer.
 I brea­thed back, “Yes.” Which sur­pri­sed me actu­al­ly. I’d thought about three ways be­fo­re or being with Cla­rence and Jay, but ne­ver just ta­king on a bunch of guys at on­ce. The mo­re I thought about it, the mo­re I wan­ted it. I found my­self ro­ta­ting my hips around, let­ting my la­bia and my wet­ness run over the head of his cock. He was in­ten­ti­o­nal­ly hol­ding it back, so that just the head brus­hed me. I plan­ted my feet on the bed, so that I could grind my pel­vis up against him, but he con­ti­nued to te­a­se me and pul­led back a litt­le mo­re.
 “Beg for it,” he whi­s­pe­red.
 “Ple­a­se…,” I sig­hed.
 “No, beg for it. Loud. I want peo­ple in the hall to he­ar it.”
 I didn’t think twi­ce. “Ple­a­se! Ple­a­se! Gi­ve it to me! I want it so bad! I’ll do any­thing!” He pushed the head in and I gas­ped the word ‘any­thing’. I lif­ted my knees to his sides, wan­ting to gi­ve him ac­cess but still ter­ri­fied of his size. It’s a good thing I’d al­rea­dy had a cock in me. His head slid in and then I felt my­self slow­ly stretch out around him as his shaft be­gan to im­pa­le me.
 I wan­ted to clutch him, but he still had my arms pin­ned. He prop­ped him­self up on his hands, my wrists still held down over my head. I win­ced a litt­le as he slid mo­re of him­self in­to me. He held him­self still in­side me for a mi­nu­te and I took a few de­ep breaths. Then he slid for­ward again, and again. I was ad­jus­ting to his girth, but his length was going to be a pro­blem soon. I didn’t know how much mo­re he had to fit in­to me, but the­re couldn’t be much room left.
 Blue Bla­zer must ha­ve known it too be­cau­se he wasn’t try­ing to push mo­re in. He lea­ned back down, kis­sed me hard, let­ting his tongue roll over mi­ne and then said, “Now fuck that dick.” I star­ted wor­king my hips and ass, whi­le he held still. I’d ne­ver be­en so full, so stret­ched. It was won­der­ful. It was al­so gre­at that he was let­ting me mo­ve. The thought of being poun­ded with that thing had be­en my gre­a­test fe­ar. What­ever I was doing he see­med to li­ke as well. I could feel him get­ting har­der in­side me.
 The­re was some yel­ling on the bed next to me and I loo­ked over at Bren­da. She was on all fours, her ass in the air. The guy be­hind her was pum­ping in­to her re­al­ly sa­va­ge­ly. All she could manage was a muffled ‘oh god’ in­to the blan­ket. He yel­led at her, “You wan­na get kno­cked up, bitch? Huh?”
 She ans­we­red back, “Yes! Get me pre­gnant! Do it!” I wat­ched him cum in her and bet­ween that and the cock in me I was fee­ling an­other or­gasm co­ming on.
 “Oh fuck,” I said. “I think I’m going to cum,” I said to Blue Bla­zer, still grin­ding my hips on him. 
 He slo­wed down and half pul­led out of me. “Not yet. Don’t you fuck­ing cum yet.” Blue Bla­zer mo­ti­o­ned to the guy who’d be­en fuck­ing me ear­lier. He’d pul­led off his con­dom and was stro­king his cock at the foot of the bed. At BB’s head nod, he ca­me up to­ward the foot of the bed.
 Blue Bla­zer loo­ked down at me and said, “You can cum af­ter he cums on your face. Not be­fo­re.”
 I nod­ded and loo­ked up at the guy who’d be­en fuck­ing me be­fo­re and licking my ass. His cock was big, li­ke Cla­rence’s, but not gi­gan­tic. He had a trim­med crotch and hea­vy loo­king balls. He was a litt­le over­weight, but still a hand­so­me man.
 The two men ad­jus­ted me so that my head was mo­re to­ward the ed­ge of the bed. When I was all sett­led in again, Blue Bla­zer slow­ly star­ted pum­ping in and out of me on his knees. He some­how just see­med to know ex­act­ly how far he could go in wi­thout hur­ting me. I’m not su­re how ma­ny in­ches he’d got­ten in­to me, but fuck did it feel won­der­ful.
 The other guy lea­ned over and lo­we­red his balls on­to my face. “Suck on the­se, ba­by.” I could tas­te sweat and lu­be and my own va­gi­na on him as he rub­bed his balls all over my mouth. I took one in and su­cked it gent­ly. It daw­ned on me as I was doing it that it was the first time I’d ever re­al­ly do­ne that. I’d li­cked at Da­vid’s on­ce or twi­ce, but I’d ne­ver re­al­ly had one en­ti­re­ly in my mouth be­fo­re.
 He re­a­ched over and pin­ched one of my nipp­les as he stro­ked his cock. “Suck tho­se balls, ba­by. Suck tho­se black balls.” He loo­ked el­se­whe­re and said, “Fuck Cla­rence, this ba­by’s in­to it.”
 I was ha­ving to fo­cus so­le­ly on his balls to keep from cum­ming. Even then, it was hard to do. He pul­led them away from my face and pushed the head of his cock in­to my mouth, on­ly for a se­cond. I could tas­te thick beads of his pre-cum. He pul­led out of my mouth and al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly star­ted cum­ming all over my lips, chin and cheeks. I didn’t eat any of it, sin­ce I wasn’t su­re if I should, con­si­de­ring he’d be­en one of the guys told to we­ar a con­dom.
 I loo­ked back to Blue Bla­zer who’d built up a stea­dy rhythm in­side me now. I was just about to ask him if I could cum when I felt a hand stro­king my head. I loo­ked and the­re was Bren­da, on her knees, next to the bed. She mo­ved in clo­se to me and said, “I want to watch you cum, Ka­te. I want you see you cum all over that beau­ti­ful black dick. You love them just li­ke I do. I can tell.”
 I thought for su­re she was going to kiss me, but in­s­tead, when she lea­ned in, she star­ted licking up all the cum on my face. That was all I could take. “Oh fuck, oh fuck. I can’t stop it. I’m gon­na cum!” Blue Bla­zer kept pum­ping in­to me stea­di­ly and I kis­sed Bren­da, her mouth full of cum. I bit down on her lip to keep from sc­re­a­ming. It ca­me out as a stea­dy mo­an in­s­tead. Bren­da held my head as I rol­led through what felt li­ke a so­lid mi­nu­te of or­gasm.
 We all slo­wed down even­tu­al­ly and then sud­den­ly the­re was ap­plau­se. I loo­ked around and the­re we­re about six peo­ple in the room wat­ching us. All peo­ple from our group, but still, it was a litt­le em­bar­ras­sing. I heard Cla­rence say, “Ka­te, ba­by, that was beau­ti­ful!”
 Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes of cat­ching my breath, I lea­ned over to Blue Bla­zer and said, “Hey, you didn’t cum yet.” I was swea­ting and ex­haus­ted.
 He smi­led, “I’m sa­ving that for to­mor­row night.”


I Don’t Do Se­conds

Jes­si­ca
The night had got­ten trip­py. I was drunk and a high. I’d do­ne coke for the first time. The guy hos­ting the par­ty had just fu­cked me in front of Wes, my guy, and about eight other peo­ple. I was sort of da­zed. My bo­dy felt re­al­ly good, but sort of de­ta­ched, the way you feel when you’ve smo­ked a litt­le too much weed. I was still on the couch, my legs spread. Tony was get­ting up and pul­ling his pants back up. My ass still felt all stret­ched out. It was kind of ni­ce. The­re was other stuff going on the room too, I no­ti­ced. It loo­ked li­ke the Asi­an girl was ha­ving sex with someo­ne on an­other couch on the other side of the room. I’d be­en re­al­ly wrap­ped up in Tony.

Just as Tony step­ped away, the­re was an­other guy stan­ding the­re in front of me, pul­ling his cock out. He was a white guy in white jeans with a white ba­se­ball cap on side­ways. It sud­den­ly re­gis­te­red that he was about to fuck me. Be­fo­re I could even re­act though, Wes was on him. He pushed him by the shoul­der and got in bet­ween us. “No white boys!”

The guy pushed his dick back in to his pants and half step­ped up to Wes. “What the fuck do you mean, no white boys?”
 Wes tur­ned to him and got in his face. “I mean, this litt­le girl on­ly fucks nig­gas. Ya heard?” The­re was this re­al­ly sca­ry pau­se whe­re I didn’t know if they we­re going to throw down. Then it was over and White Jeans wal­ked off and left the room. Wes lea­ned down and kis­sed me and I smi­led at him. “Ain’t that right, ba­by?”
 “That’s right, ba­by. On­ly black boys for me.” I had a ner­vous smi­le. He lit up an­other joint, took a hit and pas­sed it to me. I took a hit and he sat down next to me. I cur­led up next Wes, still na­ked, but the­re was a tap on my leg.
 Sit­ting next to me was a short, stocky black guy stro­king his cock, right out of his pants. The guy loo­ked up at Wes and said, “Wes, man, mind if I hit it?”
 I loo­ked up at Wes and he grin­ned at me. “Spread your legs for him, ba­by. Show him how to work that pus­sy.” I smi­led back at Wes, let my head fall on­to his lap and rol­led on to my back. I spread my legs, thro­wing one up to the top of the couch. The guy was wor­king on a con­dom and he grab­bed me un­der my out­si­de leg and spread it out wi­de. He was cute and his cock loo­ked ni­ce, but things didn’t play out. He was most­ly hard when he got his con­dom on, but as he mo­ved to get on top of me, he star­ted to go soft. He squee­zed the ba­se and managed to get the head in for a mi­nu­te, but when he tried to start fuck­ing, it just slip­ped out and was even sof­ter.
 A few of the other guys star­ted laug­hing at him and he was get­ting an­gry. “Fuck you guys,” he cal­led out. “I just had too much to drink’s all.” I was a litt­le di­s­ap­poin­ted, but I didn’t say any­thing.
 I was still ram­ped up from the coke and I wan­ted to fuck mo­re so I pee­red up at Wes. “How about you, ba­by? You wan­na get some of my litt­le white pus­sy?”
 He shook his head, “Nah. Not to­night. I don’t do se­conds.” That hurt my fee­lings a litt­le, but in­s­tead, I slid down to my knees and he let me pull out his cock and suck him off. It took him a long time to cum, his pants around his knees. I wor­ked that pret­ty black cock of his in my mouth for about twen­ty mi­nu­tes. Fi­nal­ly, he ca­me and I swal­lo­wed what what he ga­ve me. He was thick and sal­ty and I felt re­al­ly proud I’d got­ten him off. I smi­led as I li­cked up eve­ry litt­le bit off of him.
 Af­ter that, Wes kept me clo­se and wouldn’t let anyo­ne el­se fuck me, alt­hough a cou­ple of guys ca­me up and as­ked. Fi­nal­ly, the sun was co­ming up and we de­ci­ded to head home. I got dres­sed and Wes dro­ve me home.
 On the way, I felt some­thing warm oo­zing out of me and I re­a­li­zed I was lea­king some of Tony’s cum through my shorts and on to the seat. As soon as I knew what was hap­pe­ning I tried clea­ning it up. Wes pul­led over and saw what was going on. He flip­ped the fuck out and star­ted yel­ling at me.
 His seats we­re lea­ther, so I managed to keep any­thing from stai­ning, but as soon as I finis­hed clea­ning it up and sat back down he ga­ve me this look, a look li­ke I’d ne­ver se­en from him be­fo­re. He said, “Bitch, don’t ever let that shit hap­pen again or I will slap the fuck out of you.”
 I got de­fen­si­ve. I’d clea­ned it up, it wasn’t my fault. Fuck, I’d on­ly fu­cked Tony be­cau­se Wes had as­ked me to. “Don’t you fuck­ing touch me!” I yel­led back at him. By the time I’d finis­hed say­ing it, Tony had slap­ped me so hard, my head al­most hit the dash. I sat, sho­cked for a cou­ple of se­conds. He dro­ve off back to­ward my hou­se. I didn’t say any­thing el­se and neit­her did he.
 We got to the cor­ner of my block and I got out. I went straight to my room, thank­ful that my pa­rents we­ren’t the­re. When I hit my bed, the tears star­ted rol­ling out.
 All the ten­si­on and sex and drugs and an­ger and pain just was­hed over me. I’m not su­re how long I cried, but my eyes we­re stin­ging and my sto­mach hurt. Some time la­ter, I strip­ped down, stum­b­led to the ba­throom and took a hot bath.
 My ass­ho­le stung as I slip­ped in to the warm wa­ter and that got me cry­ing all over again. I stayed in the­re un­til the wa­ter was room tem­pe­ra­ture and then I let it drain and ran it all over again. Then I heard a knock and the door and Ke­vin, my bro­ther, po­ked his head in. I didn’t gi­ve him a chan­ce. “Get the fuck out!”
 He flin­ched but just said, “Hey, I heard you cry­ing. I just brought you a cup of tea.” He set it on the ed­ge of the tub and ba­cked away. “I’m in my room if you need any­thing. Jen­ni­fer went home, so we’re alo­ne.” He step­ped out and clo­sed the door.
 I drank the tea slow­ly and my head was star­ting to throb. All the drin­king and the coke and being up all night was cat­ching up to me. I was up­set, but I couldn’t seem to fo­cus on any­thing for ve­ry long. Why did I li­ke Wes so much? Why was it so im­port­ant to im­press him? Why did he hit me?
 I strug­gled for ans­wers whi­le at the sa­me time, my bo­dy kept fla­shing back to Tony and that fee­ling of his bo­dy just comple­te­ly over­whel­ming mi­ne, of being wrap­ped in him. That fee­ling of his cock being in my ass, the weird sen­sa­ti­on of it being pain­ful and se­xy at the sa­me time. Plus, the peo­ple wat­ching me. Why did I li­ke that so much?
 Car­ly pop­ped in to my head, my old fri­end. I thought about what she’d think of me. Sin­ce I’d bro­ken up with Neil, I’d be­en with Dell, Wes and now Tony. Plus, all tho­se guys at the par­ty who’d se­en me na­ked. Car­ly would think I was a to­tal slut and a skank. Was that what I was be­co­ming?
 The on­ly per­son I could think of to talk to was Cla­rence. I wan­ted him to hold me and tell me it was all going to be okay and that I was a good per­son and that I was se­xy. I craw­led in­to bed, na­ked, my ass­ho­le still stin­ging, pul­led up all the co­vers around me and fell as­leep thin­king about Cla­rence and how I was en­vious of my mom.


Be A Good Girl

Ka­te
The next day, the guys left us to do our own thing. Cla­rence had paid for Bren­da and I to get a full mas­sa­ge and ma­ni­cu­re and pe­di­cu­re. It was won­der­ful and we spent all day just trea­ting our bo­dies. I got to know Bren­da a litt­le mo­re and she and I re­al­ly star­ted to click. That af­ter­noon all the girls got to­gether for a la­te lunch and to gos­sip about the guys a bit. Then we went back to our rooms and got rea­dy for the eve­nings fun.

I had a knot of an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on about Blue Bla­zer, who­se na­me I found out was Aa­ron. He’d sug­ge­s­ted he was going to want anal sex from me and I just didn’t think that thing could fit in me. I al­so as­ked Bren­da about what she’d said in bed the night be­fo­re. Just be­fo­re the guy ca­me, she said some­thing about wan­ting to get pre­gnant. I as­ked her if that was re­al­ly true.

She laughed. “I’m not on birth con­trol. Cla­rence li­kes it that way. But the odds of me get­ting pre­gnant are pret­ty slim at my age. But it does it for some of the guys. And ho­nest­ly, the dan­ger ele­ment ex­ci­tes me a bit.” I could see what she meant about the dan­ger, but the thought of actu­al­ly get­ting pre­gnant ter­ri­fied me to no end.

The other two wo­men in our group, I dis­co­ve­red, we­re both mar­ried to white guys and we­re here with their know­led­ge. That see­med a litt­le stran­ge to me. The fact that I was chea­ting was some­thing I de­ci­ded to keep to my­self. I’d be­en pret­ty care­ful about ta­king off my wed­ding ring, and being so pa­le, I don’t think anyo­ne no­ti­ced the re­al­ly ti­ny tan line. Still, it felt weird being the on­ly wo­man the­re who was chea­ting. May­be they would ha­ve be­en okay with it, but I had this fee­ling that they would look down on me. If they did know, they didn’t say any­thing.

Cla­rence had be­en kee­ping a fair­ly clo­se eye on me, which I ap­pre­cia­ted. Not too clo­se, just enough to let me know that he was thin­king of me. He al­so brief­ly in­tro­du­ced me to Ed­die, his fri­end from Mo­bi­le. I got to see a brief snip­pet of my sex with Aa­ron from the night be­fo­re on his vi­deo ca­me­ra. Je­sus, that was hot. Ed­die as­su­red me that my face would ne­ver be shown.

So, la­ter that night, Cla­rence, Ed­die, and two other guys and one of the other girls sho­wed up at our door. We we­re get­ting dres­sed and rea­dy to meet eve­r­yo­ne down at the bar again, but Cla­rence said the­re had be­en a change of plans. He’d brought a bag with him and had an evil gle­am in his eye. “Go ahead and get un­dres­sed for me, Ka­te. Both of you co­me with me to the ba­throom,” Cla­rence said to Bren­da and I.

I strip­ped down and we went in­to the ba­throom. It wasn’t a hu­ge room so eve­r­yo­ne other than the three of us crow­ded ne­ar the door­way to watch what was going on. I was a litt­le ner­vous being the on­ly one na­ked. As Cla­rence un­zip­ped the bag, he said to Bren­da, “You’re going to gi­ve Ka­te an ene­ma.” I had not ex­pec­ted that. Bren­da ma­de a sque­eing noi­se though and clap­ped.

She tur­ned to me and seeing my ex­pres­si­on, said, “Oh, you’re going to love it!” Bren­da had me get in the tub on all fours and put my ass up in the air. I had to prac­ti­cal­ly put my face down to the floor of the tub. Cla­rence fil­led the lar­ge red bag with warm wa­ter from the tap. I kept try­ing to help and Bren­da jokin­gly slap­ped my hands away. “Cla­rence told me to do it! Be a good girl and just keep that cute litt­le butt in the air.” She hoo­ked the bag of wa­ter up to the shower cur­tain rod so that it hung high abo­ve my ass. She lu­bed up the wand and then I felt her fin­ger on my ass­ho­le. Odd­ly, that was the mo­ment that re­al­ly kind of sur­pri­sed me. I’d ne­ver had a wo­man touch my ass­ho­le be­fo­re. It was…in­ti­ma­te.

She rub­bed a bit of lu­be in and the slip­ped a fin­ger in­to me. I ma­de a slight cooing noi­se and I think she li­ked that. She ran the fin­ger in and out of my ass a cou­ple of times, ma­king su­re the lu­be was well wor­ked in. Then she slid the rub­ber tu­be in, slow­ly but stea­di­ly. The tub was hi­ding my view of eve­r­yo­ne but Cla­rence, but I could he­ar them out the­re, all wat­ching and tal­king. Ha­ving your ass up in the air for peo­ple you ba­re­ly know is a un­i­que thing in life.

As the tu­be went de­e­per, I stop­ped ca­ring about eve­r­yo­ne el­se though. Just when I thought the tu­be might co­me out of my mouth, she stop­ped pushing it it and star­ted fidd­ling with some knob on the ho­se. Eve­r­y­thing was set. I cr­ad­led my face in my arms and wai­ted.

The­re was a slight warmth some­whe­re de­ep in me that be­gan to spread. Ve­ry slow­ly I be­gan to feel my bel­ly swell. I could feel my bo­dy star­ting to ten­se up a bit. Then, I felt a hand bet­ween my legs. Bren­da’s hand was run­ning over my pus­sy, mas­saging my la­bia, light­ly run­ning over my clit. I jum­ped a litt­le at first. I wouldn’t call my­self bi­se­xu­al, so it was a litt­le jar­ring ha­ving a wo­man touch me that way. It wasn’t bad though and I just tried to fo­cus on her fin­gers and her light touch as I star­ted to feel my sto­mach grow.

“I don’t think I can take any­mo­re,” I said, star­ting to feel bloa­ted and cram­ped.
 “Finish the bott­le,” Cla­rence said. I could on­ly nod and bi­te my lip.
 “You’ve al­most got it, Ka­te,” Bren­da’s voi­ce was soo­thing in my ear.
 The warmth had spread all through my lower tor­so and I could feel the flu­id slos­hing around in­side me. “That’s it.” Bren­da slow­ly pul­led the tu­be out. When the last bit pas­sed my sphinc­ter, I felt a drib­ble of wa­ter run down my thighs.
 I star­ted to stand, but Cla­rence stop­ped me. “Hold it in, ba­by. Just stay the­re.”
 “Okay,” I managed. The pressu­re buil­ding in­side was pret­ty in­ten­se. It wasn’t se­xu­al in na­ture, but I guess it was dif­fe­rent enough from any­thing el­se that when you com­bi­ned it with my pus­sy being rub­bed, it kind of felt ple­a­su­ra­ble. But it wasn’t some­thing I could main­tain for long.
 When Cla­rence fi­nal­ly ga­ve the okay af­ter about ten mi­nu­tes, I got up and prac­ti­cal­ly leapt to the toi­let. Bren­da and the other girls clap­ped and the guys all see­med im­pres­sed. I was about to say that I didn’t want a mob of peo­ple wat­ching me spray wa­ter and eve­r­y­thing el­se out of my butt, but Bren­da beat me to it. “Out eve­r­yo­ne, let’s gi­ve her a cou­ple mi­nu­tes of pri­va­cy.”
 La­ter, af­ter I was all clea­ned up and clea­ned out, Ed­die and Cla­rence had me on the bed and we­re hoo­king me up to some­thing Cla­rence cal­led ‘sprea­der bars’. They we­re me­tal po­les that te­les­co­ped out. On eit­her end, they hoo­ked up to cuffs that Ed­die put on my wrists and an­kles. They se­cu­red the sprea­der bars with ro­pes to the bed.
 Af­ter my first ex­pe­ri­ence with bon­da­ge with Cla­rence, I was al­most gid­dy with ex­ci­te­ment. Cla­rence po­si­ti­o­ned me on all fours on the bed and ar­ran­ged me so that I had my legs slight­ly spread and I was down on my el­bows. The sprea­der bars, at­ta­ched to my cuffs, kept me from mo­ving ve­ry much and no mat­ter what my ass was kind of up in the air and my legs open a bit. I felt pret­ty vul­ne­ra­ble and ve­ry se­xy.
 Bren­da was ma­king out on the other bed with the guy who’d li­cked my ass the night be­fo­re. He was grab­bing her tits and squee­zing her na­ked ass hard enough to lea­ve hand prints. Whi­le I wat­ched them, Cla­rence lu­bed up my ass and slip­ped a butt plug in. Af­ter the ene­ma, it felt good to feel some­thing back the­re again and my ass just kind of grab­bed at it with a life of its own.
 Cla­rence clim­bed to the head of the bed, na­ked. It was ni­ce to see him wi­thout clo­thes on. I grin­ned from ear to ear as he sat down, ass on the pil­lows, back to the head­board and slid down so that his cock was right ne­ar my mouth. I had just enough slack on the sprea­der bars to be ab­le to stea­dy my­self by put­ting my hands on his thighs. Then I wrap­ped my lips around that beau­ti­ful black cock of his and star­ted to go to work on it.
 I’d got­ten him about half hard in my mouth, his hands on the back of my head, when I felt someo­ne el­se climb on to the bed. This time, I knew bet­ter than to try and look. I just kept suck­ing Cla­rence’s cock as I felt a man mo­ve in be­hind me and grab my hips. I ar­ched my ass in­to the air sub­mis­si­ve­ly for who­me­ver it was. Then I felt the cock sli­de in. I hadn’t re­a­li­zed just how wet I was and the cock went all the way in in one smooth mo­ti­on. I clo­sed my eyes and kept suck­ing. The com­bi­na­ti­on of the butt plug, the cock in me and suck­ing on Cla­rence was al­rea­dy ra­pid­ly pushing me to­ward an or­gasm.
 Thank­ful­ly the cock wasn’t so big that whoe­ver ow­ned it didn’t feel li­ke they couldn’t fuck me pret­ty hard. He grip­ped my hips tight and fu­cked me hard in short bursts, slo­wi­ng down and then spee­ding up. A cou­ple of times the butt plug ca­me out and he had to slip it back in. Each time, my ass grab­bed it ea­ger­ly.
 Just when I was about to cum, he pul­led out. I was pret­ty su­re he didn’t cum eit­her and I was a litt­le sad. But then, I felt someo­ne el­se get on the bed, someo­ne hea­vier. He pul­led out the butt plug and I wai­ted with my ass in the air, pa­ti­ent­ly. Then, some­thing kind of small went in­to my ass. At first I thought it was a ti­ny butt plug, but then I re­a­li­zed it was just the tip of some­thing lar­ger. It was a long toy ma­de of a series of connec­ted balls, each lar­ger than the last. The who­le things was se­mi-hard pla­stic. Each ball that went in was big­ger and he kept pushing them in. I could feel it star­ting to mo­ve de­e­per in­to my ass.
 I stop­ped suck­ing on Cla­rence for a mo­ment to gasp as the ball that mo­ved in­to me felt li­ke it was the sized of a ping pong ball. “Oh fuck, that’s hu­ge.” My ass ate it up. I could feel the toy ben­ding in me as it mo­ved through my in­tes­ti­nes. I felt my sphinc­ter open up as an­other ball was pushed against it and this time I wasn’t su­re I could take it. I star­ted to win­ce, but then, it was in and god did I feel full.
 I heard a voi­ce from be­hind me say, “You’ve got a hun­gry litt­le white ass. We’re gon­na make su­re it gets fed.” Then I felt an­other cock start sli­ding in­to my va­gi­na. It was big­ger, about the size of Cla­rence’s. Al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly I star­ted to cum. With my ass so full and that dick about half way in­to me, I just star­ted to lo­se it. Cla­rence grab­bed the sides of my face and bent down to­ward me and kis­sed me and I star­ted ar­ching and lo­we­ring my back, thra­shing against the cuffs and sprea­ders. “Fuck!” I yel­led in­to Cla­rence’s mouth.
 He held my face and loo­ked at me and said, “Are you mi­ne?” “Yes,” I sc­re­a­med at him, still cum­ming.
 “You’re my litt­le white sla­ve, say it!”
 “I’m your litt­le white sla­ve!”
 “You’re on­ly for me and the brot­has now.”
 “Yes, oh god, yes. Anyo­ne you tell me to.”
 The guy be­hind me was fuck­ing me stea­di­ly now and alt­hough my or­gasm had sub­si­ded, my bo­dy was on fi­re now. I felt li­ke I might cum again at any mo­ment. I heard a man cum­ming and loo­ked over to­ward Bren­da. She was on her back with her legs high in the air. Someo­ne, I couldn’t tell who, was cum­ming in her. She loo­ked so hap­py. Cla­rence tur­ned me back to him. “Tell Ed­die you want him to cum in your litt­le white cunt.” I hadn’t even re­a­li­zed it was Ed­die.
 “Cum in me, Ed­die, ple­a­se!”
 He yel­led back and pi­cked up his pace, slam­ming in­to me. His hands grip­ped my hips so tight it al­most hurt. My tits we­re sway­ing back and forth so hard that I had to lower my chest so they pushed in­to the bed.
 “I’m gon­na fill your litt­le pus­sy up, ba­by!” Cum star­ted drip­ping out of me al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly, run­ning down my thighs in streams. I grab­bed his cock with my muscles and mil­ked him as best I could. As he be­gan to pull out of me, he grab­bed the toy in my ass and pul­led on it, slight­ly. Just enough to pull that last big ball back against my sphinc­ter. I mo­a­ned and qui­ve­red. He tug­ged again. Ed­die said, “Tell me to pull it out and put some­thing big­ger in.”
 I didn’t think I could get any­thing big­ger back the­re, but I didn’t pau­se. “Yes, pull it out. Put any­thing in my ass you want to.” With stea­dy pressu­re, he be­gan to pull again. Pop, pop, pop. One by one they be­gan to slip out of me, each one sen­ding the­se ama­zing wa­ves of ple­a­su­re up my spi­ne. The last few, ho­we­ver, I didn’t even feel lea­ve me. I’m gues­sing I was too stret­ched out by that point.
 Cla­rence put my mouth back on­to his cock and I went back to suck­ing him. With Ed­die no lon­ger in me and the toy go­ne, I felt ter­rib­ly em­pty. The­re was a fresh sla­ther of lu­be put on my ass and I ar­ched up, wai­ting for the next toy. I felt some­thing go in, not far. What­ever it was, was get­ting wi­der as it went in. Pret­ty soon, my ass­ho­le had stret­ched to the sa­me width as the lar­gest ball on the last toy. It didn’t hurt yet, but it couldn’t go any far­ther.
 I was as­s­u­ming it was Ed­die back the­re and he stop­ped pushing so hard, in­s­tead just lea­ving the toy pushed against my ass­ho­le, let­ting me ad­just. Cla­rence mo­ved my head up and down on his cock. I could tas­te his pre-cum.
 Slow­ly, oh so slow­ly, I felt my ass ope­ning up for mo­re. The toy just kept get­ting wi­der though. I was star­ting to get ner­vous about just how big this toy might be. Ed­die stop­ped again and I tried to fo­cus on gi­ving Cla­rence ple­a­su­re. Then, he mo­ved it far­ther and I ope­ned up wi­der. And wi­der. And wi­der. I felt him put mo­re lu­be on the toy and around my ass. I was scared at how it must look. I wan­ted to see and I was ter­ri­fied to look. It must ha­ve go­ne past the wi­dest point be­cau­se sud­den­ly, my ass just swal­lo­wed up a hu­ge chunk of it and I felt my ass­ho­le clo­se around the ba­se. The thick­ness in­side me was enor­mous and I al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly pa­ni­cked about get­ting it back out. Ne­vert­he­less, my ass see­med to li­ke it. I was get­ting the­se litt­le rol­ling wa­ves of ple­a­su­re through my ass­ho­le and up in­to my sto­mach.
 Ed­die be­gan to slow­ly work it around in my ass, tug­ging slight­ly, pushing light­ly, tur­ning it gent­ly. All whi­le I con­ti­nued to suck on Cla­rence’s ma­gni­fi­cent cock. It was co­ve­red in spit now, poo­ling up around his balls and soa­king the sheets. Then I no­ti­ced the wa­ves get­ting stron­ger mo­ving though my ass. The toy was doing some­thing ama­zing. I can’t re­al­ly de­s­cri­be it, but the ple­a­su­re was in­cre­di­ble. I sud­den­ly re­a­li­zed that I was going to ha­ve an­other or­gasm. I loo­ked up at Cla­rence, a look of an­guis­hed ple­a­su­re on my face. “Oh fuck, thank you. Thank you, thank you. Thank you.” I just kept repea­ting it over and over as I star­ted to cum, squee­zing his cock against my cheek with my hand.
 Right af­ter the peak of my or­gasm, Ed­die slow­ly pul­led the toy from me, which al­most sent me in­to an­other or­gasm. It took me a good four or five mi­nu­tes to re­gain my com­pos­ure. I cried a litt­le and just stayed the­re, Cla­rence’s cock pres­sed against my face, my bo­dy sha­king and qui­ve­ring.
 Fi­nal­ly, Cla­rence got up, un­hoo­ked me, took off my cuffs gent­ly and slow­ly. I glan­ced to­ward Bren­da. She was co­ve­red in sweat, her hair and makeup a wreck. An­other guy was poun­ding her from be­hind. She had this gla­zed, other­world­ly look on her. I thought that I must look a litt­le li­ke that. Cla­rence of­fe­red me a bott­le of wa­ter and I drank de­e­p­ly. I took a brief walk around our room, just to get my cir­cu­la­ti­on mo­ving again. Then I stop­ped to watch Bren­da and one of the other girls fuck­ing two guys dog­gysty­le, face to face. They we­re kis­sing each other whi­le the guys fu­cked them from be­hind. I saw the toy that had be­en up my ass sit­ting on the ta­ble. It was hu­ge. The wi­dest point was clo­se to the size of my fist. I was sho­cked…and may­be a litt­le proud that I’d got­ten it up my ass.
 I spent a few mi­nu­tes in the ba­throom, com­po­sing my­self, pe­eing and ge­ne­ral­ly get­ting my shit to­gether. When I ca­me out, Aa­ron was wai­ting for me. He’d al­rea­dy strip­ped down ex­cept for his bo­xer briefs. That smooth, sleek, dark black bo­dy of his was just mes­me­ri­zing. He pul­led me clo­se and kis­sed me, pas­si­o­na­te­ly. It felt a litt­le stran­ge with Cla­rence the­re, al­most li­ke I was chea­ting. The­re’s some irony. I could feel that thick black sna­ke of his stir­ring in his shorts. I slid one hand over it and smi­led up at him. “You gon­na put this thing in my ass?” He grin­ned and nod­ded.
 We hea­ded to the bed and laid down to­gether and just ma­de out for awhi­le. Some­ti­mes we’d stop to check out the ac­ti­on in the next bed. I wat­ched with fa­s­ci­na­ti­on whi­le Bren­da su­cked on Cla­rence’s cock. Ed­die had got­ten hard again and was fuck­ing Bren­da. She must be get­ting so­re by now. She’d had at le­ast four men in­side her.
 Fi­nal­ly, I strip­ped his bo­xers off of him. His prick was to­tal­ly hard and I got scared all over again at how big it was. I thought back to how that toy felt in my ass though and I was deter­mi­ned to make this hap­pen. I was glad to he­ar him say, “You pick the po­si­ti­on to start us off. What­ever works best for you.” I lu­bed him up and re-lu­bed my own ass. I had him lay down on his back and I stradd­led him, cow­girl style. Re­a­ching be­hind me, I grab­bed the ba­se of that mons­ter and pushed it up against my ass­ho­le. It was long enough that I actu­al­ly had to lean for­ward to get it in the right spot.
 Most of the room was wat­ching us as I pushed my hips back against him and his head slip­ped ea­si­ly in to me. My ass was still ama­zin­gly re­la­xed. It was li­ke it had a me­mo­ry. I mo­ved an­other inch or so down on him and took a de­ep breath. My ass wan­ted to be stret­ched again. I could feel it wan­ting mo­re and al­most in­vo­lun­ta­ri­ly I sank down fur­ther on him.
 I knew right then how this was going to go. I was sud­den­ly fee­ling ve­ry in char­ge. I lea­ned down and kis­sed Aa­ron’s chest and bit at his nipp­le light­ly. I ro­cked my hips back up, let­ting his cock al­most slip out of me and then pau­sed. “Are you rea­dy?” I said to him, our eyes lo­cked.
 “I’m rea­dy,” he lo­cked his fin­gers in­to mi­ne. I let out a de­ep breath and sank down on his cock a good five in­ches in one smooth mo­ti­on. “Ho­ly shit!” He cried out, half in ple­a­su­re, half in sur­pri­se. I mo­ved back up an­other inch or so and then slid down again. I could feel my guts re­ad­jus­ting, a litt­le pain­ful­ly, but I kept mo­ving down on him, grab­bing his cock with my ass.
 “I’m not stop­ping,” I brea­thed and just kept going. He tigh­te­ned his grip on my hands. He was in­cre­dib­ly de­ep in my sto­mach, but I just kept going. Then it was in, all the way. I felt his balls press up against my ass cheeks. I just sat still on it for a mo­ment and soa­ked it up. I’d ne­ver had any­thing so big in me be­fo­re. All the way in, he was hit­ting some part of me that hurt a litt­le, but as long as he wasn’t ram­ming in­to me, I could take it. I knew that I’d ne­ver fit him in my pus­sy this way.
 Aa­ron sat up a litt­le and we kis­sed. I slow­ly star­ted to grind on him. I mo­ved around on his cock in slow circles, slow­ly clen­ching my sphinc­ter on his cock. I whi­s­pe­red to him, “I’m going to make you cum in my ass so de­ep.” He nod­ded and I could tell by the look in his eyes that I had him. As he sat up fur­ther, I pres­sed my tits in­to his chest and kis­sed him slow­ly on the mouth, rol­ling my tongue over his teeth. Our mouths open, our lips drif­ting over each other, I said, “I’m going to get eve­ry last drop of your cum in­to me, de­ep in­to my bo­dy.”
 I pi­cked up the pace a litt­le, wor­king my ass fas­ter. I star­ted to get tho­se ama­zing litt­le wa­ves up ple­a­su­re up my ass. Some in­spi­ra­ti­on hit me and I loo­ked back at Cla­rence. “May I cum on his cock? Can I? Ple­a­se?” Cla­rence nod­ded and I smi­led at him. I ground my clit down on Aa­ron’s pel­vis, wor­king an inch or so of his cock in and out of my ass with each mo­ve­ment back and forth. I mo­a­ned in­to his mouth, “I’m gon­na cum with eve­ry fuck­ing inch of that black cock up my ass.”
 I bit his lip as I ca­me. I pushed down on his cock as my or­gasm hit, some­how actu­al­ly wan­ting mo­re of him in me. I bit him hard enough that I tas­ted blood, but he didn’t say any­thing. He was thrus­ting up in­to me what litt­le he could from that po­si­ti­on.
 I kept grin­ding on him, my ass­ho­le fee­ling li­ke it was hoo­ked up to live elec­tri­ci­ty. He mo­ved his hands to my ass cheeks, sprea­ding them. “I’m gon­na do it, Ka­te. I’m going to gi­ve you eve­ry drop you’ve ear­ned. I felt his cock actu­al­ly swell in­side me. It actu­al­ly managed to get lon­ger and fat­ter. He explo­ded in­side me and it felt li­ke the ene­ma all over again. That warm wet fee­ling all up­si­de my guts. He kept pum­ping in­to me as he ca­me. I could feel his cock, slick with lu­be, now even mo­re so with his cum all over it.
 I loo­ked over and saw Cla­rence slow­ly pul­ling his cock out of Bren­da, it was drip­ping with her juices and his cum. She was on her back, swea­ting, her chest hea­ving and her big breasts sin­king to the sides to­wards her arm­pits.
 Aa­ron held me un­til his cock had go­ne comple­te­ly limp in­side me and then slow­ly let it wig­gle free. Even then, I could feel how stret­ched my ass­ho­le still was. When I clim­bed off, Ed­die told me to get on all fours be­cau­se he wan­ted to get a good shot with his vi­deo ca­me­ra of my ass. I did as he as­ked and I felt him slip what felt li­ke three fin­gers in­to me. They slip­ped in with no re­si­stan­ce at all. They ca­me out slop­py with cum and lu­be.
 Eve­r­yo­ne had got­ten off, ma­ny of us mo­re than on­ce and we we­re all ex­haus­ted. I fell as­leep with Aa­ron that night and Cla­rence in the bed next to me with Bren­da. The next mor­ning we all met up for break­fast. My ass was ti­red and so­re, but I didn’t ha­ve any tea­ring and eve­ry time I mo­ved on my seat I had this won­der­ful ten­der re­min­der of the pre­vious night. I as­ked Aa­ron if I’d see him again and he said next time I was in Mo­bi­le, we could meet up. That ma­de me hap­py. I was al­rea­dy loo­king for­ward to our next trip and my next gang­bang. The who­le ri­de back, the phra­se ‘black ow­ned’ and ‘white sla­ve’ kept rol­ling through my mind.


Ple­a­se, Go Ea­sy

Jes­si­ca
I spent the who­le next day on the couch wat­ching TV and snacking on any­thing I could find. I didn’t even get ful­ly dres­sed. Thank­ful­ly, my bro­ther, Ke­vin, didn’t ask too ma­ny ques­ti­ons. He just hung out with me, snug­gled me on the couch a few times and left me alo­ne. My ass­ho­le still hurt, but it wasn’t too bad. My mom ca­me home that night ab­so­lu­te­ly glo­wi­ng from her ‘girls week­end’. I knew she’d be­en with Cla­rence all week­end and I was glad for her. But I wan­ted to just pour my guts out to her and tell her eve­r­y­thing.

In­s­tead, I held it in, wai­ting to be ab­le to tell Cla­rence. Mon­day, af­ter school, I drop­ped by Cla­rence’s place and he was the­re, which was a re­li­ef. But on­ce I was in­side sit­ting with him, I found that I was ly­ing to him. It wasn’t in­ten­ti­o­nal, but when I told him I was up­set about the week­end and con­fu­sed and he as­ked why, I couldn’t bring my­self to be ho­nest.

The truth was that I’d do­ne mo­re drugs than I’d ever do­ne, that I’d let a guy I just met fuck me in the ass whi­le Wes wat­ched and that I al­most let an­other stran­ger fuck me. Even wor­se was that I’d let Wes slap me hard on the way home. Ea­ting at me most of all was the fact that I some­how felt li­ke I’d let Wes down or that he wouldn’t want to talk to me any­mo­re.

But that all soun­ded so weak and pa­the­tic that I couldn’t be ho­nest with Cla­rence about it. In­s­tead, I told him that I’d had a rough week­end, par­tied too hard and was afraid that Wes was mad at me. I ga­ve him the ge­ne­ral idea of the week­end, whi­le lea­ving out all the stuff that was re­al­ly bug­ging me. Some­how, Cla­rence knew I wasn’t tel­ling him eve­r­y­thing, but he didn’t push. “Some­ti­mes, when things get fu­cked up, it’s not about who’s right or wrong, but about put­ting up a peace flag. You know what I mean?” I shrug­ged. “I can tell you li­ke Wes,” he ex­plai­ned, “but whe­ther you actu­al­ly fu­cked up or not, some­ti­mes an apo­lo­gy can smooth shit over quick.”

That ma­de kind of an odd sort of sen­se. He held my hand and said, “Black men ha­ve a lot of pri­de, es­pe­ci­al­ly young ones. Some­ti­mes you la­dies ha­ve to step up and be big­ger about shit, you know? I’m not say­ing you owe Wes an apo­lo­gy, but you ha­ve to de­ci­de which is mo­re im­port­ant to you - ma­king Wes hap­py, or being right. If you actu­al­ly fu­cked up, and I’m su­re you know if you did or didn’t, then you had bet­ter get your ass over to his hou­se and gi­ve him a re­al­ly good apo­lo­gy. The kind whe­re you’re on your knees.”

I laughed and squee­zed his hand. Cla­rence al­ways knew how to make me feel bet­ter. I snug­gled in­to his chest and hug­ged him. “Did you and my mom ha­ve a good week­end?”

He sig­hed. “Ye­ah, we did. Your mom­ma’s a good wo­man. I ho­pe you are still thin­king about tel­ling her you know about us. I’ll keep your se­cret, but I’m as­king you to be ho­nest with her about it.”

“I will. Soon. Pro­mi­se.” The truth though was that I had no idea how to talk to my mom about this stuff wi­thout gi­ving her all of the truth. And that scared me.

Two days la­ter, I got a text from Wes tel­ling me he was going to pick me up in an hour and to be on the cor­ner. I rus­hed, put on a cute out­fit and my makeup and told Ke­vin to tell mom that I might be out la­te.

When Wes pi­cked me up, he loo­ked kind of mad and he didn’t kiss me. We dro­ve si­lent­ly for a bit and then I just bro­ke down and apo­lo­gi­zed. I was deter­mi­ned not to cry though, I wan­ted to keep my makeup per­fect. “I fu­cked up,” I star­ted. “I didn’t think about your seats. I was still a litt­le fu­cked up and ti­red. I know that’s no ex­cu­se, but I’m re­al­ly sor­ry and it won’t hap­pen again. Can you for­gi­ve me?”

We pul­led up at light and he tur­ned and smi­led at me, “That’s all you had to say, ba­by.” He kis­sed me and a hu­ge weight ca­me off of me. It turns out he was ta­king me to the mall. He said he kind of felt bad for the way things had go­ne down af­ter we left the par­ty too. He took me to some shops and bought me some re­al­ly cute new out­fits and even got me some lin­ge­rie. I was blown away by how much he spent on me. He must ha­ve drop­ped $500 on clo­thes for me.

When we got back to his place, he had me mo­del for him. We put on some mu­sic and I’d run to the ba­throom and put on new stuff for him and co­me back and dance in it whi­le he laid on the bed smo­king a blunt. I’d got­ten a cute litt­le black cotton mi­nis­kirt, a pink hal­ter, a track out­fit, some white heels that he pi­cked out and this gor­geous litt­le black and red ted­dy that ca­me up re­al­ly high on my hips.

I put that one on and even ran out to te­a­se his room­ma­te Rol­lie. He wa­ved me on and laughed. I li­ked Rol­lie. He al­ways pre­ten­ded to not be che­cking me out, but I knew he was any­way, de­spi­te his gentleman act.

I sho­wed off the ted­dy to Wes and he told me to slow­ly strip for him. He had some 50 Cent going on his iPod and I wor­ked my out­fit off my shoul­ders and slow­ly down to my feet as I wig­gled my way out of it. As I hit my hips, I tur­ned and wig­gled it over my butt slow­ly. He stood up and kis­sed me light­ly, then step­ped back, loo­king me up and down. “You my girl, right?” I wasn’t su­re whe­re he was going with this.

 “You mean, are we li­ke boyfri­end and gir­l­fri­end?”
He laughed. “No, I mean, you my girl, right?” He grab­bed my arm firm­ly and pul­led me up clo­se to him. I still wasn’t su­re ex­act­ly what he was get­ting at, but I nod­ded. “Okay then, from now on, I want you to start kee­ping that pus­sy shaved for me, ya heard? And do your fin­gers and to­es up. I li­ke that shit.”

“I can do that!” I li­ked the idea of dres­sing up to ple­a­se him. I kept my pus­sy kind of trim­med. I didn’t ha­ve a lot of hair down the­re to be­gin with, but ma­king it bald wouldn’t be a big deal. I was kind all over the place with my nails. I ne­ver let them grow ve­ry long and I ha­ted put­ting on fa­kes. I some­ti­mes did my to­es, but in New Or­leans, you end up in flip flops and open to­ed stuff a lot and it was so ea­sy to get it chip­ped. But if it meant ma­king Wes hap­py, I could step up to it.

He sat down on the ed­ge of his bed and said, “Good. Now why don’t you get down here and show me how sor­ry you are for ma­king that mess in my ri­de.” I im­me­di­a­te­ly thought of Cla­rence. He was right. A good blow job and Wes would for­get all about it. I got down on my knees and pul­led out that lus­cious cock of his and went to work on it. He stop­ped me af­ter a few mi­nu­tes and told me to hold up. He wan­ted to smo­ke up be­fo­re he ca­me. We sat on the bed and shared his flask and smo­ked a litt­le. I was fee­ling ni­ce and re­la­xed when he pas­sed me a litt­le tray. “Do a bump.”

I wasn’t ne­a­r­ly as a stoned or drunk as I was when I’d do­ne coke the week be­fo­re. I did re­mem­ber how good it felt though and how tur­ned on I was. He hel­ped me set up a line and then ga­ve me some tips on how to sn­ort pro­per­ly.

Alt­hough my thro­at and no­se felt kind of numb and tin­gly, it felt li­ke it went al­most straight to my pus­sy. I went back to suck­ing Wes’s dick. He grab­bed the back of my head and said, “We gon­na get this dick all the way down.” I could get about half of his cock in­to my mouth nor­mal­ly, but he was deter­mi­ned to push my head down far­ther. I wan­ted to de­ep thro­at him, but it was dif­fi­cult. It hel­ped that he wasn’t to­tal­ly erect and ha­ving my thro­at kind of numb hel­ped too. But eve­ry time I thought I was get­ting far­ther down on him, I’d gag a litt­le mo­re. I was pushing my head back up a litt­le bit each time, but his hands would push me back down.

The­re was an ama­zing amount of drool co­ming out of my mouth and run­ning down his cock to his balls. It was thick and ro­pey, but I could still tas­te the litt­le bit of cum lea­king out of his dick through it. Still, I couldn’t keep it up. I was going to throw up soon. I’d had the­se litt­le mi­ni-gags. I strug­gled away from him fi­nal­ly, “I can’t, I can’t. I’m gon­na throw up.”

He re­a­ched over and pul­led a was­te bas­ket next to him. “Get back to it, bitch. I want your lips on the ba­se of this black dick.” I took a de­ep breath and nod­ded and went back to it. I tried so hard to re­lax my thro­at and get mo­re of him in. I’d got­ten bet­ter with re­la­xing past the gag, but I still had a long way to go. I could actu­al­ly feel him get­ting har­der in my thro­at which ma­de it wor­se. His head was pushing against my gag re­flex.

Su­re enough, I lost it. I pushed up against his thighs and got my mouth over the was­te­bas­ket just as I threw up in­to it. I coughed and spat for a mi­nu­te. I had tears run­ning down my face, my makeup was tras­hed and the­re was spit run­ning down my chin. I didn’t want to think about how ter­ri­ble I must look.

Wes had a di­s­ap­poin­ted look on his face. “Damn girl, I was about to nut.”
 “Sor­ry,” I said through tears.
 “Co­me here,” He guided me in front of his cock and then he star­ted jer­king off. “Open your mouth.” He was stro­king it long and smooth, ma­king a litt­le circling mo­ti­on as he got to his head. It didn’t take him long to cum and he put his head just in­side my mouth. “Swal­low it, bitch, all of it.” I wrap­ped my lips around his head and star­ted swal­lo­wi­ng. I al­most threw up again as a lar­ge glob of cum shot straight down and hit the back of my thro­at. Some­how I managed to keep it all down though. Wes re­la­xed back on his bed and went to light a ci­ga­ret­te. I felt kind of bad that I hadn’t be­en ab­le to suck him off to an or­gasm, but I was al­so still re­al­ly horny. “Can we fuck in a few mi­nu­tes?” I laid back on the bed next to him.
 Wes re­a­ched over and felt my pus­sy. His fin­gers ca­me away shi­ny and sticky. “I’m too high to get it up again for a bit. You need some­thing in that cunt though?” I nod­ded, sprea­ding my legs for him as he sat up. “Start rub­bing your pus­sy. Rub that shit out for me.” I re­a­ched bet­ween my legs and star­ted run­ning my fin­gers against my clit. Wes re­a­ched down over the bed and ca­me back with some­thing in his hands. I let out a yelp and star­ted to clo­se my legs.
 “Open tho­se fuck­ing legs.” I he­si­ta­ted. “Bitch, I ain’t play­in. Open up.” I slow­ly spread my legs. “Go back to play­ing with that pus­sy.” He had an em­pty beer bott­le in his hand. He grab­bed the ba­se and pushed the nar­row end in­to my pus­sy. The nar­row part went in ea­sy, and he wasn’t going fast. But on­ce it got to the wi­de part, it wasn’t going to be that sim­ple.
 “Ple­a­se go ea­sy,” I begged. Wes kept pushing and even­tu­al­ly my pus­sy ga­ve in and took it. He pushed it all in and I tried to fo­cus on my clit. He star­ted wor­king it in and out of my pus­sy. It felt awk­ward in me and eve­ry time he thrust for­ward I was re­min­ded that it was a bott­le in me and not a cock. The nar­row top didn’t re­al­ly feel so gre­at. But then, wi­thout re­al­ly try­ing, I found my­self get­ting clo­se to an or­gasm. I re­a­li­zed that I’d spread my legs wi­der and brought my knees up. Wes was fuck­ing me with the bott­le hard and fast now and I could feel the co­cai­ne cour­sing through me. I ca­me so hard that I’m su­re eve­ry one of Wes’s room­ma­tes heard me. Wes star­ted to pull out the bott­le and I re­a­ched bet­ween my legs, grab­bed his wrists and pul­led it back in­to me. It wasn’t a cock, but Wes was with me and I wan­ted to keep that fee­ling of full­ness for just a few mo­re mi­nu­tes. I wan­ted to stay in that drea­my state you get from coke and an or­gasm.
 He let me chill for a few mo­re mi­nu­tes, then had me get dres­sed and hel­ped me pack up my new clo­thes. He told me he had to meet with some fri­ends, so I’d ha­ve to walk home. On the way home, I star­ted co­ming off the coke. My thro­at and my pus­sy star­ted to hurt, but I was ex­ci­ted about Wes and I. We we­ren’t da­ting, but I was ‘his girl’. I li­ked that, what­ever it meant. I had all the­se beau­ti­ful new clo­thes too. The rest of my sum­mer was going to be pret­ty awe­so­me.


The Shit Hits The Fan

Ka­te
Cla­rence and I got back from Mo­bi­le and my first gang­bang and I was on cloud ni­ne. Even that night, in my own bed, I could still feel the ghost of Aa­ron’s enor­mous cock in my ass. What al­so sur­pri­sed me was how I wasn’t fee­ling ve­ry jea­lous about Cla­rence’s in­terac­ti­ons with Bren­da. She felt li­ke a sis­ter to me and it felt right that she and I share Cla­rence. Plus, the thought of being ‘pos­ses­si­ve’ of Cla­rence just didn’t seem right. He could be pos­ses­si­ve of us, but not the other way around. Again, it was in­stinc­tu­al.

Some­thing was bo­the­ring my daugh­ter, Jes­si­ca, but I didn’t want to pry. She see­med a litt­le down and I had the fee­ling some stuff had go­ne down for her over the week­end.

I took the op­por­tu­ni­ty to see Jay on Mon­day night. I’d mis­sed him and we spent a long, lei­su­re­ly night at his place, drin­king and fuck­ing. We had to go a litt­le slow as I was still a litt­le so­re all over, but I ma­de su­re to put a smi­le on his face.

Wed­nes­day though…the shit hit the fan. I was out shop­ping and when I ca­me home, Da­vid was the­re. He wasn’t sup­po­sed to be back from his work trip for an­other four or five days. In­s­tead, he was ar­gu­i­ng in the living room with Jes­si­ca. Their voi­ces we­re rai­sed and he was hol­ding clo­thes of hers in his hands. It took me a few mi­nu­tes to get co­he­rent ans­wers from eit­her of them about what was going on. Ap­pa­rent­ly, a boy had bought Jes­si­ca some clo­thes and Da­vid didn’t ap­pro­ve. The­re was a short skirt and some lin­ge­rie and a few other items. They we­re pret­ty pro­vo­ca­ti­ve.

Da­vid was yel­ling at her, “You’ll look li­ke a dir­ty litt­le who­re! You aren’t wea­ring this shit! I’m gon­na ha­ve words with this guy!”
 Jes­si­ca was sc­re­a­ming back at him, “I can we­ar what I want! I’m al­most se­ven­teen! Why the fuck do you care, any­way? You’re not going to see me in them!”
 I fi­nal­ly managed to se­pa­ra­te them. I told Da­vid I’d talk to her and deal with it. He didn’t seem to li­ke that much, but fi­nal­ly agreed. When I got Jes­si­ca alo­ne, it took her awhi­le to cool down. She bro­ke down and cried at the idea that her fa­ther might try to meet this guy, Wes, who’d bought her the clo­thes.
 “Be­cau­se he’s black?” I as­ked.
 “He isn’t just black mom. He’s the kind of guy dad’s al­ways going on about. He’s li­ke, twen­ty two…and he’s kin­da, you know…thug.” She was re­al­ly em­bar­ras­sed. I can’t say that her de­s­crip­ti­on of Wes didn’t wor­ry me a litt­le as well. Alt­hough, they we­re about the sa­me ages that Da­vid and I we­re when we met.
 I spent a few mo­re mi­nu­tes coo­ling her off. Then I told her she could keep eve­r­y­thing, but that I’d ha­ve to take the skirt and the ted­dy. She could still we­ar them, but I’d hi­de them be­cau­se her fa­ther was su­re to go through her room. She ga­ve me a half smi­le, still wi­ping up tears. She stop­ped me just be­fo­re I left and as­ked, “Mom, did you ever date a guy who might be kind of a bad boy, but you li­ked him any­way?”
 I smi­led and sig­hed, “Ho­ney, you’re fa­ther was the bad­dest boy I’d met when I was a kid. He got me pre­gnant with you and bro­ther be­fo­re I was eigh­teen. Think about that for a bit.” I left her alo­ne with that, thin­king to my­self that I knew ex­act­ly what she meant. Cla­rence, Jay and Aa­ron we­re all pret­ty ni­ce guys - but how “ni­ce” we­re they if they we­re pas­sing me around li­ke a who­re, kno­wing I was mar­ried? And Sam? I didn’t trust him at all. I had a thing for bad boys as much as my daugh­ter did.
 What did all that say about me? Was I just some chea­ting slut? Was I a bad per­son?
 I slip­ped Jes­si­ca’s clo­thes in­to a back cor­ner of a linen clo­set to take care of la­ter. I found Da­vid in our room. He had a drink in his hand and he see­med re­al­ly trou­bled. I told him that Jes­si­ca had gi­ven up the clo­thes and agreed to stop seeing this boy if he’d agree to not push things far­ther. He just sort of shrug­ged and I could tell some­thing el­se was bo­the­ring him. Why was he home ear­ly? He’d be­en acting kind of odd sin­ce the be­gin­ning of sum­mer actu­al­ly. Then fe­ar was­hed over me. He knows. He knows I’ve be­en chea­ting. Wor­se, I’ve be­en chea­ting with black men. Not one, but mul­ti­ple. My sto­mach star­ted going in­to knots.
 But then, I got one of the big­gest shocks of my life. Da­vid con­fes­sed that he’d be­en chea­ting. He’d be­en slee­ping with a co-wor­ker’s wife for three years on and off. The room was spin­ning on me. Da­vid told me that they’d star­ted get­ting kind of serious over the last year and that they’d tal­ked about lea­ving their mar­ri­a­ges for each other. I star­ted fee­ling ill. Then he said that a few months ago she had bal­ked and star­ted backing off. Things coo­led, but then they got to­gether over the last few days. He told me that his work trip had on­ly be­en one week long and that the se­cond week was sup­po­sed to be a ge­ta­way for the two of them.
 I sat si­lent­ly whi­le he pou­red all this out. He said that they got to­gether, things got hea­ted, he put out an ul­ti­ma­tum and she en­ded it. The next day, she’d go­ne home and said she was going to con­fess to her hus­band. That’s when he de­ci­ded to co­me home and tell me about it. He wasn’t su­re it would ever co­me to light at work or get back to me, but he felt so bad about it, that he had to be ho­nest.
 Our con­ver­sa­ti­on slow­ly devol­ved in­to ac­cu­sa­ti­ons, ques­ti­ons, and yel­ling. We argued about his sex drive and fi­de­li­ty, my sex drive, who did what and when. We went in circles for hours. Things just kept ram­ping up, our voi­ces get­ting lou­der, the rhe­to­ric get­ting uglier. Fi­nal­ly, I couldn’t take any­mo­re. “I chea­ted too, fu­cker!”
 At first he wouldn’t be­lie­ve me. He told me I was ma­king it up to be spi­te­ful. But the mo­re he as­ked for de­tails, the mo­re I back­tra­cked. I al­rea­dy re­gret­ted say­ing it. I couldn’t tell him about Cla­rence or any­thing el­se. I just told him that it was over and that I wouldn’t get in­to spe­ci­fics.
 Two days la­ter, we agreed to go to mar­ri­a­ge coun­se­ling through our church.
 I hadn’t had the chan­ce to tell Cla­rence or Jay the de­tails of what was going on. I just tex­ted them that I had trou­ble at home and they kept a re­spect­ful di­stan­ce. Cla­rence even­tu­al­ly tex­ted about a week la­ter. It was a we­ek­day and I was just wat­ching TV. His text was: Be at my door in 15. On­ly we­ar a ro­be.
 I did it, wal­king ba­re­foot the one block over to his place. Wea­ring just a ro­be. I didn’t ha­ve time to put much makeup on, just some eye­li­ner and lip­stick. I pul­led my hair back in­to a po­ny­tail.
 When Cla­rence ans­we­red the door he was na­ked. It was sur­pri­sing sin­ce I hadn’t se­en him in a bit. He led me in and I saw Bren­da and an­other girl I didn’t re­co­gni­ze. They we­re on all fours, na­ked, side by side on Cla­rence’s living room floor. With them was Sam, al­so na­ked, knee­ling be­hind the wo­man I didn’t know. In the chair be­hind Sam was a na­ked midd­le-aged white guy that I’d ne­ver se­en.
 I loo­ked at Cla­rence for some kind of cla­ri­fi­ca­ti­on. He slip­ped my ro­be off and guided me over to the other girls, put­ting me down on all fours alongsi­de them. He sat in front of me and guided my mouth to­ward his dick. I star­ted suck­ing him and it felt re­al­ly good to tas­te him in my mouth again. Cla­rence had such a dis­tinc­ti­ve tas­te to his cock. I loved the short litt­le cur­ly hair around the ba­se of his beau­ti­ful prick.
 Glan­cing side­ways, I wat­ched Sam start fuck­ing the wo­man from be­hind. His hips we­re slam­ming in­to her ass ma­king a slap­ping sound. She was mo­a­ning and thrus­ting her hips back at him, her blon­de hair flip­ping around and co­ver­ing her face. Sam loo­ked over his shoul­der at the white guy, who was slow­ly stro­king his dick and said, “This is what you want to see? Your wife get­tin’ fu­cked by a re­al man?”
 The ave­ra­ge loo­king, kind of pas­ty and out of sha­pe white guy didn’t ans­wer.
 Sam pul­led his cock out and mo­ved over to Bren­da who was right in bet­ween us. He slip­ped right in­to Bren­da wi­thout chan­ging con­doms. Sam loo­ked back to the guy again and said, “See all this white pus­sy, we’re get­ting? Ye­ah, we’ll fuck the shit out­ta your litt­le who­re of a wife. Make her cum li­ke you ne­ver could.”
 I was try­ing to fo­cus on suck­ing Cla­rence’s cock, but it was dif­fi­cult. This was all re­al­ly new to me. Then I heard Cla­rence speak up, “Quit stro­king your dick, you litt­le pus­sy. Lucky we’re even let­ting you watch. Touch your dick again and I’ll ha­ve you stand in the cor­ner.” He said it with a dis­gust in his voi­ce that I’d ne­ver heard.
 The guy stop­ped tou­ching his dick. The­re we­re so ma­ny new dy­na­mics at play here that I wasn’t su­re what my ro­le was or how I should be acting. All I could do was try to fo­cus on Cla­rence. But that guy. The white guy. Whi­le I was sit­ting the­re suck­ing on Cla­rence, I couldn’t pic­ture his face, even though I’d just loo­ked at him. All I could pic­ture was Da­vid. That look on my hus­band’s face as he told me he’d chea­ted. How as­ha­med he was. I kept try­ing to get the image out of my head, but all I could see was Da­vid sit­ting in that chair wat­ching me suck an­other man’s dick.
 Sam mo­ved from Bren­da to me, grab­bing my hips. I didn’t want his cock in me. Just the thought of Sam fuck­ing me was ma­king me a litt­le nau­seous. Plus, his cock had be­en in two other peo­ple with the sa­me con­dom, one a stran­ger. He lined his cock up bet­ween my legs and said, “Check out this fi­ne ass white pus­sy. This bitch on­ly takes it black now, don’t you?”
 I re­a­li­zed I was star­ting to cry. I leapt up and said to Cla­rence, “I’m sor­ry, I can’t. I ha­ve to go.” I didn’t wait for a re­p­ly. He tried to grab my hand, but I slip­ped away. I grab­bed my ro­be and ran out the door.
 It was a ve­ry long time be­fo­re I saw Cla­rence again.


Litt­le Snow Bun­ny

Jes­si­ca
So, when I got home that day, my dad found the clo­thes Wes had bought me. He flip­ped out pret­ty bad. My mom was cool about it though and I af­ter awhi­le it see­med li­ke they we­re figh­ting about stuff other than me.

A few days la­ter, my dad told me that I had a 9 pm cur­few for the rest of the sum­mer un­less I as­ked per­mis­si­on from him. I tried to get my mom to side with me on that one, but he wouldn’t bud­ge. It ma­de it re­al­ly hard to see Wes and he was re­al­ly di­s­ap­poin­ted. Lots of the time, Wes didn’t even wa­ke up un­til af­ter 1 or 2, so ba­si­cal­ly, all we could do was hang out and hook up in the af­ter­no­ons. It al­so meant I had to cut down on my drin­king and smo­king weed. My dad would no­ti­ce for su­re. He al­ways ca­me in to check on me at 9 to make su­re I was home.

What I wan­ted to do was set up a ‘sleep over’ with a fri­end and then skip out to Wes’s. But I didn’t ha­ve any fri­ends that would co­ver for me that my dad would ac­cept. Ke­vin, my bro­ther, ca­me to my res­cue though. He’d dated that girl Jen­ni­fer and said that they we­re still pret­ty fri­end­ly and that she would pro­ba­b­ly co­ver for me. I cal­led her and we chat­ted and af­ter some con­vin­cing and a pro­mi­se that I’d hook her up with some blow at some point, she agreed.

My dad though was being a to­tal hard ass about stuff. He said that he wan­ted to drive me over and meet Jen­ni­fer, even though Ke­vin had vou­ched for her. But she to­tal­ly played it cool and my dad even met her mom. We went ups­tairs to her room and chil­led, wai­ting for a chan­ce for me to slip out past her folks. I chan­ged out of my ‘dad fri­end­ly’ clo­thes and put on the new mi­nis­kirt Wes had got­ten me and the white heels. I was still get­ting used to wal­king in them and I felt a litt­le dumb and awk­ward.

Jen­ni­fer was pret­ty cool and we got along right away. She was a year be­hind me, about to be­co­me a Ju­ni­or. She had this beau­ti­ful short black hair that was kind of spi­ky and had this sort of punk rock look that re­al­ly wor­ked on her. I as­ked her why she wasn’t seeing my bro­ther any­mo­re and she said, “A few re­a­sons. He said he had a thing for your cou­sin, Al­li­son. But al­so, I met an­other guy and it just didn’t feel right with Ke­vin any­mo­re.” She got a stran­ge look on her face and wouldn’t make eye con­tact with me.

By the time I managed to sneak out, I felt li­ke she and I had struck up a ge­nu­i­ne fri­end­ship. It felt ni­ce to ha­ve a gir­l­fri­end who knew I was going to see a black guy and not freak out on me. Jen­ni­fer got me out through a ba­throom win­dow that she al­ways used and I crept down to the cor­ner and tex­ted Wes to pick me up.

In­s­tead, it was his room­ma­te, Rol­lie, who pi­cked me up. He told me that Wes was ta­king care of some busi­ness and that he’d meet me back at his place. I was sup­po­sed to wait for him. I hop­ped in with Rol­lie and we took off.

Back at their place, Rol­lie in­tro­du­ced me to TD, their other room­ma­te. He had a thick Afro and a scowl on his face and I could tell right away he didn’t li­ke me. He didn’t even hard­ly look at me when I wal­ked in. The other per­son the­re was Tony, the guy who’d held the par­ty we went to a cou­ple of weeks back and the on­ly guy I’d had anal sex with. He was a bo­dy­guard for a New Or­leans rap­per and he was in­ti­mi­da­tin­gly strong. But he’d al­so be­en pret­ty ni­ce and he was re­al­ly cute. It was re­al­ly cool to see him.

“Hi, Tony!” I said, and im­me­di­a­te­ly felt em­bar­ras­sed at how ex­ci­ted I soun­ded.
 “What’s up, ba­by girl?” He smi­led at me, stood up and kis­sed me on the cheek and ga­ve my ass a light squee­ze, then sat back down.
 TD loo­ked over at Tony and said, “This is that cra­cker bitch Wes was tal­king about?”
 Tony frow­ned. “Why you got­ta be li­ke that? Shit, she’s al­right.”
 He tur­ned to me and said, “Don’t pay that nig­ga no mind, ya heard? He just got a pro­blem with white girls.”
 TD scow­led at us both and went back to wat­ching TV and drin­king his beer. I chat­ted with Rol­lie and Tony and wai­ted. Af­ter a bit, Tony bus­ted out some coke and set up a line for him­self.
 “I don’t sup­po­se you ha­ve a litt­le ex­tra for me?” Doing a bump soun­ded awe­so­me. I nee­ded some­thing to dis­tract my­self from thin­king about the bull­shit with my dad and how un­com­fort­a­ble TD was ma­king me feel.
 “I’m actu­al­ly wai­tin’ on Wes to co­me back with some mo­re for me. This is all I’ve got.” He shrug­ged.
 “Shit. I was ho­ping to do a bump and may­be get a litt­le for my fri­end who co­ve­red for me to­night.” This night was kind of going dow­n­hill fast.
 “Tell you what, I’ll hook you up with some of my stash af­ter Wes gets here and I can split this here line up. ” He star­ted di­vi­ding the line in­to two smal­ler lines with a cre­dit card.
 “Okay, thanks!” We did the bump and Rol­lie pas­sed us a cou­ple of 40s. I felt that won­der­ful rush of the coke go through me and I pur­red li­ke a kit­ty in­side.
 Tony said, “How much you want for your fri­end?”
 I shrug­ged. “Not much re­al­ly. A few bumps?” I had no idea how to mea­su­re or purcha­se co­cai­ne.
 Tony laughed and said, “Al­right, I’ll hook you up. Just call it fif­ty.”
 “Fif­ty bucks? I don’t ha­ve that much!” Now I was fee­ling stu­pid.
 “Well, how much you got?” He loo­ked at me li­ke I was twel­ve.
 “Li­ke, ten, may­be?”
 He lea­ned back in his chair, “Fuck, girl, that’s hard­ly gon­na co­ver the bump I just ga­ve you.” I shrug­ged un­com­fort­ab­ly in my chair. He sig­hed, shook his head. “Al­right, tell you what, suck my dick and we good.”
 “It’s okay, I’ll get her the coke some other time.” I took a big swig of my beer, fee­ling re­al­ly stu­pid now.
 “Well, you still owe me for that bump, girl. You think this shit is cheap? I ain’t no fuck­ing can­dy man. If you ain’t got the cash, get over here and suck my dick. Don’t act li­ke you ain’t had your mouth on it be­fo­re.”
 This is not how I’d plan­ned this eve­ning at all. I li­ked Tony and I felt stu­pid for not kno­wing that I’d ha­ve to pay to do his coke. But I didn’t want Wes seeing me suck­ing Tony’s dick when he wal­ked in eit­her. On the other hand, last time I’d foo­led around with Tony, Wes and about eight other peo­ple we­re wat­ching and he didn’t seem to care then, so what did it re­al­ly mat­ter?
 I got up, shrug­ged, and wal­ked over to him whe­re he was sea­ted in an an old ea­sy chair. He spread his legs and I got down on my knees. He star­ted un­zip­ping his pants but TD spo­ke up just then. “Hey nig­ga! Don’t be doin’ that shit in here! I don’t wan­na see that shit, this ain’t no peep­show!”
 Rol­lie spo­ke up too. “Ye­ah, man, I shouldn’t re­al­ly be in the sa­me room neit­her. My pa­ro­le and shit. Take her in to my room if you don’t want to go in Wes’s.”
 Tony sig­hed and stood up, grab­bing my wrist and pul­ling me to my feet. “Let’s go.”
 I was sort of an­noy­ed, but then it hit me. Tony was re­al­ly hot, he wan­ted me to suck his dick and I got some coke out of it. I would’ve pro­ba­b­ly do­ne it for free. What was I com­plai­ning about?
 He led me in­to Rol­lie’s room, un­did his pants, let­ting them fall to his an­kles and pushed my shoul­ders down till I drop­ped on my knees. Rol­lie had some old ts­hirts around and I sho­ved them un­der my knees. “Get to work, girl.” He put his hands on the back of my head, but he didn’t push li­ke Wes did. He just let me do my thing, which was good. I got a much bet­ter rhythm going. I stro­ked his shaft with one hand, cup­ped his balls with an­other and su­cked on his head.
 His cock got hard in my mouth fast, which ma­de me both hap­py and tur­ned on. Plus, he had the big­gest balls I’d ever se­en. I hadn’t re­al­ly got­ten a good look last time, but they we­re enor­mous and hai­ry. They hung down li­ke two golf balls bet­ween his legs.
 Tony’s hips be­gan to pump for­ward and I had to com­pen­sa­te a litt­le. I had a hu­ge amount of spit buil­ding up on his cock, which I found was hel­ping me get mo­re of him in­to my thro­at. I was lear­ning to kind of con­trol my gag re­flex a litt­le. Eve­ry time he mo­ved out, I’d take a quick litt­le breath through my no­se.
 We kept going li­ke that for a few mi­nu­tes and he re­al­ly see­med to li­ke it as much as I was li­king doing it to him. The­re is nothing qui­te li­ke fee­ling a man get hard in your hands and mouth. But he stop­ped a few mi­nu­tes la­ter. “Think I need to tap that pus­sy, bitch.” He pul­led me to my feet.
 “Hey, that wasn’t the deal!” I said play­ful­ly.
 “I’ll hook your fri­end up,” he said. He spun me around to­ward Rol­lie’s bed, which was a pro­per bed, off the floor and all. He pushed me over it so that my waist was at the ed­ge of the bed. I put my heels flat on the floor, but kept my legs clo­sed.
 Tony re­a­ched a big strong hand right up my skirt and yan­ked my un­der­we­ar down to the midd­le of my thighs. He ki­cked at my feet, sprea­ding my legs un­til my un­der­we­ar we­re stret­ched wi­de. Then with both hands he pushed my skirt up to­ward my sto­mach un­til my ass and pus­sy we­re ex­po­sed.
 “God­damn you a ni­ce litt­le whoo­ty, bitch. Stick it in the air for me. Put it up. Let’s see it clap.” I did my best to wig­gle my ass, but he just laughed. “We’re gon­na ha­ve to get you some les­sons on how to shake that shit.”
 He mo­ved in bet­ween my legs and ca­me up right on my ass. Tony’s a big guy, pro­ba­b­ly clo­se to twi­ce my size. When his hips pres­sed up against my ass, the who­le bed shook and I ro­cked for­ward.
 Tony slid his dick bet­ween my ass cheeks and see-sa­wed it back and forth. Then I heard him te­ar open a rub­ber. “Got a bet­ter one this time girl. Shit ain’t gon­na break on me.” He rol­led it on, then flip­ped his cock back down bet­ween my legs. I ope­ned up for him as best I could and he slip­ped right in­to me. I shi­ve­red as my bo­dy re­mem­be­red his girth.
 Tho­se mas­si­ve hands of his wrap­ped around my hips and he pul­led me back to­ward him with eve­ry thrust. It was all I could do to keep my ba­lan­ce and my feet on the ground. Af­ter about the third thrust he was all the way in­to me and stret­ching me good. I’d be­en pret­ty fu­cked up at that par­ty whe­re he’d last be­en in me, but now I un­der­stood why I’d be­en so so­re the next day. His cock was just a litt­le wi­der than Wes’s and about as long. Mo­re than any­thing it was his width that was get­ting me all wet. Whi­le Wes’s was just about enough to fill me length wi­se, Tony’s was so fat that I felt im­pa­led on it. “Fuck­ing thing weighs a ton,” I mum­b­led in­to the bed.
 Af­ter a bit, it was just too much for both of us. The po­si­ti­on was ma­king it hard for eit­her of us to get a rhythm going. He pi­cked me up at my hips and sort of tos­sed me on­to the bed on my sto­mach. I star­ted to get up on all fours, but he pushed me back down on my bel­ly. Tony lo­we­red him­self down on me and ho­ly shit, I’d ne­ver had such a hea­vy man on top of me. It felt won­der­ful. I could ba­re­ly brea­the with his weight on me, but he prop­ped him­self up on one arm enough that he wasn’t crus­hing me.
 He pushed my legs to­gether, with his on eit­her side of mi­ne and slip­ped that gi­ant dick back in­to me. Fuck, he was de­ep in me. This man re­al­ly knew how to work his cock too. A ques­ti­on ca­me out of my mouth wi­thout me re­al­ly thin­king about it. As he was fuck­ing me, I said, “Fuck, how old are you?”
 “Thir­ty five.” He kept pum­ping in­to me and I could feel my­self get­ting wet­ter and wet­ter.
 “Ho­ly shit…you’re al­most old enough to be my dad.” It was kind of weird ha­ving sex with someo­ne in their 30s.
 Tony didn’t miss a beat though. “Shit, you bet­ter call me dad­dy then, litt­le girl.”
 “Ugh. No.” That kind of gros­sed me out.
 He lea­ned in clo­se to one ear and grab­bed a hand­ful of my hair, pul­ling it tight enough to hurt. “I said, call me dad­dy.”
 “Dad­dy,” I said through grit­ted teeth as he con­ti­nued to fuck me.
 “Say you love your dad­dy’s dick.”
 He ea­sed up enough on my hair that I could mo­ve my head a bit again. I tur­ned to look over my shoul­der so I could see his eyes. He wan­ted me to call him dad­dy, so I de­ci­ded to go with it. “I love that dick, dad­dy. Fuck my litt­le pus­sy.”
 Tony see­med to li­ke that and he sat up on his knees, kee­ping me in the sa­me spot. He put his hands on my ass cheeks and spread them. God, he was fuck­ing strong. He was using the mo­ti­on of the bed and his hips to rock in and out of my pus­sy. Then, he rai­sed a hand up and brought it down on my ass, hard. I re­mem­be­red back to when Wes had do­ne it. That first hit was a sur­pri­se, but now I was rea­dy for mo­re of them. He span­ked the other cheek, then back to the first. I cried out, “Owwww,” each time he did them. Each time, he hit me a litt­le har­der. I fi­nal­ly got to the point whe­re I couldn’t take any mo­re and tried to re­ach back and co­ver my ass with my hands. That didn’t go well. He caught both my wrists and pin­ned them be­hind my back with one hand. With his free hand, he con­ti­nued span­king my ass, hard. At a certain point though, the stin­ging kind of lost it’s strength. I think I was going a bit numb.
 Slow­ly, I star­ted fee­ling an or­gasm co­ming on. It didn’t re­al­ly make sen­se. I mean, my arms kind of hurt from being be­hind my back, my butt was ting­ling all over, my thighs we­re get­ting ti­red from sup­por­ting so much of Tony’s weight. So, I guess I just didn’t see how I could be tur­ned on enough to cum, but the­re it was. My ‘oww’s’ tur­ned in­to ‘oh’s’ and Tony lea­ned in and grow­led at me, “Did dad­dy make his litt­le snow bun­ny cum?”
 All I could manage was, “Yes, yes, yes dad­dy.”
 About a mi­nu­te la­ter, he ca­me in me, si­lent­ly other than a sort of low gut­tu­ral noi­se he ma­de be­neath his breath. As soon as he was finis­hed, he pul­led out of me and clim­bed off, lea­ving me sort of da­zed.
 He slip­ped the rub­ber off and held it up. The­re was an im­pres­si­ve amount of cum in it and I re­mem­be­red tho­se big balls of his. Sud­den­ly, I re­al­ly wis­hed he’d cum in­side me in­s­tead of in the rub­ber, but I didn’t say any­thing. Tony tos­sed the rub­ber on the bed next to me and said, “Sou­ve­nir, ba­by.”
 As he was pul­ling his pants up, Wes wal­ked in. I was still lay­ing on the bed, my un­der­we­ar around my knees, my ass co­ve­red in my own wet­ness. Wes loo­ked me up and down, then tur­ned to Tony. “She take care of you, bro?”
 Tony loo­ked at me then back to Wes. “Ye­ah, you got your­self a litt­le freak the­re. I’ll hit that shit any day.” He smi­led at me and ad­ded, “You and me, ba­by. I wan­na get me some mo­re of that boo­ty.”
 I ne­a­r­ly died! Here we­re the­se two ama­zin­gly hot guys, ye­ah, one of them was kind of old, but still, the­se two ama­zin­gly hot guys and they both wan­ted me. Sud­den­ly, what Cla­rence had told me about not ha­ving a boyfri­end ma­de so much sen­se. I just wan­ted to ha­ve fri­ends with be­ne­fits. I wan­ted to sleep with hot guys and ha­ve fun! Fuck ha­ving a boyfri­end and fuck fal­ling in love.
 Tony ga­ve me some blow for Jen­ni­fer and we all hung out. Wes didn’t want to fool around that night sin­ce I’d be­en mes­sing with Tony, but he was cool about it. He told me my ass loo­ked good in the skirt. Tony told him that I nee­ded some les­sons on how shake my ass pro­per.
 La­ter, Wes dro­ve me back to Jen­ni­fer’s and I got in quiet­ly and slip­ped in­to bed with her and told her all about the night. She thought it was pret­ty hot too, alt­hough she said she was kind of gros­sed out by Tony being in his 30s.
 The next day, I went home and eve­r­y­thing was cool. My dad didn’t know shit.



A Ri­de Home

Ka­te
Things had tur­ned up­si­de down. I was in mar­ri­a­ge coun­se­ling with my hus­band, Da­vid. I hadn’t spo­ken to eit­her Cla­rence or Jay in weeks and I mis­sed them both, ter­rib­ly. When I told them I nee­ded to take a break and deal with fa­mi­ly stuff, Cla­rence took it well. I apo­lo­gi­zed for run­ning out on our last play date and he told me not to wor­ry about it and take care of my si­tu­a­ti­on at home. Jay was a dif­fe­rent sto­ry though. He got frus­tra­ted with me quick­ly and just kept tel­ling me I should di­vor­ce Da­vid and get it over with. Pret­ty soon, I had to stop re­tur­ning his texts be­cau­se they we­re get­ting me so flus­te­red.

Still, I mis­sed them both, bo­dy and soul. My sex drive was still raging, de­spi­te my re­la­ti­ons­hip tur­moil and it had nowhe­re to go. Be­si­des, Jay and Cla­rence we­re gi­ving me mo­re than just or­gasms, they we­re both de­man­ding men in their own ways. Ways that ga­ve me pur­po­se and fo­cus. I was floun­de­ring wi­thout it.

Af­ter a cou­ple of weeks our the­ra­pist told us that we should work on en­gaging in our phy­si­cal in­ti­ma­cy again. Start slow and build up. Da­vid see­med ea­ger and wil­ling. I was less so. It’s not li­ke Da­vid was an ugly man, but I’d re­al­ly be­co­me ac­cu­sto­med to being with black men. When I say that, I don’t mean it was all about co­lor eit­her. As a ge­ne­ra­li­za­ti­on, the­re’s some­thing dif­fe­rent about black men that goes way beyond just skin to­nes. Ask any wo­man who’s be­en with both white guys and black guys, the­re’s a dif­fe­rence. The­re’s an ener­gy, a strength, an au­ra or some­thing that co­mes from black men. I don’t know if it’s ge­ne­tic or cul­tu­ral or both. Not all black guys ha­ve it, and not all white guys lack it, but it’s the­re, a certain pre­sence that’s ve­ry pow­er­ful and ve­ry al­lu­ring. I don’t want to speak for all wo­men, but I know I certain­ly ha­ve a hard time re­sis­ting it.

So, with Da­vid and I, the­re was just this fee­ling of di­s­ap­point­ment when he tou­ched me, when he kis­sed me, when we took our clo­thes off. Again, it’s not li­ke Da­vid was a ter­ri­ble lover or had a ti­ny dick or some­thing. He just wasn’t what I was used to any lon­ger. It took us about a week of try­ing but I was fi­nal­ly ab­le to let Da­vid fuck me again. Of cour­se, the who­le time I was thin­king about Cla­rence or Jay and even Aa­ron from Mo­bi­le.

Da­vid and our the­ra­pist on­ly knew that I’d had an af­fair with a man and that it was over. I didn’t tell them any­thing about mul­ti­ple part­ners, sex par­ties or the fact that they we­re al­most all black. That, I de­ci­ded was going to get bu­ried in my per­so­nal coffin.

For his part, Da­vid was still ha­ving pro­blems with his fee­lings for this other wo­man, whom he’d taken to cal­ling Ste­pha­nie. He wouldn’t tell me her re­al na­me or who she was. Ap­pa­rent­ly, she’d told her hus­band about the af­fair and they we­re in coun­se­ling too, but Da­vid no lon­ger had con­tact with eit­her of them.

What I re­al­ly wan­ted to say to him was, ‘Go ha­ve your af­fair and I’ll ha­ve mi­ne and we’ll just not talk about it’. But that would ne­ver fly. He was rai­sed re­li­gious­ly and for that mat­ter, I was still grapp­ling with my guilt over the chea­ting. I didn’t want our fa­mi­ly unit to end, I re­al­ly didn’t. I loved our fa­mi­ly din­ners, our fa­mi­ly trips. I loved ha­ving our kids, even though they we­re get­ting clo­se to the age whe­re they might be mo­ving out in a few years. I just couldn’t see how I could re­con­ci­le this. Was I a bad per­son for wan­ting mo­re sex than Da­vid could pos­si­b­ly gi­ve me? Was I a bad wife for being so at­trac­ted to black men whi­le ha­ving a white hus­band? I can’t count the hours of sleep I lost and the time I spent cry­ing in the ba­throom over the­se ques­ti­ons.

I took on mo­re shifts at work to dis­tract my­self. I al­so took to drin­king du­ring the day. Nothing hea­vy, but a few nips of Crown to get me through the af­ter­noon. At first, I ma­stur­ba­ted a lot, but that see­med to de­press me even mo­re. I’d think about Jay and Cla­rence and the gang­bang. Hell, I even thought about Sam and his fri­end cut­ting my ted­dy off me; I even ma­stur­ba­ted to that.

Then one day, not long af­ter the kids had go­ne back in­to school, I was out doing my gro­ce­ry shop­ping. I was in to­tal slob mo­de, nothing mo­re than sweats, t-shirt and my track shoes. No makeup, my hair in a scrun­chy. I’m pushing my cart up and down the ais­les min­ding my own busi­ness, when I spot a black guy che­cking me out. He’s ol­der, mid 40s, kind of short, not es­pe­ci­al­ly good loo­king or well dres­sed. In fact, he was kind of unat­trac­ti­ve. We kept eye con­tact about half a se­cond lon­ger than I pro­ba­b­ly should ha­ve.

A cou­ple mi­nu­tes la­ter, I saw him on an­other ais­le and this time he smi­led slight­ly at me. I just loo­ked away. In my sto­mach though, the­re was this litt­le knot star­ting to form. In the milk ais­le he en­ded up stan­ding right ne­ar me and loo­ked my way un­til I felt com­pel­led to look up and ack­now­led­ge him. “Hey,” he said, sim­p­ly, dres­sing me down with his eyes.

“Hi.” I mo­ved along quick­ly. I could feel him wat­ching me as I wal­ked away. I was sud­den­ly ve­ry awa­re of my own ass in my sweats as I hea­ded down an ais­le. I saw him again in a check out line a few away from mi­ne.

Loa­ding the back of my car up with the gro­ce­ries, he was sud­den­ly the­re. “Need a hand packing the­se up?” He smi­led. He didn’t ex­act­ly ha­ve a gre­at set of teeth, but his smi­le was ge­nu­i­ne.

“Um..su­re?” I tried to smi­le back, but I’m su­re it ca­me out weird. The knot in my sto­mach had grown to a slight buz­zing bet­ween my legs. I sud­den­ly tried to pic­ture what he might look li­ke na­ked, what his cock might feel li­ke.

I had about two bags left to trans­fer to the car when he said, “Any chan­ce you can gi­ve me a ri­de home?”
 I loo­ked up and we sta­red at each other for what see­med li­ke a long time. My mouth just ans­we­red for me. “Okay.” Ten mi­nu­tes la­ter we we­re dri­ving to­ward his hou­se, his bag of gro­ce­ries on the floor of the car bet­ween his legs. About a block out of the gro­ce­ry sto­re, he mo­ved a hand over to my thigh. I didn’t mo­ve it.
 We got to his place, which was a run down apart­ment complex. He star­ted get­ting out and said, “Co­me on up.” He ge­stu­red to a door on the se­cond floor.
 I stal­led. “I’ve got my gro­ce­ries here. I should get them home.”
 “They’ll keep. Co­me on.” He said it with a to­ne of as­su­red­ness that sold me. I tur­ned off the car and fol­lo­wed him up to his apart­ment, kno­wing full well what I was doing. We step­ped in­to his place and I wrinkled my no­se a bit. It was pret­ty much a dump. My bo­dy was al­rea­dy re­a­ching a point of not ca­ring though. I knew what he wan­ted from me.
 As soon as the door was clo­sed, he set down his bag and tur­ned to me. “Let me see them tit­ties, girl.” He pul­led my shirt over my head. I hel­ped him uns­nap my bra and he lea­ned down and su­cked on one, bi­ting the nipp­le and pul­ling as much of my tit in­to my mouth as he could.
 Eve­r­y­thing in my bo­dy just went in­to over­drive im­me­di­a­te­ly. I mo­a­ned loud­ly as he su­cked on my tits and I star­ted wor­king on his pants. He was wea­ring some old kha­kis and didn’t ha­ve any un­der­we­ar on. He was to­tal­ly soft and un­cut. His head to­tal­ly hid­den in the folds of his dark fo­re­skin. I re­a­ched down and star­ted jer­king him as he mo­ved his mouth to my other breast.
 “Don’t jerk that shit. Get down the­re and suck it.” He pushed me down to my knees. He smel­led li­ke he hadn’t sho­we­red that day, but I didn’t care. I just wan­ted that cock in my mouth. I put the who­le thing in, my lips wrap­ped around the ba­se, let­ting the tongue roll around the tip of fo­re­skin and pul­ling his cock out straight with my mouth.
 “Oh you a nas­ty litt­le bitch.” He bent his knees a litt­le to lower him­self and put his hands on my shoul­ders. “Suck my nig­ga dick. Get it!” He mo­ved one hand un­der my jaw and one be­hind my head and be­gan to pis­ton in and out of my mouth. I could feel him get­ting har­der, his head slow­ly emer­ging from his fo­re­skin. He wasn’t ve­ry big soft, but he was a pret­ty de­cent size as he star­ted to get har­der. His cock had a weird sharp bend to one side as he got erect and it was ma­king it hard to gi­ve him a ve­ry good blow job. I guess he no­ti­ced this too, be­cau­se he pul­led me to my feet. He mo­ved me to­ward the couch, then spun me around so I was fa­cing it. Then he pushed me for­ward, ben­ding me over the arm of the couch.
 One good yank and he pul­led my sweats and un­der­we­ar down around my knees. As he ca­me up be­hind me, some sen­se of what was hap­pe­ning star­ted to co­me back in­to my brain. “Put a con­dom on.” I star­ted to stand up.
 He pushed me back down. “Bend over bitch! You ta­king this shit raw!” He grab­bed my hips and I star­ted to strug­gle. This was sud­den­ly fee­ling li­ke it was out of con­trol and I had a bit of pa­nic sprea­ding through me.
 I put my hands on the couch to help push my­self up to stan­ding again. “Stop! Stop!” I was sud­den­ly su­re he was full of eve­ry di­sea­se known to man. Then he was in me, all the way. He slam­med his hips for­ward and his cock sank in to the hilt. “OH FUCK!” I fell for­ward again from the thrust, my face on the couch cus­hi­ons. I hadn’t had a cock other than Da­vid’s in me for weeks, but my pus­sy re­spon­ded quick­ly and accom­mo­da­ted him fas­ter than I thought it would ha­ve. He squee­zed my hips tight­ly and be­gan thrus­ting in and out of me hard and fast. The couch was sha­king and sli­ding a litt­le. “Stop! Get out of me!” I yel­led at him, but he igno­red me.
 “Your gash is all wet, bitch! And you kin­da loo­se. I ain’t the first nig­ga you fu­cked, am I?” I didn’t ans­wer, I just kept fin­ding a way to brace my­self as the couch kept shif­ting. “Bitch, ans­wer me! I ain’t the first black dick be­en up in you, am I?”
 “No,” I gr­un­ted as he con­ti­nue to pound in­to me.
 “You know how I know? Cau­se you took my who­le dick li­ke it was nothin’.” I didn’t say any­thing. The­re was about a mi­nu­te of si­lence as he kept fuck­ing me. “You ain’t say­ing ‘stop’ no mo­re, bitch. You stop­ped squir­ming too.”
 It was true. Some­whe­re in the­re, my bo­dy had just to­tal­ly be­tray­ed me. I was wet as hell. I still didn’t say any­thing. He bent down and grab­bed my po­ny­tail and pul­led me up enough that he could bend over, his mouth clo­se to me. “Bitch, you knew you wan­ted it the mo­ment you let me in your car. Don’t pre­tend li­ke you ain’t all wet on my cock. I’m de­ep up in your white pus­sy.” I didn’t ans­wer, but he con­ti­nued on. “I see that wed­din’ ring too. You’re a chea­tin’ litt­le slut too, huh? I li­ke that.”
 I still didn’t ans­wer, but I was fee­ling li­ke I was about to start cry­ing. He was right. It wasn’t that I wan­ted him, it’s that I wan­ted anyo­ne. Anyo­ne that wasn’t Da­vid. Anyo­ne that was going to take me, use me. I wan­ted to be se­en as a se­xu­al being again. From the mo­ment this guy loo­ked at me, I felt wan­ted and se­xy.
 “Tell me what a litt­le slut you are.” I ha­ted him for fi­gu­ring me out so ea­si­ly, so quick­ly. “Co­me on, bitch, say it. Tell me you’re a slut. Tell me you want me to skeet up in that pus­sy. Say it. I know you want to.”
 I could feel my juices run­ning down my thighs. His cock felt so fuck­ing good in­side me. The truth was, I li­ked being bent over some stran­gers couch and taken li­ke this. He was right. I whi­s­pe­red, “I’m a slut. I want you to cum in me. Fill my dir­ty litt­le cunt up.”
 He slip­ped an arm un­der my waist and pul­led me back in­to him with each thrust for­ward. His hips we­re slap­ping against my ass cheeks. Then he said, “Oh here it co­mes, just what you wan­ted! Fuck!” Then I felt his cum run­ning down my legs. He kept going though. “Drain my balls, bitch! Grab that dick.” I clen­ched down on him and felt mo­re cum leak out of me. God, that felt good. He star­ted to get se­mi-soft, but he kept pum­ping in­to me. I was star­ting to sweat and my pus­sy was get­ting re­al­ly sen­si­ti­ve. “You got a pus­sy built for black dick, ba­by.” He slo­wed down a bit, his cock on­ly hal­fe­rect now.
 I took a few de­ep breaths and star­ted to ea­se down. Then my eyes flew open as I felt his thumb push rough­ly in­to my ass­ho­le. “I ain’t do­ne with you, ba­by. I’m gon­na gi­ve you a se­cond load.” Then he was picking up speed again and his cock star­ted to get hard again. I couldn’t be­lie­ve it.
 “Oh..fuck?” The­re was re­al sur­pri­se in my voi­ce.
 He laughed. That’s right, bitch, I told you I wan­ted you to drain my balls.” He was al­most to­tal­ly hard again. “Kick off them pants.” I used my legs to get my sweats off. Then he pul­led his thumb out of my ass, slip­ped out of me and ma­neu­ver­ed me around the front of the couch and sat me in the cor­ner of it. He lif­ted one of my legs, pul­ling me down fur­ther on the couch. He put one of his knees on the couch and kept the other leg stiff, gi­ving him le­ver­a­ge. It was a weird an­gle, but I guess he wan­ted to see his cock going in­to me.
 “Keep them legs spread!” He grab­bed my out­si­de an­kle and lif­ted it high and spread my leg out and up as he pushed his cock back in­to me and went back to fuck­ing me. I was still kind of in shock that I had cum lea­king out of me and he was some­how hard again al­rea­dy. His speed star­ted to pick up again. I was get­ting kind of clo­se to cum­ming my­self, but I didn’t feel good about cum­ming in front of him. I was wor­king to hold back on it, alt­hough I was still re­al­ly wet and my pus­sy was al­most pain­ful­ly swol­len. Now he had one hand on my an­kle, sprea­ding me wi­de and his free hand around my neck. He was squee­zing hard, but not li­ke he was straight up cho­king me though. It was firm pressu­re, but not li­ke he was try­ing to hurt me. I put my hands around his arms and tried to mo­ve it, but he didn’t bud­ge. My pa­nic fa­ded a bit as I re­a­li­zed he wasn’t try­ing to actu­al­ly stran­gle me.
 Still pum­ping in­to me, he lea­ned over my face and ran his tongue over my lips, then said, “Cum on my dick, you nas­ty litt­le bitch.” And I did. Some­thing about being comple­te­ly de­mea­ned and hu­mi­lia­ted by him was actu­al­ly arou­si­ng me. I ca­me all over him and right as my or­gasm was pea­king, he let go of my neck and the world swam around me. I star­ted seeing ti­ny litt­le ex­plo­si­ons and my or­gasm just see­med to go and go. I kind of lost track of the world, wrap­ped up in my or­gasm.
 Then, he was cum­ming in me again. I felt his cock go in­cre­dib­ly hard and mo­re cum and flu­ids leak out of me and run down in­to my ass crack. I took a mi­nu­te and the world slow­ly ca­me back in­to fo­cus. When I was ful­ly awa­re again, he was pul­ling his pants up. “Time to go, ba­by. That was some good shit.” He hea­ded to­ward the door and ope­ned it wi­de.
 I stood on wob­b­ly legs and star­ted picking up my clo­thes. I stuck one leg through my pan­ties and he said, “Co­me on. Let’s go.” He poin­ted out the door. I was still kind of stun­ned and I was ha­ving trou­ble get­ting my se­cond leg through my un­der­we­ar.
 He was on me then, grab­bing my arm and wal­king me to the door. Sud­den­ly, I was on his porch, na­ked, one leg through my un­der­we­ar. He shut the door be­hind me, wi­thout a word. The­re was cum run­ning down my legs and I burst in­to tears. I just stood the­re cry­ing for a se­cond. It was the midd­le of the day and I wasn’t su­re who was loo­king, if I cared, or what I was even sup­po­sed to do first. Af­ter a cou­ple se­conds of sob­bing, I loo­ked up and around. The­re was an old man just sta­ring at me from the side­walk be­low. I guess when he re­a­li­zed I wasn’t in­ju­red or dy­ing, he mo­ved on. I was alo­ne again.
 I drop­ped my litt­le pi­le of clo­thes and star­ted get­ting dres­sed the­re in front of his door, went back to my car and slow­ly ma­de my way home. The who­le way, I could feel his cum oo­zing out of me. I got home, un­pa­cked the gro­ce­ries, which we­ren’t too bad­ly off, re­fres­hed my de­odo­rant and spray­ed on some bo­dy spray to co­ver my smell. The kids ca­me home, then Da­vid. The who­le time, I left the sweats and un­der­we­ar on, the cum and my juices still some­ti­mes co­ming out of me if I sat down or laughed. They soa­ked my un­der­we­ar. I could feel it dry­ing on my legs, some all the way down at my an­kles. I went to bed in tho­se sweats.
 For the rest of the day and well in­to the next, I was in a da­ze. I didn’t cry. I wasn’t up­set. I was still ve­ry con­flic­ted. But now the con­flict was bet­ween my brain and my bo­dy, in­s­tead of Da­vid and I. I ha­ted that I see­med to en­joy what hap­pe­ned to me and I ha­ted that the­re see­med to be two ve­ry dif­fe­rent worlds I was living in that didn’t connect. One was a hap­py sub­ur­ban wife and mo­ther of two child­ren. The other was this horny, dan­ge­rous­ly com­pul­si­ve, sex cra­zed slut. This wasn’t about Da­vid, it was about me.


She’s Le­gal Now

Jes­si­ca
School star­ted up again and I just didn’t gi­ve a shit. Ke­vin was star­ting at UNO and I was going in­to my Se­ni­or year. Our birth­days are on­ly about a week apart so we usu­al­ly ce­le­bra­te with my mom and dad all to­gether. Ke­vin got a ca­me­ra, which he’d be­en as­king for for a long time. I got a re­al­ly ni­ce makeup kit and je­wel­ry box from my mom. My dad though, he got me a gift card from For­ever 21. I serious­ly wan­ted to say, “Dad, I’m going to take this card and buy clo­thes to turn black guys on. How do you li­ke that?”

In­s­tead, I told my mom that I’d love it if she ca­me with me to help pick stuff out. She grin­ned and said she’d be hap­py to. I just couldn’t seem to care about school though. My clas­ses we­re okay and I had two re­al­ly cool te­a­chers. But my mind was just eve­r­y­whe­re but school. I thought about sex, weed, Wes, Tony, doing blow again. Eve­r­y­thing but school.

Over the next few weeks, I star­ted han­ging out with Wes’s cou­sin, Tan­ya a lot. We’d met a few months back and she vol­un­tee­red to show me how to shake my ass a litt­le mo­re and get some dance mo­ves. She taught me some ba­sic boun­ce mo­ves and got me star­ted on the dou­gie. She taught me how to pop my ass kind of, but she al­so te­a­sed me for dan­cing li­ke such a white girl.

Jen­ni­fer and I we­re han­ging out a lot too. She was my bro­thers ex­gir­l­fri­end. She and I we­re get­ting tight and be­cau­se she was white too, I could bring her around the hou­se wi­thout my dad flip­ping out. My hair was get­ting lon­ger and she con­vin­ced me to dye it jet black, li­ke hers. It loo­ked good against my pa­le skin.

I al­so de­ci­ded to go see Cla­rence, fi­nal­ly. My mom had be­en in such a funk sin­ce she’d had that big fight with my dad. I knew they we­re in coun­se­ling and I knew she was drin­king some­ti­mes. I had the fee­ling she’d stop­ped foo­ling around with Cla­rence too, but I didn’t want to ask her or let her know how much I knew.

It took me a few times to catch Cla­rence at home. He was a hard du­de to track down. When I got over the­re, Cla­rence let me in and in­tro­du­ced me to his fri­end, Sam. Sam was fuck­ing hot! He was built and hand­so­me and had this ama­zing light cho­co­la­te skin. He wore rip­ped up jeans and old rat­ty ts­hirts li­ke they we­re Guc­ci.

Sam ex­cu­sed him­self for a ci­ga­ret­te and let me check out his ass on the way out the door. I tur­ned back to Cla­rence and he shook his head. “I’d stay away from that one if I was you. He’s a litt­le past your skill le­vel.” He laughed.

“Hey! What’s that sup­po­sed to mean! I can hand­le my­self!” I play pun­ched him in the arm.
 Af­ter that we got serious and tal­ked about my mom and he fil­led me in a litt­le. Cla­rence was ob­vious­ly un­hap­py about not seeing her any lon­ger. I could tell he mis­sed her. But he al­so said he re­spec­ted her fee­lings about her mar­ri­a­ge enough that he didn’t want to force any­thing. “Your mo­thers got to want to be with me or the­re’s no point. She’s got to co­me to me on her own.”
 “My dad’s a dick. I don’t know ex­act­ly what’s going on or why they star­ted coun­se­ling, but I ga­run-fuck­ing-tee you she didn’t men­ti­on you or that you’re black. He’s a to­tal fuck­ing ra­cist. They’d ha­ve split.”
 Cla­rence sig­hed. “I he­ar what you’re say­in’, but lis­ten. You got­ta try re­al hard to make things work with you and your pops okay? I’m not say­in’ he’s right, I’m say­in’ you on­ly get one fa­ther.” He took my hand, li­ke he al­ways did. “You’re bet­ter than he is, but that don’t mean he’s bad. It means he’s got a good daugh­ter who’ll even­tu­al­ly bring him around and make him a bet­ter man. You dig?” It re­al­ly hit me then, how ge­nerous and ca­ring Cla­rence was. He had this sort of ‘I’m a big strong bad ass black guy’ thing going on, but un­der­neath, he was re­al­ly con­cer­ned for others.
 When I told him that I was ha­ving a hard time even being at home, he said, “Here’s my num­ber. You text me any­ti­me you want. If I’m home, you can co­me over and chill with me as long as you need to.” I hug­ged him and kis­sed him on the cheek and he saw me to the door. I wan­ted to run home and tell my mom to lea­ve my dad and run straight to Cla­rence…but I thought about what he’d said, about try­ing to make my dad bet­ter than he was.
 Even af­ter seeing Cla­rence though, I was just as con­fu­sed. I was still hoo­king up with Wes, but on­ly about on­ce a week. I’d try to slip over to his place af­ter school, smo­ke a bowl with him and fool around. On­ly, he wasn’t home a lot of the time and he ne­ver ans­we­red his cell when I tex­ted or cal­led.A lot of times TD, his room­ma­te that didn’t li­ke white girls, would ans­wer the door and I’d just lea­ve. Some­ti­mes though it was Rol­lie, Wes’s other room­ma­te. Rol­lie was in his 20s. kind of over­weight with a shaved head and on pa­ro­le for sta­tu­to­ry ra­pe a few years back. He wasn’t even re­al­ly sup­po­sed to be in the sa­me room as me. But he was sweet and al­ways ni­ce to me. When he ans­we­red the door in­s­tead of TD, I’d some­ti­mes co­me in and ha­ve a beer with him and wait to see if Wes sho­wed.
 One day, about a month af­ter school star­ted, I stop­ped by on a Fri­day and Wes wasn’t the­re. Rol­lie was though and we drank to­gether and wat­ched TV. I’d be­en try­ing to be care­ful be­cau­se I still had a 9pm cur­few and I was sup­po­sed to be home for din­ner. I was just drunk enough to just comple­te­ly for­get all that stuff or at le­ast lo­se track of time. Then the door ope­ned and I was ho­ping it would be Wes. In­s­tead it was two guys I didn’t know. One was Rol­lie’s youn­ger bro­ther, who loo­ked al­most ex­act­ly li­ke Rol­lie, kind of big and over­weight, bald, but with a re­al­ly sweet face and al­most no chan­ce of gro­wing a beard. He loo­ked li­ke was may­be 21 or so. The other guy was skin­ny and dark skin­ned and loo­ked li­ke he was re­al­ly stoned. He had a ball cap pul­led low and wal­ked li­ke he was half as­leep.
 They sat on the couch and smo­ked a bit. Rol­lie’s bro­ther, Dar­ryl, was li­ke Rol­lie, on­ly lou­der and fun­nier. He kept us all cracking up at eve­r­y­thing we we­re wat­ching on TV. The stoned guy, they cal­led him ZZ, didn’t say much, but when he did it was weird­ly smart and in­sight­ful. Rol­lie bus­ted out a bott­le of Pa­tron and the guys tal­ked me in­to doing a shot. I’d ne­ver had te­qui­la be­fo­re. I was just drunk enough to say ‘su­re’. We all did a bit and the guys kept sip­ping at some mo­re in their cup. Then out of the blue, Dar­ryl says, “So, Rol­lie, you tap­pin’ this litt­le hot­tie?” He poin­ted at me.
 Rol­lie sig­hed and shook his head. “Man, I ain’t ris­king my pa­ro­le. Can’t be mes­sin’ with no ju­vies, yo.”
 Dar­ryl tur­ned to me and said, “You on­ly six­teen?”
 “Tur­ned se­ven­teen a cou­ple of weeks ago,” I said kind of de­fen­si­ve­ly.
 “Shit, Rol­lie, she’s le­gal, now nig­ga!”
 Rol­lie tur­ned to me and I swe­ar I saw him blush. Dar­ryl laughed and said to me, “Look at his face, yo! He’s thin­kin’ about you suck­in’ his dick! Ain’t you, Rol­lie?”
 “Fuck you, nig­ga. She’s with Wes.”
 “No I’m not. I mean, we hook up and stuff. I’m his girl but I ain’t his gir­l­fri­end.” Rol­lie loo­ked kind of sur­pri­sed.
 “See! You aint got no mo­re ex­cu­ses Rol­lie!” Dar­ryl laughed. “Gi­ve her a birth­day pre­sent, nig­ga!” He loo­ked to me, shrug­ged and said, “Co­me on, ba­by, you know he’s be­en drea­ming about it.” I loo­ked at Rol­lie and he loo­ked at me, but he blus­hed again and I could see he was un­com­fort­a­ble. But I al­so knew he’d had a crush on me. What could it hurt, right? I smi­led at him and nod­ded to­ward his room. The room whe­re Tony had fu­cked me a few weeks back. Rol­lie was a ni­ce guy. If he wan­ted a blow job from me, I’d be hap­py to take care of him.
 Rol­lie shrug­ged and star­ted to get up from his ea­sy chair. Dar­ryl stop­ped him though. “No, no. We gon­na watch this shit. I’ll on­ly be­lie­ve it if I see it. You take her in the­re, you spend a half hour tal­king ‘bout the wea­ther.” Rol­lie shook his head and star­ted to get up again. “Sit yo ass down and pull yo dick out! What? You afraid? It so small that we gon­na laugh?”
 Rol­lie let out a big sigh and un­zip­ped his pants and wor­ked his cock out. I stood up from the couch and mo­ved to­ward him. I bent over and whi­s­pe­red in his ear, “Say no, and I’ll stop okay?” He nod­ded slight­ly.
 I got down on­to the car­pet on my knees and got bet­ween his legs. He was cut and kind of small com­pa­red to the other black guys I’d se­en, may­be on­ly about six in­ches. He had to sli­de down in the chair a bit be­cau­se his sto­mach was in the way. He’d be­en drin­king, so it took him awhi­le to get hard, but he did. For the first few mi­nu­tes I was ab­le to get his who­le cock in my mouth.
 To be ho­nest, I li­ked ha­ving an au­die­nce. Dar­ryl and ZZ we­re clap­ping and raz­zing Rol­lie, which pro­ba­b­ly wasn’t hel­ping him stay hard though. In fact, he was pay­ing mo­re at­ten­ti­on to them than to my blow­job.
 Fi­nal­ly, I said, “I sup­po­se you guys would do bet­ter?” They loo­ked at each other, then at me.
 ZZ said, “You fuck­in wit us?”
 “I’ll suck your dicks if you’ll stop fuck­ing with Rol­lie whi­le I do this.” I was drunk on that te­qui­la. Gi­ving three guys blow jobs is some­thing I’d want to do so­ber, but the boo­ze ma­de me bra­ve enough to act.
 They both leapt to their feet. “Hell ye­ah, you can suck our dicks. Get to it, ba­by!” They both got on eit­her side of me and pul­led their cocks out of their pants, let­ting their jeans drop to the car­pet. I re­a­ched up and slow­ly stro­ked each of their cocks and en­cou­ra­ged Rol­lie to stand. That actu­al­ly ma­de things a litt­le mo­re dif­fi­cult as he had kind of a big gut and I had to an­gle my head from un­der­neath. My forehead was bum­ping in­to him eve­ry time I tried to mo­ve down on his dick. Dar­ryl was a litt­le ligh­ter and didn’t ha­ve such a big gut. His cock was a litt­le lar­ger too. When I tur­ned my head and put my mouth on his cock he got hard in my mouth in­cre­dib­ly fast. He al­so stop­ped tal­king for a change.
 I su­cked on him for a mi­nu­te or so and then swit­ched to ZZ, stro­king the other two guys. ZZ had a re­al­ly odd cock. It was ve­ry dark and thin and long with a re­al­ly fat pink head. He was on­ly about half erect. I was actu­al­ly ab­le to de­ep thro­at him pret­ty well sin­ce he was not en­ti­re­ly hard and didn’t ha­ve a hu­ge girth. I was pret­ty proud of my gro­wing skill at de­ep thro­a­ting. When I managed to get all the way down to his balls, the guys all hoo­ted and I heard them high five. I al­most laughed at that. I re­a­li­zed I was ha­ving a lot of fun and I re­al­ly li­ked suck­ing their dicks. It was actu­al­ly pret­ty fuck­ing hot.
 I went back to Rol­lie for a mi­nu­te, his cock still most­ly hard. I could tell he was try­ing to suck in his gut. I heard him say in a re­al­ly low voi­ce, “I’ve wan­ted to get with you sin­ce I first met you, Jes­si­ca.” It was re­al­ly sweet.
 Af­ter an­other mi­nu­te, I swit­ched back over to Dar­ryl and he got re­al­ly hard and I could tell he was going to cum. He pul­led out of my mouth and I had just enough time to grab his hips and get my lips over his cock again be­fo­re it spur­ted in­to my mouth. He was bit­ter and thick and it was dif­fi­cult to get it all down, but I managed to get most. ZZ said, “Damn red, girl tea­rin’ it down.” I kept mil­king Dar­ryl un­til he star­ted to go soft. I thought it was fun­ny he ca­me so fast, but I kept that to my­self. He flop­ped back on to the couch. “Fuck. You can suck a mean dick, girl.”
 I tur­ned back to ZZ, but I couldn’t ever seem to get his dick ful­ly hard no mat­ter how much I tried. I went back to Rol­lie and cup­ped my free hand un­der his balls as I su­cked on him. He see­med to re­al­ly li­ke that. In fact, he thrust his waist for­ward in a way that my fin­gers on his balls kind of slip­ped back to his ass crack a litt­le. When they did, he let out a big mo­an.
 ZZ’s cock just wasn’t going to get hard and I think he knew it. He tried to get en­thu­si­a­stic about it, even put­ting his hands on the back of my head and sli­ding that long, skin­ny cock of his all the way down my thro­at again. I gag­ged a litt­le, but managed not to throw up. When he pul­led out though, he just said, “Shit. I’m too fuck­in’ stoned.” He pul­led up his pants and went back to the couch. I tur­ned back to Rol­lie, my hand still de­ep be­hind his balls.
 I took a litt­le chan­ce and let one fin­ger sort of se­cret­ly slip back to­ward his ass­ho­le. I took as much of his dick in­to my mouth as I could fit and then let my in­dex fin­ger slip in to his butt up to the first knuck­le. He ca­me li­ke a ro­cket in­to my mouth. This time though, his head sort of tick­led the back of my thro­at and I gag­ged right at that mo­ment. I got the first spurt in my mouth, but the rest spray­ed out on to my face and chin as I coughed. My eyes we­re wa­te­ring and I drop­ped to my hands knees. As soon as his or­gasm was over, Rol­lie star­ted apo­lo­gi­zing.
 “Oh shit, are you okay? I’m sor­ry!” I wa­ved him off and took a mo­ment to cle­ar my air­way. When I sat up, I li­cked the cum off of my face. The guys all smi­led at me.
 “Shit, you li­ke nut juice?” Dar­ryl see­med my­sti­fied.
 “Ye­ah! It’s li­ke the best compli­ment a girl can get, right?” I wi­ped up my face as best I could and clea­ned my­self up, wi­ping the drool off my shirt. I che­cked my makeup, but thank­ful­ly I wasn’t wea­ring much. I just had to wi­pe up my eye­li­ner.
 Rol­lie apo­lo­gi­zed again and got me a glass of wa­ter. We all sat and laughed and had a litt­le mo­re te­qui­la. Then I no­ti­ced that it was al­most 9pm. I’d mis­sed din­ner and was al­most at my cur­few. I said good­bye to the guys, grab­bed my shit and hust­led home.
 On the way, I loo­ked and saw two texts from my dad and one from my mom. I cal­led Jen­ni­fer as I pow­er wal­ked and as­ked her to co­ver for me if it ca­me to it. We we­re at her place and fell as­leep. Not ve­ry be­lie­va­ble, but it was the best I could do.
 I tex­ted my mom back and she said, ‘Co­me to kit­chen door. Quiet.’
 I slin­ked in quiet­ly and my mom had a stern look on her face. “Your dad is in the ga­ra­ge. We we­re both wor­ried. Well?”
 I shrug­ged. “Lost track of time?”
 “The­re’s a plate in the fridge. Go apo­lo­gi­ze to your fa­ther for wor­ry­ing us.” She wa­ved me on, but then stop­ped me as I hea­ded out of the kit­chen. “Wait…” She pul­led me clo­se, loo­king at me in a weird way. She lea­ned in and whi­s­pe­red to me. “Go to the ba­throom first. I think the­re’s cum in your hair.” I could swe­ar she soun­ded amu­sed.


The L Word

Jes­si­ca
A few days la­ter, Wes pi­cked me up from school and took me back to his place. He was un­u­su­al­ly quiet. When we got in­to his room, we ma­de out for a bit, but then he stop­ped and said, “We got­ta talk.” I sud­den­ly got re­al­ly ner­vous. It turns out he was up­set about me gi­ving Rol­lie and his bro­ther head.

“I thought we we­re just hoo­king up? You know, I was your girl, but not your gir­l­fri­end,” I told him. He loo­ked down, li­ke he was em­bar­ras­sed or some­thing. “You are my girl. And I’m not say­ing you ha­ve to on­ly be with me. I’m just say­in…I don’t know….I wan­na…”

I was try­ing to get whe­re he was going. “Are you say­ing you want to ha­ve a say in who I fuck?”
 This see­med to click with him. He sud­den­ly pin­ned me to the bed and kis­sed me hard. He grin­ned and said, “That’s what I’m tal­kin’ bout. I want to say who you fuck and when, you dig?”
 I nod­ded and smi­led back at him. “So, I don’t fuck anyo­ne el­se wi­thout your say so?”
 “Damn straight.” He smi­led and kis­sed me again. Wes was an ama­zing kis­ser. He knew just how to mo­ve his tongue around my mouth and how to get me all squir­my. His lips we­re big and soft on mi­ne. He pau­sed and ad­ded, “If anyo­ne’s try­in to hol­la at you, you send em my way, ya heard?” We ma­de out for a whi­le lon­ger. Then he pul­led some­thing out of his po­cket and put it in my hand. “Here’s a la­te birth­day pre­sent for you, ba­by girl.” It was a hun­dred dol­lar bill. “Go buy some­thing ni­ce, aight? Some­thin’ shows off that whoo­ty.”
 That week­end, my mom and I went shop­ping. I got to spend the gift card my dad had got­ten me and the hun­dred that Wes had gi­ven me. My mom hel­ped me try on all kinds of cute clo­thes, but they we­re most­ly school stuff. Af­ter a bit, she said, “Don’t you want to buy some stuff you can we­ar for your guy?” Af­ter that, my mom hel­ped me try on all kinds of hot­ter stuff and I star­ted tel­ling her a bit about Wes. It felt re­al­ly good to open up about him to her. Mo­re than on­ce I al­most ope­ned my mouth about Cla­rence. We had a re­al­ly good time though.
 About a week la­ter, Wes tex­ted me and told me to walk to a fri­end’s of his af­ter din­ner. I told him I still had my cur­few and he told me he’d get me home be­fo­re ni­ne. I didn’t know the place, but Wes said he’d be the­re, so un­der my sweats, I wore this pair of litt­le black boo­ty shorts that I’d got­ten with his mo­ney. I threw the white heels he’d got­ten me in­to my bag and wore some flats for the walk. I had a tight litt­le black top that went awe­so­me with the shorts and I threw a hoo­die on over my top. I told eve­r­yo­ne I was going to Jen­ni­fer’s for a bit and I was go­ne.
 When I got to the place, it wasn’t far from Wes’s. I’d be­en down the block a cou­ple of times. I step­ped to the dri­ve­way and stood be­hind a bush. On­ce I was su­re no one was loo­king, I strip­ped off the sweats and hoo­die and swap­ped out my shoes. I was so ex­ci­ted to show off for Wes.
 When I kno­cked, a re­al­ly gi­ant ol­der black guy ope­ned the door and said, “You Jes­si­ca?” He led me in to the living room and Wes was the­re. I jum­ped in to his lap and kis­sed him on the cheek. The place was much ni­cer in­side than it was out­si­de. The­re was all lea­ther fur­ni­ture and a gi­ant TV. The re­al­ly big guy lived the­re and his na­me was Ro­bert. He had this su­per de­ep gra­vel­ly voi­ce and was about six and a half feet tall. He was pret­ty quiet, but he see­med ni­ce enough. Wes and Ro­bert we­re smo­king a joint and they pas­sed it over to me. Af­ter a cou­ple hits, Wes said, “Let’s check you out, girl. Stand up and show us that new out­fit.” I stood up and twir­led a bit for them. I was still not gre­at at wal­king in my heels, but in­doors I could manage okay. I ran my fin­gers up the out­si­de back ed­ges of shorts and shook my butt a bit for Wes. He ga­ve it a quick slap.
 “Damn, she’s got an al­right boo­ty for a white girl,” Ro­bert said in his de­ep voi­ce.
 I tur­ned and stuck it out for him. “Thanks!” I skip­ped back over to Wes and clim­bed back in­to his lap. We smo­ked a bit mo­re and then Wes kis­sed me light­ly on my ear and whi­s­pe­red, “What you think of Ro­bert, ba­by?”
 “He’s seems fi­ne. Why?”
 “I want you to fuck him.” His voi­ce was a low whi­s­per right in­to my ear.
 “What? Why?” I went stiff in Wes’s lap.
 He put his fin­ger to my chin and tip­ped my face so that I was loo­king right at him. “Be­cau­se it’ll make me hap­py. Do it for me, ba­by.” Sud­den­ly, I didn’t even want to look in Ro­bert’s di­rec­ti­on. I could feel him sta­ring at us. Wes was still loo­king me dead in the eye.
 “But…” I couldn’t think of what to say af­ter that.
 Wes smi­led at me and said, “Go show him how se­xy you are, ba­by. Show him why I love you so much.” That just stop­ped me cold. My heart went in­to my thro­at. Wes just kept smi­ling at me.
 “But…,” This time, I fi­gu­red out what to say. “But, if you love me why do you want me to fuck him?” My voi­ce was loud enough now that I’m su­re Ro­bert must ha­ve be­en ab­le to he­ar. I didn’t care though. Wes tel­ling me he loved me was blo­wi­ng my mind. The on­ly other guy to say he loved me was Neil and that see­med li­ke a who­le other life.
 “Loo­ka here, ba­by. Pus­sy is pus­sy. You know what I’m say­ing? Fuck­ing is fuck­ing. It ain’t right kee­ping your fi­ne ass lo­cked up with just one bro­t­ha, ya heard me? You need to be get­ting out ma­kin’ some nig­gas hap­py, ya heard me?” He wasn’t whi­s­pe­ring any­mo­re, but he wasn’t yel­ling at me at all. “I love you, ba­by. If you love me, show me by doing what I tell you. Set my boy up.” He was loo­king at me with tho­se big beau­ti­ful dark brown eyes of his.
 “Okay.” I was still kind of in shock that Wes loved me. I fi­nal­ly tur­ned and loo­ked at Ro­bert. He was still just sit­ting in a big re­cli­ning chair, the foot­rest up. He loo­ked at me with a kind smi­le on face.
 “Co­me here, ba­by. I ain’t gon­na bi­te you.” I got up, glan­ced back at Wes, who was gi­ving me that smi­le of his. When I got to the chair, Ro­bert put out his hand. I took it and he pul­led me on top of him and re­cli­ned the chair all the way back so that he was al­most lay­ing down. I stradd­led him and he pul­led me to him and kis­sed me. It was weird be­cau­se he was so big that I had a hard time sprea­ding my legs wi­de enough to get all the way around him. His hands, his arms, his mouth, eve­r­y­thing was all re­al­ly big. Up clo­se, I could see that he had a lot of gray in the stub­ble of his beard and shaved head. I won­de­red how old he was, but then I de­ci­ded I didn’t want to think about that.
 I glan­ced back at Wes. He was smo­king and wat­ching the TV. That kind of ir­ri­ta­ted me, so I thought, ‘I’ll make su­re he can’t igno­re me. If he wants me to fuck this guy, I’ll do it.’ Wrap­ping my hands around his face, I kis­sed Ro­bert hard and star­ted grin­ding my­self against his chest. He was so big that if I wan­ted to grind on his crotch, I wouldn’t be ab­le to kiss him. So af­ter kis­sing him, I slid down to his crotch and star­ted wor­king my hips on him. He put his hands on my ass, each hand ta­king up an en­ti­re ass cheek. I could feel him get­ting hard through his pants.
 Then I managed to stand up on the chair, my feet on eit­her side of his hips. I was a litt­le wob­b­ly, but I managed. I strip­ped off my t-shirt and took off my bra. Hoo­king my thumbs in­to my shorts, I star­ted pushing them down, but Ro­bert had to gi­ve me a hand to keep me from fal­ling as I slip­ped my feet out.
 “God damn.” He said. “Just stand the­re for a mi­nu­te ba­by. I want to look at you. Ni­ce litt­le shaved pus­sy.” He was let­ting his eyes drift over me. I just stood the­re over him, cup­ping my tits. “Turn around for me. Care­ful.” I de­li­ca­te­ly managed to turn around, stan­ding on the chair. “Squat down and bring that ass back to­ward me.”
 Using the arms of the chair for ba­lan­ce, I squat­ted and thrust my ass back to­ward him. His big hands went to my ass cheeks and then I felt his tongue. He ran it over my ass crack and then down to the back of my pus­sy. Then he re­a­ched un­der my thighs and said, “Hold on to the arms.” He lif­ted un­der­neath my thighs so that I was comple­te­ly off the chair, sit­ting on his hands and ba­lan­cing on the arms of the chair. Then he lo­we­red me down on to him so that I was lay­ing on his chest, my back to him. I could feel a hu­ge bul­ge in his pants pres­sing against my ass.
 Ro­bert mo­ved his hands to my tits, whi­le my head res­ted against his chest. I plan­ted my feet against the ed­ge of the foot­rest so that I could grind my ass against him. When I loo­ked over at Wes, he still wasn’t wat­ching. “Oh,” I said, “I can feel how hard you are un­der tho­se pants. Is that for me?” Wes didn’t look up.
 “Damn straight it is girl. Re­ach in my right po­cket and pull out a jim­my hat.” I managed to get in­to his pants po­cket and pull out a rub­ber. I sat up on his bel­ly and un­did his pants. De­spi­te not re­al­ly kno­wing Ro­bert or even re­al­ly being at­trac­ted to him, the­re’s a certain thrill I get re­a­ching in­to a guys pants li­ke that for the first time. That first touch, when your hands go around his cock and you know it’s going to be in­side you.
 He was al­rea­dy to­tal­ly hard and it didn’t take much work to get around his pants and un­der­we­ar and get his cock out so that it was poin­ting out and up to­ward his sto­mach. “That’s a beau­ti­ful cock!” I loo­ked at Wes to see if he’d re­act, but nothing. I wasn’t ly­ing though. The old guy did ha­ve a pret­ty, straight, ni­ce cock. I rol­led the con­dom on.
 Wes said, wi­thout loo­king from the TV, “Why don’t y’all go in the other room.” I’m not su­re which of us he was ad­dres­sing, so I loo­ked back at Ro­bert.
 “Let’s go in­to my bedroom, litt­le girl.” His de­ep voi­ce was calm and cool. He lif­ted me up li­ke I didn’t weigh mo­re than a gal­lon of milk and hel­ped me off the chair. He righ­ted it and wal­ked me in­to his bedroom. He had an old school ca­no­py style bed that was hu­ge.
 When he wal­ked me to it, I thought we we­re going to lay down on it, but in­s­tead he had me face him. He re­a­ched down be­hind my thighs and pi­cked me up. “Wrap your legs around me ba­by.” He mo­ved his hands so that he was hol­ding me by my ass as I threw my arms around his neck. “I got my hands full ba­by. Re­ach down and slip that dick in­to you.”
 His size, his voi­ce, the way he was hol­ding me was so sur­re­al. It was li­ke nothing I’d ex­pe­ri­enced be­fo­re. I re­a­ched back be­hind me and pushed his dick up un­til I felt it sli­de bet­ween my la­bia. Then slow­ly, he lo­we­red me down on to his cock. “That is a sweet litt­le white pus­sy you ha­ve ba­by. I’m gon­na fuck it good.”
 And he did. He boun­ced me on him li­ke that for a good ten mi­nu­tes. I ha­ve no idea how he held me that long. All I could do was hold on. Then he laid me down on the bed, grab­bed my an­kles and fu­cked me stan­ding the­re at the ed­ge of the bed. He was so tall, that he actu­al­ly had to pull my ass up off the bed a bit to get in­to me. Fi­nal­ly, Ro­bert laid down on his back and I ro­de him till he ca­me. I didn’t cum, but god I felt good. My hips we­re a litt­le so­re from ha­ving to spread them so wi­de for so long and he’d poun­ded me for a lot lon­ger than I thought he would, so I was a litt­le achy bet­ween my legs. But over­all, Ro­bert was a re­al­ly gre­at lay. It was re­al­ly stran­ge to be sort of frea­ked out and tur­ned on at the sa­me time.
 When I clim­bed off of him, he sat up and took off his con­dom care­ful­ly. “Co­me here, ba­by. Litt­le some­thin’ el­se I got for you. Hold your hands up.” He di­rec­ted my hands up to­ward my tits and then squee­zed all the cum out of the rub­ber on to my tits. “Rub that shit in to your tit­ties.” He sat back and wat­ched me as I rub­bed it all over my tits. He smi­led, threw me an old towel to wi­pe up with and said, “You al­right, girl.”
 I clea­ned up, got dres­sed and kis­sed Ro­bert on the cheek. When we­re in the living room, Wes told me to wait out­si­de for a mi­nu­te. I stood out­si­de, still kind of da­zed by the who­le thing. Mo­re that Wes told me he loved me than the sex with Ro­bert. When Wes ca­me out, he kis­sed me on the forehead and wal­ked me to­ward his car. “You to­re it down, ba­by. Ma­de me proud.”
 “Re­al­ly?” I beamed.
 “Shit, ye­ah. Ba­by girl, he said you we­re a freak!” He put me in the car and we hea­ded home.
 As I sat the­re in the car, I de­ci­ded I nee­ded to he­ar it again. “Tell me you love me, Wes.” For some re­a­son I was sud­den­ly up­set. I couldn’t fi­gu­re out why.
 Wes put his hand on my thigh. “Ba­by, you know I do, aight? You’re my boo. I’ma watch out for you.” I nod­ded and held his hand re­al­ly tight. He drop­ped me off on the cor­ner ne­ar my hou­se about a half hour be­fo­re my cur­few was up. I was wal­king away and wa­ving to Wes when it hit me all at on­ce. Wes had just pim­ped me out to Ro­bert. I’d just be­co­me Wes’s who­re.


Rough Night

Ka­te
Things we­re still pret­ty dark for me. Things we­ren’t re­al­ly im­pro­ving in my mar­ri­a­ge coun­sel­ling with Da­vid. Af­ter my weird ran­dom sex with the guy I met at the su­per­mar­ket, I felt both mo­re guil­ty and mo­re arou­sed. My drin­king pi­cked up and I star­ted fin­ding ways to avo­id being home when Da­vid was. I was al­so get­ting serious­ly en­vious of my daugh­ter. I knew she was out, being se­xu­al­ly acti­ve. Su­re, I was wor­ried for her li­ke any mom does, but I al­so was kee­ping a clo­ser eye on her than she pro­ba­b­ly re­a­li­zed and not al­ways be­cau­se I was fee­ling pro­tec­ti­ve.

I was al­so spen­ding a lot of time with my co-wor­kers af­ter work. The­re was a litt­le group of four of us who of­ten went out to­gether. My­self, my best gir­l­fri­end, Dar­cy and Matt, an ol­der mar­ried guy, and Lar­ry, who was a cute, youn­ger, gay guy. About a month af­ter my sex with ran­dom gro­ce­ry sto­re guy, we we­re all out ha­ving some drinks at a French Quar­ter tou­rist trap on Bour­bon Street. We nor­mal­ly didn’t go the­re, but Lar­ry was mee­ting some fri­end of his who was from out of town. Some tou­rist at the bar kept bu­y­ing shots and be­fo­re I knew it, I was re­al­ly, re­al­ly tras­hed. Dar­cy was even wor­se than me and we managed to get her a cab. Lar­ry di­s­ap­pea­red with his fri­end and it was just me and Matt.

We wal­ked down to De­ca­tur Street and found a litt­le di­ve bar to so­ber up in for a bit. Whi­le I nur­sed an­other whis­key, I star­ted tal­king. I tal­ked way too much. I told Matt how Da­vid and I we­re ha­ving pro­blems, how we’d both chea­ted, how I was scared that I didn’t love my hus­band any mo­re. Matt said he was ha­ving si­mi­lar pro­blems.

We wal­ked back to his car and when we got in, I re­a­li­zed that he was pro­ba­b­ly too drunk still to drive. But that wasn’t Matt’s plan. He ma­de a pass at me. I let him. We kis­sed that drun­ken 1am kind of kis­sing for awhi­le. I ne­ver even knew he li­ked me, so it was kind of stran­ge. He was pro­ba­b­ly fif­teen years ol­der than me and just kind of plain loo­king. We we­re both still wea­ring our work clo­thes. I can’t say I’d ever had a se­xu­al thought about him. He star­ted pa­wing at my tits and try­ing to get in my pants. I sort of thought ‘Su­re, what the hell?’. I had that state of mind whe­re on­ce you feel li­ke some­thing is wre­cked, it doesn’t hurt to wreck it fur­ther. I re­a­ched over to his side and star­ted un­buck­ling his pants. We we­re par­ked way out on a side street out of the Quar­ter, so no one was li­ke­ly to see us.

But then, I pul­led out his dick and stop­ped. The­re wasn’t any­thing es­pe­ci­al­ly wrong about his dick. Just a nor­mal dick. I sta­red at it for a cou­ple of se­conds, long enough for him to say “Eve­r­y­thing okay?”

Cla­rence’s words ca­me rus­hing back to me: “No mo­re white guys, ex­cept your hus­band, and then, on­ly when you ha­ve to.” I wasn’t bound by that, right? I hadn’t se­en Cla­rence in months. It was over bet­ween he and I. And why was that in my head and not my wed­ding vows?

 “Sor­ry, I can’t do this.” I put his dick back in his pants.
He sig­hed, loud­ly. As I ad­jus­ted my clo­thes and straigh­te­ned my­self up, he said, “Did I do some­thing wrong?” I shook my head. “Let’s gi­ve this an­other try. Ple­a­se?” He was star­ting to seem pa­the­tic.

“Matt, I’ll see you at work.” I pat­ted him on the thigh, which pro­ba­b­ly ca­me off mo­re con­de­scen­ding than I meant it to and I got out of the car. He dro­ve off a mi­nu­te la­ter as I wal­ked back in the di­rec­ti­on of the Quar­ter. I di­ver­ted at the Ma­rigny and went in­to a place whe­re a band was play­ing. It was a wee­knight and the­re wasn’t much of a crowd. The­re we­re about a do­zen peo­ple at the bar, about five sin­gle guys, two of them by them­sel­ves. One was a pret­ty de­cent loo­king black guy wat­ching the band.

I wal­ked straight up to him and said, “Hel­lo.”
 He smi­led and said, “How you doin?”
 “Ho­nest?” He loo­ked at me and shrug­ged a yes.
 I lea­ned clo­se to him and said, “I’ve had a re­al­ly rough day and I re­al­ly

need to get laid.”
 He laughed and held out a hand, “I’m Lu­cas.”
 “Ka­te.”
 “Hi Ka­te.” He shook my hand and loo­ked down and said, “Is that ring

going to be a pro­blem?” He was ge­stu­ring to my wed­ding ring. “No pro­blem.” I smi­led, slip­ped it off and threw it in­to my pur­se. Lu­cas was about six feet tall, with a me­ti­cu­lous­ly groo­med beard and

hair­cut, kept short. He had light cho­co­la­te skin, ni­ce­ly fit­ted jeans, a black lea­ther ja­cket and col­la­red shirt. He was fit, but not rip­ped. I, on the other hand, was wea­ring a pair of black work pants, black flats and a t-shirt. My makeup was ba­sic and put on about eight hours back and I pro­ba­b­ly ree­ked of food and whis­key. I knew I loo­ked li­ke hell and I could tell he was sort of si­zing me up.

He smi­led and said, “Let’s step out­si­de.” We wal­ked out to the night air and stood ne­ar the ent­ran­ce. Lu­cas brought his beer with him and he sip­ped at it as he tal­ked to me. “So, here’s what I’m seein’. A pret­ty la­dy who had a rough night at work and had an even rougher night af­ter that. Now, af­ter a few cock­tails, you got some ener­gy built up and you de­ci­ded you’re just gon­na go fuck the first man you can get your hands on.” He sip­ped his beer. “Am I clo­se?”

I was sort of caught off guard. I wasn’t su­re how to ans­wer, so I just said, “Pret­ty clo­se.” I was loo­king at my shoes.
 He threw his ne­a­r­ly em­pty beer cup in­to a trash can and then tur­ned to me. “I tell you what I think, Ka­te. I think you should get in a cab and take your ass home and go to bed.”
 “Is it be­cau­se I’m mar­ried?” I soun­ded whi­ny. I was su­re I soun­ded li­ke Matt.
 Lu­cas grab­bed me soft­ly by the shoul­ders and kis­sed me light­ly on the lips. “Even co­ming off of work, you are a se­xy fuck­ing la­dy, Ka­te. But you’re drunk and an­gry and up­set. That ain’t right for a first date.” He win­ked at me. Then he re­a­ched in­to his wal­let and pul­led out a busi­ness card. “My num­ber is on here. If you wa­ke up to­mor­row and you still want to see me, call and we can talk about it.”
 He took my hand and led me to the street and hai­led a cab. One pul­led up just a se­cond la­ter. Lu­cas lea­ned in­to the cab­bie’s win­dow and said, “This litt­le la­dy needs a ri­de home.” He put me in­to the back seat and kis­sed me again, ve­ry light­ly on the lips. “Good night, Ka­te.” He han­ded a twen­ty to the cab dri­ver, wa­ved to me and wal­ked back in­to the bar. I read and re-read his busi­ness card all the way back to my hou­se.
 I slip­ped in­to the hou­se la­te. It was quiet and dark. I tip-to­ed to my room, ho­ping not to wa­ke Da­vid. But I heard a noi­se co­ming from Jes­si­ca’s room and crept over to see what it was. I lis­ten­ed at the door but couldn’t make any­thing out spe­ci­fi­cal­ly. I didn’t want to start­le her if she was slee­ping or ha­ving a night­ma­re, so I cra­cked the door open ve­ry slow­ly and care­ful­ly.
 I couldn’t see much, but my eyes had ad­jus­ted to the dar­kness some. Still, I al­most gas­ped when I re­a­li­zed she had a boy in bed with her. He was on top of her, her legs wrap­ped around him. They we­re try­ing re­al­ly hard to be quiet. The boy was black and lean and tat­tooed. His ass was fle­xing as he mo­ved in and out of her and I could see his leg muscles wor­king. She was let­ting out soft litt­le mo­ans eve­ry time he thrust for­ward.
 I’d pro­ba­b­ly on­ly be­en wat­ching for about five se­conds and I shouldn’t ha­ve wat­ched for even that long. It didn’t oc­cur to be mad at her or to try to stop her. That thought didn’t cross my mind then. I just slow­ly clo­sed the door and let them ha­ve their time. I as­s­u­med he’d co­me in through the win­dow. He’d pro­ba­b­ly lea­ve that way too. Be­si­des, stop­ping this now would su­re­ly wa­ke my hus­band and lead to mo­re pro­blems that I didn’t want to deal with.
 I clo­sed her door and slip­ped back in­to my room. I slip­ped out of my work clo­thes and in­to bed with Da­vid. I hid the busi­ness card in my night­stand and thought about Lu­cas’s gentleman­ly be­ha­vi­or and the pret­ty black boy in my daugh­ter’s bed. I wan­ted to ma­stur­ba­te, but just de­ci­ded to sleep off my whis­key and call it a night.


You Aren’t Going Any­whe­re

Ka­te
Two weeks went by be­fo­re I got in touch with Lu­cas, the hand­so­me black guy that had gi­ven me his busi­ness card af­ter I’d drun­ken­ly hit on him. I didn’t think he’d re­mem­ber me, but he did and agreed to a date. We de­ci­ded to meet up for a la­te af­ter­noon cock­tail. I ma­de food ahead of time and let eve­r­yo­ne know I might not be around for din­ner be­cau­se of a work shift. I left ear­ly, all dres­sed up and brought a change of clo­thes with me. I was re­al­ly ho­ping to get Lu­cas’ clo­thes off of him.

When I got to the bar in Up­town, he was as hand­so­me as I’d re­mem­be­red he was. We im­me­di­a­te­ly went back to our flir­ting, but things didn’t go at all as I’d ho­ped. It didn’t take long for him to ask about my mar­ri­a­ge, my chea­ting. It wasn’t li­ke he was over­ly pry­ing, but he wan­ted to know just how much trou­ble I was get­ting my­self in­to. I didn’t gi­ve him all the de­tails, but I told him that I’d be­co­me at­trac­ted to black men and that I’d be­en seeing a cou­ple over the last year.

Af­ter I went through whe­re I was at with my hus­band, Lu­cas ga­ve me a long look and then said, “I don’t think we can go any far­ther with this, Ka­te.” I was kind of dumb­struck. He saw my ex­pres­si­on and con­ti­nued. “Look, if you we­re hea­ded for di­vor­ce, or se­pa­ra­ted, no pro­blem. But you’ve got shit going in both di­rec­ti­ons. I’m not su­re you know what you want. If you want to be with your hus­band, why are you here with me? If you want to be out and sin­gle, why are you in mar­ri­a­ge coun­se­ling? You’re an at­trac­ti­ve wo­man, Ka­te. But this shit you’re doing is just a di­sas­ter wai­ting to hap­pen and I’m not su­re it’s in my best in­te­rest to get in­vol­ved with you right now. Even if it’s just for a cou­ple of hours in bed.”

I sat kind of stun­ned for a few mi­nu­tes. He finis­hed his drink, said a po­li­te good­bye and left me the­re. It didn’t oc­cur to me that a man might not want to cheat with me. I stayed for a cou­ple mo­re whis­keys, then got up to go home.

In­s­tead, I en­ded up dri­ving my­self to Sam’s loft. I don’t know why. Sam hadn’t re­al­ly be­en ve­ry cool to me and I’d on­ly put up with him be­cau­se of Cla­rence. Yes, he was hot as hell, but I still thought he was a jerk.

When I buz­zed his in­ter­com, I was sur­pri­sed to he­ar Mi­chel­le ans­wer it. I thought she might be up­set with me for the un­wit­ting ro­le I’d played in her hu­mi­li­a­ting tre­at­ment the last time I’d se­en her. I did a dou­ble take when she said, “Oh, hi Ka­te, co­me on up!” in a ge­nu­i­ne­ly ex­ci­ted voi­ce. The front door was open when I got up the­re and I wal­ked in fee­ling li­ke a trap had be­en laid for me. Mi­chel­le was wal­king around the place wea­ring nothing but a big t-shirt, her cute litt­le butt po­king out from un­der­neath.

I glan­ced around as she ca­me up to hug me. “He’s not here. Won’t be home till la­te to­night.” I was both di­s­ap­poin­ted and re­li­e­ved. I’d co­me here with in­ten­ti­on of fuck­ing Sam, but now that that wasn’t going to hap­pen, it was pro­ba­b­ly for the best. I’d just be doing some­thing el­se self-de­struc­ti­ve. Mi­chel­le ma­de me a cock­tail and we sat on the couch and chat­ted. By the time I was finis­hed, I was fee­ling open enough that I as­ked her about our last time with Sam and why she let him tre­at her that way.

She laughed. “He does it for me! I love that stuff - de­ni­al, te­a­sing, a litt­le pain, a litt­le hu­mi­li­a­ti­on. Sam knows what gets me going. Af­ter you left that night he told me that I couldn’t fuck or ma­stur­ba­te for three days and that he wasn’t going to touch me eit­her. On the se­cond night though, when I went to bed horny as hell, he wo­ke me up in the midd­le of the night and fu­cked the living shit out of me!” She laughed again.

“I re­al­ly thought you we­re up­set,” I said, both re­li­e­ved and con­fu­sed. “I was, but that’s kind of the point. I re­al­ly wan­ted him to fuck me when he was fuck­ing you. But that twin­ge of jea­lou­sy, that fee­ling of being de­nied, it can be fun if you let it. It can be fun to let someo­ne be mean to you,” she got a wi­cked grin on her face, “if you know you’re actu­al­ly safe.”
 I che­wed on that for a mi­nu­te and then she got this look on her face li­ke she’d just thought of some­thing and then she jum­ped up and ran to her pho­ne. Af­ter a quick di­al and a pau­se she said, “Hey, it’s Mi­chel­le! Are you still co­ming over?….Well, if you can co­me over in the next hour in­s­tead, you might ha­ve a litt­le ex­tra sur­pri­se for you here…No, I’ll tell you when you get here.”
 She hung up and clap­ped her hands ex­ci­ted­ly. “Okay, now we ha­ve to get you rea­dy.”
 “What’s going on? Who was that?”
 “Do you re­mem­ber Benji? He was here last time. Black guy? Pushed my face in the sheets and ma­de me eat his cum up?” She gig­gled af­ter that last.
 “Ye­ah, the guy who cut my new ted­dy off me?” I still wasn’t ve­ry hap­py about that.
 “Ye­ah! He’s co­ming over for a litt­le play time with me. I thought it would be fun for you to try out a litt­le de­ni­al and may­be some te­a­sing.” I didn’t ha­ve a su­per ex­ci­ted look on my face.She got pou­ty and plop­ped down on the couch be­si­de me. “Co­me on! I pro­mi­se, you’ll ha­ve fun! It’ll be hot. And Benji won’t even touch you if you don’t want him to. Ple­a­se? Let me set this up!”
 I finis­hed my drink and nod­ded with a sigh. Mi­chel­le leapt up, her litt­le butt jig­g­ling out from un­der the shirt. She ran to the other room and brought out an enor­mous duf­fel bag. “Okay, go pee and then get com­fy over on that couch, by the bed.” I did as she as­ked, pe­eing and then slip­ping off my shoes and sit­ting down on the litt­le love seat that faced Sam’s bed.
 She pul­led out some cuffs. They we­re a litt­le sof­ter and smal­ler than the ones Cla­rence had and I let her put then on my an­kles and wrists. Next she drag­ged out some ro­pe that had me­tal clips on the end and hoo­ked them to my wrist cuffs. She had me stretch my arms out along the back of the love seat and then ran the ro­pe down to the woo­den legs at the bot­tom and se­cu­red them. Then she did the sa­me with my legs, ty­ing them so they we­re spread.
 Mi­chel­le step­ped back and loo­ked at her han­di­work and clap­ped again. “Oh, this is gre­at! I so ra­re­ly get to tie anyo­ne el­se up! We are gon­na ha­ve so much fun!” It was hard not to smi­le at how ex­ci­ted she was. She wal­ked up to me and got an evil litt­le gle­am in her eye. “Now you’re all mi­ne.” I tug­ged on the wrist cuffs. I had a litt­le slack to mo­ve around but not much. I’d pro­ba­b­ly ha­ve to find some way to over­turn the couch if I wan­ted to get out. On the plus side, the­re wasn’t re­al­ly a way for Benji to fuck me in this po­si­ti­on. Plus, I still had my skirt and un­der­we­ar on.
 Mi­chel­le was still lea­ning in clo­se to me, en­joy­ing my brief at­t­empt at strug­g­ling. “Oh ho­ney, you aren’t going any­whe­re.” She un­did the but­tons on my blou­se and flung it open, ex­po­sing my bra. I had to ad­mit, I re­al­ly did li­ke being tied up, even by Mi­chel­le. I could feel a slight tin­gle bet­ween my legs. “Now,” She said, stan­ding back up, “I’m going to lea­ve you with one mo­re thing whi­le I get rea­dy for Benji. She mo­ved back to the bag and pul­led out a bott­le of lu­be and a pla­stic bag that had a butt plug in it. It wasn’t ve­ry wi­de or ve­ry long, but it had a wi­de, flat ba­se.
 “That’s okay,” I said, try­ing to play it cool. “I’m fi­ne just wat­ching.”
 She grin­ned and knelt down bet­ween my legs. I tried to clo­se them, comple­te­ly fai­ling. Her fin­gers pul­led asi­de my pan­ties. “Show me that ass­ho­le, naugh­ty girl.” I squirmed a litt­le and she said, “Gi­ve it to me or it’s going in wi­thout lu­be.” I re­al­ly didn’t want that so I did as she said an pushed my hips up and out. “Good girl. The­re it is.”
 She put a glob of lu­be on her fin­ger and rub­bed it around my ass­ho­le. “Now, you be good and keep this in your ass un­til I take it out.” Mi­chel­le put the ti­ny pink litt­le butt plug up to my ass­ho­le and pushed it about three quar­ters in. My ass see­med ea­ger for it. The wi­dest part was right at my sphinc­ter. I in­ha­led and pushed my ass down on the rest of it and it slip­ped in­to place, the an­chor flush with my ass­ho­le. She pul­led my un­der­we­ar back in to place, kis­sed my knee and took her bag of toys in­to the bedroom.
 She left me the­re for a good twen­ty mi­nu­tes. I found my­self get­ting wet­ter and wet­ter, un­a­ble to igno­re the butt plug and how tur­ned on I was get­ting.
 Then the buz­zer went off and a few se­conds la­ter, Mi­chel­le ca­me out in a ba­thro­be and high heels. Her hair was down and she’d put on some bright red lip­stick and hea­vy eye­li­ner. She buz­zed Benji up and a mi­nu­te la­ter he step­ped in. He loo­ked over and saw me as he wal­ked in and they be­gan a whi­s­pe­red dia­logue. I couldn’t tell what was said, but he nod­ded and smi­led a lot. Benji was bet­ter loo­king than I re­mem­ber. Not ex­act­ly in gre­at sha­pe and a litt­le bal­ding, but he had a hand­so­me face and his arms had dark tat­toos po­king out from un­der the short slee­ves of his tight but­ton up shirt. His eyes we­re a re­al­ly light brown that stood out against his cho­co­la­te skin.
 They wal­ked in­to the kit­chen and ca­me back a few mi­nu­tes la­ter with drinks. Mi­chel­le loo­ked re­al­ly pret­ty in her fur trim­med ro­be and her plat­form heels. They both stood right in front of me and then tur­ned to each other. He put his hands on her hips and she threw her arms around his neck and they slow­ly star­ted kis­sing. He gra­du­al­ly be­gan mo­ving his hands in­side her ro­be, ex­po­sing mo­re of Mi­chel­le’s na­ked­ness un­der­neath. Then he un­did it, let­ting it fall to the floor. He lea­ned down and kis­sed each of her nipp­les gent­ly, then firm­ly, bi­ting them un­til she jer­ked away.
 Then Benji step­ped to­ward me and un­zip­ped his jeans. He re­a­ched in and pul­led out his se­mi-hard cock. It was long and thick, with a fat head and a mo­le right at the ba­se. He stood at the ed­ge of the couch bet­ween my legs, slow­ly stro­king it. “By the time we do­ne, you gon­na be begging for this.” I didn’t ans­wer, just sta­red at it as it slow­ly got har­der.
 He step­ped back and Mi­chel­le mo­ved in bet­ween us. She faced Benji and bent over so that her ass was me­re in­ches from my face. I could he­ar her suck­ing his dick, but I couldn’t see it. The­re was that sound of wet­ness and spit, of lips on flesh, of his quiet mo­ans as she got him hard with her mouth. She kept ro­ta­ting her ass around in front of me and I could see ti­ny je­wels of wet­ness for­ming ne­ar her pus­sy lips.
 I kept grin­ding my ass in­to the couch, which ma­de things wor­se. I wouldn’t be ab­le to cum that way and I couldn’t touch my­self, so it was just get­ting me mo­re wet and wor­ked up. Then she re­a­ched up and spread her ass cheeks, sho­wing me her ti­ny litt­le ass­ho­le. Benji ba­cked her up un­til her ass was al­most to my face. I thought he was going to make me rim her, but she stood up and tur­ned. “I’ve got him good and hard now. I ho­pe you got a good look at my ass­ho­le, be­cau­se he’s about to stretch it out with that big cock of his.” She ran a fin­ger bet­ween her legs and then wi­ped it on my up­per lip. “Now you be good out here. We’ll be back soon.”
 Then she led him in to the ba­throom and out of my sight. She left the door open al­lo­wi­ng me to he­ar them. I couldn’t tell ex­act­ly what was hap­pe­ning, but it soun­ded li­ke she was bent over some­thing and he was fuck­ing her from be­hind. It took them awhi­le to get going be­cau­se he was too big to just go straight in­to her ass. But I knew he’d got­ten in­to her when I heard him say, “Oh that’s it, bitch! Your ass is mi­ne.” They fu­cked in the­re for an­other half hour, get­ting lou­der and fil­thier.
 By the time they ca­me out, my pan­ties we­re soa­ked and I was lea­king on­to the couch. I could still smell her pus­sy on my lip and I wan­ted to cum so bad it hurt. They step­ped out of the ba­throom, swea­ty and sa­tis­fied. Benji wal­ked up to me. He’d pul­led his con­dom off and his cock was slow­ly going soft. His balls and the ba­se of his cock we­re co­ve­red in sweat and lu­be and juices from Mi­chel­le. His shaft and head still had cum stuck to the sides.
 He thrust his hips for­ward and said, “Clean me up.” I be­gan to lean for­ward and open my mouth, de­spe­ra­te for any con­tact at that point, but Mi­chel­le stop­ped me, pushing me back by my shoul­ders.
 “No, I’ll do that.” Then she tur­ned away from me, ben­ding over and sprea­ding her ass again for me. “Too bad you just ha­ve that litt­le toy in you. Look at what Benji did for me.” Her ass­ho­le was stret­ched and still oo­zing lu­be. She had that mus­ky anal sex smell co­ming off her. She drop­ped to her knees then and clea­ned Benji in front of me. It was ex­cru­cia­ting.
 “Ple­a­se,” I fi­nal­ly said to Benji. “Ple­a­se, make me cum.”
 Benji igno­red me and got dres­sed. Mi­chel­le said, “We’ll see,” with a sly sa­di­stic look in her eye. When Benji was dres­sed, he hea­ded for the door but then de­tou­red and stop­ped stan­ding over my pur­se. He re­a­ched in­to his wal­let and pul­led out a few bills that loo­ked li­ke twen­ties.
 “This is for that ted­dy I cut up.” He win­ked at me and wal­ked to the door. Mi­chel­le wal­ked him out and then ca­me back to me.
 “Wasn’t that de­li­cious?” She drop­ped to her knees and put her arms on my thighs, lea­ning clo­se and smi­ling.
 “Oh fuck, it’s hot, ye­ah, but shit, I need to cum.” I was al­most in­vo­lun­ta­ri­ly squir­ming in the res­traints and I didn’t think I could sit still much lon­ger. “Get me out of here.”
 “I thought you wan­ted to cum?” She grin­ned.
 “I do!” I was still squir­ming.
 “Well, hold still naugh­ty girl and I’ll eat that litt­le pus­sy for you.”
 I stop­ped squir­ming. “No….thanks. Um…I don’t think I’m in­to going the­re.”
 For a mo­ment, I thought Mi­chel­le might just try to eat me out any­way. She was sweet and fun and I’d had a good time, but I just wasn’t fee­ling the les­bi­an thing. She’d ea­ten the cum out of me that one time at Cla­rence’s, but that wasn’t about me cum­ming.
 But she didn’t try this time. In­s­tead, she clim­bed on top of me and sat on my lap, fa­cing me. “Okay. I won’t push that on you. It’s cool. Lis­ten though. One mo­re thing I wan­ted to say be­fo­re I un­tie you.”
 “Okay…” Our faces we­re me­re in­ches from each other.
 “I’ve be­en tal­king to Sam who’s be­en tal­king to Cla­rence. He re­al­ly mis­ses you. Cla­rence. I mean, a lot. Li­ke, we’re tal­king ‘bro­ken heart’ a lot. But he won’t cha­se you be­cau­se you’re mar­ried. I’m not try­ing to get up in your busi­ness or tell you what’s up, but…” She trai­led off.
 “What?”
 “Cla­rence, Sam, fuck, black guys in ge­ne­ral, they li­ke to fuck. Most of them that I know re­al­ly li­ke fuck­ing white girls. Most of them are awe­so­me lays with ama­zing dicks. But not ma­ny guys are li­ke Cla­rence. Cla­rence is the shit. Not ma­ny girls are li­ke you, Ka­te.” She tou­ched my shoul­ders. “You’re kind of li­ke me. We’re both horny as fuck, we’re both kinky, we both to­tal­ly love black guys.” She got up and star­ted un­ty­ing me. “I’m not say­ing you should get a di­vor­ce. Or go back to the way things we­re..or what­ever. But what about a se­pa­ra­ti­on? What about mo­ving out for a bit and just seeing what it would be li­ke if you we­re ab­le to fuck who you wan­ted when you wan­ted? You know? Wouldn’t it be ama­zing to get fu­cked eve­ry night of the week in­s­tead of snea­king around?”
 She finis­hed un­ty­ing me and said, “I just wan­ted to throw that out the­re, okay? For Cla­rence. I li­ke you two to­gether. If you de­ci­de you want to mo­ve out or some­thing, let Sam know. He’s got an in with the ma­na­ge­ment com­pa­ny here and he could get you a loft pret­ty ea­si­ly. They aren’t cheap, but…we’d be clo­se.” She grin­ned shee­pis­h­ly at me.
 I got up and hug­ged her. “Thanks for a…sur­pri­sing time. I’ll think about it.” I got dres­sed and clea­ned up, went out to my car and dro­ve home. I still hadn’t got­ten off and I was horny as hell. I wo­ke up Da­vid with a blow job and then ro­de him till I got off, thin­king about Cla­rence, Mi­chel­le, Sam, Jay, Aa­ron, the guy from the gro­ce­ry sto­re and eve­r­yo­ne el­se I’d ever fu­cked. Ex­cept Da­vid.


Games

Jes­si­ca
It ma­de to­tal sen­se. Wes had pim­ped me out to Ro­bert. Was I frea­ked out and up­set? Yes. Was I re­al­ly mad at Wes? Yes. But the­re was some­thing el­se the­re too. It took me a few days to kind of think it through, but the truth was, I li­ked the sex I had with Ro­bert and I li­ked kno­wing that Wes was sit­ting in the other room, hea­ring me get fu­cked.

But what was I going to do about it? I had to talk to Wes, but my emo­ti­ons we­re all over the place. I de­ci­ded that I was going to play it cool, go talk to Wes, ask him about it and then de­ci­de how to re­act ba­sed on how he played it. I tex­ted him to see if he was home and he actu­al­ly ans­we­red me that he was. He ra­re­ly ans­we­red his texts in less than a few hours so I was sur­pri­sed.

I stop­ped by af­ter school and he was with Rol­lie and TD and the­re we­re bo­xes in the living room. They all see­med ten­se. “What’s going on?” Wes took me in­to his room and ex­plai­ned that Rol­lie’s bro­ther, Dar­ryl, the guy I’d gi­ven head to a cou­ple of weeks back, had be­en ar­res­ted on a few char­ges in­clu­ding assault. It didn’t look li­ke he’d be get­ting out any time soon and Rol­lie’s mo­ther nee­ded someo­ne around the hou­se to help her, so Rol­lie was mo­ving back in with her. TD had de­ci­ded that he was going to take the op­por­tu­ni­ty to lea­ve as well, lea­ving Wes with no room­ma­tes. I stayed for a bit and hel­ped Rol­lie pack. I re­al­ly li­ked him and was sad that he was going to be mo­ving out to Chal­met­te.

Fi­nal­ly, I was ab­le to get Wes alo­ne again for a bit and we tal­ked about what hap­pe­ned with Ro­bert. Be­fo­re I could re­al­ly make any ac­cu­sa­ti­ons or get on him about it though he was all on me. “Loo­ka here. You drink my 40s, you smo­ke my do­pe, you eat out my fridge. With my boys mo­vin’ out, I can’t af­ford your ass around here. I got to pay the bills. Now on, you want to smo­ke up, you got to pay up, ya heard me?”

He wasn’t an­gry with me, just kind of cold and serious. I was caught off guard. I guess it was true that I ne­ver re­al­ly ga­ve Wes any mo­ney for any­thing. I’d ne­ver had a job and was just sort of used to peo­ple gi­ving me stuff. The­re was no way I could re­mem­ber how much weed we’d smo­ked to­gether.

All I en­ded up say­ing was, “What hap­pe­ned with Ro­bert, is that gon­na hap­pen again?” Wes shrug­ged. “May­be. I know you li­ke that dick, ba­by. Don’t be say­in’ you don’t. ‘Sides, you said I could tell you who gets in that ass and who don’t. You say­in you’re coo­chie wasn’t all wet on Ro­bert’s dick?”

I shrug­ged. “I guess.”
 “You guess? Fuck, I heard your ass cre­a­min all over that nig­ga’s dick. I told you I love you ba­by girl. You love me?” He was loo­king right in­to my eyes.
 “Yes.” I was fee­ling ve­ry ti­ny.
 “Then let me he­ar you say it, girl.”
 “I love you, Wes.” It wasn’t till I said it that I re­al­ly be­lie­ved it.
 “Aight. That’s what I want to he­ar. Now get your ass home and we’ll talk la­ter.”
 When I got home, still a litt­le emo­ti­o­nal­ly mi­xed up from my talk with Wes, I got sur­pri­sed with a talk from my dad. He star­ted as­king ques­ti­ons about my da­ting life and who I was seeing and wan­ting to know all kinds of shit. I had to lie and gi­ve him some half trut­hs and I think he knew that I wasn’t being ho­nest with him. So, I had all that to think about too.
 As if that wasn’t enough, my bro­ther hit me up with a weird pro­po­sal. He’d got­ten this ni­ce ca­me­ra for his birth­day and wan­ted me to mo­del for him. He was on some kick whe­re he wan­ted to be­co­me a pro­fes­si­o­nal pho­to­gra­pher. Then I got a bril­li­ant idea and told him I’d do it if he paid me. He wasn’t ve­ry hap­py about that, but he agreed and we de­ci­ded on that week­end to do the shoot.
 A cou­ple days la­ter, I hung out with my fri­end Jen­ni­fer and we got to tal­king about my dad and his su­spi­ci­ons. She said, “Why don’t you bring a white guy home a cou­ple times? Some­bo­dy your dad would li­ke? Just for show?” It was a gre­at idea and she sug­ge­s­ted that she could set me up with her ol­der bro­ther, who was in col­le­ge and just re­cent­ly bro­ke up with his gir­l­fri­end. I’d se­en Je­re­my a cou­ple of times. He was pret­ty cute and I thought my dad would to­tal­ly buy it. I could go on a few dates with him, bring him home for din­ner or some­thing and my dad would lay off me. She ma­de a call and the next day, we had a date set up for Sa­tur­day night. I told Wes about the plan and he said it was fi­ne so long as I didn’t actu­al­ly fuck Je­re­my.
 The mo­de­ling thing ca­me up that Sa­tur­day and my bro­ther Ke­vin was mo­re pro­fes­si­o­nal about it than I thought he would be. He’d as­ked to see some of my clo­thes to pick out certain co­lors and styles and then he sho­wed me his room. Ke­vin had tur­ned one who­le cor­ner of his room in­to a litt­le pho­to stu­dio. His fur­ni­ture was all pushed to one cor­ner and he’d set up a back drop and eve­r­y­thing.
 I didn’t know the first thing about mo­de­ling and he didn’t re­al­ly eit­her. But he was ta­king tons of pho­to­graphs and put­ting me in va­rious flir­ty po­ses. We tried dif­fe­rent out­fits and I’d make litt­le chan­ges to my hair. I vol­un­tee­red my white high heels that Wes had got­ten me and Ke­vin re­al­ly li­ked tho­se.
 It got a litt­le weird when Ke­vin as­ked me to un­dress and start sho­wing some actu­al nu­di­ty, but he’d se­en me na­ked last sum­mer so I didn’t think it was too big a deal. Even­tu­al­ly, he had me ful­ly na­ked ex­cept for the heels. I was okay with it till he star­ted as­king me to bend over and spread my ass.
 “Ke­vin, I don’t think I can do that with you.”
 We went back and forth about it and he fi­nal­ly said, “Look, I’ll gi­ve you an ex­tra $40. How about that?” I ga­ve in. I nee­ded the mo­ney. He had me spread my ass, spread my la­bia with my fin­gers, put my face to the floor with my ass in the air. Then he as­ked me to stick a fin­ger in my pus­sy and I drew the line the­re.
 “Sor­ry, that’s it.” He tried to of­fer me mo­re mo­ney, but I was star­ting to get skee­ved out. I told him no and put my clo­thes back on. He ga­ve me the $60 he owed me and I left ir­ri­ta­ted with him. I knew he was serious about his pho­to­gra­phy, but I al­so knew he was going to be bea­ting off to tho­se pic­tu­res. It ma­de me kind of mad.
 My date with Je­re­my that night went okay, but it was weird going on a nor­mal date with a white guy. He ca­me over and met my mom and dad and we all hung out for a litt­le bit be­fo­re we went to a mo­vie. We hung out in my room for a whi­le af­ter we got back. I wan­ted to make su­re my dad knew that he was in my bedroom but that we we­ren’t fuck­ing or any­thing so I left the door open.
 Je­re­my didn’t re­al­ly know that he was just a show date. He was ni­ce and actu­al­ly pret­ty hand­so­me, but he had this col­le­ge guy frat at­ti­tu­de that was kind of gross. He kis­sed me whi­le we we­re sit­ting on my bed loo­king at some stuff on the In­ter­net. It was weird and awk­ward. I let him do it, but I al­so didn’t want to lead him on too far.
 He whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “Let’s go out to my car.” I knew what that meant. I told him no, that was as far as I’d go on a first date. He was a litt­le an­noy­ed but he didn’t say any­thing.
 That night, I was lay­ing in bed, thin­king about all the shit over the last cou­ple of days. I was re­al­ly ti­red of hi­ding from my dad all the time. I wan­ted to just be with Wes. I con­si­de­red just tel­ling my dad and if he ki­cked me out, well then, so be it, right? In­s­tead, I just ma­stur­ba­ted my­self to sleep, thin­king about Wes and who he might make me fuck next. I rol­led around the idea of being an actu­al re­al life who­re for Wes.


Com­fort Inn

Ka­te
Af­ter I’d had sex with Da­vid that night, he took it as some kind of sign that things we­re im­pro­ving with us. But I was thin­king the ex­act op­po­si­te. I didn’t ha­te Da­vid, I re­al­ly did love him and care about him, but the­re was nothing se­xu­al bet­ween us any lon­ger. I wan­ted Cla­rence, I wan­ted Jay, and I wan­ted mo­re black men in my life and in my bed. A plan star­ted to form in my head. It wasn’t a pret­ty one, but it was one I could live with. I’d hold out un­til Jes­si­ca finis­hed high school and then mo­ve out on my own and get offi­ci­al­ly se­pa­ra­ted.

Then, on­ce the dust had sett­led and I knew the kids we­re going to be okay I could get a di­vor­ce and offi­ci­al­ly gi­ve my­self full time to Cla­rence. If he still wan­ted me that is. I de­ci­ded to text him, but I was ner­vous as all hell. I was ter­ri­fied he’d igno­re me or be re­al­ly an­gry with me. In­s­tead, he tex­ted back right away, ‘Co­me over when you can. We’ll talk’.

When we got to­gether a cou­ple of days la­ter, I was ner­vous all over again. I was sha­king when he ans­we­red the door. But Cla­rence ga­ve me a long hug and kiss on the cheek and I felt this in­stant sen­se of safe­ty in his big arms. I told him what had hap­pe­ned with Da­vid and I, that he’d ad­mit­ted chea­ting on me, our coun­se­ling, my plan to be avai­la­ble to him full time, the who­le thing. I even told him about my en­coun­ter with Mi­chel­le. I skip­ped the part about me picking up the guy at the gro­ce­ry sto­re though.

Cla­rence lis­ten­ed pa­ti­ent­ly and then when I’d ex­haus­ted my­self he said, “That’s some hea­vy shit.” Then he sat the­re again thin­king. He had a look on his face that I’d ne­ver se­en be­fo­re and he fi­nal­ly said, “I got my­self a litt­le mo­re wrap­ped up in you than I pro­ba­b­ly should ha­ve. I knew you we­re mar­ried but I let you get a litt­le clo­ser than was smart. I’m hap­py you ha­ve a plan and I think we can be clo­se again, but it’s going to take some time. I need to go a litt­le slower.”

 I nod­ded. What el­se could I say? I’d to­tal­ly blown it with him, de­stroy­ed our connec­ti­on and aban­do­ned him. What­ever scrap he was thro­wing me was a gift. “I un­der­stand. I’ll wait for you.”
He loo­ked up at me with a look of amu­se­ment. “Oh, you may be wai­ting for me, but that doesn’t mean we can’t work on get­ting you back whe­re you be­long.”

“Whe­re’s that?” I said with a smi­le.
 “On your back, ma­king brot­has hap­py.” He grin­ned at my look of fa­ke shock. “I know you, girl. That pus­sy is in­sa­ti­a­ble. I’m gues­sing you’ve pro­ba­b­ly got­ten some black dick sin­ce I last saw you. Am I right?” I blus­hed mas­si­ve­ly, both of out em­bar­rass­ment and sha­me.
 He sig­hed and spread his arms out across the couch. “So, for now, I’ll just be play­in’ match maker for you. If things go smooth bet­ween you and I, we can work on get­tin’ shit back to whe­re it was. Cool?”
 I wan­ted to leap on him and kiss him, but I felt li­ke that would be out of bounds, so I just nod­ded ex­ci­ted­ly and smi­led. Then I said, “What about Jay? Can I con­tact him? Should I? I know he was pret­ty mad at me for just cut­ting him off.”
 Cla­rence shook his head slow­ly. “Jay re­al­ly had a thing for you. He’s with someo­ne el­se right now. I think she’s sort of a re­bound. Lay low for a bit. I’ll work on that for you, but don’t get your ho­pes up.”
 He got serious then and said, “I’m gon­na gi­ve you a se­cond chan­ce here, but I need you to pro­mi­se me that you aren’t going to pull any shit li­ke this again. I need to be­lie­ve that when I say jump, we’re gon­na ha­ve to drag your ass out of the cei­ling. We straight? If you want back in, I own your ass.”
 I didn’t even ha­ve to think about it. “You own it.”
 We had a cou­ple of drinks and chat­ted and then he sent me home and told me to wait for a text from him. Two days la­ter he sent me a long one. I was to go out to the Com­fort Inn by the air­port, two nights from now and stand out­si­de the front lob­by at 9pm. He told me to dress pro­vo­ca­ti­ve­ly and wait for someo­ne na­med Har­ris to ap­proach me. He said he’d know my na­me. He told me I was to do eve­r­y­thing Har­ris told me to and that I should ex­pect things to go la­te.
 Of cour­se, this was a test. Cla­rence knew that me going out at 9pm with on­ly two days no­ti­ce would be tough. Es­pe­ci­al­ly if I was going to be out re­al­ly la­te. He al­so knew that in or­der to trust this Har­ris guy, I’d re­al­ly ha­ve to trust Cla­rence, sin­ce he wouldn’t be the­re. It ma­de me a litt­le mad, but I guess I had it co­ming. I’d bro­ken his trust and co­me back begging. I de­ser­ved it. It forced me to do some­thing I didn’t re­al­ly want to do. I had to start the wheels of my plan mo­ving.
 That night, I had ‘the talk’ with Da­vid. I told him that I thought things we­ren’t wor­king as they we­re and that if they we­re going to ha­ve any chan­ce at all, that I might need to mo­ve out. He didn’t take it well. I knew he wouldn’t. But I sof­te­ned it for him by say­ing it might not be for awhi­le and that may­be we could test the wa­ters, just a bit. I told him that I might try stay­ing with my fri­end Dar­cy and her hus­band. Da­vid grum­b­led about it, but he see­med to be with okay with it as an al­ter­na­ti­ve to me mo­ving out en­ti­re­ly.
 We left the kids out of it, tel­ling them on­ly that I was going to spend the night with Dar­cy so that Da­vid and I could “get some space.” They knew we we­re in coun­se­ling, but thank­ful­ly they we­re old enough that they didn’t ask too ma­ny awk­ward ques­ti­ons. Dar­cy fi­gu­red out that I was going to be seeing a guy, but said she’d co­ver for me. She didn’t seem ve­ry hap­py about it though.
 So, I sho­wed up at ni­ne at the Com­fort Inn dres­sed li­ke a comple­te slut and stood out­si­de the lob­by, wai­ting for some stran­ger. To say I was ner­vous would be a hu­ge un­der­state­ment. I was ter­ri­fied. All I could hold on­to was that I tru­ly be­lie­ved that Cla­rence would ne­ver put me in any actu­al dan­ger.
 I’d chan­ged in a re­stau­rant ba­throom on the way and put on a short skirt with no un­der­we­ar, a tight white top that sho­wed off a bunch of clea­va­ge. I took a chan­ce and didn’t we­ar a bra eit­her. I wore some pa­tent lea­ther cork wed­ges with high heels and a litt­le an­kle strap. I laid my makeup on pret­ty hea­vi­ly - eye sha­dow, lip liner, the works. Stan­ding out the­re, I thought for su­re I’d get pi­cked up for pro­sti­tu­ti­on be­fo­re this Har­ris guy could find me.
 Su­re enough, this young loo­king guy in his mid 20s with sag­ging jeans and a hu­ge jer­sey co­mes wal­king out of the lob­by. He had about a do­zen of tho­se short ro­pey dreads and a goa­tee. I could see tat­toos on his hands and neck. He wal­ked straight up to me and I was about to pa­nic when he said, “You Ka­te?”
 My heart skip­ped a beat. “Ye­ah, who are you?”
 “Har­ris.” He took me by the hand and led me in­to the lob­by.
 I stum­b­led af­ter him si­lent­ly, still in a kind of shock. I just kept repea­ting to my­self, “Trust Cla­rence.”
 We got to a room on the se­cond floor. On the way up, he loo­ked me up and down and said, half un­der his breath, “Damn, you look aight.”
 I couldn’t think of a re­spon­se so I just stayed si­lent. When he ope­ned the door the­re was an­other guy the­re. He was about the sa­me age, but he was big­ger, mo­re muscled and had gold and sil­ver caps all the way across his up­per front teeth. He had a short well kept Afro. When we ca­me in, he got up from the bed whe­re he was wat­ching TV and wal­ked straight up to me and put his hands on my hips. “You Ka­te? Shit, Cla­rence wasn’t ly­in! You are fuck­ing fi­ne. Litt­le old, but I bet you can suck a mean dick, huh?”
 My heart was going li­ke a jack rab­bit and my knees we­re star­ting to feel weak. I swe­ar I thought I might pass out. My mouth kind of ope­ned but I couldn’t say any­thing.
 Then, Har­ris went through the most start­ling trans­for­ma­ti­on. He went from loo­king li­ke an an­gry thug to this sweet kid. He step­ped around me, smi­led and said, “This is Trey. Sit down. You want a drink? Hen­nes­sy cool?”
 Trey step­ped asi­de and es­cor­ted me to the bed. The­re we­re two full sized beds in the room and they both sat down on the one op­po­si­te me. I nod­ded and Har­ris pou­red me a drink in­to a pla­stic cup, han­ded it to me and then pou­red two mo­re. The shift in his at­ti­tu­de was so ra­di­cal, it al­most ma­de me feel wor­se. What­ever I was fee­ling must ha­ve be­en all over my face and I re­a­li­zed I actu­al­ly hadn’t said a sin­gle word sin­ce the lob­by.
 Trey loo­ked at Har­ris, then back at me and said, “Hey, re­lax, okay? We ain’t gon­na beat you or rob you or some shit. A fri­end of ours knows Cla­rence and he said you we­re down to par­ty with a cou­ple of brot­has.”
 I took a gulp of the Hen­nes­sy and loo­ked around and saw that the­re we­re open suit­ca­ses on the floor. “You guys tra­ve­ling?” It felt awk­ward but I was still ner­vous as hell.
 Har­ris spo­ke up. “Ye­ah, we live in Ca­li, but I’m hea­din’ out to Bi­lo­xi to vi­sit my sis­ter. Trey’s along for the ri­de.” I could feel the warmth of the Hen­nes­sy sprea­ding through me and I star­ted to actu­al­ly brea­the again. Trey pul­led out a joint and lit up whi­le Har­ris ope­ned a win­dow.
 Over the next hour, we just sat and drank and tal­ked and smo­ked. My blood pressu­re slow­ly re­tur­ned to nor­mal. We wat­ched some TV and I en­ded up lay­ing on the bed with Har­ris. He had this boy­ish grin that was dis­ar­ming, even if his sag­ging pants loo­ked sil­ly. And Trey, un­der­neath tho­se bag­gy clo­thes, I could tell he was built. I de­ci­ded I wouldn’t mind seeing him with his shirt off.
 I was fee­ling pret­ty re­la­xed bet­ween the boo­ze and the pot. I was about to ha­ve an­other sip when Trey said, “Hold up, let me help you with that.” He re­a­ched down, grab­bed my cup and took a swig. Then he put his hand be­hind my neck, lif­ted my face to his and put his mouth to mi­ne. I felt the co­gnac flood in­to my mouth, fol­lo­wed by his tongue.
 He was stan­ding next to the bed, so I got up on my knees to kiss him pro­per­ly. He mo­ved his other arm around my waist and pul­led me clo­se. His tongue was long and firm and he mo­ved it all around my mouth. I heard Har­ris say, “Now that’s what I’m tal­kin’ bout.”
 I loo­ked back and smi­led at him and Trey grab­bed me by the hips and pi­cked me up. He set me on the ground ne­ar Har­ris, the two of them now sand­wi­ching me. Then, he ran his hands down my arms till he got to my hands. He lea­ned in and kis­sed my neck. His hands lo­cked around my wrists and he firm­ly brought my arms be­hind my back.
 Har­ris put one hand to my thro­at and squee­zed gent­ly. His other hand went bet­ween my legs. His fin­gers went up my thighs slow­ly un­til he got to my la­bia. I felt a midd­le fin­ger slip in­side me and his hand tigh­ten around my neck at the sa­me time. “She’s se­en some dick, Trey,” he said with his face pres­sed clo­se to mi­ne.
 I wasn’t pa­ni­cking, I wasn’t even scared re­al­ly. May­be it’s be­cau­se I was a litt­le buz­zed and high, but what­ever the re­a­son, them trea­ting me rough was just tur­ning me on. I could feel a gro­wing bul­ge in Trey’s pants as he pres­sed against my ass. When Har­ris pul­led his fin­ger away it was wet. He ea­sed up on my thro­at a bit and stuck the fin­ger in my mouth. “She’s all wet thin­kin’ bout get­tin’ our dicks though.”
 I su­cked his fin­ger clean, then Har­ris pushed me to the bed, a litt­le rough­ly, but in a way that I could tell it was play. I boun­ced on­to my back and spread my legs a litt­le for them. “I may not be as tight as a twen­ty year old, but I know how to fuck.”
 They both star­ted to mo­ve to­ward me at the sa­me time, then stop­ped, loo­ked at each other and laughed. Trey said, “We’ll flip for it.”
 Har­ris put his hands up, “Fuck that, nig­ga! You gon­na be doing all that freaky shit with her. I just want to fuck. I’m going first!” He step­ped for­ward to­ward me and Trey see­med to con­sent. I won­de­red what he meant by ‘freaky stuff’. “Get all your clo­thes off, ba­by. I want to see what you wor­kin’ with.” I took off my shoes and then pul­led my skirt down and pul­led off my top.
 Trey fell back on to the other bed, un­did his pants and pul­led out his cock and star­ted play­ing with it. He was un­cut and shaved and al­rea­dy star­ting to oo­ze bits of pre-cum. I wan­ted to tas­te it.
 Har­ris step­ped up to me, still dres­sed, and wrap­ped his hands around me, plan­ting them firm­ly on my ass with a light slap. “You got a de­cent boo­ty for a white bitch,” he said as he mo­ved in and kis­sed me. I squirmed up against him and felt his cock be­neath his pants. Then I slip­ped away from him, jum­ped back on to the bed, got on all fours sticking my ass up high.
 “Co­me and get it!” I grin­ned back at him. His clo­thes flew off and he was na­ked in no time. He was co­ve­red in tat­toos and whi­le not as built as Trey, he was lean and to­ne and had a cute patch of short thick hair at the ba­se of his cock. He was most­ly hard and his cock was fair­ly long with a stea­dy cur­ve to one side.
 He got up on the bed and said, “Get that ass up for me, bitch, make it touch the roof!” One of his hands went bet­ween my shoul­der blades and he pushed my face down to the bed. He grab­bed the ba­se of his dick with his other hand and star­ted slap­ping it against my ass cheeks.
 His cock was get­ting hea­vier as it got har­der. As he got har­der, I was get­ting mo­re and mo­re tur­ned on. I heard pla­stic te­ar and I loo­ked back and saw him slip­ping a rub­ber on his ful­ly hard cock. This is what I mis­sed! Get­ting fu­cked, beau­ti­ful black guys, kno­wing I was doing what Cla­rence wan­ted. It all just felt so right and so wrong at the sa­me time. Was it so bad of me to want this and my fa­mi­ly?
 As if he we­re rea­ding my mind, Har­ris said, “You mar­ried, aren’t you?” I ga­ve him a slight nod.
 “Thought so. He don’t know you here, do he? You out be­hind his back, fuck­in’ a cou­ple a nig­gas.” I nod­ded again. He ga­ve my ass a hard whack and laughed. “Damn, you a nas­ty litt­le slut. Okay then, slut. Here’s my dick. Fuck it. Back that ass up on it. Get it, bitch.”
 I did as he told me and mo­ved my ass for­ward, let­ting him line up his cock bet­ween my lips. Then I ba­cked up on him. He was smooth and I was wet and he slip­ped right in­to me. I could feel his cur­ved cock ar­ching to a weird spot in me. He couldn’t qui­te go all the way in me, but he was clo­se. I star­ted rocking on my knees, wor­king my ass back against him, fuck­ing his cock. It felt so good to ha­ve a man in­side me again.
 “Damn, she li­kes that dick,” I heard Trey say. My ass was slap­ping hard against his hips now. I could feel his balls sway­ing bet­ween my thighs.
 The­re was a flash and I re­a­li­zed Trey was ta­king pho­tos. Thank­ful­ly, I wasn’t loo­king his way. “Don’t wor­ry ba­by, I ain’t gon­na get your face in the­se, just that fat white ass.”
 Har­ris pul­led out of me and tur­ned me over. I kis­sed him as he slip­ped in­to me again and I wrap­ped my legs around his back. He be­gan poun­ding in to me hard and I could feel my­self buil­ding to­ward an or­gasm. He gr­un­ted as he pum­ped in­to me and said, “Tell me how much you li­ke my big nig­ga dick in you.”
 “I love your big black dick!” He pul­led out sud­den­ly, whip­ped the con­dom off and mo­ved up. I had just enough time to re­a­li­ze that he was going to cum on my tits when he star­ted spur­ting all over me. I pushed my tits up and to­gether to try to gi­ve him an ea­sy tar­get.
 “Fuck ye­ah,” he said, jer­king his cock at me, “take all that shit.” He slo­wed down with his jer­king and then fell back­ward on to the bed, laug­hing. “God damn. You al­right for an old mar­ried white bitch.” I tried to take it as a compli­ment. My tits and sto­mach we­re co­ve­red in his spunk. I wasn’t su­re what to do with it. Cla­rence had al­ways told me ne­ver to let it go to was­te, that I should eat it. But I he­si­ta­ted.
 Then Trey cal­led to me and he was ly­ing the­re na­ked, his cock hard with a con­dom on it. He was as well built as I thought he might be and I got tur­ned on just at the site of him all laid out na­ked on that bed, his cock poin­ted straight in the air.
 “Co­me climb up on this shit,” he said as he poin­ted bet­ween his legs. I got up off of Har­ris’s bed and went over to Trey and clim­bed on top of him. I re­a­ched be­hind me and slip­ped him in­side me. He was about the sa­me size as Har­ris, so it was a pret­ty ea­sy fit. Thank­ful­ly, Trey’s cock was a litt­le straigh­ter so he hit my cer­vix in a dif­fe­rent spot. It hel­ped that I was ri­ding him too. I could to­tal­ly con­trol how hard and whe­re he was tou­ching my in­sides. I star­ted ri­ding him, up and down, then grin­ding on his dick. I could feel my­self buil­ding back to that or­gasm. He put his hands on my hips and said, “Lick your tit­ties, I want to see you eat that skeet.”
 I did as he as­ked and as soon as I did, I re­mem­be­red how much I’d mis­sed the tas­te of cum and how sa­tis­fy­ing it was. I be­gan wi­ping it up on to my tits and suck­ing it off as fast as I could. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, Trey hois­ted me off of him and got up. He held out a hand and led me to­ward the ba­throom. I still hadn’t cum.
 “We gon­na get nas­ty, girl.” I had no idea what he had in mind. It was a typi­cal ho­tel ba­throom and he wal­ked me to­ward the toi­let and shower. “Get down on all fours and grab the toi­let.” Trey got be­hind me. The­re was ba­re­ly enough room for him with the wall be­hind him. I was res­ting my fo­re­arms on the toi­let, sticking my ass back to­wards him. The toi­let seat was cold whe­re it was tou­ching my breasts. “Now I’m gon­na fuck that tight white ass of yours,” He grow­led and grab­bed my hip with one hand and star­ted wor­king his cock bet­ween my ass cheeks.
 Be­fo­re I could vo­ca­li­ze my sur­pri­se and alarm, I felt the head of his cock pres­sing against my ass­ho­le. The con­dom was still pret­ty wet from my flu­ids, but the­re was no way he was going to get in my ass wi­thout some ma­jor da­ma­ge. I squirmed away and said, “Wait! Wait! I’ve got some lu­be in my pur­se.” I’d star­ted car­ry­ing the­se litt­le ti­ny bott­les of lu­be with me for si­tu­a­ti­ons just li­ke this.
 He frow­ned and said, “Hur­ry up then, bitch, I’m gon­na get pis­sed if I go soft.” I got up and scoo­ted to my pur­se, found the lu­be and ran back. I got back in­to po­si­ti­on and squee­zed out a big glob and rub­bed it in­to my ass­ho­le. I slip­ped my midd­le fin­ger in as well, which Trey see­med to li­ke. “I’m gon­na fuck that ass good and hard.”
 I pul­led my fin­ger out and a split se­cond la­ter, I felt his head press against my ass­ho­le. Even with my fin­ger and the lu­be, it was rough going. He pushed in too hard and too fast and I had that hor­ri­ble sea­ring pain go sc­re­a­ming through my rec­tum. I cried out and tried to push away, but Trey grab­bed my hips and pushed for­ward far­ther.
 I bit my lip and put my face to the toi­let seat and just held on. He pushed far­ther for­ward and I sc­re­a­med again and then he was all the way in my ass. He clut­ched my hips tight enough that it hurt and he be­gan to mo­ve back and forth in my ass, al­most pul­ling out of me each time. I could tas­te my makeup as my face was strea­ming with tears.
 “Oh, ye­ah,” he said, ple­a­sed, “You got that big dick now, ba­by. You’re litt­le ass is mi­ne.” I could feel my in­sides try­ing to ad­just to that big black in­va­der. Thank­ful­ly, the pain star­ted to sub­si­de af­ter a few mi­nu­tes and I was ab­le to do mo­re than just bi­te my lip and sit the­re. Slow­ly, a litt­le ple­a­su­re be­gan mi­xing with the pain. I knew I was going to pay for it in the mor­ning, but at that mo­ment, it felt good to be full of his cock de­spi­te the pain, may­be even be­cau­se of it. The­re I was on my hands and knees in a ho­tel ba­throom get­ting fu­cked by two guys I’d just met. It was fil­thy and hor­ri­ble, but it felt so god­damned good at the sa­me time.
 “I’m gon­na cum in a se­cond ba­by. Lift that toi­let seat.” I didn’t re­al­ly get what he meant. I fi­gu­red he was going to cum in­to the toi­let or some­thing. I lif­ted the lid, put­ting my fo­re­arms on the seat.
 Sud­den­ly, his hands we­re on the back of my head, pushing my face down in­to the toi­let bowl. I was so sur­pri­sed that I didn’t even re­al­ly strug­gle till my face hit the wa­ter. I heard him gro­a­ning and felt his cock swell in­side me as he ram­med in­to my ass. I tried to push back from the toi­let seat, wa­ter spla­shing eve­r­y­whe­re. I be­gan thra­shing wild­ly as he pushed down har­der, my face hit­ting the bot­tom of the bowl, my tits crus­hed hard against the ed­ge of the seat.
 Then the wa­ter was mo­ving. I heard the flush. A mo­ment la­ter both of his hands left me and I pul­led my face away from the toi­let, ga­sping for air. I hadn’t be­en un­der for mo­re than about ten se­conds, but it felt li­ke a life­ti­me.
 I fell to the floor bet­ween the toi­let and the tub. When I loo­ked back at Trey he was stan­ding up and star­ting to pull the con­dom off. It had left over lu­be on it and I could see some shit on it, but I didn’t see any blood, which was a small re­li­ef and a ma­jor mi­racle.
 Trey shook his head, smi­ling, as he threw the con­dom in­to the trash. “Hoo, told you we was gon­na get nas­ty ba­by!” He step­ped to the sink and put his cock in the­re an star­ted clea­ning him­self off.
 I was so stun­ned that I didn’t say any­thing. I thought I might cry or pu­ke, but I didn’t do eit­her. My hair was cold and drip­ping wet, my makeup a sme­ar all over my face. My ass was both so­re and sen­si­ti­ve and ting­ling.
 Even­tu­al­ly, I got up, dried my hair off with a towel, clea­ned my face up and then took a ve­ry long look in the mir­ror. I actu­al­ly said out loud to my­self, “You’re okay, Ka­te.” I wasn’t try­ing to con­vin­ce my­self when I wasn’t. I actu­al­ly was okay. It was an af­fir­ma­ti­on. I wal­ked back out and the guys we­re wat­ching TV again and had pou­red fresh drinks. “Well guys, I guess I’ll go.”
 Both of them said, “No!” in a plea­ding voi­ce that said they wan­ted me to stay but we­ren’t or­de­ring me to.
 “Co­me on,” said Har­ris, “Hang with us. Stay the night.” I shrug­ged. Cla­rence told me to obey Har­ris. Har­ris pou­red me an­other drink and I craw­led in­to bed with Trey. He pul­led me in clo­se and I put my head on his chest. Be­fo­re I knew it, I was wa­king up. It must ha­ve be­en pret­ty ear­ly still. I was in bed with Trey and he was spoo­ning me. I could feel his cock up against my ass and it was rock hard. I heard the shower going and saw that Har­ris was al­rea­dy up.
 I got an in­stant naugh­ty thought, pul­led back the co­vers and star­ted licking Trey’s balls. As he slow­ly wo­ke up, I star­ted suck­ing his dick. He stret­ched and slow­ly wo­ke up, sprea­ding his legs so I could suck him bet­ter. “Stro­ke the ba­se, ba­by, ye­ah, jerk it.”
 A mi­nu­te la­ter, he said, “War­nin’ ya, I’m get­tin’ clo­se.”
 I stop­ped just long enough to say, “Cum in my mouth.” He put his hands on the back of my head and light­ly fu­cked my mouth whi­le I stro­ked the ba­se of his cock. When I knew he was just about to shoot I kept jer­king and wrap­ped my lips tight­ly around his head and drank down all of that de­li­cious cum.
 Af­ter I’d clea­ned him up and ea­ten eve­ry drop, I went in to the shower and hop­ped in with Har­ris and su­cked him off too. He ca­me re­al­ly fast and I got down eve­r­y­thing he shot in­to my mouth.
 My change of clo­thes was in my car, so I had to we­ar my sa­me out­fit out­si­de. We all left to­gether and we we­re about to say our good­by­es when Har­ris said, “Shit, we need to get a pic­ture with you girl!” He got a ca­me­ra out of his bag and wal­ked over to some guy packing up a pi­ckup truck. “Yo, can you take a pic­ture of us right quick?”
 The guy agreed and the three of us lea­ned against Har­ris’ car with me in the midd­le. The guy took one and was about to take a se­cond when Trey lea­ned down and pul­led my skirt up, ex­po­sing my pus­sy to this guy. “Make su­re you get this!” he said as he did it.
 The guy laughed, may­be a litt­le un­com­fort­ab­ly, but took the pic­ture. The guys both kis­sed me and dro­ve off. The poor man who shot the pho­tos must ha­ve thought I was a street wal­ker. On the way home though, what kept play­ing through my mind was the who­le thing in the ba­throom. How dir­ty it was, how rough and ho­nest­ly, how much I li­ked it, at le­ast af­ter­ward. My tits we­re a litt­le brui­sed from the toi­let and my ass was going to be smar­ting for a few days, but I was al­most proud of my litt­le in­ju­ries. I was going to need to talk to Cla­rence about that.


Cros­sing That Line

Jes­si­ca
So, the next few weeks we­re kind of chill. I had a litt­le mo­ney so when I’d go over to hang out with Wes, we’d fool around, smo­ke up, and I’d pay him for what­ever weed we smo­ked. I was coas­ting in school. Again, I just didn’t seem to re­al­ly care. I had two re­al­ly cool te­a­chers who we­re picking up on my slacking and one of them cal­led my pa­rents. We had the ‘gra­des’ talk. I wan­ted to be mad at them, but I think I was mo­re frus­tra­ted with my­self than any­thing. I knew the­re was mo­re out the­re, but it see­med li­ke all that mat­te­red was sex and weed. It was all I re­al­ly ga­ve a shit about.

Wes was a lot busier than he used to be. I’m pret­ty su­re he was de­aling to pay his rent. I was re­al­ly on­ly seeing him a cou­ple of times a week. Usu­al­ly to get high, gi­ve him a blow­job or ha­ve sex and then lea­ve. I was star­ting to feel rest­less, but I was al­so bro­ke again. The thought of get­ting a job some­whe­re see­med re­al­ly la­me. I spent the last of my cash on some 40s and some weed from Wes.

We we­re get­ting high and chil­ling and I just tur­ned to him and said, “I need to make some mo­ney.” I just said it li­ke that. I knew what I meant and I knew he’d know what I meant. I didn’t say any­thing el­se and he didn’t ans­wer.

Two days la­ter I got a text from him whi­le I was ea­ting din­ner. It said “My place. 10pm”. That wasn’t usu­al and he knew I had a cur­few. 10pm was dan­ge­rous be­cau­se it meant my pa­rents would still be up and they might catch me try­ing to sneak out. Af­ter din­ner I tried to chill and play it off li­ke nothing was hap­pe­ning, but I was get­ting re­al­ly ner­vous. In fact, I was al­most to the point of pa­nic. It was one thing to say some­thing whi­le you’re drunk, or to ha­ve some­thing do­ne whe­re you kind of pre­tend it’s not re­al­ly hap­pe­ning. This was dif­fe­rent. I’d ba­si­cal­ly told Wes that I wan­ted him to who­re me out. I wan­ted to make mo­ney for sex. Now that it was going down, I sud­den­ly didn’t think it was such a good idea at all. I went and hung out in my room and tried to take my mind off of it with some TV.

Thank­ful­ly, my pa­rents didn’t bug me that night. I half-hearted­ly wor­ked on some home­work, try­ing not to look at the clock. At about 9:40, I said good night to eve­r­yo­ne, tur­ned off my lights and craw­led in­to bed. I could he­ar my pa­rent’s te­le­vi­si­on still on and I wai­ted till al­most 10, but then I had to risk it. I threw on my sweats and a hoo­die and a pair of trai­ners and quiet­ly ope­ned my win­dow. I didn’t even ha­ve any makeup on.

I was al­so a litt­le ner­vous about get­ting to Wes’s place on foot that la­te at night. New Or­leans isn’t ex­act­ly su­per safe in his neigh­bor­hood. Es­pe­ci­al­ly for a white girl by her­self. But I got to his place okay and went in. Wes was by him­self wat­ching TV. I sat down next to him and I swe­ar I was about to burst in­to tears and tell him I’d chan­ged my mind. He put an arm around me though and pas­sed me a joint. “This one’s on me.”

I took a hit and right away I knew it was some­thing dif­fe­rent. “What is it?” I as­ked as I took an­other hit.
 “It’s a p-dog. Got some crus­hed up rock in it.” He soun­ded so ca­su­al about it. “Take an­other hit, ba­by.” I’d just smo­ked weed la­ced with crack co­cai­ne. I was a litt­le scared, but it was al­rea­dy hit­ting me and it felt ama­zing. The­re was this to­tal eu­pho­ria and warmth all over my bo­dy. I was star­ting to feel re­la­xed. It to­tal­ly took my ed­ge off in just mi­nu­tes. I took a few de­ep breaths and sank back in­to the couch. Wes smi­led at me and said, “When you rea­dy, your boy is in Rol­lie’s old room. I’ll get you your cash af­ter.” I took an­other de­ep breath and then grab­bed the joint and took an­other de­ep hit. My bo­dy was get­ting this sort of floa­ting fee­ling and my fin­ger tips we­re ting­ling.
 I went in­to Rol­lie’s room. For some re­a­son I was ex­pec­ting to see Rol­lie the­re, but it was just some black guy I’d ne­ver se­en be­fo­re. He was lay­ing on an old mat­tress, still dres­sed. He was smo­king a ci­ga­ret­te and drin­king a 40. “What’s up, ba­by?” He loo­ked li­ke he was in his ear­ly 30s, bag­gy jeans, white tank top, and lines shaved in­to his short hair.
 I shrug­ged and he smi­led and said, “Take them clo­thes off, girl.” I was still a litt­le ner­vous, but the thought of ta­king my clo­thes off soun­ded won­der­ful. I got na­ked quick­ly, flin­ging my stuff in­to the cor­ner. He pat­ted the bed next to him and I clim­bed on. He ran a hand over one of my tits, pin­ching the nipp­le a litt­le and ho­ly shit did it feel good. All of my sen­ses we­re amped up. He star­ted kis­sing me all over and eve­r­y­whe­re his hands and lips went, my bo­dy tingled. I re­a­ched bet­ween his legs, but he was still soft.
 “Want me to suck your dick?” He grin­ned and nod­ded. I slid off the mat­tress and un­did his pants. That’s when I no­ti­ced how swea­ty he was and that he smel­led off. I re­a­li­zed he must be on some­thing too, but I didn’t ask. His cock didn’t tas­te so hot. It was funky and he was re­al­ly swea­ty, but I just fo­cu­sed on get­ting him hard. It took him awhi­le, but his cock fi­nal­ly star­ted to wa­ke up. He was cut and fair­ly thick, if not ve­ry long.
 He didn’t say any­thing whi­le I su­cked him other than, “That’s it, ba­by.” So, I just had to sort of guess if he li­ked what I was doing. Fi­nal­ly, he re­a­ched over and grab­bed a con­dom that was lay­ing on the bed, ope­ned it up, and rol­led it on. “Get on the bed, ba­by.” He put me on all fours, put his hands on my hips and put his cock right up to my pus­sy.
 I was sur­pri­sed that I was wet. The drugs we­re doing cra­zy things to me. When he pushed in­to me, I thought I was going to or­gasm right the­re. “Oh my fuck­ing god!” I yel­led out. It was so over­whel­ming. The crack just ma­de eve­r­y­thing so hy­ped up. I actu­al­ly fell for­ward from shock and ple­a­su­re, my face sli­ding across the mat­tress. He pul­led me back up by the hips and star­ted fuck­ing me re­al­ly hard. I felt li­ke a rag doll on his cock. I was yel­ling “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” over and over. It was al­most too much. I couldn’t feel any­thing el­se in my bo­dy ex­cept his cock de­ep in­side me. I kept thin­king I was going to cum, but in­s­tead I just stayed on the ed­ge. Time pret­ty much got lost and I had no idea how long we we­re going.
 La­ter, I no­ti­ced that he was star­ting to go soft in me. He rol­led me over on to my back and clim­bed up on me mis­si­o­na­ry. He star­ted kis­sing on my neck and tits, his cock ho­ve­r­ing against my la­bia. Then he was hard again and back in­to me. He went back to poun­ding in­to me and I just brought my knees up as high as I could. Then the­re was a ban­ging on the door. “Fif­teen mi­nu­tes! Ya heard me?” It was Wes on the other side of the door.
 The guy yel­led back, “Aight!” He stop­ped fuck­ing me then, pul­led out and tur­ned me over again. “Lay flat, ba­by. Be re­al quiet.” I pul­led my legs to­gether, lay­ing on my sto­mach and res­ted my face on my arms. He clim­bed on me, his legs out­si­de of mi­ne and re­a­ched un­der and grab­bed my tits, res­ting on his el­bows. He slip­ped back in­side me and star­ted fuck­ing me again, slower this time, in smooth stea­dy stro­kes.
 Wi­thout say­ing a word, I felt him shake and he put his face in my hair. His who­le bo­dy went ri­gid and he just stayed de­ep in­side me for a good ten se­conds. Slow­ly, his who­le bo­dy be­gan to sof­ten on top of me. It felt so good, li­ke he was mel­ting in to me. I hadn’t cum, but it was some of the most mind blo­wi­ng sex I’d ever had. He fi­nal­ly pul­led out of me, slip­ped his con­dom off and threw it in the trash. I tur­ned over and he loo­ked at me and smi­led. “Damn ba­by, that was the shit. You worth eve­ry di­me.” We both got dres­sed and when I ca­me out a mi­nu­te la­ter, he was al­rea­dy go­ne.
 Wes was sit­ting the­re on the couch loo­king at me. I loo­ked at a clock and re­a­li­zed we’d be­en fuck­ing for an hour. “Well? You good?” He actu­al­ly loo­ked con­cer­ned.
 I thought about it. Took a de­ep breath. “Ye­ah. I’m good. I’m gon­na take a shower.” I smi­led, still stoned but not re­al­ly high from the crack any lon­ger. I got in the ba­throom and saw that I loo­ked ter­ri­ble. I was all swea­ty and I re­a­li­zed I could smell that weird smell he had all over me. I got in the shower and was­hed my­self re­al­ly well.
 When I ca­me out, it was on­ly a litt­le af­ter 11pm. Wes smi­led up at me and han­ded me a cou­ple of fol­ded up bills. “You did good girl. We’ll do this again when you want. If you want an­other P-dog, you hol­la. That one’s free, but they’re ten here out. I’ll drive you home. You too stoned to go alo­ne.” He drop­ped me on the cor­ner by my hou­se and I got back in wi­thout anyo­ne wa­king up. I laid in bed for hours af­ter that, loo­king at the thir­ty dol­lars I’d ma­de.
 My mind was going a thou­sand mi­les an hour. Even with the pot, the co­cai­ne still had me buz­zing. I kept re­play­ing the who­le thing over and over in my head. Was I bad? Was I wrong? What was I doing? I didn’t know, but I knew that I’d li­ked it. All of it. I li­ked smo­king the weed and the crack, I li­ked ma­king mo­ney for fuck­ing, I li­ked kno­wing that I was ab­le to make that guy cum. That last part es­pe­ci­al­ly, whe­re he was so stiff and sha­king me, kno­wing he was ha­ving an or­gasm. It ma­de me purr.
 The next day though, I was a mess. I ba­re­ly ma­de it to school. I fell as­leep in class twi­ce. I ca­me home and craw­led in­to bed and fell as­leep thin­king about drugs and sex and just how far down this path I wan­ted to go.


Mo­ving Out

Ka­te
Af­ter my en­coun­ter at the Com­fort Inn, my ass was so­re for days and I had a brui­se run­ning across my chest that I had to work at hi­ding from Da­vid. Whi­le I thought I had a hand­le on my sex drive though, that rough, ama­zing three way had su­per char­ged my need for sex in a way that I didn’t think was pos­si­ble.

Mo­re than ever, I thought about what Mi­chel­le had said about mo­ving out. I’d al­rea­dy laid the ground­work with Da­vid and so I de­ci­ded to start loo­king for pla­ces. I tal­ked with the ma­na­ge­ment of­fi­ce at the place whe­re Sam lived, but the rent was just too high. I wan­ted to be clo­se to the kids, but I al­so wan­ted to feel li­ke I had some pri­va­cy and se­pa­ra­ti­on from Da­vid. In the end, it was, on­ce again, Cla­rence that ca­me through for me.

We’d be­en mee­ting up for drinks in the af­ter­noon a cou­ple of times a week. I’d told him about how much I’d li­ked the rough tre­at­ment from Trey and Har­ris. For some re­a­son I felt em­bar­ras­sed about it. De­spi­te the chea­ting and the group sex, some­how ad­mit­ting that I kind of got a rush from actu­al­ly being hurt a litt­le, was re­al­ly hard to do. Cla­rence took it in stri­de of cour­se and said he could help in that de­part­ment.

I was re­al­ly sur­pri­sed though when he tex­ted me that he may ha­ve found me a place. He ga­ve me the num­ber of the landl­ord and I cal­led to set up an ap­point­ment. The place tur­ned out to be a guest hou­se, or as they call them in New Or­leans, “sla­ve quar­ters”, sin­ce that’s what they used to be way back. It was on a cor­ner in the Gar­den Dis­trict and the place was a beau­ti­ful litt­le yel­low one sto­ry hou­se.

The landl­ord tur­ned out to be a re­al­ly ni­ce black la­dy in her fif­ties. She as­ked about my si­tu­a­ti­on and I sim­p­ly kept it at ‘I’m se­pa­ra­ting from my hus­band’. Wan­da was re­al­ly ni­ce about it and apo­lo­gi­zed for get­ting in to my busi­ness. She told me that she and her hus­band lived in the main hou­se and that I could call on them any­ti­me if I nee­ded some­thing. The place was gre­at and in my price ran­ge. She said that sin­ce I was a fri­end of Cla­rence, I’d on­ly ha­ve to pay first months rent and could for­go the de­po­sit.

The next day I told Da­vid I’d found a place to mo­ve in to. He didn’t take it well. He be­gan to fu­me and yell, but as the con­ver­sa­ti­on pro­gres­sed it tur­ned in­to whi­ning and gro­ve­ling. I told him that this wasn’t the end, just a tri­al thing. I’d mo­ve out at the end of the month and we’d see if that hel­ped things or ma­de them wor­se. Ke­vin and Jes­si­ca we­re both re­al­ly un­der­stan­ding, alt­hough I think Ke­vin took it much har­der. I wouldn’t call him a ma­ma’s boy or any­thing, but he had al­ways be­en re­al­ly sweet.

I didn’t take much with me, as I wan­ted to keep eve­r­yo­ne el­se’s life as in­tact as much as pos­si­ble. Da­vid said I could co­me over any­ti­me, but I told him it might be bet­ter if we all met up away from the hou­se and sche­du­le stuff through the the­ra­pist. Da­vid was re­al­ly up­set about Thanks­gi­ving and Christ­mas, which we­re co­ming up. I told him that we’d still do our usu­al get to­gethers with his fa­mi­ly and that I wasn’t try­ing to add to any dra­ma.

Get­ting sett­led in­to my new place was pret­ty ea­sy. It was al­rea­dy light­ly fur­nis­hed so I just had to bring my per­so­nal things and pick up a few things to fill the place out. It wasn’t hu­ge, but it had a big beau­ti­ful win­dow in the living room and a ni­ce, com­fort­a­ble bed. It felt re­al­ly ni­ce to get away from Da­vid for a bit.

I was just get­ting sett­led in that first night when my door ope­ned and a man wal­ked in. He was tall, black, in his 50s and dres­sed in a suit. He had glas­ses, short hair and an ac­ne scar­red face. “Hel­lo?!” I’d just finis­hed hoo­king up a small TV and was snug­g­ling in­to the couch. I prac­ti­cal­ly flew out of my seat when he wal­ked in.

 He clo­sed the door slow­ly be­hind him. “Ka­te, right?”
“Who are you?” I stood up, still a litt­le scared, but him kno­wing my na­me put me at ea­se a ti­ny bit.
 “I’m Wan­da’s hus­band, James. I’m fri­ends with Cla­rence.” He step­ped in and stood clo­se to me in a way that he was just in­side my pri­va­te space.
 “Hi, James, ni­ce to meet you.” I stuck out a hand bet­ween us for him to shake, but he igno­red it. I re­a­li­zed my fe­ar was al­rea­dy star­ting to turn in­to some­thing el­se. Some­thing li­ke an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on. This had to be some­thing Cla­rence knew about.
 James loo­ked me up and down and said, “I ar­ran­ged with Cla­rence to gi­ve you a lower rent in ex­change for certain pri­vi­le­ges with you.” He sta­red right in­to my eyes, wai­ting for a re­ac­ti­on.
 I swal­lo­wed hard. “I un­der­stand.” Even though I wasn’t su­re I did.
 He re­a­ched up and mo­ved a hand to­ward my breast. He was wea­ring a beau­ti­ful gold watch and a hea­vy gold ring. He ran two fin­gers right to my nipp­le and pin­ched hard, hol­ding it the­re, slow­ly in­cre­a­sing the pressu­re on it. “Wan­da knows about this ar­ran­ge­ment as well, so you don’t ha­ve to be coy with her.” He kept pres­sing har­der on my nipp­le. It had go­ne from soft, to hard, to sen­si­ti­ve and was hea­ded to­ward pain­ful. I was try­ing hard not to re­act, not to win­ce, but it was get­ting tougher. “I ha­ve a key to your door. I don’t knock. Most of the time, I just want my dick su­cked. Cla­rence says you’re al­right at it.”
 He pres­sed tigh­ter on my nipp­le. I couldn’t hold back a win­ce any lon­ger, but I stood still and took it. “Is he right, Ka­te? Are you good at suck­ing cock?”
 “I try,” I said through clen­ched teeth.
 He squee­zed down even har­der on my nipp­le and I felt tears star­ting to well up in my eyes, but I stood still and took it. “You’re gon­na call me Pro­fes­sor from now on. You un­der­stand?”
 “Yes, Pro­fes­sor.”
 “Good. As your pro­fes­sor, I’ll be gra­ding your cock suck­ing and Cla­rence will get the re­port card.” He twis­ted on my nipp­le, tur­ning a quar­ter turn on it.
 “Owwww!” I cried out, figh­ting the ur­ge to yank away from him.
 “Re­ach bet­ween my legs. Feel that.” I put my hands bet­ween his legs. His cock was long and se­mi-hard, han­ging down one pant leg. “I’m gon­na train your thro­at with that.” I nod­ded vi­go­rous­ly, not ab­le to fo­cus on any­thing but my nipp­le.
 He let go sud­den­ly and tur­ned away. “Ha­ve a good night, Ka­te.” He step­ped out­si­de and I went back to the couch and cr­ad­led my poor nipp­le. I tex­ted Cla­rence as I ex­ami­ned my red and swel­ling breast. It was going to brui­se. I typed: Met James. I’ll make su­re to get good gra­des.


Con­se­quences

Jes­si­ca
For the next few days, all I could think about was get­ting high and laid again. The fact that I could make some mo­ney on it al­most see­med un­im­port­ant. I didn’t he­ar from Wes for a few days though. When I tex­ted him and as­ked if the­re was any work he told me to just chill the fuck out and that he was bu­sy.

Fi­nal­ly on Sun­day night, he tex­ted me at 2am. I wo­ke up, grog­gy. His text just said ‘co­me over look ni­ce’. I tex­ted him back, ‘now?’. He tex­ted ‘hur­ry up’. I had to get to the ba­throom to clean up a bit.

When I was just about do­ne, Ke­vin po­ked his head in. “Are you snea­king out now?”
 “What are you doing up?” I whi­s­pe­red at him.
 “I don’t ha­ve class till noon on Mon­days.” Ke­vin had star­ted col­le­ge this year and li­ked to re­mind me of it. “It would be a sha­me if mom and dad found out you we­re going out.”
 I sig­hed. “What do you want?”
 “An­other pho­to shoot. This time, I might even be ab­le to pay you right. I’ve got a guy who does, li­ke, the­se ama­teur girl web­si­te things.” He see­med re­al­ly ex­ci­ted.
 “I’ll do it if you walk me a few blocks over. I don’t want to walk the­re by my­self.” He agreed and a few mi­nu­tes la­ter we slip­ped out. I’d dres­sed up in a litt­le light blue hal­ter top and some short shorts and the white heels that Wes had got­ten me. I had to car­ry them though be­cau­se I still wasn’t ve­ry good at wal­king in them long di­stan­ces.
 When we got to the cor­ner of Wes’s block I sent Ke­vin back. I didn’t want him to know whe­re Wes lived. He wasn’t hap­py though. “Jes­si­ca, this is a bad neigh­bor­hood. I don’t feel good lea­ving you here in the midd­le of the night li­ke this.”
 I ga­ve him a hug and said, “I’ll be okay. I know my way around here al­right.” He ga­ve me a look, but he left and when he was out of sight and hust­led to Wes’s. His place was ban­gin’. Mu­sic was blas­ting, the TV was loud, the­re was a thick pot ha­ze and Wes was on the couch tal­king to two guys. The­re we­re about five or six other peo­ple mil­ling about tal­king, sip­ping drinks from pla­stic cups and bott­les. Wes stood up and in­tro­du­ced me to his fri­ends, but I couldn’t get their na­mes ve­ry well over the mu­sic.
 I sat down in Wes’s lap and he yel­led in my ear, “You wan­na smo­ke up?”
 My brain had this con­ver­sa­ti­on with itself that went some­thing li­ke this, “You’ve got to be up for school to­mor­row and last time you we­re awa­ke for hours and ba­re­ly ma­de it through clas­ses. Ye­ah, but I’ve al­rea­dy had some sleep and I’ll be up in about four hours any­way. This time, I’ll be wi­red enough to make it through clas­ses and then I can co­me home and crash. Shit, Jes­si­ca, are you re­al­ly going to do this again? It’s fuck­ing crack! Hey, it’s not li­ke I’m doing it eve­ry day. I’m just par­ty­ing a bit. I’ll be fi­ne.”
 What I said to Wes was, “Ye­ah!”
 He yel­led back and said, “Aight, you owe me ten.” He pul­led out a joint and I lit up. Af­ter a cou­ple hits, I was high as hell again. Wes lea­ned in again and said, why don’t you sit on JJ’s lap. At le­ast I think he said JJ. I still couldn’t he­ar the guy’s na­me right. I nod­ded and mo­ved one lap over.
 The guy was su­per dark, even his lips, and he was a litt­le thin and wi­ry. His lap didn’t feel as good as Wes’s. He put a hand on my thigh and an­other ne­ar my ass. I won­de­red if he was going to be the guy Wes wan­ted me to fuck. He and Wes we­re still tal­king. Most­ly about peo­ple I’d ne­ver heard of and shit they sup­po­sed­ly did or we­re doing. I was try­ing to keep track and lis­ten, but it was hard. I hit the joint again and all I wan­ted to do was take my clo­thes off.
 I felt a hand grab my hair from be­hind and slow­ly pull my head back­ward. The guy be­hind me was pul­ling me back to­ward him. I laughed and let him pull me back. He was kind of big, bor­de­ring on fat. Both guys, I re­a­li­zed, couldn’t be mo­re than about ni­ne­teen.
 When the big guy had me lea­ned back he said, “Can I feel tho­se tit­ties, girl? They loo­kin’ good.” I laughed and nod­ded and he felt up my tits with his free arm. The other guy joi­ned in and lif­ted up my hal­ter. A few peo­ple in the room hoo­ted, with my tits out for all to see. The big guy lea­ned down and su­cked on a nipp­le, but Wes put an arm to his shoul­der and ga­ve him a look. He nod­ded at Wes and pushed me back up­right. Wes didn’t look mad, but the­re was this change in to­ne that told me the big guy was doing some­thing he wasn’t sup­po­sed to.
 The skin­ny guy lea­ned in and said some­thing to Wes and they ex­chan­ged a nod and a cou­ple of looks. Then he lif­ted me off his lap to stan­ding. I ad­jus­ted my hal­ter and took an­other de­ep hit off the p-dog. I was fly­ing. Wes til­ted his head at me, ge­stu­ring to­ward his room. The skin­ny guy, JJ or what­ever his na­me was, was stan­ding the­re loo­king at me. I smi­led at Wes, took him by the hand and went in­to Wes’s room. The mu­sic was still re­al­ly loud in his room, even with the door clo­sed. I sat on the ed­ge of the bed and said, “Fuck, I’m horny.”
 He wal­ked up to me, un­zip­ped his pants and pul­led out his cock. It was thin and dark, just li­ke him. His hands went to the side of my head, pul­ling me to­ward him. “Get bu­sy on this, then.” I scooped his limp cock up with my tongue and pul­led him in­to my mouth. His cock got hard quick­ly and he was lon­ger than I thought he’d be. I was al­most at the point whe­re I was going to start gag­ging, when he stop­ped and pul­led out.
 “Get tho­se clo­thes off.” He star­ted un­dres­sing too and a few se­conds la­ter, he was ma­neu­ve­r­ing me na­ked across the bed. He had some tat­toos but he al­so had a bunch of weird scars on him, li­ke he’d had a lot of sur­ge­ries or some­thing. They we­re cree­py, but al­so kind of se­xy. I laid on my back and wat­ched him roll on a rub­ber whi­le he sat on his knees bet­ween my legs. On­ce it was on, he grab­bed my an­kles and pushed them up over my head, al­most to the wall. He was lea­ning over me and he laid his hard cock over my pus­sy, just sort of rub­bing it back and forth over my lips.
 “Co­me on, ba­by, don’t te­a­se me,” I said, “put it in me.” He still had a hold of my an­kles, kee­ping my legs way over my head. He spread my legs out wi­de and lea­ning on them for sup­port, angled him­self so that he could sli­de in­to my pus­sy.
 Again, the fee­ling of his cock going in­to me whi­le I was on that p-dog was in­cre­di­ble. I actu­al­ly star­ted to cry a litt­le it was so over­whel­ming. He pum­ped in­to me li­ke that for a few mi­nu­tes, but I could tell he was get­ting ti­red fast and we swit­ched to straight mis­si­o­na­ry. He put his arms around my waist, re­a­ching down and un­der, hol­ding my ass cheeks with his hands. His head was next to mi­ne, bu­ried in the pil­low and he just mo­ved his hips in and out of me, lif­ting my ass to­ward him eve­ry time he thrust up and in­to me.
 Wi­thout war­ning, he stop­ped pul­led out of me and yan­ked the con­dom off. He jum­ped up to my mouth and star­ted jer­king to­ward my face. I lif­ted my lips to­ward his cock and managed to get my mouth on the head just as he star­ted to spurt. His cum was sweet, but thick and strin­gy and I had a hard time swal­lo­wi­ng it all down, but I did the best I could. He got off of me pret­ty quick­ly, tras­hed the con­dom and got dres­sed. When I star­ted get­ting up he said, “No, sit tight, ya heard me? You ain’t do­ne.”
 I shrug­ged and laid back on the bed and wai­ted. He’d on­ly las­ted about ten or fif­teen mi­nu­tes and I was still high as fuck. I just loun­ged on Wes’s bed and en­joy­ed it. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, his fri­end, the big guy, ca­me in. He loo­ked re­al­ly twit­chy.
 I wa­ved him over to the bed, but he stop­ped at the ed­ge, loo­king at me with big brown eyes. I got up on my knees and mo­ved to­ward him, but he actu­al­ly took a step back. “What’s wrong?” I put on a fa­ke pout.
 “Nothing. I’m…I don’t…do so good with rub­bers.” I nod­ded. Most guys I’d be­en with we­re ne­ver ful­ly hard with a con­dom on.
 “Don’t wor­ry, we’ll get you good and rea­dy.” I mo­ved for his belt, but he step­ped back and star­ted un­dres­sing him­self. As he got un­dres­sed, I could see why he was un­com­fort­a­ble. He re­al­ly was pret­ty over­weight. The top of his un­der­we­ar di­s­ap­pea­red be­neath his bel­ly. As high as I was, I can’t say I found him at­trac­ti­ve at all. But I al­so felt bad for him. The guy see­med mo­re ner­vous than ex­ci­ted. I got him to lay down on the bed, and I just craw­led up next to him and let him touch me whi­le I kis­sed him.
 We must ha­ve spent a good ten or fif­teen mi­nu­tes just kis­sing and tou­ching. Af­ter awhi­le, I for­got about his weight and just en­joy­ed fee­ling an­other bo­dy tou­ching mi­ne. It didn’t hurt that he was smooth and shi­ny and his black skin was ba­by soft. The­re was hard­ly a hair on his bo­dy. When I ca­su­al­ly brus­hed up against his cock, I no­ti­ced it was rock hard. He was pro­ba­b­ly the smal­lest black guy I’d ever se­en. Not full on ti­ny, but de­fi­ni­te­ly smal­ler than ave­ra­ge.
 I re­a­ched over and grab­bed a rub­ber from the stack by the bed and to­re it open. He let me roll it on to him and I clim­bed on to that hu­ge bel­ly of his. He must ha­ve weig­hed mo­re than 250 pounds. He put his hands on my hips and in the dark of the room I could just ba­re­ly make out his face. He said, “I’m not a vir­gin, but I’ve on­ly be­en with one girl…and I’ve ne­ver be­en with a white girl be­fo­re.”
 I smi­led at him, “Well, white girls ha­ve pus­sies just li­ke black girls. Don’t wor­ry.” He still see­med ter­ri­fied, but his dick was hard. It took some ma­neu­ve­r­ing to get it in and work my hips on him in a way that I could get any kind of mo­ve­ment. I managed though and I could tell by his re­ac­ti­on, he was li­king what I was doing.
 “Don’t tell PJ what I told you okay?” I gues­sed PJ must be the na­me of the other guy.
 I ga­ve my hips a slow grind on his cock and said, “Don’t be thin­kin’ about PJ whi­le you’ve got that beau­ti­ful black cock in me.” I said it as a jest, but I could actu­al­ly feel him sof­ten in me.
 “Sor­ry,” he said. I could tell I was going to ha­ve to do some­thing. I de­ci­ded to lean back and put my hand on his thighs. I star­ted grin­ding on his cock, pushing my clit up against his pel­vis.
 It re­al­ly did feel ama­zing and my pus­sy re­al­ly was wet. But slow­ly, ve­ry slow­ly, over the next five mi­nu­tes, I built my­self up to an or­gasm. A fa­ke one. I felt bad about doing it, but if I hadn’t, I felt li­ke the guy might break down and cry on me. By the time I’d fa­ked it, he was hard again and a few mi­nu­tes la­ter, he grab­bed my hips and held me down tight against him. He just whi­s­pe­red, “Fuck, fuck,fuck,” over and over again.
 Af­ter I’d feel him go to­tal­ly soft in me, I clim­bed off and got the con­dom off of him. Then he got up and star­ted get­ting dres­sed. He didn’t say any­thing at first and I just let him do his thing, whi­le I got dres­sed. Just be­fo­re he left, he tur­ned and hug­ged me and said, “Thanks.” I smi­led and nod­ded.
 I found Wes out on the porch tal­king to some peo­ple who hadn’t be­en the­re be­fo­re. He ga­ve me a look that as­ked, ‘How’d eve­r­y­thing go?’. I smi­led and nod­ded, but the truth was, I was ti­red. The sex hadn’t be­en ve­ry good, I was co­ming off the coke and my bo­dy just wasn’t fee­ling so hot. When he han­ded me a twen­ty spot, I loo­ked at him and said, “What the fuck?” I’d be­en with two guys this time and had ma­de less mo­ney than last time.
 His face flas­hed an­ger and his voi­ce went up loud enough for eve­r­yo­ne on the porch to he­ar. “Bitch, don’t look at me li­ke that! You get paid by the hour, not by the dick. You owe me for that joint. We straight. You want a ri­de home or not?”
 “Aren’t we going to hang out?” I felt li­ke I nee­ded some alo­ne time with Wes af­ter all of this.
 “I got shit to do. You want the ri­de?” I nod­ded. As we wal­ked to his car, I could feel peo­ple wat­ching us and the­re was this hor­ri­ble wa­ve of sha­me that ca­me over me. Was I just a who­re to Wes now, nothing mo­re? Would he even want to fuck me any lon­ger? My head was spin­ning and thank­ful­ly the drive back to my place was on­ly a few mi­nu­tes.
 Wes drop­ped me off wi­thout say­ing an­other word and I got in­to bed wi­thout wa­king anyo­ne. I loo­ked at the clock and it said 4:32AM. I had an hour and a half to lie the­re and sta­re at the cei­ling, thin­king. I fi­nal­ly ga­ve up and took an ear­ly shower. When I fi­nal­ly got to soa­ping bet­ween my legs, I just to­tal­ly lost it and star­ted cry­ing. This was not all I thought it might be. My bo­dy was pis­sed off at me and it felt li­ke it was mo­re than just the la­te night par­ty­ing.
 I ma­de it through school that day, but the next day, I de­ci­ded to tell my mom I nee­ded to go to the doc­tor. She was re­al­ly cool when I told her it might be a se­xu­al thing. I thought she might flip out. In­s­tead, she ga­ve me a hug and we ma­de an ap­point­ment and she skip­ped any lec­tu­res.
 When we got the­re, I was sur­pri­sed when she said she was going to get a check up as well. I al­most as­ked why, but kept my mouth shut. Af­ter that, we went out, got some ice cream and saw a mo­vie to­gether.
 A cou­ple of days la­ter, I found out that I had chla­my­dia.


Open

Ka­te
The next few days went by li­ke a dream for me. It was so fre­eing to be out on my own and away from Da­vid and the hou­se. I felt li­ke a kid at camp. I had a few shifts to work, but I was ab­le to spend a lot of time just or­ga­ni­zing my apart­ment and re­la­xing.

About three days in, I got a knock on my door. It tur­ned out to be Wan­da, the landl­ord. I wasn’t su­re whe­ther I should bring up her hus­band’s vi­sit that first night and thank­ful­ly, she said some­thing right away. She was dres­sed ni­ce­ly and had her hair and makeup all do­ne up. She loo­ked li­ke she might even ha­ve be­en going to church or some­thing and she loo­ked gre­at for a wo­man in her ear­ly 50s.

She sat down on my couch af­ter I in­vi­ted her in and she cut right to the cha­se whi­le I was un­packing. “I know James ca­me to see you the other night and he can co­me off li­ke a hard case, so I wan­ted to make su­re you we­re okay.”

I was still a litt­le un­su­re, so I just said, “Ye­ah, he was a litt­le..um, stern? But I’m fi­ne.”
 Wan­da laughed. “Stern. Ye­ah, that’s James. Lis­ten, Ka­te. I’m the kin­da la­dy that li­kes all of her cards laid out on the ta­ble. I want you and I to know ex­act­ly whe­re we stand. You know what I’m tal­king about?”
 “Su­re.” I ca­me and sat down next to her and ga­ve her my full at­ten­ti­on.
 “James and I ha­ve be­en mar­ried al­most thir­ty years now. About twen­ty years ago, he star­ted chea­ting on me. I caught him on­ce and then a se­cond time, both with white girls. I told him he wouldn’t get a third chan­ce.” The look she ga­ve me let me know she was serious. “Then he ca­me to me and said he loved me but that he didn’t think he could help him­self. I’m not ly­ing when I say that man got on his knees, cry­ing and begging. That’s when we star­ted wor­king it out. It’s taken awhi­le to get whe­re we’re at. We ha­ve a ve­ry cle­ar un­der­stan­ding now.”
 She took my hand. “Now, I don’t want you to take what I’m about to say as an in­sult, al­right? I don’t think you will, but I need to lay this out. To us, you’re nothing mo­re than a prop in our mar­ri­a­ge, al­right? I don’t know what James told you, but the way it works is, he plays when I al­low him to and on my terms. It goes from me, to James, to you. If he says some­thing that con­tra­dicts some­thing I say, you tell him I told you dif­fe­rent.”
 She must ha­ve se­en the con­cer­ned look on my face, be­cau­se she smi­led. “Don’t wor­ry. We don’t ha­ve any mis­com­mu­ni­ca­ti­ons the­se days. We’ve got this down. But when a new la­dy co­mes in­to the pic­ture, some­ti­mes they don’t un­der­stand all the ru­les. I know you’re Cla­rence’s girl and he’s gi­ven me the ba­sics of your si­tu­a­ti­on. We don’t want to cau­se you or him any grief. Most of the time, it’s just a case of James nee­ding a dis­trac­ti­on from work and he li­kes the idea of a pret­ty young white girl wrap­pin’ her lips on his dick.” She laughed. “If that’s the price I pay for a thir­ty year mar­ri­a­ge, I’m fi­ne with it. Be­si­des, over time, I’ve lear­ned to get my own en­joy­ment out of the si­tu­a­ti­on.”
 Af­ter that day, I felt li­ke Wan­da and I would be fri­ends. I al­so got in touch with Bren­da again. She was the girl that Cla­rence had brought with us to the gang­bang in Mo­bi­le who’d be­en so hel­pful and fri­end­ly. Now that I was out of the hou­se, I felt li­ke I could in­vi­te her over.
 My first vi­sit from James, or the Pro­fes­sor, as he’d as­ked me to call him, was about a week af­ter I’d mo­ved in. I was all sett­led in for the eve­ning, cur­led up on the couch with a bott­le of wi­ne and a pay per view mo­vie lined up. My hair was mes­sy, I had no makeup on and certain­ly wasn’t wea­ring any­thing se­xy.
 He just stro­de on in, li­ke he said he would. He was wea­ring sweats and a t-shirt and car­ry­ing a small wor­k­out bag, but didn’t look li­ke he’d be­en exer­ci­sing. The on­ly other time I’d se­en him was in a suit so it was stran­ge to see him so ca­su­al. His bo­dy loo­ked good for a guy over fif­ty from what I could see. He was tall, so­lid­ly built and slim, but not skin­ny.
 “Hel­lo, Pro­fes­sor.” I sat up, sud­den­ly fee­ling frum­py.
 He stood in front of my TV, loo­king down at me, a slight smi­le on his face. “Trai­ning starts to­night, litt­le girl. Go get a towel and lay it out on the car­pet here. And get some­thing to tie your hair back.” He poin­ted to an open area of my living room.
 I got up and grab­bed a towel and laid it out as he’d as­ked. I found a hair clip and got my hair back. He poin­ted to the towel and said, “Get on your knees.” I did and he be­gan to pull things out of the bag, things that ex­ci­ted me. First was a pair of cuffs. He pas­sed them to me and told me to put them on my an­kles. They we­re ni­ce and thick and fur lined, the ni­cest I’d ever se­en. Af­ter I’d got­ten them on my an­kles he said, “Now put this pair on your wrists.” I thought it was kind of weird be­cau­se I was in the midd­le of the floor and the­re was nothing to connect the cuffs to, but I did as he as­ked. “Take off your shirt. This is going to be mes­sy.”
 He was so stern and straight faced. It was hard to tell if he was hap­py, an­gry or bo­red. I was ha­ving a tough time rea­ding him. All I could do was do as he as­ked sin­ce I knew he’d be re­por­ting to Cla­rence. Mo­re than any­thing I wan­ted to pro­ve to him that I was serious about being his. I took off my shirt, lea­ving me in just my pan­ties. With me on my knees, he took a hold of a wrist and slip­ped a pad­lock through the cuff and then hoo­ked it to my an­kle cuff, locking them to­gether. On­ce he’d do­ne it to the other side, I re­a­li­zed I was stuck on my knees, hands at my side.
 He re­a­ched down and fond­led my nipp­les, twea­king them light­ly bet­ween his thumb and fo­re­fin­ger. Then he slap­ped them light­ly. Then a litt­le har­der. I win­ced, but stayed quiet. “Cla­rence tells me you li­ke being hand­led.” I loo­ked at him mu­te­ly. “Well, is he right, litt­le slut? You li­ke it rough?”
 “Yes, Pro­fes­sor.” I swal­lo­wed. I knew I was safe in the most ge­ne­ral of ways. Cla­rence wouldn’t put me in dan­ger with this man. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t going to be pushed past my to­le­ran­ces. I was a litt­le ner­vous.
 “I’m gon­na tre­at your rough­ly, litt­le slut. You’re going to learn to love it. Even beg for it. Even bet­ter, beg me not to stop.” He put his hand un­der my chin and lif­ted my face up. “What’s that ho­le be­low your no­se for?”
 “For cock, Pro­fes­sor?”
 “That’s right. It’s for plea­sing black dick. Cla­rence says you’re okay at it, but I’m going to te­ach you how to do it right. We’re going to make that thro­at of yours a mas­ter at swal­lo­wi­ng dick.” He let go of my chin and pul­led his sweats down. He wasn’t wea­ring any un­der­we­ar and his cock flop­ped free in front of me.
 It was the big­gest cock I’d ever se­en. Not qui­te as thick as Aa­ron’s thank­ful­ly, but at le­ast an inch lon­ger. It was al­most per­fect­ly straight and cut. The head was a litt­le mo­re nar­row than the shaft and he had a mix of gray and black pu­bic hair in a patch at the ba­se. His balls we­re just as big. He smel­led clean with just a light mus­ky scent to him that ma­de my mouth wa­ter. He wasn’t hard, nor ful­ly soft, but that in­bet­ween sta­ge whe­re he hung thick­ly, straight down bet­ween his legs.
 “We’re going to start slow here, Ka­te. I know you’ve su­cked a few black dicks, but I’m going to start you from the be­gin­ning. Don’t put it in your mouth un­less I tell you to.”
 James mo­ved for­ward un­til his feet we­re at my knees, and then he took the back of my head and pushed it for­ward to his crotch. He didn’t touch his own cock and I couldn’t touch it sin­ce my hands we­re cuf­fed to my an­kles. In­s­tead, he just rub­bed his cock all over my face. It was warm and soft and it was strug­gle not to lick at it.
 He took one hand and lif­ted his cock and laid it on my forehead and then pushed his balls in­to my face. “Open,” he said and I ope­ned my mouth. “Suck,” he said, and I did. They we­re hai­ry and big, but his skin was sweet and aro­ma­tic. I rol­led my tongue over each of them and tried my best to get each one comple­te­ly in my mouth sin­ce I didn’t ha­ve my hands free.
 Af­ter a mi­nu­te or so he pul­led away and said, “Open,” again. I did, ope­ning my mouth and loo­king up at him, li­ke a child wai­ting to to be fed a tre­at. He laid his head right on my lips and said, “Suck, but on­ly the head.”
 He hadn’t got­ten any har­der from my suck­ing on his balls and I still had no clue if I was doing a good job. That ma­de me even mo­re deter­mi­ned to work that head of his. I pul­led on it with my lips, let my teeth brush over it. I fli­cked my tongue in­to the slit. James’ hands we­re on his own hips, gui­ding his head around my mouth and pul­ling back if I star­ted to take too much in. I went at it li­ke that on his cock for a good five mi­nu­tes, be­fo­re he stop­ped me. By then, I had a good amount of spit wor­ked up in my mouth.
 James loo­ked down at me and said, “Now we’re going to start wor­king that thro­at of yours, litt­le girl. Spit on my dick along the shaft. Get it good and wet. Lick the sides.” I slow­ly spit out all the spit I had, run­ning my tongue along the sides, top and bot­tom of his shaft as I went.
 “Good, now open. Don’t suck, just open. I want you to con­cen­tra­te on your brea­thing and fo­cus on con­trol­ling your gag.” I ope­ned my mouth, let­ting my tongue hang out a bit. He laid the head the­re and slow­ly, ve­ry slow­ly, be­gan pushing it for­ward. It wasn’t long be­fo­re, even with my mouth open, I had to start brea­thing through my no­se as his big black shaft was ta­king up all of my mouth.
 “Here’s whe­re it starts get­ting tougher,” he grin­ned as I felt his head hit the back of my thro­at. He just stop­ped and held it the­re, still on­ly half­hard. I could still breath through my no­se, but it was al­most hit­ting my gag re­flex. “De­ep breath,” he whi­s­pe­red. When I in­ha­led, he pushed for­ward with his hips. His head pushed against the back of my thro­at and slow­ly, ope­ned it up and he slid an­other inch in­to me.
 He stop­ped the­re though and just held it for a few se­conds. My eyes star­ted to wa­ter and drool drip­ped from chin. Then he pul­led back and I gag­ged hard. I didn’t throw up and he ga­ve a me a few se­conds to re­co­ver then said, “Open.” I did and we repea­ted the who­le pro­cess. We did that a few mo­re times, each time with the sa­me re­sult un­til the fourth time, when I managed not to gag. By now, my eyes we­re full of tears, my no­se was star­ting to run and the­re was spit all over my chin, tits and the towel be­low us. “Open,” he said again. Then ad­ded, “We’re going to go far­ther this time.” He pushed past my tongue and in­to my thro­at. I al­most gag­ged again, but I managed to con­trol it. He slid in an­other half inch, and then an­other half inch, and then an­other.
 My thro­at was fee­ling stret­ched taught as his cock mo­ved in de­e­per and de­e­per. As he went, the­re was this ti­ny litt­le pa­nic in me that I was ha­ving to fight, al­most li­ke the fee­ling of drow­ning. I had a good sized set of air in my lungs, but he was just so hu­ge in my thro­at it felt li­ke he’d ne­ver get out. He pau­sed for just a mo­ment and I re­a­li­zed that I had a good se­ven in­ches or so of his cock past my lips. Then he said, “Suck.” As soon as I tried to clo­se my lips down around his cock and suck him, it was over.
 I felt my who­le sto­mach and thro­at lock up and he pul­led his cock free of me just as a threw up all over the towel. Thank­ful­ly, the­re wasn’t much the­re other than wi­ne. James step­ped back to avo­id being spray­ed. “I’m sor­ry, Pro­fes­sor,” I gas­ped, not even ab­le to wi­pe my mouth. I loo­ked and could see some wi­ne on his cock. I felt li­ke I’d let him down.
 “Don’t wor­ry, litt­le slut. It hap­pens to eve­r­yo­ne. It’s just a sta­ge in your trai­ning.” He mo­ved back to­ward me, sprea­ding his legs to avo­id step­ping in my vo­mit. “Open,” I did, but it was all de­ci­ded­ly un-se­xy now. His cock smel­led li­ke wi­ne and bi­le. He pushed his cock to­ward the back of my thro­at and said, “Your on­ly job now is to not throw up. Re­lax your thro­at, breath and fo­cus.” He pushed and his head slid in and I al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly star­ted to gag again. I managed to not throw up though and he held his cock in my thro­at, just a few in­ches in. He wai­ted, not gi­ving me com­man­ds or pushing de­e­per. I’d taken a fair­ly de­cent breath, but I wasn’t su­re how much lon­ger I could hold it. As my eyes star­ted to te­ar up, I star­ted to in­vo­lun­ta­ri­ly mo­ve my head away. He put a hand to the back of my head and held me the­re. “You can go lon­ger, litt­le slut. Re­lax.”
 Now it was be­co­ming about brea­thing. That ti­ny spark of pa­nic was in my gut again. I was fee­ling li­ke I was going to bi­te down or vo­mit or pass out. Then he said, “I’m going to pull out slow­ly. I want you to fo­cus on not gag­ging. Re­lax your thro­at and just let it sli­de out.” He grip­ped the sides of my head and ve­ry, ve­ry slow­ly ea­sed his cock out of my mouth. I felt it sli­de past my gag re­flex and then I took a hu­ge breath through my snot­ty no­se and what litt­le I could get in around his cock.
 When he was to­tal­ly free, pul­led up his sweat pants and knelt down so that we we­re eye to eye. He got a hu­ge hand­so­me smi­le on his face and said, “That was re­al­ly well do­ne, litt­le slut! I’m ve­ry proud of you.” He was ab­so­lu­te­ly bea­ming.
 Through tea­ry eyes, I grin­ned and said, “But I didn’t even get you hard, Pro­fes­sor, or make you cum.”
 He stro­ked my hair gent­ly and said, “You will even­tu­al­ly. To­night was a good start though. I’m going to go home and fuck my wife now.” He re­a­ched down and un­lo­cked the the ti­ny litt­le locks on my cuffs. On­ce I was out of them, he pa­cked his ge­ar up and was go­ne in no time. I loo­ked at the clock and re­a­li­zed that had taken mo­re than an hour. My jaw and thro­at we­re al­rea­dy get­ting so­re. A look in the ba­throom mir­ror and I was hor­ri­fied and fa­s­ci­na­ted. The­re was wi­ne and some food on my chest. I was co­ve­red in red co­lo­red drool. The­re was snot co­ming out of my no­se. My eyes we­re red and swol­len.
 I’d do­ne a bit of de­ep thro­a­ting be­fo­re and may­be even swal­lo­wed de­e­per for a few se­conds, but this took suck­ing cock to a who­le new le­vel for me. I just sta­red at my­self in the mir­ror li­ke that for a good long mi­nu­te, fa­s­ci­na­ted by how I loo­ked. It felt re­al­ly good to get his prai­se at the end, even though I hadn’t got­ten him ful­ly hard.
 I clim­bed in­to the shower, clea­ned my­self off, had one mo­re glass of wi­ne and fell as­leep wat­ching that pay per view mo­vie.


Play­ing It Safe

Jes­si­ca
I’d got­ten chla­my­dia. It was re­al­ly em­bar­ras­sing. Thank­ful­ly, my mom didn’t lec­ture me much and I ba­si­cal­ly just had to take an­ti­bi­o­tics for a week and not ha­ve sex. When I told Wes, he got mad at first, but then chil­led out. I lied and told him I couldn’t ha­ve sex for two weeks. The doc­tors said af­ter a week I’d be okay, but I wan­ted some ex­tra time away from Wes and that who­le sce­ne. I loved Wes and I wan­ted to be around him, but I felt kind of bro­ken not being ab­le to ha­ve sex with him. Be­si­des, tho­se last two guys I’d fu­cked for him we­ren’t ve­ry good and I wasn’t re­al­ly ma­king much mo­ney from it. The who­le thing just felt off and I thought it would be a good idea to step back from it.

My bro­ther Ke­vin ca­me through on his who­le pho­to shoot thing that he wan­ted to do and he actu­al­ly paid me. It was most­ly pret­ty in­no­cent stuff. He had the­se in­struc­ti­ons from the web­si­te about what kind of po­ses he was sup­po­sed to get and we just went down them one by one. Some with my clo­thes on, some half dres­sed, a few na­ked. From the mo­ment my clo­thes star­ted co­ming off, I could see he had a hard on, but I just igno­red it and he didn’t say any­thing about it.

The chla­my­dia cle­a­red up wi­thout too much of a pro­blem, alt­hough I’d got­ten re­al­ly cram­py. Then I got a flu, then I got my pe­ri­od. By the time I was fee­ling all well and good again it had be­en al­most three weeks.

Then, my mom tells me she’s mo­ving out which just blew my mind. I tried to play it cool but I just wan­ted to jump up and down for her, I was so ex­ci­ted. On­ce she was go­ne though, I star­ted mis­sing her right away. I wan­ted to hang out with her at her new place, but it was dif­fi­cult to get over to her side of town sin­ce I still didn’t drive. I ma­de su­re she knew that I was going to see her soon though. With my mom go­ne, my dad was sud­den­ly ‘around’ mo­re. I guess be­cau­se he felt li­ke he nee­ded to take up my mom’s ro­le or what­ever. It just ma­de me want to be around him less though.

He as­ked about Je­re­my, the white guy I’d brought home as a co­ver. He was my fri­end Jen­ni­fer’s bro­ther. I de­ci­ded to ha­ve a se­cond ‘fa­ke date’ with him just to keep my dad hap­py. When I cal­led Jen­ni­fer though to talk about it, she see­med up­set and as­ked me to co­me over.

When we fi­nal­ly had the chan­ce to sit down in her room and talk, I could tell she’d be­en cry­ing. “I did some­thing re­al­ly dumb and I ho­pe you won’t ha­te me for it. I’m tel­ling you be­cau­se you’re one of my best fri­ends and I don’t want you to ha­te me.”

“What’s going on?” I was baffled.
 “When I first met you, I ca­me over for that date with your bro­ther and you we­re with Wes.” I nod­ded. “Well, whi­le you and your bro­ther we­re off tal­king about all that crap that was going on, Wes hit on me.” I wasn’t to­tal­ly sho­cked, Jen­ni­fer was re­al­ly cute and Wes and I we­ren’t ex­clu­si­ve, but still, it kind of stung. “I ga­ve him my num­ber but nothing hap­pe­ned. Then you and I be­ca­me fri­ends and you’re awe­so­me.”
 She was star­ting to cry again. “A cou­ple of weeks ago, I was at a frat par­ty with my bro­ther. I got a text from Wes and I thought it would flip my bro­ther and his fri­ends out if Wes ca­me over. He pi­cked me up and we en­ded up going out. I got re­al­ly drunk. I didn’t mean for things to go as far as they did.”
 “You fu­cked Wes?” She could on­ly nod and start cry­ing again. I just sat the­re, sort of stun­ned.
 She sniffled and said, “He told me you guys we­re just fri­ends now, but when I so­be­red up it didn’t re­al­ly seem le­git. Then, when you cal­led and said you wan­ted to set up an­other fa­ke date with my bro­ther, I knew I’d fu­cked up bad. I’m so so sor­ry.”
 I for­ga­ve Jen­ni­fer, even though I didn’t gi­ve her all the de­tails of my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Wes. She’d be­en with him whi­le I’d be­en clea­ring up my STD. I couldn’t bla­me her. I knew how char­ming Wes could be. It re­al­ly did hurt my fee­lings a bit, but I had to gi­ve props to Jen­ni­fer for being ho­nest with me.
 I had the fa­ke date with Je­re­my. I didn’t let him fuck me, but I ga­ve him a hand job in his car which see­med to sa­tis­fy him.
 Wes, though, was a dif­fe­rent sto­ry. How can you ha­ve fee­lings for someo­ne who tre­ats you shit­ty? The mo­re I thought about it, the mo­re I could see how he’d be­en ma­ni­pu­la­ting me, pushing me, fuck­ing with my head. Still, I had this hor­ri­ble fee­ling that I’d be back in his arms the se­cond he snap­ped his fin­gers. I ha­ted that.
 Then I got a sur­pri­se text from Tony. He was the guy who wor­ked se­cu­ri­ty for a NO­LA rap­per. Wes had in­tro­du­ced me to him and I’d fu­cked him twi­ce. Tony had got­ten my num­ber from Wes’s old room­ma­te, Rol­lie. He wan­ted me to co­me to a par­ty his boss was hos­ting and wan­ted to know if I had any fri­ends to bring. The first thing I as­ked him when we tal­ked on the pho­ne was, “Does Wes know?”
 Tony sim­p­ly said, “Does he need to?”
 Some part of me thought this might be some kind of test on Wes’s part, but I de­ci­ded to take a chan­ce. I said, “No, he doesn’t. I’ll go if you pro­mi­se not to men­ti­on this to him.” He agreed and I told him I’d check with my fri­ends Tan­ya and Jen­ni­fer to see if they wan­ted to co­me along. The par­ty was on a Fri­day, so I told my dad that I was stay­ing at Jen­ni­fer’s hou­se and just pray­ed we’d get away with it. We all met up at Tan­ya’s place whe­re Tony said he’d pick us up. All three of us got all dres­sed up and did our makeup re­al­ly tight.
 Jen­ni­fer was a litt­le wor­ried sin­ce she was on­ly six­teen still, but I managed to calm her down. On­ce she’d con­fes­sed about being with Wes, she told me that she’d re­al­ly wan­ted to be with an­other black guy. I told her that this par­ty would be her chan­ce for su­re. Tony pi­cked us up in his SUV and took us to the par­ty which was way out in New Or­leans East. This guy Tony wor­ked for had a hu­ge white hou­se that stood out all by itself. The­re we­re a ton of re­al­ly ex­pen­si­ve cars and trucks out front.
 When we got in­side it was cra­zy. The­re we­re tons of peo­ple and the hou­se was thum­ping. The mu­sic was straight up New Or­leans boun­ce and the weed ha­ze was wall to wall. Eve­r­yo­ne was dres­sed re­al­ly ni­ce and all of a sud­den we felt way un­der dres­sed. Some of the girls the­re we­re wea­ring out­fits with re­al de­si­gner la­bels on them. I saw shoes on girls that must ha­ve cost hun­dreds of dol­lars. I knew I loo­ked so cheap and white trash by com­pa­ri­son.
 Tony led us through the living room, whe­re it see­med li­ke all the A list type peo­ple we­re han­ging out and ups­tairs to a room that was li­ke a game room and den. The­re was a pool ta­ble and ar­ca­de games and hu­ge cou­ches. Ups­tairs see­med mo­re ca­su­al and I felt a litt­le mo­re at ea­se. The­re was a bar up the­re and we all got drinks and star­ted ming­ling. It was ama­zing how ma­ny hot guys the­re we­re the­re and how ma­ny gor­geous girls. Tony star­ted flir­ting with Tan­ya right away and some guy star­ted chat­ting up Jen­ni­fer.
 I was on my own for a bit and star­ted tal­king to a cou­ple of girls. That didn’t go down so well. They star­ted ma­king sni­de com­ments about my clo­thes and get­ting re­al­ly bit­chy. I don’t know what I’d do­ne to piss them off but it was get­ting nas­ty and I didn’t want to get in­to a fight and put Tony in a spot, so I left them and hea­ded back over to the bar. I stood the­re by my­self for a bit and I was star­ting to feel re­al­ly dumb, when this guy walks up and right away he looks re­al­ly fa­mi­li­ar. He looks at me li­ke he’s try­ing to place me too. He had the­se su­per tight jeans on and an ama­zing set of bi­ceps un­der a white t-shirt. Whi­le he or­de­red a drink, we star­ted tal­king and we fi­gu­red out that we’d met brief­ly at Cla­rence’s hou­se. His na­me was Sam and he was su­per hot.
 We en­ded up on a couch, flir­ting for awhi­le and then he lea­ned in and kis­sed me and I ne­a­r­ly mel­ted. He had this beau­ti­ful ca­ra­mel skin and a short beard and the­se light brown eyes. We ma­de out for a long time the­re on this big white lea­ther couch, on­ly stop­ping to get a new drink eve­ry now and then.
 I was a litt­le ti­psy when Jen­ni­fer ca­me up to me with the guy she’d be­en flir­ting with. They we­re hol­ding hands. He loo­ked pret­ty thug­ged out with his sag­ging jeans, hat down low and all. But he had a mi­schie­vous grin that was pret­ty cute. Jen­ni­fer with her spi­ky black hair and big green eyes lea­ned in­to me and whi­s­pe­red, “We wan­na go some­whe­re and fool around but we can’t go back to his place.” I shrug­ged. What the hell did she want me to say? I was try­ing to think of an ans­wer when Sam spo­ke up.
 “We can all go back to my place if you want.” He was loo­king at all three of us. “I live down in the CBD and I can drive.” I felt weird just ta­king off, so I told eve­r­yo­ne to wait whi­le I tal­ked to Tony. I found him ma­king out with Tan­ya. She loo­ked a litt­le em­bar­ras­sed li­ke I’d caught her ma­king out with my boyfri­end or some­thing. I ga­ve her arm a squee­ze and smi­led, then tur­ned to Tony. “Is it okay if Jen­ni­fer and I lea­ve? We’ve got a ri­de back.” Tony loo­ked over at Jen­ni­fer and the guys.
 “Ye­ah, okay. If you feel li­ke they’re cool.” He al­most see­med pro­tec­ti­ve.
 I re­a­ched up and kis­sed him on the cheek then whi­s­pe­red, “Be good to Tan­ya or I’ll kick your ass.” He laughed and nod­ded and we took off.
 When we wal­ked out and found Sam’s car, the guy Jen­ni­fer was with loo­ked at it and said, “Damn, you one rich nig­ga!”
 Sam had a beau­ti­ful white BMW and he laughed and said, “I do aight.”
 Jen­ni­fer and her date, who was na­med Marc, got in the back and I sat with Sam up front. Right away I li­ked him. He had class and style, was hand­so­me, a gre­at kis­ser and had a bo­dy to die for. I was gues­sing he was around thir­ty and I was ho­ping he wouldn’t ask my age. I didn’t want to scare him off. I was doing my best to act li­ke I was over 21. When we got back to Sam’s place, which was this ama­zing loft, he ma­de us all drinks and then we ex­cu­sed our­sel­ves to the girl’s room to pee and touch up our makeup. When I had her alo­ne, Jen­ni­fer told me she was still re­al­ly ner­vous about mes­sing around with Marc. “I just feel stu­pid around him and he’s kind of sca­ry, I guess.”
 “Look,” I told her, “most black guys are re­al­ly ag­gres­si­ve. Just keep flir­ting and doing your thing and he’ll let you know, okay. Ni­ce thing with black guys is you al­ways know whe­re you stand.” We fi­xed our faces, ga­ve each other a hug and went back out. The guys we­re ma­king small talk and had the TV on. We sat on the couch with them and had our drinks. Sam and I went back to ma­king out and so did Jen­ni­fer and Marc. Af­ter a bit, Marc loo­ked up at all of us and said, “Sam and I we­re thin­kin’ it’d be hot as fuck if you two un­dres­sed each other.”
 I loo­ked at Sam and he grin­ned. When I loo­ked back at Jen­ni­fer, she gig­gled and we both shrug­ged. We got up and slow­ly took ea­cho­ther’s clo­thes off. We we­ren’t wea­ring a ton of clo­thing so it didn’t take ve­ry long. On­ce we we­re na­ked, Sam stood and kis­sed me. With his hands on my ass he nod­ded to­ward his bed and said to eve­r­yo­ne, “The­re’s room for all of us.”
 Wi­thin about a mi­nu­te, Jen­ni­fer and I we­re both on our backs next to each other. I had my legs wrap­ped around Sam’s beau­ti­ful back and he was slow­ly wor­king his cock in­to me, about a half an inch at a time. He kis­sed me and held me tight, some­ti­mes in­ten­ti­o­nal­ly let­ting his cock sli­de out and across my clit be­fo­re going back in. He hadn’t even got­ten his cock half way in­to me yet, and I was in­cre­dib­ly wet. I’d ne­ver met a man, even Tony, that had such ama­zing con­trol over his cock.
 Next to me, Marc had has his hands on Jen­ni­fer’s knees, which we­re up by her tits and he was poun­ding in­to her li­ke a jack­ham­mer. I loo­ked at her face and our eyes connec­ted. She had this ama­zing look of ple­a­su­re and pain. Marc was re­al­ly going in­to her hard, gr­un­ting with eve­ry thrust. He yel­led out, “God damn, that’s some good white pus­sy.”
 Jen­ni­fer re­a­ched out and we held hands whi­le the­se two beau­ti­ful black men we­re fuck­ing us. It was this re­al­ly sweet, se­xy mo­ment. Sad­ly, it didn’t last. About a mi­nu­te la­ter, Jen­ni­fer got this sort of di­stant look in her eye and then she got a look of to­tal pa­nic. She sho­ved Marc off of him and leapt up.
 We all stop­ped to watch as she bol­ted for the ba­throom, her hand over her mouth. She managed to make it to the toi­let be­fo­re she threw up. I went in af­ter her and sat with her whi­le she pu­ked and cried. Af­ter a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes, I ca­me out to check on the guys and I caught the end of an ex­change.
 Marc was say­ing, “…I’ll just take a turn on her af­ter you then.”
 Sam didn’t look ve­ry hap­py. “No­bo­dy’s ta­kin’ turns on anyo­ne to­night, aight? Par­ty’s over. Catch a cab.”
 Now Marc was pis­sed. “Man, fuck you. Don’t be tel­lin’ me when shits over. I ca­me here with her, I’ll take her with me.”
 I was about to speak up, but Sam beat me to it. “I’m not gon­na say it again. Get your clo­thes on and get the fuck.” Eve­r­yo­ne see­med to stop and take stock at that point. We all loo­ked at each other and the­re was a long pau­se. Fi­nal­ly, Marc star­ted grab­bing his clo­thes and put­ting them on whi­le he slow­ly ma­de for the door. He didn’t say good­bye to anyo­ne as he left.
 Sam went to the kit­chen and ca­me back a se­cond la­ter with a glass of wa­ter. “When she’s do­ne pu­king, gi­ve her some Al­ka Selt­zer. It’s in the ca­bi­net over the sink.” I nod­ded and ga­ve him a gra­te­ful smi­le.
 Jen­ni­fer was most­ly do­ne thro­wing up. She was just em­bar­ras­sed and hu­mi­lia­ted mo­re than any­thing. She was cry­ing with big gobs of drool and snot co­ming out of her. She was a wreck. I spent a half hour cal­ming her down and clea­ning her up.
 “Gi­ve her this,” Sam han­ded me a ti­ny pill. “Just a Xanax. I fi­gu­re you guys should stay here to­night, if you’re okay with that. I can drive you some­whe­re in the mor­ning.”
 A half hour la­ter, Jen­ni­fer was as­leep on one side of the bed and Sam and I snug­gled for a bit un­til I felt him get­ting hard again. We star­ted back up right whe­re we left off. He on­ly fu­cked me mis­si­o­na­ry that night and su­per slow. We kis­sed a lot too. It was so dif­fe­rent from the sex I’d be­en ha­ving la­te­ly that it felt to­tal­ly new to me. Af­ter awhi­le, I could feel we we­re both star­ting to get a litt­le ti­red and slee­py, de­spi­te still being tur­ned on. He pushed all the way in to me and held still. He whi­s­pe­red in­to my ear, “Can you make your­self cum if I stay just li­ke this and you grind on me?”
 “I can try.” I be­gan to grind my hips up and down against his cock, try­ing to push my clit up against his pel­vis. It felt re­al­ly good, but I wasn’t su­re if I’d be ab­le to cum.
 “If you’re going to cum,” he said, “let me know. I’m re­al­ly clo­se too.” Just him say­ing that was the litt­le push I nee­ded. I wan­ted to make him cum so bad­ly. My who­le bo­dy star­ted sha­king and I threw my arms around his back so I could get mo­re le­ver­a­ge against his cock.
 “I’m gon­na cum!” I said way mo­re loud­ly than I plan­ned. Jen­ni­fer didn’t even mo­ve though. I went off li­ke an ex­plo­si­on. I clut­ched at him with eve­ry bit of my bo­dy as he star­ted cum­ming too.
 He didn’t say any­thing other than whi­s­pe­ring a long slow “Yess­ss,” in my ear. We held still li­ke that for a good mi­nu­te, just lis­ten­ing to each others brea­thing. Then he re­a­ched down, slid out of me, pul­led off the con­dom and got it in the trash in one smooth mo­ti­on.
 We fell as­leep spoo­ning and for the first time ever, I got to actu­al­ly sleep with a man. It was ama­zing to drift off with tho­se strong dark arms around me. I wo­ke up a litt­le af­ter sun­ri­se be­cau­se he has this hu­ge bay win­dow and I’m used to ha­ving a pret­ty dark bedroom. I re­a­ched be­hind me and felt his na­ked smooth ass, tho­se strong thighs. I mo­ved my hand bet­ween his legs and his cock was al­most to­tal­ly erect. He stir­red when I tou­ched him and whi­s­pe­red to me, “Mmm, good mor­ning.”
 In­stant­ly, I was rea­dy to go again. I star­ted rub­bing that cock bet­ween my ass checks and up against my pus­sy from be­hind. I saw him re­ach up for a con­dom and I said, “No, I want to feel you in me,” and star­ted to sli­de his cock in­to me from be­hind.
 I on­ly managed to get the head in be­fo­re he stop­ped me. “Uh Uh.” He to­re the con­dom open and put it on. “Sor­ry, ba­by, I ha­ve to play safe.” I was di­s­ap­poin­ted at first, but la­ter, re­mem­be­ring my chla­my­dia ex­pe­ri­ence, was thank­ful he was thin­king.
 We had ama­zing mor­ning sex. It was quiet and smooth, both of us ly­ing on our sides with him be­hind me, his hands on my tits, kis­sing my neck. I didn’t cum that time, but he ca­me pret­ty quick­ly and I felt proud. I clam­ped my thighs down on him as he ca­me and mil­ked that cock for eve­ry drop. We even managed to not wa­ke Jen­ni­fer.
 Af­ter that, we laid in bed for a bit un­til Jen­ni­fer stir­red. She was still pret­ty out of it and she snug­gled up against Sam from be­hind. We we­re li­ke a Sam sand­wich, two litt­le sli­ce of white bread wrap­ped around him. Even­tu­al­ly though, he had to get up. “Sor­ry, I’ve got work to do to­day. If I had to­day off, I’d make you both break­fast and we could all take a shower.” He got an evil gle­am in eye. “We’ll sa­ve that for next time though.”
 Sam ma­de cof­fee and Jen­ni­fer apo­lo­gi­zed pro­fu­se­ly for ma­king a mess of the eve­ning and of Sam’s toi­let. Sam laughed it off and on­ce we we­re clea­ned up, dro­ve us back to her place. It daw­ned on me la­ter that not on­ly did I not ha­ve a ton of drugs or pot that night but I al­so didn’t think of Wes hard­ly at all.
 What’s mo­re, Sam was li­ke a to­tal­ly dif­fe­rent man, one I felt li­ke I wan­ted to get to know bet­ter. Jen­ni­fer and I we­re much clo­ser too. In fact, I felt li­ke she was be­co­ming a sis­ter sort of. We al­so found out la­ter that Tan­ya had hoo­ked up with Tony. She couldn’t stop tal­king about how nas­ty and dir­ty he was in bed. She said it with a look of dis­gust on her face, but it just ma­de me smi­le.


Thanks For The Ri­de

Ka­te
Things we­re ve­ry good with my new apart­ment. I re­al­ly li­ked my landl­ords, Wan­da and James. Be­si­des him te­a­ching me how to de­ep thro­at bet­ter and ho­pe­ful­ly im­pres­sing Cla­rence along the way, I al­so felt li­ke they we­re wat­ching out for me in a pa­ter­nal way. It was ni­ce. And the ni­cer things we­re with my new apart­ment the mo­re I star­ted to feel li­ke I just wan­ted to di­vor­ce Da­vid and mo­ve to the next pha­se in my life.

James would drop by about twi­ce a week for my ‘thro­at trai­ning’. I still hadn’t got­ten him ful­ly hard or got­ten him to cum and I was deter­mi­ned to learn what ma­de him tick. I was al­so, ve­ry slow­ly, get­ting bet­ter at de­ep thro­a­ting him. Our ses­si­ons al­most al­ways en­ded in me thro­wing up at some point, but I soon lear­ned to get past that pret­ty quick­ly and to be ab­le to sen­se it and con­trol it be­fo­re it hap­pe­ned. On­ce you aren’t afraid to throw up, de­ep thro­a­ting gets a lot ea­sier.

I’d al­so be­en seeing Cla­rence, but on­ly on a non-se­xu­al le­vel. We’d talk about whe­re I was at with my mar­ri­a­ge, what I was lear­ning from James and about how I felt about the idea of com­mit­ting my­self mo­re hea­vi­ly to being a sub­mis­si­ve and ‘black ow­ned’ mo­re full time. He al­so as­ked that I email him my full work and life sche­du­le on a re­gu­lar ba­sis so that if he wan­ted to sche­du­le en­coun­ters for me, he would ha­ve an idea of when I was free.

Not long af­ter that, I got a long email from Cla­rence as­king me for some­thing un­u­su­al. He wan­ted me to go out to this night at a club in the Quar­ter, one we’d be­en to be­fo­re. I was to dress se­duc­ti­ve­ly, pick out a man, con­vin­ce him to co­me home with me, fuck his brains out and send him on his way in the mor­ning with break­fast. The­re we­re a lot mo­re de­tails, but that was the short of it. It soun­ded kind of ea­sy on the sur­face, but I re­a­li­zed that out­si­de of my sort of de­spe­ra­te ran­dom en­coun­ters, all of my other sex with men out­si­de my mar­ri­a­ge had be­en ar­ran­ged by Cla­rence.

I dres­sed my­self up in a white pen­cil skirt and a pret­ty black slee­ve­less top that re­al­ly sho­wed off my tits. I’d just had my hair do­ne again and it was bla­zing red. I spent a good half hour on my eye makeup and top­ped it off with a bright red lip­stick. I slip­ped my wed­ding ring in­to my dres­ser.

I caught a cab out to the club and from the mo­ment I wal­ked in, I knew it was going to be an in­te­res­ting eve­ning. Guys we­re si­zing me up, two or three at a time. I could feel their lust­ful looks fol­lo­wi­ng me all the way to the bar. When I got the­re, I im­me­di­a­te­ly had a guy of­fe­ring to buy me a drink. As we ma­de some small talk, I could feel the other guys ho­ve­r­ing ne­ar me, wai­ting for an op­por­tu­ni­ty.

Loo­king around, I re­a­li­zed the­re we­re on­ly about half a do­zen white peo­ple in the place and four of us we­re girls. The guy who’d bought me the drink was in mid-sen­ten­ce when an­other guy wal­ked up and as­ked me to dance. I felt a litt­le put on the spot, but said yes and ex­cu­sed my­self from the guy at the bar.

We got to the dance floor whe­re the DJ was play­ing some Soul and I had to put my ve­ry bad white girl dance mo­ves on dis­play. The guy was for­gi­ving though and he grab­bed my hips and hel­ped me along. He said in my ear, “You wan­na stay away from that chump at the bar. He’s mar­ried and his wife doesn’t fuck around.” I laughed, part­ly at the irony. Af­ter we danced for a few mi­nu­tes he said, “You ain’t here for the mu­sic, are you?”

I blus­hed a bit and shook my head. He mo­ved his hands to my ass and said, “You loo­king for some de­ep and dark, girl?” He pul­led me clo­se to him and I could feel the heat co­ming off of his bo­dy.

We danced for awhi­le lon­ger be­fo­re he took me back to the bar. I lear­ned his na­me was Alex and he was the­re with his fri­end Jay­den. Jay­den was flir­ting with a pret­ty black girl and when he tur­ned to in­tro­du­ce him­self, my heart skip­ped a beat. He was ri­di­cu­lous­ly beau­ti­ful. He was li­ke a young Taye Diggs. Dark skin­ned, im­ma­cu­la­te­ly groo­med and dres­sed and a smi­le that ga­ve me but­ter­flies. Alex was at­trac­ti­ve, don’t get me wrong. In fact, he was re­al­ly hot, but Jay­den was li­ke a mi­ni­a­ture sun in the room. Not on­ly was he su­per bright, but he kind of blot­ted out eve­r­yo­ne el­se. I tried to play it cool though and kept my fo­cus on Alex. Be­si­des, Jay­den was in de­ep con­ver­sa­ti­on with an­other wo­man. The four of us spent the rest of the eve­ning dan­cing, drin­king and flir­ting. I couldn’t be­lie­ve how much fun I was ha­ving and good it felt to be out among guys and girls and feel sin­gle, even if I wasn’t.

Even­tu­al­ly, it ca­me time to go and I found out that Jay­den had dri­ven Alex. He of­fe­red all of us a ri­de home, in­clu­ding the girl that he’d be­en flir­ting with. She de­cli­ned as she’d co­me with fri­ends too. I lea­ned in to Alex and said, “Want to co­me over to my place?” He smi­led and af­ter a talk with Jay­den, we we­re off.

Jay­den drop­ped us at my hou­se and I had to try re­al­ly hard again to be cool when he hug­ged me good­night. My gut was sc­re­a­ming at me to in­vi­te him in along with Alex and just fuck them both. I was serious­ly con­si­de­ring say­ing some­thing, but Alex step­ped in, hug­ged Jay­den good­bye and said, “Thanks for the ri­de.” The way it was do­ne, I felt li­ke they’d had some sort of dis­cus­si­on about this sce­na­rio.

When we got in­side my place, he didn’t was­te any time. He star­ted pul­ling off my clo­thes whi­le kis­sing me. In bet­ween kis­ses he said, “Is it true that all you white girls are freaky?”

Whi­le I wor­ked his pants off, I said, “I don’t know about  all white girls, but I try.” I ga­ve him an evil grin. He re­min­ded me of Ta­lib Kwe­li in his look and style and he had this sort of boy­ish glee to him that was re­al­ly se­xy. His hands mo­ved over me with ex­pe­ri­ence and may­be a litt­le bit of hur­ry. I grab­bed his wrists, put them on my hips and kis­sed him.

“Hey, we’ve got all night and we can get as freaky as you want.” He grin­ned and I took him by the hand and we went in­to my bedroom. I didn’t even ha­ve to touch him to get him hard. When he drop­ped his bo­xers his cock was so erect it was al­most against his sto­mach. We laid down on the bed and star­ted kis­sing and he star­ted to mo­ve to­ward his pants on the floor, but I stop­ped him and said, “Loo­king for this?” I’d re­a­ched over and pul­led a con­dom from my night­stand. Alex to­re it open and rol­led it on.

When he had it on to his cock he got back on top of me, kis­sed me and said, “Damn you’re se­xy. How co­me you aren’t li­ke mar­ried with kids or some­thing?”

I laughed. “May­be I am. May­be I’m just chea­ting.”
 “Shit, you are freaky!”
 “Put that beau­ti­ful cock in me.” I rai­sed my legs up in a V and put my

 hands un­der my thighs.
He slip­ped in smooth­ly. It had be­en a few weeks sin­ce I’d had a cock in me and it felt won­der­ful. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes of thrus­ting in­to me he said, “This may take a bit ba­by, con­doms slow me down.”

I had the fee­ling that wasn’t it though. I loo­ked him in the eye and said, “You wan­ted to get freaky. What do you want to do?” He actu­al­ly got kind of a shy look on his face. “Go on,” I said, “Say it. I pro­mi­se I’ll at le­ast try.”

“You take it in the ass?” I mo­ved out from un­der him, rol­led up on to my el­bows and knees, stuck my ass in the air and said, “The­re’s lu­be in that dra­wer.” He didn’t he­si­ta­te. Pul­ling the lu­be out, he sli­cked up the con­dom he had on and mo­ved be­hind me. I could tell by the way he was mo­ving, he was just going to plow in­to me. I stuck a hand back be­hind my ass. “Go ea­sy at first. Work it in.” I hadn’t had any warm up with toys or any­thing, but thank­ful­ly, he wasn’t as big as Aa­ron or even Cla­rence. Af­ter a mi­nu­te or so, he’d wor­ked the who­le thing in to my ass and I could feel him get­ting har­der again as he be­gan to mo­ve in and out of me.

“God damn girl, your ass is tight! I’ve ne­ver got­ten a sis­ta to let me in her ass be­fo­re.” He see­med re­al­ly ple­a­sed.
 I sig­hed as he be­gan pum­ping in­to my ass­ho­le har­der. “Any­thing you want.”
 “Let’s switch. I want to watch you ri­de my shit.” He laid down on his back and I stradd­led him, re­a­ching back and wor­king his cock back in­to my ass. It on­ly took a mi­nu­te or two of ri­ding his cock and play­ing with my clit be­fo­re I ca­me on him, my pus­sy lea­king all over his pel­vis. “Fuck! You can cum with a cock in your ass? You are a freak girl!” It ma­de me smi­le, plea­sing him so ea­si­ly. “Oh shit,” he said a few mi­nu­tes la­ter. “I’m gon­na cum, Ka­te. I’m gon­na nut up in that beau­ti­ful ass of yours. Keep grin­ding on me, ba­by, just li­ke that.” He went stiff in me, pul­ling down on my hips at the sa­me time he thrust up. I’d for­got­ten how much I loved ha­ving a cock bu­ried in my ass.
 We fell as­leep and the next mor­ning I got up and ma­de him break­fast. Af­ter­ward, whi­le he was sit­ting on the couch, ha­ving cof­fee, I su­cked him off. He was lay­ing the­re na­ked, his legs spread. I was on all fours in my ba­thro­be, my head bu­ried bet­ween his legs. He put a hand on the back of my head as I got as much of him in my mouth as I could. Then, de­ci­ding to prac­ti­ce what James had taught me, I sank down on his cock all the way to the balls and just held it the­re. Alex to­tal­ly lost it. “Damn! That shit is cra­zy!” My no­se was against his sto­mach, his balls on my chin. I ca­me up for a quick breath, not even gag­ging. I could tas­te his pre-cum. “Do you swal­low?” He still loo­ked stun­ned.
 “Eve­ry drop.” I had a proud grin on my face.
 I went back to suck­ing him and when I could tell he was about to cum, I went all the way down on him again. He pushed down on my head and thrust up and his cock jer­ked in my thro­at as he ca­me. Thank­ful­ly, I’d had a good breath, but even as he slow­ly ea­sed up, he was still cum­ming and the­re was a good bit in my mouth. He was sal­ty and sweet and I swal­lo­wed it all and then li­cked his cock clean. Alex had this look on his face of shock. “I’ve ne­ver had a girl do any­thing li­ke that be­fo­re.”
 “Aww,” I said, “I’m su­re lots of girls do. You just ha­ven’t met the right ones.”
 “I guess I ha­ve now.” He finis­hed his cof­fee and got dres­sed. When he was rea­dy to lea­ve, he ga­ve me an odd look. “Was this a one time thing?”
 I pur­sed my lips and con­si­de­red be­fo­re I spo­ke. “I won’t say we won’t be ab­le to do this again, but I’m not ex­act­ly avai­la­ble to date eit­her. It’s compli­ca­ted. But you can call me if you want.” I kis­sed him good­bye. He was young and fun and cute. He wasn’t re­al­ly da­ting ma­te­ri­al, but I’d de­fi­ni­te­ly fuck him again, if I had any say in it. Then I thought back to what Cla­rence wan­ted of me - to be avai­la­ble se­xu­al­ly to any black man at any time. I could think of wor­se fa­tes.



Serious Porn

Jes­si­ca
I was on wal­king on air af­ter my night with Sam, de­spi­te what hap­pe­ned with Jen­ni­fer. She felt re­al­ly bad about thro­wing up, but I re­as­su­red her that she hadn’t ru­i­ned the night at all. I al­so pro­mi­sed her that we’d par­ty to­gether again. It felt re­al­ly good to ha­ve her and Tan­ya to talk to.

Al­so, Wes was going ea­sy on me. I went over to his place a few nights over the next week and we just chil­led, which was cool. It wasn’t li­ke we we­re get­ting serious or any­thing, just han­ging out. We’d smo­ke up, fuck, watch TV. It was pret­ty cool. I didn’t tell him about my night with Sam though. I knew that he was sup­po­sed to ha­ve to­tal say on who I slept with, but I de­ci­ded I could trust my girls and Tony enough that it wouldn’t get back to him. I al­so managed to let it go that he’d fu­cked Jen­ni­fer wi­thout tel­ling me, for the most part any­way.

Thanks­gi­ving ca­me up and it was stran­ge not ha­ving my mom at the hou­se when we we­re lea­ving. We pi­cked her up at her new place and my pa­rents said that, at din­ner, we we­ren’t sup­po­sed to men­ti­on the fact that my mom had mo­ved out. We went across the lake to meet up with some of my dad’s fa­mi­ly for a big din­ner.

Af­ter, my mom ca­me up to me and said, “Hey, we ha­ven’t be­en seeing each other much and I tal­ked to your dad. If you want to co­me over some time, here’s a key to my place. We can ha­ve a girls night.” It ma­de me re­al­ly hap­py be­cau­se I re­a­li­zed that the lon­ger she was out of our hou­se, the hap­pier she see­med to be. It was kind of hard not to take that per­so­nal­ly, so when she in­vi­ted me over I jum­ped at the chan­ce.

We had an awe­so­me night to­gether the next week and she even let me drink wi­ne with her. I told her a litt­le about Wes, we wat­ched mo­vies, did each other’s nails. I even slept in her bed with her, which I hadn’t do­ne sin­ce I was a litt­le kid. She didn’t bring up my gra­des or my ab­sences from school eit­her, which was a re­li­ef. It was a re­al­ly gre­at night.

About a week af­ter that, we ar­ran­ged to do it again and I as­ked Wes if he could drive me over the­re and drop me off af­ter he and I hung out. He agreed and when I got over the­re, I got a sur­pri­se. The­re at Wes’s was Ter­ran­ce. He was an old fri­end of Dell’s, the guy I’d sort of dated awhi­le back and had left for Wes. I hadn’t heard from Dell in mo­re than a year, sin­ce he’d go­ne away to col­le­ge. I wasn’t su­re if Ter­ran­ce would ha­ve a pro­blem with me, but he was to­tal­ly cool. He and Wes we­re han­ging with this guy I’d met a few times na­med Dai­ry. Dai­ry was at le­ast se­ven feet tall and thin as hell. Dai­ry drank a lot, but wouldn’t touch weed or any­thing el­se and he al­ways ma­de fun of peo­ple when they we­re high. When you’re high though, even peo­ple ma­king fun of you for being high is fun­ny, so we all li­ked Dai­ry.

When it was time to drop me off, they all ca­me along. Wes pul­led up to my mom’s place and as­ked to use the ba­throom. I let him in and we all hung out in the living room for a mi­nu­te. When Wes ca­me out, he was about to light up a joint. “Wes! Don’t! My mom will to­tal­ly smell that and bust my ass!”

He sort of ma­de li­ke he was going to light it any­way, but grin­ned and said, “Okay then, loo­ka here. You suck my dick be­fo­re we go and I won’t light this shit up.”

“Li­ke I wouldn’t ha­ve any­way!” I laughed. Wes fell back on­to the couch. “I guess you guys go wait in the car for a bit?” I said to the other guys.

“Huh uh,” Wes said, the joint still han­ging from his mouth. “I want my boys to see how you suck dick, girl.” I loo­ked at them, kind of sur­pri­sed. Wes didn’t usu­al­ly want to put on a show. The guys kind of laughed and sat down on eit­her side of Wes on the couch.

“Don’t look at them. Get down the­re and suck this dick.” He poin­ted bet­ween his legs. I mo­ved the cof­fee ta­ble out a bit so that I had room to get bet­ween Wes’s legs. The idea of blo­wi­ng him with an au­die­nce was hot. I felt li­ke it was my chan­ce to show off a bit. Ter­ran­ce and Dai­ry grab­bed the re­mo­te and tur­ned on the TV, half wat­ching whi­le I star­ted un­doing Wes’s pants. I pul­led out his dick, which was soft and put the who­le thing in­to my mouth and star­ted wor­king my tongue around it.

“Damn,” Dai­ry said, “You wasn’t ly­in’ Wes. Girl’s a freak.” He was wat­ching me as my head bob­bed up and down in Wes’s lap. “Get that dick, girl.” I smi­led at him as I su­cked on Wes, his cock slow­ly get­ting har­der in my mouth.

Ter­ran­ce tur­ned to Dai­ry and said, “She used to hook up with Dell. I ne­ver did get a chan­ce to tap that.”
 Wes loo­ked at him, his hands on the back of my head, “Check that whoo­ty she got goin’ on. It’s aight for a white girl.” Dai­ry stood up and ga­ve my ass a quick slap. I was in sweats so it didn’t sting much and I just kept suck­ing on Wes. “Co­me on, nig­ga, step up. Pull down her pants and check that shit right,” Wes eg­ged him on.
 Dai­ry stood up and mo­ved be­hind me. I was on all fours, my knees on the car­pet, my el­bows on Wes’s thighs as I su­cked his now ful­ly hard cock. Dia­ry re­a­ched down and pul­led my sweats down with sin­gle yank to my knees. He slap­ped my ass again, a lot har­der this time. I mo­a­ned with Wes in my mouth. Then he pul­led my pan­ties asi­de and with the sa­me hand, slip­ped a re­al­ly long midd­le fin­ger in­side my pus­sy and wig­gled it back and forth.
 “Damn, Wes. She’s wet as fuck.” He wig­gled the fin­ger around a bit and then put in a se­cond fin­ger. Wes still had his hands on the back of my head, pushing me down with a stea­dy rythm.
 “Shit, nig­ga, put your dick in the­re and see how wet she gets. This litt­le hood rat loves the black pipe.” I loo­ked up and ma­de eye con­tact with Wes and he loo­ked down at me. “Don’t you? You love dem nig­gas get­tin’ up in you.” I nod­ded at Wes, his cock in my mouth as I heard Dai­ry un­zip­ping his pants.
 Then I heard laug­hing. I al­most stop­ped to turn back and look but Wes kept me suck­ing him. I heard Ter­ran­ce say, “God damn, how the fuck do you ever fuck a girl? They got­ta get a lad­der to get to your dick!”
 Dai­ry spo­ke up, “Wes, you got a rub­ber?”
 “Fuck that, nig­ga. Ba­re­back her ass. She’s clean.” I loo­ked at Wes again and he ga­ve me a look that dared me to speak up. In­s­tead I just ar­ched my ass a litt­le hig­her. Dai­ry had to lean back on his legs to get the right an­gle to get in me, but I felt his head sli­de in to me and I gas­ped. He wasn’t hu­ge but he was big enough that I felt my bo­dy kind of shud­der as he mo­ved all the way in­to me. Wes said down to me, “Ain’t that right? You li­ke nig­ga juice up in your pus­sy.” I loo­ked over and saw that Ter­ran­ce was stro­king his cock. I knew I was going to end up fuck­ing him too. I got wet­ter.
 I know it might seem li­ke Wes was to­tal­ly hu­mi­li­a­ting me and may­be he was. The truth was though, I was re­al­ly tur­ned on. I had the­se three guys hard and I was going to make them all cum. My bo­dy was just comple­te­ly on fi­re. I couldn’t get Wes de­ep enough in my thro­at and I couldn’t ha­ve Dai­ry fuck­ing me hard enough. I star­ted wor­king my ass back at Dai­ry the best I could whi­le al­so try­ing to keep my ti­ming with Wes. It was tough.
 “Wes, she take it in the boo­ty?” Ter­ran­ce was stro­king his cock al­most to­tal­ly hard.
 Wes loo­ked down at me. “You got some­thing we can use for lu­be?”
 I shrug­ged. I ca­me up from suck­ing on Wes just long enough to say, “Check my mom’s night­stand. She pro­ba­b­ly has some.”
 Ter­ran­ce got up and went in­to the other room. Whi­le he was go­ne, I went back to suck­ing on Wes. Dai­ry was doing long slow smooth stro­kes in and out of my pus­sy. He slap­ped one of my ass cheeks hard and then the other side. It was sort of over­whel­ming and I actu­al­ly had to stop blo­wi­ng Wes for a se­cond. “Fuck­ing beat my ass!” I didn’t even think about say­ing it, I just bl­ur­ted it out.
 Dai­ry star­ted span­king my ass re­al­ly hard. I went back to suck­ing on Wes, try­ing not to bi­te down eve­ry time Dai­ry’s hands ca­me down. Sud­den­ly I was cum­ming li­ke cra­zy as Dai­ry kept smacking my ass so hard tears we­re run­ning down my cheeks. “Bitch loves it rough!” Dai­ry said as he con­ti­nued to smack my ass and fuck me. I had to take a brea­ther af­ter that or­gasm and Wes let me catch my breath. Then Ter­ran­ce wal­ked out my mom’s room with a dil­do and a tu­be of lu­be.
 “Damn,” he said, “Check this shit! Her mom’s a freak too!” The guys all ga­ped and laughed. Dai­ry pul­led out of me and I felt Ter­ran­ce get be­hind me. I felt a hu­ge glob of lu­be land in my ass crack. He wor­ked the dil­do around in the lu­be, get­ting it slip­pe­ry. “Go ea­sy,” I said, “I ha­ven’t had any­thing in my ass in awhi­le.”
 “Here it co­mes, ba­by,” Ter­ran­ce pushed my mom’s dil­do up against my ass pret­ty firm­ly. Thank­ful­ly, the toy was lon­ger than it was thick. My ass­ho­le ga­ve way and it slip­ped in. I bit my lip, as it hurt a litt­le. He didn’t slow down though and pushed the toy all the way in­to my ass. “We gon­na make this bitch air tight!” He said. When it was flush with my ass, he mo­ved up be­hind me, hol­ding it in with one hand and wor­ked his cock in­to my pus­sy with his other hand.
 “Fuck, Dai­ry, she’s all stret­ched out.” He star­ted fuck­ing me again and I tried to fo­cus on suck­ing on Wes, but it was all too much. I had a fat black cock in my pus­sy, a toy in my ass and Wes in my mouth. I star­ted to cum again, slam­ming my­self back against Ter­ran­ce. He just sat the­re on his knees and held still, let­ting me im­pa­le my­self on his cock. Eve­ry time I did, I felt the toy in my ass go a litt­le de­e­per.
 I bu­ried my face in Wes’s balls un­til I finis­hed cum­ming. Then I loo­ked back at Ter­ran­ce and said, “Pull the toy out and fuck me in the ass.” He slid the toy out so fast that I felt my eyes roll back in my head and I a hu­ge shud­der ran through my bo­dy. The toy ma­de a pop as it left my ass. His cock was right up against my stret­ched out ass­ho­le when Wes stop­ped him.
 “Hold up. Let’s do this shit right. Some serious porn shit.” He di­rec­ted Dai­ry to sit down on the couch and told me to stradd­le him, fa­cing him. When I got up, I was sha­king. My who­le bo­dy felt weird. I clim­bed on­to Dai­ry and slid his long black cock in­to me, bi­ting my lip as I felt him sett­le de­ep in­side me.
 Then Wes had Dai­ry co­me up be­hind me. “Fuck her ass li­ke that, T.” Ter­ran­ce had to get a pil­low and get on his knees to co­me up be­hind me at the right height. My ass­ho­le ope­ned up ea­ger­ly for his cock at first, but he was a lot wi­der than the toy.
 “Damn girl, that’s tight. Ea­se up!” Then some­thing el­se was wrong. “What’s that? Oh fuck, that’s your fuck­in’ balls, Dai­ry!” He pul­led out in a hur­ry. Wes laughed. “This ain’t gon­na work, Wes. I don’t want my shit rub­bin’ against Dai­ry’s.” Eve­r­yo­ne laughed ex­cept Ter­ran­ce who re­al­ly was frea­ked.
 I loo­ked to Wes for di­rec­ti­on sin­ce he was in char­ge. “Let’s go finish on your mom’s bed.” That ma­de me a litt­le ner­vous.
 I said, “Okay, but we can’t mess any­thing up, okay?” Wes led us in the­re and put me on the bed and got me on all fours. He wal­ked out and ca­me back a few se­conds la­ter with a towel from the ba­throom and threw it down on the cen­ter of the bed.
 “Fuck her ass, T.” Wes clim­bed up on my mom’s bed and sat on the pil­lows, put­ting his cock back in my mouth. Ter­ran­ce clim­bed up be­hind me and wor­ked that thick dick of his back in­to my ass. It took a good two mi­nu­tes to slow­ly ea­se it in to whe­re he could start fuck­ing me. On­ce he did though, wow, it re­min­ded me of Tony all over again. Tony was the on­ly other guy to ever fuck me in the ass.
 As tur­ned on as I was by the si­tu­a­ti­on, it ma­de me start fan­ta­si­zing that it was Tony fuck­ing me in the ass, not Ter­ran­ce. I loo­ked up at the ple­a­su­re on Wes’s face whi­le I was suck­ing him and tho­se two images to­gether sent me over and I ca­me again.
 “Ho­ly fuck,” Ter­ran­ce hol­le­red out, “Her ass­ho­le’s going cra­zy all over my dick!” A few se­conds la­ter, I felt a flood of cum shoot out of Ter­ran­ce and go de­ep in­to my gut. That alo­ne al­most ma­de me cum again. He pul­led out a few se­conds la­ter and yel­led out, “Fuck that ass was good,” and then, “Oh nas­ty! Got shit on my dick!”
 He boun­ced up from the bed and hea­ded in­to the ba­throom. And then the­re was a cock in me again as Dai­ry ca­me up be­hind me and star­ted to fuck me. At this point, I was get­ting a litt­le de­li­rious. I ca­me up off of Wes and said, “I got­ta lay down, ba­by.” We stop­ped and Wes let me lay down on my back. He and Ter­ran­ce each held one of my legs apart whi­le Dai­ry fu­cked me. He was thrus­ting in­to me hard, doing some­thing li­ke a push up.
 Whi­le Dai­ry was fuck­ing me Wes loo­ked down at me and said, “Don’t you wish your mom­ma could see you now? Your legs open for all the­se nig­gas?” I loo­ked at him and I heard the ques­ti­on, but it didn’t re­al­ly re­gis­ter be­cau­se I was so out of it. I just sort of nod­ded. “I bet your mom­ma’d li­ke get­tin’ this too.” What was he say­ing?
 Then Dai­ry was cum­ming in me. “Fuck ye­ah!” he said. He kept pum­ping in to me hard for an­other mi­nu­te or so and then pul­led out slow­ly. His cock was co­ve­red in my juices and his cum as he got up off the bed.
 “Clean him off.” As I sat up, Wes pushed me to­ward Dai­ry’s sof­tening dick. I put it in my mouth and be­gan to lick and suck him clean. Whi­le I had Dai­ry en­ti­re­ly in my mouth, Wes said, “You think your mom­ma can suck a good dick?” His ques­ti­ons we­re weir­ding me out and I didn’t know whe­re he was going with it, so I just shrug­ged.
 I heard Ter­ran­ce say, “Damn, her mom­ma’s fi­ne.” I glan­ced over and he was loo­king at a fa­mi­ly pic­ture of all of us on her dres­ser.
 I was sit­ting on the ed­ge of the bed, clea­ning off Dai­ry’s dick. Wes step­ped up next to him and di­rec­ted my head to­ward him­self. I mo­ved over to Wes’s cock and star­ted suck­ing him again. As he got hard on my tongue, he grab­bed the side of head and be­gan to fuck my mouth. I could tas­te his pre-cum and I knew he was going to cum soon. He said, “Look up at me, bitch.” I did and he was loo­king down at me. He was su­per hard now, on­ly a cou­ple of in­ches of his dick going in and out of my mouth. “You’d li­ke it if I fu­cked your mom­ma too, wouldn’t you? You’d li­ke it if I fu­cked you both! Nod yo head!”
 I nod­ded and he ca­me in my mouth. He gus­hed hard and I couldn’t get ne­a­r­ly all of it. I swal­lo­wed what I could. He squee­zed his cock out on my tongue and then I scooped up the rest, ea­ting it, fee­ling da­zed and con­fu­sed.
 The guys all left short­ly af­ter and I clea­ned up, re­al­ly thank­ful that Wes had thrown down the towel on the bed. The­re was cum all over it, a litt­le bit of shit and a ti­ny bit of blood. I was going to be a wreck for a cou­ple of days. I spent a half hour on the toi­let, clea­ning my­self up, and an­other twen­ty mi­nu­tes in the shower. I pi­cked up the hou­se as best I could, lea­ving the front door open for some fresh air. I knew my mom was going to be home from her shift pret­ty soon and now that I’d co­me down from the sex, I was sort of ner­vous about her no­ti­cing that I’d had guys in her apart­ment.
 I’d clea­ned up my­self and the apart­ment as best as I could. I sett­led in­to the couch, ma­de a cup of tea and tried to chill. The mo­ment she wal­ked through the front door though, the image of her fuck­ing Wes pop­ped in­to my head, fol­lo­wed by the me­mo­ry of me se­cret­ly seeing her gi­ve head to Cla­rence. I had this weird wa­ter­fall of mi­xed up emo­ti­ons then, which we­ren’t hel­ped when the first words out her mouth af­ter she ca­me in we­re, “You’ve had guys over here, ha­ven’t you?”


On My Knees

Ka­te
I knew Jes­si­ca had had guys over at my place. I could smell them. At le­ast two dif­fe­rent dis­tinct ma­le smells. She said that they’d drop­ped her off and hung out for awhi­le, but I could al­so smell sex. I thought about pres­sing her on it, but de­ci­ded to just let her ha­ve her se­cret. I know I did when I was her age. She’d kept the place clean and we all know teen­agers don’t ha­ve a lot of pla­ces they feel they can ha­ve sex.

Things over­all with her and I we­re re­al­ly good and I li­ked the idea that she had a place she could get out from un­der her fa­ther. With the ho­li­days co­ming up though, I re­a­li­zed just how de­e­p­ly tied in I was with the fa­mi­ly I’d mar­ried in­to. Da­vid’s fa­mi­ly we­re li­ke my fa­mi­ly and af­ter Thanks­gi­ving, I was left with this ter­ri­ble vo­id in me. This fee­ling that if they knew I’d be­en chea­ting, wor­se that I’d be­en with mul­ti­ple black men, they’d cut me off, they’d di­sown me, or wor­se.

It’s re­al­ly hard to be in that spot. To he­ar peo­ple you li­ke and care about, your fa­mi­ly, talk so ne­ga­ti­ve­ly about peo­ple you find won­der­ful and at­trac­ti­ve. I couldn’t re­con­ci­le the fact that I loved my fa­mi­ly and the fact that they we­re dis­gus­tin­gly ra­cist. Stran­ge­ly, du­ring Thanks­gi­ving din­ner, I heard Da­vid speak up and tell two of his bro­thers to to­ne down the ra­cist at­ti­tu­des. It sur­pri­sed and ple­a­sed me and the­re was this ti­ny part of me that ho­ped for a mo­ment or two that may­be Da­vid would ha­te me mo­re for chea­ting than he would for chea­ting with a black man. But it wasn’t true and I knew it.

As De­cem­ber rol­led in, I got a vi­sit from Wan­da, my landl­ord and neigh­bor. They as­ked me over for din­ner. I wasn’t su­re what to ex­pect, but it was just a ni­ce nor­mal din­ner. Nothing kinky or weird and Wan­da ca­me off as the per­fect host and James a per­fect gentleman. On­ce we’d re­ti­red to the living room and all had a glass of wi­ne in our hands, Wan­da ope­ned things up a bit. “James tells me that you’ve be­en ve­ry obe­dient so far.” She said it so po­li­te­ly and mat­ter of fact, that it threw me off. I just sat the­re. “Cla­rence has al­so spo­ken of you high­ly, alt­hough with a few words of cau­ti­on.”

I loo­ked down at my feet, un­a­ble to co­me up with a good re­spon­se. “As James and I are a litt­le ol­der and a litt­le mo­re…sett­led, we don’t get out and about as much in the kin­kier circles. We do ho­we­ver, li­ke to ha­ve some fun from time to time and we as­ked Cla­rence if it would be okay with him if we…bor­ro­wed you for an eve­ning. He agreed, but of cour­se, the choice is yours here. It’s im­port­ant to us that you co­me play with us be­cau­se you want to and not be­cau­se you feel you ha­ve to.”

She wai­ted for some kind of re­spon­se, but all I could imagi­ne was, “… umm.”
 Wan­da smi­led and James chuck­led. He spo­ke up af­ter a sip of wi­ne. “It won’t be held against you if you say no. By my­self or Cla­rence. The re­a­son we’re as­king you is that Cla­rence men­ti­o­ned that you might ha­ve certain procli­vi­ties that we­ren’t being ad­dres­sed by your play part­ners so far. Wan­da and I are a bit mo­re in­to the BDSM end of things than we are in­to the swin­ger set. As she men­ti­o­ned, we’re a litt­le mo­re pri­va­te and se­lec­ti­ve. This would just be the three of us, here in this hou­se.”
 “Why don’t you think on it a bit,” Wan­da jum­ped in. She pat­ted my knee. “We think you’d be a gre­at sub­mis­si­ve and we’d ha­ve a lot of fun.” We tal­ked a bit mo­re and drank some wi­ne. I felt re­al­ly at ea­se with them, even if I wasn’t ter­rib­ly phy­si­cal­ly at­trac­ted to eit­her of them.
 At the end of the night, I de­ci­ded. “I’d li­ke to take you up on your of­fer.” They grin­ned and we set up a date for a few nights la­ter.
 When I ar­ri­ved, I’d dres­sed up ni­ce and wal­ked the thir­ty feet from my front door to their back porch. I ar­ri­ved about a mi­nu­te ear­ly, but Wan­da was the­re at the back door wai­ting. She was wea­ring a pret­ty black dress and black heels and black stockings. “Co­me on in, love,” she said in that soft southern drawl.
 In the scree­ned in back porch she said, “We’re going to start here love. When you walk through that door un­til the time you walk back out, you’re ag­re­eing to be our sla­ve and to do ex­act­ly as we say. If you re­fu­se to do any­thing we say, you’ll be pu­nis­hed as we de­em ap­pro­pri­a­te. If you choo­se to lea­ve be­fo­re you are gran­ted per­mis­si­on, you won’t be in­vi­ted back. Do you un­der­stand, Ka­te?”
 I nod­ded, a sud­den bit of an­xie­ty cree­ping in­to me. She con­ti­nued, “I know you’ve do­ne a bit of play with Cla­rence and I know you’ve taken or­ders be­fo­re, but this is a bit mo­re struc­tu­red. From here on, nod­ding will not do. Yes Ma’am or no Ma’am is your re­spon­se. James will be re­fer­red to as Sir or Pro­fes­sor. You will on­ly speak when spo­ken to, but you may ask to speak if feel the need.”
 “Yes, Ma’am.”
 “Al­so, don’t look us in the eye un­less we ask you to. Eyes on the floor. Go ahead and dis­ro­be all the way here on the porch. Lea­ve your clo­thes on that chair. When you’re na­ked, kneel down on the mat in front of the back door here and wait for us. Do you un­der­stand?”
 “Yes, Ma’am.” She left and I slow­ly took off my dress, un­der­we­ar and shoes. It felt stran­ge to be out­si­de, to­tal­ly na­ked, even if it was just a porch. It was De­cem­ber and it wasn’t warm at all. I was get­ting chil­ly fast. I mo­ved to the door mat and got on my knees and wai­ted. And wai­ted. And wai­ted.
 I was star­ting to shi­ver, when the door ope­ned and James stood the­re, loo­king down at me. I could feel warmth floo­ding out from the in­side. I kept my eyes straight ahead.
 “You we­re right, Wan­da,” he cal­led out loud­ly. “Got our­sel­ves a litt­le stray bitch back here.” He knelt down, pul­led a small col­lar out from his suit coat po­cket and held it up be­fo­re me. It said ‘Slut’ in sil­ver let­ters. He slip­ped the col­lar around my neck and fas­te­ned it in back, then stood back up.
 “Would the slut li­ke to co­me in and get warm?” His to­ne was kind and fa­ther­ly.
 “Yes, Sir.” I was try­ing to keep my teeth from chat­te­ring. I had goo­se­bumps all over and my nipp­les we­re aching.
 “Co­me in. On your hands and knees.” He tur­ned and wal­ked back in to the hou­se.
 I drop­ped down on all fours, fee­ling this ball of hu­mi­li­a­ti­on and em­bar­rass­ment in my gut. I mo­ved in­to their kit­chen whe­re I could feel the cen­tral heat flo­wi­ng. They’d al­so put in a litt­le space hea­ter in one cor­ner. James wal­ked in to­ward Wan­da and ca­su­al­ly cal­led back over his shoul­der, “Go ahead and curl up by the hea­ter, slut. We’ll be with you short­ly.” He mo­ved be­hind Wan­da and kis­sed her neck as she pre­pa­red din­ner.
 I craw­led over to the hea­ter, thril­led to feel that heat against my skin and wat­ched them. Eve­r­y­thing felt so new and dif­fe­rent, even from any­thing I’d do­ne with Cla­rence. It was going to be an in­te­res­ting eve­ning.
 They’d told me in ad­van­ce to ar­rive hun­gry, so as Wan­da pre­pa­red din­ner, my mouth star­ted to wa­ter. When they set the ta­ble though, they just set it for two. They ate the ta­ble, next to me, for the most part igno­ring me and tal­king to each other. When they we­re finis­hed, they pushed their lef­to­vers on­to a sin­gle plate and set it down for me with Wan­da’s set of uten­sils. I must ha­ve had some sort of di­s­ap­poin­ted look on my face be­cau­se she said, “Forks and a kni­fe are a pri­vi­le­ge. Be thank­ful.” They set a lar­ge glass of wa­ter down next to my plate.
 “Yes, Ma’am.” To say ea­ting lef­to­vers off of the floor was hu­mi­li­a­ting was an un­der­state­ment. It’s hard to de­s­cri­be ex­act­ly how sha­ming it is when we’re so used to ea­ting at a ta­ble. Not to men­ti­on ha­ving peo­ple li­te­r­al­ly look down on you as they eat. I wasn’t up­set though. It was mo­re li­ke fa­s­ci­na­ti­on. I felt safe with them so it see­med okay to feel hu­mi­lia­ted, to feel low. I didn’t cry or any­thing. In­s­tead, I just ate the me­al and tried to be thank­ful for it.
 Whi­le I ate, they clea­ned the kit­chen a bit and had a glass of wi­ne. When I’d finis­hed eve­r­y­thing, James ca­me over and pi­cked up my plate. “Good litt­le slut.” Then he loo­ked back at Wan­da and said, “I think the slut’s a litt­le dir­ty.”
 Wan­da loo­ked me up and down with a dis­gus­ted look on her face. “Ye­ah, we need to ba­the her, I guess.” She dried her hands off on a hand towel as she stood over me. “Well, stand up slut. Ple­a­se keep in mind that wal­king is a pri­vi­le­ge as well. Any pro­blems and we’ll ha­ve you back on all fours.”
 “Yes, Ma’am.” I stood, thank­ful to be off the floor. They had me fol­low them ups­tairs to their mas­ter ba­throom, which was in­side their bedroom. They had a beau­ti­ful hea­ted gra­ni­te ba­throom floor which felt won­der­ful as they had me kneel next to the tub. James pul­led out a book and star­ted rea­ding to Wan­da. They we­re in the midd­le of some his­to­ri­cal fic­ti­on book and I had no idea what the plot was. His voi­ce was soo­thing though.
 Wan­da took off my col­lar and set it on top of the toi­let. Then she had me get in the tub, sit­ting on my ass with my knees up. She be­gan to run a re­al­ly hot bath. So hot that I ma­de a his­sing noi­se. James and Wan­da both stop­ped and loo­ked up at me. Wan­da said, “Don’t make that noi­se again, slut. The wa­ter’s ex­act­ly the right tem­pe­ra­ture.”
 “Yes, Ma’am,” I said through grit­ted teeth. She ad­ded some kind of scen­ted soap out of a un­la­be­led bott­le and then pul­led out a loofa glove. Wan­da la­the­red me up and be­gan to scrub me all over, hard. She’d grab my arm rough­ly and pull it one way to get at a spot on my back, jer­king me around the tub. Her scrub­bing was fast and firm, li­ke she was clea­ning an in­so­lent child.
 Af­ter the wa­ter com­ment though, I held my tongue and tried as hard as I could not to over­ly show my dis­com­fort. “Get on your hands and knees.” On­ce the­re, she be­gan to scrub my ass cheeks, then my ass crack. She went in and out with that loofa glove, up and down. Tears we­re for­ming up in my eyes when she went bet­ween my legs and ran that glove straight over my la­bia. She ran it back and forth, and lea­ned in, whi­s­pe­red and said, “This is your dir­tiest part, slut. Even dir­tier than that fil­thy litt­le ass­ho­le of yours.”
 “Yes, Ma’am.” Tears we­re rol­ling down my cheeks now and I tried to con­cen­tra­te on James’ voi­ce. He was still rea­ding out loud to Wan­da.
 “Sit back on your ass, slut.” When I did, she put one hand on the back of my neck and the other over my no­se and dun­ked me back­wards li­ke she was bap­ti­zing me. My hair got soa­ked and I knew my makeup was pro­ba­b­ly tras­hed. Whi­le I sat the­re loo­king li­ke a wet cat, Wan­da grab­bed some makeup wi­pes and star­ted clea­ning my face. “Dir­ty, dir­ty litt­le slut,” Wan­da said as she clea­ned me. My pus­sy and ass we­re raw. My who­le bo­dy was stin­ging slight­ly, but I re­a­li­zed that no one had do­ne this to me sin­ce I was a child. I couldn’t even re­mem­ber what it felt li­ke to ha­ve someo­ne el­se ba­the me. I caught my­self smi­ling as she wi­ped away my eye­li­ner and just for a se­cond, I thought I saw Wan­da smi­ling back.
 She stood me up, dried me off tho­rough­ly and got me out of the tub. Then I sat on the toi­let whi­le she brus­hed out my hair and then dau­bed ti­ny drops of scen­ted oils on my neck, tits and thighs. Then she put my slut col­lar back on.
 James had left a few mi­nu­tes ear­lier and I could he­ar him in the bedroom ar­ran­ging things. When Wan­da and I wal­ked out, I could see that he’d pul­led out qui­te a bit of bon­da­ge ge­ar and sor­ted some of it out on the bed. The­re we­re leg sprea­ders, cuffs, blind­folds, and a ball gag. The­re we­re other things in a lar­ge dra­wer ne­ar the bed. Wan­da got me up on the bed and said, “Now that we’ve got you clea­ned up a litt­le, slut, we’re going to edu­ca­te you a bit.”
 “Yes, Ma’am,” I said as she got me on all fours. To­gether the two of them cuf­fed me, put sprea­der bars on my an­kles and wrists and then tied the sprea­der bars to the cor­ners of the bed. I couldn’t mo­ve ve­ry far at all wi­thout pul­ling on some­thing.
 Wan­da ap­proa­ched me with the blind­fold in her hand. She smi­led at me and said, “We don’t nor­mal­ly pu­nish wi­thout re­a­son. To­night, you’re going to be pu­nis­hed any­way. We want to im­press upon you the im­port­an­ce of certain ru­les. Some light bea­ting is a way to make su­re we ha­ve your at­ten­ti­on.” She fas­te­ned the pad­ded blind­fold over my eyes. “We’ll get to the other re­a­son la­ter.” I felt my mouth being pushed open and the ball gag go in. Wan­da tigh­te­ned it around my mouth. A ti­ny litt­le pa­nic spread through me at that point. I couldn’t see or speak or mo­ve hard­ly at all. I was brea­thing through my no­se and I had to keep tel­ling my­self that whi­le I might feel pain, I was safe.
 Then, I felt some­thing tou­ching my ears and I re­a­li­zed they we­re put­ting some sort of ear pro­tec­ti­on over my ears. It al­most to­tal­ly blo­cked out any sound. They we­re the kind you we­ar at the shoo­ting ran­ge. Now, all I had left we­re smell and touch. I tried to hold still, thin­king it would al­low me to he­ar or feel things that we­re co­ming at me. I could he­ar my own heart poun­ding in the ear pro­tec­tors. It was thum­ping fast and I could feel eve­ry de­tail of the blan­ket they’d thrown over the top of their bed.
 I wai­ted and wai­ted. I ha­ve no idea how long I was the­re or even if they we­re in the room. I thought I heard or felt mo­ve­ment a few times, but nothing ca­me at me. Then I felt strong, lar­ge hands un­der my breasts, which we­re han­ging hea­vi­ly be­low me. The­re was a sharp pinch on one nipp­le and then the other as he at­ta­ched some sort of nipp­le clamp. I su­cked in a hiss and re­a­li­zed that I was droo­ling out of the ball gag.
 He took the ear pro­tec­ti­on off and it was such a re­li­ef just to be ab­le to he­ar again. Then he took the gag out and set it on the bed bet­ween my hands ne­ar the pudd­le of drool I’d be­en for­ming. I still couldn’t see him but James mo­ved be­hind me as he spo­ke. “First, we’re going to es­ta­blish what you are. Re­peat af­ter me, ‘I’m a cheap white slut.’”
 “I’m a cheap, white, slut, Sir.” I brea­thed through my mouth and stret­ched my jaw.
 “I didn’t qui­te be­lie­ve that.” That’s when I heard a slight whist­ling and the padd­le ca­me down on my ass so hard that my who­le bo­dy shook. My bo­dy ree­led for­ward and strai­ned against the res­traints. The hea­vy wood had co­me down on my my ass cheeks and mo­re than just the stin­ging the­re was the im­pact.
 I wai­led out loud­ly, par­ti­al­ly in pain, par­ti­al­ly in sur­pri­se. The padd­le ca­me down again, just as hard and be­fo­re I’d even finis­hed cry­ing out, I heard that whist­ling sound and it poun­ded against my ass again.
 “Ple­a­se!” I yel­led. “No mo­re!” 
 The padd­le ca­me down again. “Ple­a­se, no mo­re, Sir. That’s what I should be hea­ring from you,” Wan­da said, stan­ding to my right. I couldn’t see her sin­ce I was still blind­fol­ded.
 “Ple­a­se, no mo­re, Sir. I’m a cheap white slut, Sir!” I bl­ur­ted it out as fast as I could, ho­ping to say it all be­fo­re he lan­ded an­other blow. The­re was a pau­se and then I heard Wan­da. “That was a litt­le mo­re con­vin­cing.” The padd­le didn’t co­me down again and I hea­ved a sigh of re­li­ef. My ass was hur­ting li­ke it had ne­ver hurt be­fo­re.
 “Let’s mo­ve on to the next les­son,” Wan­da con­ti­nued ple­a­sant­ly. “Who are your su­pe­ri­ors?”
 I said the first thing that ca­me to mind. “You and the Pro­fes­sor, Ma’am.” James li­ked me to call him the Pro­fes­sor when he was te­a­ching me how to gi­ve him head.
 They both laughed loud­ly at my ans­wer. I thought for su­re I was in trou­ble. When Wan­da stop­ped laug­hing, she said, “Oh, that’s true. But that’s not the ans­wer we we­re loo­king for. That’s al­right, you’re a stu­pid litt­le slut, but you’ll learn. The ans­wer we wan­ted from you, ‘eve­r­yo­ne’. Eve­r­yo­ne is your su­pe­ri­or. As a cheap white slut, you are at the bot­tom of the food chain. You’re a toy, an amu­se­ment, may­be if you’re lucky a cum re­cep­tacle.” I felt Wan­da get­ting on­to the bed as she spo­ke. “So when we ask you who your su­pe­ri­ors are, you say, ‘eve­r­yo­ne, Ma’am.’” She pul­led light­ly on the nipp­le clamps that we­re still on my tits, ting­ling and stin­ging.
 “Eve­r­yo­ne, Ma’am.” My ass was actu­al­ly hur­ting wor­se now and I was sob­bing as I ans­we­red her.
 “One last thing,” James piped in. “For eve­ry time you vo­mi­ted, here’s a litt­le en­cou­ra­ge­ment to not do it again.” The padd­le ca­me down on my ass four mo­re times, each with a loud snap and shocks of pain through my ass and thighs. My eyes fil­led up with tears that soa­ked the blind­fold. The pain was ex­qui­si­te.
 Then I felt warm soft flesh press against my face and I smel­led a mus­ky, hea­vy smell mi­xed with a fra­grant oil. I re­a­li­zed that the flesh pres­sing against my face was Wan­da’s ass. As she pushed it back to­ward my face she said, “Clean your su­pe­ri­or’s ass­ho­le, slut.” Her hands spread her own ass and my no­se went straight in­to her crack. I he­si­tant­ly stuck my tongue out and be­gan to rim her. She didn’t tas­te bad, just odd. The smell of the oils she used com­bi­ned with the smells of her fe­mi­ni­ni­ty we­re just so dif­fe­rent from a guy. I was al­so re­al­ly gra­te­ful that she see­med to ha­ve a clean ass.
 “James,” she said, “She doesn’t seem ve­ry en­thu­si­a­stic. Let’s get her a litt­le mo­re en­ga­ged.” I felt Wan­da’s hand be­hind my head as she re­a­ched back and mas­hed my face for­ward in­to her ass. She was a fair­ly big and cur­vy wo­man and her ass was pro­ba­b­ly twi­ce the size of mi­ne. It wouldn’t be hard to suf­fo­ca­te bet­ween tho­se gi­ant black ass cheeks of hers.
 I had no idea what James was doing un­til I felt some­thing push against my own ass­ho­le. By the feel, I could tell he was pushing anal beads in­to me. They we­re dif­fe­rent than the ones I’d used be­fo­re. The­se we­re in­di­vi­du­al round balls, connec­ted by a string. He’d lu­bed each one and he slow­ly be­gan to push them in, one at a time. They we­re big, but not so big that my ass had a hard time accom­mo­da­ting them.
 By the time he pushed the third one in, my ass al­most see­med hun­gry for them. I could feel them mo­ving up my in­tes­ti­nes, sli­ding around in­side me. Some­thing I didn’t ac­count for was the stran­ge weight of the hea­vy steel anal beads. As James pushed in the sixth one, my gut was fee­ling weigh­ted and full. Thank­ful­ly that was the last one. I tried to re­fo­cus on Wan­da’s enor­mous ass in my face.
 Then, I felt some­thing cold and lubri­ca­ted sli­de bet­ween my la­bia and in­to my va­gi­na. At first I thought it was a dil­do, but then a certain fa­mi­li­a­ri­ty ki­cked in and I re­a­li­zed it was a spe­cu­lum. The­re was a click and then an­other and then an­other and I felt the two flat me­tal fin­gers be­gin to se­pa­ra­te them­sel­ves in­side me, sprea­ding my la­bia wi­de. I stop­ped ea­ting Wan­da’s ass for a mo­ment as the sen­sa­ti­on sort of over­whel­med me, but she got me back to it quick­ly. “No one told you to stop ea­ting my ass, slut.” She ground her hea­vy cheeks back in­to my face.
 Af­ter a mi­nu­te, James wi­de­ned the spe­cu­lum fur­ther. Then fur­ther. Each time he wai­ted for me to ad­just and ad­apt. James cal­led up to Wan­da, “This litt­le slut is wet as fuck, ba­by. I think she li­kes ea­ting your ass.”
 “Is that true, slut? You li­ke licking my big black ass? Is your cunt all wet? You’d pro­ba­b­ly li­ke my man to fuck you, wouldn’t you? You want his big load of Af­ri­can cum don’t you? I want to he­ar you say it, slut.”
 I pul­led away from her ass just enough to say, “Ma’am, I’d love the Pro­fes­sor’s Af­ri­can cum in me.”
 Wan­da pul­led away and James mo­ved too. The­re was some ad­jus­ting and James said to me, “We’re mo­ving you a few feet to the right.” Sud­den­ly, the ball gag was being put back in my mouth. The anal beads and the spe­cu­lum we­re still in me, alt­hough the spe­cu­lum felt li­ke it might start sli­ding out. They didn’t put the ear pro­tec­ti­on back on though, so I could he­ar what was hap­pe­ning.
 James and Wan­da craw­led on­to the bed and star­ted fuck­ing. I was still on all fours, un­a­ble to mo­ve. The beads we­re hea­vy in my ass and I was grip­ping the spe­cu­lum to keep it from sli­ding out. Mean­whi­le, James and Wan­da we­re rocking the bed vi­o­lent­ly as they fu­cked.
 I heard Wan­da say to me, “I’m gon­na cum all over his beau­ti­ful dick, litt­le slut. It feels so good!” When she ca­me, she ca­me hard, sc­re­a­ming his na­me over and over. They kept going and going, ta­king breaks to drink wa­ter or switch po­si­ti­ons. Fi­nal­ly, the bed shook re­al­ly hard at one point and I shif­ted and the spe­cu­lum slid out. It was a re­li­ef but I al­so de­spe­ra­te­ly wan­ted some­thing in my pus­sy now. Wan­da ca­me again and I could feel my own juices run­ning down my thighs. I couldn’t do any­thing about it though.
 “I’m gon­na fill that pus­sy up, ba­by,” I heard James whi­s­per to her. He ca­me loud and hard and kept poun­ding in­to Wan­da for an­other mi­nu­te or so. They both got quiet for a bit af­ter that.
 Then, I felt them un­doing some stuff. I thought they we­re going to free me en­ti­re­ly. In­s­tead, they flip­ped me on­to my back. The anal beads shif­ting won­der­ful­ly around in my gut. On­ce on my back, they re-at­ta­ched the sprea­der bars to the bed so that now I was spread ea­gle, my arms abo­ve my head and my legs open wi­de. They took off the blind­fold and the gag.
 I loo­ked around and saw Wan­da on the bed next to me. She was on her back with her knees up. James had do­ne all of the ad­jus­ting of my po­si­ti­on and res­traints. They we­re both swea­ty and na­ked. James’ enor­mous cock was han­ging limp and co­ve­red in sticky whiten­ess.
 “You wan­ted a big load of my man’s cum, slut, so you’re gon­na get it.” Wan­da got up off her back, rol­led her big hips over to­ward me and threw a thigh over my face. Sud­den­ly, her pus­sy was en­ve­lo­ping the en­ti­re lower half of my face. She grab­bed my hair li­ke she was ri­ding a hor­se and star­ted grin­ding on my face.
 She loo­ked down at me, ma­king eye con­tact. “Cla­rence told me you aren’t in­to wo­men, slut. Know what? I don’t care. Eat my fuck­ing pus­sy clean.” She star­ted clen­ching and un-clen­ching her pus­sy. It was al­rea­dy warm and swol­len and wet, but as soon as she star­ted using her muscles, a flood of cum and va­gi­nal juices be­gan to flow out of her. “Open that mouth, slut, and drink my man’s juice up.”
 I was damn ne­ar suf­fo­ca­ting again. Her thighs we­re pres­sed tight against my head, her clit pres­sed up against my no­se. My mouth was open, but I could on­ly breath when she ground back­ward and take a ti­ny quick breath as her clit mo­ved away from my no­se for a mo­ment.
 I felt a hand bet­ween my legs. It was James. He grip­ped the hand­le of the anal beads and star­ted to pull. I star­ted to thrash and mo­a­ned in­to Wan­da’s pus­sy as loud­ly as I could. I was still try­ing to swal­low the cum co­ming out of Wan­da, but the sen­sa­ti­on of the beads in my ass was just so to­tal­ly over­whel­ming, I felt an or­gasm co­ming on.
 Then sharp pain struck me as Wan­da re­a­ched back and pul­led hard on both of the nipp­le clamps. I al­most bit her pus­sy. “Don’t you fuck­ing cum, slut! We didn’t tell you to cum! You cum on your own time.” I loo­ked right up at her as James be­gan to pull the beads out of my ass, slow­ly, each one stret­ching out my ass­ho­le as it pas­sed by. The look in my eyes must ha­ve let Wan­da know I was going to cum any­way. I couldn’t seem to stop it. But she pul­led hard again on the nipp­le clamps and kept them pul­led, so hard I thought she’d draw blood for su­re, or rip them off. They held some­how though and the pain was ex­cru­cia­ting.
 I hol­le­red out and she mo­ved her pus­sy away from my face and just let me scream. It was a ge­nu­i­ne scream of pain and ple­a­su­re at the sa­me time as James kept pul­ling the beads out and Wan­da pul­led on the nipp­le clamps. As hor­ri­ble and weird and won­der­ful as it all was, it was sud­den­ly over. The last bead ca­me out, Wan­da let go of the clamps and clim­bed off of me. They left me alo­ne, tied to the bed, and went in­to the ba­throom and clo­sed the door.
 A cou­ple of mi­nu­tes af­ter the doors clo­sed, and I was just lay­ing the­re, I sud­den­ly burst in­to tears. It was stran­ge. They we­ren’t tears for any re­a­son I could peg down. I just had this enor­mous flood of emo­ti­on. I was sob­bing re­al­ly loud­ly and James and Wan­da ca­me out. I was ter­rib­ly em­bar­ras­sed and I thought they’d be mad. In­s­tead, Wan­da ca­me out and put my head on her lap and stro­ked my hair. James sat at my feet and tou­ched them gent­ly. It all just ma­de me cry mo­re.
 Af­ter I’d cried my­self out, they un­tied me, wal­ked me back down­stairs and saw me to the door. They had me kneel at the door mat and took off the slut col­lar. They wat­ched me get dres­sed and then Wan­da hug­ged me and said, “Co­me over to­mor­row for some cof­fee when you get time, love.” James smi­led at me and I wal­ked back to my apart­ment.
 I took a long hot bath, had a few glas­ses of wi­ne and took a hand­ful of ibu­pro­fen be­fo­re fal­ling as­leep. I slept sound­ly, de­e­p­ly. When I wo­ke the next mor­ning I was pur­ple and black all over and so­re li­ke I’d ne­ver be­en. But un­der­neath the brui­ses was a de­ep fee­ling of sa­tis­fac­ti­on and com­fort and I felt tre­men­dous­ly clo­se to both James and Wan­da.


New Years

Jes­si­ca
Af­ter things had sett­led, I was re­al­ly mad at Wes. Him pushing me to ha­ve un­pro­tec­ted sex with Dai­ry and Ter­ran­ce was fu­cked up. Both we­re pret­ty straight up guys and I wasn’t su­per wor­ried about di­sea­ses with them and I was on birth con­trol, but still. Wes knew I’d just had the clap and was wor­ried about get­ting it again or wor­se. Why did he al­ways ha­ve to push me li­ke that? Why wasn’t it enough that I was wil­ling to fuck his fri­ends? I’m not going to lie, I loved the at­ten­ti­on and the sex. Ha­ving that four way was su­per hot. But did it al­ways ha­ve to be at my ex­pen­se?

Christ­mas was rol­ling around. I re­al­ly nee­ded some mo­re mo­ney for gifts. I al­so re­al­ly wan­ted to do some mo­re drugs with Wes. But I al­so found my­self wan­ting to sneak out be­hind his back and find Sam again. That night with Sam was ama­zing and I felt li­ke he wouldn’t tre­at me the way Wes did. On the other hand, I felt re­al­ly bad for going be­hind Wes’s back. My head was li­ke this cra­zy bee­hi­ve of thoughts and emo­ti­ons. I loved Wes, but he ma­de me so an­gry at the sa­me time.

I en­ded up han­ging out with Wes, doing some mo­re of the p-dogs, weed la­ced with crack, and ge­ne­ral­ly being a sla­cker. My gra­des we­re going down and I wasn’t even clo­se to being rea­dy for fi­nals. I was star­ting to avo­id my mom too. I loved han­ging with her at her new apart­ment, but I knew she’d gi­ve me shit for doing so poor­ly in class and al­ways loo­king so hung over.

I al­lo­wed Wes to who­re me out a few mo­re times. I nee­ded the mo­ney. I did some pret­ty fil­thy stuff whi­le I was high. I want to tell the who­le sto­ry here, but the truth is, it was all a drug­ged up ha­ze for me. It wasn’t ve­ry ple­a­su­ra­ble, me­mo­ra­ble or ero­tic. It was just jun­kie sex. I don’t feel se­xy thin­king about it.

Then, Christ­mas ca­me. My ve­ry first day of break, I got a text from Rol­lie. Wes was in jail. Drug char­ges. My head spun. What the fuck was I sup­po­sed to do? I had a hu­ge pa­nic at­tack. The­re was no one I could tell out­si­de of Jen­ni­fer, my fri­end. She spent the night a cou­ple of nights in a row and we managed to con­vin­ce my dad it was all fun and games. But in my room, I was frea­king out. She was re­al­ly good to ha­ve the­re. It was a bit odd, sin­ce she’d dated my bro­ther for awhi­le, but he was actu­al­ly cool about it and ga­ve us space af­ter he of­fe­red to help if we nee­ded it. I star­ted to re­a­li­ze that as much as I was frea­ked out by Wes being in jail and being wor­ried about him, I was al­so frea­king out be­cau­se he was my connec­ti­on to drugs and mo­ney.

It wasn’t li­ke I was en­ti­re­ly phy­si­cal­ly ad­dic­ted yet, but I su­re was psy­cho­lo­gi­cal­ly. We even­tu­al­ly got word that Wes was going to be in Or­leans Pa­rish Pri­son for a cou­ple of months. That ma­de me serious­ly think about what the fuck I was doing. Jen­ni­fer and I sat up long nights dis­cus­sing things and I’m re­al­ly gra­te­ful to ha­ve had her with me.

Actu­al Christ­mas was weird. My mom ca­me over one day for gifts and stuff. Then we went out to vi­sit my dad’s fa­mi­ly. It was all re­al­ly un­com­fort­a­ble, kno­wing my mom was ly­ing about eve­r­y­thing being okay and my dad going along with it.

When New Years rol­led around, I tried to get in touch with Sam, but he kind of ga­ve me the blow off. He said he was bu­sy with work for the next week and that I should text him la­ter. Then I tex­ted Tony. I wasn’t su­re if I should, sin­ce the last time I’d se­en him he’d hoo­ked up with my fri­end Tan­ya. She’d de­s­cri­bed him as ‘freaky’ af­ter­ward. I’m gues­sing that meant he’d tried to do anal with her and she’d shot him down. Tan­ya was awe­so­me, but I think she was kind of the black girl ste­reo­ty­pe when it ca­me to anal sex.

Tony re­spon­ded right away though and said that he had an ear­ly se­cu­ri­ty gig on New Year’s Eve, but that he’d be free af­ter 1 am if I wan­ted to hook up, but we re­a­li­zed that he was going to be at pla­ces whe­re you had to be 21.

In­s­tead, we en­ded up going to a hou­se par­ty with my bro­ther. He was in his first year at UNO and had ma­de some col­le­ge fri­ends. Thank­ful­ly, my dad didn’t gi­ve us too much shit about being out la­te sin­ce we we­re going to be with my bro­ther. The par­ty was okay, I guess. It was big, ta­king up four hou­ses in a row, not far from the col­le­ge.

Jen­ni­fer and I stuck to­gether, pret­ty much. I think she was still fee­ling a litt­le out of her league sin­ce she was still a Ju­ni­or. But la­ter, when we spot­ted two re­al­ly good loo­king black guys tal­king to my bro­ther, she found her ener­gy. We we­re a litt­le drunk, but Jen­ni­fer, thank­ful­ly, had lear­ned her les­son about over doing it af­ter she threw up at Sam’s.

We all tal­ked for awhi­le but I think my bro­ther got ti­red of seeing us flirt and even­tu­al­ly took off. Then as we we­re chat­ting, Jen­ni­fer re­al­ly sur­pri­sed me. She lea­ned in and said, “I on­ly want to fuck the­se guys if we do it to­gether. In the sa­me room.” I smi­led and nod­ded. The­re was some­thing su­per cool about the idea and it ma­de me want to hug her right the­re.

The guys we­re cute and smart and fun­ny, but I could tell they we­ren’t in­te­res­ted in any­thing beyond get­ting laid that night. We flir­ted with them for awhi­le be­fo­re one sug­ge­s­ted we go back to his room to smo­ke a bowl. He lived with a bunch of other stu­dents off cam­pus at a hou­se a few blocks from the par­ty.

We all flop­ped down on the floor or on his bed and star­ted smo­king up and ma­king out. I was just stoned and drunk enough that I was actu­al­ly fee­ling kind of slee­py. It was okay ma­king out and I hadn’t be­en with a guy in a whi­le, so I was kind of horny. Still, the­re was some­thing lacking with the­se guys and I wasn’t re­al­ly fee­ling in­spi­red at all.

Then Jen­ni­fer speaks up from the bed and says, “Hey Jes­si­ca. He wants to know if we’ll both suck his cock at the sa­me time.” She was loo­king to me for ap­pro­val. I guess I didn’t see the harm and it soun­ded li­ke it would keep me awa­ke.

I craw­led over on the bed and heard Small Jock, as I was cal­ling him, say, “Hey, my turn la­ter, okay?” I hel­ped Jen­ni­fer with Big Jock and we pul­led out his cock. He was rock hard but his cock wasn’t ve­ry im­pres­si­ve. When we mo­ved his pants down, I star­ted licking on his balls whi­le Jen­ni­fer su­cked his dick. At one point we we­re both licking the sides of his dick and she smi­led at me.

Sud­den­ly, I was much hap­pier. This wasn’t about the guys. This was about Jen­ni­fer and I. From the­re, things got much bet­ter. We su­cked Big Jock for awhi­le and then I put a con­dom on him and guided his dick in­to Jen­ni­fer whi­le she stradd­led him. It was su­per hot wat­ching his black dick slip in to her pus­sy.

I went back to Small Jock and stradd­led him whi­le he was lay­ing on the floor next to Jen­ni­fer and Big Jock.
 The who­le thing didn’t last long and they both ca­me pret­ty fast. Big Jock ca­me first and I was hyp­no­ti­zed wat­ching Jen­ni­fer ri­de him. She was hol­ding her small breasts to her chest, thrus­ting her hips for­ward and back. It was gor­geous. She loo­ked so pret­ty.
 When Big Jock was do­ne, she craw­led off and ca­me down and kis­sed Small Jock whi­le I was still ri­ding him. He took Jen­ni­fer’s hand and put it on one of my tits. She cares­sed it light­ly and it felt ni­ce. I can’t say I wan­ted Jen­ni­fer in a les­bi­an kind of way, but the­re was this fee­ling I had to­ward her that was clo­ser than fri­ends. I felt li­ke tel­ling her that I loved her.
 Small Jock ca­me and I clim­bed off. He pul­led off his rub­ber and said, “Did…um…you guys en­joy it? I mean…can I…do some­thing?” We spent the next few mi­nu­tes as­su­ring him that we we­re fi­ne. We got dres­sed and bai­led.
 We even­tu­al­ly found my bro­ther and got a ri­de home from him. He was all moo­dy be­cau­se he hadn’t got­ten the num­ber of a girl he li­ked. Jen­ni­fer stayed at my place and we laid in bed. Just as I thought she was as­leep she grab­bed my hand and held it. “That was weird, huh?” she said. It was li­ke the­re was some fe­ar in her voi­ce.
 I squee­zed her hand and said, “Ye­ah. But I’m re­al­ly glad we’re fri­ends and that we got to spend New Years to­gether.”


One Hour

Ka­te
Af­ter my rat­her in­ten­se en­coun­ter with James and Wan­da, I went to see Cla­rence. He had me strip down in his living room, which ma­de me wet as all hell. I hadn’t be­en na­ked in front of him in a long time. Cla­rence wan­ted to ex­ami­ne the marks that James and Wan­da had left on me. I was a litt­le ner­vous about them at first. What if I had to ex­plain them to Da­vid? Then I re­a­li­zed that my hus­band hadn’t se­en me na­ked in months.

Cla­rence as­ked me how I felt about both the marks and the ex­pe­ri­ence of being both hu­mi­lia­ted and be­a­ten. I told him the truth. I loved it. I got a litt­le thrill whe­ne­ver I’d catch a glimp­se of my black and pur­ple ass in the mir­ror. I got a litt­le wet each time I sat down and felt tho­se brui­ses. And each time that I’d se­en James or Wan­da sin­ce, I’d get this litt­le ball in my gut as I re­mem­be­red being na­ked on their floor or being scrub­bed in their tub.

We chat­ted about how things we­re going with Da­vid and my mar­ri­a­ge coun­se­ling. Whi­le I was loving being away from him, I was mis­sing my child­ren ter­rib­ly. To make things wor­se, Da­vid was put­ting in re­al ef­fort and was as­king that we start ma­king ‘date nights’ for he and I. I wan­ted to tell him it was point­less and just pull the plug and ask for a di­vor­ce. In­s­tead, I agreed to the idea of Da­vid and I doing a on­ce a week date night on top of our coun­se­ling.

Cla­rence as­ked me to reaf­firm to him that I was not going to back out of the re­la­ti­ons­hip bet­ween he and I. De­spi­te my best ef­forts, he still didn’t ful­ly trust me and said so. Then, as Cla­rence of­ten did, he cut right to the heart of my pro­blem. He said, “Ka­te, this life you want, fuck­ing black men, ma­king them hap­py, all the other kinky shit you want in your life, that doesn’t match up with the life you ha­ve with Da­vid. Soo­ner or la­ter you are going to ha­ve to pick one of tho­se lives and let the other go.”

I ha­ted hea­ring that. I ha­ted that some­how my sex life had to be a se­pa­ra­te choice from my fa­mi­ly. Other peo­ple got to ha­ve their fa­mi­ly and their sex lives, why couldn’t I?
 “Let’s just keep going. I’ll fi­gu­re it out.”
 Christ­mas and New Years went buy un­com­fort­ab­ly and we all had

bu­sy lives. I didn’t see Cla­rence or anyo­ne el­se for a cou­ple of weeks. I had my first ‘date’ with my hus­band. When he drop­ped me off at my apart­ment af­ter­ward, he kis­sed me. It was awk­ward and un­com­fort­a­ble.

As the next date night ap­proa­ched, Cla­rence step­ped in. When he as­ked, I ga­ve him the de­tails of whe­re and when we we­re going to din­ner. “Al­right, so at five that day, Aa­ron is going to be stop­ping by your place.” I was sho­cked and thril­led. Aa­ron was the lover I’d foo­led around with in Mo­bi­le. He was beau­ti­ful and a fan­ta­stic lover. He al­so had the big­gest, thi­ckest cock I’d ever had in me. Cla­rence con­ti­nued, “Be dres­sed for your din­ner plans when Aa­ron ar­ri­ves. Take care of Aa­ron and then go to din­ner as plan­ned. When you’re do­ne with din­ner, call me.

I agreed, but I was ner­vous. Da­vid was sup­po­sed to pick me up at six and that meant that the­re would on­ly be an hour win­dow bet­ween Aa­ron ar­ri­ving and my hus­band. I dres­sed down a bit. Not ca­su­al, but just a plain dress. I didn’t want Da­vid thin­king I was dres­sing se­xy for him. I wore low heels, plain makeup and no je­wel­ry out­si­de of my wed­ding ring and a sim­ple pair of hoop ear­rings.

Aa­ron ar­ri­ved at my door right at five and he was as hand­so­me as I re­mem­be­red. Tall, lean and dark skin­ned. He was dres­sed in a ca­su­al busi­ness suit wi­thout a tie. He flas­hed that smi­le when I ope­ned the door and I just ran in­to his arms and hug­ged him. It was so good to feel his arms around me. We had a long slow kiss at the door and then he led me in­side.

Sit­ting on the couch, we chat­ted for just a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes be­fo­re he said, “We don’t ha­ve much time. I want to make the most of it.” He stood and slow­ly took off his suit, pla­cing each item care­ful­ly over a chair. When I star­ted to un­dress as well, he wa­ved me off with a hand. “Just watch me,” he said. When he took off his shirt, I re­cal­led how beau­ti­ful his shaven chest was; to­ned but not over­ly muscled with that jet black skin. He took his pants off and then his un­der­we­ar and that hu­ge cut cock of his hung the­re smooth and gle­a­ming, just the sligh­test hint of an erec­ti­on star­ting wi­thin it.

Aa­ron step­ped in front of me, his cock han­ging in front of my face. “Put your mouth over the head. Just the head though. And no hands.” James had be­en trai­ning me so much la­te­ly that it didn’t even oc­cur to me to use my hands which was stran­ge. I put his head in my mouth and im­me­di­a­te­ly tas­ted his pre-cum. I su­cked and li­cked his head, let­ting my tongue po­ke at his slit. I lea­ned for­ward to make su­re I didn’t get any spit on my dress. He slow­ly be­gan to jerk his cock with one hand and it be­gan to gra­du­al­ly swell and har­den.

When he was comple­te­ly stiff and erect, he pul­led me off the couch and led me around to the other side of the cof­fee ta­ble and said, “Turn around, bend over and put your hands on the ta­ble.” The ta­ble was sort of low, so I had to bend over pret­ty far to rest my hands on it. Aa­ron hi­ked up my dress, my ass fa­cing him. He pul­led down my pan­ties and slid a fin­ger slow­ly in­to me. It ca­me out co­ve­red in my wet­ness. Then I felt that cock head press against my la­bia. I felt them se­pa­ra­te and open for that gi­ant prick of his, stret­ching slow­ly to accom­mo­da­te him.

He stop­ped on­ce the head was in and just held it the­re. Then he slip­ped a half inch in, then pul­led out comple­te­ly. I gas­ped. “You mis­sed this dick, didn’t you ba­by?”

 “Yes!” I mo­a­ned. “Fuck, ple­a­se don’t te­a­se me!”
The head slip­ped back in­side me. Then out comple­te­ly. He taun­ted me with that mons­ter dick of his, slow­ly gi­ving me an inch here or an inch the­re. I could tell he was get­ting off on ma­king me wait. His cock was in­cre­dib­ly hard. If I tried to mo­ve my ass back to­ward him, he’d lean back, chea­ting me. Af­ter an eter­ni­ty of te­a­sing, he’d got­ten to the point whe­re his cock was hit­ting my cer­vix. I’d taken most of him in me, but not all. He was just too well en­do­wed for me to get it all. I wan­ted it all just the sa­me.

When I’d sunk as far down on him as I could, he held me to him, his hands on my hips and said, “Stay just li­ke that. Now re­ach down un­der and make your­self cum on this dick. I want to feel that pret­ty white pus­sy cum­ming on this dick.” It took about thir­ty se­conds. The mo­ment I star­ted rub­bing my clit, I felt it co­ming on. I ca­me so hard, I had to sink to the car­pet. I couldn’t stay bent over any lon­ger and my head was ree­ling. I got down on all fours and Aa­ron be­gan gent­ly fuck­ing me. My dress was still pushed up to­ward my tits and my pan­ties we­re around my cal­ves. I took a mo­ment to look at the clock. 5:35. “My hus­band will be here soon!”

“He wouldn’t li­ke seeing you on all fours with a bro­t­ha in your pus­sy, would he?” He was mo­ving in and out of me about half way with each stro­ke, smooth and stea­dy. It was hyp­no­tic.

“No.”
 “Does he ha­ve a litt­le dick?”
 “Not as big as yours. Not as big as most black guys.”
 “Can he fuck? Does he make your pus­sy wet?”
 “No.”
 “That’s what I thought. You need that big black dick in you, don’t you,

Ka­te?” He was squee­zing my ass cheeks with his strong hands. “Yes!”
 “Say it, Ka­te. Say ‘I want my mar­ried pus­sy full of black dick.” “I want my mar­ried pus­sy full of black dick!” Aa­ron stop­ped, the head

of his cock just in­side me and star­ted cum­ming. He lea­ned for­ward as he ca­me, circling both arms around my sto­mach and pushing his face in­to my hair. I let him cool down for a mi­nu­te, but then I said, “Da­vid’s going to be here any mi­nu­te. You ha­ve to go, babe.”

Aa­ron got up and said, “I think I need a shower. Tell you what, I’ll just hang out in your bedroom till you two lea­ve. That work?”
 I thought about ar­gu­i­ng, but I was run­ning out of time. “Just stay quiet in the­re and don’t co­me out! Lock up when you lea­ve.”
 I spent the next fif­teen mi­nu­tes straigh­tening my­self up, try­ing to get the smell of sex off of me and ma­king su­re all the cum on the car­pet was clea­ned up. I could still smell Aa­ron all over me, so I do­sed my­self with per­fu­me again and ho­ped for the best. I’d got­ten most of the cum out of me, but I had to throw in a pan­ty liner. I was going to be oo­zing Aa­ron for hours. Aa­ron kis­sed me light­ly on the cheek and then slip­ped in­to the bedroom.
 A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Da­vid was at the door. I didn’t let him even think about wal­king in­side. I just slid right out, clo­sed the door and hea­ded for his car. I was ner­vous about Da­vid no­ti­cing some­thing, but I was al­so ner­vous that Cla­rence had wan­ted me to call him as soon as the date was over.


My First Porn Vi­deo

Jes­si­ca
When school star­ted up again, things we­re dif­fe­rent for me. Wes was in jail and out of my life for the mo­ment. Jen­ni­fer and I had re­al­ly got­ten to be BFF’s. Plus, with a few weeks away from all the drugs and boo­ze, I found my­self actu­al­ly kind of ex­ci­ted to get back to clas­ses. On cam­pus, Jen­ni­fer and I be­ca­me pret­ty much in­se­pa­ra­ble. I al­so star­ted tal­king to my old fri­end Car­ly again. The­re was still this big gap bet­ween us but it was good to at le­ast talk to her. I crin­ged though when she said, “Are you still fuck­ing black guys?” I ha­ted the way the word black ca­me out of her mouth. Li­ke she was using the word di­sea­sed or some­thing.

The truth was though, I wasn’t re­al­ly seeing anyo­ne. I would love to ha­ve se­en Sam or Tony, but they see­med re­al­ly bu­sy with stuff that I eit­her wasn’t old enough to do or couldn’t get out to. I was fee­ling re­al­ly la­me and wis­hing I was 21 and had a car.

Then a cou­ple of things all hap­pe­ned at on­ce. First, I was get­ting pressu­re from Jen­ni­fer’s bro­ther, Je­re­my, for an­other date. I’d kind of used him as a co­ver so that my dad wouldn’t find out I was da­ting black guys, but I think he re­al­ly li­ked me. I didn’t re­al­ly want to ‘go out’ with him though. So in­s­tead, I in­vi­ted him over to our hou­se to hang out.

My dad was lea­ving for an­other of his out of town work trips, lea­ving Ke­vin and I home alo­ne. I’d be­en plan­ning to ha­ve Jen­ni­fer co­me over and chill with us, so it didn’t seem so aw­ful to ha­ve Je­re­my co­me over too.

We’d managed to get a case of cheap beer and we we­re all get­ting a litt­le drunk and sil­ly, nothing se­xu­al at all. At one point, my bro­ther Ke­vin takes me asi­de and says that the guys who bought my nu­de pho­tos from him would pay big to see me in a short porn mo­vie. They’d pay $500 if the ma­te­ri­al was de­cent and my bro­ther wan­ted to shoot it so that he’d get some of the mo­ney. I al­so suspect he wan­ted to watch me ha­ve sex, but that’s a dif­fe­rent is­sue.

That sa­me eve­ning, Jen­ni­fer en­ded up get­ting in­to an ar­gu­ment with her bro­ther about me. I guess he was hit­ting her up for gos­sip on why I didn’t want to see him mo­re of­ten or fuck him. She en­ded up bl­ur­ting out that I was in­to black guys and he fi­gu­red out the rest.

Things got awk­ward af­ter that. I was try­ing to as­su­re Jen­ni­fer that I wasn’t that mad at her for ou­ting me, alt­hough I was a litt­le. I al­so had Je­re­my pis­sed at me for using him li­ke that, which he had a right to be. Then I had Ke­vin, who just kept pes­te­ring me and drop­ping hin­ts about doing the mo­vie. It pret­ty much kil­led our buzz for the night. Jen­ni­fer and I ma­de up and cras­hed and left the boys play­ing vi­deo games.

The next mor­ning though, they both ap­proa­ched me. “We wor­ked shit out last night,” Je­re­my said, with kind of a smug look on his face. I wai­ted, kno­wing my bro­ther had some­thing sche­med. He went on, “You ha­ve sex with me, he ta­pes it, I keep play­ing your boyfri­end.”

I rol­led my eyes at Ke­vin. “Do you ha­ve to fuck with eve­r­y­thing?” I loo­ked to Je­re­my, “Look, I’m sor­ry okay? I shouldn’t ha­ve do­ne that to you, I was just de­spe­ra­te. But I don’t want to date you. It’s not per­so­nal.”

He cros­sed his arms and said, “I know. But we all get some­thing here. I’ll pre­tend to be the boyfri­end your dad wants you to ha­ve and you don’t ever ha­ve to sleep with me again or do any other shit with me. Just this one time.”

I loo­ked back and forth bet­ween the two of them. My fuck­ing bro­ther was a con­ni­ving shit. He knew I’d go for it. But I sur­pri­sed him. “I’ll do it on one con­di­ti­on,” I loo­ked at my bro­ther, “Je­re­my doesn’t get a co­py of the vi­deo and neit­her do you. On­ce it’s ma­de, you send it off to tho­se guys and it’s go­ne.”

Ke­vin loo­ked sur­pri­sed. “You’d trust me with that? I could make co­pies ea­sy.”
 “If you swe­ar you won’t, I’ll be­lie­ve you. But if I find out you lied… I’ll ne­ver po­se or do any other shit for you again.” He thought about that and Je­re­my loo­ked back and forth at us. I loo­ked at him and said, “You, you ha­ve to we­ar a con­dom and I get to pick the shit we do and don’t do.” He threw his hands up and nod­ded. “We’re al­so going to tell Jen­ni­fer. I don’t want to do this be­hind her back.” Both boys loo­ked sur­pri­sed but agreed.
 When I told her, Jen­ni­fer flip­ped out at first. She was al­so a litt­le gros­sed out that Ke­vin wan­ted to film it. She was mad that Je­re­my was try­ing to use this to his ad­van­ta­ge. I brought her around though and she let it go. I even told her she could watch if she wan­ted, but she laughed and said, “Are you kid­ding? I don’t want the image in my head of my bro­ther fuck­ing anyo­ne, let alo­ne you.”
 We all agreed to just get it over with and do it that night. Ke­vin spent the day or­ga­ni­zing his room for the shoot. We got rid of any­thing that might iden­tify us and ma­de the who­le thing look as plain as pos­si­ble.
 Ke­vin said he wan­ted to ha­ve me in pa­ja­mas to start and for Je­re­my to dress up li­ke a jock, but we couldn’t find any­thing that didn’t ha­ve our school logo on it. In the end, he just wore jeans and a shirt. I had on my pur­ple flan­nel pa­ja­mas. We tal­ked about try­ing to do a sto­ry or a script or some­thing, but it all just soun­ded chee­sy and neit­her of us knew how to act. “Let’s just do this and fuck the sto­ry,” I bl­ur­ted out, lo­sing pa­ti­ence.
 Ke­vin’s ca­me­ra shot vi­deo as well as pho­tos and we used that to shoot the mo­vie. As we got rea­dy to do this, I had two weird thoughts. First was, if some­how my dad ever sees this, he might be mad that I ma­de a porn vi­deo, but at le­ast I was with a white guy in it. Se­cond, I thought of Wes and how mad he’d be at me if he found out that I’d do­ne this wi­thout his ap­pro­val or him get­ting any cut of the mo­ney. He’d be mad that I fu­cked a white guy, too. I loo­ked over at Ke­vin just be­fo­re we star­ted and said, “Ke­vin, ple­a­se don’t fuck me over on this. This could re­al­ly screw things up for me. Ple­a­se?”
 He ki­cked Je­re­my out of the room for a mi­nu­te and then hug­ged me re­al­ly tight and said, “I’m not going to fuck you over. I pro­mi­se. I love you, sis.” I had to strug­gle not to start cry­ing then. I told him I loved him too and we got on with it.
 Je­re­my ca­me back in and we star­ted with me suck­ing his dick with me on all fours on the bed, whi­le he stood next to it, his hands on his hips and his cock po­king out of his jeans. Je­re­my wasn’t bad loo­king, kind of a wan­na­be Ja­cob Black. His cock was even okay, alt­hough he had one re­al­ly weird gi­ant pur­ple vein along one side that kind of frea­ked me out. It was hu­ge.
 I al­so had to get my head around the idea of fuck­ing someo­ne in front of Ke­vin. I mean, he’d se­en me na­ked and I’d se­en him fuck our cou­sin last sum­mer, but this felt dif­fe­rent. Mo­re de­li­be­ra­te and mo­re in­ti­ma­te. I had to pre­tend he wasn’t him, but Wes doing the fil­ming.
 It took a long time to make the mo­vie. Ke­vin kept mes­sing things up and say­ing, “Crap. Let’s do that over.”
 Plus, Je­re­my was ha­ving trou­ble kee­ping his dick hard. “It’s weird ha­ving a guy watch you,” he’d say. I wan­ted to laugh and tell him that I’d had tons of peo­ple watch me fuck, but I kept it to my­self. We did a few mi­nu­tes of Je­re­my ea­ting my pus­sy, but he was ter­ri­ble at it and I had to try re­al­ly hard not to frown on ca­me­ra whi­le he was doing it.
 When we got to the fuck­ing, I told Je­re­my and Ke­vin what po­si­ti­ons we’d do and for how long. We star­ted mis­si­o­na­ry and then mo­ved to dog­gy style and then me bent over the bed and then back to mis­si­o­na­ry. Ke­vin con­vin­ced me to let Je­re­my cum on my tits.
 If my de­s­crip­ti­on isn’t ve­ry ero­tic that’s be­cau­se the who­le thing wasn’t. It wasn’t se­xy at all. It wasn’t as bad as some of the who­ring I’d do­ne for Wes when I was all fu­cked up, but it was just as bo­ring and mo­no­to­nous.
 By the end, Je­re­my fi­nal­ly got in­to it enough to cum. He pul­led out of me, pul­led off the con­dom and shot on to my tits. We got clea­ned up, dres­sed, re­or­ga­ni­zed the place and sent Je­re­my on his way. I didn’t want to see him again any time soon.
 That night I tex­ted Jen­ni­fer. “Did it. Ick. Do­ne.”
 She wro­te back. “Still fee­ling guil­ty. So sor­ry I fu­cked things up.” I felt pret­ty bad about the who­le thing as well and I nee­ded to get out of the hou­se. I tex­ted Jen­ni­fer, “Let’s go out to­night and find a cou­ple of cute black boys!”
 And we did.


This Shit Is Truth

Ka­te
I had my din­ner date with my hus­band Da­vid whi­le I could still feel my wet­ness and the left over cum from Aa­ron see­ping out of me and in­to my pan­ty liner. The who­le time I ma­de small talk with Da­vid, I was thin­king about Aa­ron being in­side me. I knew Cla­rence had plan­ned it this way. He was pushing me, tes­ting me, dri­ving me to him.

When the date finis­hed and Da­vid drop­ped me off back at my place, he kis­sed me. I let him, and I be­grud­gin­gly kis­sed him back, but it was Cla­rence I re­al­ly wan­ted to be kis­sing. The mo­ment Da­vid dro­ve off, I cal­led Cla­rence as he’d as­ked me to. He told me not to change clo­thes or any­thing and that he’d pick me up in 15 mi­nu­tes.

We hea­ded out to­ward Me­tai­rie and he told me had a sur­pri­se for me. I got a litt­le ner­vous when we got on­to Air­li­ne High­way, which is sort of this nas­ty, run down area of town bet­ween New Or­leans and the air­port. We pul­led in­to a re­al­ly see­dy loo­king mo­tel and I was just about to ask Cla­rence what was going on when I no­ti­ced that the car next to us had Ala­ba­ma plates on it. That pro­ba­b­ly meant that Aa­ron was the­re too. I got a litt­le char­ge bet­ween my legs and a smi­le on my face. But when I wal­ked in be­hind Cla­rence, I got an even big­ger sur­pri­se. It wasn’t just Aa­ron the­re, but Sam and Ed­die, Cla­rence’s fri­end from Mo­bi­le who’d hel­ped set up the gang­bang a few months back.

It was gre­at to see eve­r­yo­ne and I kis­sed and hug­ged them all, even Sam. I no­ti­ced Ed­die had a vi­deo ca­me­ra in hand and had it rol­ling. When I sat down on the ed­ge of the bed, Ed­die as­ked me with the ca­me­ra poin­ted at me, “So, Ka­te, what are we going to do to­night?”

 I laughed. “Kno­wing you guys, pro­ba­b­ly some­thing pret­ty dir­ty.”
Sam sat down next to me on one side, Aa­ron on the other and Cla­rence was stan­ding be­hind me. Ed­die said, “Whe­re did you just co­me from?”
 “I was on a date with my hus­band.” I was fee­ling a litt­le awk­ward tal­king di­rect­ly to the ca­me­ra. I wasn’t re­al­ly shy about being on vi­deo, but I felt a litt­le on the spot.
 “Oh ye­ah? And an hour la­ter you’re in a mo­tel room with four brot­has, huh?” Sam lea­ned in and kis­sed me on the cheek and Ed­die re­a­ched up and cup­ped one of my tits.
 I laughed again. “That’s right, four hand­so­me brot­has.”
 Sam spo­ke up this time. “And you’re gon­na drain all of our balls aren’t you?” I smi­led, nod­ded and tur­ned and kis­sed Sam on the mouth. Af­ter ha­ving be­en with a few dif­fe­rent guys in the last month who’d all be­en stran­gers and ha­ving re­al­ly mis­sed being around Cla­rence and my fri­ends, the thought of being all na­ked with them soun­ded so won­der­ful. I hadn’t re­a­li­zed just how de­spe­ra­te I was to be with someo­ne who knew my bo­dy and who I was com­fort­a­ble around. I’d fan­ta­si­zed about that ex­pe­ri­ence I’d had at the gang­bang in Mo­bi­le a lot. Now I was being of­fe­red the chan­ce to ha­ve sex with four ama­zing men and I was going to take it. Es­pe­ci­al­ly be­cau­se it meant that I’d be ab­le to be in­ti­ma­te with Cla­rence again.
 Ed­die kept fil­ming whi­le Sam and Aa­ron un­dres­sed me. The­re we­re hands all over me and al­ways a set of lips on my mouth. The­re we­re hands on my thighs, hands on my ass, hands on my tits. On­ce I was na­ked, they laid me back on the bed and Aa­ron put his face bet­ween my legs and star­ted licking my al­rea­dy wet pus­sy. Cla­rence kis­sed me whi­le Sam bit and squee­zed my nipp­les. Wi­thin mi­nu­tes, I was a wri­thing, ec­sta­tic, wet, mess. Ha­ving mul­ti­ple men la­vish at­ten­ti­on on you is so hea­ven­ly.
 Ed­die held the ca­me­ra over me. “What do you want bet­ween tho­se white legs, ba­by?”
 “Your big fat black cocks,” I pur­red at him and the ca­me­ra.
 They all strip­ped down and Sam clim­bed on­to the bed first. I’d grown a litt­le mo­re fond of him sin­ce I’d bon­ded with Mi­chel­le some and found out that she actu­al­ly wan­ted him to tre­at her a bit rough. I had a litt­le mo­re re­spect for him. Plus, he was ab­so­lu­te­ly one of the best lovers I’d ever had the ple­a­su­re of being with. He slip­ped a con­dom on, got on his knees ne­ar my feet and said, “Spread tho­se legs wi­de. I’m gon­na work you.”
 I spread my legs out high and wi­de, grab­bing my an­kles. He sank that beau­ti­ful cock all the way in­to me and I cried out, “Ho­ly fuck that’s good!” For the next ten mi­nu­tes Sam poun­ded in­to me. When he fi­nal­ly took a break, I was sop­ping wet and stret­ched wi­de again. I was so clo­se to cum­ming when he stop­ped that I let out a litt­le whim­per. I al­so star­ted to re­a­li­zed that I was going to be re­al­ly so­re the next day.
 Aa­ron got bet­ween my legs for the se­cond time that day. He flip­ped me over on­to all fours. “Fuck, I’m stret­ched out a bit, but I don’t think I can take all of that in my pus­sy again, love.” Aa­ron’s cock was so enor­mous it actu­al­ly scared me a bit. He pushed it in ni­ce and slow, let­ting me ad­just.
 Cla­rence got in front of me, kis­sed me and then lea­ned back on the bed to ha­ve me suck his cock. But then he ar­ched his hips up and back and pul­led his cock and balls up. “Get down the­re and lick my ass­ho­le.”
 I star­ted at his balls and wor­ked my way down to his ass­ho­le. Cla­rence pushed my face down in­to him as Aa­ron star­ted fuck­ing me slow­ly with that gi­ant pie­ce of meat. I was al­rea­dy re­al­ly clo­se to cum­ming, but as soon as I felt Aa­ron’s hand co­me down in a hard slap on my ass cheeks, that was it. I pushed up from Cla­rence’s ass­ho­le and said, “Ple­a­se, keep slap­ping that ass! Hard! I’m gon­na cum!”
 Aa­ron star­ted fuck­ing me as hard as he dar­ked with that hu­mun­gous dick of his and slap­ping both of my ass cheeks.
 Ed­die got in clo­se to my face with the ca­me­ra. “You gon­na cum all over that black dick, aren’t you? Ain’t nothin’ bet­ter in you than a hard black dick, right?”
 “Yes!” I ca­me so hard I thought I might faint. Aa­ron ea­sed up and pul­led out. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes of rest, Ed­die pas­sed the ca­me­ra to Cla­rence and then he star­ted fuck­ing me. Ed­die was a litt­le mo­re low key, which I nee­ded af­ter being so pum­me­led by Aa­ron. I was star­ting to get re­al­ly ti­red.
 Af­ter Ed­die, ca­me Cla­rence. He let me rest up for a few and when he got bet­ween my legs, I star­ted to get emo­ti­o­nal. I hadn’t be­en with Cla­rence in so long and I’d re­al­ly mis­sed him. I wasn’t in love with Cla­rence, but it was some­thing li­ke love, some­thing hea­vy, some­thing hard to de­fi­ne. He was li­ke a te­a­cher and a lover and a boss all rol­led in­to one. It’s hard to ex­plain how I felt about him. It was some­thing I’d ne­ver felt for any other man.
 So, when he put that gor­geous black dick of his bet­ween my legs, I star­ted to te­ar up. He fu­cked me mis­si­o­na­ry, and I wrap­ped my legs and arms around him tight. He whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “I’m just going to keep fuck­ing you li­ke this un­til you cum again. You take all the time you want.” It took me less than five mi­nu­tes. Af­ter that or­gasm, I to­tal­ly burst in­to tears. Cla­rence held me, Sam stro­ked my hair. We all took a break and had a drink. I gul­ped down about a quart of wa­ter and had a whis­key. Then I re­a­li­zed no­ne of them had cum yet and I knew they we­ren’t do­ne with me.
 Af­ter we’d res­ted up, they got me on the floor on my knees and had me suck their dicks, each in turn. I did Ed­die first, he ai­med the ca­me­ra down at me as I su­cked his cock. He didn’t take long to cum and he had a tan­gy wa­te­ry load of se­men. Just as he was about to cum, Cla­rence said, “You’re gon­na swal­low eve­ry drop of what we gi­ve you. You’re gon­na go home with a bel­ly full of cum.” I swal­lo­wed eve­r­y­thing Ed­die had and then mo­ved on to Aa­ron.
 It took him a litt­le whi­le lon­ger to cum, I guess be­cau­se we’d foo­led around ear­lier that day. I managed to get about five in­ches of his hu­mon­gous cock in­to my mouth though and when he ca­me it was sweet and thick. I su­cked Sam next and alt­hough I didn’t tell anyo­ne el­se at the time, it was the hot­test.
 My face was al­rea­dy all puffy, my eyes wa­te­ry, spit and slob­ber eve­r­y­whe­re. When Sam ca­me up to me, about half hard, he said, “Open your mouth and put your hands down.”
 My trai­ning that I’d do­ne with James ca­me to mind. Sam slid his cock across my out­stret­ched tongue and his hands went to the side of my head. He pushed his cock all the way in till his balls hit my tongue. Then he pro­cee­ded to ra­pid­ly fuck my mouth. Mul­ti­ple times I star­ted to gag, on­ly to ha­ve him pull out and then go right back in. I was in per­pe­tu­al state of al­most thro­wing up. All I could do was sit the­re and fo­cus on not vo­mi­ting. It might sound ter­ri­ble, but it was hu­ge turn for me. His balls slap­ped against my chin and he just con­ti­nued to ram his beau­ti­ful black dick right down my thro­at. This wasn’t a blow job, this was straight up thro­at fuck­ing.
 When he ca­me, it was sud­den and hard and I didn’t even re­al­ly tas­te any of it. His cock was so far down the back of my thro­at it just went straight down. When I he pul­led out, I threw up a litt­le in my mouth, but I managed to catch it with my hand and I swal­lo­wed it all right back down.
 I was re­al­ly sur­pri­sed with how quick­ly Cla­rence ca­me and I won­de­red how long it had be­en for him. It was a re­al­ly hea­vy, thick load and I didn’t get it all. Some of it ran down my face and along his cock.
 Sam said, “We’ll wait, but you ain’t going any­whe­re till you eat eve­ry drop and clean that man’s cock.” I li­cked the cum off of his dick as Ed­die fil­med me.
 Cla­rence loo­ked down at me with some­thing bet­ween love and lust. “Who owns you?”
 “You do,” I said wi­thout he­si­ta­ting, sta­ring right back in­to his big brown eyes.
 “That’s right. I’m your Dad­dy. Say it.”
 “You’re my Dad­dy.” Say­ing that out loud and on ca­me­ra, I can on­ly say that it felt al­most li­ke a re­li­gious ex­pe­ri­ence. To know who and what you are and to feel li­ke you know you’re in the place you’re meant to be in. It’s won­der­ful. I felt li­ke I be­lon­ged, li­ke I’d found my pur­po­se.
 We all clea­ned up and chil­led for a bit. The mo­tel was a to­tal pit and I loved how fil­thy it felt to be the­re. It was li­ke some­thing out of a bad porn film. Which re­min­ded me, “Ed­die, what are you going to do with that vi­deo?” I wasn’t too con­cer­ned. I knew Ed­die and Cla­rence would watch out for my an­ony­mi­ty.
 Cla­rence ans­we­red for him. “Actu­al­ly, nothing.” He re­a­ched over and took the ca­me­ra as Ed­die of­fe­red it to him. He ope­ned the litt­le door, took out the me­mo­ry card and han­ded it to me. “This is for you. When you ha­ve doubts, you watch this. This shit is truth.”


Sha­ne’s Room

Jes­si­ca
I’d do­ne the stu­pid mo­vie shoot for my bro­ther, Ke­vin. Fuck­ing Jen­ni­fer’s bro­ther, Je­re­my, had be­en weird for a list of re­a­sons. First, my bro­ther was fil­ming, ob­vious­ly. The­re was some­thing el­se that was just as much of a turn off though. It was Je­re­my’s at­ti­tu­de. He tre­a­ted it li­ke I was doing him a fa­vor. May­be I’d just be­co­me re­al­ly used to ag­gres­si­ve and do­mi­na­te guys, but I ha­ted the way he as­ked for things, in­s­tead of tel­ling me. Plus, to be ho­nest, it’s weird seeing a white guy na­ked af­ter you’ve be­en with no one but black guys for awhi­le.

Jen­ni­fer and I got dres­sed up and cal­led my fri­end Tan­ya. We we­re ho­ping to go out and find some cute boys and par­ty. She met up with us at a fri­end’s of hers but the par­ty was kind of la­me. The­re we­re a cou­ple of guys, but they we­re so fuck­ing ba­ked that we couldn’t even talk to them. We tal­ked about try­ing to get some beers and just hea­ding back to my place and wat­ching some mo­vies.

But then, two guys wal­ked in and one of them just ma­de my heart start thum­ping. He was short, re­al­ly short, and had a white do-rag tied around his head. He was wea­ring a big ja­cket, but it was open and I could see that his chest was co­ve­red in tat­toos. His face was clean shaven ex­cept for a small patch of hair on his chin. His no­se was broad and big and he had a look on his face li­ke he was rea­dy to get in a fight.

The other guy with him, it turns out, was fri­ends with one of the stoned guys that lived the­re. He was kind of cute too, but I ba­re­ly no­ti­ced him when he was stan­ding next to the guy in the do-rag. They we­re the­re to get the stoned guy to co­me over to their place and hang, but he was damn ne­ar pas­sed out. The two of them we­re just about to lea­ve and had hard­ly even loo­ked at us when my big mouth ope­ned up. “What’s up? You guys par­ty­ing?” Tan­ya nud­ged me and I could tell she’d wis­hed I hadn’t spo­ken up.

 The guy who was with Do-Rag loo­ked me up and down and said, “You wan­na co­me on over and hang?”
Be­fo­re I could say any­thing, Tan­ya jum­ped in. “Naw. We cool. Gon­na chill.” I loo­ked over at Tan­ya and she had this dead serious look on her face when she loo­ked back. I tur­ned back to the guys and eve­r­yo­ne was kind of just fro­zen. Li­ke the­re was some con­ver­sa­ti­on bet­ween eve­r­yo­ne that wasn’t with words.

Then Do-Rag spo­ke up. “Co­me on, ho­neys.” He tur­ned and wal­ked out the door. The other guy fol­lo­wed him out.
 When they we­re out the door, Tan­ya tur­ned to us. “Fuck that. Don’t mess with them. Tho­se two are straight thugs. They ain’t play­in’.” I’d ne­ver se­en Tan­ya so serious. I had a whi­s­per of a doubt in my head. Do-Rag was damn cute though and I was torn. I kind of wan­ted to be bad. I mis­sed Wes.
 “Let’s go!” It was Jen­ni­fer who said it. She hop­ped up off the couch and star­ted af­ter them. I wasn’t su­re what to do and Tan­ya shook her head at me. I went af­ter Jen­ni­fer and caught up with them on the street.
 Do-Rag’s na­me was Sha­ne. He sat up front next to the other guy, And­re, who had a beat up old clas­sic Ame­ri­can car, lo­we­red clo­se to the ground. They put us in the back seat and we hea­ded out East. I’m not even su­re whe­re we we­re when we got the­re. It was a neigh­bor­hood I didn’t know, but it didn’t look that dif­fe­rent from Wes’s neigh­bor­hood.
 We went up in­to an apart­ment buil­ding that loo­ked pret­ty fuck­ing sket­chy. I think we we­re both star­ting to ha­ve se­cond thoughts. In­side the apart­ment, the­re we­re five other peo­ple han­ging out, in­clu­ding a girl our age, with a ba­by on her lap. When we wal­ked in, she frow­ned at us and loo­ked at And­re. “Who da fuck is this?”
 “Shit, ba­by, re­lax. They ain’t with me. Sha­ne and dem just chil­lin’.”
 “You think I’m stu­pid, And­re?” She yel­led at him and stood up. “I’m going next door. When I co­me back I bet­ter not see the­se litt­le hoo­drats in this room, ya heard?” Jen­ni­fer and I we­re both crin­ging and got out of her way as she took the ba­by out the front door and went across the hall.
 “Should we go?” I said to And­re.
 Sha­ne ans­we­red. “Chill da fuck out. We good.” And­re see­med to blow the who­le thing off and he went to the kit­chen and ca­me back with 40s for us. I al­so didn’t know whe­re this left us with Sha­ne and And­re. I don’t think Jen­ni­fer or I wan­ted to mess around with him with his ba­by ma­ma right next door.
 We both drank our 40s pret­ty quick­ly, I think out of ner­vous­ness. Then Sha­ne pas­sed Jen­ni­fer a pipe. At first, I thought it was weed, but when I loo­ked clo­ser, I re­a­li­zed it was crack. Jen­ni­fer took a long pull on it wi­thout even he­si­ta­ting. I’d ne­ver se­en her do any­thing beyond a bit of pot so it was kind of weird. Sha­ne pas­sed it to me and I star­ted to wa­ve it away. “Take a hit,” he said. It wasn’t a ques­ti­on. I took sort of a half hit and pas­sed it back. Ho­ly shit it was strong. I’d smo­ked some in my weed be­fo­re, but smo­king it straight out of a pipe was cra­zy dif­fe­rent.
 When I got my shit to­gether I loo­ked over and Sha­ne had pul­led Jen­ni­fer on to his lap and they we­re kis­sing. And­re was bu­sy on his pho­ne. This night was get­ting out of hand fast. I was way too fu­cked up to think straight though, so I just de­ci­ded to chill, sip on my 40 and watch TV. Sha­ne and Jen­ni­fer got up and hea­ded in­to an­other room. He had his hands on her hips as he guided her down the hall. I think it hit me then that I was jea­lous. I’d be­en used to get­ting all the at­ten­ti­on and now Jen­ni­fer was get­ting it from the guy I thought was cute.
 I wor­ked on my drink and And­re ga­ve me an­other. We tal­ked a bit, but most­ly he was still bu­sy on his pho­ne. Fi­nal­ly, I’d had enough. I was buz­zed pret­ty hard, but it see­med li­ke I should bail. “I’m gon­na roll.” I got up to lea­ve and And­re star­ted cal­ling af­ter me. “Hold up, ba­by, hold up.”
 As I got to the door, I re­a­li­zed how buz­zed I was, but I wan­ted to get out of the­re. I was al­most to the end of the hall when the apart­ment door ope­ned up and I heard Sha­ne call out. I tur­ned back and he was in his bo­xers. I could see his cock pres­sing against the ma­te­ri­al. His bo­dy was co­ve­red in tat­toos. “Co­me on back in here.” Sha­ne said it li­ke I had no choice. I tur­ned and went back be­cau­se I guess I re­al­ly didn’t. I was up­set, but I was al­so out of my neigh­bor­hood and drunk, la­te at night. When I got to the door, he took me by the hand and led me back in, through the hall and in­to the bedroom. He pul­led on my hand as he wal­ked and I could tell he was ir­ri­ta­ted.
 Jen­ni­fer was in the­re. She was na­ked, lay­ing the­re on her sto­mach. She had a con­fu­sed and high look on her face. “We­re you lea­ving?” Her voi­ce told me she was re­al­ly fu­cked up.
 “Ye­ah. I just wan­ted to let you ha­ve fun and not be the­re when And­re’s girl ca­me back.” I felt awk­ward and em­bar­ras­sed and stu­pid, li­ke I was ru­i­ning eve­r­yo­ne el­se’s good time.
 Sha­ne didn’t even look at me. “Sit your ass down on that floor and wait in here.” He drop­ped his bo­xers and craw­led back on to the bed with Jen­ni­fer. I wat­ched his smooth black ass as he wal­ked, wat­ching the muscles ripp­le. She rol­led over and spread her legs and he ca­me up to her side on his knees. “Stro­ke my dick, bitch. Get it good and hard again.”
 I sat down on the floor by a dres­ser and wat­ched them, fee­ling mo­re un­com­fort­a­ble and left out than ever. God, Sha­ne was beau­ti­ful. He might ha­ve be­en short, but he had this in­cre­dib­ly smooth dark cho­co­la­te skin, with tat­toos all over his back, arms and chest. His cock wasn’t su­per long but it was wi­de and straight. I wan­ted to be the one stro­king it. I thought about get­ting up and joi­ning them, but some­thing told me that if Sha­ne wan­ted that, he would ha­ve said so.
 It didn’t take her long to get him hard. He mo­ved back bet­ween her legs and she spread wi­de for him. On his knees, his legs spread, he took his cock and ran it over her lips, slap­ping his head on her clit. “Your pus­sy good and wet?” She nod­ded.
 Sha­ne looped his arms un­der her legs at the knee and lif­ted them over her head. He lo­we­red his hips over her pus­sy and wi­thout a pau­se, pushed that fat cock of his right in­to her. She squee­zed her eyes shut wai­led loud­ly as he sank in­to her and he said, “Damn bitch, keep it down.”
 He pushed her knees al­most to her head, fol­ding her in half. I could he­ar his balls slap­ping against her ass. “Oh ye­ah,” he gr­un­ted, “Got me some good pus­sy! Take it, bitch, take it!” He ground his hips around in a circle clock­wi­se, then coun­ter­clock­wi­se. They fu­cked li­ke that for awhi­le, then he tur­ned her over on to all fours, pushing her face down in­to the bed with one hand lo­cked in­to her hair. He was slam­ming in­to her hard enough that she in­ten­ti­o­nal­ly put her face in­to the bed and sc­re­a­med with each of his thrusts, her hands clut­ching out at any­thing for le­ver­a­ge.
 They went at it for about a half hour, then I heard noi­ses out in the living room. The­re we­re voi­ces tal­king and laug­hing. I was ho­ping And­re’s girl hadn’t co­me back. I was still buz­zed and high, but I can’t say I was ha­ving a lot of fun and she was going to be trou­ble.
 Sha­ne was shi­ny with sweat and mo­ving in and out of her with smooth stro­kes. “Ima gi­ve you a litt­le black ba­by, bitch. You li­ke that? Ima knock your litt­le white ass up.” That’s when I re­a­li­zed he wasn’t wea­ring a con­dom. He ca­me in her a few se­conds la­ter. He pul­led out of her slow­ly. I could see cum drip­ping down her thighs in the dim light. “Damn, girl. You got a full nut up in the­re.” He sat on the ed­ge of the bed and ga­ve me a sly smi­le, but didn’t say any­thing.
 Jen­ni­fer fell to her side and was quiet. Af­ter a se­cond, Sha­ne got up and said, “Ima grab some 40s. Be right back.” When he left, I went to Jen­ni­fer who see­med li­ke she was sha­king. I thought for su­re she was cry­ing, but when I tur­ned her face, she had this kind of de­li­rious look.
 She grin­ned at me. “Oh my God, Jes­si­ca. That was fuck­ing ama­zing. I don’t even know how ma­ny or­gasms I had. When he was poun­ding me li­ke that it was li­ke the­re was nothing el­se in the world. I ne­ver wan­ted him to stop.” I smi­led and nod­ded. I’d be­en wor­ried for her, but I re­a­li­zed that I’d be­en in her shoes a ton of times with Wes. That fee­ling of being fu­cked so hard and being so high is re­al­ly pow­er­ful.
 I wan­ted to ask her if she was being good about ta­king birth con­trol but I de­ci­ded to just wait on that one. The­re was nothing to do just then any­way. I al­so didn’t tell her that I wan­ted Sha­ne mo­re than ever. I wasn’t re­al­ly jea­lous of Jen­ni­fer, but I was en­vious. It had be­en a whi­le sin­ce I’d be­en this tur­ned on.
 Sha­ne ca­me back in with some beers and a joint and han­ded them to us. He loo­ked at Jen­ni­fer and I was su­re he was going to keep igno­ring me. But he loo­ked back at me and said, “Shit’s la­te. You two spend the night here. Stay in this room. Don’t co­me out un­less I tell you, ya heard?” I nod­ded but he didn’t seem con­vin­ced. “I ain’t play­in’. Stay the fuck in here.” He poin­ted a fin­ger at me.
 “Okay, we will.” I ope­ned my beer and sip­ped on it when Sha­ne left, won­de­ring how we we­re going to pee. Jen­ni­fer was still kind of out of it and just wan­ted to lay the­re in a half da­ze, some­ti­mes ta­king a puff on the joint. I’m not su­re how long we we­re the­re for, but when the door ope­ned and Sha­ne step­ped in, I wo­ke up from a half sleep and Jen­ni­fer was pas­sed out.


Par­ty Fa­vor

Ka­te
The world felt li­ke it was wor­king in my fa­vor. I’d fi­nal­ly re­connec­ted with Cla­rence phy­si­cal­ly and emo­ti­o­nal­ly. I had my own apart­ment and in just a few months, I was going to tell Da­vid that I wan­ted a di­vor­ce. I’d be ab­le to fi­nal­ly mo­ve on with my life and start this big new ad­ven­ture.

The next few weeks went by in­cre­dib­ly fast and then Mar­di Gras was on us. If you’ve ne­ver ex­pe­ri­enced Mar­di Gras as a lo­cal in New Or­leans, it’s ve­ry dif­fe­rent than as a tou­rist. The­re are weeks of pa­ra­des, par­ties, balls and lots and lots of traf­fic jams. It’s not li­ke a ho­li­day re­al­ly, it’s clo­ser to being a who­le time of year. It’s Mar­di Gras sea­son.

For me per­so­nal­ly, it al­so meant a lot of sex. First off, af­ter that en­coun­ter at the mo­tel, Cla­rence and I star­ted seeing each other again, pret­ty re­gu­lar­ly. I knew I still wasn’t his on­ly girl, that he was at le­ast still seeing Bren­da and may­be others. But I didn’t ask. I was just hap­py to be with him and for him to be my Dad­dy.

At the sa­me time, I was still seeing my landl­ord’s hus­band, James, who’d be­en trai­ning me to de­ep thro­at. I was get­ting pret­ty good, alt­hough I still couldn’t get all of James’ dick down. At le­ast I’d got­ten some con­trol over my vo­mit re­flex. I ra­re­ly threw up any mo­re.

Wan­da, James’ wife, ap­proa­ched me about a play par­ty they we­re going to ha­ve a few days be­fo­re Mar­di Gras and wan­ted to know if I’d join them. It would be as a sub­mis­si­ve and we’d ha­ve to cle­ar it with Cla­rence first, but she thought I might en­joy the night. Cla­rence was cool with it and I agreed. He said he’d be at the par­ty as well, which got me ex­ci­ted for the chan­ce to im­press him.

On the day of the par­ty, I did as I was told and repea­ted the steps that I’d do­ne the last time I played with James and Wan­da. This time, I took a litt­le chan­ce though. Last time, I’d wal­ked over to their back porch from my guest hou­se apart­ment in back and then got un­dres­sed on their porch. I’d knelt on their back door mat un­til they let me in.

This time though, I de­ci­ded to be a litt­le naugh­ty and just walk out of my apart­ment na­ked. The­re we­re a few hou­ses with win­dows that could see in­to our yard, but when I po­ked my head out, I didn’t see anyo­ne. I took a de­ep breath and wal­ked on through the yard na­ked to their back porch. I got down on my knees and wai­ted. I didn’t wait long at all. Wan­da ope­ned up, knelt, put a small black col­lar around my neck and said, “Co­me on in.”

I stood and she led me in­to the hou­se which they’d de­co­ra­ted up with Mar­di Gras de­co­ra­ti­ons. The­re we­re al­so the­se ad­ora­ble litt­le kinky par­ty fa­vors eve­r­y­whe­re: litt­le bott­les of lu­be, Mar­di Gras co­lo­red con­doms, and the­se cute litt­le pink dick-sha­ped pa­ci­fiers. The­re we­re three other wo­men the­re, na­ked, ex­cept for a col­lar. I got in­tro­du­ced to them brief­ly. Then, one by one, Wan­da or James ca­me and took us away to ex­plain what our du­ties would be du­ring the par­ty. When it was my turn, James took me to an ups­tairs room. It was a lar­ge guest room with a couch and bed. In the cen­ter of the room was a low ta­ble that had all kinds of me­tal rods and straps.

“This is whe­re you’ll spend the first cou­ple of hours. On­ce we ha­ve you strap­ped in, you’ll be a pie­ce of toucha­ble art for the guests. Your mouth will al­so ser­ve as nee­ded. You may be tou­ched, fond­led, pin­ched, fin­ge­red and pos­si­b­ly even pe­ne­tra­ted with toys, ho­we­ver, no one will be fuck­ing you. Will you be okay on your hands and knees for an hour or so?”

I loo­ked over the con­trap­ti­on which loo­ked in­ti­mi­da­ting. I saw that the­re we­re sup­ports at the hips and shoul­ders and pads at the knees. “I think so, Pro­fes­sor. As long as I can pee right be­fo­re.” He told me that wouldn’t be a pro­blem.

On­ce I was all strap­ped in on my hands and knees, I found out a few things. First, I had a litt­le bit of wig­gle room, but not much. For­tu­na­te­ly, the sup­ports at the hips and shoul­ders al­lo­wed me to rest parts of my bo­dy as they got ti­red. What was ex­haus­ting was the way the thing connec­ted at my neck and jaw. It was ma­de so that I re­al­ly couldn’t look down or to the side ve­ry much. Af­ter my first five mi­nu­tes, I star­ted to get a litt­le frea­ked out and I thought I’d pa­nic.

Wan­da and James must ha­ve an­ti­ci­pa­ted that though be­cau­se one of them was con­stant­ly in the­re for the first fif­teen mi­nu­tes or so, che­cking on me. Soon, I be­gan hea­ring noi­se down­stairs and I as­s­u­med guests we­re ar­ri­ving. Wan­da ca­me up to me, lea­ned down and kis­sed my cheek and said, “Just re­lax, slut. We’ll be around. If you re­al­ly need some­thing, just call for one of us.” Af­ter that, she slip­ped a blind­fold over my eyes and eve­r­y­thing went black.

I star­ted to get ner­vous when I heard voi­ces co­ming up the stairs. Ma­le and fe­ma­le, stran­gers, co­ming in to the room. I was na­ked, on all fours and I couldn’t see them. I be­gan to shake a bit. Peo­ple wan­de­red in, tal­king, drin­king. I could tell some peo­ple sat down on the couch. Their con­ver­sa­ti­ons we­ren’t about me. They we­re just chat­ting as though I we­ren’t the­re. Some­how that was a turn on for me, this idea that I was the­re, ex­po­sed and vul­ne­ra­ble, and at the sa­me time igno­red.

Then the­re was a hand on my ass. It ran up and down a cheek and down the back of my thigh. I heard her voi­ce. “Oh, look. Litt­le fin­ger con­doms.” I mo­ment la­ter, I felt a cold, lu­bed fin­ger slip bet­ween my ass cheeks and press up against my ass­ho­le. “Wig­gle back on it,” I heard her say in a Lou­i­si­a­na ac­cent. I mo­ved back­ward as much as I could. She pres­sed for­ward the rest of the way, her fin­ger going all the way in. She mo­ved it around in­side me. She let a litt­le laugh out and said, “You’d li­ke this one, ba­by. She’s grip­ping my fin­ger li­ke her life de­pen­ded on it.”

She pul­led out and I was left alo­ne again, just lis­ten­ing and wai­ting. Qui­te awhi­le went by. Peo­ple ca­me and went. Two men fond­led my tits light­ly for a mi­nu­te. I could he­ar peo­ple fuck­ing some­whe­re el­se. In a dif­fe­rent part of the hou­se the­re we­re the snaps and cries of someo­ne being flog­ged.

Then a hand was cares­sing my face. “Hi, ba­by.”
 “Hi, Dad­dy.” I’d know his voi­ce any­whe­re.
 “You being good?”
 “Yes, Dad­dy. This is fun.” The truth was, I was ha­ving a gre­at time.

 The­re was some­thing so fre­eing about just being forced to stay the­re. I guess ha­ving no choices can be li­be­ra­ting.
“I brought someo­ne who wan­ted to say hel­lo.” I heard a slight jin­gle, li­ke a chain and then a wo­man’s voi­ce was in my ear.
 “Hi, ba­by. It’s Bren­da!” She kis­sed me light­ly on the cheek and I grin­ned. I’d met Bren­da at my first gang­bang and she had re­al­ly held my hand through a lot of it. I was a litt­le en­vious of the fact that she was get­ting to spend the eve­ning with Cla­rence, but I didn’t say any­thing.
 We tal­ked for a mi­nu­te, then they said their good­by­es and Cla­rence led her off. I was alo­ne for a few mo­re mi­nu­tes and then a cou­ple ca­me in. I heard them whi­s­pe­ring to each other, but I couldn’t he­ar what they we­re say­ing. I heard them ap­proach and then the­re was a strong hand on my jaw and de­ep ma­le voi­ce said, “Open your ho­le, bitch.” I didn’t ha­ve much choice but to open my mouth. His hands we­re strong.
 I felt the wo­man’s hands go to my tits. She had fair­ly long nails and she dug two of them in­to one of my nipp­les. I win­ced in pain as she pul­led. His voi­ce again. “You a nas­ty litt­le bitch, aren’t you? Stick your tongue out. Open wi­de.” I did, ex­pec­ting to feel a cock on my tongue any se­cond. In­s­tead, I heard and felt a spray of spit go in­to my mouth and then a se­cond one. A wo­man’s voi­ce said, “dir­ty litt­le white slut.” She spit a se­cond time and it went on my no­se and lips. At le­ast she’d let go of my nipp­les.
 A hand pul­led on my hair, hard. Then I heard his voi­ce, right in front of my face. “I’d piss right in your dir­ty litt­le mouth ex­cept I know you’d let some get on the floor. Nas­ty litt­le white cunt.”
 I heard him back away a bit and then was comple­te­ly ratt­led when he slap­ped me hard across the face. It was jar­ring and sur­pri­sing. I felt li­ke I might ha­ve pul­led a muscle strai­ning against my cuffs. I heard him laugh and when he did, I star­ted to cry. I heard her say, “Mo­ve over. I wan­na slap the bitch.”
 I star­ted to whim­per, “Ple­a­se, don’t…,” but she she ca­me down hard on the sa­me side of my face, ratt­ling me all over again. My face was bur­ning, tears we­re flo­wi­ng. I wasn’t su­re I could take much mo­re of this. I star­ted thin­king about cal­ling for Cla­rence or Wan­da.
 The­re was a hand pul­ling my hair again. I think it was hers. I heard a zip­per and the­re was a warm, hea­vy thump against my cheek. It was his cock. Then her voi­ce was in my ear. “Feel that? That’s my man. It’s his beau­ti­ful black dick. I know you’d li­ke to suck it. But I’m gon­na gi­ve you a litt­le les­son in the way of things. See, black wo­men are at the top. Black men are right be­low us. Way the fuck down the­re are white boys and eve­r­yo­ne el­se. Know who’s even lower? White wo­men. You fu­ckers are the bot­tom. So, when a black man lo­wers him­self to fuck you or you get to suck a black dick, you bet­ter fall to your knees and thank the lord for the bles­sing he just ga­ve you.”
 The man was tap­ping the head of his cock against my forehead. She kept tal­king. “Sin­ce Wan­da and James got you here, I’m gues­sin’ they’ve al­rea­dy be­en te­a­ching you about your place. Some­ti­mes though, they’re a litt­le too ni­ce about it.” She yan­ked on my hair for em­pha­sis and I whim­pe­red a litt­le. At le­ast they we­ren’t still slap­ping me. “Re­peat af­ter me. I’m a worth­less cra­cker slut.”
 “I’m a worth­less cra­cker slut.” The words ca­me ea­sier to my mouth than I would ha­ve thought.
 “I’m not even good enough for a litt­le white dick.” I could feel her breath on me as she said it.
 “I’m not even good enough for a litt­le white dick.”
 She laughed and said, “She did pret­ty good, didn’t she, ba­by? Should she get a re­ward?”
 “De­fi­ni­te­ly,” he said in that ba­ri­to­ne.
 “Well, I want my re­ward first.” Then I heard slur­ping and suck­ing sounds. She was suck­ing his cock right the­re next to my face. Af­ter a mi­nu­te or so she said, “Damn, ba­by. I ne­ver get ti­red of tas­ting your dick.” They went on for a few mo­re mi­nu­tes.
 I was a mi­xed up cloud of emo­ti­ons and pain and lust. The hu­mi­li­a­ti­on was a big turn on for me, though I couldn’t peg down why and that trou­bled me. Part of the mo­dern wo­man I’d be­en rai­sed to be re­bel­led against the idea that I was lower than anyo­ne el­se. It sma­cked of ra­cism, se­xism and it wasn’t right at all. But, why did it feel right to me? Com­bi­ned with the sounds of her suck­ing her man’s dick and I was all over the map.
 She fi­nal­ly stop­ped and said, “We’ll finish this la­ter. First, I want to gi­ve this pie­ce of trash her re­ward.” I heard mo­ve­ment, then I felt cloth being dra­ped over my head and then I could smell her. She dra­ped her dress over my head and her thighs hit the side of my head, her thick cur­ly pu­bic hair mas­hed in­to my face. “Eat my pus­sy, bitch. Eat my beau­ti­ful black pus­sy.” She grab­bed the back of my head and pushed my face in­to her so hard, I thought she’d gi­ve me a no­se bleed. I stuck my tongue out, but at that an­gle, I couldn’t do mo­re than get it over the out­si­de ed­ge of her la­bia and clit. She pul­led away af­ter a mi­nu­te and they di­s­ap­pea­red.
 I heard mo­re voi­ces and con­ver­sa­ti­ons and some­ti­mes some mo­a­ning el­se­whe­re in the hou­se. Gra­du­al­ly, my ener­gy le­vel drop­ped and I was star­ting to feel ti­red and ant­sy. I was con­si­de­ring as­king to be let out, when James sho­wed up and slow­ly un­hoo­ked me from eve­r­y­thing. He led me down­stairs and the­re we­re pro­ba­b­ly thir­ty peo­ple mil­ling around. I was sur­pri­sed to see a wi­de mix of age and race. I al­so loo­ked around and tried to guess the cou­ple who’d be­en so rough with me, but I ca­me up em­pty. James led me to Cla­rence and Bren­da. I wan­ted to sit down, but then I re­a­li­zed that I was wet and I might get some­thing on the couch. Cla­rence saw my awk­ward­ness. “Just kneel down by my feet, ba­by. Sit back on your feet.”
 I knelt and put my head in his lap. He stro­ked my hair and all three of us chat­ted for awhi­le. Some­ti­mes, peo­ple would co­me by and talk to Cla­rence or ask Bren­da or I to stand up and gi­ve us a sort of in­spec­ti­on. But the­re was a to­ne of ca­su­al­ness and fri­vo­li­ty that ma­de the who­le thing seem mo­re li­ke a par­ty and less li­ke a BDSM event. Some peo­ple we­re even in co­stu­mes.
 One ol­der gentleman wal­ked up to Cla­rence. He was dres­sed in a white suit with a Mar­di Gras co­lo­red cum­mer­bund. He must ha­ve be­en in his six­ties or se­ven­ties. His hair was bal­ding and white, his glas­ses we­re thick and his mo­ve­ments we­re a litt­le un­s­tea­dy. He’d be­en sit­ting across the room from us for awhi­le. When he ca­me over, he ga­ve Cla­rence a slight gentleman­ly bow and said, “Would it be al­right if I as­ked your la­dies for a kiss?”
 “You go right ahead,” Cla­rence re­spon­ded with a smi­le.
 I guess I was ex­pec­ting some kind of gro­ping or some kind of perver­si­ty from the old guy. In­s­tead, when I stood up, he put two fin­gers un­der my chin and slow­ly ga­ve me a sweet litt­le peck on the lips. “Hap­py Mar­di Gras pret­ty litt­le la­dy,” he said af­ter the kiss. He did the sa­me thing with Bren­da, then wan­de­red off. It was in­cre­dib­ly sweet.
 We stayed at the par­ty for qui­te awhi­le lon­ger. To­ward the end, Cla­rence got Bren­da and I a cou­ple of glas­ses of wi­ne. Then we went back to my apart­ment. On the way out, James took my col­lar and I than­ked him for let­ting me as­sist with the par­ty. Cla­rence wal­ked us both na­ked from the back porch to my door.
 In­side, he and I ma­de love slow­ly and sweet­ly on my bed. Bren­da sat in the cor­ner of the room, fa­cing away from us. When I as­ked Cla­rence about it and why she wasn’t joi­ning us, he said, “She as­ked if she could watch us fuck. I told her no, but be­cau­se she’d be­en good she could sit in the cor­ner and lis­ten.” I didn’t feel jea­lous around Bren­da af­ter that.


Bus Ri­de Of Sha­me

Jes­si­ca
When Sha­ne wo­ke me up, he was stan­ding in the door­way tal­king to his fri­ends. I was sort of in a da­ze. Jen­ni­fer was still pas­sed out next to me with her clo­thes pi­led up on the floor. I sat up, rub­bed my eyes and said, “Cool if I pee now?” Sha­ne nod­ded. I tried to wa­ke up Jen­ni­fer to go with me, but she was out cold. I fi­nal­ly ga­ve up and went my­self, pas­sing Sha­ne and two other guys. Sha­ne poin­ted down the hall and I found the ba­throom and felt so much bet­ter af­ter get­ting rid of some of tho­se beers.

When I got back to the room, the guys we­re all stan­ding the­re tal­king. I re­a­li­zed that I had no idea what time it was and the win­dows we­re bla­cked out. I was still a litt­le fu­cked up from the boo­ze, pot and the hit of crack I’d taken, but my brain wasn’t qui­te as fuz­zy. I star­ted pay­ing at­ten­ti­on to their con­ver­sa­ti­on. Sha­ne was say­ing “I blew my nut in that one,” poin­ting to Jen­ni­fer.

One of the other guys, a big, hea­vy guy with a re­al­ly fat lower lip and dark thick eye­brows said, “You fuck her ass?”
 Sha­ne just said, “Naw,” as he lit up a ci­ga­ret­te.
 The big guy grin­ned. “Cool. I’ll fuck her ass then.” My brain was still try­ing to play catch up on what was hap­pe­ning here. I was ha­ving a re­al­ly bad fee­ling.
 The third guy had corn­rows and a hu­ge neck tat­too co­ming up from un­der his t-shirt. He loo­ked pret­ty high. “What about red, here? You fuck her?” He poin­ted at me.
 “Didn’t touch her.” Sha­ne loo­ked at me and ga­ve me that sly smi­le again. Was he fuck­ing with my head on pur­po­se? The­se guys we­re gi­ving me bad vi­bes all over.
 Corn­rows said, “She suck a good dick?”
 Sha­ne tur­ned to him and frow­ned. “Nig­ga, I just said I ain’t tou­ched her. Find out yo self.” He tur­ned to me and said, “Get over here and suck this nig­ga’s dick.” I didn’t mo­ve. I was to­tal­ly fro­zen and frea­ked the fuck out. I tried to think, but eve­r­y­thing see­med li­ke it was hap­pe­ning in slow mo­ti­on. Sha­ne kept tal­king. “My boys just got out­ta lock up and they need to bust a nut.” His words we­re going in my ears, but I wasn’t ab­le to keep up.
 The big guy was mo­ving over to­ward Jen­ni­fer’s side of the bed. Sha­ne tur­ned and wal­ked out of the room, lea­ving the door open. The word star­ted fla­shing in my head. You know, THE word. Ra­pe. Ra­pe. Ra­pe.
 I don’t think the big guy cared whe­ther Jen­ni­fer was awa­ke or not and I had this hor­ri­ble in­tu­i­ti­on that if I said one wrong thing, this could turn vi­o­lent fast. With Sha­ne out of the room though, I felt li­ke the­re might be a chan­ce.
 I loo­ked at Big Guy and said, “Hey, she’s to­tal­ly pas­sed out. She’s gon­na be a lou­sy lay.” He’d just be­en pul­ling back the sheets and che­cking out her ba­re butt. “Be­si­des,” I said, “I’ve got way mo­re boo­ty than she does.”
 Corn­rows didn’t li­ke that. “What the fuck about me? I need to get my dick su­cked!”
 I could feel my­self sha­king so I just tried to sit on the bed sort of se­duc­ti­ve­ly in a way that wouldn’t gi­ve away how scared I was. “I can still suck your dick,” I said to corn­rows and even managed an evil grin.
 That see­med to sa­tis­fy him and as he mo­ved to stand at the foot of the bed, I star­ted to get on all fours fa­cing him. We had to stop though be­cau­se Big Guy was hu­ge and he couldn’t get past Jen­ni­fer. We had to push her to the far cor­ner of the bed to make enough room. On­ce she was in the cor­ner, I loo­ked to Big Guy and said, “Hey, I think I saw a jar of Va­se­li­ne out by the ba­by’s stuff in the living room. You’ll get in­to my ass ea­sier that way.” It was a gam­ble. I was afraid it might just piss him off and he’d fuck me wi­thout any lu­be.
 In­s­tead, he sig­hed and wal­ked out of the room. Corn­rows was still amped up though and he didn’t want to wait any lon­ger. “Get that mouth on my dick!” His pants we­re low and he didn’t ha­ve to push them down far. He pul­led his dick out as I got down on my el­bows on the bed.
 He had a hu­ge set of scars all over his hip on one side and his dick was tat­tooed with a dra­wing of bar­bed wi­re going around it. His cock was cut and me­di­um sized with a fat pink head on it. I thought he’d smell bad from the drugs and I don’t think he sho­we­red for awhi­le, but I was sur­pri­sed. He did smell funky, but it was good. I can’t ex­plain it. I li­ked his funk.
 I put his cock in my mouth. He was al­most to­tal­ly soft and I got al­most all of him in one gulp. With his hands on his hips, he thrust them out to­ward me. I re­a­ched up, cup­ped his balls and star­ted suck­ing on him. “Damn, ba­by,” he said, “I ain’t ne­ver had no white girl suck on my dick be­fo­re. You ain’t half bad.” At le­ast he was li­king it. I was still scared out of my wits. I tried to fo­cus on one thing at time though. I could feel his dick get­ting hard in my mouth, so I put one hand on the ba­se and stro­ked him as I su­cked him. Big Guy ca­me back in and Corn­rows loo­ked down at me and said, “Get yo clo­thes off, bitch. I wan­na see them tit­ties.”
 I fum­b­led around for a mi­nu­te and got my clo­thes off and got back on all fours and star­ted suck­ing on Corn­row’s cock again. I felt in­cre­dib­ly vul­ne­ra­ble being na­ked in front of them. Big Guy took his shoes off, but that was it. He clim­bed back on to the bed with the jar of Va­se­li­ne and I star­ted get­ting ner­vous again. He was so big that bed lea­ned weird­ly to one side. I was afraid Jen­ni­fer might roll over on­to us.
 When I loo­ked back at Big Guy, he’d scooped out a fin­ger full of Va­se­li­ne on his fin­ger and was loo­king down at my ass.
 I mo­men­ta­ri­ly stop­ped suck­ing Corn­rows and put my face down and ass up, so that he could see my ass­ho­le bet­ter and get the lu­be in the right spot. I guess he took that as me being ea­ger. “Damn, you white girls love ta­kin’ it in the boo­ty!” He wi­ped the cold Va­se­li­ne on my ass­ho­le and then on the sheets. He star­ted po­si­ti­o­ning him­self be­hind me.
 “Get back to suck­in’ my dick, bitch!” Corn­rows was get­ting im­pa­ti­ent.
 I loo­ked back at Big Guy and said, “Hey, can you put a con­dom on?”
 He loo­ked at me with a sour ex­pres­si­on. “What? I ain’t got no di­sea­ses. Sides, I’ma fuck yo ass.”
 My lie ca­me so quick­ly out of my mouth I could hard­ly be­lie­ve it. “Ye­ah, but I might ha­ve some­thing. I’ve be­en with, li­ke, four guys in the last week. I ain’t be­en tes­ted in awhi­le.” I sta­red at him, wai­ting for his re­ac­ti­on.
 Corn­rows laughed and threw Big Guy a con­dom. “Best wrap that shit up, nig­ga. This girl is straight hood trash.” Big Guy un­zip­ped his pants and pul­led out his cock, which was rock hard. Thank­ful­ly, he wasn’t ve­ry well en­do­wed. In fact, his was the smal­lest cock I’d se­en. He put the con­dom on and lined his cock up against my ass­ho­le.
 “Push back on that cock, bitch. Go balls de­ep on it.” I pushed back and on­ce the head slip­ped in I was ab­le to push all the way back on him. I hadn’t be­en fu­cked in the ass sin­ce Ter­ran­ce had do­ne it to me awhi­le back. I’d for­got­ten how good it could feel.
 On­ce he was in, I tried to go back to suck­ing on Corn­rows’ cock, but it was hard to get a rhythm whe­re I was going down on him and al­so mo­ving back against Big Guy. In­s­tead, I en­ded up just hol­ding still whi­le they both fu­cked me.
 My eyes got re­al­ly big. I was as sur­pri­sed as I could be. Af­ter about three or four mi­nu­tes of Big Guy poun­ding my ass from be­hind and Corn­rows fuck­ing my mouth, I was going to ha­ve an or­gasm, and not a small one eit­her. I didn’t want the­se guys to know though, so I just clam­ped my eyes shut and just tried to dow­n­play it.
 Corn­rows no­ti­ced though. “This bitch is get­tin off! Look at her fuck­in’ feet!” I hadn’t even re­a­li­zed that I’d brought my feet up to­ward my ass and my to­es we­re to­tal­ly cur­led in. Big Guys weight slam­ming in­to me from be­hind felt so good and I was ta­king al­most all of Corn­rows’ cock in­to my mouth. I ea­sed up enough on him to mo­an. I re­a­li­zed I was slam­ming my hips back against Big Guy, boun­cing off his hu­ge bel­ly.
 “Fuck, nig­ga,” Big Guy said, “I’da cum al­rea­dy if I hadn’t smo­ked up. Bitch’s ass is tight!” His big hands we­re on my hips, pul­ling me back to­ward his cock.
 “Let’s trade up,” Corn­rows said. He pul­led his cock from my mouth.
 Big Guy slo­wed and said, “Aight. I’m get­tin’ ti­red any­way.” He pul­led out of my ass, which ma­de a pop­ping sound as he ca­me out. He hea­ved him­self off the bed, still brea­thing hea­vi­ly as he ca­me around.
 Thank­ful­ly, I saw Corn­rows put­ting on a rub­ber wi­thout me as­king him. He pul­led his pants en­ti­re­ly off. Big Guy ca­me around and pul­led his con­dom off. He stunk a litt­le bit and not in the good way. Plus, he’d wor­ked up a sweat and his cock tas­ted li­ke la­tex. And li­ke with a lot of hea­vier guys, my forehead ban­ging in­to his bel­ly was a pro­blem.
 On the bright side, his cock was smal­ler and I could actu­al­ly get eve­ry inch of him in­to my mouth. Corn­rows got be­hind me and I felt that fat pink head of his press up against my ass­ho­le. Thank­ful­ly, I was al­rea­dy a bit stret­ched out and he got in me pret­ty ea­si­ly. He had a lot mo­re girth and length than Big Guy did though. This time, I just held still and didn’t try to fuck them. In­s­tead, I just fo­cu­sed on kee­ping my ass up and out and my thro­at open. I swe­ar it was less than a mi­nu­te be­fo­re I was cum­ming again. This time, I ca­me so hard that I cried out and I heard Sha­ne yell, “Keep that bitch quiet! Peo­ple slee­pin!”
 Just a few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Big Guy ca­me. I tried to swal­low what I could, but it was too much and too thick. It ran down my chin, on to the bed and the frame and the floor. Big Guy was hap­py. “Woooo! That was sweet! I nee­ded that, girl.” He pul­led up his pants and wal­ked out of the room.
 Corn­rows kept fuck­ing me though. Af­ter awhi­le he had me switch po­si­ti­ons so that he was lay­ing on his back and I was on my feet and hands, re­ver­se cow­girl style and fuck­ing him by rai­sing and lo­we­ring my ass down on­to him. I didn’t last long in that po­si­ti­on though. It takes some serious en­du­ran­ce.
 He flip­ped me on­to my sto­mach and went back in­to my ass, his who­le weight pres­sing down on me. We went li­ke that for awhi­le and my who­le bo­dy was fee­ling won­der­ful and ex­haus­ted. I don’t know how he kept going. My ass­ho­le was star­ting to burn a bit too, even with the lu­be.
 Fi­nal­ly he sat up, with me still flat on my bel­ly, him on his knees. His hands spread my ass cheeks wi­de and he was poun­ding re­al­ly fast in and out of my ass. He took some weird sud­den short breaths, then pul­led out so quick­ly I gas­ped and bit the pil­low. I heard him snap the con­dom off and then he was shoo­ting all over my ass. I loo­ked back and he was still spur­ting. I’d ne­ver se­en so much cum. He lea­ned back on his legs and just kept stro­king his cock, with his eyes shut tight. It must ha­ve be­en at le­ast six jets of cum. It was so se­xy!
 Af­ter­ward he clim­bed off, pul­led his pants back on and wal­ked out wi­thout a word to me. I laid the­re, swea­ting, ti­red and stret­ched. I loo­ked back at all that cum on my ass. In­s­tead of get­ting up, I just de­ci­ded to lay the­re awhi­le and rest. I think I star­ted to do­ze off again.
 When I wo­ke up, I was in sort of a da­ze. I’d lost track of time again. I snap­ped awa­ke the way you do when you re­a­li­ze someo­ne new is in the room with you. It was And­re’s gir­l­fri­end. She was sta­ring at me with dis­gust in her eyes. When she saw I was awa­ke she said, “You got five mi­nu­tes to get your stank ass out of my apart­ment. I don’t care if this is Sha­ne’s room. Take that litt­le pas­ty bitch with you. If I co­me out of my room in five mi­nu­tes and I see your ass, I ain’t gon­na say nothin’. I’m just gon­na start bea­tin’ on you.” She tur­ned and wal­ked out.
 That was enough to snap me awa­ke pret­ty good. It took me a mi­nu­te or two to wi­pe up and to get my clo­thes on and an­other cou­ple of mi­nu­tes to get Jen­ni­fer awa­ke and dres­sed. We pas­sed through the apart­ment, but no one see­med to be the­re. Jen was pret­ty out of it. We hea­ded out the door and in­to the ear­ly mor­ning sun­light. Thank­ful­ly I fi­gu­red out whe­re we we­re at with my pho­ne and we hea­ded to a bus stop. We we­re way out in New Or­leans East.
 On the long bus ri­de of sha­me home, I had plen­ty of time to think. The truth was, I en­joy­ed what had hap­pe­ned back the­re. Of cour­se, I didn’t want any­thing bad to hap­pen to Jen­ni­fer and I’m glad she wasn’t ra­ped and yes, I’d be­en scared. Beyond that though, I li­ked being around tho­se dan­ge­rous guys and I li­ked fee­ling out of con­trol. It was a hu­ge turn on for me to get them off, to know that they found me hot and wan­ted me. You know what el­se? I still wan­ted Sha­ne too. Even though he tre­a­ted us li­ke to­tal shit.
 I took a good hard look at my­self on the way home that day. Ye­ah, it was true, I was being self-de­struc­ti­ve, I was be­ha­ving in ways that we­re dan­ge­rous to my­self and others. I was ta­king chan­ces that lan­ded a lot of girls in re­al­ly de­ep trou­ble. I’d al­rea­dy had one STD. How long be­fo­re I was be­a­ten, ra­ped, over do­sed, or had an un­plan­ned pre­g­nan­cy? Tho­se we­re ve­ry re­al dan­gers I was play­ing with. I wasn’t blind to them.
 At the sa­me time, the­re was this voi­ce in my head though. It said, ‘The truth is, you’re a slut. You li­ke being a slut. It’s what you’re good at. So just do it.’ Along with that voi­ce ca­me images. Not just images of the night be­fo­re, of Corn­rows cum­ming all over my ass, but eve­r­y­thing I’d do­ne in the last cou­ple of years, who­ring for Wes es­pe­ci­al­ly. Why had I do­ne that? Mo­re im­port­ant­ly, why did I feel li­ke it was no big deal? Why was I not a fuck­ing wreck over it? Why did I even think that I’d do it again if it ca­me up? In fact, I knew I’d who­re for Wes again in a se­cond.
 I knew I could talk to Jen­ni­fer about this stuff and she’d lis­ten. But I nee­ded mo­re than someo­ne to just lis­ten. I re­al­ly wan­ted to talk to my mom, but I couldn’t imagi­ne how that would go. In­s­tead, I de­ci­ded it was about time to go back to Cla­rence. I knew I could count on him to shoot me straight and tell me if I was fu­cked in the head. Which, let’s be re­al, of cour­se I was.


Plans and Sche­mes

Ka­te
Af­ter that Mar­di Gras par­ty, time see­med to just fly. I en­ded up spen­ding qui­te a few eve­nings han­ging out with Bren­da and we bon­ded a bit. I was seeing Cla­rence fair­ly re­gu­lar­ly, which was gre­at. He’d al­ways be­en a fan­ta­stic lover and fri­end and was this ama­zing mix of ten­der and ag­gres­si­ve in bed.

But Cla­rence was al­so smart. He knew that I still wasn’t re­al­ly sa­tis­fied. On­ce a week sex with Cla­rence was gre­at, but my drive was just con­stant. He as­ked if the­re was anyo­ne el­se I could see re­gu­lar­ly and the on­ly per­son I could think of was Alex. Alex was the guy that I’d met in the club a few weeks back. He was fun. No ama­zing spark or any­thing, but de­fi­ni­te­ly someo­ne I wouldn’t mind seeing again. I would love to ha­ve se­en Jay again, but sin­ce Cla­rence hadn’t brought him up, I think I’d per­ma­nent­ly bur­ned my bridge with him.

Cla­rence told me to see Alex when I could and al­so that he would see what he could do about ma­king su­re I met mo­re men. He said, “I want you going to sleep eve­ry night fee­ling sa­tis­fied.” I think it was one of the ni­cest things anyo­ne had ever said to me.

We en­ded up ma­king a litt­le game out of it. We’d pick one day out of the week to be a night for me to go out. He’d pick the place, tell me how to dress and then I was to go the­re, hang out and pick up the black man of my choice and eit­her take him home or let him take me home. That’s how it was sup­po­sed to work, in theo­ry any­way.

What actu­al­ly en­ded up hap­pe­ning wasn’t qui­te so smooth. The first two times we tried it, I just didn’t find any guys to flirt with or who we­re in­te­res­ted. The­re we­re a hilarious amount of white guys in­te­res­ted. It was hard to po­li­te­ly brush them off wi­thout see­ming li­ke a bitch. Some of them we­re re­al­ly per­sis­tent. I actu­al­ly had to say to one of them, “I on­ly date black men.” I’d said it loud enough that the bar­ten­der heard and laughed. One guy even thought I was a hoo­ker. I played along and told him I was wai­ting on my john.

The third week, I en­ded up at a place whe­re I ran in­to Sam and Mi­chel­le. We all flir­ted a bit, but they had some sort of thing going on that night and I could tell I was in­tru­ding. Fi­nal­ly, on the fourth week, I had some luck. I en­ded up mee­ting a good loo­king guy in his 40s at an ico­nic New Or­leans jazz place in over in the Car­rol­ton neigh­bor­hood.

His na­me was Ben. He was a re­cent­ly di­vor­ced pro­fes­sor with a cou­ple of kids. He had kind of a Blair Un­der­wood look to him, hand­so­me, but with qui­te a few white fea­tu­res. Whi­le he was good loo­king, he had a certain mild-man­ne­red­ness to him that ma­de me think he wouldn’t be down for going home with a girl he just met. I had to sug­gest it. He agreed with a sur­pri­sed look on his face and we left the bar to­gether at about one in the mor­ning.

He dro­ve me back to my place and as we went, I couldn’t help but think that he was was loo­king for a gir­l­fri­end and may­be would want mo­re than I could gi­ve. I kept try­ing to steer the con­ver­sa­ti­on back to mo­re ca­su­al stuff when we got to my place and ma­de a cou­ple of drinks, but he kept di­rec­ting it back to fa­mi­ly and hea­vier to­pics.

But af­ter I ca­me back from using the re­stroom, he sur­pri­sed me and kis­sed me in the hall. We ma­de out, him pres­sing me up against the wall, his hands trai­ling over my thighs and ass. I thought, may­be I ha­ve this guy all wrong. May­be he’s one of tho­se that just takes awhi­le to get going. We slow­ly be­gan to drift to­ward the bedroom and when we got to the ed­ge, he whi­s­pe­red, “Eve­ry do any ro­le play­ing?”

“May­be a litt­le. What did you ha­ve in mind?”
 “Well,” he said, with this sort of prac­ti­ced care that ma­de me think he’d gi­ven this speech to a few wo­men. “I li­ke to play a litt­le rough, if the la­dy’s in­to it.”
 “How rough?” I think my ca­su­al to­ne sur­pri­sed him and he per­ked up a bit.
 “Ho­nest­ly, as rough as you can hand­le it. I es­pe­ci­al­ly li­ke doing play ra­pe.” He wat­ched my face care­ful­ly for re­ac­ti­on.
 It daw­ned on me that this par­ti­cu­lar ur­ge must be pret­ty im­port­ant for him to bring it up on our first time in the bedroom. I al­so didn’t want to make him feel bad or weird for ha­ving his fan­ta­sies. I thought for a mo­ment and said, “You mind if I call someo­ne?”
 I think he took that li­ke I was going to call for help and he star­ted to get a de­fen­si­ve look and took a step back from me. “No, no,” I said, “it’s not li­ke that. You’re fi­ne. I just ha­ve to ask some…ad­vi­ce? May­be per­mis­si­on too.” He had a comple­te­ly con­fu­sed look on his face and I had to spill. “I’m in a re­la­ti­ons­hip with an­other guy that I re­fer to as my Dad­dy. He…over­sees my sex life for the most part and I con­si­der my­self his pro­per­ty..sort of.” Ben’s face was mix of re­ac­ti­ons and I could tell he was try­ing to pro­cess all of that. “Ba­si­cal­ly, I’m just cal­ling to check in with him and to see his take on this. It’s not a si­tu­a­ti­on that I’m re­al­ly fa­mi­li­ar with.” He nod­ded, ob­vious­ly still wor­king this out.
 I cal­led Cla­rence and got a pret­ty straight ans­wer. “You can fuck him, he can be a litt­le rough. No pun­ching or lea­ving marks and no ty­ing you up. If he wants to get mo­re ex­tre­me, he and I can talk about ar­ran­ging some­thing, but not to­night.” Then he as­ked to speak to the guy. They went back and forth for a few mi­nu­tes and he wan­de­red out­si­de for a few.
 When he ca­me back, he han­ded me the pho­ne. Cla­rence said to me, “Okay, so we wor­ked some­thing out for to­night. No ra­pe play to­night and no fuck­ing, but go ahead and do what he says and we’re going to work some other stuff out for la­ter. I want to meet him be­fo­re we get mo­re in­vol­ved.
 What ca­me next was one of the most un­i­que things I’d do­ne sin­ce I star­ted chea­ting on my hus­band. I won’t say it was a hu­ge turn on for me, but I will say that I re­al­ly en­joy­ed doing some­thing dif­fe­rent and being re­min­ded of just how broad ran­ging hu­man se­xu­a­li­ty is. He dres­sed me for bed, care­ful­ly picking out some pan­ties for me. Then he got me in bed, ha­ving me pre­tend to sleep on my sto­mach. He told me not to ‘wa­ke up’ no mat­ter what, but to keep pre­ten­ding to sleep. I did as he as­ked, af­ter all, it see­med pret­ty in­no­cuous.
 Ben pul­led the co­vers over me, tur­ned off the lights and then…he left. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, I ba­re­ly heard the front door open and clo­se al­most si­lent­ly. Then, I could he­ar his soft foot falls on the car­pet and I knew he was in the bedroom. I couldn’t even he­ar his brea­thing, but I knew he was the­re. Then I felt a hand, ve­ry slow­ly, start pee­ling back my blan­ket. He took a good two mi­nu­tes to pull it all the way to the bot­tom of the bed, lea­ving me na­ked ex­cept for my un­der­we­ar, ly­ing on my sto­mach.
 The­re was quiet for a few mi­nu­tes and the­re was a ve­ry fea­the­ry touch on my ass for a brief mo­ment and then one on the ar­ches of my feet that al­most tick­led enough that I jer­ked them. I managed to hold it in though. A mi­nu­te la­ter, I heard the soft, repe­ti­ti­ve, flesh on flesh sounds of a man ma­stur­ba­ting. Ve­ry slow­ly, I be­gan to he­ar his brea­thing, picking up be­co­ming hea­vier and mat­ching the in­ten­si­ty of his stro­kes.
 I could tell he was bi­ting his lip as he ca­me, try­ing to make as litt­le noi­se as pos­si­ble. I felt his warm cum splat­ter all over the so­les of my feet. I had to sup­press a grin. Not that I thought it was fun­ny, but that it was fa­s­ci­na­ting. The­re we­re a cou­ple mo­re drops on my feet, then I heard him put­ting his cock away.
 The­re we­re soft foot­falls again and I heard my front door clo­se. He was go­ne. I wai­ted a few, then clea­ned up my feet and the cum that got on my sheets. I went to sleep thin­king about the stran­ge ex­pe­ri­ence and whe­ther or not I li­ked the idea of ‘play ra­pe’ or not.


Try To Brea­the

Jes­si­ca
I nee­ded to go see Cla­rence. Af­ter my cra­zy night with Jen­ni­fer and our ne­ar ra­pe si­tu­a­ti­on, I felt li­ke I was a litt­le out of con­trol. Wi­thout Wes around to sort of, for lack of a bet­ter way to put it, or­der me around, I was going to get in trou­ble fast. Cla­rence had told me that I could co­me by and hang with him any time he was home and around. I tex­ted him that next night sin­ce, with my dad out of town, I knew I could stay out la­te and not catch shit for it.

He didn’t re­turn my text till la­te that night, but he told me to co­me over. I threw on some sweats and hea­ded to his place. The­re was some­thing about Cla­rence that al­ways put me at ea­se and he see­med to be ab­le to see through bull­shit and call me on stuff li­ke no one el­se could. When I got the­re, he was a litt­le drunk and a litt­le stoned, but we tal­ked and I felt a lot bet­ter the mo­ment we sat on the couch and I star­ted spil­ling my guts.

I didn’t tell him straight up about Jen­ni­fer and I al­most get­ting ra­ped and I skip­ped the part about the crack. I had the fee­ling though that even drunk and high, Cla­rence could see through my shit. We smo­ked up to­gether whi­le I tal­ked and when I’d to­tal­ly ven­ted, he said, “What do you want, Jes­si­ca?”

I wasn’t su­re what he meant. He ex­plai­ned, “Do you just want to fuck brot­has and do drugs for the rest of your life? Is that your plan? What do you want?”

When he put it that way, it see­med sil­ly. I mean, ye­ah, I was loving ha­ving sex and smo­king up, but I wasn’t stu­pid and I knew that soo­ner or la­ter, I’d want mo­re. I just didn’t know what that thing was. When I told Cla­rence that, he smi­led and said, “You know what peo­ple call that sta­ge? Col­le­ge.”

He took a long hit on his joint. “Jes­si­ca, you’re beau­ti­ful, you ain’t stu­pid, you got a lot of things guys li­ke. But if two, three, four years from now, all you got is your ass, you ain’t gon­na be pul­ling nothing but the bot­tom of the fuck­ing bar­rel. You’ll end up pre­gnant, living off the go­ver­n­ment and pro­ba­b­ly get­ting sma­cked around by some ass­ho­le that doesn’t gi­ve two fucks about you.” He pain­ted a grim pic­ture.

“I’m not say­ing you shouldn’t be out fuck­ing and ha­ving fun. What I am say­ing is, whi­le you’re doing that, keep your shit to­gether enough to gi­ve the 25 year old ver­si­on of your­self a chan­ce. Finish school, may­be work a litt­le, take some col­le­ge clas­ses. May­be you’re re­al­ly good at some­thing you’ll love and you don’t even know it yet.” I think he could see me slow­ly sin­king in­to my chair and fee­ling ti­ny.

“The­re are al­ways gon­na be boys ban­gin’ on your door, girl. You got plen­ty of time. You don’t ha­ve to fuck ‘em all by Sun­day. You dig?” I both loved and ha­ted that he ma­de so much sen­se.

We drank some mo­re and smo­ked some mo­re and then Cla­rence went off to bed. He set me up on the couch, but af­ter about a half hour, I craw­led in­to bed with him. I just re­al­ly nee­ded to sleep next to him. He didn’t even wa­ke up as I slip­ped up next to him. Cla­rence was a big guy and I snug­gled in­to the crook of his arm. When I wo­ke up in the mor­ning, we we­re spoo­ning. One of his big brown arms we­re wrap­ped around my chest. He had a hu­ge erec­ti­on whi­le he slept and I could feel it pres­sed up against my ass through the blan­kets and his un­der­we­ar. I just smi­led and snug­gled back against him.

La­ter, when we got up, he didn’t seem sur­pri­sed or mad and he didn’t gi­ve me shit for being in bed with him. He just acted li­ke he’d plan­ned it that way. He did stop be me be­fo­re I left though and said, “You need to tell your mo­ther that you know about me.” That’s all he said, but he said it in a way that ma­de me re­a­li­zed that it was re­al­ly bo­the­ring him. I nod­ded and kis­sed him on the cheek and left.

I tal­ked to Jen­ni­fer too. We had a serious sit down in her room. She and I had grown pret­ty clo­se and af­ter the in­ci­dent at Sha­ne’s place, I think she was in a litt­le bit of shock. We both de­ci­ded that we we­re pro­ba­b­ly doing things to­gether that we wouldn’t do alo­ne and that we nee­ded to be a litt­le mo­re care­ful. She con­fes­sed that a lot of what she’d be­en doing was a way to try to im­press me and she felt li­ke she nee­ded to ‘keep up’ with me. That ma­de me feel bad and we both agreed to not go as cra­zy.

Then I as­ked her about Sha­ne. As cra­zy as that had be­en, I still wan­ted to see him again. Even though I felt this in­sa­ne che­mistry with him, I had to talk to her about it first. “Ho­nest­ly,” she said, “I didn’t even re­al­ly li­ke him that much. I mean, the sex was awe­so­me, but I think that was most­ly the drugs. It was a blur and I’m fi­ne if I ne­ver see him again.”

It took me awhi­le to track Sha­ne down. I had to ask Tan­ya for the na­me and num­ber of her fri­end that new Sha­ne. It took for­ever to get a mes­sa­ge back from the guy, but he said he’d pass on my num­ber to Sha­ne.

In the mean­ti­me, I star­ted put­ting serious work back in­to finis­hing school right. My bro­ther Ke­vin had told me about his ex­pe­ri­ences at UNO and I thought may­be I’d try to get in the­re next fall. My gra­des had drop­ped a lot over the last year, but I could still finish okay, if I got my shit to­gether.

I’d al­most for­got­ten about Sha­ne when I got his text. He star­ted with ‘Who is this?’ I had to ex­plain who I was, which took awhi­le and en­ded with ‘I fu­cked your two fri­ends who’d just got­ten out of lock up a cou­ple of weeks ago’. Then he re­mem­be­red me and said, ‘Send me a pic.’ So I ga­ve him a typi­cal ‘stan­ding in front of the mir­ror with my pho­ne’ shot.

Then he wan­ted a pic­ture of my ass in a thong. I sent him one and he as­ked if I wan­ted to meet up. I told him it would ha­ve to wait till the week­end and he didn’t re­spond. But on Sa­tur­day mor­ning I got a mes­sa­ge from him. He wan­ted me to co­me over and hang out at the place whe­re I’d first se­en him at a fri­end of Tan­ya’s. That was cool be­cau­se I re­al­ly didn’t want to go back to his place whe­re his room­ma­te’s gir­l­fri­end had not be­en ve­ry fri­end­ly to us.

When I saw him again, I actu­al­ly felt a litt­le light hea­ded. He was so god­damned hand­so­me. Sha­ne was lea­ning back in a chair, his do-rag on his head just li­ke last time, his tat­toos sho­wing through the thin white t-shirt he was wea­ring. He had the­se pier­cing dark brown eyes that could sta­re through walls.

We got a litt­le high and drank some, but I was try­ing hard not to go over­board. The­re we­re two other peo­ple the­re, one of the guys who lived the­re who was Sha­ne’s fri­end, and his gir­l­fri­end.

Af­ter they both got pret­ty high, they di­s­ap­pea­red in­to their rooms and left Sha­ne and I alo­ne. Most of the time, Sha­ne was su­per serious. You know, that sort of ‘thug’ at­ti­tu­de that a lot of guys ha­ve. But af­ter he got a litt­le high, he got re­al­ly fun­ny and he laughed a lot. He al­so had this re­al­ly fun­ny sen­se of hu­mor and could find a way to make fun of you wi­thout hur­ting your fee­lings. Li­ke he was some­how gi­ving you a compli­ment whi­le gi­ving you shit at the sa­me time. Ye­ah, he was all tough and stuff, but un­li­ke Wes, I could see right away that he had a soft stre­ak in him too.

We’d be­en sit­ting next to each other, but not tou­ching. When he ca­me back from the kit­chen with a fresh beer, he sat down right next to me, put a hand on my leg and lea­ned in and kis­sed me. 
 I mis­sed Wes a lot, no lie. But when Sha­ne kis­sed me, it was li­ke the­re wasn’t an­other man on the pla­net. He wasn’t even that gre­at a kis­ser, but for what­ever re­a­son, I got that faint fee­ling all over again. I just tur­ned in­to this big pi­le of goo around him.

Af­ter a mi­nu­te I said, “I want to get you off, Sha­ne. What do you want?”
 He smi­led and said, “How are tho­se pipes?” I smi­led back and got down on the floor bet­ween his legs. Sha­ne un­zip­ped his pants and pul­led out his dick. I’d se­en it in the dim light of his room when he’d fu­cked Jen­ni­fer, but now in the nor­mal light, I re­a­li­zed just how fat it was. He wasn’t that long, but the thing was li­ke a soup can.
 I tried re­al­ly hard to gi­ve him a good blow job, but the truth was, he was just too fat. I could ba­re­ly get him in my mouth and even then, my teeth we­re in the way so much that it was hard to get any kind of mo­ti­on going wi­thout ra­king him. He see­med to li­ke what I was doing, but it wasn’t long be­fo­re my jaw was get­ting ti­red, my eyes we­re wa­te­ring and it was get­ting to be ex­haus­ting. I tried jer­king him off too, but I was ha­ving even less suc­cess with that.
 I think he took the hint. He pul­led out a con­dom and I clim­bed on his lap. It took a good five mi­nu­tes to get that thing to fit in­side me. The­re was a lot of win­cing, backing up, ad­jus­ting, de­ep brea­thing. Fi­nal­ly though, I sett­led down on­to him and sank eve­ry fuck­ing inch of that fat black cock of his in­to my pus­sy.
 When I felt his balls press up against me, I lea­ned in and kis­sed him hard and just ground around on him for a mi­nu­te. I’d ne­ver be­en stret­ched so wi­de be­fo­re and it felt ama­zing. We smo­ked a litt­le mo­re and Sha­ne let me take my time and just grind away on him. I’d thrust my pel­vis for­ward and back, then side to side, then around in circles. He and I fu­cked li­ked that for pro­ba­b­ly clo­se to an hour. We’d take litt­le breaks, drink some beer or smo­ke, but I ne­ver let his cock slip out of me.
 I was star­ting to feel gree­dy so I lea­ned in and said, “Can I cum on you?” He nod­ded and in less than a mi­nu­te, I had my hands back be­hind me on his knees, pushing my clit up against his pel­vis and cum­ming so hard I had to scream. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Sha­ne’s fri­end ca­me out of his room and wal­ked through to the kit­chen. He laughed as he wal­ked by and said to Sha­ne, “Sounds li­ke this bitch is in love.” We both laughed at that.
 I heard my pho­ne start to ding, but I igno­red it un­til af­ter Sha­ne ca­me. It took him awhi­le and we had to switch po­si­ti­ons to dog­gy style. On­ce we did though, he ca­me fast and hard. We’d just sett­led back in­to the couch and we­re get­ting rea­dy to light up a joint when my pho­ne din­ged again. I was in this to­tal hap­py space and I re­al­ly didn’t want to mo­ve, but some­how I managed to drag my pho­ne out of my bag. It was a text from Jen­ni­fer. It was long, but what it boi­led down to scared the shit out of me. She was pre­gnant and she was su­re it was Sha­ne’s.
 My heart went straight to my thro­at and I al­most had a pa­nic at­tack. I pi­cked up my stuff, told Sha­ne I had an emer­gen­cy and got the hell out. I was tex­ting her as I wal­ked down the steps to­ward the side­walk. Jen­ni­fer was re­al­ly frea­ked out and the last thing I wan­ted to tell her was that I’d just fu­cked Sha­ne.
 Just when I got to the side­walk, I heard a voi­ce say, “Hey, bitch!” I tur­ned and saw someo­ne, but be­fo­re I could even re­spond the­re we­re fists co­ming down on me. I tried to co­ver up, but they we­re co­ming so hard and so fast. I felt a cou­ple of pun­ches hit the side of my head and then a hand grab my hair as I went down. Then the­re we­re mo­re pun­ches and then I felt a foot go right in­to my sto­mach.
 All the air left me and I tried to suck in a breath, but I couldn’t. My chest had see­med to just stop wor­king. The­re was this wet me­tal­lic tas­te in my mouth and my hand stung from whe­re I’d scra­ped it on the side­walk, but all I could think about was try­ing to take a breath.
 Whoe­ver was hit­ting me had stop­ped and I could he­ar voi­ces ar­gu­i­ng back and forth. It was a guy and girl, but I couldn’t seem to fo­cus on what they we­re say­ing. I could on­ly lie the­re and try to brea­the.


Sex and Vi­o­lence

Ka­te
When I spo­ke to Cla­rence a few days la­ter about Ben, he didn’t ha­ve good news. Ap­pa­rent­ly, Ben had a lot of kinks, but wasn’t ve­ry open or sha­ring about them and didn’t li­ke the idea that I had someo­ne li­ke Cla­rence in my life. He ba­si­cal­ly was loo­king for just a re­gu­lar sin­gle girl to play out his fan­ta­sies with. Cla­rence said, “And con­si­de­ring some of tho­se fan­ta­sies in­clu­ded vi­o­lence and non-con­sen­su­al shit, I de­ci­ded he wasn’t re­al­ly someo­ne you could af­ford in your life.”

I’d li­ked Ben, but I al­so tru­s­ted Cla­rence to keep me safe. If Ben was a dan­ger, then he was out. We pi­cked up whe­re we left off with our date sche­me though. The idea being that be­si­des spen­ding time with Cla­rence, I’d al­so go out on­ce a week and pick up a guy. Most­ly it was be­cau­se Cla­rence just didn’t ha­ve mo­re than on­ce or twi­ce a week to see me and he knew my sex drive was enough that I would ha­ve hap­pi­ly had sex six or se­ven times a week.

But I al­so thought about Ben’s fan­ta­sy. He’d wan­ted to do a ‘play ra­pe’. I’d ne­ver re­al­ly thought about ra­pe as some­thing to ‘play’ with. Con­sent was con­sent and it was im­port­ant to me. Af­ter our date though, I’d be­gun to con­si­der an idea. Could someo­ne con­sent to gi­ve up their con­sent? Cla­rence and I chat­ted about it for awhi­le and we spent mo­re than a few eve­nings dis­cus­sing li­mits, con­sent and how we each felt about ra­pe. In the mean­ti­me, I fi­nal­ly got my date thing off the the ground and star­ted fin­ding a few guys. One guy I met at a bar out in the Ma­rigny. We went back to his place and had won­der­ful drun­ken sex. Two weeks la­ter, I met an­other guy and brought him back to my place. We fu­cked that night and the next mor­ning. Both men we­re a litt­le youn­ger than me, but not much and both we­re in­te­res­ted in seeing me again.

Af­ter Ben’s re­ac­ti­on, I de­ci­ded to hold off on tel­ling them about Cla­rence. Spring was rol­ling in and New Or­leans gets to be beau­ti­ful. As we got clo­ser to my daugh­ter’s gra­du­a­ti­on, I was star­ting to get gid­dy with ex­ci­te­ment. Things with Da­vid we­re at a fri­end­ly, but sta­gnant sta­ge and I don’t think he had any idea that I was going to drop the idea of di­vor­ce on him in a month or so.

One eve­ning, af­ter I’d just spent a so­lid hour on my back with my legs spread for Cla­rence, we sat on the couch, loun­ging and he as­ked ca­su­al­ly, “So, do you think you want to be ra­ped?” He win­ked when he said it, so I knew he meant the play ra­pe sce­na­rio. I guess I fea­red things get­ting out of hand mo­re than any­thing. Being tied up or played with rough was stuff that I’d al­rea­dy go­ne through. The idea of to­tal loss of con­trol is both frigh­tening and ex­hil­a­ra­ting. It’s a bit li­ke get­ting on a gi­ant rol­ler coas­ter. On­ce you’ve strap­ped in and the thing is mo­ving, all you can do is hang on and ho­pe that the ma­na­ge­ment has kept up on the main­te­nance.

I re-ite­ra­ted that I didn’t want to end up in the hos­pi­tal and I didn’t want my face mar­ked up. I as­ked if he’d do it and he said no, that it would al­ter the dy­na­mic that he and I had and he didn’t want to mess with that. In­s­tead, he said, he’d send a sur­ro­ga­te and in­struct him. We dis­cus­sed a few mo­re de­tails and in the end, he agreed to ar­ran­ge it.

For a few re­a­sons, we ar­ran­ged for me to get a ho­tel room. I got one key, my ‘at­ta­cker’ got the other. I was to spend the night in the ho­tel room and go about my busi­ness as though I we­re a tou­rist in town. I didn’t know when or how my stal­ker would stri­ke. I didn’t even know who it was, alt­hough, kno­wing Cla­rence, it would ha­ve to be someo­ne he had qui­te a bit of trust in.

The day of the big event rol­led around and I was ner­vous. I che­cked in to the ho­tel, cal­led Cla­rence to make su­re eve­r­y­thing was still go and then wai­ted. I’d brought an over­night bag with a cou­ple of chan­ges of clo­thes, so I de­ci­ded to put some­thing less ca­su­al on and go out for a drink. I was at a place in down­town New Or­leans, so I de­ci­ded to walk to a place not far from my room and catch some mu­sic. I kept loo­king for someo­ne who loo­ked fa­mi­li­ar. A few guys took this as a si­gnal that I was loo­king to get laid.

Af­ter awhi­le, I got ti­red of shooing guys away and hea­ded back to my ho­tel. On the way in, I or­de­red a bott­le of wi­ne for my room and fell as­leep with it half em­pty and an end­less loop of Law and Or­der epi­so­des play­ing on the TV.

Bang! I was sud­den­ly awa­ke. One hand over my mouth and one on my thro­at. The­re was a man stan­ding over me with a ski mask on. The on­ly light was co­ming from the TV, but I could tell he was black. I gas­ped for air, but his hand was on me tight enough that I could on­ly suck fu­ti­le­ly against him. He lea­ned over my face and said in a hea­vy voi­ce, “If you scream, I’ll cut you.”

The­re was some­thing fa­mi­li­ar to his voi­ce, but I hadn’t pla­ced it. His hand mo­ved from my mouth and I jer­ked away from him. Even though I in­tel­lec­tu­al­ly knew this was part of the who­le plan, I was still acting on in­stinct. I wasn’t fa­king try­ing to get away from him. I got free from him and went to the other side of the bed, try­ing to get away in that di­rec­ti­on. I was on­ly in my top and my un­der­we­ar that I’d fal­len as­leep in, but I thought about run­ning for the door.

He circled around quick­ly and drew a kni­fe, a short black blade. My fe­ar le­vel jum­ped about ten not­ches when I saw it. It was one thing to fa­ke a ra­pe, it was an­other to be ac­ci­den­tal­ly stab­bed whi­le it was hap­pe­ning. He clo­sed on me quick­ly and I con­si­de­red sc­re­a­ming. A kni­fe was just ta­king things too far for me.

Be­fo­re I could act though, he grab­bed me by the hair with his free hand and brought his knee up in to my sto­mach. Not as hard as he could ha­ve, I could tell, but it was enough to stop me in my tracks. I heard a whoosh of air co­me out of me and he hur­led me back on to the bed. Then he was on top of me. I felt my pan­ties go as he to­re them off with a sin­gle rip. He was on his knees, ho­ve­r­ing over me and I wat­ched him un­zip his pants. He mo­ved up, pin­ning my arms with his shoul­ders. He pul­led his cock through his zip­per and said, “Bi­te down and I’ll cut your fuck­ing tongue out. Start suck­ing.” His voi­ce was re­al­ly fa­mi­li­ar, but I couldn’t fo­cus with his cock pres­sing up against my mouth. Plus, I was still try­ing to get my brea­thing un­der con­trol af­ter get­ting the wind kno­cked out of me.

He wasn’t re­al­ly hard when we star­ted and the­re was on­ly so much I could do pin­ned down on the bed li­ke that. His prick star­ted to wa­ke up a bit though as I did my dis­trac­ted and frea­ked out best to gi­ve him a blow job.

Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes of that, with him hol­ding on tight­ly to my hair the who­le time, he de­ci­ded he wan­ted mo­re. He re­a­ched back and rough­ly jam­med two fin­gers in bet­ween my legs. I wasn’t ve­ry wet and he had to wig­gle them around force­ful­ly to get them in. I win­ced and cried out a litt­le just from the force he was using. Then he rol­led me over, pul­led me up to all fours by my hair with the hand hol­ding the kni­fe. He used his other hand to line up his cock be­hind me and he thrust his hips for­ward as he pul­led back on my hair. I knew I’d torn a litt­le the mo­ment he pushed for­ward. I star­ted to scream but be­fo­re he could even th­re­a­ten me to si­lence, I managed to bi­te it back a bit.

It took him a few stro­kes be­fo­re he could get all the way in­to me, as dry as I was. Each time he pushed for­ward hurt li­ke hell. My scalp was al­so on fi­re from his rough hair pul­ling. On­ce he’d pi­cked up a bit of a rhythm he let go of my hair, drop­ped the kni­fe next to him and grab­bed both my wrists out from un­der me and swept my arms back be­hind me, to­ward him.

My face went down to the bed and my arms ached as he pul­led them back to him li­ke reins on a hor­se. He was slam­ming his dick in­to me full force now and he was ha­ving to scoot for­ward be­cau­se his poun­ding was pushing me to­ward the top of the bed. My head even­tu­al­ly went up against the head­board and be­gan to bang against it.

“Tell me to cum in you,” he said, rat­her quiet­ly. I didn’t ans­wer other than my con­ti­nued muffled cries and gro­ans. “Tell me you want me to cum in you!” This time, the­re was an­ger.

 “Cum in me,” I said, my face obscu­red by pil­lows.
He pul­led back tight­ly on my arms, enough that I did scream in to the pil­lows as he ca­me. His cock ca­me out half­way through his or­gasm and ran up my ass crack. I could feel his se­men oo­zing out and run­ning down my ass. Then his full weight was on top of me, pushing me flat to the bed. He had the kni­fe again in one hand, zip­ping his pants with the other. His weight on me was so much that I couldn’t re­al­ly brea­the. I tried to bring my arms up, just to be ab­le to get my tor­so off the bed a bit. He put his face next to my ear and said, “I wasn’t here. This was just a bad dream. Go back to sleep.”

He mo­ved off me quick­ly and not ten se­conds la­ter, I heard the door open and shut. I just laid the­re for a few mi­nu­tes in a da­ze. I loo­ked at the clock. It was af­ter 3:30 in the mor­ning. Law and Or­der was still run­ning on the TV. I pul­led the co­vers up over me and cur­led in­to a ball. I was cry­ing, but mo­re out of sur­pri­se and phy­si­cal pain than any­thing el­se. Much li­ke a rol­ler coas­ter, when you’ve got­ten off of it and you look back, you try to tell your­self, ‘that was no big deal, I wasn’t re­al­ly scared’.

La­ter, I got up and took a bath. Eve­r­y­thing bet­ween my legs was aching and stin­ging. My head hurt whe­re he’d pul­led my hair and I’d pul­led a shoul­der muscle. I sank in to the warm wa­ter, thin­king about the cum lea­king out of me. It hit me then who my ra­pist was. It was Sam. Part­ly, I knew his voi­ce, but it was al­so his smell and his cock. No one thing ma­de me certain, but I knew it was him.

I didn’t no­ti­ce it till I got out of the bath. On the night­stand, he’d left the kni­fe. I sta­red at it for a few mi­nu­tes. It had a dull gray hand­le and a black blade. When I fi­nal­ly pi­cked it up, it felt all wrong. I tou­ched the blade and let out a ti­ny litt­le hys­te­ri­cal gig­gle. It was fa­ke. Just pla­stic.

The­re was no going back to sleep, but about a half hour la­ter, I got a call from Cla­rence. “You okay?” I told him that I was. “Did you…en­joy it?” I told him I wasn’t su­re. I’d let him know.

Two days la­ter I said, “Cla­rence, thank you for set­ting that up. It was re­al­ly un­i­que and I’m going to thank Sam too. I know it was him. He was rough with me, but loo­king back on it, I see that he had things pret­ty well un­der con­trol.” Cla­rence could sen­se a ‘but’ co­ming on, so he just wai­ted. “That said, I ne­ver want to do that again. It was fun to fan­ta­si­ze about, but in re­a­li­ty, even the put on fe­ar I went through was not fun at all. I li­ke the rough stuff, but re­al fe­ar isn’t en­jo­ya­ble at all.” He hug­ged me and told me that we’d ne­ver do that again.

I was so­re for a cou­ple of days. My pus­sy was out of com­mis­si­on, my shoul­der hurt li­ke hell and I al­so had a cram­ping li­ke pain. Af­ter a few days, when the cram­ping pain didn’t go away, I de­ci­ded to see a doc­tor. Some­thing wasn’t right.

The doc­tor con­firmed what I’d fea­red. Some­thing wasn’t right. It took a few tests to fi­gu­re out what was wrong, but it had nothing to do with the ra­pe play. I had a serious con­di­ti­on. One that was going to re­qui­re sur­ge­ry, a hos­pi­tal stay and long con­va­le­scence. I won’t get in­to the de­tails of my pro­blem here be­cau­se that’s not what this book is about, but I’ll just say that it was that thing that starts with a C that we all fe­ar and has tou­ched pro­ba­b­ly eve­r­yo­ne’s life in one way or an­other. What’s mo­re is, it comple­te­ly derai­led my plans to di­vor­ce Da­vid. In fact, it derai­led my en­ti­re life. Af­ter the dia­gno­sis and plans for tre­at­ment be­gan to get ar­ran­ged, I was forced to mo­ve back in with Da­vid. I was going to need a lot of care and a lot of help from my fa­mi­ly.

Wi­thin a mat­ter of weeks, my who­le life got upen­ded and nothing see­med to make any sen­se. All of my plans we­re das­hed. On top of all of it, the day be­fo­re my sur­ge­ry, my daugh­ter ca­me to me and drop­ped a mas­si­ve bomb on me. She said, “Mom, I’ve be­en wan­ting to tell you this for a long time. I know about you and Cla­rence.”


Out Of Con­trol

Jes­si­ca
I’d had the shit be­a­ten out of me. At first I thought it was going to be And­re’s ba­by ma­ma who’d do­ne it, even though I’d ne­ver tou­ched him. She’d just be­en so an­gry with us for being in their apart­ment. But it wasn’t her. I was dou­bled over on the ground, try­ing to catch my breath and when I loo­ked up, Sha­ne had pul­led the girl off of me and it was someo­ne I didn’t even re­co­gni­ze. Sha­ne got her away from me and I managed to get on my feet and get home okay.
 Thank­ful­ly, I was ab­le to hi­de it from my dad for a few hours whi­le I got clea­ned up. I told him that some stran­ger had mi­sta­ken me for someo­ne el­se and star­ted a fight. He didn’t en­ti­re­ly buy it, but the­re actu­al­ly was some truth to it. I found out la­ter from Sha­ne who it was. It was the gir­l­fri­end of the big guy I’d slept with a few weeks back, Sha­ne’s fri­end who’d just got­ten out of lock up. I didn’t even know the guy’s na­me, let alo­ne the fact that he had a gir­l­fri­end. My no­se was bloo­died, I had a nas­ty brui­se just be­low my eye and a big pur­ple splotch on my sto­mach.

On top of all that, Jen­ni­fer was pre­gnant. She ca­me over and we tal­ked about it. My face re­al­ly frea­ked her out and I had a hard time get­ting her to stop cry­ing about what had hap­pe­ned to us both. She knew she had to tell her pa­rents. She told me a few days la­ter that they we­re ar­ran­ging for her to get an ab­or­ti­on. She mis­sed a cou­ple of days of school along the way, but I al­ways cal­led or stop­ped in to check up on her.

Bet­ween that and try­ing to keep up with school to­ward the end of the year, I found that I was ha­ving a hard time seeing Sha­ne or anyo­ne el­se. I kept get­ting in­vi­ted over or to go out, but being in school and un­der my dad’s watch kept me in a spot whe­re I just had to keep say­ing no. Tony and Sam both tex­ted me and as­ked me to meet up and I had to say no to both of them, which was re­al­ly hard to do.

I managed to meet up with Sha­ne a cou­ple of times, but we on­ly got to fool around on­ce and it was li­ke a five mi­nu­te qui­ckie. I was back to ma­stur­ba­ting a lot. Most of the time I thought about Sha­ne. Some­ti­mes about Tony or Wes or Sam. A few times about tho­se guys that I fu­cked at Sha­ne’s place. I ha­ve to ad­mit that get­ting fu­cked from be­hind whi­le gi­ving an­other guy head was a re­al­ly big turn on.

Fi­nal­ly, just a month short of my gra­du­a­ti­on, I got a text from Sha­ne as­king me to co­me to a par­ty at his place on a Fri­day. It wor­ked out per­fect­ly. Jen­ni­fer said she’d fa­ke a sleep over for me so that I could stay out la­te. She didn’t want to go with me though. Her pa­rents hadn’t tech­ni­cal­ly groun­ded her, but they we­re gi­ving her a lot of grief. Bet­ween that and the pre­g­nan­cy, she wasn’t re­al­ly in the mood to par­ty much.

Sha­ne had as­ked me to dress up ni­ce for the par­ty, so I wore the white heels that Wes had got­ten me and litt­le black mi­ni with a green top. I’d got­ten my hair back to re­al­ly bright red and I did my lips up with a bright red lip­stick and I did my eyes up re­al­ly hea­vy with this al­most goth look. I loo­ked re­al­ly good. When I got to the par­ty, it was pret­ty slow. Sha­ne was the­re and so was one of the two guys I’d fu­cked from a cou­ple months back. I found out his na­me was Ben­ny, not Corn­rows, and when I got in­tro­du­ced to him he said, “Oh, I re­mem­ber your fi­ne white ass.” He said it with a grin that was half slea­zy, half char­ming. The­re we­re some other peo­ple the­re that I didn’t know too.

The par­ty got rol­ling and eve­r­y­thing see­med pret­ty chill. We smo­ked a litt­le, drank a litt­le. Some­whe­re along the line though, I got tal­ked in­to doing a shot of Pa­tron and that’s whe­re things got out of hand. I was drunk enough that things we­re get­ting a bit fuz­zy. I re­mem­ber that the par­ty was get­ting re­al­ly jum­ping and the­re we­re a ton of peo­ple the­re. Most­ly black folks, with a few white girls too. I re­mem­ber thin­king with a laugh that still I felt out of place, being white. Li­ke I was just a tou­rist in their lives. I can’t even imagi­ne how a white guy would’ve co­ped in that crowd.

At some point, someo­ne cle­a­red out the midd­le of the living room and got a dance floor going. The­re we­re about thir­ty peo­ple in the­re grin­ding. It was hot, swea­ty and smel­ly. Most of the guys had lost their shirts awhi­le back and be­fo­re long, the girls we­re ta­king their tops off. To be fair, it wasn’t me who star­ted it, but pret­ty soon, I had my tits co­ve­red in sweat from a half do­zen guys.

Things got blur­ri­er. I re­mem­ber dan­cing on a ta­ble with an­other girl and peo­ple shou­ting at us. The­re was a fight that bro­ke out at some point, but it en­ded pret­ty quick­ly and peo­ple we­re laug­hing. I re­mem­ber a skin­ny black guy in all de­nim rub­bing up on me a lot and cop­ping feels. I re­mem­ber ta­king a hit on a pipe and the room spin­ning and then blacking out.

When I ca­me to again, I was on the couch with my skirt hi­ked up and the guy in all de­nim had his hand bet­ween my legs and he was fin­ge­ring my pus­sy. I didn’t seem to care. I was in this to­tal ha­ze. I loo­ked around and saw Ben­ny tal­king with some guys not far away and Sha­ne was sit­ting in the chair next to me, as­leep. The par­ty see­med to ha­ve died out a bit.

The guy said to me, “I wan­na fuck.” I just nod­ded. I know that sounds ter­ri­ble, but I was re­al­ly fu­cked up and at the time, it just soun­ded ni­ce to be fu­cked. Any­thing el­se didn’t re­al­ly mat­ter. He pul­led me to my feet and we stum­b­led in­to the ba­throom. I could ba­re­ly stand. I re­a­li­zed my top and bra we­re mis­sing and I was in nothing but my shoes and my skirt pushed up. The skin­ny guy un­did his pants and sat on the toi­let seat lid. He rol­led a con­dom on to his hard dick which was thin and long, but bent so far that the it loo­ked li­ke a gi­ant let­ter “C”.

I star­ted to stradd­le him, but I re­a­li­zed I was to­tal­ly dry. I had to spit all over my hand and rub my­self to get him in. I ro­de him for awhi­le, but I re­al­ly don’t re­mem­ber much. I kind of gray­ed out again. Next thing I knew, I was sit­ting on the ed­ge of the tub, smo­king a ci­ga­ret­te. My ba­re ass against the por­ce­lain was cold. Sha­ne ca­me in and took a piss and I wat­ched him whi­le he did. The sight of his cock kind of wo­ke me back up a bit.

He loo­ked me up and down and said, “You fuck that nig­ga?” I nod­ded and shrug­ged, still wat­ching his pee. “You aight?” I nod­ded and shrug­ged again. “Why don’t you co­me out and do a bump with me?” I shrug­ged and nod­ded.

The coke hit me li­ke a bus. When I loo­ked around again, I saw the par­ty had pi­cked up a bit. The­re we­re new peo­ple the­re. I was sit­ting next to Sha­ne and I re­a­li­zed that I was still just wal­king around with no shirt on. A few peo­ple no­ti­ced, but most didn’t even seem to pay at­ten­ti­on. All rev­ved up now, I said to Sha­ne, “Let’s go fuck.”

Sha­ne loo­ked me up and down and then got up and led me in­to his room. He pee­led off my skirt and he slid his pants off. That thick soup can dick of his hung bet­ween his legs and I re­mem­ber how good it felt on­ce I’d managed to get it in me. I sat on the ed­ge of the bed and su­cked him whi­le I fin­ge­red my­self.

On­ce we we­re both good and rea­dy, he got me on his bed, on my back. With my knees pushed up to­ward my chest, he wrap­ped his arms around my shins and my back. He slip­ped a rub­ber on and his cock pushed in­to me. It took a few mi­nu­tes again for me to stretch to fit it. God, the­re’s nothing li­ke that fee­ling of fi­nal­ly get­ting a cock in you that you thought would ne­ver fit. He was poun­ding me hard enough that it hurt a litt­le bit, but bet­ween the coke and the boo­ze, I was loving it. I ca­me on him hard a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes la­ter and when I did I heard a hol­ler in the room. I loo­ked around and the­re we­re about five peo­ple wat­ching us.

The guy who’d hol­le­red, wal­ked up to me with a cup and said, “Damn girl, you lovin’ it. Take a drink.” He tip­ped his cup to my lips, Sha­ne still fuck­ing me. He pou­red in some Pa­tron and I gul­ped it down. My head swam and my bo­dy buz­zed. He said, “You just a big ole slut for that black dick, ain’t you, ba­by?” I grin­ned and nod­ded.

I loo­ked around at the guys wat­ching and found my­self get­ting wet all over again. I loved ha­ving them watch me. I felt my legs sprea­ding hig­her and wi­der, kno­wing they we­re loo­king. The guy stan­ding next to the one who had the pa­tron said to him, “Shit, that nig­ga don’t know how to fuck. I’d te­ar that shit up.”

I loo­ked right at him and said, “You think you can do bet­ter?” He loo­ked at his fri­end and then back at me and said, “Girl, I’ll te­ar your litt­le pus­sy up!” I kind of gray­ed out again af­ter that. The fee­ling of Sha­ne still fuck­ing me was in­cre­di­ble. I was so clo­se to cum­ming again. The next thing I re­mem­ber was him get­ting off of me.
 “Nooo,” I said, “Co­me back! I need that cock in me.” As Sha­ne clim­bed off, the other guy was the­re sud­den­ly, his pants around his knees. His cock smal­ler and thin­ner than Sha­ne’s.
 He loo­ked over at a cou­ple of guys and said, “Hold this bitch’s an­kles.” Then my legs we­re in the air and spread. He was on his knees, his legs spread wi­de as he put a con­dom on and slip­ped in­to me. De­spi­te the fact that he was a lot smal­ler, he felt re­al­ly good. He be­gan to pound in to me, all of his weight on his hands as he lea­ned over me. His breath was hea­vy with ci­ga­ret­tes and gin, but I can’t re­mem­ber his face at all. But I ca­me on him re­al­ly hard and I do re­mem­ber clut­ching at his ass, pul­ling him in tight to me. I heard peo­ple hol­le­ring again and the guy in­side me yel­led, “Oh ye­ah, see that’s how you tap white pus­sy.” I heard him high five someo­ne. Then I gray­ed out again.
 I know the­re was mo­re sex. I think I’d cum again but I wasn’t su­re. I slept for a bit. When I wo­ke up again, I was on my sto­mach and the­re was a pin­ching, stin­ging fee­ling in my ass and when I loo­ked back, Ben­ny, the guy I’d cal­led Corn­rows, was fuck­ing my ass. He was in the midd­le of say­ing some­thing to me and I re­a­li­zed we’d be­en tal­king whi­le we fu­cked but I had no clue what we’d be­en tal­king about. I was to­tal­ly lost.
 Ben­ny ti­red out a mi­nu­te la­ter, wi­thout cum­ming. He pul­led out of me, pul­led off his con­dom and wal­ked out. A mi­nu­te la­ter, my bo­dy went in­to to­tal re­volt. I shot out of bed and ran to the ba­throom. Thank­ful­ly, the­re was no one el­se using it. I sat down on the toi­let and had mas­si­ve di­arr­hea. My sto­mach cram­ped up bad and then I star­ted get­ting nau­seous too. The smell was ma­king me gag.
 I sat the­re in a da­ze, let­ting my bo­dy do its thing for awhi­le. I couldn’t form a straight thought. My pus­sy was swol­len and ting­ling. When I fi­nal­ly got my act to­gether and step­ped out of the ba­throom, Sha­ne was the­re. He han­ded me a shot, a pill and a glass of wa­ter. I took all three wi­thout as­king any ques­ti­ons. The shot was mo­re Pa­tron and I was sur­pri­sed that it actu­al­ly felt good going down. I craw­led back in­to Sha­ne’s bed and in mo­ments I was out. I slept re­al­ly hard the way you can on­ly do when you’ve taken a serious dow­ner.
 I wo­ke up at some point la­ter and I was pushed to one side of the bed. The­re was a cou­ple in the bed next to me, a hea­vy set black guy and girl. They we­re going at it hard, dog­gy style. I wat­ched them si­lent­ly for a few mi­nu­tes and then, de­spi­te the girl’s re­al­ly loud mo­ans, I fell back to sleep. Sha­ne wo­ke me up and the­re was some piz­za on a nap­kin in his hand. He han­ded me a sli­ce. I felt so much bet­ter af­ter ea­ting and slee­ping for a bit. We shared a 40 whi­le we ate and sat on his bed. Then he pas­sed me a tray and I did a line of coke.
 A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, I was on top of the world again and try­ing hard to fit Sha­ne’s cock in my mouth. As much as I li­ked the guy, gi­ving him blow jobs was just point­less. His dick was just too fat for my mouth. Sha­ne must ha­ve be­en used to that though. He even­tu­al­ly stood up from the bed and jer­ked off over me.He ca­me right on my tongue and I swal­lo­wed down eve­ry drop. “Fuck, I love that big black dick of yours.”
 “Go suck off Ben­ny now. He was too high to get off be­fo­re.” I nod­ded and went out and found Ben­ny on the couch. He was half as­leep and wat­ching car­to­ons. The­re we­re other peo­ple in the room, may­be five. I de­ci­ded that I li­ked ha­ving an au­die­nce be­fo­re, so I was just going to suck Ben­ny off right the­re in living room. A few peo­ple wat­ched as I ca­me out of Sha­ne’s room na­ked and just craw­led on top of Ben­ny and un­zip­ped his pants. Then I scoo­ted down on the couch on all fours and pul­led his cock out. It still tas­ted li­ke la­tex but I didn’t care.
 He wo­ke up fast and his cock got re­al­ly hard, re­al­ly quick­ly. I was get­ting in­to suck­ing him off. His cock was this per­fect size for my thro­at. I could get a lot of him in nor­mal­ly and I could al­most de­ep thro­at his who­le shaft, down to the balls. But then, the front door open and two peo­ple wal­ked in. They said some­thing li­ke, “God damn, didn’t know the­re was gon­na be a show!” But I wasn’t pay­ing any at­ten­ti­on. In­s­tead, what caught my at­ten­ti­on was the weird oran­ge light co­ming through the door.
 “What time is it?” I said to Ben­ny.
 “I don’t know. Se­ven?”
 How the fuck had dawn rol­led around? But then I stop­ped and thought back. I’d got­ten here la­te and I slept hea­vi­ly af­ter I took that dow­ner. It wasn’t 7 am, it was 7 pm the next day. I got up and ran back to Sha­ne’s room, loo­king for my stuff. I couldn’t find any of it ex­cept for my top and it was co­ve­red in beer and the­re was a ci­ga­ret­te burn through it. Worst of all was that I couldn’t find my pho­ne or my fa­vo­ri­te white high heels.
 I had to bor­row sweats and flip flops from Sha­ne and go home loo­king li­ke I was home­less. When I got home, my dad was fuck­ing out of con­trol. I thought he was going to hit me. Ap­pa­rent­ly, they’d be­en out loo­king for me and we­re con­si­de­ring cal­ling the po­li­ce. Jen­ni­fer had co­ve­red for me, thank­ful­ly, and said that she on­ly knew that I’d snuck out for a par­ty, but didn’t know whe­re. She was in trou­ble with her pa­rents too.
 As the boo­ze han­go­ver ki­cked in and the coke buzz was comple­te­ly fa­ded and my dad was yel­ling at me, all I could think about was how it su­cked that I’d had to bail so sud­den­ly from the par­ty. I had an­other mo­ment of cla­ri­ty then. I saw things re­al­ly cle­ar­ly. I re­al­ly li­ked all sex I was ha­ving, but Sha­ne and his fri­ends didn’t gi­ve a shit about me and wouldn’t care if any­thing hap­pe­ned to me. As much as I li­ked Sha­ne, he was wor­se for me than Wes was. At le­ast Wes had a perver­se sen­se of ow­ner­ship over me. To Sha­ne and Ben­ny, I was just a hood rat slut to be used up.
 My dad was still yel­ling at me, and I was say­ing yes, no and sor­ry whe­re I should, but any­thing he could say wasn’t as bad as how I was al­rea­dy star­ting to feel in­side. I re­al­ly li­ked the sex. I don’t care what anyo­ne says, I think it’s okay for me to fuck mul­ti­ple guys. If I’m a slut, then I’m a proud slut.
 But at the sa­me time, I was awa­re that I was living this hid­den life that no one would ap­pro­ve of or sup­port me in, that I was put­ting my­self in phy­si­cal dan­ger and ta­king stu­pid risks. Part of me al­so knew that I had to start get­ting away from the drugs. Mo­re than any­thing, the drugs we­re the pro­blem. As much as I re­al­ly li­ked doing them and as good as I felt on them, I was star­ting to re­a­li­ze the cost that ca­me along with them.
 I was groun­ded for the rest of the school year. I could see Jen­ni­fer but on­ly if she ca­me to vi­sit me and she was groun­ded her­self for a week. My pa­rents didn’t know about all the sex and drugs, but they knew I’d be­en out drin­king all night and in­to the next day and I’m su­re my mom knew that I’d be­en with a guy. I was ab­le to con­fess to enough re­al stuff that my dad didn’t ask too ma­ny ques­ti­ons about sex or drugs. What would he do if he knew his daugh­ter had just be­en with a bunch of black guys? Even as he yel­led at me, I had this gro­wing ball of an­ger to­ward him about his ra­cism. I knew he was yel­ling at me for being out all night, for not cal­ling, for drin­king.
 But all I could he­ar in his voi­ce was ‘You we­re slee­ping with nig­gers.’ I couldn’t wait to get out of that hou­se and away from him. Over the next week, I slow­ly re­co­ve­red. My mom said that I could get an­other pho­ne when my being groun­ded was do­ne. She al­so sug­ge­s­ted I con­si­der get­ting a job. She took me in for a fresh round of STD tes­ting and thank­ful­ly didn’t ask too ma­ny ques­ti­ons. Eve­r­y­thing ca­me back clean.
 I al­so wat­ched and wai­ted for my pe­ri­od with mo­re than a litt­le an­xie­ty. Eve­r­yo­ne had worn con­doms that I re­mem­be­red, but I was re­al­ly pa­ra­no­id about what I couldn’t re­mem­ber. The truth was, I’m not su­re how ma­ny guys I fu­cked that night. I think it was four: de­nim guy, Sha­ne, Ben­ny and that other guy. But I re­al­ly don’t know. If I didn’t know whe­ther or not I’d had sex, I couldn’t be su­re I was safe. But my pe­ri­od ca­me right on time a few days la­ter and I felt a hu­ge weight lift off of me.
 A few days af­ter that, my mom ca­me to our hou­se, got us all to­gether and drop­ped ma­jor news. I thought she was going to say that she and dad we­re di­vor­cing and her mo­ve out was per­ma­nent. In­s­tead, she told us she had can­cer and was going to ha­ve to mo­ve back in whi­le she dealt with it. Pro­ba­b­ly not life th­re­a­tening, but de­fi­ni­te­ly life al­te­ring.
 It took me a good week to get my head around all of it. I fo­cu­sed on school and got rea­dy for my fi­nals. My mom mo­ved back in gra­du­al­ly but the change with my dad was im­me­di­a­te. It was li­ke he’d some­how found his pur­po­se in life. Eve­r­y­thing be­ca­me about hel­ping mom. I didn’t see him in his ga­ra­ge for weeks. He was clea­ning, coo­king, ar­ran­ging things for eve­r­yo­ne. He was li­ke a TV dad all of a sud­den.
 With the serious­ness of the sur­ge­ry ap­proa­ching and eve­r­y­thing el­se that had hap­pe­ned, I felt li­ke I owed my mom some ho­nes­ty. The day be­fo­re her sur­ge­ry, I ap­proa­ched her and told her that I knew she’d be­en chea­ting with Cla­rence.
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When I told my mom that I knew about her and Cla­rence, I didn’t get the re­spon­se I ex­pec­ted. I’d told her be­cau­se she was going to be ha­ving a sur­ge­ry and I wan­ted her to feel li­ke I was on her side and that she had at le­ast one per­son she could share her se­cret with. I told her that I’d spo­ken with him and that we’d be­co­me fri­ends even. I thought it would make her hap­py.

In­s­tead, she kind of fro­ze up and got ve­ry quiet. Then she got an­gry. At first I thought it was at me, but the mo­re she went on, I could see she was an­gry with Cla­rence. For a se­cond, I thought she was going to ask me if I’d fu­cked him. I could see it on her face. I would ha­ve hap­pi­ly told her the truth, that I hadn’t, even if it was al­so true that I wan­ted mo­re from Cla­rence then fri­end­ship. But she didn’t ask and I didn’t vol­un­teer it. I thought any­thing I told her from the­re would just make her an­grier.

She shut me out af­ter that. She’d talk to me as my mom, but not my fri­end. I was told that I was not to ha­ve any con­tact with Cla­rence, not even texts. My mom said she’d speak to Cla­rence about me and that I didn’t ha­ve to wor­ry about it.

I felt ter­ri­ble. I’d do­ne the op­po­si­te of what I’d wan­ted to do. Alt­hough her sur­ge­ry went okay, she ca­me home to­tal­ly bro­ken and down. She’d lost her in­de­pen­dence, she was ha­ving to spend a ton of time with my dad whi­le she had fur­ther tre­at­ments and was try­ing to get bet­ter. I knew the­re was no way she was seeing Cla­rence and now I’d ma­de things wor­se.

I gra­dua­ted from school with a de­cent GPA and things we­re all set for me to start up at UNO in the Fall. But the sum­mer was going to be long and ugly. Our fa­mi­ly had our usu­al trip out to the sum­mer hou­se with our grand­pa­rents and cou­sins and stuff, but with my mom sick, my dad de­ci­ded to stay home with her. They wan­ted us to go though, so Ke­vin dro­ve us out the­re.

The drive out was a litt­le awk­ward at first, with just the two of us. I was ner­vous about this trip sin­ce things had be­en so weird last sum­mer. I knew Ke­vin wan­ted to get in my pants, but that didn’t re­al­ly bo­ther me. He hadn’t re­al­ly be­en ve­ry cree­py about it, in fact, it was al­most sweet. He al­so had a bit of a crush on Al­li­son, our cou­sin that he’d foo­led around with last Sum­mer. I was sur­pri­sed that Ke­vin brought some of it up on the ri­de. “I ha­ven’t be­en in touch with Al­li­son in months,” he said, soun­ding ea­ger. “I ho­pe we can all hang at the lake li­ke we did last year.”

I laughed. “Ye­ah, I’ll bet you do.” That ca­me out hars­her than I meant it to.
 “Hey. I get it. She’s my cou­sin, she’s ol­der than me, and this is just fuck­ing around. But I li­ke her. I know it’s not re­al­ly right, but it’s not li­ke we’re going to ha­ve kids to­gether or some­thing, so who cares, right?” He loo­ked at me in a way that ma­de me re­mem­ber what he loo­ked li­ke when we we­re in the tub to­gether as kids.
 “Ha­ve you jer­ked off to that vi­deo that you shot of me and Je­re­my?” The ques­ti­on ca­me out of my mouth li­ke a club swung at his head.
 “I era­sed tho­se files af­ter I sent them off.” He was loo­king straight ahead.
 “Re­al­ly? You re­al­ly got rid of them?”
 He took a few se­conds to re­spond, but when he did, he loo­ked me in the eye. “Ye­ah, I did. They’re go­ne. But, ye­ah, I beat off to them whi­le I was up­loa­ding eve­r­y­thing.” I nod­ded. What can you say when your bro­ther just told you that he beat off to a vi­deo of you ha­ving sex?
 The ca­bin was the usu­al mess of peo­ple. This time it see­med to be even mo­re crow­ded and the­re we­re peo­ple the­re that I’d ne­ver even met. Se­cond cou­sins, peo­ple’s new wi­ves, hus­bands, gir­l­fri­ends, fri­ends. Bet­ween the hou­se itself, two big RVs and a litt­le ca­bin that was on the pro­per­ty too, the­re must ha­ve be­en 25 of us out the­re.
 Our cou­sins Al­li­son, Boyd and Rick we­re al­rea­dy the­re when we got the­re. They’d be­en the­re for a cou­ple of days. They’d be­en to their spot whe­re they got high and fu­cked al­rea­dy and Boyd and Rick we­re tal­king about ta­king a short drive to do some hun­ting and wan­ted Ke­vin to co­me along. He re­luc­tant­ly agreed and I en­ded up spen­ding the day with Al­li­son.
 If any­thing, she’d got­ten cra­zi­er sin­ce the last time we’d se­en her. She had at le­ast two new tat­toos. Her shoul­der length blon­de hair had the­se cra­zy long pur­ple stre­aks in them. She had two new lip pier­cings.
 She threw a whis­key flask in­to her bag and we hea­ded down to the lake. Most­ly we chat­ted about school, mu­sic, the usu­al bull­shit. But as the whis­key we we­re sha­ring star­ted to work on me, I star­ted con­fes­sing some of the bad stuff I’d be­en up to la­te­ly. I left out a few de­tails, the amount of drugs, the fact that I’d fu­cked four guys in one day, that kind of stuff. But it still got Al­li­son all ex­ci­ted. “I ne­ver would ha­ve gues­sed you had such a bad girl stre­ak in you, Jes­si­ca,” she said with a grin whi­le we we­re in waist de­ep wa­ter. “And you’re all hoo­ked on the dark meat too! You tramp!”
 She was still in col­le­ge. She said she had a boyfri­end but that they we­re con­ti­nu­al­ly brea­king up and get­ting back to­gether. So much so, she said, that she wasn’t su­re what their actu­al sta­tus was at the mo­ment. We finis­hed off the flask and splas­hed in the wa­ter. Al­li­son was ea­sy to get along with and I felt li­ke she was pro­ba­b­ly one of the few girls I knew who was as pro­mis­cuous as I was.
 It was on­ly mid­day, but it was hot and we’d had a bit to drink so we hea­ded back. When we got ne­ar the hou­se, Al­li­son di­ver­ted us to­ward one of the RVs. “I think Mr. Han­ner­man is in the­re.” We step­ped in to the gi­ant RV. It was one of tho­se ones that loo­ked li­ke a hou­se in­side. Mr. Han­ner­man was in a booth on the couch wat­ching TV in swim trunks, a t-shirt and a ba­thro­be, sip­ping at a beer. The­re we­re three em­pty beer bott­les in front of him. Mr. Han­ner­man was, I think, my grand­mo­ther’s half bro­ther. I ha­ve no idea what that ma­de him in re­la­ti­on to me or Al­li­son. He was in his fif­ties and had a thick mat of gray and white hair po­king up from the col­lar of his un­ders­hirt. He was al­most comple­te­ly bald and had a thick set of stub­ble on his face. Al­li­son plop­ped down next to him, whi­le I stood be­si­de the ta­ble, un­su­re of what she had plan­ned.
 “Hey Mr. Han­ner­man, how’s it going?”
 His eyes went from her tits to bet­ween her legs, then over to my tits. “Goin’ okay. What are you girls up to?”
 “Oh, we we­re out at the lake, but my flask ran dry. Won­de­ring if I could get some whis­key.” She ga­ve him a devi­lish grin. He eyed her again and then loo­ked back at me.
 “I don’t know…”
 “Jes­si­ca will show you her tits if you gi­ve us some.” She grin­ned, his eyes got hu­ge and my jaw fell open. “Co­me on, Jes­si­ca, show him your tits. He’s be­en loo­king at me for years and I’ve ne­ver se­en him look at me the way he’s ey­ing your tits.” She grin­ned even wi­der.
 “That’s not true!” He said, try­ing to sound in­di­gnant.
 Al­li­son laughed. “Oh Mr. Han­ner­man, it’s okay. I knew you we­re loo­kin’. Half the time, it’s why I bent over!” She laughed again. “Co­me on, Jess, show him. Your tits are ama­zing. Be­si­des, all Mr. Han­ner­man’s got to look at is Mrs. Han­ner­man. You se­en her tits? They look li­ke a pair of socks with a ba­se­ball in ‘em.” She was al­most dou­bled over in laugh­ter.
 Mr. Han­ner­man chuck­led. “Ye­ah, they ain’t what they used to be, that’s for su­re.” He took an­other big swig of beer. I sig­hed and ga­ve Al­li­son a nas­ty look. I was about to say some­thing that pro­ba­b­ly would ha­ve hurt Mr. Han­ner­man’s fee­lings, but Al­li­son jum­ped in.
 “Hey! Af­ter all the dir­ty shit we’ve tal­ked about to­day, all the shit you’ve do­ne,” she poin­ted the flask at me as she tal­ked, “is sho­wing your tits to a guy re­al­ly that big a deal?” She had a point. I sig­hed again, and shrug­ged out of the shoul­der straps on my biki­ni and star­ted pul­ling it down. Al­li­son squea­led with hap­pi­ness and jum­ped off the couch. As I star­ted to pull my top down, with Mr. Han­ner­man sta­ring li­ke he was in a tran­ce, Al­li­son ca­me up be­si­de me.
 My tits we­re out and Al­li­son lea­ned down and kis­sed one nipp­le, then squea­led again and laughed and loo­ked to Mr. Han­ner­man. “Aren’t they hot?” She tur­ned and poin­ted over the ref­ri­ge­ra­tor. “Li­quor up here?” He nod­ded and she rifled out a bott­le of whis­key.
 This weird, cree­py fee­ling ca­me over me. I can’t say I was tur­ned on, be­cau­se I wasn’t. At the sa­me time, I im­me­di­a­te­ly flas­hed back to that fee­ling I’d had when I was being fu­cked by Sha­ne and tho­se peo­ple we­re wat­ching me. I li­ked being se­en, being sta­red at being  ex­po­sed. I found my­self not rus­hing to put my top back on.
 Al­li­son ca­me back to the ta­ble and star­ted fil­ling her flask. Some­thing caught her eye and she loo­ked down. “Wow, that’s qui­te a bo­ner you ha­ve the­re, Mr. Han­ner­man.” She grin­ned up at me. He fum­b­led with his ro­be, try­ing to hi­de his hard on from her. She pas­sed the flask and bott­le to me to finish fil­ling and said to him, “Can I see it?” The puz­zled look on his face said it all. “No re­al­ly,” she said, lea­ning clo­ser to him, “Pull it out, I wan­na see.”
 He loo­ked at us back and forth and then re­a­ched down. I couldn’t see with the ta­ble in the way, but she ma­de a ‘oooh’ noi­se and smi­led. “Has Mrs. Han­ner­man drai­ned that la­te­ly?” He shook his head slow­ly and I could see he was star­ting to get a less bas­h­ful look on his face. It that look on his face a guy gets when you know he is going to need to get off, one way or an­other. “Hmm,” she fa­ked being ve­ry serious and thought­ful. “Tell you what, you gi­ve us that who­le bott­le of of whis­key to take with us and you can fuck eit­her one of us.”
 “What the fuck! No way!” I shou­ted at her. That was going too far for me.
 Al­li­son just laughed again though. “Okay, she’ll get na­ked and you can fuck me. Deal?”
 “That’s a fuck­ing deal. You got­ta keep your mouth shut about this though.” He was scoo­ting out from be­hind the booth.
 Al­li­son star­ted strip­ping down and loo­ked at me, “Get na­ked, bitch,” she said with a gle­am in her eye. I laughed, took a swig of whis­key and drop­ped my bot­toms. Mr. Han­ner­man grab­bed Al­li­son by the hand and star­ted lea­ding her to­ward the back of the RV, but she stop­ped him and said, “No, I want you to fuck me right here. I’m gon­na bend over this ta­ble.”
 She lea­ned over, put her chest flat on the ta­ble, pushing the beer bott­les out of the way. She got up on the balls of her feet and ar­ched her ass up in the air. She loo­ked so pret­ty, her legs all fle­xed, her butt up high. Her ti­ny tits we­re pres­sed flat against the ta­ble and she loo­ked at me and said, “Go lock the door then co­me back here. I want to look at you whi­le he fucks me.”
 For what­ever re­a­son, I found that idea re­al­ly hot. I skip­ped over na­ked, lo­cked the door and hop­ped back to the booth. I craw­led in to one side and wat­ched as Mr. Han­ner­man mo­ved be­hind her and drop­ped his big red swim trunks to the floor. His who­le mid-sec­ti­on was co­ve­red in white and grey hair. His cock was pink and small, may­be five in­ches. Ho­nest­ly, he was a litt­le gross. I guess I didn’t care much be­cau­se Al­li­son loo­ked so pret­ty. “I ain’t got no rub­ber,” he said, alt­hough it soun­ded mo­re li­ke he was let­ting her know he was going to con­ti­nue any­way.
 She said, “I’m not on the pill. So fuck my ass in­s­tead. Find some­thing for lu­be.” She stayed bent over and he di­s­ap­pea­red for a se­cond and ca­me back with a lar­ge bott­le of some­thing. It was on­ly when I smel­led it that I re­a­li­zed he’d put hair con­di­ti­o­ner on his cock. Al­li­son grin­ned at me, bent over and whi­s­pe­red, “He’s gon­na fuck my ass whi­le you watch.” He spread her ti­ny litt­le ass cheeks and pushed for­ward in­to her. Her smi­le va­nis­hed and she gr­un­ted as he pe­ne­tra­ted her. He grab­bed her hips and star­ted poun­ding in­to her, sha­king the ta­ble. She kept say­ing “fuck, fuck, fuck,” eve­ry time he slam­med for­ward.
 She loo­ked up at me and said, “Put a leg up here.” I lif­ted my left leg up on to the ta­ble and she slid her face over the ed­ge of the ta­ble and loo­ked down at my pus­sy. “Mmm. That’s pret­ty. Touch it for me.” I ran two fin­gers over my la­bia, alongsi­de my clit. She wat­ched for a mi­nu­te and then clo­sed her eyes and bit her lip from the poun­ding that Mr. Han­ner­man was gi­ving her.
 Al­li­son re­a­ched out, her eyes still clo­sed, and grab­bed my leg, pul­ling my foot to her. Then, wi­thout a pau­se, she stuck my first two to­es in­to her mouth and star­ted suck­ing on them. My feet we­ren’t fil­thy, but they we­ren’t clean eit­her. I wat­ched, fa­s­ci­na­ted as she su­cked on them, her head rocking and jer­king as she was fu­cked. My foot in her mouth was some­thing I would ne­ver imagi­ned in a mil­li­on years.
 Mr. Han­ner­man didn’t last long. In less than five mi­nu­tes, it was over. She pushed back against him as he ca­me in her ass and she let out a long low sigh whi­le he gr­un­ted at the cei­ling.
 He pul­led out and step­ped in­to the ba­throom, I’m as­s­u­ming to clean his dick off. The who­le room smel­led li­ke hair con­di­ti­o­ner. We both got dres­sed. I re­a­li­zed as I put my bot­tom on that I was wet. I wasn’t su­re from what though. As we we­re get­ting rea­dy to lea­ve, Mr. Han­ner­man ca­me out of the ba­throom and Al­li­son held up the bott­le of whis­key to him. “You keep me in whis­key, Mr. Han­ner­man, and I’ll make su­re you get off.”
 She smi­led at him as we left, but he had a serious look on his face. Whis­key and sex wasn’t a laug­hing mat­ter for him. As we wal­ked out, I won­de­red if he’d chea­ted on Mrs. Han­ner­man be­fo­re or how ma­ny other peo­ple Al­li­son had se­du­ced that way. I had the flask in one hand, she had the bott­le and we held hands as we wal­ked back to­ward the lake. She stop­ped smi­ling for a mi­nu­te as we hea­ded back and she said, “Re­mem­ber last sum­mer when Rick and Boyd and your bro­ther fu­cked me?” I nod­ded. “You wat­ching me was the hot­test part of that. That’s why I wan­ted you to watch to­day.”
 I think af­ter that, I had a small crush on Al­li­son my­self. The­re wasn’t re­al­ly a chan­ce for any­thing el­se to hap­pen with her that trip. She left the next day and Rick and Boyd left ear­ly when Boyd sprai­ned his an­kle. The last night Ke­vin and I we­re at the ca­bin, we stayed up la­te play­ing cards and wor­king on that bott­le of whis­key. We we­re in the sa­me bed again, li­ke we had be­en last year and I could just feel him gi­ving off the­se vi­bes at me, li­ke guys do when you can tell they want to make a mo­ve on you and are wai­ting for the right time.
 I’d ma­de it cle­ar to him that I wasn’t going to fuck him, but if he did what he did last year, he’d just end up wai­ting till I was as­leep and then jer­king off in­to a sock next to me. As I lay the­re on my side, fa­cing away from him, I could feel him. He was lay­ing the­re awa­ke, wai­ting for me to gi­ve him some in­di­ca­ti­on that I was as­leep. I thought about Al­li­son then. About how she just didn’t seem to gi­ve a shit. I couldn’t ever be ex­act­ly li­ke her, but may­be I could take a les­son or two. Wi­thout tur­ning over, I said, “Ke­vin.”
 “Ye­ah.”
 “You’re wai­ting to beat off.” It wasn’t a ques­ti­on and he didn’t say any­thing. “I don’t li­ke you doing it whi­le I’m as­leep. It’s cree­py.”
 “I’m sor­ry. I won’t any­mo­re.”
 I sig­hed. “I just mean, do it if you’re going to do it. It’s not li­ke I don’t know, so why try to be a sneaky fu­cker about it?”
 He didn’t say any­thing again. The­re was this awk­ward si­lence. I was in a over­si­zed t-shirt and pan­ties.I sig­hed again and hi­ked my shirt up and pul­led my pan­ties half way down. Being on my side, sort of cur­led up, he had a view of my butt.
 “Do it. You can cum on me. Just don’t get it on the sheets and don’t touch me, okay?” The­re was may­be a three se­cond pau­se be­fo­re I could he­ar him ma­stur­ba­ting. Wi­thin a mi­nu­te he was on his side be­hind me, the bed gent­ly sha­king. I felt the warm splat­ter of his cum on my hips and ass. He stifled a mo­an as he ca­me. I wai­ted till he was comple­te­ly do­ne, then I got up, went to the ba­throom and care­ful­ly wi­ped my­self up then craw­led back in­to bed. When I got back he was al­rea­dy drow­sy. “Bet­ter? Got it out of your sys­tem?”
 He ga­ve me a shy, em­bar­ras­sed smi­le. Sud­den­ly, it was all okay bet­ween he and I. Ye­ah, my bro­ther has weird in­cest fan­ta­sies about me, but he’s al­so a re­al­ly sweet guy and I love him. If it re­al­ly does it for him to jerk off thin­king about me and all I ha­ve to do is lay the­re for a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes, I’m okay with that.
 I al­so saw in Al­li­son some­thing that was li­ke me, but ve­ry dif­fe­rent. She li­ked sex li­ke I did, but she al­so was re­al­ly ea­ger to use it as a tool or a wea­pon. That’s some­thing that I think I was star­ting to shy away from. I didn’t want to ma­ni­pu­la­te peo­ple with my se­xu­a­li­ty. I just wan­ted to ex­press it. When we got back, I re­al­ly wan­ted to tell Cla­rence about my ex­pe­ri­ences. I had to sett­le for Jen­ni­fer for though. She was a gre­at fri­end, but I was al­rea­dy re­al­ly mis­sing his voi­ce, his thoughts and ideas. I was ha­ving all the­se neat new ex­pe­ri­ences and felt li­ke I should ha­ve someo­ne to sound them off of. It should ha­ve be­en my mom or Cla­rence, but now I couldn’t talk to eit­her of them.


White Trash

Jes­si­ca
The rest of my sum­mer was stran­ge, ve­ry stran­ge. With my mom home, but she and I not tal­king much and my dad play­ing nur­se, I found my­self fin­ding ex­cu­ses to stay away. I was going to be star­ting up at UNO in a few months and I be­gan thin­king about fin­ding a room­ma­te. Of cour­se, that meant get­ting a job. Some­thing I’d avoi­ded doing up un­til now. One day, Jen­ni­fer and I serious­ly sat and tal­ked about doing pro­sti­tu­ti­on of some sort. But that fell apart pret­ty quick. Be­si­des all the trou­ble we’d be­en in re­cent­ly, which was enough to scare us both away from that idea, we al­so just didn’t know what we we­re doing. Wes had re­al­ly hand­led that stuff and we we­re just two clue­less girls.

I en­ded up ap­p­ly­ing around to pla­ces with Jen­ni­fer and we both got re­tail jobs, though not at the sa­me place. I got work with a chain place down in the Quar­ter. It was going to suck to ha­ve to bus down all the time and I star­ted to think about get­ting my dri­vers li­cen­se. Jen­ni­fer al­rea­dy had hers, but no car. It meant bum­ming a lot of ri­des, busing or get­ting a bike. Biking to UNO was pos­si­ble but it was a bit far. All of it just mo­ti­va­ted me though. I wan­ted to mo­ve out and live clo­ser to school.

Sha­ne tex­ted me a few times, but I didn’t text him back. I knew he was loo­king to hook up and as much as I loved that bo­dy and that cock of his, it just felt li­ke it was ris­king too much. If I went over the­re, I’d drink, then smo­ke, then do who the fuck knows what el­se.

Not long af­ter I got my job, Es­sence Fest rol­led around. It’s a hu­ge R&B fes­ti­val over the Fourth of Ju­ly week­end in New Or­leans. We get some pret­ty big ar­tists in for it and it pulls in a ton of tou­rists, most­ly black folks. With all the ce­le­bri­ties in town and the shows, the­re are al­ways a ton of par­ties. If you work down in the Quar­ter you al­so end up wor­king a lot of ex­tra hours be­cau­se of the crowds. I was still pret­ty new and I was wor­king the floor. Things we­re pret­ty hec­tic and I was going to be the­re till clo­se.

The­se two re­al­ly ama­zin­gly hot black girls we­re loo­king through some clo­thes. They had four guys with them who we­re ob­vious­ly along for the ri­de. They kept going in and out for ci­ga­ret­tes whi­le the girls shop­ped. Fi­nal­ly, as the girls we­re hea­ding to the re­gis­ter, one of them ca­me up to my co-wor­ker, Ter­ra, and tal­ked to her for a mi­nu­te, han­ded her some­thing, then ca­me over to me.

“Hey, I was tal­king to your fri­end the­re. I thought you two might li­ke to co­me to a par­ty we’re ha­ving to­night down at the W. Might be some big na­mes the­re.” He han­ded me a busi­ness sized card, but it loo­ked mo­re li­ke a par­ty in­vi­te. He loo­ked around at some of the other em­ploy­ees. “Just you and your fri­end though. That card will get you in.” He was cute, but he ba­re­ly ma­de eye con­tact with me and I got the im­pres­si­on, they we­re just loo­king to get girls to show up.

La­ter, at clo­sing, Ter­ra and I tal­ked and de­ci­ded we’d stop by. She had a car and said she could drive me home. I tex­ted my mom and told her that some co-wor­kers and I we­re going to a par­ty. She said I had un­til one to get home. We we­ren’t dres­sed for a par­ty, but we we­ren’t dum­py loo­king eit­her sin­ce the sto­re wan­ted us to look good for work. We took a few mi­nu­tes to reapp­ly our makeup and then hea­ded off for the W. It was a pret­ty de­cent walk, but thank­ful­ly, I was wea­ring flats.

Poor Ter­ra had heels on. She was a cou­ple of years ol­der than me and drop dead gor­geous. Tall and re­al­ly light brown skin­ned, she had long wa­vy black hair and an hour glass fi­gu­re that some­how loo­ked ama­zing no mat­ter what she wore. Fran­k­ly, I loo­ked kind of dum­py next to her.

As we got to the ho­tel, I was a litt­le ner­vous that we’d get car­ded or some­thing. I mean, I knew this was a par­ty, but it all see­med ve­ry ‘offi­ci­al’ and I still was a cou­ple months shy of eigh­teen. The­re we­re a few peo­ple in the bar area and I didn’t even want to at­t­empt to go in the­re. I pro­ba­b­ly couldn’t pass for 21. But some peo­ple saw us and a re­al­ly ni­ce­ly dres­sed wo­man saw the cards in our hands. She poin­ted us to an ele­va­tor and told us to head up to the fifth floor.

When we got the­re, the who­le floor was pa­cked with peo­ple, even in the hall­ways. Ma­ny of the room doors we­re open and a few of them had mu­sic pou­ring out of them. We po­ked our head in­to a cou­ple of the rooms, just to look around and in the third one, a guy yel­led out to us, “Hey, co­me on in and ha­ve a drink!”

Bey­on­ce was on the iPod in the room and a bunch of peo­ple we­re sit­ting around tal­king and drin­king out of pla­stic cups. Most eve­r­yo­ne loo­ked bet­ter dres­sed than we we­re, li­ke they’d co­me from a cock­tail par­ty or some­thing.

The guy who’d in­vi­ted us in im­me­di­a­te­ly star­ted mo­ving on Ter­ra. He was tall, black and hand­so­me. His suit was de­si­gner and he had a few thou­sand dol­lars worth of je­wel­ry sho­wing, but he couldn’t ha­ve be­en mo­re than 25.

I star­ted tal­king to the girls next to me and they we­re ni­ce, but it was just awk­ward small talk. I al­so on­ly had a cou­ple of hours be­fo­re I had to go home and I didn’t want to get drunk, so I was just sip­ping the te­qui­la he’d gi­ven me.

I tried to get in on the con­ver­sa­ti­on with Ter­ra and the guy, who­se na­me was Dar­ren. Dar­ren ga­ve me looks though li­ke I was cock blocking him and I went back to try­ing to talk with the girls. Af­ter a bit, Ter­ra lea­ned over and said, “Hey, Dar­ren and I are going to go to a par­ty room down the hall.” She said it in a way that told me she was lea­ving me.

“Wait. Can’t I co­me with you? I feel weird being by my­self.” I was de­fi­ni­te­ly fee­ling out of place here.
 She sig­hed and tur­ned back to Dar­ren. They went back and forth, whi­s­pe­ring. Fi­nal­ly, they tur­ned to me and Dar­ren said, “Al­right, co­me on. But be cool.” He led us out, down the hall a long way, and then to a room with the door clo­sed. The­re we­ren’t any peo­ple in this sec­ti­on of the hall. The door jam was in so that the door wasn’t qui­te clo­sed. He pushed it open and led Ter­ra in and I fol­lo­wed.
 In­side, the­re we­re on­ly two small lamps on in op­po­si­te cor­ners of the room. The­re we­re about four coup­les in the room, all in dif­fe­rent sta­ges of get­ting dir­ty. Ter­ra lea­ned in by me and whi­s­pe­red, “Just chill here, okay? Or wait out­si­de the door.” I wat­ched whi­le they star­ted to make out on a chair by the cor­ner. I didn’t want Ter­ra was thin­king I was sta­ring though, so I tried to watch the other coup­les wi­thout see­ming cree­py. I wasn’t ha­ving much luck. I even­tu­al­ly ga­ve up and de­ci­ded to just stand out­si­de the room.
 It was re­al­ly un­com­fort­a­ble just stan­ding out the­re. The­re wasn’t even anyo­ne el­se in the hall­way to bull­shit with. I paced and paced. I thought about lea­ving, but wasn’t even su­re how I’d get home. Then two guys in their 30s, wea­ring suits, ca­me wal­king down the hall to­ward me. When they loo­ked at me, it wasn’t ve­ry fri­end­ly. I lea­ned against the wall to let them pass, but they stop­ped right in front of me.
 “What are you doing out here?” one of them said.
 “Wai­ting on a fri­end.” I jer­ked a thumb be­hind me.
 The other one said, “How old are you?”
 “Eigh­teen,” I lied.
 They loo­ked at each other, then back at me. “You and your fri­end in the­re. You char­ging? Who in­vi­ted you?”
 “Char­ging? Some guy in­vi­ted us when we we­re at work.” I pul­led out the in­vi­te, but they didn’t seem im­pres­sed.
 “Get your fri­end,” the first one said. I tur­ned and went in­to the room. Ter­ra was on Dar­ren’s lap. I told them what was hap­pe­ning. Dar­ren rol­led his eyes.
 “God­damn,” he said and got up. Ter­ra and I fol­lo­wed be­hind him. We step­ped out­si­de and all of the guys star­ted tal­king. They wal­ked up the hall far enough that we couldn’t he­ar the en­ti­re con­ver­sa­ti­on.
 Fi­nal­ly, Dar­ren wal­ked back whi­le the two guys just stood the­re. Dar­ren re­a­ched in to his wal­let and pul­led out a twen­ty. He han­ded it to me and said, “Catch a cab home.” He didn’t say any­thing el­se and went back in­to the room. Ter­ra ga­ve me an apo­lo­ge­tic gri­mace and mouthed the word ‘sor­ry’ to me, then fol­lo­wed Dar­ren back in.
 The two men stood the­re wai­ting for me. When I wal­ked over, they star­ted wal­king on eit­her side of me, back to­ward the ele­va­tors. I felt li­ke I’d be­en caught shop­lif­ting or some­thing. Peo­ple sta­red as we wal­ked through the par­ty and got in­to the ele­va­tor. They wal­ked me all the way to the front doors of the ho­tel. As I wal­ked out and the doors we­re clo­sing, I heard one of them say, “Fuck­ing skank.”
 I swal­lo­wed hard and wal­ked to the curb. I got a cab pret­ty quick­ly and told him my ad­dress. As soon as I got in though, I burst in­to tears. I’d ne­ver felt so ti­ny, so worth­less. What had I do­ne wrong? Was it that I wasn’t dres­sed up ni­ce­ly enough? Did I look that tras­hy? Was it that they thought I was too young?
 I cried all the way home. The cab­bie didn’t say a word. I got home around mid­night and my bro­ther was wat­ching TV. I slip­ped right past him, afraid he’d see my red eyes. I craw­led in­to bed and cried again. I think that was the first time I was re­al­ly awa­re of being sort of low class. I know a lot peo­ple see me as white trash, but it was the first time I’d re­al­ly se­en my­self that way.


Bend Over The Bed

Jes­si­ca
Fall rol­led around and I star­ted up school at UNO. I wasn’t ab­le to see Jen­ni­fer as much sin­ce she was a year be­hind me. The first few months just flew by though. It was chal­len­ging in a way that high school ne­ver was and I actu­al­ly felt li­ke I was lear­ning. Work took up a lot of my free time too. My plan was to sa­ve up enough to be ab­le to mo­ve in with some room­ma­tes by Spring se­mes­ter. I still wasn’t su­re who I’d mo­ve in with though.

The­re we­re a cou­ple of days each week whe­re I had a long break bet­ween clas­ses and I’d end up in the li­bra­ry or down at the Po­peye’s doing home­work. That’s whe­re I met Mi­cha­el. He was a few years ol­der than me and had a sort of Chris Brown loo­king going on and he knew it. His skin was pret­ty light and he told me that he was half black, quar­ter white and quar­ter Puer­to Ri­can. A lot of his tat­toos we­re tri­bal stuff and I could tell right away he didn’t co­me from the hood or even from NO­LA. He wore a lot of Tom­my, al­ways smel­led ni­ce and didn’t get all gau­dy with his je­wel­ry.

I can’t say I fell in love with him at first sight, but it was ni­ce that if he thought I was white trash, he su­re didn’t tre­at me that way. Af­ter about a two weeks of just tal­king, we ex­chan­ged num­bers and he as­ked me on a date.

Mi­cha­el pi­cked me up in his tri­cked out Nis­san and we went on a re­al, no bull­shit, date. He took me to din­ner and a mo­vie. We held hands and at the end of the night, he kis­sed me and wal­ked me to the hou­se next to mi­ne. I wouldn’t let him walk me clo­ser.

“Why not?” He loo­ked a litt­le hurt.
 “Be­cau­se my dad will flip out.”
 “What, be­cau­se I’m black?” He actu­al­ly see­med sur­pri­sed that anyo­ne

would still think that way. I had to tell him that a lot of peo­ple still had a big pro­blem with it. I al­so had to tell him that for now, my dad couldn’t know we we­re han­ging out. That tur­ned out to be pret­ty ea­sy though. We’d see each other on cam­pus al­most eve­ry day and it felt ni­ce to just be with a guy wi­thout sprea­ding my legs for him. He lived a litt­le ways off cam­pus with two room­ma­tes and he in­vi­ted me to co­me over and chill with them. Af­ter my ex­pe­ri­ences with Dell, Wes and Sha­ne, I was a litt­le ner­vous.

But the guys we­re all cool. We played XBox, smo­ked a litt­le, but not cra­zy amounts, and chil­led. It didn’t get all wha­cked out li­ke it had be­fo­re. I kept ex­pec­ting someo­ne to ask me to take my shirt off or suck their dick, but it didn’t hap­pen. Mi­cha­el’s room­ma­tes had gir­l­fri­ends and they we­re pret­ty ni­ce too. I star­ted to won­der if this was how nor­mal guys acted or if the guys I knew we­re the nor­mal ones.

I did get the im­pres­si­on that Mi­cha­el had brought a few girls to their place be­fo­re and one day when we we­re ma­king out on his couch he said, “I’ve got a con­fes­si­on. I ha­ve lots of dates and short term gir­l­fri­ends, but…I can’t seem to date a girl for ve­ry long.” I tried to dig in­to why, but he was vague and eva­si­ve about it. It star­ted to wor­ry me a bit. I couldn’t see any pro­blem with this guy. It was a litt­le sur­pri­sing that he hadn’t tried to fuck me yet, but li­ke I said, I was en­joy­ing not rus­hing it. I could tell he had a smo­king bo­dy un­der tho­se clo­thes and I’d felt his cock hard through his pants, so what could be so bad, right?

Fi­nal­ly, af­ter we’d go­ne to see a mo­vie and we­re back at his place ha­ving a cou­ple of beers, we laid down on his bed and I thought, this is it, we’re going to fuck. He’s going to make his mo­ve now. I was al­rea­dy a litt­le wet with an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on.

In­s­tead, he got a hea­vy look on his face and star­ted tal­king. “The re­a­son I don’t date much or ha­ve a gir­l­fri­end for ve­ry long is…Fuck. I ha­te ha­ving this con­ver­sa­ti­on be­cau­se this is whe­re I’m al­ways ner­vous that the per­son I’m tal­king to is just going to get up and walk out. I re­al­ly li­ke you, Jes­si­ca. I don’t want you to walk out.”

 I took his hand. “Just tell me. I can deal.”
“So. Um, first, I can’t get it up with a con­dom. At all. Li­ke, I’ll go in­stant­ly limp.” He loo­ked at me, wai­ting for me to freak out or some­thing.
 “Okay.”
 “I don’t want to catch any­thing, but I can’t do rub­bers. So, if I’m with you, then you’re the on­ly girl I’m with.” I wasn’t flip­ping out so he kept going. “And it means that I’ve got­ta be the on­ly guy you’re with.”
 I nod­ded. “Su­re. I get it.” It didn’t seem li­ke it was a big deal, but he still loo­ked ner­vous.
 “Cool. So, if we fuck, it’s just you and me.” I nod­ded again. I’d se­en guys ha­ve trou­ble with rub­bers be­fo­re, so it didn’t re­al­ly bo­ther me. Be­si­des, the idea of being mo­no­ga­mous with a guy and not ha­ving to we­ar rub­bers soun­ded kind of ni­ce, at le­ast in theo­ry. Then he laun­ched in­to his ‘big se­cret’. “I’m al­so re­al­ly in­to anal sex.” He wai­ted again for my re­ac­ti­on.
 I grin­ned at him. “I don’t mind it in my butt.”
 He laughed but then said, “Ye­ah, I mean, I re­al­ly li­ke anal. Li­ke, it’s how I li­ke it most of the time.”
 “Okay. I think I can co­pe. Are tho­se all of your big se­crets?” I win­ked at him.
 “I think that’s enough for now.” He laughed but the­re was some­thing in his laugh that told me that he still had a few big ones. I thought we’d fool around af­ter that. I certain­ly didn’t mind if he wan­ted to do anal. But he kind of ba­cked off. I went home that night both re­li­e­ved and con­fu­sed.
 A few days la­ter though he cal­led and as­ked me if I could co­me over af­ter my clas­ses the next day. When I told him I could, he as­ked if I had any­thing re­al­ly se­xy that I could we­ar. I re­al­ly didn’t, but I told him I’d scroun­ge up some­thing. Then he said some­thing weird. “Can you we­ar it to clas­ses all day be­fo­re you co­me over?”
 “Su­re,” I said, wi­thout as­king him why. The next day I wore a short skirt, the shortest I had any­way, and a top that sho­wed off a de­cent amount of clea­va­ge and my plat­form flip flops. I did my makeup a litt­le hea­vier than usu­al and spent some time on my hair.
 When I was in my first class, he tex­ted me. “Did you dress se­xy?” I tex­ted him back that I had. He wro­te back, “When you’re out of class, ask someo­ne to take a pic of you. Ask a guy. Send it to me.” I’d got­ten a few looks in my out­fit and I as­ked a guy af­ter class who’d ob­vious­ly be­en che­cking me out to take a pic­ture of me.
 He see­med ea­ger to do it and as he han­ded back my pho­ne he said, “You look fuck­ing hot.” I blus­hed, took back the pho­ne and stro­de off. I didn’t want to let the guy think he had a chan­ce with me.
 I tex­ted Mi­cha­el the pic­ture but he tex­ted back, “That’s the se­xiest out­fit you ha­ve?” It re­al­ly hurt my fee­lings.
 I wro­te back, “Sor­ry.” An hour la­ter he tex­ted, “It’ll do. Co­me over af­ter clas­ses.” I caught the bus to his place, which was a re­al­ly short trip. When I kno­cked, he let me in and I no­ti­ced that no one el­se was home. We kis­sed and he wal­ked me in­to the bedroom. “Sor­ry if I ca­me off li­ke a dick through the text.”
 “It’s okay. I used to ha­ve bet­ter clo­thes but they got tras­hed. I’ll get mo­re.”
 He hus­hed me up and said, “Bend over the bed.” I bit my lower lip, smi­led at him and did as he said. He knelt down be­hind me and re­a­ched up un­der my skirt and pul­led my un­der­we­ar slow­ly down un­til they we­re on the floor. Then he slow­ly hi­ked my skirt up, spread my cheeks and sur­pri­sed me by licking my ass­ho­le. I ma­de an ‘Oooh’ noi­se and he stop­ped to say, “Not used to ha­ving your ass­ho­le li­cked are you?”
 “No, de­fi­ni­te­ly not.” He li­cked around my ass­ho­le and then stuck his tongue straight out and po­ked it in­to me, li­ke it was a ti­ny dick. It felt ama­zing. I spread my legs out a bit so he could get in the­re de­e­per. Af­ter he’d li­cked at me for a few mi­nu­tes, he stood up and drop­ped his pants. I heard some­thing squir­ting and loo­ked back to see him squee­zing a tu­be of lu­be on­to his cock. His jeans and un­der­we­ar we­re around his an­kles. His hard cock was long and nar­row, not the big­gest I’d ever se­en, but not ti­ny eit­her. It had a ti­ny, nar­row head on it and a kind of bul­ge to­ward the midd­le. He was al­most hair­less any­way, but what litt­le hair he had was comple­te­ly groo­med off. Even his ass and balls we­re clip­ped smooth.
 He used his thumbs to spread my ass cheeks and he pres­sed that cock up against my ass­ho­le. I fo­cu­sed on re­la­xing, wai­ting to try and fit that thing of his in­to my re­ar. But he wai­ted, his head just pres­sed against me. “Ha­ve a lot of guys a fu­cked your ass?”
 I loo­ked back and smi­led. “A few.”
 “Are you a slut, Jes­si­ca?” He had a serious look on his face.
 “No!” I was a in­sul­ted a litt­le, par­ti­al­ly be­cau­se I felt li­ke I was a slut but par­ti­al­ly be­cau­se of the way he said it.
 He squee­zed my hips tigh­ter and said, “I think you are. Tell me you’re a slut, Jes­si­ca.”
 I pau­sed, try­ing to not take it the wrong way. “I’m a slut.” He pushed for­ward a litt­le and his head pres­sed against my anus. It ga­ve a litt­le.
 “Tell me you’re a slut who li­kes it in the ass.”
 “I’m a slut who li­kes it in the ass.” He pushed for­ward again and I felt his head slip in and past my sphinc­ter. It was hur­ting a litt­le, but he’d used a de­cent amount of lu­be and I was doing okay.
 “Tell me your ass is my cum ho­le.”
 “It is ba­by. My ass is the­re for you to cum in.” I found my­self brea­thing har­der in an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on. I didn’t ha­ve to wait long and he slow­ly, smooth­ly pushed for­ward, not stop­ping un­til he was bu­ried in my ass. Then he just stop­ped the­re and wai­ted, his hands pul­ling my hips to­ward him, ma­king su­re eve­ry inch of him was in my ass.
 He stif­fe­ned and shook. His hands left my hips and went to the ed­ge of the bed. He let out a long low gr­unt and I re­a­li­zed he was cum­ming. The­re was a warm slip­pe­ry fee­ling around his cock, sprea­ding through my ass. He star­ted to go soft a litt­le, but then he put his hands back on my hips and star­ted fuck­ing me. His cock mo­ved out al­most to the point of lea­ving me, then he’d thrust back in again. In an­other mi­nu­te, he was ful­ly hard again.
 The fric­ti­on and the mo­ti­on in my ass felt ama­zing. I wasn’t going to cum from it, but damn it felt good. The cum ad­ded ex­tra lubri­ca­ti­on and he poun­ded in­to me. He was long enough that I had to arch my back in a par­ti­cu­lar way, other­wi­se it felt li­ke he was stab­bing my in­ter­nal or­gans. As long as I kept bent just right though, he could pound in­to me over and over and it felt won­der­ful. He went li­ke that long enough that I was star­ting to get a litt­le diz­zy from ha­ving my head up­si­de down on the bed. Mi­cha­el hadn’t said a word sin­ce he’d cum and had just kept a stea­dy rhythm in me. Fi­nal­ly, I had to say, “Can we switch, I’m get­ting a litt­le diz­zy.”
 “No.” He just kept going. Fif­teen mo­re mi­nu­tes went by and I was swea­ting now. I was get­ting clo­se to ex­haus­ti­on. My legs we­re get­ting weak, my ass­ho­le was stin­ging a litt­le. He lea­ned over me, his chest against my back. One of his hand re­a­ched down and cup­ped my pus­sy and the other wrap­ped over my tits. Then he went back to fuck­ing me. I couldn’t be­lie­ve his en­du­ran­ce.
 My knees we­re sha­king when he fi­nal­ly ca­me again. He pul­led eve­r­y­thing out of me but the head as he ca­me again and I could feel the hot jets of cum fil­ling up right ne­ar my sphinc­ter. He pul­led out then and fell on to the bed, his pants still around his an­kles. I step­ped out of my un­der­we­ar and went to the ba­throom. It took me a good ten mi­nu­tes to push out all of his cum. I was swea­ting and my makeup was run­ning down my face. When I went back in the room, I was a litt­le an­noy­ed. It was one thing to get fu­cked li­ke this when I was high, but I was stone cold so­ber and it all just see­med a litt­le sel­fish.
 When I wal­ked back in, he was lay­ing na­ked on the bed with a joint in his hand. He smi­led. “Hey, sor­ry, I know I took awhi­le the­re. It’s be­en a long time and your ass was just so beau­ti­ful,I couldn’t seem to stop. That was some of the best sex I’ve ever had.”
 It was hard to be mad at him. We smo­ked up and laid na­ked in his bed wat­ching car­to­ons.


Ta­king the Jump

Jes­si­ca
Things with Mi­cha­el we­re pret­ty ama­zing. I had a re­al boyfri­end, school was going well and things had sett­led down with my mom and dad. The­re we­re just a few ti­ny things bug­ging me.

First, my mom and dad we­re get­ting along re­al­ly well and my dad had re­al­ly star­ted trea­ting her well. It was actu­al­ly kind of stran­ge to see his trans­for­ma­ti­on. Even bet­ter was the fact that my mom was loo­king li­ke she was going to make a full re­co­ve­ry even­tu­al­ly. Pro­gress was slow, but as we got around to­ward Christ­mas, things we­re get­ting much bet­ter. The on­ly pro­blem was, she was still kee­ping her di­stan­ce from me. We tal­ked about lots of stuff, but ne­ver Cla­rence and she didn’t want to he­ar about Mi­cha­el eit­her. When I men­ti­o­ned to her that he was black, she said, “Let’s not talk about that. It’ll up­set your fa­ther.” On­ce she said, out of the blue, “Don’t even think about tal­king to Cla­rence. He has or­ders to con­tact me at on­ce if you do.”

The­re we­re al­so a cou­ple of ti­ny things bo­the­ring me about Mi­cha­el too. For the most part, he was pret­ty much Su­per Boyfri­end. He was at­ten­ti­ve, we laughed a lot to­gether. He wan­ted to spend time with me out­si­de the bedroom but he al­so ga­ve me space when I was bu­sy with fa­mi­ly or school. He wasn’t rich or any­thing, but his dad was in ban­king and Mi­cha­el had enough mo­ney to pay for our din­ners out and he’d be­gun bu­y­ing me ni­ce things, li­ke clo­thes and je­wel­ry. Nothing su­per fan­cy, but ni­cer than any­thing Wes had ever got­ten me. He al­so wasn’t gi­ving me shit about not mee­ting my pa­rents. He just said, “As long as you aren’t as­ha­med of me, I don’t care.”

Al­so, when it ca­me to sex, it was this who­le new ad­ven­ture for me. Yes, he was ob­ses­sed with anal sex and my ass. But un­li­ke other guys I’d be­en with, he had this cra­zy good ima­gi­na­ti­on. He’d ask me to run in the ba­throom whi­le I was in class and text him a pho­to of my ass or we’d play ro­le play­ing games whe­re I was a hoo­ker and he was my john. I was awa­re the­re was some irony the­re that I’d do­ne that for re­al, but he didn’t need to know that. He’d wri­te me litt­le kinky short sto­ries about what he was going to do to me and my ass. We’d do pho­ne sex or sex­ting on days we didn’t see each other.

The down­si­de was, when it ca­me to the actu­al sex, it was all about him. He didn’t want to fuck my pus­sy or eat me out. He didn’t even want to see me ma­stur­ba­te. A few times, when we we­re foo­ling around, I as­ked him to fuck my pus­sy. He’d sort of re­luc­tant­ly agree, but he’d go soft wi­thin a mi­nu­te or two. When I as­ked him about going down on me, he said that he didn’t do that kind of thing. It wasn’t what re­al men did.

When I brought up the ma­stur­ba­ting thing he just said, “I’m not in­to pus­sy. I don’t care if you do it, I just don’t want to watch.” So, that kind of su­cked. It wasn’t the end of the world, but I mis­sed ha­ving my pus­sy fu­cked and his cock was ama­zing. I fan­ta­si­zed about ha­ving it in me al­most eve­ry day.

The other thing that was weird is that his best fri­end was a girl. Her na­me was Bet­ty and she was in school in Mis­sis­sip­pi in a gra­dua­te pro­gram. I saw some pic­tu­res of her and she was this re­al­ly pret­ty Asi­an girl in her la­te 20s. They’d known each other sin­ce he was a re­al­ly litt­le kid. They tal­ked al­most eve­ry day. She’d drive out some­ti­mes and stay in New Or­leans for a day or two and when they we­re to­gether they we­re re­al­ly touchy and clo­se. I don’t want to sound bit­chy about her, be­cau­se she was nothing but ni­ce to me. In fact, she was su­per ni­ce to me.

At the sa­me time, I’d be ly­ing if I said I wasn’t a litt­le jea­lous. She knew him so much bet­ter than I did. When I as­ked if they’d ever dated, he ga­ve me this re­al­ly weird look and said, “No!” li­ke I’d as­ked him if he’d dated his grand­mo­ther or some­thing. I tried to let it go, but some­thing about their re­la­ti­ons­hip bug­ged me.

On the up side, Mi­cha­el re­al­ly wan­ted me to meet his pa­rents. They we­re in Te­xas and when I as­ked why he wasn’t going to school the­re, he said that he re­al­ly wan­ted to spend some time in New Or­leans and that for awhi­le, he’d go­ne to LSU, but had got­ten ki­cked out. He didn’t want to tell me why. He said his pa­rents we­re cool, but he on­ly wan­ted to see them around ho­li­days and that he li­ked ha­ving his in­de­pen­dence from them.

I was still wor­king at the clo­thing sto­re in the Quar­ter, but with Mi­cha­el pay­ing for so much of my stuff, I was fin­ding that I didn’t need as ma­ny hours. When Christ­mas break rol­led around, they as­ked me to work ex­tra hours for the ho­li­day. When I told Mi­cha­el about it, he said, “Fuck that. You should quit that place.”

I laughed. “I still need to make some mo­ney! My pa­rents can on­ly co­ver my tu­i­ti­on and books.”
 With a dead serious look on his face, he said, “Mo­ve in with me.”
 I didn’t even he­si­ta­te. “Okay!” A week la­ter, I was packing the last of my stuff and mo­ving in with Mi­cha­el. But be­fo­re I could lea­ve, I was going to ha­ve to tell my fa­ther I was da­ting a black guy.


Don’t Get Pre­gnant

Jes­si­ca
Tel­ling my mo­ther I was mo­ving in with Mi­cha­el was ea­sy. We we­re going to just mo­ve in­to the place he was cur­rent­ly in. His room­ma­tes had al­rea­dy said they we­re cool with it and we all got along. I told her I was going to be pit­ching in on rent and ex­pen­ses, but the truth was, Mi­cha­el was going to be pay­ing for most eve­r­y­thing.

The re­a­son I told her first though was that I wan­ted her help in tel­ling my dad. She sc­re­wed me though. She said, “You’re old enough to be tel­ling your fa­ther your­self. I shouldn’t ha­ve to fight your batt­les for you any mo­re.” I couldn’t help but feel li­ke she was still pu­nis­hing me for being fri­ends with Cla­rence.

My dad knew I was da­ting a guy na­med Mi­cha­el. Be­cau­se I hadn’t brought him around the hou­se, he as­s­u­med it wasn’t serious. So, first, I wai­ted till a Sa­tur­day af­ter­noon when my dad was wor­king in the ga­ra­ge and I knew he’d be in a good mood. Then I ca­me out and sat with him and ma­de small talk. Fi­nal­ly, I men­ti­o­ned that I wouldn’t mind living clo­ser to cam­pus and would he be okay if I mo­ved out.

He said it was fi­ne and that I could al­ways co­me home for din­ners and that my room would be here. That was as good as a chan­ce as I was going to get. I laun­ched in­to the re­a­sons why it ma­de sen­se for me to live with Mi­cha­el and his room­ma­tes. He didn’t li­ke that I’d be sha­ring a room with him and I wouldn’t ha­ve my own space. He al­so said, “If you’re that serious about this guy, I’d li­ke to meet him first.”

I swal­lo­wed hard and do­ve in. “By the way, dad, don’t flip out, but he’s kind of a mix, eth­ni­cal­ly.”
 “What do you mean?”
 I thought I’d lead with the ea­sy part. “He’s white and a mix of other stuff. Puer­to Ri­can, black a bunch of stuff.”
 My dad set down the tool in his hand and sig­hed. When he tur­ned and loo­ked at me, he had this weird mix of emo­ti­ons on his face. I wasn’t su­re if he was going to hit me or cry. “Jes­si­ca,” he said, loo­king at his feet, “If you re­al­ly li­ke this guy and you want to date him, fi­ne. If you want to mo­ve in with him, fi­ne. You’re a big girl. I can’t stop you. If he tre­ats you well, I’ll be hap­py for you.” I star­ted to feel this enor­mous weight co­ming off of me. I hadn’t drea­med he’d be this cool about it.
 Of cour­se, he had to ru­in it. “But I don’t want to see this guy around here. I don’t even want to see pic­tu­res of you two to­gether, you he­ar? God fuck­ing help you if he knocks you up. Don’t even think about ha­ving some god­damned nig­ger ba­by with him. You un­der­stand?”
 I just stood the­re. I didn’t know what to say. “If you get some litt­le black ba­by in you, don’t bo­ther co­ming home. Just stay go­ne.” When he saw the look on my face he said, “Oh fuck, you aren’t pre­gnant now, are you?”
 It was all I could do to shake my head and run in the hou­se. He didn’t co­me af­ter me. The mo­ve out of my hou­se was rough. Ke­vin was the on­ly one who re­al­ly see­med in­te­res­ted in hel­ping me. My mom and dad just kind of wat­ched me go. I had the fee­ling both of them we­re glad I was out of their sight. Mi­cha­el kept his di­stan­ce from my hou­se at my re­quest. On­ce I was at his place though, he was re­al­ly hel­pful and ni­ce. He’d mo­ved his fur­ni­ture around to make plen­ty of room for my stuff. His room­ma­tes bought piz­za and beer and in­vi­ted Ke­vin, my bro­ther, to hang out.
 That night, when we we­re all sett­led in­to bed, Mi­cha­el ga­ve me a pre­sent. It was in a ti­ny litt­le box with a black bow on it. In­side was a cute litt­le black butt plug. He said, “I want you to we­ar it all the time, as much as you can any­way. So you’ll al­ways be thin­king about me in your ass.” It was su­per sweet and fun­ny. I put it in right away. It wasn’t ve­ry long, but it had this nar­row litt­le neck and then got pret­ty wi­de. The ba­se was long and nar­row so that it sat sort of flush with my butt ho­le when it was in.
 Af­ter it had be­en in for awhi­le, he pul­led it out with his teeth and then fu­cked me with that long beau­ti­ful cho­co­la­te dick of his. I was al­rea­dy get­ting bet­ter at ta­king his dick in my ass. About half way through I said, “Can you hold still? I want to try some­thing.” He was fuck­ing me from be­hind, dog­gysty­le. He stop­ped with his cock most of the way in me and I re­a­ched down and star­ted rub­bing my clit. “I think I can cum this way,” I said.
 He star­ted fuck­ing me again, for­cing me to drop my hands back down to all the bed. “You ha­ven’t ear­ned it yet. Work that ass a litt­le mo­re and if you’re lucky I’ll let you cum.” At first, that pis­sed me off, I wan­ted to cum, but I star­ted wor­king my ass back against him and I found that being told I couldn’t cum actu­al­ly got me hor­nier. Af­ter a bit I was slam­ming my ass back against him.
 Then, out of the blue, he grab­bed my hair and pul­led so hard that I had to go up on my knees and lean back to­ward him. He threw an arm around my chest and held me against his chest, his cock still to­tal­ly bu­ried in my back­door. He pul­led hard on my hair again, tip­ping my head back on to his shoul­der. He whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “You’ve got till I count to ten to cum, then you don’t get to at all.”
 I re­a­ched down bet­ween my legs and rub­bed at my clit fu­rious­ly. I managed to cum when he coun­ted off se­ven. I re­a­ched back with one hand and grab­bed one of his ass cheeks and tried to pull him clo­ser to me. I had tears strea­ming down my face from him pul­ling my hair, but ho­ly shit it was good.
 Af­ter my or­gasm star­ted to slow down, he pushed me back on to all fours and star­ted fuck­ing me again. He’d pull all the way out, sprea­ding my ass cheeks with his hands, wait a few se­conds and the plun­ge for­ward again. Each time I was mo­a­ning so loud that I’m su­re his room­ma­tes must ha­ve heard me.
 When he fi­nal­ly ca­me, he pul­led out, then pushed the butt plug up in­to me. It ma­de a wet pop going in. “Keep that in you for awhi­le. I want to know my cum is up in­side you.”
 Over the next few weeks, I slow­ly star­ted to see the other side of Mi­cha­el in and out of the bedroom. He had a do­mi­nant stre­ak in him and he was a bit of a ma­so­chist. Over the next few months, I was going to learn that I kind of li­ked it.


Pu­nis­h­ment

Jes­si­ca
For Christ­mas, Mi­cha­el bought me a gor­geous pair of ear­rings, some se­xy black lin­ge­rie, a pair of black sti­let­to heels, and a set of su­per kinky anal toys. I won’t lie, it was pret­ty ama­zing to be with a guy who see­med to be so in­to me. At the sa­me time, I mis­sed fee­ling a man in my pus­sy. It wasn’t the worst trade off in the world, and a lot of the times we’d do anal, I’d find a way to get my­self off along the way. Ve­ry, ve­ry slow­ly, so slow­ly that I didn’t even re­a­li­ze it at first, Mi­cha­el was trai­ning me.

It wasn’t just about my ass, eit­her. He pi­cked out certain clo­thes that he said we­re ‘things I should we­ar around the hou­se’. If he saw that I was wea­ring some­thing el­se he’d say, “Hey, can you put on tho­se shorts I li­ke?” or some­thing li­ke that. He li­ked to pick out out­fits for me to we­ar to school. Some­ti­mes he’d want me to dress re­al­ly low key and other times he wan­ted me to look li­ke a to­tal slut. For the most part, I re­al­ly li­ked it. It’s fun to dress up for someo­ne, kno­wing that even just your clo­thes are ma­king them hap­py. The clo­thes that he pi­cked out for me to we­ar around the hou­se we­re al­ways su­per tras­hy.

I think he li­ked sho­wing me off to his room­ma­tes. They we­re two white guys in their ear­ly twen­ties and they’d sta­re a lot, but they wouldn’t touch me un­less they we­re gi­ving me a hug good­bye or what­ever. He loved me to walk around in boo­ty shorts or this one sweat­shirt of his that he cut the bot­tom off of so that my sto­mach sho­wed and my tits we­re prac­ti­cal­ly explo­ding out of the bot­tom. At first, I re­sis­ted, but I’ll ad­mit, I’m a ter­ri­ble per­son. Af­ter a whi­le, I sort of li­ked kno­wing tho­se guys could see the bot­tom of my tits or we­re sta­ring at my ass when I wal­ked away. I li­ked imagi­ning that they we­re hard as rocks in their pants.

Mi­cha­el al­so star­ted as­king me to we­ar my butt plug in pu­blic and mo­re of­ten. By the end of the year I was wea­ring it pro­ba­b­ly five hours a day or mo­re. Let me tell you, ha­ving a butt plug in your ass for that long is a life chan­ging ex­pe­ri­ence. First, it takes some time to get used to. At a certain point your bo­dy just starts tel­ling you, ‘hey, time to go to the ba­throom’. I’d be sit­ting in a class and shift how I was sit­ting and I’d feel it mo­ve in­side me. The­re would be this in­stant whe­re I’d get this ti­ny wa­ve of ple­a­su­re, then the fee­ling that I had to run to the ba­throom. Then it would pass and I’d be fi­ne. But it was al­ways at the back of my thoughts, whe­re­ver I wal­ked, whe­ne­ver I sat down, it was this ti­ny soft re­min­der. My ass wouldn’t let me for­get about the toy and the toy wouldn’t let me for­get about Mi­cha­el. Your ass doesn’t lu­be up li­ke your pus­sy does, but the­re we­re times when I’d get home with Mi­cha­el af­ter ha­ving that thing in my ass for hours and I would li­te­r­al­ly drag him in­to the bedroom and beg him to pull it out and fuck me. It was li­ke ha­ving a porn mo­vie play­ing in the back­ground of eve­r­y­thing you do. You can’t help but be horny.

If you’re sque­a­mish about anal sex or ha­ve had pro­blems doing it, I’m tel­ling you, the way to go is to start with a ti­ny butt plug and use it for a few mi­nu­tes, then an hour, then two and so on. Ma­stur­ba­te with it in. In a month, you’ll be ta­king your guys cock in your back door with a big smi­le on your face.

Any­way, beyond the clo­thes and the butt plug, Mi­cha­el had spe­ci­fic ways he li­ked eve­r­y­thing. Not li­ke he was OCD or some­thing and a lot of stuff he was re­al­ly ca­su­al about. But the­re we­re a few things that he re­al­ly had strict ru­les about. The third time I put his clean ts­hirts in the wrong dra­wer, he got this dark look on his face and said, “Next time you put the­se shirts away wrong, you’re get­ting pu­nis­hed.”

I laughed, but he didn’t and I re­a­li­zed he was serious. Next week, I put them in the wrong dra­wer. On pur­po­se. Ye­ah, may­be that was a bit bit­chy of me, but I wan­ted to know what he meant by pu­nis­h­ment. When he saw the shirts in the wrong spot, he didn’t re­act and I thought may­be he hadn’t no­ti­ced.

But la­ter that night when we we­re get­ting rea­dy to crash, he sat down on the ed­ge of the bed and yan­ked me over his lap. Pul­ling down my shorts, he star­ted span­king me. At first I just laughed. I thought he was play­ing, but he said, “Go ahead. Keep laug­hing.”

He kept span­king me, his hands going back and forth bet­ween each cheek. He wasn’t using his full force, but it was enough that it was star­ting to sting a litt­le. I went from laug­hing, to being quiet, to say­ing, “Okay, enough, I’m sor­ry.”

He kept going though. I star­ted squir­ming and he drop­ped his free arm over my back, pres­sing me in­to his lap. He kept slap­ping and then I was yel­ling at him to stop, that it hurt. He kept going. I managed to fi­nal­ly get free and fall to the floor. Be­fo­re I could get up though, he was on me. I was on my sto­mach and he poun­ced on me, sit­ting on my back, fa­cing my ass. I tried to co­ver my ass with my feet, but it didn’t do much good. He kept whacking my ass and now I was just sob­bing. All I could feel was that pain in my ass. I bu­ried my face in the rug on his floor and just cried. He fi­nal­ly got up and left me the­re. He craw­led in­to bed wi­thout a word.

I even­tu­al­ly got up, pul­led my litt­le boo­ty shorts back up and win­ced. When I che­cked out my ass cheeks in the mir­ror, they we­re pink and pur­ple. You know what was weird though? In the mor­ning, the­re was hard­ly a mark left the­re. When I thought about it, I thought, ye­ah, that hurt whi­le it was hap­pe­ning, but it didn’t seem so bad. My ass was a litt­le sen­si­ti­ve when I sat down, but ho­nest­ly, it kind of felt good.

We didn’t talk about that span­king, but the next day, we both acted li­ke nothing had hap­pe­ned. A few weeks la­ter, af­ter clas­ses, I ca­me home and when I wal­ked in­to our room, Mi­cha­el had a who­le series of ro­pes lay­ing out on the bed. He was stan­ding the­re next to the bed with a grin on his face and he just said, “Get na­ked.”


The Third Stro­ke

Jes­si­ca
Mi­cha­el and I we­re gra­du­al­ly get­ting kin­kier and kin­kier. He brought in ro­pes to our bedroom and at first I thought it was some­thing that he wan­ted to ex­pe­ri­ment with, you know, some­thing new. But af­ter that first time, the way he tied me so quick­ly, li­ke he was an ex­pert, I knew it was some­thing he’d be­en doing for awhi­le.

That ma­de me a litt­le sad be­cau­se it meant he’d be­en kee­ping it a se­cret from me. He felt li­ke he couldn’t tell me and I star­ted won­de­ring again what other se­crets he was kee­ping from me. Being tied up was pret­ty hot. I didn’t think I’d li­ke it at first, but Mi­cha­el knew a fair amount of stuff and he ra­re­ly put me in any spots whe­re I’d lo­se cir­cu­la­ti­on or any­thing.

The first few times we did it, he’d just tie me to the bed in va­rious po­si­ti­ons, al­ways in a way that he had ac­cess to my ass. When I was tied up, he some­ti­mes li­ked to te­a­se my mouth with his cock. He’d rub it over my lips or smack my cheeks with it.

He ne­ver actu­al­ly wan­ted me to suck him off though. I’d ne­ver met a guy who didn’t want blow jobs, let alo­ne wasn’t in­te­res­ted in my pus­sy. Li­ke I said be­fo­re, it was hard to com­plain other­wi­se. Mi­cha­el paid me a ton of at­ten­ti­on. He wan­ted me in­clu­ded in his life and with the ex­cep­ti­on of the gym, vi­sit­ing his pa­rents or han­ging out with Bet­ty, I was with him all the time.

Which brings me to Bet­ty. I’d be­en re­al­ly wor­ried about her at first. Her re­la­ti­ons­hip with Mi­cha­el was weird. They’d met when she ba­by­sat him as a kid and they’d be­en fri­ends sin­ce. She was in Mis­sis­sip­pi in grad school, so she’d drive in on a week­end or he’d drive out the­re to see her. It wasn’t all the time, but when they did see each other they we­re re­al­ly tight and they had all of the­se in­side jokes that I didn’t get. It was re­al­ly hard not to be jea­lous.

Af­ter about the third time I’d hung out with her though, things got bet­ter. She was at our place and Mi­cha­el had to help one of our room­ma­tes’ bro­thers mo­ve a ref­ri­ge­ra­tor. Whi­le he was go­ne, Bet­ty and I got to talk alo­ne and we connec­ted a litt­le. Not a lot, but a litt­le. Bet­ty was re­al­ly smart. Kind of sca­ry smart. She was in school for sci­ence and had one of tho­se clas­sic Asi­an up­brin­gings whe­re achie­ve­ment was su­per im­port­ant. She had ama­zing at­ten­ti­on to her hair and makeup. I ne­ver saw an eye­lash or a hair out of place. Her clo­thes we­ren’t su­per ex­pen­si­ve, but they we­re al­ways flaw­less­ly put to­gether and fit­ted. She was ti­ny and had the­se full lips and big eyes. My room­ma­tes al­ways faw­ned over her when she ca­me by. She wasn’t bit­chy, she was just kind of…cold. It took a lot to get her to smi­le. Ex­cept for Mi­cha­el. She smi­led all the time around him.

When she and I we­re alo­ne, we most­ly tal­ked about me. Bet­ty as­ked me about my fa­mi­ly, my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Mi­cha­el, my his­to­ry with guys. I felt li­ke I was being in­ter­viewed by Mi­che­al’s sis­ter or some­thing. In a way, I guess that’s what she was, sin­ce they’d met when he was five. We got along bet­ter af­ter that night. She actu­al­ly even hug­ged me good­night when she left. I didn’t freak out when she kis­sed Mi­cha­el on the lips be­fo­re she left.

But back to the ro­pes. Mi­cha­el had this ol­der style wrought iron bed with a head and foot board that he used to an­chor the ro­pes. He was pret­ty good at just ty­ing me up on my own too. Some­ti­mes, he’d do it so that my el­bows we­re tied to my knees and he’d fuck me li­ke that. Other times, he’d just tie me down to the bed and not fuck me at all. He’d just te­a­se me with his cock. If I was on my back, he flick my nipp­les or pinch them. If I was on my sto­mach, he’d slap my ass. I al­so no­ti­ced that the amount of time he’d lea­ve me tied up was in­cre­a­sing. Some­ti­mes, I’d be get­ting ti­red and he’d stand over me and start to ma­stur­ba­te. I’d watch his cock get hard and I’d get tur­ned on, de­spi­te fee­ling the need to mo­ve. I’d beg him to fuck me, tied up or not. One time, he even got bet­ween my legs whi­le I was tied on my back with my legs spread. He put his cock right up to my la­bia, jer­ked his cock up and down against them, then ba­cked away.

All this stuff ca­me to a head one day about a month la­ter. He’d told me not to make plans for the day and af­ter one mor­ning class, I was pret­ty much free. We had lunch to­gether, hung out for a bit, but I could feel a ten­si­on in him, li­ke he was up to some­thing. He told me he wan­ted to tie me up and I told him that I was cool with it. He took me to our room, got me un­dres­sed and then I wai­ted as he strip­ped the bed down to just the fit­ted sheet. He said, “If you need to pee, I’d go now.” I ran off and got rid of what litt­le I had, ner­vous about how long this might go on. Then he got me on the bed and slow­ly tied me in a wi­de X po­si­ti­on in the cen­ter of the bed. A litt­le slack, but not much.

Mi­cha­el kept loo­king at his watch. When I was to­tal­ly tied down he said, “Be right back.” He ca­me back a few mi­nu­tes la­ter af­ter I’d heard some noi­ses out in the other room. I thought I heard bott­les ope­ning. When he ca­me back in, he went to our bot­tom dra­wer whe­re we kept our sex toys and he brought out a me­di­um sized anal toy. We hadn’t used them a lot, but I knew it was one that I could pret­ty ea­si­ly accom­mo­da­te in my butt, es­pe­ci­al­ly sin­ce I’d be­en using the plugs so much.

He wor­ked it in with the lu­be over a few mi­nu­tes and by the time it was all the way in, I was get­ting re­al­ly wor­ked up. It was fun­ny how my tas­tes had sort of chan­ged. If someo­ne had as­ked me six months be­fo­re that if I’d be wet over get­ting tied up and ha­ving a toy in my ass, I might ha­ve laughed. But Mi­cha­el had slow­ly had an ef­fect on me.

On­ce the toy, about six in­ches long, was all the way in, he told me to hold it the­re. When he ca­me back he had a roll of cloth ta­pe, a pie­ce of pa­per, and a shar­pie. When I as­ked him what he was doing, he just grin­ned. He lif­ted my hips up and ran three strips of the ta­pe over my ass cheeks and up against the ba­se of the toy. It wasn’t going to be lea­ving my ass. De­pen­ding on how I mo­ved and shif­ted my weight, I could ha­ve mo­re of it or less of it in me, but it wasn’t going to fall out.

Right then, I heard the front door open and peo­ple co­me in. My eyes bug­ged out. What the hell was he plan­ning. My mind im­me­di­a­te­ly went to some thought that he’d ar­ran­ged a gang­bang. But that wasn’t li­ke Mi­cha­el at all. He got re­al­ly mad if I even loo­ked in the di­rec­ti­on of an­other guy. He kept grin­ning and wro­te on the pie­ce of pa­per with the shar­pie. Then he took a pie­ce of ta­pe, ran it across the top then stuck the pie­ce of pa­per to my bel­ly. It took a se­cond to read it up­si­de down and on the other side of my tits, but it said, “Free Fuck”.

“Now, you stay here. No one out the­re knows you’re in here but me. We’re going to go watch the game.” I star­ted to pro­test and re­a­li­zed my voi­ce was way too loud. I drop­ped it to a whi­s­per.

I couldn’t think of any­thing to say other than, “What the fuck, Mi­cha­el!” He smi­led again, and wal­ked out of the room. But worst of all, he left the door about a foot ajar.

Our place was a three bedroom hou­se, one sto­ry. The mas­ter bedroom had a ba­throom in it, but that was for one of our room­ma­tes. Our bedroom was at the start of a hall from the living room. You couldn’t see in­to our room from the­re, the door angled the other way, but you did ha­ve to walk past our door in or­der to go to the ba­throom.

At first I pa­ni­cked and I kept thin­king about my room­ma­tes fin­ding me this way. I knew they wouldn’t fuck me, Mi­cha­el would ne­ver al­low that, de­spi­te the sign. But it would be em­bar­ras­sing as all hell. I’d ne­ver be ab­le to look them in the face again. Plus, the­re we­re other peo­ple here. I could he­ar voi­ces, may­be six or se­ven of them. I couldn’t tell.

If you just loo­ked straight through the crack in the door, fa­cing our room, you could pro­ba­b­ly see my na­ked legs tied to the bed. If you just wal­ked straight down the hall, you pro­ba­b­ly wouldn’t even no­ti­ce.

The first fif­teen mi­nu­tes or so, I spent quiet­ly try­ing to get my­self un­tied. I was frus­tra­ted and a litt­le an­gry. Af­ter that, when I re­a­li­zed I wasn’t going any­whe­re, I star­ted to play out litt­le con­ver­sa­ti­ons in my head, li­ke, how it might go if someo­ne found me. “Oh this is Mi­che­al’s idea of a prac­ti­cal joke.”

Af­ter a whi­le though, I wasn’t su­re how long, the thoughts star­ted tur­ning in­to weird fan­ta­sies. One of the guys would see me, take that sign serious­ly and then fuck me. I’d get a cock in my pus­sy, fi­nal­ly. That’s when I no­ti­ced that I was actu­al­ly star­ting to get my­self wet. My hips we­re mo­ving in slow circles, grin­ding the dil­do around in my ass.

A few mi­nu­tes af­ter that, I heard one of our room­ma­tes head to the ba­throom. He didn’t even slow down at our door. He wal­ked back and didn’t pau­se. I be­gan to lis­ten care­ful­ly to them, try­ing to pick out their con­ver­sa­ti­ons. Then, I heard one of my room­ma­tes say, “Ye­ah, last door down the hall.”

The man’s voi­ce was right out­si­de my door when he said, “Fuck, shit went through me li­ke wa­ter.”
 I heard them tal­king about girls at one point, not sports. It must ha­ve be­en half time or some­thing. One of my room­ma­tes, Ho­wie, said, “You should see Mi­che­al’s fri­end Bet­ty, smo­kin’ hot litt­le Asi­an girl.”
 “Oh ye­ah? She sin­gle?”
 “Ye­ah, but she lives in Mis­sis­sip­pi. Be­si­des, she’d ne­ver lower her stan­dards for you.” That was Mi­cha­el. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Mi­cha­el slip­ped in­to the room. I just sta­red at him, afraid to say any­thing be­cau­se my voi­ce might car­ry and the guys would know I was here. He wal­ked to the side of the bed and ran a fin­ger along my la­bia. When he lif­ted it up, they we­re shi­ny with my wet­ness. He knelt down be­si­de me and whi­s­pe­red, “You dir­ty litt­le slut. You want them to co­me in here and fuck you, don’t you?”
 I shook my head and whi­s­pe­red no. I’m not su­re if I was con­vin­cing eit­her of us. He didn’t smi­le or say any­thing el­se. He just stood up and left. I al­most yel­led out to him, but bit my lip in­s­tead.
 When he wal­ked out, the door was open wi­der than be­fo­re.
 In the end though, no one saw me. Or at le­ast, I don’t think they did. The­re was one point whe­re someo­ne went to the ba­throom and when they ca­me back, the­re was this pau­se. They didn’t stop whe­re I could see them, but it felt li­ke they we­re stan­ding just be­hind the door, lis­ten­ing or some­thing. It las­ted a good ten se­conds. Then he went by so fast, I’m not even su­re who it was.
 La­ter, Ho­wie as­ked whe­re I was and Mi­cha­el said that I was at my pa­rents place. A litt­le whi­le af­ter the game, al­most eve­r­yo­ne left. Mi­cha­el ca­me in, clo­sed the door and sat on the ed­ge of the bed. He loo­ked at me with this re­al­ly stran­ge flat look. I thought he might be an­gry. But then he smi­led, un­tied my legs, pul­led off his pants and af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, wor­ked the dil­do from my ass. He was hard as a rock.
 He pushed my knees up high to­ward my tits, hi­king my hips up, li­ning his cock up to my stret­ched ass­ho­le.
 He said to me in a hea­vy whi­s­per, “I was so hard du­ring that who­le game. I kept ha­ving to fix my dick so the guys wouldn’t see. I knew you we­re in here, I knew you we­re wet. I knew that dir­ty litt­le pus­sy of yours wan­ted them.” By this point, I was so tur­ned on, I didn’t know if I should be say­ing yes or no, so I just sta­red at him. He clen­ched his teeth hard, slow­ly slip­ped in­to my ass and ca­me on the third stro­ke.


Dark Days

Ka­te
Things we­re bad for me. I was an­gry with eve­r­yo­ne. I was de­pres­sed. I’d be­en sick. Nothing see­med worth doing. I’d quit my job. I ra­re­ly left the hou­se and I star­ted drin­king as a hob­by. Phy­si­cal­ly, I was on the mend. My sur­ge­ry and tre­at­ments we­re going well and by the end of the year, I was pret­ty much back to full he­alth. But I was an­gry with Da­vid, and I shouldn’t ha­ve be­en. I think I was an­gry be­cau­se he was so god­damned ni­ce to me whi­le I was sick. He ma­de this comple­te con­ver­si­on. May­be he sen­sed that I was going to push for a di­vor­ce. May­be he thought that me get­ting sick would be his gol­den op­por­tu­ni­ty to keep me in his life.

The big­gest re­a­son I was an­gry at him though, was that whi­le he was ta­king care of me, it daw­ned on me that I still loved him. Yes, he was a ra­cist and yes, he spent qui­te a few years igno­ring me and chea­ting on me. But I igno­red him and chea­ted on him too. I’m not try­ing to say Da­vid is some gre­at guy, some prince char­ming be­cau­se he took care of me whi­le I dealt with can­cer. But I am say­ing that being sick li­ke that ma­de me re­a­li­ze that alt­hough I loved Cla­rence, he wasn’t in a po­si­ti­on to be my fa­mi­ly. Da­vid was fa­mi­ly. He was my hus­band and had be­en for clo­se to twen­ty years. He and his fa­mi­ly do­ted on me and cared for me for months. But I was an­gry with him be­cau­se I knew, I ab­so­lu­te­ly knew, that on­ce I was bet­ter and he­al­thy, things would slow­ly sli­de back to the way they’d be­en be­fo­re we’d chea­ted on each other.

I wasn’t rea­dy to be dead, se­xu­al­ly or li­te­r­al­ly. I had a lot of living and fuck­ing to do and I’d be damned if some man was going to tell me that I didn’t need sex any­mo­re be­cau­se I was do­ne ha­ving ba­bies. It felt li­ke it was his fault for put­ting me in this spot.

I was mad at Cla­rence too. He’d be­tray­ed me so de­e­p­ly. Af­ter Jes­si­ca had told me that they’d spo­ken, I cal­led him and to­tal­ly las­hed out at him. I wan­ted to know eve­ry fuck­ing de­tail. I was su­re in the end that he’d tell me that they’d be­en fuck­ing. When he said that they’d ne­ver go­ne beyond a peck on the lips or slee­ping to­gether in the sa­me bed, I didn’t be­lie­ve them. Why should I? Cla­rence chea­ted with me, why wouldn’t he cheat on me?

I told him to stay away from me and my daugh­ter and that if she ever con­tac­ted him, he was sup­po­sed to tell me about it im­me­di­a­te­ly. To Cla­rence’s cre­dit, he ne­ver rai­sed his voi­ce and the last thing he said to me was, “I’m ve­ry sor­ry it went down this way, Ka­te.”

I was an­gry with Jes­si­ca as well. I thought that we’d had a spe­ci­al connec­ti­on, a tight bond, beyond re­gu­lar mo­ther/daugh­ter. I was loo­king for­ward to her being my fri­end as an adult. The­re was sha­me mi­xed in the­re too, the idea that she knew I was chea­ting on her fa­ther. Bet­ween the two emo­ti­ons, I could ba­re­ly stand to look at her. One part of me wan­ted to yell at her, pic­tu­ring her slee­ping in the sa­me bed as MY Cla­rence. The other part wan­ted to cry and say to her, “Ple­a­se don’t tell your fa­ther.”

Da­vid and I stop­ped going to our mar­ri­a­ge coun­ci­lor. It was the coun­ci­lor’s idea. He thought that we nee­ded to back bur­ner eve­r­y­thing and deal with the sick­ness as a fa­mi­ly.

I mo­ved out of my won­der­ful litt­le apart­ment af­ter I’d got­ten the dia­gno­sis, said good­bye to Wan­da and James and sett­led in­to my re­gu­lar life with Da­vid. Being sick took qui­te a bit out of my bo­dy, and I lost weight. I lost ener­gy. I lost will.

It was a re­li­ef when Jes­si­ca said she was mo­ving out. When she told me her boyfri­end was black, two things flas­hed through my mind. The first was a bit­ter mix of en­vy and jea­lou­sy. She was pret­ty and young and sin­gle. She was pro­ba­b­ly ha­ving gre­at sex. The other was a flash of re­ven­ge. I wan­ted to tell her fa­ther that he she was da­ting a black guy. I wan­ted her to feel the sa­me sen­se of be­tra­y­al I felt through her se­cret ‘fri­end­ship’ with Cla­rence. But I held it back. In­s­tead, I just tur­ned my back on her.

As my bo­dy slow­ly re­gai­ned it’s he­alth, I star­ted wor­king out a bit. It was actu­al­ly kind of fun­ny. I’d wa­ke up, make a good break­fast for whoe­ver was around, Ke­vin, Da­vid, my­self. I’d go work out, shower, get my­self rea­dy for the day…and then…I’d bust out a bott­le of whis­key and start drin­king. That’s pret­ty much how eve­ry day went, for qui­te a whi­le.

Then, at Christ­mas time, some­thing hap­pe­ned. I was down in the French Quar­ter. The­re’s this neat litt­le shop down the­re whe­re all they do is Christ­mas stuff year round and I went in to look at their ama­zing or­na­ments. Whi­le I was down the­re, I en­ded up get­ting lunch at this sort of tou­ri­s­ty re­stau­rant on Char­tres. It was kind of a wet, cold day and some gum­bo and cof­fee soun­ded di­vi­ne. I sat down, took my time, ate, drank, and read The Gam­bit, which is the lo­cal week­ly newspa­per.

Any­way, I kept no­ti­cing this one bus boy glan­cing my way. He wasn’t sta­ring or any­thing, just ma­king some ca­su­al eye con­tact. I was dres­sed pret­ty ca­su­al, hair back, ve­ry litt­le makeup. But I hadn’t had a guy look at me in awhi­le, so it was ni­ce to get che­cked out. Just as I was star­ting to finish up and head out, it star­ted to dow­n­pour.

In New Or­leans, you can get the­se cra­zy rains that just dump bu­ckets of wa­ter. I’d step­ped out a side ent­ran­ce which was ne­ar the kit­chen ent­ran­ce and was stan­ding un­der the aw­ning, thin­king about whe­ther to wait out the rain or just run for it to my car. I tur­ned, and the­re he was, the bus boy, stan­ding ne­ar the kit­chen door, ha­ving a ci­ga­ret­te and wat­ching me. He was thin, to­ned, dark skin­ned. De­spi­te his lean look, I could see firm muscles un­der his mes­sy white work clo­thes. The­re was a new tat­too po­king out from un­der his t-shirt. He couldn’t ha­ve be­en mo­re than 23 or 24. I stood the­re awk­ward­ly for a se­cond and then said, “Mind if I ha­ve a drag?”, ge­stu­ring to his ci­ga­ret­te.

“Ye­ah, I do.” He pau­sed, sta­ring at me. Then he smi­led, “But you can ha­ve a who­le one if you chill and smo­ke it with me.” He re­a­ched in­to his gre­a­sy white pants, pul­led out a pack of Par­lia­ments and pas­sed me one.

“Fair enough.” He lit it for me and af­ter my first drag, I re­a­li­zed that I hadn’t smo­ked in ages. It felt re­al­ly good and I was a litt­le light hea­ded al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly.

He co­cked his head, smi­led again and said, “You don’t re­mem­ber me, do you?”
 My heart lea­ped up in­to my chest. My first thought was, “Oh my god, ha­ve you fu­cked this guy?” Thank­ful­ly, I didn’t say any­thing li­ke that out loud. “Ummm….I’m sor­ry..no?” I tried to re­ach. The­re was may­be some­thing slight­ly fa­mi­li­ar about his face, but I was fair­ly su­re that I hadn’t fu­cked this guy. May­be we’d met at one of Jay’s par­ties or some­thing. He didn’t look li­ke the type of guy who’d be at one of Wan­da’s and James’s BDSM par­ties. He was too much of a young thug type for that.
 He had two cap­ped gold teeth that shi­ned when he grin­ned. “It’s aight. I re­mem­ber you.” It was a shit ea­ting grin he had and now I had to know.
 “Okay, spill. When did we meet?”
 He laughed at the me­mo­ry and said, “We was at a club here in the Quar­ter. You was out with that cat Jay, fri­end of Cla­rence, Dell’s cuz. We ca­me up to his ta­ble to say what’s up. He told me and my boy to go out on the dance floor and get up in your boo­ty. I was up be­hind you, dan­cing on you, and I slip­ped my fin­ger up bet­ween your legs….” He loo­ked at me, glan­cing bet­ween my legs, wai­ting to see if I’d re­mem­ber.
 It all ca­me cra­shing back to me. I gas­ped and laughed at the sa­me time, I could feel a blush rol­ling up my face. This boy had rub­bed his fin­ger against my pus­sy on the dance floor. “That’s right! You guys laughed be­cau­se I didn’t know Jay had sent you! Shit! I thought your face loo­ked kind of fa­mi­li­ar.”
 We kept smo­king and he as­ked, “So, you still with him?”
 “Nah,” I said, try­ing to sound ca­su­al, loo­king at the ground.
 “You got a man?” The­re was some­thing fun­ny in the way he said it.
 I he­si­ta­ted. “I’m mar­ried.”
 He didn’t say any­thing, but he was wat­ching me, sta­ring now, ta­king a long slow drag on his ci­ga­ret­te. The­re was some­thing in his dark brown eyes that ma­de me a bit un­ea­sy. He threw his ci­ga­ret­te down and said, “Hold up.” He went in­side and ca­me back out may­be a mi­nu­te la­ter, just as I was finis­hing my smo­ke. The­re was a fol­ded up nap­kin in his hand. He grin­ned that grin again and said “If you ever wan­na hang.” I took the nap­kin wi­thout ope­ning it and pushed it my pur­se. The rain was let­ting up.
 I ga­ve him a po­li­te smi­le and said, “Thanks, I will. And thanks for the smo­ke. Take care.” I could feel him wat­ching me as I wal­ked away. It had be­en months sin­ce I’d stood next to a man, be­si­des my hus­band, and had a con­ver­sa­ti­on that wasn’t about my ill­ness. It had be­en ages sin­ce I’d se­en de­sire in a guy’s face. I got back in­to my car fee­ling both char­ged and as­ha­med.
 When I got home, I ran a hot bath, craw­led in and ma­stur­ba­ted three times. The first time I thought about Cla­rence. The se­cond about the gang­bang we’d do­ne in Mo­bi­le. The third, I thought about the bus boy. La­ter, I star­ted fee­ling guil­ty, cried and bus­ted out the whis­key bott­le. Two days la­ter, I dug in­to my pur­se and pul­led out that nap­kin. His num­ber was the­re, along with his na­me. Wes.


Bet­ty

Jes­si­ca
To Mi­cha­el, this was serious stuff. To me, it was a game. I couldn’t help it. He re­al­ly li­ked all the­se ru­les. He wan­ted to tell me what to we­ar, to tie me up, he even ma­de litt­le ru­les for me to fol­low about my hy­gi­e­ne. He didn’t want to touch my legs or see my arm­pits if I hadn’t shaved that day. He had a spe­ci­fic sha­pe he wan­ted me to trim in­to my pus­sy hair. I had to do my to­es in certain co­lors, I had to we­ar certain sha­des of makeup, he didn’t li­ke the smell of certain soaps or shampoos I used. Some of it, I don’t think he re­al­ly cared about at all. He just wan­ted to con­trol me. But it was some­thing that didn’t re­al­ly bo­ther me. I can’t say I got off on it out­si­de of the bedroom, but if he got off on it, then I could hand­le it.

What was star­ting to get old though, was the ‘on­ly anal sex’ thing. When you ha­ve a lot of anal sex, you re­al­ly start to know your bo­dy. You kind of ha­ve to. You be­gin to know all about your bo­wel mo­ve­ments, your sen­si­ti­vi­ties. You be­co­me re­al­ly awa­re of certain times when you know you can and when you can’t ha­ve sex. I star­ted doing qui­te a bit of anal dou­ching and ene­mas. Mi­cha­el star­ted tal­king about wan­ting me to get my ass­ho­le ble­a­ched. I’d be­co­me a con­nois­seur of lu­be.

But no mat­ter how much you know, how much you pre­pa­re, how of­ten you use toys or ha­ve butt plugs in your ass, you end up tea­ring. If you’ve ne­ver torn from anal sex, it’s not a big deal, but it is. What I mean is, it’s ti­ny usu­al­ly. It’s not li­ke you gush blood. In fact, some­ti­mes you don’t even see blood. But it’s li­ke ha­ving a ti­ny pa­per cut in a place you can’t put a band aid. It stings, it it­ches some­ti­mes. It al­so pret­ty much keeps you from ha­ving any fun du­ring anal sex.

I think at first, Mi­cha­el thought I was using it as an ex­cu­se to get out of ha­ving sex. But he star­ted to re­a­li­ze that if I wasn’t ta­king his cock in­to my ass, then I wasn’t get­ting laid. He knew my sex drive was high, so if I said my ass wasn’t in sha­pe to fuck, then he star­ted to be­lie­ve me. Mi­cha­el wasn’t gi­gan­tic, but he’s big­ger than most white guys and it al­ways took a litt­le ad­just­ment to get his cock all the way up in me. I’d say I to­re a litt­le al­most half the time. That usu­al­ly meant I was out for a cou­ple of days af­ter.

Tho­se days, when I couldn’t sa­tis­fy Mi­cha­el, I’d some­ti­mes ma­stur­ba­te in the shower, and I’d al­ways fan­ta­si­ze about get­ting fu­cked in my pus­sy again. I re­al­ly mis­sed it. That’s when I first star­ted thin­king about chea­ting. I didn’t re­al­ly do any­thing about it, I just fan­ta­si­zed. I’d see some cute boy at school and imagi­ne him ta­king me to his car and fuck­ing me in the back seat or ta­king me to his place and let­ting me ri­de his cock for an hour. Just ri­ding a big hard dick be­ca­me my fa­vo­ri­te fan­ta­sy to rub one out to.

As spring ca­me in, I star­ted to be­co­me bet­ter fri­ends with Bet­ty. I wouldn’t say we we­re li­ke best bud­dies, but I didn’t al­ways freak out when she was around any­mo­re. Ye­ah, her re­la­ti­ons­hip with Mi­cha­el was weird and I didn’t get it, but what­ever. The mo­re of­ten she ca­me around, the mo­re she star­ted to chill around me. I didn’t get the cold sta­res any­mo­re and Mi­cha­el didn’t al­ways feel li­ke he had to walk bet­ween us.

One week­end she ca­me out and eve­r­y­thing chan­ged. When I look back on it, it was pro­ba­b­ly the week­end that I al­so re­a­li­zed that Mi­cha­el and I we­ren’t going to last in the long run. Bet­ty ca­me out and Mi­cha­el see­med to ha­ve a bunch of stuff to do. Which was weird. Mi­cha­el didn’t work, he got mo­ney from his pa­rents. So out­si­de of school, he was pret­ty open to do what­ever. Now I think she plan­ned the who­le week­end, but I didn’t know that at the time. Mi­cha­el said he was bu­sy and as­ked if I could en­ter­tain Bet­ty for awhi­le. I said su­re. She ca­me over and as usu­al, she was in­ti­mi­da­tin­gly pret­ty that way that re­al­ly pret­ty Asi­an girls can be. I’d al­ways li­ked my size, my boo­ty, my tits, but being around Bet­ty al­ways ma­de me feel kind of dum­py and fat. Part of it was her ti­ny litt­le bo­dy, but it was al­so the­se jud­ging eyes she had.

So, any­way, we’re tal­king and we bust out a few beers. We end up on the couch with my room­ma­te, Ho­wie, get­ting a litt­le stoned, just chil­ling, wat­ching TV, play­ing XBox. Ho­wie, as usu­al, is flir­ting with Bet­ty. She was used to it. At one point, she says, “You wouldn’t know what to do with me if you got me.” He laughed, but I thought, it was pro­ba­b­ly true.

I li­ked Ho­wie, but he was a typi­cal frat boy. His ball caps we­re al­ways on at stu­pid angles and he tal­ked about stu­pid white boy rock bands li­ke 30 Se­conds to Mars way too much. He said some­thing li­ke, “I’d we­ar you out, beau­ti­ful.”

She laughed and said, “I’ll make you cum in less than ten mi­nu­tes. Bet you.” Eve­r­yo­ne went quiet. Shit got re­al, fast. “Fif­ty bucks says you cum in less than ten.”

He stood up, star­ted to take her hand to lead to his room and she said, “Uh, uh. Right here. She’s our ti­mer and wit­ness so the­re’s no chea­ting.”
 Ho­wie got this look on his face that was price­less. It was li­ke he thought he was going to be fuck­ing me too. Li­ke he’d won some sort of pus­sy lot­te­ry. “Okay,” he sat back down, “What are the ru­les?”
 She grin­ned li­ke a spi­der that just caught a fly. “Ti­mer starts from the mo­ment Jes­si­ca says ‘go’. Then, you ha­ve to do what I say, no mat­ter what, or you for­feit. You hold out for mo­re than ten mi­nu­tes, you get fif­ty bucks and the ru­les flip. I ha­ve to do what you say. But for the first ten mi­nu­tes, I’m in char­ge. You cum in less than ten, you owe me fif­ty bucks.”
 “That is a fuck­ing deal.”
 I got out my pho­ne’s ti­mer and set it for ten mi­nu­tes. They both loo­ked at me, wai­ting. When I said, “Go!” I ex­pec­ted Bet­ty to rush to do some­thing.
 In­s­tead, she calm­ly said, “Take off your shorts and un­der­we­ar and sit back down on the couch.” With a stu­pid grin on his face, he stood up, drop­ped his shorts and bo­xers and pul­led them over his shoes and sat back down. His dick flop­ped against his leg. Bet­ty got up from the couch and got down on her knees bet­ween his. She put her fo­re­arms on his thighs and with one hand, grab­bed his dick just be­low the head and pul­led it straight up, taught. Not li­ke she was try­ing to hurt him, but just try­ing to stretch his dick out as far as it would go. I was ha­ving to co­ver my mouth with my hand be­cau­se Ho­wie was ma­king the­se weird porn faces at her and I just didn’t see him in a se­xu­al way at all.
 With his dick pul­led tight, she lea­ned in and did one long lick of his balls, then up his shaft, to her hand. Then she fli­cked her tongue over the slit in his dick. My first thought was that it had be­en mo­re than a mi­nu­te al­rea­dy and at the ra­te she was going, he’d ba­re­ly be hard when the ten mi­nu­tes expi­red. But Bet­ty knew what she was doing. She kept loo­king up at him with tho­se dark brown eyes. Kept licking his balls, but ne­ver suck­ing his cock. Licking his balls, licking the shaft, licking the head. Sta­ring at him. Four mi­nu­tes had go­ne by and he was get­ting pret­ty hard.
 I couldn’t help it, but wat­ching his dick get hard was get­ting me wet. I star­ted thin­king about how it would feel to ha­ve Ho­wie fuck me. I’d heard him fuck­ing girls a few times. He didn’t keep gir­l­fri­ends for ve­ry long. I think part of it was that sex was usu­al­ly from 2am to 2:15am. Any­way, about five mi­nu­tes in, she stops and says, “Bring your ass to the ed­ge of the couch. Put your feet up on the ta­ble.” He does so, and she mo­ves in­to a clo­ser po­si­ti­on, whe­re it looks li­ke she’s going to start gi­ving him a re­gu­lar style blow job.
 And she does, for about a mi­nu­te. She’s got this gre­at tech­ni­que, whe­re one of her hands is cup­ping his balls and the ba­se of his shaft. Her mouth goes up and down over his cock and when her mouth his to­ward the head, she brings her other hand in to stro­ke his shaft. Then she re­ver­ses it, her mouth fol­lo­wi­ng her hand down to­ward his balls. He’s not su­per hu­ge, may­be five or six in­ches, but she’s ab­le to go down to the balls each time.
 Li­ke I said, she did that for a mi­nu­te or so and Ho­wie was just star­ting to get in­to it. That’s when she mo­ved the hand cup­ping his balls. Her fin­gers we­re co­ve­red in her own spit and he’d mo­ved his ass to­wards the ed­ge of the couch, his feet up high on the cof­fee ta­ble. Sud­den­ly, she takes her midd­le fin­ger and slips it ni­ce and smooth­ly, right up his ass­ho­le. His eyes go wi­de, his feet lea­ve the ta­ble. He starts to jerk away and she stops just long enough to say, “You mo­ve, you lo­se the bet.”
 His feet slow­ly go back down. I could tell right away that Ho­wie had ne­ver had any­thing in his ass be­fo­re. When she’d star­ted blo­wi­ng him, Ho­wie had loo­ked at me a few times. Par­ti­al­ly be­cau­se I think he was still ho­ping to make this in­to a three way some­how. But now, he was loo­king at the cei­ling, this weird look on his face. She did some­thing with her fin­ger, some­thing in­side him and at the sa­me time she de­ep thro­a­ted his who­le cock and just held it the­re. And held it the­re. Then he was cum­ming. She pul­led her fin­ger quick­ly from his ass and he yel­led, “Ho­ly fuck­ing shit!”
 Her mouth ca­me away from his cock and her other hand grab­bed the ba­se right as he star­ted shoo­ting. She squee­zed it and ai­med it to­ward his sto­mach and he spur­ted all over his bel­ly. As soon as he stop­ped cum­ming, pan­ting for breath, she star­ted laug­hing. “Jes­si­ca?”
 I was hol­ding my hand over my mouth, both ama­zed and try­ing not to laugh. I loo­ked down. “Just un­der se­ven mi­nu­tes.”
 Ho­wie got up to clean him­self up and Bet­ty slid in­to the couch be­si­de me, wi­ping her lips. She lea­ned in with an evil grin on her face and said, “Did you get a litt­le wet wat­ching that?” I laughed and nod­ded. She smi­led and said, “How’s the sex with you and Mi­cha­el?”
 “It’s good.” I didn’t know what el­se to say.
 “Has he got­ten all kinky on you? All the ru­les? All the anal?” Her ex­pres­si­on didn’t change, but mi­ne did. About a mil­li­on things rol­led through my mind. The first was, Bet­ty and Mi­cha­el used to fuck. The se­cond was, how had I not se­en that be­fo­re? The third was, she al­rea­dy knows about my sex life with Mi­cha­el be­cau­se he tells her. I’d se­en how in­ti­ma­te their con­ver­sa­ti­ons could get, how clo­se they we­re. She knew ex­act­ly how kinky he was with me, be­cau­se they’d be­en that kinky.
 The next words out of my mouth we­re pu­re in­stinct. “Are you fuck­ing Mi­cha­el?”
 She stu­died my face be­fo­re she ans­we­red and it ma­de me re­al­ly ner­vous. “No. We aren’t fuck­ing. Mi­cha­el loves you.” The way she said it was weird. Li­ke it was a fact and a lie at the sa­me time. But she just kept going. “Do you li­ke being tied up?”
 “Su­re, ye­ah. It’s kind of fun.” Which was the truth.
 “Well,” she said with her evil grin co­ming back, “I taught Mi­cha­el eve­r­y­thing he knows about ro­pes.” Her hand went to my leg. “Can I tie you up?” I was kind of stun­ned. Mi­cha­el lear­ned from her? She must ha­ve se­en the he­si­ta­ti­on on my face. “It’s okay! Co­me on!” She got up, pul­led me by the hand and led me in­to the bedroom. She sat me on the bed, went right to the dra­wer whe­re we kept our ro­pes and our other kinky ge­ar.
 When she pul­led it out, she ma­de a dis­gus­ted noi­se and said, “Mi­cha­el, your equip­ment is so dis­or­ga­ni­zed!” She be­gan pul­ling things out lay­ing them on the dres­ser in an or­der­ly line. Then she wal­ked over to me and said, “Stand up.” Just two words, but some­how they we­re way mo­re. The­re was a to­ne the­re to them. It’s hard to de­s­cri­be if you’ve ne­ver heard it be­fo­re. It’s li­ke a com­mand or an or­der, but it’s li­ke the per­son say­ing it is say­ing it li­ke it’s al­rea­dy a fact. Li­ke it al­rea­dy hap­pe­ned. I stood up wi­thout thin­king. And then I stood the­re whi­le she un­dres­sed me. Being na­ked in front of her was the most awk­ward I’d ever felt na­ked. I let her lay me down on my bed and slow­ly tie me up. It was the weir­dest thing.
 I wasn’t se­xu­al­ly at­trac­ted to Bet­ty. I wasn’t in to wo­men in ge­ne­ral. But this wasn’t sex. It was pow­er, and Bet­ty had it.
 When I was tied, the knots we­re si­mi­lar but dif­fe­rent and mo­re compli­ca­ted than things Mi­cha­el had do­ne. My arms we­re be­hind my back, so that one hand was gra­sping the el­bow of the other arm. My feet we­re up against my ass and my an­kles we­re se­cu­red to the ro­pes that bound my arms. It was re­al­ly con­stric­ti­ve, but at the sa­me time, I didn’t feel li­ke I was lo­sing any cir­cu­la­ti­on at all. She had me on my back, but thank­ful­ly the bed was soft enough that my arms we­ren’t fee­ling crus­hed. She craw­led up on the bed next to me and said, “How do you li­ke that?”
 I smi­led. “It’s re­al­ly ni­ce.” The evil grin ca­me back and she said, “Now you’re mi­ne to play with!” Then she stop­ped and loo­ked at me serious­ly. “Jes­si­ca, look me right in the eye. Do you want me to un­tie you and stop?”
 I re­a­li­zed she wasn’t just mes­sing with me here. This part wasn’t a game. If I said to un­tie me, she’d un­tie me. But I didn’t want her to. “Don’t stop.” I actu­al­ly felt my­self get a litt­le wet say­ing the words.
 “‘Don’t stop, Mistress’. For the rest of the day, it’s ‘Don’t stop, Mistress’.” The evil grin again. Bet­ty had plans for me. The con­ver­sa­ti­on we en­ded up ha­ving was one of the weir­dest ones of my life. Be­fo­re that though, she step­ped out of the bedroom and I heard her call to Ho­wie, my room­ma­te. Vi­si­ons of the time that Mi­cha­el had left me tied up on our bed whi­le they we­re out in the living room we­re run­ning through my brain.
 But Bet­ty stood just out­si­de the door, with it cra­cked and spo­ke to Ho­wie. “Hey, whe­re’s my fif­ty bucks?” The­re was an ex­change whi­le they tal­ked about him pay­ing her for the bet he’d lost. He didn’t ha­ve cash, would she take a check. Then she says, “By the way, I ha­ve Jes­si­ca tied up na­ked on her bed. Want to co­me check it out?” I was just about to scream that no, that wouldn’t be a good idea, but Ho­wie beat me to it.
 “I don’t think so. Mi­cha­el would flip the fuck out if I saw Jes­si­ca na­ked. Thanks, but that’s some dra­ma I don’t need.” I heard him te­ar off the check and she wal­ked back in and clo­sed the door.
 That evil grin on her face again. “I to­tal­ly would ha­ve let him fuck you.” I couldn’t tell if she was serious or not.
 Then she sat on the ed­ge of the bed, next to me and put a hand on my thigh. “Okay, so now that I’ve got you all tied up, we need to ha­ve a litt­le talk. First things first though.” She pul­led out her pho­ne, step­ped away from me, and took a pho­to of me all tied up. “Sen­ding this to Mi­cha­el now. It’ll get him home here pret­ty quick­ly.” I knew Mi­cha­el would li­ke the pho­to, but I wasn’t su­re how he’d re­act to the fact that Bet­ty had taken it.
 She sat down again and put her hand back on my thigh. “The­re are some things you need to un­der­stand be­fo­re Mi­cha­el gets here. The­re’s a lot I need to say, so I’d li­ke it if you just sat quiet­ly and lis­ten. Take it all in. Don’t make any big de­ci­si­ons to­day, or even to­mor­row. Let this soak in for awhi­le okay?” I nod­ded, get­ting a litt­le wor­ried.
 “Mi­cha­el and I ha­ve a long his­to­ry. We’re ve­ry spe­ci­al to each other. I in­tend to keep things that way. Now, be­fo­re you get your ass all flus­te­red, I ha­ve no in­te­rest in mar­ry­ing Mi­cha­el or bu­y­ing a hou­se with him or pushing out his litt­le ba­bies.” She loo­ked dis­gus­ted. “But the re­la­ti­ons­hip I ha­ve with him right now is the one I want to keep. So you and I need to co­me to an un­der­stan­ding.” She was light­ly stro­king my leg and some­ti­mes pul­ling on the ro­pes a litt­le here and the­re. “See, Mi­cha­el does what I tell him to do. He has sin­ce he was a litt­le boy and I was his ba­by­sit­ter. I think of him as my litt­le pup­py. I’ve trai­ned my pup­py re­al­ly well. You’ve se­en how he and I are to­gether. It’s taken a lot of work to get him that way.” What the fuck was she tel­ling me?
 “I’m going to gi­ve you a few choices. Again, think on them. One, you can break up with Mi­cha­el, walk away from him, find some new man. I’m fi­ne with that op­ti­on. I don’t mind you at all and I actu­al­ly kind of li­ke you. But if Mi­cha­el we­re sin­gle again, I’d be fi­ne. Op­ti­on two is that you keep doing ex­act­ly what you’re doing now. Fuck­ing him, slee­ping in his room, doing what he says. It makes him hap­py and I li­ke him being hap­py.”
 She was run­ning her fin­gers through my hair now, ve­ry gent­ly. “But the op­ti­on you don’t ha­ve is get­ting any mo­re serious with Mi­cha­el. No talk of mar­ri­a­ge, no ba­bies, no­ne of that shit. It might up­set the ba­lan­ce of things. Mi­cha­el li­kes being your boss. I’m Mi­che­al’s boss. The­re’s a ni­ce sim­ple set up the­re and I want to keep it that way. I con­trol him, he con­trols you. That means, I al­so con­trol you.” I think she could see the un­ea­se on my face.
 “May­be you think I’m some sort of cra­zy stal­ker bitch from a Jer­ry Sprin­ger epi­so­de. No­pe. Couldn’t be far­ther. You can re­peat all of this to Mi­cha­el when he co­mes over. Of cour­se, he might not li­ke that. He li­kes the il­lu­si­on when he’s with you that he’s king of his cast­le. He might not li­ke you kno­wing that he has a boss too. But if you feel li­ke you ha­ve to talk to him about this go right ahead.
 “I’m not your ene­my here. Just your boss. And li­ke any job, you’re free to walk away. I’m a good boss so long as you fol­low the em­ploy­ee hand­book. I al­so don’t mi­cro­ma­na­ge li­ke Mi­cha­el does. I can tell from your to­es that he’s got you doing a who­le list of stu­pid shit that gets him off. That’s fi­ne. I’m not li­ke that. I just li­ke or­der and con­trol. I li­ke it when peo­ple do what I say, but I’m not a bitch.”
 Some­how, all of Mi­cha­el’s be­ha­vi­or was ma­king a lot mo­re sen­se to me.
 “For the re­cord, be­cau­se I know you are thin­king about it, Mi­cha­el and I aren’t fuck­ing. We ha­ven’t in a long time. We used to though. Our re­la­ti­ons­hip isn’t li­ke that now. He wants to fuck you. So, be hap­py for that.”
 I wasn’t su­re what all of this meant. I was get­ting mo­re con­fu­sed the mo­re she told me. Not about Mi­cha­el re­al­ly, but about what I wan­ted from this si­tu­a­ti­on.
 “The flip side to all this, Jes­si­ca, is that if you do try to steal Mi­cha­el from me or pull any other Jer­sey Sho­re kind of shit on me, you’ll lo­se. I won’t need to back stab you, or talk shit or play any games. I’ll just call Mi­cha­el and say, ‘her or me.’ That’ll be the end of it. You’ll lo­se. I pro­mi­se.” Then she smi­led at me and kis­sed me on my cheek. “So, don’t make me make that call and we’ll be okay.”
 She stood up and said, “We all want Mi­cha­el hap­py, right? Right?” I nod­ded.
 “So, let’s make him hap­py. He’ll be here pret­ty quick­ly. Are you in? You want to make him hap­py? I’ll un­tie you and you can just walk away any­ti­me you want, okay? Just gi­ve me a ‘yes, I’m in’ or a ‘no, I’m out.’”
 I wasn’t rea­dy to be out. “I’m in.”
 She smi­led again. “Good girl. I knew you we­ren’t stu­pid.” Her de­mea­nor chan­ged then, it be­ca­me less ri­gid, less for­mal. She re­la­xed a bit. I felt li­ke what­ever shit she was un­loa­ding on me, that that was the worst of it. She rol­led her eyes, laughed and said, “God, Ho­wie. I swe­ar, how do boys li­ke him not know about their own pro­state? You could just tell by loo­king at him that he pro­ba­b­ly goes in­to a ho­mo­pho­bic pa­nic when he wi­pes is own ass af­ter a shit.” That ma­de me laugh.
 “Still, I might go fuck him la­ter. Seeing you all tied up and loo­king so hot has got­ten me in the mood for some dick.” I felt my­self blus­hing and I re­a­li­zed that was the first time she’d ever said any­thing po­si­ti­ve to me about how I loo­ked.
 Then, she was ta­king off her clo­thes. She didn’t do it fast, but she wasn’t doing a strip te­a­se eit­her. It was li­ke it was a ce­rem­ony for her. I wat­ched, ly­ing the­re on my back. Again, I’m not in­to girls, but eve­r­yo­ne li­kes wat­ching a pret­ty girl, and Bet­ty was beyond pret­ty. She took each item off care­ful­ly, and fol­ded it neat­ly on the dres­ser. She had the­se beau­ti­ful black la­cy pan­ties and a mat­ching bra. Her skin was just that slight oli­ve sort of brown that some Ja­pa­ne­se wo­men get. Bet­ty was re­al­ly pe­ti­te, but she had pret­ty hips and ti­ny litt­le up­tur­ned tits that pro­ba­b­ly didn’t even need the bra.
 “So, what are we doing, Mistress?”
 “Well, Mi­cha­el will be here in about two or three mi­nu­tes, I’m gues­sing. When he walks in, I want him to see you ea­ting my pus­sy.”
 “What? Oh, I’m um…” I was to­tal­ly flus­te­red and my brain was going three ways at on­ce.
 “Oh, I know you aren’t in­to girls ho­ney. You men­ti­o­ned it awhi­le back. I don’t care. Just put on a show for Mi­cha­el.” She un­hoo­ked her bra and slip­ped out of her pan­ties and that’s when I saw it. Her pus­sy. It was shaved ex­act­ly the way that Mi­cha­el ma­de me shave mi­ne. That’s when I knew she wasn’t ly­ing about eve­r­y­thing she’d said. In a com­pe­ti­ti­on bet­ween she and I, for Mi­cha­el, I’d lo­se.
 Then, odd­ly, I heard Cla­rence’s voi­ce in my head. I’d be­en mis­sing him a lot la­te­ly, his big strong hands, his de­ep voi­ce, his words that al­ways found a home in my heart. I could he­ar him say­ing that may­be I didn’t need to ha­ve a com­pe­ti­ti­on with Bet­ty. I got to sleep with Mi­cha­el, to live with him, to spend most of his time with him. What was the­re to fight over? If Mi­cha­el had the­se fee­lings for Bet­ty, had this re­la­ti­ons­hip with her, I wasn’t going to help my­self by ma­king him choo­se.
 Any­way, I wasn’t going to sort all of this out that day or the next. And li­ke Bet­ty said, I could quit any time I wan­ted. What did it hurt to play along for now and see whe­re things went?
 I was on my back on the bed, my arms tied be­hind my back, my feet up to my ass. Bet­ty clim­bed on to the bed. She got on her knees, fa­cing my feet, and threw one leg on eit­her side of my head. Then she slow­ly lo­we­red her­self down. I wat­ched her ti­ny, trim­med pus­sy co­ming down to­ward me. I got a litt­le scared. I’m not su­re why. I mean, I’d be­en na­ked with girls be­fo­re, I’d be­en on the sa­me bed whi­le Jen­ni­fer and I we­re both get­ting fu­cked. But ha­ving Bet­ty’s pus­sy drop­ping down on­to my face was a who­le dif­fe­rent le­vel of stran­ge. She smel­led kind of li­ke flo­wers, li­ke may­be she used some kind of oils. She had the­se thin brown la­bia that po­ked out and I saw a ti­ny glim­mer of wet­ness bet­ween them. Was she get­ting hot ha­ving me tied up and doing this to me?
 She said, “Open your mouth and stick your tongue out a bit, I’ll do the rest.” I did as she said and she mo­ved her pus­sy down on­to my face, un­du­la­ting her hips so that her clit was rub­bing against my jaw and my no­se was pres­sed up to­ward her ass­ho­le. I was ama­zed at how warm and soft it was. For fucks sa­ke, even her ass­ho­le smel­led ni­ce. How was that even pos­si­ble?
 I wasn’t doing much, just hol­ding still. She didn’t tas­te bad alt­hough I re­al­ly on­ly had my­self to com­pa­re. I guess to some de­gree pus­sy tas­tes si­mi­lar. But, I re­a­li­zed as she ground her pus­sy on me that I was ne­ver going to be a les­bi­an or re­al­ly in­to girls. As beau­ti­ful as Bet­ty was and as much as I li­ked her ty­ing me up, I just nee­ded to feel a man ne­ar me, on me, in me.
 A mi­nu­te or so la­ter, Mi­cha­el ca­me in. He clo­sed the door and Bet­ty said, “Get na­ked, but don’t get on the bed. Just watch.” I couldn’t re­al­ly see, but I could he­ar Mi­cha­el get­ting un­dres­sed. Some­how, kno­wing that he was get­ting bos­sed around, in­s­tead of me, for a change, was kind of ni­ce. I ho­ped she’d or­der him to fuck me. She kept grin­ding on my face whi­le he got un­dres­sed. She said, “I’m gon­na ha­ve to te­ach your litt­le girl here how to eat my cunt pro­per­ly. She’s got en­thu­si­asm but no tech­ni­que. Ty­ing her up got me all drip­ping though.” She was mo­ving li­ke a strip­per grin­ding on a po­le.
 “Jerk off. I want you to jerk off, right here.” I couldn’t tell whe­re ‘right here’ was, but I heard Mi­cha­el star­ting to ma­stur­ba­te and that got me re­al­ly ex­ci­ted. I pic­tu­red his big hard black dick se­pa­ra­ting out my la­bia and slow­ly slip­ping in­side me. I found my­self grin­ding my own hips around, wis­hing some­thing, any­thing was tou­ching me.
 “Hold your face still,” she said to me. Then to Mi­cha­el she said, “I’ll count to ten Mi­cha­el. Would you li­ke that?” It was the sa­me thing he’d do­ne to me. She star­ted to slow­ly count off, her voi­ce a hea­vy whi­s­per whi­le she was grin­ding on my face. “One….two…three…four…five.” When she got to eight, I heard Mi­cha­el cum and then I felt it hit my sto­mach. Three hea­vy splat­ters of his se­men poo­led up on my bel­ly and ran down my sides. Af­ter he was finis­hed, she said, “Go stand in the cor­ner. I want to cum.” She was ma­king him stand in the cor­ner! All of a sud­den, some­how, Bet­ty was my he­ro. I felt li­ke all the stu­pid shit Mi­cha­el was ma­king me do was co­ming back on him.
 Bet­ty stop­ped grin­ding on me and just ho­ver­ed over my face. I could see that she was rub­bing her clit. She ma­de the­se ti­ny litt­le mo­ans through tight­ly clo­sed lips. It took her a few mi­nu­tes, but then, I felt her thighs start to shake and all of sud­den she drop­ped back down on my face and yel­led, “Oh fuck. Eat me! Eat me!” I lap­ped at her pus­sy as best as I could, but she had drop­ped down so hard she was al­most brea­king my no­se. Her pel­vis was ma­shing in­to my chin and her pus­sy was gus­hing. Her or­gasm see­med li­ke it las­ted a full mi­nu­te. When she was do­ne and mo­ved off me a bit, I had to gasp for air.
 Af­ter that, she slow­ly un­tied me and got dres­sed. Af­ter her clo­thes we­re back on, she told Mi­cha­el he could turn around. I no­ti­ced then that he hadn’t said a word sin­ce he’d wal­ked in. He quiet­ly got dres­sed, wat­ching her and igno­ring me. I’d ne­ver se­en him li­ke that.
 She spent the night as plan­ned, but she slept on the couch and the­re wasn’t any­mo­re talk of what hap­pe­ned that night un­til days la­ter. When Mi­cha­el and I craw­led in­to bed that night, I spo­ke up. “Did you …li­ke that? To­day? Did you ha­ve fun?” Mi­cha­el nod­ded but was quiet. “Is it some­thing you’d li­ke mo­re of? I mean, seeing me and Bet­ty do stuff?”
 “Ye­ah, but that’s up to Bet­ty.”
 I thought to my­self, “Ye­ah, pret­ty much eve­r­y­thing is up to Bet­ty now.”


Half the Ci­ty

Ka­te
I didn’t know at the time that the Wes who ga­ve me his pho­ne num­ber was the sa­me Wes that had be­en with my daugh­ter. I just as­s­u­med it was some ac­quain­tan­ce of Cla­rence’s, sin­ce we’d met through Jay brief­ly that one night at the club. I didn’t call Wes for awhi­le. The­re was this litt­le voi­ce in my head that said that things we­re bet­ter with Da­vid, that we had a new start going and that we should make the best of it.

For about a month straight, Da­vid and I had sex about twi­ce a week. It wasn’t aw­ful and it wasn’t even li­ke I re­mem­be­red it. Part of what bo­the­red me was that he see­med to ha­ve lear­ned some new mo­ves in bed and all I could think was that he’d lear­ned them whi­le he’d be­en chea­ting on me. May­be he was thin­king the sa­me thing about me. He stop­ped try­ing so hard about a month la­ter and so did I. I felt li­ke we we­re going to be slip­ping back in­to our old rou­ti­ne.

My emo­ti­ons we­re still boi­ling about Cla­rence and Jes­si­ca. I didn’t seem to know how to fix them eit­her. Bet­ween that and my an­ger over my ill­ness and my trou­bles with Da­vid, my drin­king was get­ting wor­se. With my he­alth back though, my sex drive had co­me back with a ven­gean­ce. I was ma­stur­ba­ting eve­ry day, some­ti­mes twi­ce or three times. It didn’t take long be­fo­re ma­stur­ba­ti­on wasn’t enough.

When I cal­led Wes, I couldn’t seem to just flat out say that I wan­ted to hook up. I knew he wan­ted to but I just couldn’t be that blunt with him. In­s­tead, I as­ked him if he knew whe­re I could get some weed. He said he’d bring some by the next day. I got dres­sed three times that day. I kept chan­ging my out­fits. I de­spe­ra­te­ly wan­ted him to think I was hot, to make a good im­pres­si­on. He was mo­re than ten years youn­ger than me and was used to much youn­ger girls than me. But I al­so didn’t want him to think I was thro­wing my­self at him or going over­board with it. In the end, I sett­led on a knee length skirt, some plat­form flip-flops and a blue top that sho­wed off my tits.

Wes had ob­vious­ly co­me straight from work. He had on his work pants still and I could smell that food smell on him, gre­a­se and sea­so­nings. But he had a clean, bright white t-shirt on and he had this ama­zing smi­le. When I ope­ned the door, he step­ped on in sort of bold­ly. He loo­ked me up and down a cou­ple of times and I could feel my­self blus­hing. It felt good to be loo­ked at li­ke that. We went in­to the living room and he pul­led out the weed. I paid him what we’d agreed on and then the­re was this awk­ward pau­se. He tur­ned, star­ted to go and said, “En­joy that shit.”

 “Hey, wan­na stay and get high with me?” Did I sound de­spe­ra­te?
He shrug­ged and sat down on the couch. I was al­rea­dy two whis­keys in and I of­fe­red him some. We both drank up and he rol­led us a joint. We mo­ved out on­to the back porch, ma­de a litt­le small talk and then af­ter I took my se­cond hit on the weed, I loo­ked over at him and said, “You li­ke your dick su­cked whi­le you’re high?” Fuck it.

Wes grin­ned and said, “What about your man?”
 “He doesn’t need to know. You can keep a se­cret, right?” He shrug­ged and we each took a few mo­re de­ep hits off of the joint and then went back in­side and got back on the couch. I lea­ned over and re­a­ched down bet­ween his legs, un­zip­ped his pants and pul­led his cock out. It was fuck­ing gor­geous. It was slim, long and dark and I could feel my mouth sa­li­va­ting as I loo­ked at it. I must ha­ve be­en sta­ring be­cau­se Wes fi­nal­ly laughed a litt­le and said, “You gon­na look or you gon­na suck?”
 I put my head in­to his lap and I su­cked him. The mo­ment his cock went in­to my mouth, a shi­ver ran down my spi­ne. God, I’d mis­sed it all. Ha­ving a cock in my mouth, being with a black man, a man other than my hus­band, all of it.
 A mo­men­ta­ry wa­ve of hor­ri­ble guilt went through me and then it was all lust. Wes lit up again on the couch as he got hard in my mouth. I thought about ha­ving to vent out the smell be­fo­re anyo­ne got home and de­ci­ded I didn’t gi­ve a shit. I stop­ped for a mo­ment and gul­ped down some mo­re whis­key and said, “I wan­na ri­de your cock.”
 He shrug­ged again and said, “I ain’t got­ta jim­my on me. You got one?”
 “I don’t gi­ve a fuck if you don’t. I’m clean. You got any­thing?” I was al­rea­dy half­way on top of him. I’d hi­ked my skirt up and pushed my un­der­we­ar to the side. I was fran­tic to feel him in me.
 “No­pe, I ain’t got nothin.” By the time he said ‘nothin’’ I was stradd­ling him. I bit my lip as I grab­bed his cock and mo­ved it bet­ween my legs. I was al­rea­dy sop­ping wet and when his head rub­bed past my lips, I let out a long low mo­an. I sank my hips down on his long black dick. It had a soft cur­ve to one side when it was hard but it fil­led me up in a way that Da­vid ne­ver could. I shook as I sank down on him. I put my hands on his shoul­ders.
 “Ho­ly shit that feels good.” I just sat the­re for a few se­conds, his cock bu­ried in me. For a se­cond I thought I might start cry­ing. In­s­tead, my hips took over and I star­ted grin­ding on him, slow­ly mo­ving for­ward then back­ward, up then down. He threw his el­bows over the top of the couch and kept smo­king, wat­ching me fuck him. “Fuck, you’ve got a gre­at dick, Wes. I nee­ded this so bad. I nee­ded you in me.” I pul­led my top off and un­hoo­ked my bra. On­ce my tits we­re out, I put both my hands on them, cup­ping them, squee­zing my nipp­les. I was in hea­ven.
 Wes smi­led. “You li­ke the dark meat, huh?”
 “Fuck yes. You black boys know how to tre­at a girl.” I ground around on him for a few mi­nu­tes. Then in­spi­ra­ti­on hit me. “Co­me fuck me on my bed?” Wes shrug­ged. I got up and led him to my bed. Along the way, I wor­ked off the rest of my clo­thes. When we got to the bed, I craw­led on­to it on all fours, my ass fa­cing him. I loo­ked back at him and grin­ned. “Fuck the shit out of me.” He was still dres­sed, his cock hard and wet po­king out from his pants.
 He clim­bed up on the bed be­hind me. “Shit, you want this dick, I’ll gi­ve it to you.” He grab­bed my hips and slam­med in­to me so hard that I had to clutch at the bed spread. I cried out and it felt so good to be loud whi­le he fu­cked me that I just kept wai­ling whi­le he slam­med in­to me. I let my­self go en­ti­re­ly. “Ho­ly shit, keep fuck­ing my nas­ty mar­ried pus­sy Wes. I’m gon­na cum all over your big dick!” I pres­sed my face in­to a pil­low and sc­re­a­med as I ca­me. I could feel my own juices run­ning down my thighs.
 Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, Wes flip­ped me over on­to my back and pul­led my an­kles up so that they we­re on eit­her side of his head. When he slip­ped his cock back in­to me, it went so de­ep that I felt my eyes roll back in my head. He held on­to my an­kles as he pum­ped in­to me. I was so wet now that the­re was a splat­te­ring sound eve­ry time his hips hit my thighs. It didn’t take him long to cum from the­re. He wrap­ped both hands around my legs and pul­led me tight­ly to him. He didn’t make a sound when he or­gas­med, just pres­sed his face in­to the side of one of my feet and held still.
 Wes let out a big sigh and slow­ly pul­led out of me. He pushed his dick back in­to his pants, ran a hand through his short hair and said, “Damn, that was aight girl. You know how to take a dick.”
 I grin­ned up at him from the bed. “You can fuck me any­ti­me you want. You’ve got my num­ber now. Let’s play.”
 He left, I chan­ged the bed­spread, and star­ted ai­ring out the hou­se, fee­ling ama­zing. I pro­ba­b­ly should ha­ve felt ter­ri­ble. In­s­tead, I felt right, li­ke I was doing what I was sup­po­sed to be doing. Fuck Cla­rence, fuck my daugh­ter, fuck my hus­band. They we­re all doing what they wan­ted to do, so I would too. I’d get mi­ne. Wes’s cum drip­ped out of me over the next hour. I went in the ba­throom to wi­pe up a bit. I loo­ked at my­self in the mir­ror and I said to my­self, “I’m gon­na fuck half this ci­ty!”


No Pressu­re

Jes­si­ca
Af­ter that in­ci­dent with Bet­ty, I sort of thought that she’d be­co­me clo­ser to us as a cou­ple or that she and I would fool around a lot mo­re. I had mi­xed fee­lings about that. On the one hand, I had to ad­mit that I kind of li­ked how strong she was, how she could take con­trol. It was pret­ty cool. But, for the most part, it bo­the­red me. I didn’t want her but­ting in­to my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Mi­cha­el. What was wor­se was now, eve­ry time he did some­thing or wan­ted to do some­thing with me se­xu­al­ly, all I could think was that she was some­how be­hind it, that may­be she was con­trol­ling him.

I guess it didn’t mat­ter much, eit­her way. From the day that Bet­ty ma­stur­ba­ted over my face, nothing was ever the sa­me with Mi­cha­el and I. It didn’t to­tal­ly change over­night, but ve­ry slow­ly, Mi­cha­el see­med to lo­se in­te­rest in me. It took weeks for me to re­al­ly no­ti­ce. I just thought that we we­re ad­jus­ting to this change, me kno­wing that Bet­ty had be­en mo­re than a fri­end and that they still had some kind of connec­ti­on.

I tried pres­sing Mi­cha­el on ex­act­ly what their re­la­ti­ons­hip was, on how it wor­ked, but he eit­her ga­ve me half ans­wers or no ans­wers. Some­ti­mes, I think he straight up lied too. Here’s what I think was going on with Mi­cha­el and Bet­ty. Mind you, I ne­ver got a good ans­wer from eit­her of them on this. I think she took his vir­gi­ni­ty. He said he lost it when he was twel­ve. I’ll bet it was her. I al­so think she tur­ned him on to anal sex be­cau­se I think she didn’t want him fuck­ing other girls in the pus­sy for some re­a­son. I know that sounds nuts and I don’t ha­ve any re­al proof to back it up. I think se­cret­ly, Mi­cha­el wan­ted to be with her again and that she told him that if he ever fu­cked an­other girls pus­sy, she’d ne­ver al­low him to fuck her again. So he just keeps ho­ping and wai­ting that some­day she’ll change her mind.

I put this all to­gether from litt­le bits and pie­ces of con­ver­sa­ti­on I had with both of them over the months. I don’t know if it’s true or not. I don’t re­al­ly care any­mo­re. I be­gan to re­a­li­ze that even wi­thout Bet­ty’s medd­ling, Mi­cha­el was still so de­e­p­ly wrap­ped up in her, that I’d ne­ver be mo­re than a dis­trac­ti­on.

So af­ter that first time, I thought she and I or the three of us would be mes­sing around mo­re. No­pe. In fact, the­re was on­ly one other time that Bet­ty and I did any­thing at all be­fo­re Mi­cha­el and I en­ded it. Mi­cha­el and I we­re still ha­ving a lot of sex. De­spi­te our drif­ting apart a bit, we both still had re­al­ly high sex dri­ves. We ne­ver men­ti­o­ned Bet­ty when we we­re alo­ne to­gether. It was li­ke he pre­ten­ded she didn’t exist, but I knew bet­ter.

One week­end, Bet­ty co­mes in­to town and tells us that she has a date lined up that night. Some guy she met on the in­ter­net. She asks if we’d dou­ble date with her. I thought that was hor­ri­ble of her and mean, but Mi­cha­el said yes. La­ter, when we we­re alo­ne, I as­ked him, “Why would you want to see her with an­other guy? Won’t that bo­ther you?”

He ga­ve me this weird cold sta­re and said, “Bet­ty is just my fri­end. Why would I care?” Fi­ne, if that’s the way he was going to play it. What­ever. We all went out for din­ner and a mo­vie. The guy see­med ni­ce enough, but to­tal­ly out of his ele­ment. He was a cou­ple of years ol­der than Bet­ty, may­be 30, and see­med pret­ty straight la­ced. I kept get­ting the fee­ling she’d ar­ran­ged the who­le thing just to fuck with Mi­cha­el.

The fun­ny thing was, the mo­re I got an­gry with Mi­cha­el, the mo­re I thought, well, fi­ne. Let Bet­ty fuck with his head. He’s as­king for it. I won’t say I li­ked Bet­ty, but I’ll say that I was in a bit of awe of her. Even as we sat at the din­ner ta­ble, just tal­king and ea­ting, I re­a­li­zed that she had to­tal pow­er over eve­r­yo­ne at the ta­ble. She knew it. We all knew it. But no one who wal­ked up to our ta­ble would ever re­a­li­ze it.

At the end of din­ner, Bet­ty sug­ge­s­ted we all go back to her date’s place. His na­me was Tim. He lived out in Me­tai­rie, so it was a bit of a drive from down­town, but we all agreed. On the way back, Bet­ty wan­ted to sit in the back of Tim’s car with me. Whi­le the boys sat up front, Bet­ty star­ted co­ming on to me.

It was just gir­ly flir­ta­tious­ness at first, but af­ter a cou­ple of mi­les, she’d pushed me down and was kis­sing me, kis­sing my neck, bi­ting on my ears. I knew the boys up front knew what was going on, but no one see­med to say any­thing. She rub­bed her hands bet­ween my legs, squee­zing my jeans up against my pus­sy. She knew I wasn’t in­to girls, so this was a show for the guys up front.

When we got clo­se to his hou­se, Bet­ty leans up to Tim and says “How about we go in and you fuck me whi­le we watch Jes­si­ca and Mi­cha­el fuck?” Tim see­med dumb and ea­ger. He nod­ded quick­ly. Mi­cha­el see­med pis­sed though.

We went in­side and the who­le thing just felt su­per awk­ward. Tim ma­de us all drinks and when we all sat down, Bet­ty sat down next to me. Sin­ce I was on the ed­ge of the couch, Mi­cha­el and Tim had to sit by them­sel­ves. It’s fun­ny, when I star­ted wri­ting this sto­ry, I’d meant it to be se­xy. I mean, I kind of re­mem­ber it that way. Af­ter all, I en­ded up ha­ving an or­gasm. But as I’m wri­ting it, I just keep re­mem­be­ring how mean spi­ri­ted and ma­ni­pu­la­ti­ve it all see­med.

Bet­ty un­dres­sed me on Tim’s couch. Mi­cha­el was re­al­ly un­com­fort­a­ble with Tim seeing me na­ked. I thought he’d try to stop the who­le thing, but I guess he was too much of a pus­sy to stand up to Bet­ty. She went down on me and af­ter a mi­nu­te or two, I tried to re­al­ly quiet­ly whi­s­per to her that I didn’t think I’d be ab­le to cum this way. Bet­ty tur­ned to Tim and said “As soon as I make Jes­si­ca cum, we’ll fuck.”

Tim had his dick out and was stro­king it. Mi­cha­el just kind of sat the­re. He was sta­ring in­tent­ly, but I knew he wasn’t hard. Then I re­a­li­zed that all of the pressu­re was on me. Bet­ty would just keep licking at me and this might go on all night. I thought about fa­king it, but some­how I fea­red Bet­ty would know and just make things wor­se.

In­s­tead, I took a de­ep breath, clo­sed my eyes and star­ted fan­ta­si­zing. The first thing that pop­ped in­to my head was Cla­rence. I pic­tu­red going to his hou­se, knocking on his door. I saw him brin­ging me in­side and us ta­king a long slow bath to­gether. I pic­tu­red slow­ly suck­ing his cock and then thought of him ea­ting my pus­sy. Then it wasn’t Bet­ty licking my clit, but Cla­rence. I thought about Mi­cha­el and Tim wat­ching Cla­rence eat me. Some­how, I managed to cum.

Af­ter that, Bet­ty took Tim in­to his room and fu­cked him on his bed with the door open. We could he­ar them both, cle­ar­ly en­joy­ing it. I tried to get things going with Mi­cha­el, but he just said, “I’m re­al­ly ti­red and too drunk to get it up.” He could hard­ly even look at me. La­ter, Tim dro­ve us back to our place. When we we­re get­ting drop­ped off, Bet­ty stayed in the car and said, “I’m going to stay the night with Tim. You guys ha­ve a good night!”

Mi­cha­el didn’t even re­spond. Af­ter that night, I knew it was on­ly a mat­ter of time be­fo­re things en­ded with Mi­cha­el and I. I al­so de­ci­ded that night that I wan­ted to find a guy who wan­ted to fuck me and actu­al­ly be thin­king about me whi­le he did it.


Loo­king to Freak

Ka­te
Wes fuck­ing me laun­ched my sex drive back in­to full swing. Wi­thout a job and with Da­vid of­ten go­ne to work and Ke­vin ra­re­ly home, I had a ton of free time. The day af­ter I’d be­en with Wes, I star­ted my pe­ri­od. I didn’t want to meet up with him whi­le I was mens­tru­a­ting, so I con­ten­ted my­self with ma­stur­ba­ti­on. A lot of it.

I de­ci­ded to go off my birth con­trol as well. Af­ter my ill­ness and the tre­at­ments, I was told that bet­ween tho­se things and my age, that pre­g­nan­cy was not li­ke­ly in my fu­ture. Af­ter ha­ving my kids, it had be­en so in­grai­ned in me to be on the pill that my bo­dy was all over the place when I went off. That hor­mo­nal rol­ler coas­ter isn’t fun. I was re­al­ly loo­king for­ward to my bo­dy sett­ling down again.

It al­so oc­cur­red to me that I wan­ted to do some­things for my­self. With the kids most­ly on their own, I could spend some time on me. I re­gis­te­red at Del­ga­do, the lo­cal com­mu­ni­ty col­le­ge and took some cour­ses. I wasn’t re­al­ly going for any­thing spe­ci­fic, but I took a crea­ti­ve wri­ting cour­se that I re­al­ly li­ked and I found that I re­al­ly en­joy­ed wri­ting. I star­ted kee­ping an on­line jour­nal, a dia­ry of sorts. No one could see it but me, but it was a place I could vent about any­thing and not wor­ry about anyo­ne fin­ding it on our com­pu­ter at home.

Af­ter our short spurt of sex fa­ded, Da­vid al­so as­ked that he and I go back to coun­se­ling. I agreed, but on­ly if we swit­ched coun­ci­lors. The last one we’d had was re­com­men­ded to us through our church. I didn’t go of­ten any­mo­re but Da­vid still con­si­de­red him­self a Ca­tho­lic. The coun­ci­lor al­ways brought eve­r­y­thing back to the ‘sanc­ti­ty of our mar­ri­a­ge’. The­re we­re no op­ti­ons with this guy ex­cept per­fect mo­no­ga­my and eve­r­y­thing el­se was a sin. He al­so see­med to be mo­re for­gi­ving of Da­vid’s sins than mi­ne. Any­way, I told Da­vid that I wan­ted to get some ad­vi­ce from a dif­fe­rent the­ra­pist. He re­luc­tant­ly agreed and we star­ted try­ing to find someo­ne el­se who could see us.

With my pe­ri­od finis­hed, I got Wes to co­me over again. I spent two hours get­ting all clea­ned up, shaving my pus­sy, doing my makeup. I put on a skirt and heels and hi­ked it up over my ass and took a pic­ture with my pho­ne. I sent it to him and said, “Co­me over and let me get you off.”

He sho­wed up af­ter his shift at work that day. I was all dres­sed up and wai­ting on the couch. He kno­cked, then ope­ned the door and stuck his head in. “Sup, ba­by.” He ca­me in and ga­ve me a hug and a smi­le. I could feel his lean muscles against me and I got wet im­me­di­a­te­ly. I loved the idea that a hot guy in his ear­ly twen­ties would want a wo­man my age.

I pou­red him a whis­key, sat it down in front of him and said, “I’ve be­en thin­king about suck­ing your cock for days.” He un­did his work pants, pul­led them down to his knees and sat down on the couch. He’d got­ten a new tat­too in old Eng­lish script right ne­ar the line of his un­der­we­ar.

He poin­ted to his dick and grin­ned. “Get to it.” I got down on my knees and put that cock on my tongue and de­ep thro­a­ted him all the way to the balls. I just let it sit in my thro­at for as long as I could be­fo­re I star­ted to gag. I was just about to co­me back up, when he his hand went to the back of my head. “Gim­me that thro­at, bitch.” I ad­jus­ted my neck and his cock mo­ved up enough that I didn’t throw up, but I was star­ting to gag. I ma­de three long ret­ching sounds and I was su­re I was going to throw up all over him, but I guess the trai­ning I’d do­ne with James stuck a litt­le bit. I kept it down. My eyes we­re wa­te­ring and when he fi­nal­ly let me back up, the­re we­re strea­mers of thick spit run­ning down my lips to his cock. He was al­rea­dy half hard. I smi­led. It had felt re­al­ly good ha­ving my lips all the way down on the ba­se of his cock.

I loo­ked him in the eye and said, “Fuck my thro­at.”
 Wes got up, spread his legs a bit and grab­bed the sides of my head. “Open up. Gon­na gi­ve you what you want.” I sat back on my feet, loo­king up at him and ope­ned my mouth for him. He slid his cock right down the back of my thro­at. This time I was rea­dy though and I didn’t gag. He pushed him­self all the way down and pushed my face in­to his crotch. I could feel my thro­at muscles grab­bing his cock, then relea­sing, then grab­bing. His cock was get­ting fat­ter and har­der and it was going de­e­per in­to me. He fi­nal­ly pul­led out enough that I could take a breath.
 He mo­ved one hand un­der my chin and put the other on top of my head. Then he star­ted pis­to­ning his cock in and out of my mouth, each of the stro­kes going just past my gag re­flex. All I could do was hold still and let him fuck my mouth, fo­cu­sing on not gag­ging. I kept thin­king of James as he did it. I mis­sed him but he was part of my world with Cla­rence, and I was do­ne with that. He fu­cked my mouth li­ke that for a good five mi­nu­tes. The­re was spit eve­r­y­whe­re, run­ning down my top, all over my face. Then he sud­den­ly stop­ped and pul­led out. “Al­most bus­ted my nut. Don’t wan­na go yet.”
 I caught my breath, smi­ling. I’d re­al­ly mis­sed suck­ing a man’s cock. His long beau­ti­ful black dick was sticking straight out from him, shi­ny and drip­ping with my spit. Wes took a swig of his whis­key then said, “You ever lay on your back and suck a cock?” I hadn’t actu­al­ly and when I told him so, he pul­led off his pants, led me in­to my bedroom and laid me down so that I was on my back with my head dan­g­ling off the ed­ge. He stood in front of my face, his cock on­ly half hard now. With his balls fal­ling on­to my eyes and no­se, he put his hands on the side of my head and said, “Open up.”
 Suck­ing his dick that way was a new chal­len­ge. Brea­thing is dif­fe­rent ha­ving your head tip­ped back and as he got har­der, it be­ca­me mo­re dif­fi­cult to keep from cho­king. All I could do was tip my head back far­ther to get my­self some air. He mo­ved his hands from the side of head to my neck. He wasn’t ex­act­ly cho­king me, but he was squee­zing tight enough that I could actu­al­ly feel the pressu­re bet­ween his cock in my thro­at and his hands on the out­si­de. It was in­cre­di­ble. If I’d be­en ab­le to speak, I would ha­ve as­ked him to actu­al­ly cho­ke me.
 Then he went in too hard, too de­ep. I jer­ked my head back, threw my arms up to his thighs, but it was too la­te, I pu­ked. For­tu­na­te­ly, I didn’t re­al­ly ha­ve much the­re other than some wa­ter and some whis­key. I tur­ned my head and mis­sed his foot by an inch. He took a step back, but I si­gna­led him to keep going. He laughed and slip­ped his cock right back in my thro­at. I wasn’t going to gi­ve up. A mi­nu­te la­ter he said, “You gon­na swal­low my nut?” I nod­ded and a se­cond la­ter, I felt him shoot. Most of it went straight down my thro­at in jets, but I got a good mouth­ful any­way. I left it the­re and rol­led it over my tongue. I didn’t want that tas­te to go away, it was so good. I fi­nal­ly swal­lo­wed it down and then I got di­s­ap­poin­ted.
 I was still dres­sed, even if I was a bit mes­sy. My pus­sy hadn’t got­ten any at­ten­ti­on at all. Wes was al­rea­dy pul­ling his pants up and I was just re­al­ly get­ting rea­dy to go. My mouth star­ted going wi­thout any thought. “That was fun. You got any fri­ends who’d want to hook up?”
 Wes laughed. “I’ll gi­ve my boys your di­gits. You loo­kin to freak, huh?”
 “Actu­al­ly,” my brain ki­cked in, “Don’t gi­ve out my num­ber, okay? Too ma­ny chan­ces for me to get caught. Can you just in­tro­du­ce me to them?”
 Wes shrug­ged. “How freaky you want to get?”
 I wal­ked up to him, took his hand and rub­bed it up un­der my skirt. My pan­ties we­re soa­ked and he could feel it. “Freaky as fuck. I wan­na get nas­ty.” Wes kept his hand the­re and kis­sed me long and hard. He squee­zed my pus­sy hard, his palm pres­sing up against my clit. Then he step­ped away, finis­hed his whis­key and left. His kiss left me diz­zy.
 I strip­ped off my clo­thes, got my vi­bra­tor out and laid down on my bed and ro­de that toy un­til I’d cum three times. Then I clea­ned up my pu­ke and star­ted to watch the clock. I al­rea­dy wan­ted mo­re men, mo­re cock, mo­re sex.


Any­ti­me You Want

Ka­te
I didn’t see Wes for a few days af­ter that and I was horny enough that I star­ted thin­king of other ways of fin­ding men. I’d be­en wor­king out at home, so I swit­ched to an out­si­de gym mem­ber­ship. I al­so star­ted kee­ping my eye on a cou­ple of guys on the Del­ga­do cam­pus.

At the sa­me time my wri­ting class got out, an­other class next door was let­ting out. I’d al­ways see this sa­me guy and we ma­de eye con­tact a cou­ple of times. He was in his mid-twen­ties, had long corn­rows, kind of a short, stocky build, milk cho­co­la­te skin.

One day, in­s­tead of tur­ning left to­ward my car li­ke I usu­al­ly did, I tur­ned right to fol­low him and see whe­re he went. He en­ded up on a bench ha­ving a smo­ke and I stee­led up my ner­ves and sat down next to him. I bum­med a smo­ke and we got to tal­king a bit. His na­me was Wayne. I didn’t lay the flirt on too hea­vy. Not that day any­way.

Two days la­ter though, when I had the class again we met up for a ci­ga­ret­te af­ter­ward. We we­re chat­ting and I sug­ge­s­ted we go get some lunch. He said, “Naw, I ain’t got that much time.”

I ga­ve him an evil grin and said, “How much time ha­ve you got?” I li­cked my lower lip just a litt­le bit.
 He laughed, “Shit. I wish. I’m mar­ried and shit. Got two kids wai­ting on me at home.” He didn’t say it li­ke it was a cur­se or a bles­sing, mo­re li­ke just the way things we­re.

I threw all of my mo­rals out the win­dow then. “I don’t mind if you don’t.” We went back to his car and I su­cked him off. His cock was pret­ty short, but fuck did he ha­ve girth. It was hard get­ting my mouth all the way down around him and de­ep thro­a­ting him was al­most im­pos­si­ble. I managed to do it a cou­ple of times for a cou­ple of se­conds, but I swe­ar he was li­ke a Coke can when he was hard.

Wayne ca­me re­al­ly fast and apo­lo­gi­zed. I smi­led at him, his cum still on my lips. “Don’t wor­ry about it. We can do it again, any time.” I left him the­re and hea­ded home. I hadn’t got­ten my­self off, but damn it had felt good to suck his dick.

Right as I was about to pull up to my street, I get a text from Wes. He wan­ted me to co­me over to some ad­dress in New Or­leans East and hook up with him. I as­s­u­med it was his place. I didn’t ha­ve a ton of time, but I fi­gu­red what the hell. I tur­ned around and hea­ded back the way I ca­me.

The place was in a pret­ty sket­chy neigh­bor­hood, but when I pul­led up to the curb, Wes was out the­re with an­other guy, sit­ting on the porch and smo­king a blunt. “Whe­re y’at se­xy girl?” Wes cal­led out. The other guy cat cal­led at me in a fri­end­ly way. He was re­al­ly tall, may­be even se­ven feet, and su­per thin. The fact that he was wea­ring a Hor­nets jer­sey ma­de me think he might play for them, alt­hough I doubt their players sat on por­ches smo­king blunts.

I sat down on the steps just abo­ve them and ga­ve Wes a kiss. The hou­se was prac­ti­cal­ly fal­ling down, it’s paint pee­ling. It loo­ked li­ke some­thing that should ha­ve be­en con­dem­ned af­ter Ka­tri­na. I was still pret­ty dres­sed up though. I’d be­en wea­ring ni­ce clo­thes to school, most­ly just to feel pret­ty, but al­so ho­ping to catch a few guys eyes. To­day, I was in red heels and a red skirt with a white but­ton up shirt. I pro­ba­b­ly loo­ked pret­ty odd sit­ting on that porch.

Wes pas­sed me the blunt and I took a small hit. I wasn’t ever a hu­ge pot smo­ker and some­thing li­ke that was going to knock me out if I wasn’t care­ful. He in­tro­du­ced me to Dai­ry, his re­al­ly tall fri­end, who wa­ved off the blunt when I tried to pass it to him. He held up his beer and said, “This is the on­ly shit I’m in­to. I stay the fuck away from that.”

We chat­ted on the porch for a bit. Dai­ry was a fun­ny guy. I li­ked him. He ga­ve me the im­pres­si­on he was one of tho­se kids who’d be­en awk­ward in some way - fat, ugly, short, or in his case, tall - that dealt with it by be­co­ming a smart ass. At one point he says to me, “So you’re mar­ried? You got kids and shit?” He’d no­ti­ced my wed­ding ring on.

I shrug­ged as I lit up a re­gu­lar ci­ga­ret­te. “Ye­ah.” I didn’t want to re­al­ly talk about it.
 “That’s cool. I feel you.” He loo­ked over at Wes. “But damn girl, you know Wes got the smal­lest dick ever swing bet­ween a black man’s legs, right?” We all laughed. “I’m serious girl. The actu­al say­ing is ‘on­ce you go black, you ne­ver go back, un­less it’s Wes.’
 We all laughed again. Then I told Wes that I couldn’t stay too long. “Whe­re you got­ta be?” Wes said.
 “My son and my hus­band. Got­ta make din­ner.” I rol­led my eyes.
 Dai­ry stood up and took my hand. “Ye­ah, well, I think you should get des­sert first.” I loo­ked down at Wes who didn’t say any­thing at first, he didn’t even look up. He just kept smo­king his blunt. Well, I’d told him that I’d fuck his fri­ends, so I guess that was that.
 Just when we we­re hea­ding in the door, he said, “I’ll be in.”
 The in­side of the hou­se loo­ked li­ke a war zo­ne ex­cept for the area around a hu­ge wi­de­s­creen TV that had an XBox and a ton of games in front of it. Dai­ry sat me down on the couch and put a disc in­to a DVD player. A cou­ple of se­conds la­ter, some porn ca­me up on the screen. Dai­ry fell down on­to the couch, his hand rub­bing his cock through his shorts. “Wes says you a straight up freak. Let’s see what you wor­kin’ with girl. Take off them clo­thes for me. Ni­ce and slow. Lea­ve them shoes on though.”
 I stood in front of the screen, which was sho­wing a black girl with fuck­ing enor­mous tits gi­ving head to two black guys, and slow­ly strip­ped for him. I could see him get­ting hard through his bag­gy shorts. When I slip­ped my pan­ties off, Dai­ry said, “Now show me your boo­ty, girl. Gim­me a show.” I tur­ned around my hands on my knees and wor­ked my ass around for him. “Make it pop!” I did my best, but as a white mom, ma­king my ass pop wasn’t one of my top skills. “Bring that shit my way, ba­by.”
 I went to him and was going to stradd­le him, but he grab­bed my hips and tur­ned me around. “I want see that big white ass whi­le you’re fuck­ing my dick.” He pul­led his shorts down and I saw that he was rock hard. He wasn’t qui­te as big as Wes, but damn it loo­ked good. He put his ass out to­ward the ed­ge of the couch and spread his legs. I put my hands on my knees and slow­ly lo­we­red my­self down to­ward him.
 Dai­ry lined up his cock and I felt his head slip bet­ween my la­bia, which we­re now drip­ping. “Slow, girl. Work that shit.” I let my hips drop slow­ly down on him.
 I pur­red. “How do you li­ke that pus­sy, Dai­ry? Cau­se I’ll tell you, my pus­sy li­kes that dick. I want eve­ry fuck­ing inch of it.” I slow­ly star­ted grin­ding my ass up and down on him. Af­ter a bit, he grab­bed my hips, some­ti­mes slam­ming them down on him. His head was just ban­ging against my cer­vix a ti­ny bit and it felt won­der­ful.
 “Oooh, slow down ba­by, I don’t want to nut yet.” He pul­led me back against his chest and I threw my legs wi­de and over his. Lea­ning back against him, I could look down and see his black dick di­s­ap­pea­ring in­to me and then sli­ding back out all co­ve­red in my wet­ness. He re­a­ched up and squee­zed my tits. “I li­ke the­se big strip­per tit­ties you’ve got ba­by.”
 “Grab the nipp­les. Squee­ze them.” He did using his thumbs and fo­re­fin­gers, pin­ching in and twis­ting them light­ly. “Har­der, fuck­ing har­der.” I was grin­ding up and down on Dai­ry now and ra­pid­ly rub­bing my clit. My thighs we­re re­al­ly sc­re­a­ming at me doing so much work now, but it felt too good to stop.
 Dai­ry twis­ted on my nipp­les, hard, I win­ced and bit my lip. “Har­der, fuck­ing har­der! Hurt me!” He squee­zed, twis­ted and pul­led out­ward at the sa­me time, stret­ching my nipp­les. I was rub­bing fu­rious­ly at my clit.
 The door ope­ned and Wes wal­ked in. I guess he’d heard us. He strol­led up, one hand rub­bing his dick through his pants, the other hol­ding a ci­ga­ret­te. He wat­ched us for a se­cond, wat­ched me rub­bing my clit and grin­ding up and down, wat­ching Dai­ry tor­ture my nipp­les. He loo­ked me up and down and the­re was some­thing in his look that was so dir­ty and fil­thy it prac­ti­cal­ly ma­de me cum right the­re. Dai­ry was thrus­ting his hips up when he could, but the­re wasn’t much el­se he could do out­si­de of play­ing with my tits.
 Wes wal­ked up though, ag­gres­si­ve­ly, and put his free hand on my thro­at. He squee­zed hard and said, “Take yo hand off yo pus­sy. You don’t need your hand, you got a black dick up de­ep in you.” He squee­zed even har­der af­ter I took my hand away from my pus­sy. Then he lea­ned in clo­se to me so that his mouth was right up against mi­ne. “Now cum on his dick. Do it. I’ma keep squee­zing till you cum.” Ho­ly shit did I cum. My who­le bo­dy con­vul­sed. My legs comple­te­ly ga­ve out on me and I sort of just fell back against Dai­ry. I was sort of say­ing “Oh, god!” over and over but it ca­me out all strangled with Wes’s hand on my thro­at. My nipp­les we­re on fi­re, my hands just jer­ked out to the side and clut­ched at the couch.
 Then, I fain­ted. It must ha­ve on­ly be­en a cou­ple of se­conds be­cau­se when I ca­me to, Wes’s hand was off my thro­at and he was stea­dy­ing me on Dai­ry. Dai­ry hands had mo­ved to my hips and he was lif­ting me up and down on his cock li­ke a rag doll. My head was spin­ning and I’d ba­re­ly star­ted to re­gain some sen­se of ba­lan­ce and con­trol over my bo­dy. “Oh fuck, here I cum!” Dai­ry wrap­ped his arms around my chest and hug­ged me tight­ly to him and he thrust his hips up so hard and high that my feet left the ground. I was to­tal­ly im­pa­led on him. He gus­hed in­to me for a good ten se­conds. Then we both fell over side­ways on the couch and just laid the­re.
 Wes smi­led. “Fuck. That shit was tight! You pas­sed right the fuck out girl and you kept goin!” Dai­ry, tal­king through my hair in his face said, “Fuck Wes, you know how to land them white freaks, da­wg.” I grin­ned, not on­ly had I got­ten off, but I had a pus­sy full of cum. I ground my hips down on Dai­ry’s slow­ly sof­tening cock.
 “Glad you li­ked it. You can get up in my busi­ness any time you want.”
 We all chil­led for a bit. I wan­ted to fuck Wes too, but he said he had to go and the truth was, I did too. I beat Ke­vin home by about a mi­nu­te. I had to run to the ba­throom from my bedroom. I’d just got­ten off my clo­thes when I heard the door open. I sprin­ted na­ked from my room to the ba­throom, ti­ny drips of Dai­ry run­ning down my thighs. I actu­al­ly had to hi­de some red marks on my neck with makeup and my nipp­les we­re throb­bing. I clea­ned up, coo­ked eve­r­yo­ne din­ner and went to sleep hap­pier than I had be­en in a whi­le.



Old Fri­ends

Jes­si­ca
The idea of chea­ting on Mi­cha­el had be­en in the back of my mind, but when it actu­al­ly hap­pe­ned, I didn’t plan it. It was ac­ci­den­tal, I swe­ar. On a day to day le­vel, Mi­cha­el and I we­re figh­ting all the time. He al­ways had some­thing to pick on me about. Ho­nest­ly, most of the time it was stu­pid shit and I just wan­ted to yell at him that he was mad be­cau­se I wasn’t Bet­ty. He be­gan to say things li­ke, “I pay the rent around here, so…”. Which was true, he did. But I al­so did the things he as­ked of me - pain­ting my nails, shaving my pus­sy, wea­ring the clo­thes he wan­ted around the hou­se, wea­ring the clo­thes he wan­ted to school. It was all get­ting old though.

We still fu­cked a lot, but it was still just anal. Wor­se, he was kind of an­gry about it now. He was rougher. I was tea­ring mo­re of­ten, which meant that I was ha­ving to take mo­re breaks from it af­ter­ward to he­al up. One time, I bled for two days af­ter.

I be­gan to find ex­cu­ses to be out of the hou­se. My best one was mee­ting up with my old high school fri­end Jen­ni­fer. She was al­most do­ne with her Se­ni­or year and I was ex­ci­ted that she might co­me to UNO with me. I drea­med that may­be we could some­how be room­ma­tes. She’d be­en seeing this re­al­ly cute black guy at her school, but things we­ren’t going well. He’d be­en ac­cep­ted to a col­le­ge in Flo­ri­da and was plan­ning on lea­ving pret­ty soon. Al­so, his pa­rents didn’t know he was da­ting a white girl and wouldn’t li­ke it. They we­re both ha­ving to sneak around and she said it was get­ting re­al­ly ex­haus­ting.

Any­way, it was re­al­ly good to start seeing her again. It was a bit of a pain sin­ce neit­her of us had a car, but it was to­tal­ly worth it. She and I had shared so much to­gether the pre­vious year.

We de­ci­ded to get to­gether for a week­end and Mi­cha­el agreed to drive me over and pick me up Sun­day night. On­ce we we­re alo­ne, Jen­ni­fer and I sche­med. What trou­ble would we get in­to? I thought about cal­ling Sam, Cla­rence’s hot fri­end, and seeing if any­thing was going on. But then I thought that may­be it might get back to my mom and that wasn’t good. The­re was no way I was going to con­tact Sha­ne, I’d end up fuck­ing him. I serious­ly con­si­de­red con­tac­ting Wes. I knew he was out of jail. Tan­ya had told me he was wor­king down at a re­stau­rant in the Quar­ter.

For a mi­nu­te, I thought about him fuck­ing me, us doing some weed and may­be even hit­ting up a bit of crack. Then I shook it off. Wes was bad for me. I didn’t need to start that shit up again now. Then it hit me. Tony! Tony was one of the few guy who al­ways knew whe­re a cool par­ty was and I ne­ver felt li­ke he was a dick to me. He’d al­ways be­en straight with me and Jen­ni­fer.

I tex­ted him and su­re enough, the­re was a par­ty and we could co­me. It wasn’t any­thing big li­ke that last one, but it soun­ded good enough. We had a whi­le, so Jen­ni­fer and I bu­sed down to Canal Place and did a litt­le shop­ping. We didn’t ha­ve a ton of mo­ney, but I got the­se new white stockings that I thought we­re re­al­ly awe­so­me and Jen­ni­fer got a re­al­ly cute plea­ted skirt.

Tony said he’d pick us up and we spent the rest of the af­ter­noon gos­si­ping, get­ting rea­dy and wat­ching TV. It was re­al­ly good to spend time with Jen­ni­fer again. I’d re­al­ly for­got­ten how much I mis­sed her.

When Tony pi­cked us up, I ga­ve him a hu­ge hug and a kiss. It was re­al­ly good to see him again. We hop­ped in­to his truck and he dro­ve us to the par­ty. It was a wa­re­hou­se thing down in the CBD and the place was al­rea­dy bum­ping. Tony said it was a big pro­mo­ti­o­nal thing for some com­pa­ny or some­thing. I didn’t re­al­ly get it, but the im­port­ant thing was that Tony’s litt­le bro­ther was the pro­mo­ter, it was his par­ty.

We got to go in the VIP ent­ran­ce and feel li­ke su­per­stars. We got past a long line and went straight in­to a big ro­ped off area. It was bad ass! We could see the who­le dance floor, which was pa­cked. They we­re play­ing a lot of boun­ce, but al­so plen­ty of East and West Coast and Southern style hip hop too. It was a gre­at vi­be. We met Tony’s litt­le bro­ther, Mel, and he in­tro­du­ced me to John­ny. John­ny en­ded up being the guy that I chea­ted on Mi­cha­el with.

The­re we­re a lot of peo­ple in the VIP area and we all just sort of mingled, alt­hough Jen­ni­fer and I stuck clo­se to­gether. A lot of guys we­re flir­ting with us and hit­ting on us. It was fun, but we both kind of kept each other in check. We spent some time out on the dance floor and had a gre­at time sha­king our as­ses.
 As the night went on, we drank a bit. Then we en­ded up back in some VIP rooms on cou­ches tal­king with peo­ple. Then we drank some mo­re. Then someo­ne of­fe­red us a line and we did a bit of coke. Tony was the­re, so I felt safe and the­re wasn’t any­thing weird going on. Jen­ni­fer was tal­king to Mel, Tony’s bro­ther, and I en­ded up tal­king with John­ny.

We tal­ked and tal­ked the way you on­ly can when you’re coked up at 3am. When Jen­ni­fer stood up and said she had to jam, Tony said he’d take her home, so I said I’d catch a ri­de from John­ny and catch up to her in a bit.

She split and John­ny and I went back to tal­king. Be­fo­re I knew what was hap­pe­ning, the­se guys ca­me in and said that the par­ty was get­ting rea­dy to shut down. It was 7am. That’s when it hit me that I’d be­en spil­ling my guts out to this to­tal stran­ger. John­ny was re­al­ly ni­ce and he’d lis­ten­ed to me get in­to a lot of de­tail about my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Mi­cha­el. Thoughts li­ke, “Ho­ly shit, how much ha­ve I said?” star­ted rol­ling through my brain.

I hug­ged Tony good­night. It was re­al­ly good to see him again. John­ny of­fe­red to drive me back to Jen­ni­fer’s and I ac­cep­ted. On the way home, we tal­ked mo­re and I re­a­li­zed that what­ever I’d said to him, it didn’t freak him out. I al­so no­ti­ced that he hadn’t tal­ked much. Not li­ke he was se­cre­ti­ve, but that he just let me do the tal­king and he lis­ten­ed. That felt re­al­ly good.

When we pul­led up Jen­ni­fer’s place, he pul­led out a pen from his glove box and he grab­bed my hand. “I’m gon­na wri­te my pho­ne num­ber on your hand. When you get in and you’re all safe, text me and let me know. I’ll wait here on the cor­ner till I get it.” I think right the­re, I wan­ted to kiss him. That was so sweet and cute.

But we didn’t kiss that night, alt­hough I ga­ve him a big hug. I got out, snuck back in­to Jen­ni­fer’s place and slip­ped in­to bed next to her. She was still awa­ke when I tex­ted John­ny that I was all good. He tex­ted back, “Sleep tight beau­ti­ful.” We could he­ar her pa­rents get­ting up whi­le I told her about my night and she told me about hers, both of us un­der the blan­kets. It was a good week­end.


Six Guys, Two Girls And A Mo­tel Room

Ka­te
Wayne, the guy I’d met who was in the class next to mi­ne, and I star­ted hoo­king up a cou­ple of times a week. Most of the time we’d go to his car. Some­ti­mes we’d use one of the ba­throoms on the far side of cam­pus that didn’t get used much. He’d go in­to the men’s room, make su­re it was em­pty and I’d go in a mi­nu­te la­ter. He’d sit on the toi­let and I’d ri­de that fat cock of his till we both got off. It was a lot of fun. But it was a dis­trac­ti­on.

What I re­al­ly wan­ted was mo­re time with Wes and Dai­ry. Wes es­pe­ci­al­ly. I could tell he knew how to push my but­tons. He might ha­ve be­en young but that boy had a dir­ty stre­ak in him. Seeing him though wasn’t ea­sy. Be­si­des my life with school, he was al­so wor­king and I didn’t re­al­ly ha­ve much of a chan­ce to see him af­ter about 5pm sin­ce my hus­band ca­me home short­ly af­ter that most of the time. A cou­ple of times he drop­ped by and had me gi­ve him a blow job, but I wan­ted mo­re. A lot mo­re.

I tried co­ming on to one of the trai­ners at the gym. That didn’t go so well. I could tell he was straight, but he ma­de it pret­ty cle­ar that he wasn’t going to mess around with me. I got to the point whe­re I was even thin­king about going out to some bars du­ring the day and see if I could pick a guy up. Then I get this text from Wes on a Fri­day. He says he’s going to pick me up at 4pm for a par­ty that night and that I should be dres­sed up. I told him thanks, but that I pro­ba­b­ly couldn’t go. He said, “Find a way. Be the­re at 4.” I didn’t take much con­vin­cing.

I ma­de up a no­te for Ke­vin that said they we­re on their own for din­ner to­night. I left them some mo­ney for a piz­za if they wan­ted to or­der out. I wro­te Da­vid a se­cond no­te and left it on the bed. I said I was going first to work out with a gir­l­fri­end at the gym and then we we­re going to a cock­tail par­ty af­ter that. I’d pro­ba­b­ly be home la­te. I ho­ped that would be enough.

I wan­ted to knock Wes’s socks off to­night. I hop­ped in the shower, shaved eve­r­y­thing up ni­ce. I put my hair up in a high po­ny­tail. I’d re­cent­ly had it dyed again so it was a re­al­ly bright red. I did my fin­gers and to­es up in this awe­so­me red co­lor cal­led For­tu­ne Coo­kie. I wore a me­di­um length black skirt that had slits a third of the way up the side and I put on black fis­h­nets. For shoes I had the­se black pa­tent lea­ther peep­toe plat­forms with a wi­de an­kle strap. I wore my best black lace pan­ties and bra. For a top, I had this black but­ton up slee­ve­less that was pret­ty form fit­ting. I left the top three but­tons un­do­ne so you could just catch a glimp­se of my bra. Over the top I had this thin black French cut ja­cket that al­ways slim­med my waist and lengt­he­ned my legs. I had this awe­so­me litt­le black clutch to go with it. Not ve­ry big, but it had enough room for what was im­port­ant: my pho­ne, my keys, my lip­stick, my com­pact, a cou­ple of con­doms and a ti­ny pa­cket of lu­be.

He pi­cked me up at four. It ma­de me ner­vous to see an­other man’s car in my dri­ve­way. When I got in, it was actu­al­ly Dai­ry dri­ving. Wes wasn’t even the­re. Dai­ry said he’d be mee­ting us at the par­ty. At le­ast Dai­ry see­med im­pres­sed by my out­fit though. “Damn, girl. You brin­gin it.”

We hea­ded out to New Or­leans East again and got off the free­way way out at Bul­lard Ave. We pul­led in­to a mo­tel par­king lot and im­me­di­a­te­ly I flas­hed back to the time Cla­rence had sent me out to take care of his two fri­ends. Wi­thout Cla­rence in my life now, the me­mo­ry hurt a bit.

Dai­ry pul­led up to a cou­ple of rooms that had their doors open. The­re we­re a cou­ple of guys stan­ding out­si­de smo­king and drin­king. As soon as I step­ped out the­re we­re whistles and hoots. I might ha­ve even blus­hed a bit.

Wes was in one of the rooms and he stood up and ga­ve me a long slow kiss hel­lo, both of his hands on my ass. Then he ma­de some in­tro­duc­ti­ons. Shay­na was sit­ting on the bed next to him. She was black and about my age and had on this se­xy, slinky black dress. She was pret­ty and had an even mo­re hourglass sha­pe than I did. The two guys out­si­de we­re Phil and Leo. They we­re ol­der guys, mid 40s may­be and I thought it was odd that they we­re fri­ends with Wes. He told me the­re we­re a cou­ple of other guys in the other room too.
 We star­ted drin­king and smo­king some weed, step­ping out of the room to hit up the bowl. It was ear­ly still and the sun was going down and we just all chil­led and lis­ten­ed to mu­sic and tal­ked. The ol­der guys chat­ted me up a lot. They as­ked ques­ti­ons and see­med re­al­ly in­te­res­ted in the fact that I li­ked black guys. Turns out, they we­re all in­to mar­ried white wo­men who li­ked black men. I had plen­ty of sto­ries to share in that de­part­ment.

Shay­na was re­al­ly in­to Dai­ry. I found out she was mar­ried too and her hus­band was al­so not in the pic­ture. The two guys in the other room we­re as dif­fe­rent as night and day. The first was a young guy na­med Lil T. He was kind of quiet, but see­med ni­ce enough. He see­med to know Wes pret­ty well. The other guy was na­med Mon­roe. He was about 30 or so and I ha­ve to ad­mit I found him both se­xy and sca­ry at the sa­me time. Mon­roe was foot­ball player big. For all I knew he was a foot­ball player. He had the to­tal quiet bad boy thing going on. He didn’t say much, but he’d smi­le out of the cor­ner of his mouth. His beard was thick and short and he’d let his ci­ga­ret­te dan­gle from his mouth. He wore a big, long lea­ther coat and his head was shaved smooth. The ja­cket and bald head re­min­ded me of Isaac Hayes a litt­le.

We’d be­en out the­re for awhi­le, just smo­king and drin­king, ha­ving fun, get­ting pret­ty high. I heard some laug­hing be­hind me and tur­ned around saw that Dai­ry was lea­ning against the hood of his car and Shay­na was suck­ing his dick. He’d just un­do­ne his pants, lea­ned back and she’d bent over at the waist. I loo­ked around. The free­way was ne­a­r­by, and the other rooms, but un­less you pul­led in­to this part of the par­king lot or ope­ned your room door, I guess no one was going to see.

She loo­ked re­al­ly good going down on him and even as he got hard, she managed to fit all of him in her mouth. Phil, one of the ol­der guys fi­nal­ly said, “Hey, sa­ve some for la­ter.” They stop­ped then, laug­hing, and Dai­ry zip­ped up. Wes lea­ned in­to me and said, “The­se boys is all straight up, ya heard? We gon­na get freaky to­night.” He kis­sed me again and my knees got a litt­le weak.

A litt­le la­ter, we all wan­de­red in­to one of the rooms and clo­sed the door. Phil sat in a cor­ner and Lil T pul­led up a chair next to him. Leo said to Shay­na and I, “Why don’t you two fi­ne loo­king la­dies gi­ve us a litt­le strip show.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said and smi­led at Shay­na. Then I no­ti­ced that Phil, sit­ting in the cor­ner had pul­led out a litt­le vi­deo ca­me­ra. I pau­sed for a se­cond. Of cour­se, the first thing I thought of was my gang­bang in Mo­bi­le, with Cla­rence and Ed­die. I mis­sed them. Then I thought about being on ca­me­ra again, with stran­gers, chea­ting on my hus­band. The­re was a mo­men­ta­ry flut­ter in my sto­mach and then I star­ted strip­ping. What the fuck, right?

We took our time and ga­ve the boys a show. Shay­na and I hel­ped un­dress each other, we pushed our as­ses to­gether, we kis­sed. Then Leo as­ked us both to bend over one of the beds. We did and he ca­me up be­hind us and slip­ped a fin­ger in­to each of us at the sa­me time. “Fuck, they both all wet.”

Leo di­rec­ted Shay­na on­to one bed and me on­to the other. Wes and Leo ca­me over to me, Mon­roe and Dai­ry went over to Shay­na. Phil kept fil­ming and Lil T kept wat­ching. The guys ne­ar the beds all star­ted pul­ling off their clo­thes. Leo was a litt­le over­weight and had gray hair all over his bo­dy, but his cock was just fi­ne. Seeing both he and Wes the­re, half hard, I was in hea­ven. “Co­me here boys and let me get tho­se dicks ni­ce and hard for you.”

I sat on the ed­ge of the bed and jer­ked Wes whi­le I su­cked on Leo. Then I swit­ched up. Leo pushed me back on­to the bed and got bet­ween my legs whi­le I kept suck­ing on Wes’s dick. Wes was get­ting re­al­ly hard and he tur­ned to the ca­me­ra and said, “Hey nig­gas, check this. You ain’t lived till you had yo dick in a mar­ried white wo­man’s mouth.” Phil ca­me around with the ca­me­ra zoo­med in on me suck­ing Wes’s dick. I tried to smi­le and ga­ve the ca­me­ra a wink.

Leo was ma­king an ef­fort to eat my pus­sy, but he wasn’t doing a ve­ry good job, ho­nest­ly. So I was glad when he hoo­ked his hands un­der my knees and lif­ted and spread my legs. His cock slid in­side me ea­si­ly. I could he­ar Shay­na mo­a­ning on the bed next to me and a gree­dy part of me wan­ted the other guy’s at­ten­ti­on too.

Af­ter a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes, Leo pul­led out of me and mo­ved over to­ward Shay­na’s bed. His cock was still hard and wet with my juices. Mon­roe had Shay­na on all fours, fuck­ing her from be­hind. I got my first re­al­ly good look at him na­ked and my heart flip flop­ped. He was fuck­ing in­cre­di­ble na­ked. Even big­ger than Cla­rence, he wasn’t rip­ped, he was just re­al­ly lar­ge. He didn’t ha­ve any tat­toos and he was most­ly smooth ex­cept for a small patch of hair in the midd­le of his chest. His skin was the co­lor of dark cho­co­la­te and he was fuck­ing Shay­na with a fier­cen­ess in his eyes that bor­de­red on sa­va­ge.

Leo tap­ped him on the shoul­der and af­ter a cou­ple of se­conds, Mon­roe pul­led out of Shay­na and mo­ved to­ward her mouth.
 Wes, mean­whi­le, flip­ped me over on­to my sto­mach and slip­ped in­to me from be­hind. I hadn’t be­en qui­te rea­dy for it, for that fee­ling of him fil­ling me up. I let out a long low mo­an that got eve­r­yo­ne’s at­ten­ti­on. Dai­ry ca­me over from Shay­na and put his dick against my lips. My face was han­ging on the ed­ge of the bed and Dai­ry had to squat down to get his dick to my mouth. It was awk­ward. We had to switch up to me being on all fours.
 I su­cked Dai­ry off as best I could, but I had to stop when I star­ted cum­ming with Wes’s cock in me. As my or­gasm was get­ting ne­ar, Phil ca­me up with the ca­me­ra and got clo­se on my face. I didn’t look right in the ca­me­ra, but I said, “He’s gon­na make me cum. I’m gon­na cum so fuck­ing hard.” Then I had to bu­ry my face in the bed and cry out.
 I heard Wes say, “Oh ye­ah, this bitch loves the black pipe.” His hands we­re on my hips and he was sli­ding and poun­ding in and out of me. He slo­wed down with my or­gasm and then pul­led out. He and Dai­ry swit­ched pla­ces and my pus­sy tingled at the sen­sa­ti­on of ha­ving a third cock in the­re. It was jar­ring and won­der­ful.
 I wat­ched Leo cum in Shay­na. He was fuck­ing her whi­le she was lay­ing on her side, her up­per leg thrown over his. He pul­led out just as he was cum­ming and Phil fil­med Leo’s cum shoo­ting both in­side her and all over the small patch of hair on her pus­sy.
 A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Wes ca­me in me. We we­re fuck­ing mis­si­o­na­ry and I clut­ched on to him hard, my legs wrap­ped around him. As he was cum­ming, he said over and over, “This is my white pus­sy now, this is my white pus­sy.” I li­ked that.
 Dai­ry ca­me in Shay­na’s mouth. She didn’t swal­low though. She spit it up and rub­bed it all over her tits. I frow­ned a litt­le. I guess all of Cla­rence’s trai­ning was still stuck in me. He’d al­ways said that it was an in­sult not to swal­low it.
 Then Mon­roe ca­me over to my bed. My heart star­ted thum­ping hard. I wan­ted him bad. I’d be­en lay­ing on my back and he grab­bed one of my an­kles and twis­ted so that I rol­led over. One of his enor­mous hands spread my ass cheeks. I heard him spit and felt it hit my ass­ho­le. Then one of his fat fin­gers pushed in­to my ass. “Oh fuck!” I cried out. I hadn’t had anyo­ne in my ass for awhi­le. He flip­ped me back over on­to my back. Mon­roe was on his knees bet­ween my legs and Phil han­ded him a bott­le of lu­be. His cock was big. Not the big­gest I’d ever had, but still, it wasn’t ti­ny. With his cock lu­bed, he grab­bed the bot­toms of my feet and pushed my legs up so that my knees we­re at my face. My ass rol­led up to­ward him.
 I took a de­ep breath and re­a­ched down around my hips and lined his cock right up on my ass­ho­le, then spread my ass for him. “Fuck my ass. Fuck it hard.” He pushed the head against my ass­ho­le and it slip­ped in a litt­le, but I wan­ted mo­re. I pushed my hips down to­ward him and swal­lo­wed up a good third of his cock all at on­ce. “Oh fuck, that’s what I want.”
 Mon­roe lea­ned for­ward pushing my legs up hig­her and his dick de­e­per in­to my ass. He whi­s­pe­red, “You want the rest, you got to beg for it.”
 “Ple­a­se, ple­a­se fuck my ass. Fuck it hard. Ple­a­se, I’ll do any­thing, just gi­ve me the rest of it.” He pushed for­ward hard and I gr­un­ted. It bur­ned from him going a litt­le too fast, but I didn’t care at that point. The pain felt good. He drop­ped his hands to the bed, for­cing my legs up over his shoul­ders. I was bent in half li­ke a pret­zel. Then he star­ted fuck­ing me. But that doesn’t qui­te de­s­cri­be it. He was poun­ding me, har­der and fas­ter than I’d ever be­en fu­cked in my life. He didn’t do it all at on­ce, but the­re was a slow build up.
 He must ha­ve weig­hed 250lbs and af­ter a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes my hips and thighs we­re star­ting to feel the re­sults of ha­ving him slam in­to me over and over. My ass was in a state of shock I think. His cock was pro­ba­b­ly se­ven in­ches or so and his girth was pret­ty good too, which nor­mal­ly would be fi­ne. But he was going so hard and so fast that my guts we­re sha­king. It felt li­ke he was in my sto­mach. I couldn’t form a sen­ten­ce. I wasn’t even su­re what I wan­ted to say. Part of me wan­ted to say, “Too much, stop!” The other part of me was sc­re­a­ming, “I want mo­re!” What ca­me out was a bunch of gar­b­led half mo­ans and cries.
 I felt a pul­ling at my head and re­a­li­zed that he’d re­a­ched up and was using my hair for le­ver­a­ge so that I wouldn’t sli­de away from him. My head yan­ked back­ward and my hands we­re al­ter­na­ting from try­ing to push him away from me to pul­ling him to­ward me. He hadn’t said much up to this point, but now that he was going full speed, he spo­ke up. “Grab it, bitch. Grab that dick. Work that ass. Work it. Co­me on, bitch. Work it. I know you want this dick. Earn it. Earn my dick. Don’t push me away, bitch. I’ma gi­ve you eve­r­y­thing your hus­band can’t. Co­me on. Grab it. Milk my dick bitch. Get it. Get it. Get it!”
 I ca­me. My hands grab­bed the blan­kets, I star­ted spea­king in ton­gues I think. I loo­ked up in­to his face. He had beads of sweat rol­ling in­to his beard and his eyes we­re just pu­re ani­mal lust. I star­ted cry­ing as I was cum­ming. I know that’s weird, but ye­ah, I did. It was all re­al­ly fuck­ing over­whel­ming. Whi­le I was cum­ming I heard him say, “Ima wreck you, ba­by. You ain’t ne­ver gon­na be right again.” He kept poun­ding in­to me, even af­ter my or­gasm had fa­ded.
 I fi­nal­ly managed to get in a co­he­rent sen­ten­ce a mi­nu­te la­ter. “Okay, okay. I need a break. I need a se­cond.”
 “Uh uh. You ain’t going nowhe­re till you finish the job, bitch.” Mo­no­re just kept poun­ding me.
 I loo­ked around and saw that the eve­r­yo­ne was wat­ching. Phil was still ta­ping and the other guys we­re stro­king their cocks. Any other time, I would ha­ve strug­gled to get away or said some­thing to Wes or frea­ked out. But I was in such a weird state of eu­pho­ria and I was so in­cre­dib­ly tur­ned on by Mon­roe that I just said, “I’ll finish that cock.”
 I found that I still had some strength left in my ass and I wor­ked on squee­zing his cock eve­ry time he tried to pull out. I tried to keep his cock in­side me through the strength of my ass­ho­le. I loo­ked up in­to his face and said, “Co­me on nig­ger, is that all you’ve got? Fuck my litt­le white ass li­ke you mean it.” He grin­ned, bit his lip, pul­led on my hair even har­der and slam­med in­to me li­ke he wan­ted to send me through the wall.
 Now, even though I still felt good in ge­ne­ral, his weight and force we­re get­ting to me. I star­ted to win­ce in pain. My noi­ses we­re going from sex noi­ses to pain noi­ses. But he kept poun­ding in­to me. My ass­ho­le was on fi­re now and I knew I’d be serious­ly brui­sed to­mor­row. “Oh fuck, it hurts, it hurts!” I couldn’t help it any lon­ger. It was going from kinky to not fun at all, fast. But that’s what he nee­ded I guess. He slam­med in­to me one fi­nal time and then I felt that warm wet sen­sa­ti­on in my gut. He prac­ti­cal­ly fell on top of me in a hea­ping swea­ty mass. All he could manage to do was mum­ble, “God damn,” over and over.
 Mon­roe went to one side of the bed and I got to lower my legs. They we­re stiff and aching al­rea­dy. I just went limp and laid the­re for awhi­le. Someo­ne brought me wa­ter. Someo­ne el­se brought me te­qui­la. Shay­na brought me Ad­vil.
 Af­ter a bit, I stag­ge­red to the ba­throom. I was a to­tal wreck. My first thought was that I’d be bloo­dy as hell, but to my sur­pri­se, I wasn’t. He’d serious­ly un­plug­ged my guts and the­re was what Dan Sa­va­ge would call a lot of ‘San­torum’ going on, but that was it. I was still lea­king cum from Wes as well.
 I sat on the toi­let and cried for awhi­le. I wasn’t up­set with Wes or Mon­roe. Part of it was just the rol­ler coas­ter of en­dor­phins and sex. Part of it was all of my other is­su­es, my other pro­blems. Part of it was that I was in a tras­hy mo­tel fuck­ing stran­gers and I re­al­ly li­ked it. Af­ter I’d straigh­te­ned eve­r­y­thing up down­stairs, I clea­ned up my makeup a bit and took a de­ep breath. Eve­r­yo­ne was still the­re, eit­her sit­ting and tal­king and drin­king or out­si­de smo­king.
 I was still na­ked and I flop­ped down on the ne­a­rest bed. Shay­na was on the other one, sip­ping at some te­qui­la. She rai­sed an eye­brow at me. “You ain’t gon­na walk right for days, are you?” I shook my head and ga­ve her a weak smi­le. “That was some­thin’ el­se. That’s why I don’t let em touch my ass. Nig­gas go cra­zy for the butt.” I nod­ded slight­ly and lay the­re.
 Slow­ly, eve­r­yo­ne be­gan to eit­her go to the other room or lea­ve and then it was just Wes and I. I was fee­ling bet­ter for the mo­ment, but I knew that I’d be hur­ting to­mor­row. We drank some mo­re te­qui­la and I was fee­ling good and drunk. “You stay here ba­by, I’ll be back in a bit. Going over to the other room.” He tur­ned on the TV and left. Sin­ce I was alo­ne and a litt­le drunk, I do­zed.
 Next thing I knew someo­ne was clim­bing on­to the bed with me. It was Lil T. When he saw my eyes we­re open he said, “Wes said it was cool. Is it cool? If we do it?” He was na­ked, slen­der, with a big afro and his dick was rock hard.
 “Su­re.” I was still fee­ling good and I loved the idea that this young guy wan­ted me. I spread my legs and he clim­bed on top of me. He kis­sed me and I was sur­pri­sed at what a good kis­ser he was for such a young kid. I was still re­al­ly wet and slip­pe­ry though and when it ca­me time to slip his dick in­to me, I had to help guide him in. He was de­cent­ly hung and my back in­vo­lun­ta­ri­ly ar­ched up when he went all the way in­to me.
 “Oh, that feels good.” I clut­ched at his ass and he smi­led. He laid flat against me and star­ted pum­ping. My pus­sy re­spon­ded quick­ly. It was re­al­ly li­king all of the at­ten­ti­on. My lips we­re still swol­len from be­fo­re and in se­conds I could feel my­self get­ting rev­ved up all over again. Then he ca­me. It was fast and hard and I felt his who­le bo­dy de­fla­te on top of mi­ne.
 “Sor­ry, that was fast.” I couldn’t see his face, but I knew he was em­bar­ras­sed. “It’s all good. I pro­ba­b­ly couldn’t ha­ve hand­led mo­re to­night any­way,” Which was kind of a lie, but it soun­ded good. We laid in bed to­gether for an­other mi­nu­te or two, then he said thanks, got dres­sed and left.
 At the door he stop­ped and said, “You’re re­al­ly hot.” For some re­a­son, I felt my­self blus­hing.
 Wes ca­me back in a few and he and I smo­ked up a litt­le mo­re, stan­ding in the door­way. I was still na­ked, but I didn’t care at that point. “Was Lil T a vir­gin?” I had a su­spi­ci­on.
 Wes laughed. “His gir­l­fri­end won’t do mo­re than hand­jobs. He’s gon­na hit it pret­ty soon though. Told me he wan­ted to get with an­other girl first so he knew what to do. I told him I’d help him out. Said he li­ked white girls.” Wes shrug­ged.
 “Was that why he wasn’t foo­ling around in the group?”
 “Well, he wan­ted to watch a gang­bang. Said he’d se­en shit on the in­ter­net. But Phil wouldn’t shoot him any­way. Too young.”
 “What?”
 “Litt­le nig­ga’s on­ly se­ven­teen.” Wes laughed as he puf­fed on his pipe.
 At first, it frea­ked me out. Se­ven­teen is age of con­sent in Lou­i­si­a­na though and we we­ren’t on ta­pe to­gether, so I don’t think it would mat­ter. Still, se­ven­teen. He was youn­ger than my kids.
 Dai­ry dro­ve me home la­ter. I straigh­te­ned up and clea­ned up as best I could. When I got home, the hou­se was dark. It was a litt­le af­ter 2am. I was just about to start get­ting un­dres­sed when the lamp fli­cked on. Da­vid was awa­ke and boy was he pis­sed.


Chea­ting in my Heart

Jes­si­ca
When I say I chea­ted on Mi­cha­el, it’s not li­ke you think. Li­ke I said be­fo­re, I didn’t do it on pur­po­se. But it al­so wasn’t sex. I chea­ted on Mi­cha­el in my heart. Mi­cha­el had tre­a­ted me re­al­ly well, bet­ter than any other guy in a lot of ways. He’d bought be things, let me live with him rent free and for the most part he tre­a­ted me li­ke a la­dy on the street and a freak in the sheets, as the say­ing goes.

But af­ter eve­r­y­thing I’d go­ne through with him and Bet­ty, I knew that we wouldn’t make it in the long run. I wasn’t re­al­ly mad at him, it was mo­re li­ke I was sad for him. Still, he didn’t know about John­ny and the re­la­ti­ons­hip I de­ve­lo­ped with him. My re­la­ti­ons­hip with John­ny was li­ke no other in my life.

Af­ter he drop­ped me off that night, we be­gan tex­ting. Just chat at first, but they al­ways see­med to get hea­vy. It wasn’t long be­fo­re I wan­ted to talk to him face to face again. I’d lie and say I was going to see Jen­ni­fer be­cau­se if Mi­cha­el knew I was seeing an­other guy, even if we we­ren’t fuck­ing, he’d go cra­zy. At first, it wasn’t about ro­man­ce with John­ny. I wasn’t even at­trac­ted to him phy­si­cal­ly.

John­ny was smart though and he wasn’t just smart, li­ke street smart, he had other smarts going on too. He was an au­dio en­gi­neer for work and he had all this ama­zing know­led­ge about elec­tro­nics, math and sound. He al­so knew an in­cre­di­ble amount of stuff about mu­sic. Most im­port­ant though, was that he was a re­al­ly good lis­ten­er. Not in the nor­mal guy way of say­ing ‘uh huh’ and just nod­ding, I mean, he’d lis­ten and then say, “So…what I’m hea­ring you say is…” and he’d some­how read bet­ween the lines of what I’d said and say it way bet­ter. It re­min­ded me of Cla­rence.

Be­fo­re long, we’d got­ten to tal­king about my dad, ra­cism, Wes, Sha­ne, Dell, Mi­cha­el, Bet­ty, school, life, all kinds of stuff. I wasn’t even drunk or stoned! Af­ter about a month, I even told him two of my big­gest se­crets - I told him about my mom chea­ting with Cla­rence and I told him about the stuff that had hap­pe­ned with my bro­ther. It wasn’t all one way eit­her. Ve­ry slow­ly, I be­gan to learn mo­re about John­ny.

I guess I should tell you that John­ny isn’t the most tra­di­ti­o­nal­ly hand­so­me guy in the world. I li­ke to com­pa­re him to Big­gie Smalls. At le­ast weight wi­se, they we­re both big men. They al­so had sort of a si­mi­lar ba­by face thing going on. Even when they we­re pis­sed, both Big­gie Smalls and John­ny had this sweet qua­li­ty to their faces. I think he’s beau­ti­ful, but not a lot of peo­ple would call him tra­di­ti­o­nal­ly hand­so­me.

So, John­ny had grown up re­al­ly awk­ward around girls. He’d got­ten te­a­sed a lot about his weight. He kind of grew up shy and out of place. He al­so star­ted to de­ve­lop a thing for girls who we­ren’t black be­cau­se he said they’d te­a­sed him the le­ast. His sis­ters, he said, we­re the worst and so he had a re­al­ly hard time with black girls. He al­so told me that he didn’t be­lie­ve in mo­no­ga­my, which was kind of a shock. At first, I thought he meant that he didn’t be­lie­ve in da­ting one girl at a time, but it was kind of the other way around. He said he on­ly usu­al­ly li­ked one girl at a time, but that he li­ked it when they dated other guys. I couldn’t qui­te un­der­stand that one at first. It was so dif­fe­rent from Mi­cha­el.

John­ny al­so told me that he was re­al­ly kinky. I hadn’t re­a­li­zed just how much I’d told him that first night we met be­cau­se I was so drunk and coked up, but I guess I’d blab­bed the who­le thing about Bet­ty and being tied up. So, John­ny told me that was one of the things he re­al­ly li­ked about me. He said I soun­ded ‘fearless’, which no one had ever cal­led me be­fo­re and I re­al­ly li­ked it even if I wasn’t su­re it was true.

Any­way, as we got to­ward the end of the se­mes­ter and sum­mer star­ted to roll around, I had a big de­ci­si­on to make. Mi­cha­el was al­ways kind of picking on me and I star­ted fin­ding ex­cu­ses to be go­ne from our place. I thought, why am I even bo­the­ring living with him any­mo­re if I don’t want to be with him?

I tal­ked to my dad and he said that I could mo­ve back in any­ti­me I wan­ted. I had to re­al­ly calm him down and make su­re he knew that Mi­cha­el and I we­ren’t brea­king up be­cau­se he’d hurt me or chea­ted on me or some­thing. I told him that things just we­ren’t wor­king out and I’d li­ke to co­me home for at le­ast the sum­mer, may­be lon­ger.

I didn’t even talk to my mom about it. She wasn’t hard­ly ever home when I was any mo­re. I knew my dad was figh­ting with her a lot. I al­so got the fee­ling the­re we­re nights when she wasn’t even stay­ing at home. I was so temp­ted to call Cla­rence and see if he’d heard from her or may­be they’d star­ted up again, but I didn’t. Be­si­des, if they’d star­ted up again, I fi­gu­red that I would ha­ve heard about it.

John­ny lived at home. It wasn’t be­cau­se he was bro­ke though. He took care of his mom and grand­ma. His grand­ma was just about rea­dy to mo­ve in­to a nur­sing home and his mom had be­en in a car ac­ci­dent and re­al­ly couldn’t mo­ve around well. John­ny ma­de de­cent mo­ney though and took good care of them. His bro­thers and sis­ters had all mo­ved out though and most of them we­ren’t even in the state any lon­ger.

Jen­ni­fer kept sort of te­a­sing me that I li­ked John­ny but wouldn’t ad­mit it. In the end, she was right. Ye­ah, I didn’t get wet just loo­king at him the way I did Wes or Sha­ne or the way I used to with Mi­cha­el, but John­ny was re­al­ly good to me and I al­ways li­ked being around him. When Jen­ni­fer met him, they to­tal­ly hit it off too. She joked, “If you don’t date him, I will.”

I as­ked Tony about him, try­ing to get some gos­sip. Tony didn’t ha­ve much to say but what he said was good I guess. “He’s on­ly be­en with a cou­ple girls that I know of. But they’re still his fri­ends.” Can’t get much of a bet­ter re­view than that, right? But I wasn’t even su­re if he li­ked me in that way. I mean, we tal­ked al­most eve­ry day, some­ti­mes about re­al­ly kinky stuff, and some­ti­mes he’d say things li­ke that I was re­al­ly pret­ty, but he ne­ver actu­al­ly ma­de any mo­ves. I wasn’t su­re I wan­ted to be with a guy who didn’t want to make mo­ves on me. I li­ked ag­gres­si­ve guys.

I was re­a­ching the point whe­re I was rea­dy to tell Mi­cha­el that I was going to mo­ve back in with my pa­rents and that we we­re do­ne. At the sa­me time, John­ny as­ked me over for din­ner. I said yes and I was re­al­ly sur­pri­sed that he meant not just with him but with his mom and grand­ma. His grand­ma didn’t say much. She was re­al­ly old and see­med pret­ty out of it. But his mom was awe­so­me. She ma­de me laugh and was re­al­ly ni­ce. She al­so ma­de John­ny blush by tal­king about all the ni­ce things he was al­ways doing for her and her mom.

He coo­ked us all a gre­at din­ner and he and I clea­ned up af­ter­ward. I’d ne­ver be­en with a guy who could cook be­fo­re. La­ter, we we­re on his couch alo­ne and I de­ci­ded to just ask him, straight up. “So, do you li­ke me? Li­ke in the way that you’d want to date me?” We we­ren’t tou­ching or hol­ding hands or any­thing. We’d ne­ver do­ne mo­re than hug.

I thought he’d clam up or get weird on me. He did the op­po­si­te. He took a de­ep breath and loo­ked right at me. “I’d love to date you Jes­si­ca. But I’m not gon­na make mo­ves on a girl who’s got a boyfri­end. I don’t want to cheat with someo­ne or on someo­ne, ya heard?”

I was kind of sho­cked. I guess I was just used to guys not re­al­ly ca­ring about that kind of thing. “Well, what if I told you that I’m plan­ning on brea­king up with Mi­cha­el and mo­ving back in with my folks?” I had an evil grin on my face.

“Shit. If you break up with Mi­cha­el, you got­ta date with me six­ty se­conds la­ter, if you want it.” We both laughed about it and I re­a­li­zed af­ter he said it that it ma­de me re­al­ly hap­py that he li­ked me as mo­re than a fri­end. So, now I just had to break up with Mi­cha­el and eve­r­y­thing would be gre­at. Ye­ah. Ea­sy.


Sex, Drugs and Vi­deo

Ka­te
That night af­ter the mo­tel, I got in a hu­ge fight with Da­vid. He’d tex­ted me a bunch of times and I hadn’t even loo­ked at my pho­ne, I just left it on si­lent. At first he’d be­en wor­ried about me, he said. Then he star­ted thin­king I was ly­ing and was out el­se­whe­re.

Of cour­se, I de­nied all of it. Then he as­ked me to let him talk to the fri­end I’d go­ne to the par­ty with. When I said no, he ac­cu­sed me of ma­king it all up. Which of cour­se, I was. I hadn’t even bo­the­red to co­me up with any kind of con­vin­cing co­ver sto­ry. He said some pret­ty hor­ri­ble things about me, which to be fair, we­re all pret­ty true. We went around for awhi­le that night.

A cou­ple of days la­ter we got in­to again. Then again. Our mar­ri­a­ge coun­se­ling ses­si­ons just be­ca­me one big long fight. Him ac­cu­sing me of chea­ting, me de­ny­ing it. Af­ter awhi­le, we drif­ted in­to a rou­ti­ne of not tal­king to each other. The mo­re we fought, the mo­re I wan­ted to be out of the hou­se, the mo­re I wan­ted to be dis­trac­ted. Some­how an­ger was fee­ding my drive to cheat on Da­vid.

Wayne, the guy at school I’d be­en chea­ting with, bro­ke it off sud­den­ly. He said he and his wife we­re pat­ching things up and he didn’t want to fool around on her any­mo­re. I said a bunch of mean, bit­chy stuff to him and told him to lo­se my num­ber. I star­ted tex­ting Wes al­most eve­ry day.

For the most part, he didn’t ans­wer them or if he did, they we­re eva­si­ve and non-com­mit­tal. We we­ren’t da­ting, but I star­ted thin­king that he was with other girls and it got me pis­sed.

Eve­r­y­thing see­med li­ke it was un­ra­ve­ling. The­re was a litt­le fran­tic voi­ce in me that said, ‘Call Cla­rence’. But I didn’t. In­s­tead, I kept tex­ting Wes. I got bit­chy with him and said he was igno­ring me. Then I apo­lo­gi­zed. I could tell I was co­ming off li­ke a to­tal psy­cho. May­be that’s what I was be­co­ming. I don’t know.

A few days la­ter, on a Fri­day af­ter­noon, he tex­ted me. He said that Dai­ry was going to co­me over and pick me up at four and that I should pack clo­thes for the week­end be­cau­se we we­re all going to spend it over on the West Bank (The West Bank is a neigh­bor­hood on the other side of the Mis­sis­sip­pi Ri­ver). I told him that I couldn’t go away for the week­end and that four was too la­te.

It took him a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes to text back and when he did, the text just said, “I’ll ha­ve Dai­ry pick u up at 6 then”. I read that text about ten times. I un­der­stood it the first time, but I don’t re­al­ly think it sunk in un­til about the tenth. Wes was th­re­a­tening me. He knew that if Dai­ry ca­me by at six that my hus­band would be at home and shit would hit the fan for me. For a long whi­le, I con­tem­plated tel­ling him to send Dai­ry over at six on pur­po­se. Just to be caught, to be do­ne and ha­ve this over. But I fol­ded. I told him to send Dai­ry at four.

I tur­ned around and tex­ted Da­vid that I was going out for the week­end. The pho­ne rang a mi­nu­te la­ter and he be­gan shou­ting at me. I tried to be calm and just say that I nee­ded some time away for a cou­ple of days. Fi­nal­ly he just said, “Go ahead. Go. When you co­me back we can start tal­king about how we’re going to end this fuck­ing mar­ri­a­ge.” I took off my wed­ding ring and hid it in my je­wel­ry box.

I pa­cked up some se­xy out­fits, a cou­ple of ca­su­al ones, shoes and some makeup in­to a cou­ple of bags. Then I went back and star­ted grab­bing eve­r­y­thing I could think of that I might need if I wasn’t co­ming back for a whi­le - ra­zors, tam­pons, my hair dryer. I had four bags when Dai­ry ca­me to grab me. He didn’t seem to know any­thing was wrong and he had a big smi­le on his face. “Damn, girl, it’s just a week­end!” He was loo­king at all of my bags.

“Ye­ah, might be lon­ger for me.” I put the bags in the car and we took off for the West Bank. I got a litt­le ex­ci­ted and felt a litt­le bet­ter when Dai­ry told me that we we­re going to Mon­roe’s place. The day af­ter my mo­tel sex with Mon­roe and the other guys, I’d ne­ver be­en so so­re. My ass and thighs ached, and I had brui­ses and so­re muscles all over. My ass­ho­le bur­ned for days. But it wasn’t a bad thing. It actu­al­ly tur­ned me on. I even ma­stur­ba­ted the next day on all fours, loo­king back in a mir­ror at the brui­ses. Now, I was all hea­led up and primed for some mo­re of Wes’s beau­ti­ful dick and ho­pe­ful­ly Dai­ry and Mon­roe too.

When we got to the place though, Mon­roe and Wes we­ren’t the­re and Dai­ry was just drop­ping me off. Wes was still at work and Dai­ry was going to do some stuff and grab him la­ter. Dai­ry said I was sup­po­sed to wait here for Mon­roe, who’d be the­re soon.

The on­ly other per­son the­re was a per­son I as­s­u­med was Mon­roe’s youn­ger bro­ther or some other clo­se re­la­ti­on. He said his na­me was Rob­bie and he was far mo­re in­te­res­ted in the XBox he was play­ing with than me, which was fi­ne. I hel­ped my­self to a beer and sat on the couch and wat­ched him play for awhi­le. I’d catch him loo­king at me out of the cor­ner of his eye eve­ry on­ce in awhi­le, but he didn’t hard­ly say two words to me.

Mon­roe sho­wed up a litt­le la­ter. He ca­me in with bags of li­quor and food un­der his big arms. He said a brief ‘hey’ to me and put them away but he al­most acted li­ke he didn’t know me at first. It wasn’t till he took me asi­de and pul­led me in­to his room that that chan­ged. The apart­ment over­all was kind of tras­hy. The buil­ding wasn’t in a gre­at neigh­bor­hood. It wasn’t as bad as Dai­ry’s place, but it was pret­ty run down. The living room had a lot of ex­pen­si­ve stuff in it though, a lea­ther couch, hu­ge TV and en­ter­tain­ment cen­ter, lots of ni­ce glas­ses and dis­hes.

When I step­ped in­to his bedroom though, I was re­al­ly im­pres­sed. It sort of re­min­ded me Cla­rence’s place in a weird way. Mon­roe’s room was im­ma­cu­la­te and it didn’t look li­ke anyo­ne was in here that he didn’t want in here. It had a hu­ge bed that do­mi­na­ted the room. A TV moun­ted on the wall at the foot of the bed, ex­pen­si­ve all black fur­ni­ture, at le­ast one mir­ror on eve­ry wall and a bunch of al­bums co­vers framed as art.

When he pul­led me in­to the room, his at­ti­tu­de chan­ged comple­te­ly. I won­de­red if it was be­cau­se of the kid out the­re. He kis­sed me hard and I kis­sed him back. Being wrap­ped up in his arms, I felt my­self get we al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly. Then he said, “So, we gon­na ha­ve us a cou­ple a days of serious par­ty­ing. You down? Wes said you was cool with stay­ing here.” I could tell by his to­ne that what­ever was going on with Wes and I, he hadn’t told anyo­ne el­se. Mon­roe just thought I was here be­cau­se I wan­ted to be. It ma­de me feel a lot bet­ter.

I told him I was down for the week­end and he smi­led a hu­ge, big too­thed smi­le. “Good. Pace your­self aight? We gon­na ha­ve shit for days here, boo­ze, weed, and lots a hard shit. We gon­na ha­ve a ton of nig­gas co­min’ through here. You’ll en­joy your­self. On­ly ru­les, stay out­ta my room un­less I bring you in here and don’t break shit. That’s it. If you wan­na get bu­sy the­re’s two other bedrooms.

He was about to lead me out and I grab­bed his hand and said, “I ho­pe you and I are gon­na get some time to­gether.”
 Mon­roe loo­ked back at me and smi­led and said, “Shit, ba­by, you in my hou­se now. I’m gon­na school your litt­le white ass.”
 A litt­le whi­le la­ter, two other girls sho­wed up. They we­re fri­ends with each other and a lot youn­ger than me. Being fri­end­ly with them didn’t go well. I think they saw me as com­pe­ti­ti­on or some­thing. The­re wasn’t an out­right fight or any­thing but they kept to them­sel­ves or tal­ked to Mon­roe and the­re was lots of whi­s­pe­ring bet­ween them and sni­cke­ring. I star­ted fee­ling re­al­ly self con­s­cious about my age. I ex­cu­sed my­self for a bit and chan­ged in­to some­thing se­xier and put on my makeup for the par­ty, but it just ma­de me feel mo­re self con­s­cious.
 When I ca­me out the­re we­re mo­re peo­ple thank­ful­ly. Two other girls and three guys. Again, the girls we­re a lot youn­ger than me but now at le­ast the­re we­re enough peo­ple that it didn’t seem to mat­ter much. I no­ti­ced Rob­bie, Mon­roe’s litt­le bro­ther, was go­ne. I star­ted chat­ting with one of the guys who loo­ked clo­ser to my age. He was dres­sed pret­ty ni­ce for a hou­se par­ty and he was prac­ti­cal­ly gul­ping at his first drink. He see­med a litt­le out of place and he was glad to make small talk.
 Wi­thin an hour, the par­ty had re­al­ly grown. The­re was pro­ba­b­ly twen­ty or twen­ty five peo­ple pa­cked in­to the apart­ment and lots of peo­ple we­re sort of wan­de­ring in and out. Most of the guys we­re black, but I saw a cou­ple of La­ti­no guys and one Asi­an kid. The girls we­re most­ly black with a hand­ful of us white girls. Mon­roe had the sound sys­tem cran­ked up high and he was play­ing some pret­ty hard­co­re rap. I had no clue what it was, but af­ter awhi­le it was just a stea­dy thump.
 I heard a few hoots and saw that the two girls who’d first co­me in we­re down to just bras and g-strings and shoes. One was pop­ping her ass for a circle of guys and the other was gi­ving some guy on the couch a lap dance. I was about to mo­ve away from that sce­ne sin­ce I re­al­ly didn’t li­ke tho­se girls, when they guy I’d be­en tal­king to ear­lier grab­bed my hand. “Hey ba­by, you got some lap dance skills?” He was still on the couch and was a litt­le mo­re drunk than he had be­en ear­lier.
 I glan­ced over at the other two girls and im­me­di­a­te­ly got in­ti­mi­da­ted. The­se girls had ama­zing bo­dies and they loo­ked li­ke they might be pro­fes­si­o­nal strip­pers. I had this hor­ri­ble vi­si­on of them ma­king fun of me and eve­r­yo­ne laug­hing. I was dres­sed in a knee length black skirt, black sti­let­tos, and a low cut black top. I loo­ked pret­ty good, but I wasn’t re­al­ly dres­sed li­ke a strip­per. He must ha­ve se­en the look in my eyes, my he­si­ta­ti­on, be­cau­se he said, “Co­me here.”
 He pul­led me to­ward him and I took a long pull on the whis­key I was drin­king. I knelt on one side of his lap and threw my other leg up on his other side and sat down on his lap, fa­cing him. He put his hands on my hips. “That’s it ba­by. Now grind that fat white ass.” I thrust my pel­vis up to­ward his crotch and tried to fo­cus on him and for­get about the crowd. It wor­ked.
 I kept my eyes lo­cked on him and I could slow­ly feel his cock get­ting hard through his pants. I let his hands ro­am over my tits. I felt a dif­fe­rent set of hands hi­ke my skirt up and the­re was a firm grip on one of my ass cheeks. I just kept mo­ving to the bass line, grin­ding my­self against this guy and fo­cu­sing on his dick and how com­fort­ab­ly buz­zed I was. It felt re­al­ly good.
 Then, I heard Wes’s voi­ce, cle­ar as a bell. He was stan­ding right be­hind me. “You should see her mo­ve when she’s got a dick in her!” I tur­ned back and kis­sed him from the guys lap. He pul­led me up and we went and found a cor­ner to­gether. Some­how, I wasn’t mad at him any lon­ger, if I ever was. Ye­ah, he kind of black­mai­led me in­to co­ming here, but so what? I was glad I’d co­me. He’d be­en right.
 He pul­led out a fat croo­ked joint and we lit up. I took a cou­ple of de­ep hits and just felt my stress melt away. Eve­r­y­thing that was bo­the­ring me just fa­ded to nothing. I for­got about Da­vid and the fact that I was chea­ting. I for­got about Cla­rence and my daugh­ter. The on­ly thing that mat­te­red was right then and the­re. I was with se­xy guys, I had good drinks and good weed.
 Then I re­a­li­zed that some­thing felt off. I was fee­ling high, but in a weird way. “What’s in that?”
 Wes took a de­ep hit and smi­led. “All kinds of shit. I in­ven­ted this mot­ha­fucka. It’s li­ke a P-dog, but tigh­ter.” I didn’t even know what a P-Dog was and I didn’t want to find out. It kind of frea­ked me a litt­le that I’d felt so in­stant­ly stran­ge from what­ever was in the­re. But the fact was, I felt good. I li­ked it. My legs felt kind of hea­vy and rub­be­ry.
 “Hey, can we go lay down? I’m fee­ling a litt­le out of it.” Wes led me in­to one of the bedrooms, not Mon­roe’s, and we laid down on the bed. When we went down on the bed, my head spun a bit and I set my drink on the night­stand next to the bed. Wes was tal­king to me, but I was spa­cing out a bit. I loo­ked around and I re­a­li­zed that I was in a young guys room, may­be a kid’s. The­re we­re pos­ters all over the walls for bands, the bed was small, a twin. The­re we­re clo­thes and shoes all over the floor.
 “Co­me on, suck my dick.” I shook my head. Wes had be­en tal­king to me and I’d comple­te­ly zo­ned out. I nee­ded to fo­cus.
 “I can’t right now. If I put your dick in my mouth, I’m gon­na throw up.” I blin­ked hard and took a de­ep breath.
 “Damn bitch, you a light weight.” Wes star­ted wor­king my skirt and un­der­we­ar off. I lif­ted my ass up to help him. The thought of Wes’s cock bu­ried in me sent a hu­ge wa­ve of ple­a­su­re up my spi­ne. Then he was rol­ling me over on to all fours, which was good be­cau­se the room stop­ped spin­ning on me. I heard him spit and I felt his fin­gers run over my la­bia, wet­ting them. I bit my lip in an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on and then I felt it, the head of his dick. He ran it up and down the length of my pus­sy, flip­ping it back and forth. An­other wa­ve rol­led through me and I drop­ped my head and shoul­ders to the bed and mo­a­ned.
 “Oh god, oh god. Ple­a­se, fuck me, Wes. Ple­a­se. Don’t fuck­ing te­a­se me. Fuck­ing put that thing in me.” He flip­ped it back and forth a cou­ple of mo­re times, then slip­ped the head in. He mo­ved his hands to my hips and pul­led me back to­ward him. It wasn’t an or­gasm when he fil­led me up, but I ma­de this sort of stran­ge shud­de­ring cry and I shook all over. My eyes rol­led back in my head and I thought I might pass out for a se­cond. I’d fu­cked drunk and high be­fo­re but this was nothing li­ke I’d ever ex­pe­ri­enced. Then things got blur­ry again. He was fuck­ing me, hard. It felt so ama­zing. I star­ted to lo­se track of eve­r­y­thing ex­cept the fee­ling of his cock and his hands and his hips.
 Then I re­a­li­zed he was tal­king again and I had to fo­cus. “You know that, right?”
 “What?” I hadn’t heard what he’d said at all.
 “I used to hook up with your girl, Jes­si­ca.” He was still fuck­ing me.
 “Oh.” What he’d said ma­de no sen­se. It was gib­be­rish to me. He took his hands off of my hips, but he kept fuck­ing me.
 “Girl’s a freak li­ke you. She loves that nig­ga dick.” What the hell was he tal­king about? I kept try­ing to fo­cus on his dick in me. Then his pho­ne lan­ded down next to me on the bed and his hands went back to my hips. “Check that shit.” He kept fuck­ing me. I grab­bed the pho­ne with one hand, still on all fours with my face down to­ward the pil­lows. The screen see­med re­al­ly bright. I was wat­ching a vi­deo of a big black guy fuck­ing a girl on a couch. He was on his knees in front of the couch and she was slou­ched down on the couch fa­cing him. Her legs we­re up on his shoul­ders. He was going kind of slow at first and I re­a­li­zed it was be­cau­se he was fuck­ing her ass.
 The girl was Jes­si­ca. I kept wat­ching and then thought, “What am I wat­ching?” My eyes kind of gla­zed over.
 I was wat­ching but I wasn’t re­al­ly pay­ing at­ten­ti­on. Jes­si­ca was on the screen get­ting fu­cked in the ass by a black guy. I heard her say “Oh my god!” then she loo­ked at the ca­me­ra and I heard Wes’s voi­ce say, “You gon­na wan­na see this la­ter ba­by. You are fuck­ing the shit out­ta him.” Wes was tal­king to me again, but things had got­ten so sur­re­al, I had no idea what he’d said. The girl on the vi­deo took a hit off of a joint. Her pa­le legs we­re up over the guys shoul­ders now and he was poun­ding in­to her. The­re we­re peo­ple wat­ching.
 Then my bo­dy was yel­ling at me. I’d re­a­ched some sort of peak. I don’t know if it was or­gasm, but it was some­thing li­ke one. I went all ri­gid. I sent the pho­ne off the bed ac­ci­den­tal­ly. Wes was tal­king again, but I’d to­tal­ly tu­ned him out. I fell flat to the bed, to­tal­ly out of it. I wasn’t pas­sed out, but I was in a state whe­re I couldn’t mo­ve or think straight at all. Had I just wat­ched my daugh­ter ha­ving sex?


John­ny’s Se­crets

Jes­si­ca
Right af­ter fi­nals, I en­ded things with Mi­cha­el. It was a hu­ge re­li­ef for me and I thought it would be a hu­ge re­li­ef for him. Mi­cha­el took it hard though. I thought he’d be hap­py. Af­ter all, I’d be­en such a fuck up, or at le­ast, he see­med to think so. Plus, I was spen­ding a lot of time with Jen­ni­fer and John­ny and avoi­ding our place.

But I think he was re­al­ly lone­ly. He still re­al­ly wan­ted Bet­ty and couldn’t ha­ve her. Wi­thout me, he was back on his own again. The figh­ting las­ted two days. Our room­ma­tes just tried to hi­de whi­le I was packing and lea­ving. The­re was one point the­re ne­ar the end, whe­re I’d be­en wea­ring a ti­ny butt plug, the way he’d al­ways li­ked, and I pul­led it out and threw it at him du­ring an ar­gu­ment. I wish someo­ne had be­en the­re to see that. It was pret­ty fuck­ing rad. It hit the wall be­hind his head and boun­ced around the room.

Any­way, that week­end was the last week­end he and I lived to­gether or dated. I mo­ved back home and star­ted spen­ding a ton of time with John­ny. I al­so did some­thing new. I got a job. My mom hoo­ked me up at the re­stau­rant she used to work at and I got a job as a hos­tess the­re. It didn’t pay much, but I knew if I kept at it, I could start picking up waitres­sing shifts soon.

John­ny and I we­ren’t re­al­ly da­ting. I mean, we we­re, but it wasn’t li­ke the other guys I’d be­en with. Other guys, we met, got fu­cked up and got na­ked. That was pret­ty much what my da­ting life had be­en so far out­si­de of Mi­cha­el. De­spi­te the fact that I li­ked John­ny, I al­so had re­ser­va­ti­ons about his size. I’d be­en with a few hea­vy guys be­fo­re and John­ny wasn’t so big that he couldn’t ha­ve sex or fit in­to a car or what­ever. But he was a big guy, the­re was no avoi­ding it. The­re was an in­ner voi­ce that said to me, ‘He’s fat and gross. You can land guys that look li­ke Wes and Sha­ne and Dell and Tony. You don’t want to touch this guy.’

But the other voi­ce that was in my head was say­ing ‘This guy is li­ke no other guy you’ve ever met. If you don’t at le­ast try and see whe­re it goes, you’re gon­na re­gret it.’ I tal­ked to Jen­ni­fer a lot about it. She re­al­ly li­ked John­ny but could al­so see both sides of my de­ba­te. She ac­ci­den­tal­ly ma­de things wor­se by tel­ling me that if I didn’t want to date John­ny, she knew a guy who was fri­ends with her boyfri­end and we could all go on a dou­ble date. I said I’d think about it.

A few nights la­ter, I got to­gether with John­ny. His mom and grand­ma we­re the­re and they said hi to me. His mom was al­ways re­al­ly cool to me. Then we went to their backyard and lit up a joint. I could tell the­re was some­thing on John­ny’s mind be­cau­se he was a litt­le mo­re quiet than usu­al. Af­ter we we­re a litt­le ba­ked, he took me to whe­re they had a se­cond litt­le hou­se, li­ke a guest hou­se. He had it to­tal­ly tri­cked out to do his sound en­gi­nee­ring. The­re was tons of equip­ment back the­re and com­pu­ters and all kinds of stuff that loo­ked pret­ty ex­pen­si­ve.

But at the back of that room the­re was an­other door, which was lo­cked up. When we went in the­re, my mind was blown. It was full of BDSM stuff, mo­re than I’d ever se­en in one place. A lot of it loo­ked hand ma­de. John­ny sat me down on a woo­den bench and said, “Okay, so I’m going to lay all my cards on the ta­ble here. I don’t bring a lot of peo­ple back here. It’s not some­thing I do un­til I con­si­der someo­ne a re­al fri­end.”

That right the­re al­most ma­de me start tea­ring up. We’d be­en han­ging out for months and alt­hough John­ny had drop­ped some hin­ts that he was ‘kinky’, this was way beyond what I’d gues­sed. I could tell this was re­al­ly big for him. He was put­ting a lot of trust in me. “I’ve on­ly be­en with two other girls. The first, I dated for three years and we spent a lot of time in this room. A lot of this stuff, I built with her.” He went on to tell me that he hadn’t dated anyo­ne in high school and that had led to him being re­al­ly shy around girls, which I al­rea­dy knew. He’d spent a lot of time on the in­ter­net and had got­ten re­al­ly tur­ned on by images of BDSM. He fi­nal­ly met a girl on­line who was a cou­ple of years ol­der and had a litt­le ex­pe­ri­ence in it. They met, dated for a long time and he got re­al­ly in­to kink.

“But,” he said, “da­ting wasn’t re­al­ly the right word. When we star­ted out in our re­la­ti­ons­hip, it was li­ke da­ting, but with kink. Some of the times she’d be tied up, I’d ha­ve her tell me her fan­ta­sies. Some­ti­mes they we­re about other guys. At first that bo­the­red me, but af­ter awhi­le it got me tur­ned on. Af­ter you’ve had someo­ne in this room for awhi­le, you get to know them pret­ty well. So one day, I said to her, you wan­na make some of the­se fan­ta­sies hap­pen? She says yes. So, I found a guy on the in­ter­net and we ma­de it hap­pen.”

“You had a three­way?” I was get­ting all ex­ci­ted.
 “Not re­al­ly. See, I was tur­ned on by the idea of her fuck­ing an­other guy, but I didn’t re­al­ly want to be in­vol­ved with it. To be ho­nest, being na­ked around an­other guy in­ti­mi­da­tes the hell out of me. I’ve co­me a long way with who I am as a man and in a lot of ways I’m con­fi­dent as fuck. But fuck­ing with an­other guy in the room, I don’t think it’s gon­na hap­pen. I just wat­ched and sort…di­rec­ted things.”
 My ex­ci­te­ment fell on its face. But the­re was still ho­pe. In ge­ne­ral, the things he was tel­ling me we­re in­te­res­ting and I wan­ted to know mo­re. John­ny told me that in­vi­ting someo­ne el­se over in­to their ‘play­room’ had be­co­me a re­gu­lar part of their sex life. John­ny al­so said that the mo­re he slip­ped in­to a ‘Mas­ter’ type po­si­ti­on, the less she was a ‘gir­l­fri­end’ and mo­re of a ‘sla­ve’. As they went on, he even al­lo­wed her to ‘date’ other men, so long as they knew about him and re­spec­ted his po­si­ti­on.
 “So, what hap­pe­ned to her? Why aren’t you guys still to­gether?” If he was being this open, I felt li­ke it was okay to ask.
 “She re­al­ly li­ked this one bro­t­ha. In fact, she fell in love. At first it was tough, but we all got along and he didn’t ask her to change our re­la­ti­ons­hip. But then, she got pre­gnant. It was his. He as­ked her to mar­ry him and she said yes. Af­ter that, things star­ted to fall apart and we de­ci­ded to end it.” He loo­ked sad and a litt­le nost­al­gic.
 “And the other girl?”
 “She and I we­re tight at first. Got cra­zy kinky. But she star­ted doing a lot of hea­vy drugs. Out of fuck­ing con­trol. I bro­ke it off. I thought she’d be mad but she was so fu­cked up by that point, I don’t think she ga­ve a shit. She’s in re­hab now. We still talk some­ti­mes. She’s al­right.”
 I let all of this kind of sink in for awhi­le. “So, when you say ‘cra­zy kinky’, li­ke what? Do you burn peo­ple or what?” I didn’t know what half the stuff in the room did. I re­mem­be­red li­king being span­ked and cho­ked, but this was all a bit much.
 John­ny smi­led though. “For me, it’s about con­trol. I li­ke the idea of ha­ving to­tal con­trol. How that goes down is mo­re about you. It ain’t li­ke you do the sa­me thing with eve­ry per­son, you know what I mean? It’s mo­re li­ke the who­le point is to explo­re the thing to­gether and fi­gu­re that out.” He ga­ve me an evil grin.
 “What’s that smirk for?”
 “Li­ke, I know from tal­king to you all this time that you serious­ly li­ke to get fu­cked.”
 “Say what?” I’d let on that I was horny a lot and that I’d be­en a few guys, but I wasn’t su­re what he was tal­king about.
 “That first night we met. You we­re pret­ty fu­cked up, but I wasn’t. You told me about Wes and some of the shit y’all did.”
 I co­ve­red my face with my hands. “Oh. My. God.”
 “Hey, ba­by girl, it’s all good. Don’t wor­ry about it. That’s the first thing you got to know. The mo­re you tell me, the mo­re things get good with me and you. That is, if the­re is a me and you.”
 I wasn’t even su­re how much I’d told him about Wes. Had I told John­ny that Wes had pim­ped me out? That I’d fu­cked for mo­ney? Ob­vious­ly I told him some­thing, but he didn’t care. But I li­ked the sto­ries that he’d told me about his exes. I li­ked that he’d told me about his past and the wo­men he’d be­en with. I li­ked that when he told me tho­se sto­ries, the­re was care in his big brown eyes.
 The idea of da­ting John­ny wasn’t li­ke some rol­ler coas­ter you we­re get­ting on. It was mo­re li­ke going in­to a haun­ted man­si­on. It was dark and mys­te­rious. Ex­cept John­ny wasn’t the haun­ted man­si­on, he was stan­ding the­re with me, hol­ding my hand as we wal­ked in­to the dark to­gether. I felt but­ter­flies in my sto­mach.
 “Ye­ah, the­re’s a you and me.” I kis­sed him.


Ba­throom Di­ver­si­on

Ka­te
I laid the­re on that bed for awhi­le. Wes must ha­ve go­ne back to the par­ty be­cau­se I didn’t feel him or he­ar him. I was in­cre­dib­ly high and I wasn’t re­al­ly ab­le to do any­thing or even think straight. For a long time, or at le­ast, it felt li­ke a long time, I just sta­red at the wall. My skirt and un­der­we­ar we­re off, but I was still dres­sed other than that. Some­whe­re in the back of my head, I was still pro­ces­sing that I’d se­en a vi­deo of my daugh­ter ha­ving sex. The who­le idea of it just kept repea­ting itself in my head, li­ke some weird math pro­blem you can’t qui­te be­lie­ve has such a sim­ple ans­wer.

Wes ca­me back in, but I didn’t re­al­ly know what to say. I’m still not even su­re if I could speak I was so out of it. I heard his pants un­zip and then he was on top of me. I’d be­en lay­ing on my sto­mach and he rol­led me over. That’s when I saw it wasn’t Wes. I don’t know who it was and I couldn’t re­al­ly see their face ve­ry well in the dark. “I heard you wan­ted some mo­re pipe, ba­by.” I pushed at his chest and shook my head.

That didn’t re­al­ly seem to deter him. Then it hit me. I was going to vo­mit. One hand went to my mouth and an­other to my sto­mach. He must ha­ve re­a­li­zed I wasn’t play­ing and he lea­ped off the bed li­ke a frog. I sprin­ted out the door, not even su­re whe­re I was going at first. I ran half na­ked past a cou­ple of peo­ple in the hall. I bar­ged right in­to the ba­throom. The­re was a guy pe­eing and he loo­ked up at me with amu­se­ment. I re­mem­ber no­ti­cing that he had a hu­ge vein on one side of his pe­nis. Then I threw up in­to the sink.

Thank­ful­ly, it was most­ly boo­ze. I thought it would con­ti­nue, but it was just one long wretch, then my sto­mach see­med to quiet down. I stood the­re, hun­ched over the bowl for awhi­le. Then I felt a hand on my back. A voi­ce said, “Mouth­wash in the midd­le ca­bi­net.” It was Mon­roe. He had my skirt and un­der­we­ar in his hand. “I told you to you pace yo-self, girl.” He loo­ked slight­ly amu­sed, but I could tell he was ir­ri­ta­ted.

I star­ted fee­ling less sick and mo­re em­bar­ras­sed. I was the ama­teur at the par­ty. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Mon­roe wal­ked me to his bedroom and put me in his bed. I pro­tes­ted, but his gla­re told me that this was mo­re than a re­quest. “This par­ty is going all week­end. You can miss a few hours and be aight.”

I slip­ped off my shoes and the rest of my clo­thes and clim­bed in­to his bed, which was de­li­cious­ly com­fort­a­ble. I fell as­leep fas­ter than I thought I would.

I wo­ke up sud­den­ly and my brain was sc­re­a­ming. I’d wat­ched a vi­deo of my daugh­ter ha­ving sex! She was with a black guy, they’d be­en doing anal and other peo­ple we­re wat­ching! What was going on? How had I mis­sed this en­ti­re chunk of my daugh­ters life? She’d be­en with this Wes, my Wes? They’d dated for awhi­le, if I re­mem­be­red right. I star­ted thin­king about what I knew about Wes and what I knew of my daugh­ter, try­ing to pair them up in my head. The pic­ture was bi­zar­re.

Then I re­mem­be­red her tal­king about ha­ving known about Cla­rence. They’d even slept in the sa­me bed to­gether. My daugh­ter had slept in the sa­me bed as my Cla­rence. She’d dated my Wes. I was an­gry with her. I was jea­lous too. Which, I know now was stu­pid, but at the time, I ha­ted that she’d be­en with Wes. Wes was a stu­pid, ma­ni­pu­la­ti­ve guy. But he was al­so a beau­ti­ful young man with an ama­zing bo­dy and he wan­ted me. Me,not Jes­si­ca.

I actu­al­ly laughed a litt­le when I thought about the look on her face she’d ha­ve when she found out I was da­ting Wes. Was I thin­king about tel­ling her? Ye­ah, I guess I was. The nap had re­al­ly cle­a­red my head up. My mouth was dry as hell though. I got up, put my clo­thes back on and step­ped out. The par­ty was still jum­ping. I tur­ned to the ba­throom and cra­cked the door and pea­ked my head in. The­re was a guy pis­sing again. “Mind if I co­me in and use the mir­ror?”

He shrug­ged and smi­led at me. The guy was one of the Me­xi­can guys I’d se­en ear­lier. He loo­ked li­ke he was may­be thir­ty and had se­en mo­re than a few years in some gangs. He was co­ve­red in tat­toos and skin­ny as all hell. His wife be­a­ter was a litt­le sweat stai­ned and he had a long gold chain dan­g­ling from his neck.

I step­ped in and star­ted put­ting my makeup on. The mo­re I put my face on, the bet­ter I was fee­ling. I was get­ting a weird char­ge li­ke I was al­most gid­dy. I wan­ted to get back out the­re and dance and drink.

The guy zip­ped up and step­ped be­hind me. “You we­re the girl who lost her shit awhi­le ago.” I loo­ked at him in the mir­ror and ga­ve him an em­bar­ras­sed eye roll. No point in de­ny­ing it. He in­ched a litt­le clo­ser, pushing up against my ass and put his hands on my hips. “You got you a sweet ass.”

I put my hands down on the coun­ter to keep from him knocking me in­to the mir­ror. “Thanks.” I tried to sort of igno­re him. I wan­ted to get back out to the par­ty and Wes and Mon­roe.

“I ain’t be­en with a white girl be­fo­re. I heard you get freaky.” I igno­red it and went back to put­ting my make up on with one hand. Then I felt his hand slip up bet­ween my thighs. I was going to ha­ve to put a stop to this. I star­ted to turn around, but then his hand was on my shoul­der and he slam­med me down to­ward the ba­throom coun­ter. Thank­ful­ly, I’d al­rea­dy had one hand on the coun­ter and I was ab­le to stop my face from hit­ting it full force. I was so sur­pri­sed I didn’t make a sound.

He tur­ned and lo­cked the door and said, “Stay li­ke that.” I con­si­de­red sc­re­a­ming for help. The­re was no going back from that choice. I pic­tu­red someo­ne brea­king down the door, the cops being cal­led, fights brea­king out. I pic­tu­red Mon­roe thro­wing me out and me ta­king a cab home…to Da­vid.

No, sc­re­a­ming wasn’t an op­ti­on. In­s­tead, I mo­ved my feet apart a litt­le. He crou­ched down and hi­ked my skirt up. Then he ran his tongue up the length of one of my ass cheeks. He hoo­ked a fin­ger in­to my un­der­we­ar and pul­led it asi­de. Then he sur­pri­sed the hell out of me. Sud­den­ly, his tongue was back the­re. It went straight for my ass­ho­le and he pushed his face in­to my ass cheeks. My mouth sho­cked me by let­ting out a mo­an. He was flicking his tongue right over my anus in ti­ny litt­le ra­pid up and down mo­ti­ons.

He stop­ped long enough to say, “My girl doesn’t li­ke me get­ting ne­ar her ass. But damn! I love get­ting my tongue in a bitch’s back­door!” He went back to licking my ass li­ke it was an ice cream co­ne. He stop­ped sud­den­ly, stood up, put a hand on the midd­le of my back and pushed me back down over the coun­ter top. “You gon­na tell me to fuck you.”

I didn’t say any­thing. I just kind of held ve­ry still. He was un­doing his pants and then I heard a te­ar and I saw a con­dom wrap­per fly in­to the trash. A ti­ny litt­le fee­ling of re­li­ef rol­led through me. At le­ast he’d we­ar a con­dom. “Tell me to fuck you.” He had the con­dom now. “You tell me which ho­le you want fu­cked. You don’t tell me, I’m gon­na guess.”

The­re was a litt­le lu­be on the con­dom, but not ne­a­r­ly enough for anal sex. I hadn’t got­ten a gre­at look at his dick when he was pe­eing, but I didn’t think he was hu­ge or any­thing. Still, I wasn’t rea­dy for him to fuck my ass, even with all his rim­ming. “Fuck my pus­sy.”

He lea­ned up against me and laid over my back. “I didn’t be­lie­ve that, pu­ta. Beg for it.”
 “Fuck my pus­sy, ple­a­se. Ple­a­se.” His cock was hard and he’d let it run up my ass crack as he’d lea­ned over me. Now he mo­ved back and hoo­ked my un­der­we­ar asi­de. For the first time, I re­a­li­zed that I could look up and see him in the mir­ror be­hind me. I sta­red at that image and found that what I was loo­king at tur­ned me on.
 I was bent over at the waist, my breasts flat against the coun­ter top. My makeup was still on­ly half on. The guy was rock hard and I was sur­pri­sed again by how wet I was when he went in­to me. Right the­re, bent over li­ke that, wat­ching him as he slip­ped in­side me, I went from not wan­ting to do this to wan­ting it to hap­pen. It was that sud­den. My hips went up and back at him as he thrust for­ward and I bit my lip.
 Sud­den­ly I was fa­s­ci­na­ted with wat­ching him fuck me in the mir­ror. For just a mo­ment, I re­al­ly thought I loo­ked un­be­lie­va­b­ly hot. I mean, I think I’m an at­trac­ti­ve wo­man. I ha­ve a pret­ty good sen­se of my looks. I know what I’ve got. But af­ter loo­king at tho­se girls at the par­ty ear­lier I was fee­ling a litt­le old and dum­py. Past my ‘sell by’ date. Sud­den­ly though, loo­king in this mir­ror, I felt li­ke a porn star.
 “Fuck my litt­le white pus­sy!” I said it way lou­der than I meant to. If the­re was anyo­ne stan­ding out­si­de the door, they knew we we­re fuck­ing. He didn’t was­te any time. He be­gan poun­ding in­to me and I had to put my hands up to the mir­ror to brace my­self against him. “Call me na­mes. Talk shit, fu­cker!” Had I just said that?
 I must ha­ve, be­cau­se he laid in­to me. “Nas­ty ass white skank. All you good for is ta­kin’ dick.” He bent over me again and lif­ted one of my legs up. I bra­ced it on the toi­let. He slip­ped three fin­gers in­to my mouth and pul­led my mouth open. I ran my tongue over his fin­gers. “All you white bit­ches. Just fuck ho­les. Ima em­pty my balls in you, pu­ta.” He pul­led all the way out of me then ram­med in­to me one fi­nal time and I al­most bit his fin­gers off. I felt my cunt clamp down on him and he ca­me in me hard. He went limp fast and pul­led out of me just se­conds la­ter. He rol­led off the con­dom, tos­sed it in the trash.
 I straigh­te­ned my skirt and less than a mi­nu­te la­ter, he was rea­dy to walk out the door, li­ke nothing had hap­pe­ned. I stop­ped him just as he was about to walk out. “Hey, keep this bet­ween me and you, okay? I don’t want Wes fin­ding out.” For some re­a­son, I felt li­ke Wes would be mad. May­be be­cau­se this guy was Me­xi­can.
 He shrug­ged li­ke he didn’t care one way or an­other. He step­ped back out to the par­ty and I went back to put­ting my makeup on and fi­xing what had got­ten mes­sed up. The who­le thing had be­en less than ten mi­nu­tes. I hadn’t cum though and now I was all rev­ved up. My daugh­ter’s vi­deo ran through my head again. She’d let a guy, a big se­xy black guy, fuck her in front of a crowd. She’d let Wes film it. I thought back to the gang­bang Wes and I had just had. I star­ted won­de­ring how ma­ny other vi­de­os of my ba­by girl we­re out the­re. How ma­ny other guys had she fu­cked? Well, I was with Wes now. This week­end was just get­ting star­ted and I was fee­ling good.
 I wal­ked back to the par­ty, got my­self a drink and found Mon­roe. “Thanks for that nap.” He was sit­ting on the couch tal­king to one of the youn­ger girls, the ones that had be­en gi­ving me looks ear­lier in the night. He smi­led at me and nod­ded. I lea­ned and whi­s­pe­red, “Let me know if you’re gon­na fuck her. I’ll join you.”


You Gon­na Be A Good Girl?

Jes­si­ca
The next date that John­ny and I had was a big one. We tal­ked about a lot of stuff, and I en­ded up lear­ning a ton about him and may­be even mo­re about my­self. John­ny as­ked a lot of ques­ti­ons, I mean li­ke, a ri­di­cu­lous amount. He said a good do­mi­nant knows eve­r­y­thing about his sub­mis­si­ve. He as­ked about my clo­thing sizes, my all­er­gies, my fa­vo­ri­te foods, foods I ha­ted. Tons of stuff. He wan­ted to know eve­r­y­thing I’d ever do­ne se­xu­al­ly. He said he didn’t need it in a sto­ry kind of way, but mo­re li­ke a list. Had I do­ne anal? Did I li­ke it? Had I ever swal­lo­wed a guy’s cum? Did I li­ke it? Some of it we’d al­rea­dy co­ve­red in con­ver­sa­ti­on, but he as­ked it all again be­cau­se he wan­ted to re­cord it. John­ny had a thing for vi­deo ca­me­ras and he li­ked to re­cord things. He said that rat­her than take no­tes, he li­ked to vi­deo stuff so that he got eve­ry de­tail right.

Any­way, af­ter we’d go­ne through the list of ques­ti­ons, he shut the ca­me­ra off and we just tal­ked. I wal­ked him through a lot of my se­xu­al his­to­ry. May­be I didn’t tell him eve­ry de­tail, but I was pret­ty ho­nest about eve­r­y­thing.

When we we­re all caught up we tal­ked about two big things. The first was my mom. He poin­ted out some­thing that I hadn’t con­si­de­red. John­ny thought I was bu­ry­ing three big emo­ti­ons. First, I hadn’t re­al­ly co­me to grips with the fact that she was chea­ting on my dad. Two, that I hadn’t re­al­ly dealt with the fact that my mom was ob­vious­ly still a se­xu­al per­son and three, that I had fee­lings of jea­lou­sy re­gar­ding Cla­rence.

I got de­fen­si­ve about that. But he poin­ted out that he thought jea­lou­sy was okay so long as you didn’t let it ru­le you. Ack­now­led­ge it, get it out the­re, but don’t let it ru­le you. So, ye­ah, I ad­mit­ted that I had fee­lings for Cla­rence that went beyond fri­end­ship. I al­so ad­mit­ted that I was re­al­ly mi­xed up in how I felt about my mom being with him. I could still pic­ture her on her knees, gi­ving him head. It was bur­ned in­to my brain.

One part of me was mad at her for chea­ting on my dad. I loved him de­spi­te the fact that he could be a dick. I mean, he’s my dad, right? But the other part re­al­ly li­ked Cla­rence and it wasn’t hard for me to imagi­ne him ma­king my mom re­al­ly hap­py. I knew what he was li­ke and to be ho­nest, in a lot of ways, I li­ked him bet­ter than my own dad. It felt good to tell John­ny all of that and it was weird and cool that he didn’t flip out when I said I had mi­xed up fee­lings about Cla­rence.

The other thing we tal­ked about was the idea of Doms and subs and how my re­la­ti­ons­hips we­re kind of fu­cked up. “I want to to­tal­ly con­trol you,” John­ny had said. It sent a litt­le shi­ver of ner­vous­ness through me. “But the key to all that shit, is that you gi­ve the con­trol to me. The­se other guys you be­en with, Wes, and Sha­ne and dem, they took the con­trol. That ain’t right. This shit has got to be ba­sed on re­spect. I got to re­spect you and you got to re­spect me. I’m tel­lin you, girl, they didn’t re­spect you.”

That hit kind of hard, but I couldn’t re­al­ly argue it. I loved Wes. I couldn’t tell you why though. It wasn’t li­ke he re­spec­ted me. It star­ted to bug me that I couldn’t tell John­ny why I cared about any of the guys I’d dated other than phy­si­cal at­trac­ti­on. John­ny had a theo­ry though. “It be­cau­se you a sub­mis­si­ve. You want to make nig­gas hap­py. You wan­na ple­a­se em. Nothing wrong with that. But tho­se brot­has took ad­van­ta­ge of that. We­ren’t your fault. You got a good heart, you just ain’t lear­ned who to gi­ve it to, ya heard?” I said I un­der­stood, but that took a long time to sink in.

John­ny and I snug­gled a lot and kis­sed, but I was un­su­re of how to go about going far­ther with him. It felt li­ke some­thing was off. Be­si­des, I fi­gu­red this was some­thing he’d tell me about when he was rea­dy to.

It took about a week for it to re­al­ly co­me up. In the mean­ti­me, we just did nor­mal boyfri­end gir­l­fri­end stuff. We went to mo­vies, hung out, got high, kis­sed, went shop­ping, ate din­ner with his mom and grand­ma. He was re­al­ly un­der­stan­ding about my dad. He said if his dad we­re still around, he wouldn’t be ab­le to date me. “My dad was ra­cist too. Didn’t trust anyo­ne that wasn’t black. Re­al­ly didn’t li­ke white wo­men.” John­ny laughed. “He said they had ‘the Devil in em’.”

Any­way, af­ter that week, he fi­nal­ly brought up sex. It’s a good thing too. I was horny as all hell by that point. “Sex is big for me. Li­ke I said, I don’t get with a lot of girls. Part of that is my size. I know a lot of girls ain’t gon­na look at me and get wet bet­ween the legs.” He saw me make a sad face. “Hey, it’s all good. Trust me. The girls I ha­ve be­en with all had smi­les on their faces. I ain’t swea­tin’ it.” He ex­plai­ned that for him, sex was re­al­ly in­tert­wi­ned with BDSM and his fee­ling of trust and con­trol over the girl he was with. So, if we wan­ted to fool around it had to be un­der his strict ru­les. I thought he was going to ask me to go to his ‘dun­ge­on’, but in­s­tead he led me up to his bedroom.

His mom and grand­ma we­re dead as­leep this la­te at night so we pret­ty much had the hou­se to our­sel­ves. When we got in­to his room he kis­sed me and I swe­ar, he loo­ked mo­re ner­vous than I did. “First thing I want you to do is slow­ly un­dress for me.” He sat on the ed­ge of the bed and wat­ched me. I wasn’t re­al­ly wea­ring any­thing se­xy. We’d just be­en smo­king a bit and wat­ching some TV, so I was just in some sweat pants and a tank top. I slow­ly took them off and I felt that rush of being ex­po­sed in front of a guy that you know wants you. I could feel a heat buil­ding up bet­ween my legs.

When I was to­tal­ly na­ked and stan­ding the­re in front him, he stood up and wal­ked a slow circle around me. “You’re so beau­ti­ful,” he said. My heart puf­fed up li­ke a bal­loon. Then he took my hand and led me out of the bedroom and across the hall to the ba­throom. He sat down on the toi­let and said, “Go ahead and take a bath. Just do it li­ke you nor­mal­ly would. I want to watch.”

So, I did. I didn’t re­al­ly make it a show or any­thing. I could tell that he wan­ted me to pre­tend that he wasn’t the­re. I wat­ched him out of the cor­ner of my eye and I just ba­thed my­self. Nothing kinky or weird. But it was re­al­ly ni­ce and at the end, I was all warm and soft and he han­ded me a towel.
 He led me back to his bedroom and said, “Are you okay with me ty­ing you up?”

“Of cour­se,” I said, “You don’t even ha­ve to ask!”
 John­ny smi­led and said, “We’ll get to that. For now, I’ll keep as­king.” We spent the next thir­ty mi­nu­tes get­ting me trus­sed up the way he

wan­ted. It wasn’t su­per compli­ca­ted or any­thing, he just took his time. When he was do­ne, I was on my back, my arms we­re tied in a Y sha­pe over my head to the cor­ners of the bed. Then he tied my legs so that they we­re bent up, my feet we­re al­most hit­ting my butt. Last­ly he tied my legs up to the sa­me post as my arms so that my knees we­re up to­ward my chest a bit and they we­re spread slight­ly. It felt good. I could rest the weight of my legs against the ro­pes and re­lax. He knew what he was doing a lot mo­re than Mi­cha­el ever did.

He sur­pri­sed me with a blind­fold next. I pic­tu­red him lea­ving me li­ke that, the way Mi­cha­el would. But he didn’t. In­s­tead, he star­ted tou­ching me all over, light­ly, just let­ting his fin­gers brush my feet, my thighs, my arm­pits, my chest. With the blind­fold on, I could on­ly guess whe­re he was going to touch me next. John­ny’s hand mo­ved to my bel­ly and then down, down, slow­ly, to­ward my pus­sy. He put his hand over it, not rub­bing or squee­zing, just res­ting it the­re. He left it the­re for a good mi­nu­te. I could feel my hips wan­ting to mo­ve against it, to grind my clit up against his hand, but I just stayed the­re.

Then, re­al­ly slow­ly, he let his fin­gers drift over my la­bia. He mo­ved his fin­gers so that one of my in­ner la­bia slid bet­ween them. He pul­led gent­ly, just for a mo­ment, then let go.

What hap­pe­ned next was the best oral sex I’ve ever got­ten. He craw­led on­to the bed and I felt it shift un­der his weight. Then I felt his hot breath bet­ween my legs. His hands slip­ped un­der my ass and he cup­ped each cheek. His tongue gent­ly ran up and down my la­bia, al­most to the point whe­re I was get­ting bo­red with him doing it. Then he lap­ped slow­ly from the bot­tom of my pus­sy up to my clit, li­ke the way an ani­mal licks your face. His tongue was wi­de and slow and it co­ve­red eve­ry inch of my pus­sy as it went up. He ea­sed up as he pas­sed over my clit. Then he went back and stuck his tongue right in­to me and I could tell as he pul­led it out that I was re­al­ly get­ting wet.

He put his big soft lips over my pus­sy and mo­ved his tongue slow­ly, from dar­ting in­side me to flicking light­ly at my clit. I slow­ly star­ted ma­king litt­le noi­ses and mo­ving hips, fle­xing my ass against his hands. Then he fo­cu­sed on my clit. He wasn’t hard or soft, but some­whe­re right in bet­ween, I star­ted ri­ding the­se litt­le wa­ves of ple­a­su­re and I could feel a big or­gasm buil­ding up. I’d push up against his mouth, fee­ling his teeth push down against my pus­sy, pushing my clit in­to his mouth and then I’d back off when it got a litt­le over­whel­ming.

Just as I was about to ri­de that fi­nal wa­ve though, he ba­cked off en­ti­re­ly. “I don’t want you to cum yet.” He went back to kis­sing my ou­ter la­bia and my thighs, my cal­ves and the tops of my feet. His hands mo­ved firm­ly around my ass and hips.

Af­ter a few se­conds, I couldn’t take it. “Ple­a­se, keep going. Finish it. Ple­a­se?” He wai­ted a mi­nu­te and then star­ted up on me again. It didn’t take long be­fo­re I was rea­dy to cum. He stop­ped again though and now I let out a low mo­an that was most­ly frus­tra­ti­on.

“Not yet.” He got up from the bed and wal­ked around to my side. I could smell my pus­sy all over his face. He whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “You want to cum for me, ba­by?”

“I want to so bad!”
 “You gon­na be a good girl and do as I say?”
 “I’ll be a good girl. I pro­mi­se.” I was pushing against the ro­pes now.

Any fric­ti­on was bet­ter than nothing.
 “Aight. You’ve be­en good. I’ll let you cum.” He mo­ved back around
 and clim­bed back on to the bed and did an­other long slow lick of my pus­sy.
 “My litt­le girl is all wet.” Then he went back to work on my clit and I could
 feel it buil­ding up again ra­pid­ly. He stop­ped to say, “When you cum, I want
 to he­ar you say, ‘Ple­a­se let me ser­ve you, Mas­ter’.”
 I ar­ched my back and pushed my clit down in­to his face as hard as I
 could. “Ple­a­se let me ser­ve, Mas­ter!” He grab­bed my ass cheeks and pul­led
 me to­ward his face, some­how licking me and suck­ing me at the sa­me time.
 I wan­ted to clamp my thighs down on him as I ca­me, but the ro­pes held me
 tight and I had to fight an ur­ge to let out a scream that would wa­ke the
 who­le hou­se.
 When I’d fi­nal­ly co­me down, he slow­ly un­tied me and took me home
 for the night. It was la­te and I was slee­py and hap­py. He ga­ve me a long
 slow kiss in his car. Sin­ce I’d mo­ved back in, my pa­rents didn’t seem to
 care about a cur­few any lon­ger, so I wasn’t wor­ried about how la­te it was. I
 wal­ked in at about 2am.
 In­side, my bro­ther was still up and he was on the couch with a girl and
 they we­re ma­king out. They both said hi and went back to ma­king out, but I
 swe­ar that the girl ga­ve me a weird look.


Bitch Is Hun­gry

Ka­te
The par­ty just kept going. A lot of peo­ple drif­ted off, but others sho­wed up. Even af­ter the sun was up, we just kept going. I would snack a litt­le here and the­re, but most­ly, I just kept drin­king and doing a litt­le weed or blow eve­ry on­ce in awhi­le. I stayed away from Wes’s fu­cked up joints for awhi­le though. I was so out of my head from tho­se two hits that I wasn’t re­al­ly in­to being that far go­ne again.

Mon­roe was re­al­ly flir­ting with one of the young girls that loo­ked li­ke a strip­per. For fucks sa­ke, her na­me was even Can­dy. How ob­vious can you get?

At one point, ear­ly in the mor­ning, I found Wes ma­king out with some girl by his car. The look he ga­ve me was weird. It wasn’t li­ke he was being caught doing some­thing he shouldn’t and it wasn’t an in­vi­te to join them. It was mo­re li­ke, ‘Well..?’. I left him to it. She wasn’t my thing.

It was full on mor­ning when Phil sho­wed up. He was one of the guys that had be­en at the mo­tel room awhi­le back. He’d do­ne all the vi­deo ta­ping. He ga­ve me a big hug when he ca­me in. He had a bag of Mc­Do­nald’s break­fast stuff and a bott­le of Crown. Four of us dug in and star­ted tal­king. I as­ked Phil how the vi­deo tur­ned out. “Hot,” he said with a mouth­ful of food. When I as­ked him what he did with them, he said that he jer­ked off to them most­ly and that he shared and traded them with a few fri­ends that he had. Sort of a pri­va­te litt­le club that shot and traded vi­de­os.“You wan­na do an­other one?” His eyes we­re lit up.

 “I’d love to,” I said, “It was fun! I’m su­re Wes would be down.”
Phil got a weird look in his eye. “May­be. Wes and me, we don’t al­ways get along. That time wor­ked out aight. We’ll see.” I didn’t push him on it. But I was get­ting a litt­le bo­red. I’d be­en up all night. The par­ty was slo­wi­ng down and I was still wi­red. I de­ci­ded that mo­re Crown was cal­led for. We star­ted drin­king pret­ty hea­vy. I be­gan to get drunk.

When I wo­ke up, I was lay­ing on the couch. My shoes we­re off and my legs we­re across a guys lap. I’d be­en to­tal­ly pas­sed out. The­re we­re three guys and a girl wat­ching a mo­vie. I didn’t see anyo­ne I re­co­gni­zed. The guy was young, black, and cute. He was rub­bing my feet sort of ab­sent­ly whi­le he wat­ched the mo­vie. I no­ti­ced that my skirt had hi­ked up and eve­r­yo­ne could see my un­der­we­ar. No one see­med to be pay­ing any at­ten­ti­on though.

I was still a litt­le drunk, but I got up, stum­b­led to the ba­throom and peed and straigh­te­ned my­self up a bit. When I went back to the couch, the young guy pul­led me down next to him and I let him. He didn’t re­al­ly seem to want much mo­re than to cudd­le and watch the mo­vie. He was kind of cute, but damn, it smel­led li­ke he hadn’t sho­we­red in a day or two. “Whe­re’s Mon­roe?” I kind of just said it to whoe­ver.

 “Four Twen­ty run,” Someo­ne said. 
 I re­al­ly nee­ded to get fee­ling up again. I was star­ting to re­al­ly drag ass.
“Anyo­ne got any­thing to get me up?”
 “I’ll sell you a di­me for se­ven­ty,” The sa­me guy said.
 I got an evil, but slee­py grin and said, “Trade for sex?”
 He laughed. “Shit, bitch. Make it eigh­ty and I’ll put my dick in you.”

Ugh. That was em­bar­ras­sing. Eve­r­yo­ne laughed ex­cept the kid I’d be­en snug­g­ling with. I re­a­li­zed I pro­ba­b­ly loo­ked wor­se than I thought. I was a four in the af­ter­noon par­ty wreck sur­roun­ded by stran­gers. I found my pur­se with my shoes and dug out my pho­ne. No messages. I guess Da­vid wasn’t in­te­res­ted in che­cking up on me. I fought the sud­den ur­ge to find a way home. I was mis­sing my hou­se, my bed.

In­s­tead, I cur­led back up on the couch with the young guy and we wat­ched the rest of the mo­vie. I let him feel up my tits a bit whi­le we snug­gled, but he didn’t say much and didn’t seem in­te­res­ted in doing any­thing el­se.

Fi­nal­ly, Wes ca­me in. He had a ci­ga­ret­te in his mouth and he loo­ked a litt­le wild eyed. He loo­ked around the room and ze­ro­ed in on me. “Shit, the­re you are. Co­me on, girl. Put your shoes on. Let’s go.”

I sat up and threw my shoes on. He loo­ked me up and down and that’s when I knew I wasn’t loo­king so hot. He took me by the el­bow and led me out the door.

We wal­ked down some stairs and around to a dif­fe­rent buil­ding in the sa­me complex and in­to an­other door wi­thout knocking. The­re we­re two other guys the­re and a wo­man. They all loo­ked at us and the wo­man stood up and star­ted wal­king out. She loo­ked at me kind of dis­gus­ted and said to them, “Y’all nas­ty!” She slam­med the door be­hind her and the guys all laughed.

One of them said, “You wan­na drink, ba­by?” They we­re both in their for­ties. They we­ren’t es­pe­ci­al­ly hand­so­me, but they we­ren’t hi­deous. Mo­re li­ke typi­cal blue col­lar type guys who we­re just en­joy­ing a Sa­tur­day af­ter­noon af­ter a hard week of work.

I sat down on their couch, Wes next to me. One of the guys han­ded me a drink. He said, “I’m Lar­ry, this is Walt.” They we­re remar­ka­b­ly so­ber and I won­de­red what the hell was going on here.

Wes read my mind and whi­s­pe­red to me, “The­se two brot­has wan­na get some white ass. I told ‘em you’d hook em up. Told ‘em you couldn’t say no to a hard black dick.” He whi­s­pe­red it, but it was still loud enough that they could he­ar.

I ga­ve them my best smi­le and tur­ned to Wes. “Ba­by, I’m wi­ped. I look li­ke shit.”
 One of the guys chi­med in. “You loo­kin’ fi­ne as fuck to us. Wes said you had tits and ass. Said you was one of the fi­nest pie­ces of ass in town.” I grin­ned at Wes. That did make me feel bet­ter.
 He grin­ned at me. “Co­me on out on the back porch. We’ll get you fee­ling se­xy.” He pul­led me up and we went out on to their ti­ny scree­ned in porch.
 “So, are you gon­na fuck me too?” I wan­ted to feel Wes in­side me. I was so out of it when we foo­led around last night that I ba­re­ly re­mem­be­red it.
 “Naw. I told the­se nig­gas I had to watch. Just hook ‘em up.” He pas­sed me a joint and I puf­fed on it. I re­a­li­zed as I was hit­ting it what I was doing. I stop­ped.
 “This is that fu­cked up shit, isn’t it?” He smi­led. I sig­hed and took one big hit. Fuck it, I thought. I’d go­ne this far, why not go all the way? Wes had a sort of shit ea­ting grin on his face af­ter I took the hit. I loo­ked him squa­re in the eye. “They paid you mo­ney to fuck me. Don’t think I don’t know what’s up here. You wan­na who­re me out? Go ahead. But keep the mo­ney. I wan­na fuck them for free.”
 I’d actu­al­ly left him speechless. I felt li­ke fist pum­ping. What­ever was in the joint was cour­sing through me now. I felt li­ke an air­pla­ne on the run­way, get­ting rea­dy to take off. I wal­ked back in to the apart­ment and cal­led over my shoul­der to Wes, “I need you to go grab my pur­se and bring it back here, ba­by. It’s got some stuff I need.”
 Wes didn’t say a word, just hea­ded for the front door. I strol­led back in­to the living room, let­ting my hips sway. I was going to fuck the shit out of the­se guys and I was going to li­ke it. They we­re re­la­xing in the living room, one on the couch, the other in a loun­ge chair. I wal­ked in, tur­ned to Walt, who was in the loun­ge chair and clim­bed right in­to his lap fa­cing him. I put my hands on the side of his face and kis­sed him hard. He tas­ted li­ke whis­key and ci­ga­ret­tes. His stub­ble was rough. He felt li­ke a man.
 “You guys ha­ve wi­ves? Gir­l­fri­ends?” I said bet­ween kis­ses. Walt put his hands on my ass and kis­sed me back.
 Lar­ry said, “Walt’s mar­ried. This is my place. I got a gir­l­fri­end across town.”
 I ground my hips down on­to Walt’s crotch. “Well, I wan­na do what­ever they won’t. Just tell me what you want.” Lar­ry, I saw, had un­zip­ped his pants and pul­led out his cock. He was long and thick and cut, with a thick bush of pu­bic hair. He was a litt­le on the hea­vy, soft side of his for­ties. He was bald with thick lips and bushy eye­brows. Walt was a litt­le mo­re in sha­pe, but stou­ter. His hair was cut short. Some­thing about his face re­min­ded me of Lau­rence Fis­h­bur­ne.
 “Start with, co­me over here and wrap your lips around this dick.” Lar­ry wag­ged his half­hard cock at me. I clim­bed off Walt and got down on my knees bet­ween Lar­ry’s legs. I squee­zed the ba­se of his cock, for­cing the blood in­to the top half and ate him up to whe­re my hand was at all in one gulp.
 “God damn! Bitch is hun­gry!” he laughed.
 As I felt him get hard in my mouth, I ba­cked off and sat straight up on my knees and loo­ked him in the eye. “Get up off the couch,” I said. “Stand up.” He stood, his cock right at my eye le­vel. I lif­ted it and put one of his big black hai­ry balls in my mouth and su­cked on it. I felt Walt be­hind me. He was slip­ping my skirt and un­der­we­ar down to my knees. He was going slow and squee­zing my ass as he went. “Damn, bitch has got a pret­ty white ass on her.”
 The drugs we­re re­al­ly kicking in now and my bo­dy was to­tal­ly char­ged. Eve­r­y­thing felt su­per sen­si­ti­ve and I felt li­ke I was floa­ting. I let Lar­ry’s ball slip out of my mouth and I loo­ked up at him with his cock res­ting on my cheek. “Grab my head and fuck my mouth.” He grin­ned, put his big hands on the side of my head be­gan to fuck my mouth hard. He wasn’t de­ep thro­a­ting me, just ham­me­ring the back of my gag re­flex. My eyes be­gan to wa­ter and I was ha­ving the­se litt­le mi­ni-gags, but god it was hot to see his hard black cock co­ve­red in my spit. It was run­ning down to his balls and drip­ping on­to his pants and the floor. His tas­te and scent we­re spi­cy and sal­ty.
 Walt was run­ning his fin­gers in the crack of my ass, rough­ly. His fin­ger stop­ped on my ass­ho­le and went around in circles. I pushed my ass back against his hand. It felt de­li­cious. Wes wal­ked back in with my pur­se. “Damn, ba­by. Didn’t was­te no time. Told you this bitch couldn’t say no to a black dick.” He tos­sed my pur­se at my feet and then sat down on the op­po­si­te side of the couch and went back to his drink, wat­ching me.
 I mo­ved my mouth off of Lar­ry long enough to re­ach in­to my pur­se and pull out my ti­ny bott­le of lu­be. I loo­ked back at Walt and said, “Put some of that on your dick and then fuck my ass. I know you want to.”
 Walt’s face was price­less. He loo­ked so sho­cked. I went back to let­ting Lar­ry fuck my thro­at, but when I saw him han­ding Walt some­thing, I stop­ped again. I loo­ked back to Walt and saw him put­ting a con­dom on. His cock wasn’t thick, but he was long with a soft up­ward cur­ve to it. He’d just finis­hed rol­ling the rub­ber on when I re­a­ched back and grab­bed him. “You don’t need that.” I yan­ked the rub­ber off of him. “I want to feel your cum in my ass.”
 Again, I got Walt’s sho­cked face. I tur­ned back to Lar­ry and his beau­ti­ful­ly spit-co­ve­red dick and I re­a­li­zed that I wan­ted to gi­ve Wes a show. If I was going to be his who­re, I wan­ted to be the most ama­zing who­re he’d ever se­en.
 Then I had a sur­re­al thought. Jes­si­ca. That vi­deo. It ca­me rus­hing back again to me. I to­tal­ly fro­ze. I pul­led away from Lar­ry’s dick and I could on­ly say, “Wait.” The­re wasn’t any one emo­ti­on, I was way too high for that. It was just con­fu­si­on. Had Jes­si­ca do­ne things li­ke this with Wes? I’d se­en the vi­deo, I knew she had. Did that bo­ther me? I couldn’t tell. The drugs, at that point, we­re ma­king it hard to care about any­thing other than right now and what my bo­dy wan­ted.
 Walt was try­ing to get his dick in­to my ass, but I was too short and he couldn’t get the an­gle. I stood, tried to re­co­ver men­tal­ly, and bent over at the waist. Both guys stood and I ba­cked up so that I could suck Lar­ry off whi­le Walt fu­cked my ass.
 I wasn’t re­al­ly pre­pa­red for what hap­pe­ned next. My bo­dy was on such a drug rol­ler coas­ter al­rea­dy that when it hap­pe­ned I al­most fell over. Thank­ful­ly, I didn’t. What hap­pe­ned was, when I bent over, Walt spread my ass cheeks and found my ass­ho­le. He lined up his cock and pres­sed for­ward. It wasn’t so much that he slam­med in­to me as he just slid all in­to me in one smooth stro­ke. At the sa­me time, being bent over chan­ged the way Lar­ry was fuck­ing my mouth. In­s­tead of just hit­ting the back of my mouth, he went all the way down my thro­at. Si­mul­ta­neous­ly ha­ving a cock sli­de all the way in­to me in both di­rec­ti­ons was just comple­te over­load on my sen­ses, es­pe­ci­al­ly being so high. My bo­dy shook, I think I al­most peed. I grab­bed at Lar­ry’s waist and my knees wob­bled.
 I fo­cu­sed on just hol­ding still and I just let them fuck me. I had to back off from Lar­ry a bit to get some air eve­ry few stro­kes. In less than a mi­nu­te, I felt an or­gasm buil­ding some­whe­re de­ep in­side me. I pul­led off of Lar­ry long enough to tell them that I was going to cum.
 Walt, his pants around his an­kles, fu­cked me even har­der. That ama­zing com­bi­na­ti­on of fric­ti­on and heat in my ass was li­ke a slow­ly sprea­ding fi­re through my guts. Lar­ry’s cock was stiff and throb­bing in my mouth, spit pou­ring out of me and fly­ing eve­r­y­whe­re. When I ca­me, I ac­ci­den­tal­ly ra­ked my teeth across his dick. He yel­ped and pul­led out of me.
 “Oh my fuck­ing god, don’t stop!” I yel­led. The wa­ves just rol­led back and forth. I wan­ted to cry. I wan­ted it to stop. I didn’t want it to stop. Walt kept sli­ding in and out of my ass­ho­le and I went back to Lar­ry’s dick, de­spe­ra­te to tas­te his pre-cum. I spread my legs a litt­le and took one hand off of Lar­ry’s hips and put it bet­ween my legs. The mo­ment I tou­ched my own clit, it star­ted up again. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck! I’m going to cum again!” Lar­ry grab­bed me un­der the arm­pits and held me up and Walt held me by the hips. I just went kind of limp and let him keep fuck­ing me.
 “Get back to my dick,” Lar­ry said. I went back to suck­ing him and as my or­gasm star­ted to fa­de, I found that my drive was co­ming back again hard. I be­gan to thrust my hips back against Walt. Lar­ry mo­ved one hand to my thro­at and an­other to the top of my head. He pul­led out so that on­ly the head of his slip­pe­ry black dick was in my mouth. “Gon­na pop!” was all he said through grit­ted teeth. I pushed my tongue up against the head of his dick and I could tas­te his sal­ty pre-cum. Then his head swel­led in my mouth and he shot. And shot. And shot. I swal­lo­wed the first spurt or two then let my mouth fill up with it. He jer­ked the last few shots in­to my mouth and then star­ted to pull out.
 “Wi­pe your cock all over my face!” I til­ted my face up to­ward him and he mas­hed his wet cock all over me, smea­ring the last of his cum and my spit on my cheeks and no­se.
 Lar­ry fell back on the couch with a smi­le. “Fuck her ass, cuz!”
 Walt pi­cked up his pace for a mi­nu­te and I put my hands on my knees and took it, but I could tell he was get­ting ti­red. “Let’s mo­ve to the couch,” I sug­ge­s­ted. Walt ea­sed out of me and I wob­bled and al­most fell over when his cock pop­ped out of me. The­re’s that mo­ment when you feel hor­rib­ly em­pty af­ter a cock has be­en in you for awhi­le and it’s the sad­dest thing in the world.
 I sat Walt down on the last spot on the couch, licking at my lips and tas­ting Lar­ry’s juice. I clim­bed on­to Walt’s lap, fa­cing him. Then I re­a­ched back and grab­bed the ba­se of his cock and pushed it right back up my shit ho­le. I lea­ned back on him, put­ting my hands on his knees and star­ted grin­ding on him. I loo­ked right in­to his eyes. “You li­ke that white ass, Walt? Is this what your wife won’t do for you?” He nod­ded, loo­king right back at me and bi­ting his lip. “You gon­na shoot right in­to my ass, Walt? You gon­na fill my ass up? Gi­ve it to me, Walt. Em­pty tho­se big fuck­ing black balls in­to me.” He did. He squee­zed my ass cheeks so hard as he shot in­to me that I squea­led. It felt li­ke a gal­lon of cum back the­re, fil­ling me up.
 But then, the mo­ment he star­ted to go soft, eve­r­y­thing went wrong. Hor­rib­ly, hor­rib­ly, wrong. I’d be­en drin­king and doing coke and who knows what el­se for about twen­ty hours. I clam­ped a hand over my back door and slip­ped Walt out of me in one swift mo­ti­on. I jum­ped up li­ke an acro­bat and star­ted run­ning down the hall. “Ba­throom!?” I yel­led.
 “Se­cond door!” I heard Lar­ry yell.
 “God damn! Nas­ty!” I heard Walt yell.
 Not the end to that sce­ne I was ho­ping for. I’m try­ing not to get to gross here. Let’s just say that co­cai­ne and anal sex can be a dan­ge­rous and mes­sy com­bi­na­ti­on. The­re was a lot of clean up, bad smells and apo­lo­gies. A good hour la­ter, Wes and I we­re hea­ded back to the par­ty. De­spi­te the bad en­ding, that had be­en re­al­ly fun. My ass felt sur­pri­sin­gly not so­re, alt­hough that would pro­ba­b­ly change. I’d had two good or­gasms and got­ten tho­se guys off.
 Whi­le we we­re wal­king back to Mon­roe’s place, I put my hand on Wes’s ass. “So, did you fuck that girl you we­re kis­sing?”
 “Nah. Not yet. Why you want me to?”
 My own ans­wer sur­pri­sed me. “Ye­ah. I want to watch.”


A Fa­vor For Mal­lo­ry

Jes­si­ca
Things we­re pret­ty awe­so­me. John­ny and I we­re re­al­ly get­ting along, my job was pret­ty cool. Eve­r­y­thing was so­lid. The on­ly thing bug­ging me was that I was hard­ly seeing my mom any lon­ger. I had the fee­ling that she and my dad we­re on the outs again. I al­so felt li­ke she was avoi­ding me. Could she still be frea­ked out about the fact that I’d hung out with Cla­rence? I felt li­ke the­re was a bunch of stuff going on but I was in the dark.

It was al­so time for our ex­ten­ded fa­mi­ly trip out the ca­bin my grand­pa­rents own. Each year had be­en pro­gres­si­ve­ly weir­der but this time I was kind of loo­king for­ward to it. I didn’t see Ke­vin much the­se days and de­spi­te my cou­sin Al­li­son’s cra­zi­ness, I re­al­ly mis­sed her. Ke­vin tal­ked my dad in­to let­ting him bring his gir­l­fri­end along, which I thought would be cool. I thought it would mean that they’d be off in their own room or what­ever and that I wouldn’t ha­ve Ke­vin jer­king off over me any mo­re.

Okay, I’ll be ho­nest, I didn’t re­al­ly care that he did. I mean, ick. He’s my bro­ther. I love him and I’m not even re­mote­ly in­to him. At the sa­me time, we’d be­en so clo­se up un­til I was about four­teen. In a weird way I thought it was flat­te­ring. And af­ter how ho­nest and cool he’d be­en when we ma­de that vi­deo, I felt li­ke we’d got­ten clo­ser again.

But on the way up, my dad said that our grand­pa­rents would flip if Ke­vin and his gir­l­fri­end we­re in the sa­me bedroom at night. I al­most laughed out loud at the irony the­re. Any­way, dad ga­ve me the job of en­ter­tai­ning Mal­lo­ry, my bro­ther’s gir­l­fri­end. She and I tal­ked a lot on the way up, alt­hough with my dad the­re, we just kept it pret­ty ca­su­al. The­re was some­thing about her at­ti­tu­de to­ward me though that ma­de me think Ke­vin had said mo­re than just the usu­al stuff to her.

When we fi­nal­ly got to the ca­bin, we actu­al­ly en­ded up in a room with two of my youn­ger cou­sins. Af­ter we’d sett­led in, she as­ked if I could take her for a walk and show her around. I could feel a ‘talk’ co­ming on. I took her down to­ward the lake, thin­king about Al­li­son the who­le way and ho­ping she’d ar­rive soon. When we we­re out of hea­ring ran­ge from eve­r­yo­ne she said, “So, Ke­vin told me all about you. And him, I mean.”

“Oh, ye­ah?”
 “It’s not what you think. He didn’t lie about any­thing. At le­ast, I’m pret­ty su­re he hasn’t. We’ve be­en da­ting for months now and I’ve re­al­ly wan­ted to meet you.” I was a litt­le off guard out by how ex­ci­ted she see­med. She told me that they’d met on a da­ting web­si­te and that they’d tal­ked about their kinks even be­fo­re they’d met. Mal­lo­ry said that one of the things they connec­ted on was the idea of ro­le play­ing fan­ta­sies. He’d play out her fan­ta­sies and she’d play out his.
 I didn’t li­ke whe­re this was going. “Oh god. Did he ha­ve you pre­tend to be me?”
 “Ye­ah. And he knows I’m tel­ling you. In fact, he kind of as­ked me to. He felt li­ke it was kee­ping a se­cret from you and he wan­ted to tell you. He knew I wan­ted to talk to you, to hang out with you a bit, you know, to see what you we­re li­ke. I told him I’d tell you.”
 Some­how this all didn’t sur­pri­se me. “Okay. I guess I’m cool with it. He’s cra­zy, but I love him.”
 Mal­lo­ry and I chat­ted mo­re ea­si­ly af­ter that. The mo­re I got to know her, the weir­der she be­ca­me though. I mean that in a good way, I guess. She was kind of pret­ty in a plain way. Straight brown hair, ave­ra­ge build, ni­ce smi­le, twen­ty one years old. But she was one of tho­se peo­ple whe­re the­re’s a who­le bunch hid­den un­der­neath. I al­most as­ked her what her ro­le play­ing fan­ta­sy was, but then de­ci­ded I didn’t want to know.
 She al­so told me that she knew about Al­li­son. I was kind of sur­pri­sed by that. It al­ways felt li­ke Al­li­son was Ke­vin’s de­ep dark se­cret. Then she took this re­al­ly de­ep breath and loo­ked down at her feet. “So…I ha­ve this… fa­vor…to ask. I don’t re­al­ly know how to ask this.”
 “If it in­vol­ves me fuck­ing my bro­ther, the ans­wer is no. I love him, but he and I ha­ve tal­ked about this shit. It’s just not some­thing I’m ever gon­na feel com­fort­a­ble about doing. I al­rea­dy let the jer­king off thing sli­de.”
 “We­re you okay with that?” She said it li­ke I’d taken a kick to the sto­mach or some­thing.
 I shrug­ged. “Su­re. I mean, I didn’t watch or any­thing. I was on my side. He ca­me on my butt. I mean, it was weird. But ye­ah, I was okay.”
 She nod­ded li­ke she was try­ing to fi­gu­re me out. “So, the fa­vor I wan­ted to ask. I know you aren’t re­al­ly in­to girls…but…would you fool around with me a bit and let Ke­vin jerk off on us?” She said it so fast that I could ba­re­ly make out the words. She loo­ked so ner­vous I thought she was going to cry. Be­fo­re I could even try to ans­wer, she ad­ded, “It’s to­tal­ly cool if you don’t want to. I can ask Al­li­son. May­be she’d want to.”
 I was kind of con­fu­sed. “Whe­re did all this co­me from? Some­ti­mes I don’t un­der­stand him at all.”
 “It’s not him. It’s me. I sort of drag­ged all this stuff out of him. I wan­ted to, you know, be mo­re li­ke you when we…played. But then I star­ted fan­ta­si­zing about you. And Al­li­son. I’ve al­ways kind of fan­ta­si­zed about being with a girl. The mo­re he and I tal­ked about it, the mo­re I star­ted kind of get­ting tur­ned on by it. He told me that you two we­re ne­ver going to actu­al­ly do any­thing, but that got me thin­king about you and me doing some­thing. May­be. And him wat­ching.”
 The poor girl loo­ked li­ke she was going to cry and I’d certain­ly do­ne weir­der shit be­fo­re. Be­fo­re she could comple­te­ly freak out, I said, “Let me get a litt­le ba­ked and do a few shots and su­re. What’s the big deal, right?” Her eyes got big and I thought she was going to cry again. “I’m war­ning you though,” I said, “I’m not re­al­ly in­to girls so this is most­ly going to be for show, okay?”
 It didn’t hap­pen that day, or the next. We en­ded up just being drug from one fa­mi­ly get to­gether or thing to the next. Nothing see­med to be mat­ching up. The se­cond night I got re­al­ly sick from some­thing one of my un­cles coo­ked. The third day Al­li­son sho­wed up and so did my other cou­sins, Boyd and Rick.
 Fi­nal­ly, eve­r­y­thing see­med to co­me to­gether. It was going to be our last chan­ce to do any­thing sin­ce we’d be lea­ving the next af­ter­noon. We all met up that af­ter­noon at our se­cret spot down by the lake. Al­li­son met us down the­re se­pa­ra­te­ly and when she sho­wed up she had a big bott­le of whis­key. “I ga­ve Mr. Han­ner­man a hand­job for this!” She laughed. We’d brought blan­kets and mun­chies. Boyd had brought some serious ki­ne bud and a litt­le bong.
 The best thing though, out of the who­le trip, was when Al­li­son sho­wed up, she set the bott­le down and ran over and ga­ve me a hu­ge hug and long slow wet kiss. I knew Mal­lo­ry and Ke­vin we­re wat­ching and I felt li­ke a hy­po­cri­te. I told her I wasn’t in­to girls and I told Ke­vin I didn’t want to fool around with him be­cau­se we we­re re­la­ted. Here I was in a su­per hot kiss with my cou­sin. She was as beau­ti­ful as ever. No new tat­toos this time, but she had the­se cra­zy shaved lines on the side of her head and the­se long brai­ds down one side. Her hair was so pla­ti­num it was al­most white and alt­hough she was pe­ti­te bor­de­ring on ti­ny, she had a bo­dy that you couldn’t help but sta­re at. Al­li­son ga­ve eve­r­yo­ne el­se a kiss too, but I’d be­en first and lon­gest and when we got the bon­fi­re going she sat next to me. We all got high and got tal­king. Eve­r­yo­ne see­med to get along with Mal­lo­ry, even though she see­med to re­al­ly get shy around my cou­sins.
 This year, in­s­tead of Al­li­son being the in­sti­ga­tor, it was me. Af­ter the weed and ma­king out with Al­li­son, I was fee­ling play­ful. The sun had just ful­ly set and it was get­ting dim. I jum­ped up and loo­ked at Rick. “Race you to the wa­ter!” I star­ted thro­wing off my clo­thes as I ran and so did he. He caught me just as we we­re about knee de­ep in the wa­ter and he grab­bed me by the hips and tos­sed me in­to the lake. Pret­ty soon, eve­r­yo­ne el­se sho­wed up and strip­ped down. I tried not to sta­re at Al­li­son.
 Rick and I kept play­ing and it didn’t take long in the waist de­ep wa­ter to bump up against his erec­ti­on. I mo­ved up against him and said with an evil grin, “You still li­ke your litt­le cou­sin?” He nod­ded. I re­a­ched down un­der the wa­ter and wrap­ped my hand around his cock. “Well, I can’t fuck you, but…I sup­po­se it wouldn’t be too wrong to suck you off, would it?” I ga­ve him a te­a­sing smi­le and he laughed and pushed me over in­to the wa­ter.
 We all played a bit lon­ger and then hea­ded back to the fi­re for some mo­re weed and an­other drink. When we got back though, I could see that the boo­ze and pot we­re hit­ting Mal­lo­ry a litt­le har­der than the rest of us. I some­how felt re­spon­si­ble or in char­ge or some­thing. I felt li­ke I had to get things going. I don’t know why it was so im­port­ant, but I felt li­ke Mal­lo­ry re­al­ly wan­ted this but was too scared do any­thing.
 I lea­ned over to Al­li­son and whi­s­pe­red to her for a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes. I nee­ded a part­ner. Af­ter a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes and a few pas­ses of the bong, Al­li­son got up and wal­ked over to Boyd and said, “Lay back big boy. Nur­se Al­li­son needs to gi­ve your cock an in­spec­ti­on.” He laughed and laid back and Al­li­son got down on all fours, ass in the air, and star­ted gi­ving him a blow job. I saw Mal­lo­ry mouth the word ‘wow’ and we all wat­ched for a litt­le bit. When I knew eve­r­yo­ne was sort of hyp­no­ti­zed and arou­sed by Al­li­son’s show, I quiet­ly got up and wal­ked over to whe­re Mal­lo­ry was sit­ting on her ass, with her hands wrap­ped around her knees. I knelt down fa­cing her. She just sta­red at me, li­ke a ani­mal in head­lights. I didn’t look over at Ke­vin. Loo­king at him would fuck this all up.
 In­s­tead, I re­a­ched down, grab­bed her wrists and pul­led them away from her legs. Mal­lo­ry didn’t re­sist or say any­thing. Then I put my hands on her knees and spread them and then scoo­ted in on my knees so that we we­re face to face. Then I kis­sed her. No tongue. Just a light kiss on the lips. Then I slow­ly lea­ned for­ward, for­cing her to lean back.
 We en­ded up on the blan­ket, me on top of her, kis­sing. Our tits pres­sed to­gether, her legs wrap­ped around mi­ne. She was soft, but re­al­ly ten­se. I thought the pot might ha­ve ea­sed her up, but may­be she was get­ting some pa­ra­noia going. If I was going to do this, then I had to ful­ly com­mit and shut eve­r­y­thing el­se out. I pre­ten­ded that it was just she and I and that I was in­to girls. It wasn’t hard. I mean, I’ve ne­ver found girls to be gross. In fact, Al­li­son gets me wet by prac­ti­cal­ly loo­king at me. I don’t find other va­gi­nas gross if they’re kept clean and all. I don’t mind the tas­te even. It’s just that I don’t re­al­ly get the who­le ca­su­al bi­se­xu­a­li­ty thing. I’ve se­en other girls do it. Ob­vious­ly, Al­li­son is. I certain­ly think other wo­men’s bo­dies are beau­ti­ful, I just don’t ha­ve any ur­ge to do any­thing with them.
 So, I had to pre­tend. I clo­sed my eyes and tried to think of my­self as bi­se­xu­al and that this was Al­li­son I was kis­sing. It hel­ped a lot. The mo­re I see­med to get in­to it, the mo­re she see­med to re­lax. We be­gan to french kiss and let our hands ro­am around each other a litt­le. I be­gan to he­ar her make soft litt­le mo­ans. I bent down and su­cked a litt­le on one of her nipp­les and she put her hands on my head and stro­ked my hair.
 Then she whi­s­pe­red to me, “I want to go down on you.” I al­most shrug­ged. Then I re­a­li­zed that might be a hu­ge turn off for her. It didn’t hurt to play along. I kept eye con­tact and rol­led over on­to my back and spread my legs. When I did it, I saw that Ke­vin was wat­ching and tou­ching him­self, but I forced my­self to tu­ne that out.
 Mal­lo­ry got on top of me and be­gan kis­sing me again. Then she mo­ved to my breasts and then my sto­mach, then my hips, then my thighs and last­ly she plan­ted ti­ny litt­le kis­ses on my ou­ter la­bia.
 I clo­sed my eyes and now I pic­tu­red John­ny. Being tied up for him, his te­a­sing, his strength. My knees just sort of lif­ted them­sel­ves up to­ward my chest and Mal­lo­ry put her hands on the back of my thighs.
 She gent­ly li­cked at my la­bia and fli­cked her tongue over my clit in a stea­dy rhythm. It felt re­al­ly good, but the lon­ger it went on, the mo­re I re­a­li­zed that it wasn’t tur­ning me on in the sligh­test. Her hands we­re soft and fe­mi­ni­ne whi­le I was try­ing to imagi­ne the strength and force of John­ny’s. Mal­lo­ry’s tongue was light and gentle whi­le his was pow­er­ful and hea­vy. Re­a­li­ty wasn’t mat­ching up with fan­ta­sy. I could tell that she was try­ing hard to get a re­ac­ti­on out of me. I con­si­de­red fa­king it. It went through my head. I could pro­ba­b­ly do it. But it felt wrong. Fa­king it just see­med li­ke a ter­ri­ble thing to do. May­be Ke­vin would just get off and this could be do­ne.
 All of a sud­den, I he­ar Al­li­son’s voi­ce. I open my eyes and she’s right the­re. “If we’re going to put on a show, let’s do it.” She got that grin on her face that I loved and then she was mo­ving. She craw­led up to­ward my face and swung a thigh over me, her legs pin­ning my arms be­hind her. She loo­ked right down at me bet­ween her litt­le breasts. As she lo­we­red her shaved pus­sy down on­to my mouth, she grab­bed my hair with both hands and said, “Eat my pus­sy, you dir­ty litt­le bitch!”
 Ye­ah. I got wet fast. I had no clue what I was doing when it ca­me to ea­ting a wo­man out. The time I’d do­ne it with Bet­ty, I had just kind of sat the­re with my tongue out and she’d ground around my mouth chin and no­se. Thank­ful­ly, Al­li­son had no pro­blems gi­ving me di­rec­ti­ons. “Co­me on bitch, lick it! Suck on that clit! Stick your tongue out so that I can fuck it li­ke a cock!” She was full of trash talk and I loved it. Be­fo­re long, I didn’t even hard­ly no­ti­ce Mal­lo­ry any lon­ger. I just had a stea­dy ple­a­sant sen­sa­ti­on on my clit.
 Al­li­son grab­bed one of my hands and stuck a fin­ger in her mouth and then spit all over it. “Stick it in my ass!” I re­a­ched up with both hands, spread her ti­ny litt­le ass cheeks and found her back door. I wig­gled my midd­le fin­ger in the­re and she bit her lip. Then she loo­ked down at me and her voi­ce had chan­ged. She was quie­ter. She mo­ved up off me just a bit. May­be an inch. She said in a low voi­ce, loo­king down at me, “Jes­si­ca. I want you to make me cum. Ple­a­se.” I loo­ked her right in the eye and nod­ded. I re­al­ly did want to make her cum. A mi­nu­te la­ter, with my fin­ger in her ass­ho­le and my mouth wrap­ped around her clit, she ca­me. She bu­cked and thras­hed, pul­ling on my hair gent­ly. She just kept say­ing, “Fuck that’s good, Jess. Fuck that’s good, Jess.”
 Then she loo­ked down at me, my face co­ve­red in her juices. She didn’t get up off of me. She just loo­ked down. “Now it’s your turn. Cum for me. Co­me on. Cum. For me.”
 I was clo­se but not qui­te the­re. Then in­spi­ra­ti­on hit me. “Kiss me?” She grin­ned and scoo­ted down on me and kis­sed me. It was long and slow and sweet and we both ate up her cum. That did it. I yel­led down to Mal­lo­ry, “Oh fuck, ple­a­se, suck on my clit, right now!” She did and I ca­me whi­le Al­li­son kis­sed me. It was beau­ti­ful.
 Af­ter I star­ted to co­me down, I heard Rick say, “Our turn!” I loo­ked and saw the guys had be­en stan­ding over us, slow­ly jer­king off. When I saw Ke­vin, he wasn’t even tou­ching his own dick, even though he was rock hard. He was star­ting at Mal­lo­ry who was still lap­ping at my juices. Boyd ar­ched his back and jer­ked his cock. He spur­ted his cum all over Al­li­son’s ass. She sat up on her knees, still stradd­ling me and Rick ca­me all over her tits. Al­most at the ex­act sa­me time, Ke­vin star­ted cum­ming. He drop­ped to his knees, right next to my hips and shot all over Mal­lo­ry’s face and my pus­sy.
 I’ll ad­mit it. It was kind of hot. I guess I’m a perv, what can I say? She li­cked her lips and wi­ped her face with her fin­gers and stuck them in her mouth and then she li­cked the cum off the ti­ny lan­ding strip of hair I had.
 Af­ter that, we all fell back kind of quiet for awhi­le. Then Al­li­son got the gig­gles and the rest of us got the mun­chies. It was still ear­ly and we de­ci­ded to drink mo­re and smo­ke mo­re and hang out. At one point we all wat­ched Al­li­son ta­king turns ri­ding Rick and Boyd, but eve­r­yo­ne was too drunk and stoned to cum again. Mal­lo­ry and my bro­ther ran off down the beach and I think they fu­cked again be­cau­se they we­re both glo­wi­ng when they ca­me back. Al­li­son and I tal­ked a lot and kis­sed some mo­re and held hands. The stars we­re out and the bon­fi­re was warm. It was a re­al­ly good night.


Wrap That Shit

Ka­te
The girl that Wes had be­en ma­king out with was going to be back la­ter. When we got back to Mon­roe’s place, he was the­re and the par­ty was war­ming up again.

Af­ter a bit, Mon­roe lea­ned over to­ward Wes and said, “Yo, Wes! I’ma bor­row your old la­dy, aight?” He nod­ded. I li­ked being cal­led Wes’s old la­dy and I li­ked the idea of Mon­roe bor­ro­wing me. He took me by the hand and led me in­to his bedroom. I wasn’t su­re what he had in mind. When we got in the­re, he said, “Take this.” He han­ded me a ti­ny red pill from a box in is pants po­ckets. “Now go get in my shower back the­re, clean up, change your clo­thes up, do your makeup.” I he­si­ta­ted, loo­king at the pill. “Go on! Get bu­sy, girl!” I smi­led, swal­lo­wed the pill and strip­ped off my clo­thing. He swat­ted me on the ass as I hea­ded to­ward his ba­throom. I got in and clea­ned up.

Whi­le I was in the shower, I slip­ped a fin­ger up my ass, which was a litt­le ten­der from the fuck­ing I’d taken ear­lier. I soa­ped my­self up good and found that I still had some se­men to push out of me. I was re­al­ly glad he’d go­ne pret­ty ge­nerous with the lu­be. Fee­ling Walt’s cum drip out of my ass whi­le I sho­we­red got me all tur­ned on again. I’d cum twi­ce al­rea­dy to­day and the thought of being with Wes and Mon­roe was get­ting me fired up. How the hell could I pos­si­b­ly be this horny?

Sho­we­ring up felt gre­at. I got out of the shower and star­ted fi­xing my hair. That’s when I re­a­li­zed I was mo­ving re­al­ly fast and my heart was thum­ping. That pill had serious­ly jump star­ted me. By the time I’d do­ne my hair and got­ten dres­sed, I was sim­p­ly buz­zing. I nee­ded a cock­tail to cool my­self down. I got my makeup do­ne and then pou­red my­self a big glass of Crown.

The par­ty had re­al­ly got­ten going again and when I got out the­re, the­re we­re peo­ple spil­ling out of the apart­ment and in­to the hall­way and it soun­ded li­ke the ad­ja­cent apart­ments had joi­ned in.

I found Mon­roe tal­king to Phil, the guy who li­ked to shoot vi­de­os, and a white wo­man about my age. Phil in­tro­du­ced her as Janet. She was flir­ting with Mon­roe and he was gi­ving her some at­ten­ti­on, but I could tell Phil had some sta­ke in what­ever was going on here too. When I fi­nal­ly got the chan­ce to gab with her for a mi­nu­te, I no­ti­ced she was wea­ring a wed­ding ring. I nod­ded to­ward it, not try­ing to pry to much, but cu­rious. She grin­ned. “My hus­band knows. Phil’s my,” she blus­hed and whi­s­pe­red, “He’s my se­cret wea­pon.” She grin­ned again.

“Ah, you and Phil, huh?” I still wasn’t get­ting it ex­act­ly. I’d no­ti­ced that Phil hadn’t even taken his clo­thes off when we we­re all at the mo­tel. He didn’t stri­ke me as the straight up swin­ger type.

“No, Phil and I don’t fool around, re­al­ly. He just sets me up. And some­ti­mes he wat­ches or films.” She was pret­ty, with a brow­nish blon­de bob. She was hea­vier than I was, but she wore it re­al­ly well. Janet knew how to show off her cur­ves and bust and ass and I’m su­re the black guys had no­ti­ced.

“So your hus­band knows?” The who­le cuckold thing was still kind of bi­zar­re for me. My fri­end Bren­da had told me about it, but I still hadn’t wrap­ped my mind around the idea. “Ye­ah! Some­ti­mes Phil even has him watch. The best though is when he ties up Gor­don, that’s my hus­band, to a chair!” She was bea­ming.

 “And your hus­band actu­al­ly li­kes that?”
She shrug­ged. “You wouldn’t think so, but ye­ah. He says it gets him hot to watch me get off. He said he li­kes fee­ling help­less. Phil even had him eat some other guy’s cum out of me on­ce. I loved it. Gor­don, not so much. We don’t do that any­mo­re.” She sig­hed. “Any­way, Phil is here try­ing to find a guy who wants to co­me back to my hou­se and fuck me. I re­al­ly wan­ted it to be Mon­roe, but this is his par­ty and I don’t think he’s going any­whe­re soon. Be­si­des, he’s got a thing for you, I think.”

“He’s let­ting me stay here for the week­end,” I brag­ged. I wat­ched Phil af­ter that. He’d go around the room, talk to a guy, point out Janet, then go back to tal­king. That who­le cuckold thing was stran­ge, but I did find my­self cu­rious to talk to Phil mo­re.

I kept try­ing to get some time with Mon­roe, too. We’d make eye con­tact across the room. One time, whi­le I was sit­ting, I un­cros­sed my legs and pul­led my pan­ties asi­de and let him see my pus­sy. I heard a “Woooooo!” and loo­ked and saw that two young guys had se­en me do it and we­re poin­ting. I blus­hed and win­ked at them.

Then Wes ca­me in from out­si­de with the girl that he’d be­en ma­king out with. He loo­ked at me and grin­ned. The girl saw me and ga­ve me a stran­ge smi­le. She was black and her out­fit was one hun­dred per­cent ghet­to, but she was young and pret­ty and I en­ded up thin­king about my Jes­si­ca. Wes was tal­king to Mon­roe and shook his head and threw a thumb over his shoul­der.

Wes si­gna­led to me to fol­low him and I grab­bed my pur­se and my drink and we went down two doors. The par­ty was going the­re too, and I saw some peo­ple that I’d se­en the pre­vious night. I said hi to peo­ple as we all wal­ked down the hall to the kit­chen. Wes stop­ped and tal­ked to some guy the­re pou­ring a drink and he loo­ked us up and down and said, “Last door.”

We left again and went to the last door. It was pro­ba­b­ly that guy’s bedroom. It certain­ly loo­ked nothing li­ke Mon­roe’s. It was clean, which was ni­ce, but it was al­so re­al­ly sim­ple. A Queen sized mat­tress and box spring on the floor, a ste­reo sys­tem and small TV on a cheap en­ter­tain­ment cen­ter and some tat­te­red wall han­gings co­ver­ing the win­dows.

I thought, ye­ah, this isn’t ex­act­ly what I wan­ted, but at le­ast I was going to ha­ve Wes in­side me again. I got a litt­le buzz through my lips at the thought. The girl and I loo­ked around and bit and she said, “Hi, I’m Let­ta. I li­ke your eyes­ha­dow.”

“Oh, thanks! I re­al­ly li­ke your shoes! I could ne­ver walk in ones that high.” Her shoes we­re the­se su­per loud hot pink plat­form wed­ges. I didn’t re­al­ly li­ke them for me, but she actu­al­ly ma­de them work.

Wes jum­ped in. “Shit, I got what both you gon­na li­ke.” He star­ted strip­ping off his clo­thes and when we both just kind of stood the­re wat­ching he said, “What the fuck are you two wai­ting for? Get your fuck­in’ clo­thes off!”

I star­ted to get un­dres­sed but no­ti­ced that Let­ta was going slower. When I loo­ked over she said quiet­ly. “I know this’ll sound weird, but, I ain’t ne­ver be­en na­ked in front of a white per­son be­fo­re. I know that sounds fu­cked up.” She loo­ked ge­nu­i­ne­ly em­bar­ras­sed.

“Hey, she got a pus­sy and tit­ties and a ass, just li­ke you. ‘Cept it’s white.” Wes was to­tal­ly na­ked now and stro­king his dick. I li­ked him when he got bos­sy, but he was being a litt­le hard on her. I put my hand on her arm and said, “Let me get un­dres­sed first.” She nod­ded and I strip­ped down and then sat up at the top of the bed, my back to the wall. Let­ta see­med to feel a litt­le bet­ter being the last one na­ked and she craw­led on to the bed next to me.

Wes jum­ped in­to the bed and im­me­di­a­te­ly star­ted pay­ing at­ten­ti­on to Let­ta and igno­ring me. It was al­right. I could wait. I gent­ly stro­ked my clit and wat­ched them make out and feel each other up. She pul­led on his cock and he su­cked on her ge­nerous tits. It was actu­al­ly pret­ty se­xy. He said to her, “Roll over, ba­by. I’ma beat that pus­sy up.” She smi­led and did, but when he star­ted mo­ving to­ward her she mo­ved away.

“You ain’t sticking that thing in me wi­thout a rub­ber!” She loo­ked pis­sed.
 “Oh co­me on, ba­by. I’m clean.”
 She shook her head. “Uh uh. Wrap that shit or we do­ne.” She wag­ged her fin­ger at him. He sig­hed, got up and got a con­dom. When he ca­me back with his dick wrap­ped, she grin­ned and got back on all fours. He got be­hind her, spread her big, full black ass and slip­ped in­side her. “Oh shit. That’s good. Gim­me that dick. Fuck my pus­sy, ba­by.” She was re­al­ly tal­ka­ti­ve.
 Wes grab­bed her an­kles, pul­ling them up to­ward her ass and star­ted ri­ding in­to her fast and hard. It was ama­zing to watch her ass boun­ce and jig­gle eve­ry time she slam­med back against him. They went at it hard for about five mi­nu­tes and then Wes said to me, “Co­me over here. I’ve be­en drea­min’ of doin’ this shit.”
 He po­si­ti­o­ned me so that I was on all fours right next to Let­ta. Then he slip­ped out of her and star­ted to get in po­si­ti­on be­hind me. Let­ta loo­ked over and scow­led. “We do­ne? ‘Cuz if you sticking that dick in her, it ain’t going back in me, ya heard me?”
 “What the fuck are you tal­king about?” Wes loo­ked con­fu­sed, with his dick a cou­ple of in­ches from my pus­sy.
 Let­ta was gett­ting up­set. “If she’s got some­thing and you put that thing back in me, it’s li­ke you ain’t even wea­rin’ one. You got­ta take that shit off and put a new one on be­fo­re you get back in me.”
 Now Wes was get­ting pis­sed. “Fuck, nig­ga! Why you got­ta be li­ke that? Just roll wit shit!”
 I de­ci­ded to jump in. I sat up and pul­led Wes asi­de just a litt­le. I sort of whi­s­pe­red to him, try­ing to de­fu­se the who­le thing. “Why don’t you just ha­ve a good time with her. Do your thing. We’ll catch up la­ter. My pus­sy can wait.” I ga­ve him a dir­ty wink. It see­med to do the trick. He shrug­ged a yes.
 I tur­ned to Let­ta. “It was ni­ce to meet you. Ha­ve fun with Wes. I’m gon­na go get an­other drink and let you two do your thing.”
 She smi­led brief­ly, but ga­ve Wes the evil eye again. By the time I got dres­sed, they we­re back at it, Let­ta get­ting lou­der and lou­der. Slip­ping out the door, I de­ci­ded to see if I could track down Mon­roe. I wan­ted a big hard black dick in me. If he was bu­sy, I’d find someo­ne el­se at this par­ty who wan­ted to fuck.


I Ha­ven’t Ear­ned It

Jes­si­ca
Af­ter my fa­mi­ly trip, Mal­lo­ry and I kept in touch through text. I think she re­al­ly bon­ded with me over that ex­pe­ri­ence. She said that things with her and Ke­vin we­re bet­ter than ever and she said that my being wil­ling to do what I did with them was a big part of why things we­re so good. That ma­de me feel re­al­ly ni­ce. It’s not of­ten that some­thing that’s so sim­ple for you can re­al­ly make so much of a dif­fe­rence for someo­ne you love.

Things with John­ny and I we­re good too. We’d do­ne a litt­le mo­re light bon­da­ge and I’d al­so gi­ven him per­mis­si­on to pho­to­graph me. He star­ted te­a­ching me what he knew about still work, alt­hough he was mo­re in­to vi­deo. John­ny was still pret­ty new to ro­pes and the mo­re compli­ca­ted stuff with them, so he of­ten used me as a gui­nea pig. It was a lot of fun.

I was a litt­le wor­ried that I still hadn’t se­en him na­ked. He said that it was a re­ward for me and that we had to build up to me get­ting fu­cked by him, but I was star­ting to think that may­be it was be­cau­se he was self­con­s­cious or some­thing.

We al­so hadn’t spent any time yet in his dun­ge­on room, which I was re­al­ly loo­king for­ward to try­ing. He said that we we­re buil­ding up to that and I nee­ded to be pa­ti­ent. To be fair, may­be I was just wan­ting eve­r­y­thing on my sche­du­le. How sub­mis­si­ve is that? But all that ca­me to an end.

He in­vi­ted me over for din­ner with his mom and grand­ma. I was re­al­ly star­ting to li­ke his mom. She was much shar­per than she let on and some­ti­mes I won­de­red if she knew how kinky her son was, but just let him ha­ve his se­cret. He was good about co­ver­ing it up, but some­ti­mes moms just know.

Din­ner was ni­ce and ca­su­al. We all wat­ched some TV to­gether. Ve­ry chill. Even­tu­al­ly his mom and grand­ma went to bed and we step­ped out in­to the backyard and smo­ked up a litt­le. Then, he took me by the hand and led me to his stu­dio, through it, and in to his BDSM room. Lay­ing the­re on a bench was a pair of black stockings, a gar­ter belt and re­al­ly se­xy shelf bra. I was about to run over to them and just start try­ing them on, but he stop­ped me. “If you want to put tho­se on, you can. But if you do, it means that we’re going to play in here and you are ab­so­lu­te­ly un­der my con­trol whi­le we’re in here. I’ve told you our safe word. But in this room, it’s the on­ly thing you can say or do wi­thout my say so. Un­der­stand? If you use the safe word, we’ll stop, you change out of the­se clo­thes and you can go home we’ll call it a night.” He loo­ked at me re­al­ly serious­ly and ad­ded, “I’ll be re­al­ly di­s­ap­poin­ted if you feel li­ke you ha­ve to use it.”

I loo­ked at the out­fit and again around the room. On the one hand, I felt li­ke I’d got­ten to know John­ny pret­ty well. I tru­s­ted him, or at le­ast, it felt li­ke I did. On the other hand, I didn’t know much about the stuff in this room and a lot of it kind of scared me. It ma­de me re­a­li­ze that I al­so didn’t ne­ces­sa­ri­ly know my­self en­ti­re­ly, what my li­mits we­re, what might freak me out or turn me on. He saw my wor­ry I guess be­cau­se he said, “Trust me. We’ll on­ly go as fast as you can hand­le.”

I nod­ded. He said, “Okay, from now on then, no mo­re nod­ding. You ans­wer, ‘Yes, Sir’. Un­der­stand?”
 “Yes, Sir.”
 “Get tho­se clo­thes on.” I strip­ped out of my sweats and star­ted put­ting the out­fit on. I hadn’t worn a gar­ter belt be­fo­re, so it took a litt­le fi­gu­ring out. I loved the way the bra held my tits up and out. When I was all chan­ged he said, “Stand up and clo­se your eyes.” I did and he wal­ked slow­ly in a circle around me. His hand went to my ass and he squee­zed rough­ly. “What is this?” he said in a low hea­vy voi­ce.
 “It’s my ass, Sir.”
 “Nuh-uh. This right here,” he shook one of my ass cheeks in his big hand and squee­zed, “This here is a nig­ga ma­ting call. This ass you got, it’s say­in ‘I’m open for busi­ness’. You he­ar me?”
 “Yes, Sir.”
 “So is that true? You open for busi­ness? Is your ass ly­in?”
 “No, Sir.” Then I re­a­li­zed my ans­wer might ha­ve be­en con­fu­sing and I ad­ded, “My ass isn’t ly­ing.”
 He ca­me around to my front and put both hands on my tits, squee­zing my nipp­les brief­ly. He loo­ked down at me and said, “The­re are some cuffs over the­re. They go on your an­kles and wrists. Get em and put em on.”
 The­re was a ta­ble full of stuff laid out in neat rows, whips, cuffs and all kinds of stuff I wasn’t su­re about. My heart star­ted thum­ping just loo­king at it. I took the cuffs and sat back down on the bench and put them on. They we­re black lea­ther with chro­me buck­les. When they we­re all buck­led on, John­ny said, “Go lay on that ta­ble.”
 The other ta­ble was weird. It had four legs, but the legs went up past the ta­ble part and they we­re connec­ted to the ta­ble part with the­se hea­vy bolts. It was set up so that if you took the bolts out, you could rai­se or lower the ta­ble to dif­fe­rent heights. The­re we­re al­so all of the­se hook at­tach­ments on both the legs and around the ed­ges of the ta­ble. When I got on­to the ta­ble, which was about waist high, he told me to lay on my back and which di­rec­ti­on to put my head. The ta­ble wasn’t ve­ry wi­de and he ca­me around at­ta­ched the cuffs to the ta­ble legs so that my arms we­re down over the sides. I couldn’t mo­ve them hard­ly at all. My head was half way over the ed­ge of the ta­ble and I had to scoot my­self down so that my head wouldn’t hang up­si­de down over the ed­ge.
 Then John­ny took each of my an­kles and at­ta­ched them to a pair of the hooks on the ta­ble about whe­re my knees we­re. This ma­de it so that my knees we­re bent up and my legs slight­ly apart. “See, you be­en gi­ving up that pus­sy to a bunch of nig­gas, but you ain’t do­ne any­thing to earn any of that dick, ha­ve you? Ha­ve you?”
 “No, Sir. I ha­ven’t.” He wal­ked to the ta­ble that had the ge­ar and then ca­me back to me. He slip­ped a blind­fold over my face. It was wi­de and went from my forehead al­most over my no­se with thick pad­ding. I couldn’t see at all.
 “But now, you’re here. With me. You’ve had it ea­sy up un­til now. Sho­wing off your litt­le white pus­sy for all my brot­has out the­re. But I’ve got you now. I can do what­ever I want to your ass now. I own you.” He put his hand down on my thro­at and I jum­ped a litt­le and tried to suck in a breath as his hand tigh­te­ned down on me. I squirmed in the res­traints. “You he­ar me? I can do what­ever I want to you. You can scream all you want. You can scream your litt­le white ass off. No one will he­ar you.”
 My heart was thum­ping in my chest and sud­den­ly I was a litt­le scared. Had I mis­jud­ged John­ny? Was he some cra­zy fuck that was going to hurt me? Pro­ba­b­ly not, but my bo­dy was re­ac­ting whe­ther I be­lie­ved it or not. I could feel ad­re­na­li­ne star­ting to make my sto­mach un­ea­sy and my pul­se jump.
 He let go of my thro­at and I couldn’t re­al­ly he­ar what he was doing. I just de­ci­ded to lay the­re and brea­the, try­ing to get my heart­beat to sett­le down. I was okay. Eve­r­y­thing was fi­ne.
 Then his hands we­re on my tits, rub­bing them light­ly at first, then knea­ding at them, squee­zing har­der. He fli­cked his fin­gers over my nipp­les, light­ly and ra­pid­ly. One hand grip­ped a breast around the ba­se of the nipp­le and I felt some­thing hard against it. What­ever it was squee­zed it from two sides, tigh­ter and tigh­ter. I win­ced and then whi­ned. “Oww, oww, ple­a­se!”
 “Shut up.” He put a nipp­le clamp on the other nipp­le. The pain was li­ke a do­zen ti­ny need­les cour­sing through my tits. I couldn’t seem to fo­cus on any­thing el­se. It was li­ke the pain in my tits was the who­le world. Then he pushed a fin­ger in bet­ween my legs and right up in­to me. I yel­led, but it was mo­re out of sur­pri­se sin­ce I couldn’t see. Now the­re we­re the­se two com­pe­ting fee­lings, one of pain and one of…well, not ple­a­su­re, but clo­se. I was pret­ty dry and he pushed his thick fin­ger in­to me pret­ty rough­ly. I don’t think I to­re. Still, my pus­sy didn’t seem to care that my tits we­re in agony and as he wig­gled his fin­ger around and pushed his hand up against my clit, I could feel my­self lubri­ca­ting.
 At some point, the pain in my nipp­les be­ca­me manage­a­ble. It’s not li­ke they felt fi­ne, it’s just I could fo­cus on other things again, the pain in my tits was li­ke re­al­ly loud back­ground noi­se. He pul­led his fin­ger out of me and I lost track of him again. I could va­gue­ly he­ar him mo­ving around though. My who­le bo­dy star­ted going ten­se, won­de­ring what he was going to do next. I heard a pop­ping and a cracking-crun­ching sound. I had no idea what he was up to. Then I heard him by my feet. “Show me your ass­ho­le, slut.” I rol­led my hips up as best as I could. My heart was star­ting to thump again.
 The­re was a re­al­ly weird sen­sa­ti­on on my thigh, just abo­ve the ed­ge of the stocking. I couldn’t place it at first un­til John­ny mo­ved it. It was cold! He was run­ning an ice cu­be up my thigh. I could feel wa­ter run­ning down to­ward my ass. Then he ran it over my la­bia and I squirmed. “Hold. Fuck­ing. Still.” I shi­ve­red but I stop­ped squir­ming. John­ny ran the ice cu­be down my la­bia to my ass crack and then pushed it right up against my ass­ho­le. “Re­lax. Re­lax that ass­ho­le. It’s going in.” I tried, but I could feel my­self just clen­ching up against it. “I’m gon­na count to three and this fuck­ing ice cu­be is going up your ass. Up to you how that goes, ya heard me? One. Two. Three.” He pushed and I managed to re­lax and it went right in.
 “Oh my god! Oh my god, that’s fuck­ing cold!” I was wri­thing around and try­ing to push it out, but I had nowhe­re to go and John­ny had his fin­ger pushed right up to my sphinc­ter. The mo­ment I stop­ped yel­ling, I felt an­other one. He pul­led his fin­ger away and im­me­di­a­te­ly re­pla­ced it with an­other ice cu­be. This one went in much fas­ter, but I star­ted buck­ing again. “Oh fuck. Sir. It’s too much. It hurts! It hurts! It’s too much.” He cur­led his arm around my legs and pin­ned me, my feet flai­ling back and forth in the cuffs. Then the­re was an­other ice cu­be. “Oh fuck! No mo­re! Serious­ly, no mo­re! Sir!” Then an­other cu­be. That was all I could take. I yel­led out the safe word.
 John­ny put a fin­ger over my ass­ho­le and ca­me around the side of the ta­ble at the sa­me time. He got down re­al­ly clo­se to my face, put a hand on my thro­at and said, “I want to be VE­RY cle­ar that I heard you use the fuck­ing safe word. You’re tel­ling me that’s all you’ve got. Is that it? You’re do­ne here? You want to go home?”
 I swal­lo­wed hard and I could feel tears soa­king the in­side of the blind­fold. I could feel wa­ter lea­king out of my ass­ho­le past his fin­ger as the ice cu­bes mel­ted up in­side of me. I could al­so feel the cu­bes, gra­du­al­ly get­ting smal­ler in me and the icy hot pain they we­re sen­ding through my gut. I re­al­ly thought about it and as I did, I felt his hand ea­se up on my thro­at. I took a de­ep breath. “Sir? May I take back the safe word? I’m okay. I can keep going.” My voi­ce was wa­ve­ring as I tried not to cry.
 He kept his fin­ger on my ass­ho­le, but took his hand away from my neck and for a long time he just stood the­re. I al­most said some­thing but de­ci­ded to just be quiet. I was re­al­ly scared of what would hap­pen next. The idea that he might end the who­le thing and send me off I think scared me just as much as the idea of con­ti­nuing on.


Get­ting Schoo­led

Ka­te
It was mo­re than the fact that Wes was all up in Let­ta and sort of igno­ring me. If it had just be­en that, I pro­ba­b­ly would’ve be­en ab­le to blow it off. But the thing with my daugh­ter, the vi­deo he’d taken of her. That was still bug­ging me and I hadn’t had a chan­ce to so­ber­ly talk to him about it. I wasn’t an­gry that he took it and I wasn’t pis­sed that she was in it…I don’t think. I’m not the kind of per­son who pre­tends that their child­ren don’t ha­ve sex lives. I al­so thought it was gre­at that she was with black guys. I was even re­li­e­ved to see that the guy was wea­ring a con­dom, so at le­ast she was play­ing safe.

For me, I think the pro­blem with seeing that vi­deo was that it was li­ke seeing the midd­le of a mo­vie wi­thout seeing the be­gin­ning or the end. How did this fit in with her kno­wing Cla­rence? What things had hap­pe­ned so that she en­ded up with Wes and being fil­med? What was she doing now? Of cour­se, tho­se are things that I should ha­ve be­en as­king her. But, I just couldn’t face her yet with all of that. The thought of loo­king her in the eye and tal­king to her about sex and Cla­rence, just got me an­gry all over again. I wan­ted Wes to spill eve­r­y­thing he knew, so I could at le­ast get some ans­wers.

I went back to the kit­chen and flir­ted with the guy who lo­a­ned Wes his room. He was pret­ty cute and had kind of a bad boy thug thing going on. But I wasn’t fee­ling it. In fact, I was fee­ling kind of down. I nee­ded Mon­roe.

I found him back in his apart­ment. He was tal­king to Phil and a cou­ple of girls. He ga­ve me a sur­pri­sed look when I ca­me in and I said to him, “The three of us to­gether we­ren’t wor­king out so hot, so I step­ped out.” He ga­ve me a sad grin and slow­ly shook his head. The two youn­ger girls with Phil we­re loo­king at us li­ke they’d just heard the jui­ciest bit of gos­sip ever. They we­re ave­ra­ge loo­king, but ma­de them­sel­ves up pret­ty well. Black and pro­ba­b­ly in their ear­ly 20s.

Mon­roe tur­ned to them and said, “You two could learn from this la­dy here. She’s a prime pie­ce of white girl boo­ty. If you wan­na see what I’m tal­king about, co­me knock on my door in about twen­ty mi­nu­tes.” Mon­roe took my hand, I wa­ved at Phil and the girls, and he led me to his room. He was wal­king fast enough I al­most had to run to keep up with him.

Along the way, he grab­bed a bott­le of Pa­tron off of the coun­ter and he flung the bedroom door shut be­hind him. He set the bott­le on his dres­ser and said, “Do a shot or two. I’ma set up a line. He pul­led some coke out of his pants. He took a bank card out of his wal­let and set up a line on top of his dres­ser.

I took a swig of the Pa­tron, win­cing at the strength of it. “I don’t think I need to do a line. I’m good.” I li­cked my lips, tas­ting the aga­ve.
 He grin­ned. “Do the fuck­ing line. Trust me.” I shrug­ged, set the bott­le down, lea­ned over, pres­sed one no­stril clo­sed and sn­or­ted. The mo­ment I stood back up, Mon­roe’s hand ca­me fly­ing at me and he slap­ped me hard across the face.
 “What the fuck!” I was sho­cked mo­re than any­thing.
 He was pul­ling off his shirt. “You li­ke it rough, girl. Ain’t no man gi­vin’ it to you as rough as you want it neit­her. I can tell. You a nas­ty bitch and I’m the mo­ther­fu­cker gon­na take you down­town.” I took a step back, but he caught me by the back of the neck and kis­sed me so hard that our teeth ban­ged to­gether. His tongue went de­ep in­to my mouth. I strug­gled against him and he let go and sho­ved me hard. I stum­b­led back­ward and slam­med in­to the clo­set door with a bang. He was on me again, one hand grab­bing my hair and the other hand slap­ping my face again.
 I thought I was sc­re­a­ming, but I re­a­li­zed that I hadn’t ma­de a sound, my mouth was just open. He slap­ped me again. Then I did some­thing and I ha­ve no idea whe­re it ca­me from. I don’t know why I did it. It was li­ke it wasn’t even me in my own bo­dy. I straigh­te­ned up, loo­ked right up in­to his eyes and spit in his face.
 Mon­roe didn’t slow down though. He slap­ped me hard again and I could feel the coke ra­cing through my bo­dy li­ke a frei­ght train. At the sa­me time both sides of my face felt li­ke a thou­sand volts of elec­tri­ci­ty was run­ning through it. It didn’t hurt, it felt good! Af­ter that slap, he yan­ked me around by the hair so that I was bet­ween him and the bed. He forced my head back with one hand and yan­ked at the top that I was wea­ring. The but­tons all flew off and in two mo­re yanks it was off me.
 He pushed my head for­ward and down and pul­led down on my skirt and I en­ded up sort of hel­ping him and step­ping out of it. Then he yan­ked me back up and slap­ped me again across the face, sen­ding me back to­ward the bed. I fell on­to it in a sprawl. I loo­ked at him, fee­ling some stran­ge com­bi­na­ti­on of ha­te and lust in me. “That all you got?”
 Mon­roe just stood the­re for a mi­nu­te, seething, gla­ring at me with tho­se dark brown eyes. “I’m gon­na school your white ass, bitch.” He star­ted step­ping out of his pants in hard steps.
 “Your black ass isn’t gon­na te­ach me shit. You ain’t got any­thing.” I felt li­ke an an­gry ani­mal and I had the sud­den ur­ge to bi­te him. He ca­me at me and I put my hands up at him and tried to sit up on the bed. He was a big man though and as I fell back­ward, he grab­bed my wrists and forced my hands over my head.
 His knees star­ted for­cing my thighs apart and I strug­gled against him. I managed to clo­se my legs to­gether for a few se­conds, but he got them open again. He pul­led one hand away from my wrists, re­a­ched down and yan­ked my pan­ties off me with a sin­gle hard, pain­ful yank. I stifled a cry as I felt the ma­te­ri­al sli­de from bet­ween my legs.
 When he pul­led his hand away to get at my un­der­we­ar, I star­ted hit­ting at his chest with my free hand. It felt good to just pum­mel at him. But then he brought his hand back up, still hol­ding the pan­ties. He cram­med them right in­to my mouth. I bit down on his fin­ger be­fo­re he got them all back out.
 Mon­roe grow­led and slap­ped me again when he got his hand free. I tried to spit the pan­ties back out, but he pushed them far­ther in. I ga­ve him a look that said ‘fuck you.’ He grab­bed my free wrist again and forced it over my head. Then tho­se big legs of his forced mi­ne open again and I felt the head of his cock brush up against me and it was li­ke my who­le bo­dy tur­ned to wa­ter for a se­cond. This buzz ran straight through my clit and I felt my pus­sy start to feel warm and hea­vy. I on­ly pau­sed for a se­cond though and then I star­ted thra­shing against him again, try­ing to clo­se my legs.
 “You ain’t gon­na get away, bitch. I got that pus­sy now. I got it!” He hea­ved in­to me with a hard thrust. I could feel his legs and his ass tigh­ten as he mo­ved for­ward. I slid up the bed a few in­ches all at on­ce. I thought my eyes might bug out of my head. For a se­cond, my bo­dy comple­te­ly frea­ked. Mon­roe wasn’t gi­gan­tic, but he wasn’t ex­act­ly ave­ra­ge eit­her. My pus­sy had got­ten used to some pret­ty lar­ge sizes, but all of that at on­ce, plus the coke and it was li­ke some ex­plo­si­on going off bet­ween my legs. I didn’t want to let him seeing me en­joy­ing this or re­ac­ting but I couldn’t help but scream out. Of cour­se, with the pan­ties in my mouth it was to­tal­ly muffled. I al­most managed to spit them out though.
 I fought at him, but it was all for show now. My arms and legs might be fle­xing or wig­g­ling, but I wasn’t re­al­ly try­ing to get away from any­thing. I could feel my­self lu­bing up ra­pid­ly and my hips be­tray­ed me, un­du­la­ting up and down with his thrusts. He fu­cked me li­ke that, hard and ra­pid­ly, en­ding each thrust with an an­gry ex­cla­ma­ti­on point for what felt li­ke five mi­nu­tes. By then, we’d both wor­ked up a fu­rious sweat. He was actu­al­ly going a litt­le soft in me, alt­hough I was tho­rough­ly drip­ping now.
 Mon­roe pau­sed for a se­cond, then pul­led out of me. He sat up on his knees and let me go. He was brea­thing hard. I loo­ked at him, try­ing to hi­de my lust be­hind a fa­ke mask of an­ger. My pan­ties we­re still han­ging out of my mouth. I loo­ked down at his dick and was sur­pri­sed to see that he wasn’t just wet, he was co­ve­red in a thick white cream that had co­me from me.
 He saw me look and when he saw what I was loo­king at, said, “That’s what this dick does to you, bitch. Pus­sy don’t lie. Now I’ma fuck that ass.” He grab­bed my an­kles and twis­ted, rol­ling me over on­to my sto­mach. I star­ted to try to scram­ble away again. His hands lan­ded on my hips and he pul­led my ass in­to the air. Then he lea­ned for­ward and grab­bed my hair as I put my hands on the bed and tried pushing my­self up. With my hair in his hands he pushed my face back down to the bed. He brought an­other hand down hard on my ass. “If you know what’s good for you, you’ll stay just li­ke that.”
 I thought about mo­ving as I felt him clim­bing off the bed. My heart was thum­ping in my chest and a weird grin crept across my face. I was re­al­ly en­joy­ing this. I wan­ted to get fu­cked, I wan­ted to hurt, I wan­ted to fight. In­s­tead of mo­ving, I spit the pan­ties pan­ties out of my mouth and loo­ked back at him and said, “I fuck­ing ha­te you, you nas­ty fu­cker! You bet­ter en­joy this, cau­se it’s the last time you’re get­ting me!” He ca­me back with the vi­al of coke, got back on the bed and threw an arm around my waist, hol­ding me still. I felt a litt­le of the coke spill in­to my ass crack and then his tongue was the­re, licking at me. He ran his tongue down the top of my ass to my ass­ho­le and he pushed the tip in. The­re was an im­me­di­a­te cool num­bing as the coke coa­ted my anus.
 “Keep that ass up and that face down.” He clim­bed up be­hind me. Ea­ting my ass had got­ten him hard again and I felt him press that fat head against my back door. “Push back against it or I’ll push it in my­self.” I ro­cked back a litt­le on my knees and my ass didn’t gi­ve. It just pres­sed against that head. “Stop.” He pushed my hips for­ward, bent over, and then I heard a hacking sound and he let fly with a hu­ge splat­ter of spit right against my ass­ho­le. “Get it, bitch. Fuck that dick.”
 I ro­cked back again and this time af­ter some stea­dy pushing my ass­ho­le ga­ve up and his head slip­ped in, my own spit and va­gi­nal juices acting as lu­be. I be­gan doing litt­le ti­ny mo­ve­ments back and forth, each time ta­king mo­re of him in­to me. I found my­self grab­bing my pan­ties and che­wing on them, bi­ting down on them. Whi­le he was going de­e­per in­to me, it didn’t seem pos­si­ble that I’d got­ten all of him in­to me that last time in the mo­tel. Some­how he see­med big­ger, wi­der, this time. It just kept going.
 “Co­me on. Work that white ass. I know you want mo­re. Get it!” I be­gan to make lon­ger and de­e­per stro­kes.
 “I can take it all. I’m gon­na get eve­ry fuck­ing inch of you in­to me, fu­cker.” I stop­ped for one se­cond and mo­ved away un­til just his head was in me. I loo­ked back at him and grin­ned. “My ass is built for fat black dick.” Then I slid back on his cock in one long slow mo­ti­on un­til his pel­vis hit my ass. Then I ground around in a slow circle against him, rub­bing my ass cheeks against his sto­mach and thighs.
 “God damn,” he pur­red.
 “Thought you we­re gon­na te­ach my white ass a les­son?” I grin­ned wi­der.
 “Oh it’s li­ke that?” He grab­bed my hips, slip­ped half way out of me and then slam­med for­ward again. The­re was an erup­ti­on of pain and ple­a­su­re that shot de­ep up in­to my guts. I wan­ted to get away from him again and I wan­ted him to stop me. I threw my arms be­hind my back and cros­sed my wrists, now res­ting my up­per bo­dy on the side of my face. Mon­roe took the cue and grab­bed my wrists in one hand and used my arms li­ke reins pul­ling me back to­ward him as he sho­ved for­ward.
 I bit down in­to the pan­ties har­der. I fo­cu­sed on the fee­ling of him in­side me. His cock was poun­ding in­to my in­tes­ti­nes and it hurt and felt won­der­ful at the sa­me time. I was ab­le to just sort of drift away in­to the fee­ling, fo­cu­sing on the pain. I be­gan to lo­se track of time. My own mo­ans we­re di­stant in my ears. The sound of my own heart and the sound of Mon­roe’s thighs slap­ping in­to my ass we­re al­most li­ke one stea­dy thum­ping bass line. Then I re­a­li­zed that some­thing had be­en said and it wasn’t to me. Mon­roe had said, “Co­me on.” The­re had be­en a knock at the door. I strug­gled and managed to turn my head the other di­rec­ti­on. The­re was Phil and the two young girls. Their mouths hung open, their eyes we­re big.
 Mon­roe didn’t slow down on me and I wat­ched them watch me. “See girls, this is what white girls are good for. Ta­king a fat black dick up their ass. Ain’t that right?” His free hand ca­me down hard on my ass cheek. “I said, ain’t that right?” His hand ca­me down again.
 “Yes,” I said muffled in­to the blan­kets. Mon­roe let go of my arms and they star­ted to hurt im­me­di­a­te­ly as the cir­cu­la­ti­on be­gan to re­turn to them. I hadn’t re­a­li­zed how hard he’d be­en pul­ling on them.
 He got up hig­her abo­ve me, still fuck­ing me with his hands now on my hips. He slo­wed his stro­ke down and lengt­he­ned it. “Co­me check this shit out. Co­me check my stro­ke up in this whoo­ty.” He pul­led out un­til just the head of his cock was in me. Phil mo­ved to­ward us, but the girls took a step back.
 “Get the fuck out,” one of them said. “That bitch is nas­ty! So is you!” She tur­ned and wal­ked out, the other girl fol­lo­wi­ng. They slam­med the door. Phil stayed though and Mon­roe pul­led his cock free and spread my ass cheeks for Phil.
 “Check that shit! Fit my fuck­ing fist up the­re.” He put the head of his cock back to my ass and I felt it ea­si­ly open up and grab on­to it. I let out an­other muffled mo­an.
 Phil said, “You mind if I jerk off whi­le you fuck her?”
 “Don’t get nothing on my fur­ni­ture or my floor. You can shoot on the sheets. They a mess al­rea­dy.” I wat­ched Phil un­zip his pants and start jer­king off ne­ar my face. He see­med hap­py to not touch me. I would ha­ve su­cked him if he wan­ted me to, but his hand was all he wan­ted. In­s­tead, I just wat­ched him jerk it whi­le Mon­roe went back to fuck­ing me.
 He didn’t pick up his old poun­ding pace right awayy, in­s­tead going slow. Then he star­ted to speed up again, fuck­ing my ass from up abo­ve me poun­ding down in­to me. Even with the coke and the boo­ze, my hips and knees we­re star­ting to hurt and gi­ve out. I couldn’t take this much lon­ger. The pain and the ple­a­su­re we­re so tho­rough­ly mi­xed that I didn’t do any­thing but gr­unt, fo­cu­sing on his thrusts and kee­ping my ass in the air. “Who’s te­a­chin’ who, bitch?” Mon­roe was get­ting rea­dy to cum. At le­ast I ho­ped he was. I was at the end of what I could take. “I’ma skeet up in yo sto­mach, bitch! You want it? Fuck, I’ma gi­ve it to you any­way!” He sank down hard and stayed in me. I couldn’t feel it, but I knew he was cum­ming. He let out a long slow gr­un­ting mo­an and he stayed bu­ried in me for a full mi­nu­te. Then as he slow­ly pul­led out of me, he be­gan to milk the ba­se of his dick, squee­zing out what­ever cum was left, in­to my bo­wels. “Whew! Phil, you rea­dy to nut?” Phil nod­ded yes. “Get up here, nig­ga.” Phil got up on the bed by Mon­roe and as he pul­led free, Phil re­pla­ced him be­hind me.
 I thought Phil was going to fuck me. In­s­tead he said, “Spread your ass cheeks.” I re­a­ched back and spread them and I could he­ar him jer­king hard. He ca­me and when he ca­me, I was sur­pri­sed to feel his cum run­ning down in­side my ass­ho­le and down in­to my gut. My sphinc­ter hadn’t even clo­sed up yet. Even wi­thout a cock in me, I was still stret­ched open. Phil stro­ked eve­ry last drop out of his cock. By the time he was do­ne, my ass­ho­le had clo­sed up and the last few drips of his se­men ran down my thighs.
 I felt li­ke I was going to pass out. But, fuck, I felt good. I got up on­to my el­bows, not rea­dy to lower my ass yet. I loo­ked back at them both and li­cked my lips. Phil was zip­ping up and Mon­roe was stan­ding the­re na­ked , his beau­ti­ful black dick co­ve­red in both our juices. He was ligh­ting up a ci­ga­ret­te. My legs we­re sha­king and my ass and guts felt hot and tin­gly. My hips and my knees we­re throb­bing.
 I smi­led. “That was ama­zing. I want mo­re.”


A Good Start

Jes­si­ca
I was just lay­ing the­re. The blind­fold was on my eyes, the ice cu­bes up my ass. I was just wai­ting for John­ny to say some­thing, to end the who­le sce­ne or keep going. I re­al­ly wis­hed I could take back say­ing the safe word. I felt li­ke I let both of us down.

Then his voi­ce was in my ear. “I’ma let you take that safe word back. I can tell you sor­ry you said it. Let this be a les­son.”
 “Yes, Sir. It is.” I sniffled back some mo­re tears.
 “Now, push that ice out of your ass. Do it. Shit that ice out.” I heard him mo­ve around bet­ween my legs and I felt his hand down by my ass. “Co­me on slut, use tho­se ass muscles. I know you got em. Push!” I gr­un­ted and felt them sli­de in­side of me. One by one they ca­me slip­ping out of me. By the time the fourth one ca­me out, it was prac­ti­cal­ly just pea sized. My who­le co­lon was numb and ting­ling. “Good slut. Wat­ching that got my dick a litt­le hard. You li­ke that? You li­ke kno­wing you got my dick a litt­le hard?”
 “Yes, Sir.”
 “Ye­ah, I’ll bet you do. Litt­le white hoo­drat, drea­min’ about that black dick eve­ry night when you go to sleep, I’ll bet.” I could he­ar him mo­ving up to­ward my head again. The­re was some other noi­se, some­thing I couldn’t place and then I could tell he was stan­ding right over my face. His crotch brus­hed against the top of my head.
 I got rea­dy for him to do some­thing with my face or my neck, but I wasn’t pre­pa­red at all. The­re was sud­den­ly a hea­vy thud­ding bet­ween my legs. Li­ke a do­zen ti­ny fists hit­ting me at on­ce, all over my pus­sy. The­re was a light slap­ping sound and af­ter the hit, the­re was a drag­ging sen­sa­ti­on across my skin. I lear­ned la­ter that it was a flog­ger. It had a hand­le with a cou­ple do­zen small su­e­de straps that dangled a cou­ple of feet from the ba­se. John­ny was stan­ding at my head and swin­ging it over and down on to my pus­sy.
 The first swing sur­pri­sed me mo­re than any­thing and I ga­ve out a gr­unt and I jer­ked in my res­traints. On­ce I’d sort of pro­ces­sed it, it wasn’t so bad. He hadn’t swung it with any kind of force and wi­thout muscle be­hind it, the straps them­sel­ves we­re so light that if it had co­me down any mo­re ea­si­ly, it might ha­ve tick­led.
 He ca­me down again with about the sa­me strength. This time I could tell it was co­ming. The third was a litt­le har­der. Then the fourth and fifth. Ve­ry slow­ly, he was picking up strength and speed. At the sa­me time, my pus­sy was be­gin­ning to get a litt­le sen­si­ti­ve. The first few blows, I was just let­ting out litt­le mo­ans and squeaks when the flog­ger ca­me down on me. Soon, I found my legs strai­ning to clo­se, pul­ling hard at the cuffs. I managed to get my knees al­most to­gether and the swin­ging stop­ped.
 “Spread tho­se knees or you wish you had. I won’t ask a se­cond time, ya heard me?”
 “Yes, Sir.” I spread my knees, wai­ting for the next blow. But it didn’t co­me yet.
 “You ha­ven’t ear­ned the dick you had,” he said, still stan­ding over me. “But I’m gon­na te­ach you how to earn it. Get­ting dick ain’t about your ple­a­su­re, it’s about mi­ne. Even when the day co­mes that I let you get some other dick up in you, it’s still about my ple­a­su­re. You un­der­stand me? If you get fu­cked, it’s be­cau­se it ple­a­ses me.”
 “Yes, Sir.”
 I felt his hands un­der my arm­pits and he pul­led me up to­ward the top of the ta­ble so that my neck was at the ed­ge and my head drop­ped over, up­si­de down. I heard him un­zip his pants. “This is your first les­son. I’m gon­na pull my dick out and put it at your lips. Then I’m co­ming down with this flog­ger. You bi­te me, you get nothing but flog­ger. You don’t bi­te me, you get mo­re dick. You see how this game works, slut? You win if I de­ci­de to cum in your mouth.”
 “Yes, Sir.” I ope­ned my mouth and I heard his hands in his pants. Then I felt the warm soft­ness of his cock res­ting against my no­se and up­per lip. I was ner­vous about the flog­ger though, so I just re­a­ched out with my tongue and li­cked at the head.
 The flog­ger ca­me down and not on­ly did I ne­a­r­ly bi­te my own tongue, but I al­most clo­sed my legs. I managed to keep from doing eit­her though and in­s­tead just gr­un­ted. I went back to licking at his dick, try­ing to get it clo­ser to my mouth.
 Af­ter a few tries, I got my lips around his head and su­cked. This time I was rea­dy for the flog­ger. I actu­al­ly spread my legs open wi­der in an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on. Now it was star­ting to go from an in­te­res­ting sort of ting­ling, to a stin­ging and the flog­ger some­how felt hea­vier when it hit.
 He see­med ple­a­sed though that I’d spread my legs and that I hadn’t bit­ten down on him. He pushed for­ward and a litt­le mo­re of his cock slid in­to my mouth. Ha­ving my head han­ging up­si­de down li­ke that wasn’t the best an­gle to gi­ve a blow­job, but I did what I could.
 John­ny pushed a litt­le mo­re in­to my mouth. The­re wasn’t much room left. This time he said some­thing. “I’m brin­ging it down. Don’t bi­te down.” It sud­den­ly hit me that if I we­re to bi­te down, I could serious­ly in­ju­re him. He was put­ting some re­al faith in me. I spread my legs as wi­de as I could and stee­led my­self. It was his har­dest swing yet, which is to say, still not ve­ry hard. But he’d hit me with it mo­re than twen­ty times now and my pus­sy was swol­len and ten­der. Even a fair­ly light hit was enough to make me win­ce. I was afraid of what co­lor it might be tur­ning.
 I bit down, but not be­fo­re I managed to roll my lips over my teeth. I felt him pull back a litt­le, but ap­pa­rent­ly we we­re both in the cle­ar. I’d felt my legs clamp down, but it was well af­ter the flog­ger had hit me and I swung them wi­de again. His cock mo­ved to the back of my mouth now and I felt his hea­vy warm balls drag against my no­se. He was get­ting har­der too. Not erect, but that half­way state that’s good for blow jobs be­cau­se a guy’s dick is still so bend­a­ble.
 He pushed up against the back of my gag re­flex, stop­ped for a mo­ment and then pushed for­ward. I ma­de a slight cho­king sound and I su­cked in what litt­le air I could through my mouth and no­se and then…down he went. John­ny pushed for­ward all the way. What was un­i­que about that was that I wasn’t used to gi­ving a blow­job up­si­de down. Se­cond, John­ny was a big guy, a ve­ry big guy. I al­so dis­co­ve­red that he wasn’t a ti­ny co­cked guy, alt­hough most black guy I’d se­en we­re at le­ast me­di­um-ish. So, with his cock all the way down my thro­at, his balls over my no­se and his thighs pres­sing up against the rest of my face, it was just li­ke this hea­vy mass of warm bo­dy en­ve­lo­ping my head. It’s mo­re than not being ab­le to breath, it’s li­ke your en­ti­re world just be­co­mes this fee­ling of pressu­re. Wi­thout ha­ving my hands or an­kles free, I star­ted thra­shing wild­ly. I couldn’t help it. I just to­tal­ly pa­ni­cked!
 John­ny pul­led back out of me quick­ly. The who­le thing had be­en may­be two se­conds. I re­a­li­zed that I hadn’t even be­en short of breath. It was just so…over­whel­ming. I could feel a thick chunk of spit on my lip and knew it was pro­ba­b­ly across the blind­fold too. I took two cal­ming breaths and then John­ny said, “Open up.”
 I did and I felt his cock go right back in. This time, he went all the way in and stayed a litt­le lon­ger. Fee­ling all his weight, all that…well, that fat, sur­roun­ding my head was still a litt­le freaky. But this time I didn’t pa­nic. I just wai­ted. His cock was re­al­ly de­ep in my thro­at. For what­ever re­a­son, my gag re­flex wasn’t as sen­si­ti­ve in this po­si­ti­on. He’d be­en in me for a few se­conds when I heard him. It was just a ti­ny noi­se, but it ma­de all the dif­fe­rence. It was a ti­ny litt­le mo­an from him. He li­ked it. I was plea­sing him. If I hadn’t be­en comple­te­ly stuf­fed with him, I would’ve smi­led.
 In­s­tead I gag­ged. Hard. he slip­ped out and I felt spit run­ning up my face. Now I was brea­thing a litt­le har­der. He ga­ve me a few se­conds to catch my breath and then pushed for­ward again, his balls se­aling up my no­strils. Right af­ter he went all the way in he said, “Spread your legs wi­de.” I knew what was co­ming and I could on­ly ho­pe I was okay. The flog­ger ca­me down and I was so thank­ful that it was re­al­ly light. But he mo­a­ned again when I ten­sed up from the flog­ger. I didn’t bi­te down or clo­se my legs, but I felt my thro­at con­strict and he must ha­ve felt it on his dick.
 But it trig­ge­red my gag again and he ba­cked up just in time to ha­ve me turn my head and pu­ke all over the floor. On­ce I’d stop­ped and taken a breath, he was right back the­re. “Open.” I was sur­pri­sed he wan­ted to keep going. Per­so­nal­ly, the smell of my din­ner on the floor next to me was a comple­te tur­noff.
 This time when he went down my thro­at, he pla­ced a hand soft­ly on top of it and be­gan to fuck me a litt­le. I star­ted to gag again al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly, but he mo­ved his hips back un­til on­ly the head of his dick was in my mouth. I could brea­the around it and a few se­conds la­ter, he went back in. Pret­ty soon, he’d built up a rhythm whe­re he’d sli­de all the way in­to my thro­at, fuck it for a few se­conds, then I’d gag and he’d pull back. About half the time, I’d pu­ke.
 Pret­ty soon the­re was nothing left for me to throw up and it would just co­me out as a short hea­ve. I was still pro­du­cing a ton of spit too and his cock, as hard as it was get­ting, still just see­med to gli­de right down my mouth.
 Af­ter one par­ti­cu­lar­ly long set of thrusts he pul­led out and said, “Turn your head to your side. Here’s your re­ward.” I tur­ned, ope­ned my mouth and he ca­me, jer­king his cock with the head just in­side my mouth.
 I had no idea if I’d got­ten it all. My face was so co­ve­red in spit and I couldn’t see his dick so I just swal­lo­wed eve­r­y­thing I could un­til he mo­ved away. Things we­re quiet for a mi­nu­te and then, I heard him un­hoo­king my legs. Af­ter he un­hoo­ked my arms he said, “You can go ahead and take your blind­fold off now, sla­ve.”
 I sat up and loo­ked around. Ne­ar my head was all the vo­mit splat­te­red on the floor. At my feet, the­re was wa­ter from the ice cu­bes. I loo­ked down bet­ween my legs. I wasn’t su­re if I was going to be bloo­dy or what. In­s­tead, I saw that my pus­sy was all red and puffy. I could see a few in­di­vi­du­al marks the flog­ger had left. My ou­ter la­bia we­re so red that they we­re tur­ning pur­ple. The nipp­le clamps had bro­ken some blood ves­sels and we­re still han­ging from my poor nipp­les. I’d even for­got­ten that I was still wea­ring the bra, gar­ter belt and stockings. I was in sort of a da­ze and not su­re what to do next.
 “Go ahead and take the clamps off. Set them on the ta­ble the­re. Then take that white ro­be off the back of the door and put it on. Then go up to my room, take it off and climb in­to my bed.”
 “Yes, Sir.” I un­der­stood all of his words and just did as he said, sort of li­ke I was a ro­bot. I took off the ro­be when I got to his bedroom and slip­ped un­der his co­vers. I found my­self shi­ve­ring a litt­le. A few mi­nu­tes la­ter he wal­ked in.
 “We’re out of the room now, so we’re all do­ne. Just you and me.” John­ny star­ted get­ting un­dres­sed down to his bo­xers and a t-shirt. I wat­ched him wi­thout say­ing any­thing. He clim­bed in­to the bed and pul­led me on top of his big chest. Then I was cry­ing. I don’t know why, but it felt re­al­ly good. I wasn’t hap­py or sad or any­thing. I felt sort li­ke I was on drugs. He didn’t say any­thing for awhi­le, just held me whi­le I cried on his chest.
 A few mi­nu­tes la­ter he got up and ca­me back with some bott­les of wa­ter. I gul­ped about half of mi­ne down all at on­ce. Fi­nal­ly, I managed. “Wow. That was fuck­ing in­ten­se.”
 He laughed just a litt­le bit and his sto­mach shook. “Well, you just paid for one of them dicks you fu­cked. You got a ways to go, girl. Good start though.” I fell as­leep on his chest.



The Bot­tom Of A Well

Ka­te
Af­ter my ama­zing sex with Mon­roe, I’d love to say I ran straight back out to that par­ty, found some mo­re beau­ti­ful men and fu­cked them all sil­ly. But that didn’t hap­pen. On­ce I’d got­ten my­self put half­way back to­gether, I joi­ned Phil and Mon­roe again out in the par­ty. The drin­king and smo­king re­su­med.

At a certain point though, my bo­dy just had enough. I star­ted to feel mo­re than ex­haus­ted, mo­re than drunk or high, mo­re than that post sex high. It was all of tho­se mi­xed to­gether and my bo­dy just be­gan to to­tal­ly shut down. Of cour­se, my ans­wer to all of that was to do some mo­re Pa­tron.

I re­mem­ber ha­ving a con­ver­sa­ti­on about gang­bangs with Phil and that we ex­chan­ged num­bers. I li­ked Phil. He was a litt­le weird and to be ho­nest a litt­le odd loo­king as well when you got up clo­se, but he was one of tho­se weird guys that wears it on his slee­ve. You knew whe­re Phil stood. He was a proud pervert. Any­way, af­ter an­other hef­ty do­se of Pa­tron, things went from blur­ry to full on black out. I ho­nest­ly ha­ve no re­col­lec­ti­on of the rest of the night. No­ne.

When I wo­ke up, it was mid-af­ter­noon. My head was poun­ding, my mouth felt li­ke it had be­en stuf­fed with cotton balls. I was ly­ing in that smal­ler bedroom that I’d foo­led around with Wes in. I wasn’t wea­ring any­thing but pan­ties. The­re was a guy ly­ing on the floor, dead as­leep, a bunch of dir­ty clo­thes pushed up un­der his head for a pil­low. The room was dim and I didn’t see my clo­thes.

The­re was no noi­se co­ming from the other side of the door, so I stum­b­led out in­to the living room. A guy was cras­hed out on the couch with a girl on the other end, their feet all tangled up to­gether. I smel­led some­thing coo­king and found Mon­roe in the kit­chen ma­king some eggs and sau­sa­ge. It was ma­king me a litt­le nau­seous.

“Sup, par­ty girl?” He loo­ked at me with a kind of amu­sed face and pas­sed me a bott­le of Ga­to­ra­de. I drank most of the bott­le. Mon­roe fil­led me in on the fact that I’d tried to get him and Wes in on a three way but then had star­ted get­ting sick. I’d ban­ged my no­se hard on his bedroom door be­fo­re get­ting to the ba­throom and thro­wing up. Ap­pa­rent­ly, I kept try­ing to talk them in­to the three way whi­le I was pu­king. Clas­sy.

I stum­b­led through the apart­ment fin­ding my clo­thes and my pur­se. Someo­ne had rum­ma­ged through it, but it loo­ked li­ke eve­r­y­thing was still the­re on the floor. I didn’t re­al­ly care who saw me half na­ked at that point. Mon­roe let me shower up and af­ter that I managed to eat a bit of sau­sa­ge wi­thout ha­ving it co­me back up. I as­ked Mon­roe if I could stay lon­ger than the week­end. He loo­ked at me li­ke I was in­sa­ne. “My boy is co­ming back to­night. Par­ty’s over. You got about an hour be­fo­re you need to be go­ne.”

 “It’s okay. I un­der­stand. I’ll stay with Wes.” 
 “Wes? That nig­ga’s slee­ping on Dai­ry’s couch. He ain’t got no place.” He loo­ked at me li­ke he was sur­pri­sed that I didn’t know that.
Now that I was thin­king about it, I re­al­ly didn’t know much about Wes at all out­si­de of our sex life. I rub­bed my hands over my face. I guess I’d ha­ve to go home. “Can you gi­ve me a ri­de?”

“No­pe, I got to stay here and clean this place up.” He wasn’t an­gry or mean about it, but I could tell, play time was over and I wasn’t part of his plan. Mon­roe ga­ve me a good long kiss good­bye. He told me that I was a ni­ce pie­ce of ass and that he’d al­ways be wil­ling to ‘tap my ass’. Some­how it didn’t co­me out ve­ry se­xy and I left fee­ling kind of dir­ty in the bad way on top of my han­go­ver.

I didn’t even ha­ve enough for a cab. I had my four bags, just light bags, but still, I had four bags to car­ry on the bus for a long ri­de of sha­me. It took me a cou­ple of hours to get home and when I got home, things went south quick.

Da­vid was livid. The gloves we­re off with him and he star­ted thro­wing out the phra­ses li­ke ‘chea­ting who­re’ and ‘un­gra­te­ful bitch’. I didn’t re­al­ly argue, I just stood the­re and took it. He was right. He said he wan­ted me out of the hou­se and to stay go­ne. I told him that I didn’t re­al­ly ha­ve a place to go. “Why don’t you just go whe­re­ver you stayed this week­end?” When my eyes went to the floor, he laughed at me. “On­ly wan­ted you for the week­end, is that it?” He laughed again. Da­vid slam­med the door to our bedroom and left me in the living room.

I didn’t cry. I thought I would. It oc­cur­red to me that I had no mo­ney of my own, no job, nowhe­re re­al­ly to go. That the home I’d spent years put­ting to­gether re­al­ly be­lon­ged to Da­vid on pa­per. I’d pushed Jes­si­ca away, I’d pushed Da­vid away. Ke­vin pro­ba­b­ly wouldn’t want any­thing to do with me now. I thought about mo­ving back to Ca­li­for­nia and living with my mom and dad. They wouldn’t be hap­py about it, but they’d take me in.

I went through my con­tact list. The­re we­re ac­quain­tan­ces but not anyo­ne I’d call clo­se fri­ends. The­re we­re guys I’d fu­cked, no one I could stay with. The­re we­re my fa­mi­ly mem­bers…well, Da­vid’s fa­mi­ly. They we­ren’t li­ke­ly to wel­co­me me warm­ly. The­re was Cla­rence and all of the peo­ple I knew through Cla­rence. I serious­ly con­si­de­red cal­ling him. I sta­red at his num­ber and thought that may­be I could beg him for help.

I scrol­led past his num­ber though and I en­ded up di­a­ling Phil. I put on my best chee­ry voi­ce. My best fa­ke ‘things are gre­at’ voi­ce. “Hey Phil! Ye­ah, this is Ka­te! From the par­ty! Oh good, glad you had fun! Me too! So, the re­a­son I’m cal­ling…”

An hour la­ter, I pi­cked up the bags that I hadn’t even un­pa­cked and got in­to Phil’s car. He pi­cked me up on the cor­ner of our street and we went back to his hou­se in the Lower Gar­den Dis­trict. Phil was in his mid to la­te 40s, bal­ding, and li­ke I said, a litt­le odd loo­king clo­se up. Not ugly, just an un­u­su­al face.

I was re­al­ly sur­pri­sed to see that he had a pret­ty ni­ce hou­se. It was in a gre­at old neigh­bor­hood and it was im­ma­cu­la­te. In fact, it was stran­ge­ly clean and well fur­nis­hed. I im­me­di­a­te­ly got the sen­se that he was mar­ried. I won­de­red what I was wal­king in­to and thought of James and his wife.

But Phil was wi­do­wed. He’d al­ways wan­ted to get in­to kinky stuff and now that his wife was go­ne, he said, he was ab­le to do what­ever he wan­ted. He ga­ve me a spa­re room, which again was re­al­ly clean and not re­al­ly de­co­ra­ted li­ke a ba­che­lor pad at all. Phil said that he’d ba­si­cal­ly left the hou­se just li­ke his wife had it, which was pret­ty ob­vious.

He al­so said that the­re we­re two mai­ds who ca­me by, so I didn’t ha­ve to wor­ry about clea­ning up my mes­ses. He ga­ve me spa­re key and told me that I could co­me and go as I ple­a­se. It was all re­al­ly ve­ry ni­ce. Al­most too ni­ce. I star­ted to won­der what was up. He laid it on me la­ter that night when we we­re ha­ving a drink. “So, you still up for that gang­bang?” I va­gue­ly re­mem­be­red ha­ving a con­ver­sa­ti­on at the par­ty with Phil about it, but it was lost in a Pa­tron co­lo­red ha­ze. He saw the look on my face. “It’s to­tal­ly safe. I screen all the guys be­fo­re­hand and nothing hea­vier than weed and boo­ze. Most of the guys don’t even do much of that be­cau­se they don’t want whis­key dick.”

“I guess it sounds li­ke fun.” It did. I mean, my sex drive was still high as all hell, but now it was com­pe­ting with this crus­hing fee­ling of the loss of my fa­mi­ly and home. It had be­en ea­sy to igno­re over the week­end when I was high as a ki­te. In the light of day though, I felt li­ke I was at the bot­tom of a well.

Phil was so ex­ci­ted about the idea though and he was let­ting me stay here. How could I say no? I said, “Su­re, I’ll do it.” That may­be wasn’t the best de­ci­si­on I could ha­ve ma­de.


John­ny’s Girl

Jes­si­ca
I was gearing up for an­other year in school, I was get­ting su­per tight with John­ny, eve­r­y­thing was li­ke it was sup­po­sed to be. I’d be­en han­ging out with Jen­ni­fer a lot too and was re­al­ly loo­king for­ward to her star­ting school with me. Things with my bro­ther Ke­vin and I we­re re­al­ly good too. He was re­al­ly hap­py with his gir­l­fri­end Mal­lo­ry. They didn’t tell me much about the kinky shit they we­re doing, but Ke­vin and I had got­ten even tigh­ter be­cau­se of what had hap­pe­ned over the sum­mer. Some­ti­mes, he’d hug me a litt­le lon­ger than he nee­ded to and I let him.

John­ny ga­ve me a ti­ny litt­le lea­ther black cho­ker. He said I didn’t ha­ve to we­ar it all the time, just when I wan­ted to. But, he said I had to we­ar it if I was going to talk to or flirt with any black men, in­clu­ding him. He said it was my re­min­der that he ow­ned me. That ga­ve me but­ter­flies.

A cou­ple of nights af­ter that big sce­ne in his dun­ge­on space, we had a serious talk about he and I and what he wan­ted and ex­pec­ted and what I wan­ted and ex­pec­ted. It was the most ho­nest and straight up con­ver­sa­ti­on I’d ever had with a man. The de­tails aren’t as im­port­ant as the to­ne. I felt li­ke both John­ny’s part­ner and his pro­per­ty at the sa­me time. And let me tell you, I li­ked that fee­ling.

John­ny still hadn’t fu­cked me, hell, I didn’t even see his cock that first night sin­ce I’d had the blind­fold on. But over the weeks that fol­lo­wed, I did get to see it and tas­te it - a lot. When it ca­me to fuck­ing though, John­ny said that whi­le he li­ked doing it and he plan­ned to fuck the hell out of me, he wan­ted me to earn his dick. He said the other part of it was sort of tangled up in his kink. He li­ked pro­mis­cuous girls, but he al­so wan­ted an in­ti­ma­te re­la­ti­ons­hip. He wan­ted me to sleep with other men, but be ab­le to con­trol how and when that hap­pe­ned. I told him that I kind of un­der­stood or at le­ast, I thought I did. Re­gard­less, I tru­s­ted him and told him that I’d just do as he as­ked and we’d fi­gu­re it out along the way.

He as­ked me whe­ther I wan­ted to pick out a guy to fuck or if he should. I told him that it soun­ded li­ke he pre­fer­red to ha­ve the con­trol over that kind of thing, but I thought it was ve­ry sweet that he let me choo­se. Then we set up a night to play and it was on.

I was stan­ding on the cor­ner ne­ar my place and he pi­cked me up. I was dres­sed ca­su­al­ly, but I’d brought some se­xy stuff in a bag as or­de­red. We went back to his place and he ga­ve me some in­struc­ti­ons. John­ny would drive me over to a guy’s hou­se. He ga­ve me a small vi­deo ca­me­ra and I was sup­po­sed to gi­ve it to the guy and he would re­cord us fuck­ing. I was sup­po­sed to do what­ever the guy wan­ted. “When you’re with him, you pre­tend that’s me gi­ving the or­ders.” John­ny said he’d be right out­si­de wai­ting in the car for me. It would be less than an hour.

“Who is this guy?” I’d fu­cked plen­ty of guys that I ba­re­ly knew, so that wasn’t a big deal. I just wan­ted to know if this was someo­ne that I should take spe­ci­al care of be­cau­se they we­re John­ny’s fri­end. I didn’t think he’d pimp me out to a to­tal stran­ger the way Wes had.

“He’s a fri­end that I’ve do­ne some vi­deo work with, some kinky shit. He’s a good guy. I want to start ea­sy on this stuff and he’s someo­ne I trust not to fuck it up.” That ma­de me feel bet­ter. I put on a mi­nis­kirt, white stockings and heels and a se­xy litt­le but­ton up white blou­se and on­ly did the bot­tom three but­tons. John­ny as­su­red me he’d li­ke it. We got to his place out in Me­tai­rie at about ni­ne. It was an apart­ment complex, nothing fan­cy.

The guy was ol­der than I thought he would be. In fact, a lot ol­der. He loo­ked li­ke he was may­be 40 or some­thing. That skee­ved me out a litt­le. But John­ny had said he was cool, so I tru­s­ted him. He see­med ni­ce. He ga­ve me a fri­end­ly hug and ma­de me a drink. He told me his na­me was Leo. I ga­ve him the ca­me­ra. We had a few mi­nu­tes of small talk, sit­ting on the couch. Then, he just jum­ped right in­to it. He pi­cked up the ca­me­ra, ai­med it at me and said, “How about you co­me on over here and suck this dick?”

I craw­led over to him and wor­ked his cock out of his sweat pants. I was a litt­le gros­sed out again when I saw that he had a lot of gray pu­bic hair. He was a litt­le over­weight too. But com­pa­red to John­ny he was skin­ny. Then it hit me. I was going to get fu­cked. In my pus­sy! It had be­en so long. All of a sud­den I was re­al­ly en­thu­si­a­stic. I could feel my­self get­ting wet at just the idea of ha­ving a cock in me again af­ter all this time.

He got hard pret­ty quick and he li­ked to push my head down. I gag­ged a litt­le and he see­med to li­ke that so I let his cock sort of keep hit­ting my gag re­flex. Pret­ty soon my eyes we­re wa­te­ring. Then he told me to lay back on the couch. He prop­ped him­self with one knee on the couch, the other flat on the floor. He set the ca­me­ra on the cof­fee ta­ble, ai­med at us. Then he lif­ted both my legs up, an an­kle in each hand. It pushed my skirt up to my waist and I wasn’t wea­ring un­der­we­ar. “Oooh. God­damn. Look at that sweet litt­le white pus­sy. Even shaved and shit.” He li­cked his lips. “John­ny said you re­al­ly in­to black dick. That true?”

I nod­ded and bit my lip. His cock being so clo­se to me was ma­king me squirm. All I could think about was that full fee­ling and how much I’d mis­sed it. He stood up and pul­led his sweats and shirt off. Then he lea­ned in and un­but­to­ned my shirt so that he could see my tits in my bra. He got back in­to the po­si­ti­on he had be­en be­fo­re and threw both of my an­kles up to one of his shoul­ders. He had to bend down at a bit of an an­gle and al­so had to sort of an­gle my hips up, but then I felt his cock bet­ween my clo­sed legs and I swe­ar I actu­al­ly felt my pus­sy squirt a litt­le.

He slip­ped about half way in­to me and I im­me­di­a­te­ly just let out this hu­ge em­bar­ras­sing wai­ling scream. “De­e­per!” I wan­ted eve­ry fuck­ing inch. He ga­ve it to me. He wrap­ped his arms around my thighs and pul­led me to­ward him as he pushed his ass for­ward. His thighs slap­ped against mi­ne and I felt my juices splat­te­ring on both of us.

We went li­ke that for awhi­le, then he flip­ped me over and put me on all fours. That’s whe­re I had my first or­gasm. I bu­ried my face in­to the couch and I swe­ar I cried. It felt so, so good. Af­ter that, he stop­ped for a mi­nu­te and put a con­dom on. When I as­ked him why he was doing it, he said he didn’t want to shoot yet and it would slow him down. He put me flat on my sto­mach and laid al­most all of his weight on top of me and fu­cked me for an­other ten mi­nu­tes or so. By then, we we­re both get­ting pret­ty swea­ty and I had to stop and take my clo­thes off.

Leo had me ri­de him then, whi­le he su­cked on my tits. It was hea­ven. I ca­me again that way. Not as hea­vy that time, just a ti­ny litt­le or­gasm that ma­de me hold still and squee­ze my eyes shut. We kept fuck­ing. He had me stand against the wall, with my hands up and against it whi­le he fu­cked me from be­hind. Then he sat on a di­ning room chair whi­le I sat down on his cock with my back to him and my hands prop­ped on his knees. He fu­cked me on the floor mis­si­o­na­ry for awhi­le. Each time we chan­ged po­si­ti­ons, he’d re­ad­just the ca­me­ra.

Fi­nal­ly, he put me on the couch, my ass ne­ar the ed­ge. He knelt down on the floor, lif­ting my legs up high over him. He fi­xed the ca­me­ra, pul­led off the con­dom and star­ted fuck­ing me again. When he told me he was going to cum soon, it pushed me in­to an­other or­gasm. A big one this time. Then he re­a­ched down, pul­led off the con­dom and put the head off his cock back in­to me as ca­me. I al­most cried. I’d go­ne so long wi­thout a man wan­ting to be in me that way. It felt so ama­zing.

Af­ter that we we­re both wi­ped. I took a few mi­nu­tes to clean up and cool down. Then I said good­night. Leo ga­ve me an­other ni­ce hug and said he ho­ped he’d see me again. He was kind of sweet. I li­ked him. When I got back to the car, John­ny had this look on his face. I re­a­li­zed he was wor­ried. “Eve­r­y­thing went gre­at!” I smi­led at him and I saw re­li­ef all over his face. I kis­sed him and we dro­ve back to his place.

On­ce we we­re all set up in his room though, I re­a­li­zed I wasn’t do­ne. John­ny took his time and slow­ly tied me up using some ro­pe, cuffs and a sprea­der bar for my legs. Then he set up the vi­deo so that he could watch it whi­le I ga­ve him head. My arms we­ren’t free so I couldn’t mo­ve much. If I loo­ked to one side though, I could see the TV in the mir­ror and watch my­self. It was pret­ty stran­ge to see my­self get­ting fu­cked.

John­ny took his time and we’d take breaks whe­re he just put my head in his lap, his cock res­ting against my face. We went through the who­le vi­deo that way, al­most an hour. When it was over, he re­wound to a few mi­nu­tes be­fo­re my last or­gasm. Then he had me start suck­ing on him again. He timed it so that he could cum when I was cum­ming in the vi­deo. As he got clo­se he said to me, “You we­re my good litt­le slut to­night, Jes­si­ca. Dad­dy’s proud. He’s gon­na gi­ve you your re­ward, right in your mouth.” Hea­ring my­self cum on the TV at the sa­me time he ca­me was su­per hot. I didn’t qui­te manage to swal­low eve­r­y­thing. He ma­de me lick him clean and I was hap­py to do it.


On Ty­ro­ne’s Le­a­sh

Ka­te
Da­vid and I had hit this spot whe­re we we­ren’t even tal­king, re­al­ly. I mean, I guess he wan­ted a di­vor­ce. He’d said as much. But nothing was actu­al­ly hap­pe­ning. It was li­ke neit­her of us actu­al­ly had the guts to re­al­ly do any­thing. As far as I know, he hadn’t even spo­ken to a la­wyer.

Mean­whi­le, I’d sett­led in­to Phil’s place okay. I thought it was going to be sex cen­tral, but it wasn’t li­ke that at all. Phil wasn’t home most of the time, eit­her wor­king or out doing what­ever he did. He was kind of pri­va­te. The ex­cep­ti­on was his mai­ds. One was a re­gu­lar maid who ca­me in a clea­ned. Ni­ce old la­dy.

The other maid though was…well, a guy. And, he dres­sed li­ke a girl..in a maid’s out­fit. I was sho­cked when he ca­me to the door the first time. He tur­ned out to be re­al­ly sweet. Just this ave­ra­ge white guy in his 30s. We tal­ked whi­le he clea­ned. He told me that in ex­change for clea­ning Phil’s hou­se, Phil ar­ran­ged for his wife to get fu­cked by a black guy, what he cal­led a ‘bull’, whi­le he wat­ched. The bull would some­ti­mes let him suck on his balls or lick his ass whi­le the bull fu­cked his wife, but he was ne­ver al­lo­wed to touch his wife whi­le the bull was in the room. When I as­ked him what he got out of this si­tu­a­ti­on, he said that he li­ked fee­ling the hu­mi­li­a­ti­on, the pow­er­less­ness. He al­so said he got re­al joy out of kno­wing that his wife was get­ting se­xu­al­ly sa­tis­fied in a way that he couldn’t pro­vi­de.

It ma­de sen­se on the sur­face, but I told him that I could ne­ver imagi­ne being in his shoes and being hap­py about it. Be­fo­re he left, he as­ked if he could lick the bot­tom of my shoes. I did a to­tal dou­ble take, but I let him. He got hard from doing it, then he than­ked me and left. He ca­me back on­ce a week and clea­ned whe­ther or not things nee­ded clea­ning and I al­ways let him lick my shoes. It re­al­ly see­med to make him hap­py.

I hadn’t heard much from Wes. We hoo­ked up a few times and fu­cked, but he see­med pret­ty preo­c­cu­pied. I al­so hadn’t brought up the vi­deo of my daugh­ter with him yet. The ti­ming ne­ver see­med right and I al­so fea­red what he might ha­ve to tell me. I met up with Dai­ry on­ce and we en­ded up fuck­ing in his car which was hot. I al­so saw Mon­roe two mo­re times. Both times he pu­nis­hed the hell out of my ass. That man was a ter­ror.

Phil re­al­ly wan­ted to shoot a gang­bang with me and he said he’d had a few pro­blems or­ga­ni­zing the who­le thing. Ap­pa­rent­ly it was hard to find the right guys and match up eve­r­yo­ne’s sche­du­le. Fi­nal­ly though, he said it was all rea­dy to go in just a few days. He said that it was going to be here in the hou­se and that I should be all clea­ned up and pret­ty and rea­dy to go by noon that day. He said the­re would be three guys, in­clu­ding Leo, who I’d met back a few weeks ago at the mo­tel with Phil, and two guys that I’d met at Mon­roe’s par­ty. He said it would be just me and the guys, that he’d film and that the­re would be sort of a light BDSM aspect to the who­le thing, kind of a ‘sla­ve girl’ sce­na­rio. Leo would sort of be ‘in char­ge’. Then he as­ked me if I had any li­mits.

I shrug­ged. Li­mits? I laughed and said some­thing li­ke, “Nothing that will land me in the hos­pi­tal, how about that?” It soun­ded good at the time. It certain­ly see­med to ple­a­se Phil. The day rol­led around and I got up, had break­fast and then spent the mor­ning get­ting my­self all clea­ned up and rea­dy. I shaved my pus­sy and eve­r­y­whe­re el­se that nee­ded it. I ga­ve my­self a litt­le ma­ni-pe­di, tou­ched up my hair, which I’d chan­ged back to black.

When I was all rea­dy, I slip­ped on a ro­be and found Phil on the back porch. He ma­de us a cou­ple of drinks and we lit up a joint and shared it. The­re was a knock on the front door and Phil smi­led. “Go put on tho­se black sti­let­tos you got.”

I went to my room and put the shoes on whi­le I heard Phil and whoe­ver was at the door go to his room. I got my shoes on and went to Phil’s room, wea­ring just the ro­be other­wi­se. Phil had me co­me in and the­re was a guy the­re I’d de­fi­ni­te­ly ne­ver se­en be­fo­re. He was hus­ky, tall, wea­ring a long black trench coat and had a duf­fel bag with him. His head, beard and arms all see­med to be groo­med to the ex­act sa­me short length. He was wea­ring black pants and hea­vy black boots.

“Who’s this?” I smi­led at him.
 “Leo ain’t co­min’. This is Ty­ro­ne. He’s gon­na run things to­day.” He shook my hand po­li­te­ly and smi­led at me, but the­re was some­thing

about him that ga­ve me a litt­le ner­vous ball in my sto­mach. Phil said he was pret­ty much rea­dy and that we could get star­ted as soon as we we­re all set. Ty­ro­ne took some stuff out of the duf­fel bag, in­clu­ding some wrist and an­kle cuffs. I im­me­di­a­te­ly thought of Cla­rence. Ty­ro­ne step­ped up to me and took my ro­be off. He was so for­ward about it, as though he was ta­king his own ja­cket off or some­thing. It was a litt­le dis­ar­ming, but I found my­self sort of re­spon­ding to his au­t­ho­ri­ty.

He loo­ked me over and then fas­te­ned the an­kle and wrist cuffs to me slow­ly. Then the put a small col­lar around my neck and then put a ball gag in­to my mouth. He fas­te­ned the two wrist cuffs to­gether be­hind my back and then said to Phil, “We all good.”

Phil ca­me in with the ca­me­ra and ai­med it me star­ting at my shoes and wor­king his way up. Ty­ro­ne spo­ke up and said, “Al­right, y’all. To­day we here with Ka­te. This girl is straight up nas­ty. We gon­na gi­ve her all she can hand­le and mo­re to­day.” He hoo­ked a small le­a­sh to the col­lar and said, “First though, we got­ta clean her ass up.”

Ty­ro­ne led me in­to the ba­throom by the le­a­sh, Phil right be­hind us. He had me stand in the tub. “Get down on your knees, bitch.” I knelt down in the tub and then he grab­bed the back of my neck and pushed me for­ward. I still had my hands cuf­fed be­hind my back so I couldn’t re­al­ly stop my­self from fal­ling for­ward. Thank­ful­ly, Ty­ro­ne caught my shoul­ders. Now my face was res­ting on the tub ne­ar the drain and my ass was up in the air.

He stood up and I heard him mo­ving around and then wa­ter run­ning. A mi­nu­te la­ter he ca­me back with an ene­ma bag. It was cle­ar pla­stic and had a long blue tu­be. He pul­led a cap off of the end and fidd­led with a litt­le pla­stic cut off val­ve. Phil was ho­ve­r­ing over both us, try­ing to get the best ca­me­ra angles.

One hand spread my cheeks and I bit down on the ball gag as he pushed the tu­be straight up my ass. It had a litt­le lu­be on the end and it slip­ped right in. I felt him push it for­ward and sna­ke it up in­to me. It was hard to tell how far he went but it was at le­ast eight or ten in­ches. Then he mo­ved the val­ve so that the wa­ter flo­wed and I felt it’s heat de­ep up in me. Ty­ro­ne sma­cked my ass, not re­al­ly hard, just enough to make me mo­an a bit. He sma­cked the other cheek and then let his hand drift down to my pus­sy. He squee­zed it, rub­bing his big cal­lou­sed midd­le fin­ger over my clit. I mo­a­ned again. He went back to slap­ping my ass light­ly as I wat­ched the wa­ter in the ene­ma dip lower and lower. Al­most two thirds of the bag was in me now and I was al­rea­dy fee­ling in­cre­dib­ly full and swol­len.

When the bag fi­nal­ly emp­tied, he slip­ped the tu­be out of me and said, “Got­ta get our litt­le pigs ass clean, don’t we?” I at­t­emp­ted to say ‘yes, Sir’ through the bag, but didn’t re­al­ly do any­thing but mum­ble. Ty­ro­ne kept me the­re for a few mi­nu­tes and de­spi­te ha­ving my ass in the air and gra­vi­ty in my fa­vor, I could feel tre­men­dous pressu­re buil­ding up in me. That wa­ter wan­ted out. I tried to mum­ble some­thing to that ef­fect and Ty­ro­ne said, “Ye­ah, litt­le pig­gy needs to shit don’t she? Well, you bet­ter keep that ass shut tight till I say other­wi­se. It co­mes spray­ing out now, it’s gon­na run right down to your face.”

I heard Phil mo­ving around and doing some­thing, but with my face at the bot­tom of the tub, I couldn’t re­al­ly see what. I was ha­ving to fo­cus en­ti­re­ly on not let­ting go of my bo­wels af­ter a few mi­nu­tes. Ty­ro­ne said, “Okay, you’re gon­na stand up, step out of the tub. I’ma lead you over to a wi­de bu­cket. You’re gon­na squat and let all that go. Whi­le you’re doing it, you’re gon­na rub that litt­le clit and tell the ca­me­ra what a fil­thy litt­le pig you are. Un­der­stand?”

I nod­ded. He un­hoo­ked my hands and hel­ped me to my feet. I step­ped gin­ger­ly out of the tub, still in my heels. Phil had cle­a­red away the bath mats and put down a lar­ge wi­de bu­cket. Ty­ro­ne had me face the ca­me­ra and then slow­ly pushed my shoul­ders down so that I was squat­ting over it, legs spread. I put my hands on my knees for sup­port and he took the gag out. Phil was ai­ming the ca­me­ra at me.

“Go ahead, pig.” Ty­ro­ne said stan­ding be­hind me and to one side. I took a de­ep breath. I didn’t even ha­ve to push, just let go. It star­ted rus­hing out of me in a hot spray. I re­a­li­zed that this was the clo­sest I’d ever be­en to ta­king a shit in front of an­other per­son. It was hor­rib­ly hu­mi­li­a­ting and stran­ge­ly li­be­ra­ting at the sa­me time. I loo­ked in­to the ca­me­ra. “I’m a fuck­ing nas­ty litt­le pig. I’m a dir­ty fil­thy bitch.” I stop­ped for a se­cond as an­other rush of wa­ter spray­ed out out me. I could he­ar and feel other stuff too.

“Now that my pig ass is get­ting clea­ned out, I’m going to do any­thing and eve­r­y­thing I’m told to.” I re­a­ched down and rub­bed my clit with one hand and found that I was actu­al­ly a litt­le wet, which sur­pri­sed me. It went on for a few mo­re mi­nu­tes. Fi­nal­ly, when the wa­ter was most­ly go­ne, Phil stop­ped fil­ming and Ty­ro­ne told me that I had ten mi­nu­tes to clean up and finish get­ting what­ever el­se was in me, out.

Whi­le I was alo­ne in the ba­throom, I had a mo­ment of cla­ri­ty co­me over me. It was stran­ge. I had this fee­ling that I wasn’t just dri­ving to­ward a cliff and about to go over, I was actu­al­ly hit­ting the gas and grin­ning as I went. It was kind of a ma­dness al­most. I didn’t li­ke the fee­ling and de­ci­ded I wan­ted it go­ne. When I ca­me out, Phil and Ty­ro­ne we­re tal­king and I said to Phil, “Do we ha­ve some mo­re weed…or…I don’t know, some­thing stron­ger?” He nod­ded and ca­me back a few se­conds la­ter with a ti­ny white pill that loo­ked li­ke ba­by aspi­rin.

“MD­MA, ec­sta­sy,” Phil said when he saw my look. “It’ll put you in a good place. Half hour.” I shrug­ged. I’d ne­ver do­ne it be­fo­re, un­less some was hid­den in Wes’s joints, but I didn’t think so. I pop­ped it in my mouth. We all left Phil’s room and went down to an­other guest bedroom. Phil had strip­ped this one down, pul­ling out all the ni­ce art and eve­r­y­thing that ma­de it see­med ‘lived in’. Now it was just a room, with a bed and a me­tal frame. The­re was a pla­stic sheet fol­ded up in the cor­ner and the bed had nothing but a fit­ted co­ver.

Ty­ro­ne laid me down on the bed, re­fas­te­ned my gag and star­ted at­ta­ching long thin chains to my wrist and an­kle cuffs and then at­ta­ching the chains to the bed with litt­le me­tal spring clips. I was on my back in a loo­se X, ab­le to mo­ve a litt­le in all di­rec­ti­ons, but not ab­le to ful­ly clo­se my legs or bring my arms down clo­ser than my face at best. On­ce the last clip went on and I re­a­li­zed how pow­er­less I was, I had a mo­ment of pa­nic. I re­al­ly wan­ted that ec­sta­sy to kick in.

Phil star­ted shoo­ting again and Ty­ro­ne got out his bag. I had no idea what was going to go down next. I think I’d stee­led my­self for a whip­ping or some­thing. In­s­tead, he pul­led out a dil­do, a rat­her small thin one actu­al­ly. “Spread your legs pig.” I thought that if this was all he had going, it was going to be an ea­sy day. I spread my legs wi­der for him and he pushed the slim black toy in­to my pus­sy. It was cold, but I was wet enough that it went in pret­ty ea­si­ly. He wor­ked it back and forth and around in circles for a few mi­nu­tes, oc­ca­si­o­nal­ly brus­hing my clit with his big thumb. I mo­a­ned a litt­le through the gag.

Then he pul­led it out, re­a­ched down and brought back a bott­le of lu­be. He put a hea­vy dol­lop on the end of the dil­do and then said, “Show me that ass­ho­le, pig.” I ar­ched my hips up and he pushed it up against my anus, ta­king a mo­ment to rub the lu­be around a litt­le. Then he slid it for­ward, ve­ry slow­ly and smooth­ly all the way up my ass. I su­cked in a long breath of air through my no­se as I felt it fill up my fres­h­ly clea­ned back­door.

“Lower your ass back down, pig. Keep that fu­cker in the­re. Don’t let it co­me out.” Ty­ro­ne tur­ned away again and when he ca­me back, he had a lar­ger dil­do. It wasn’t mas­si­ve, but it was pro­ba­b­ly six in­ches in length and had a de­cent girth to it. He slow­ly wor­ked it in­to my pus­sy and when it was all the way in he said, “Grind on em, Pig. I want to see you work that shit.” I ro­ta­ted my hips around in slow circles as he pum­ped the dil­do in and out of my pus­sy slow­ly. My ass was gi­ving me just enough mo­ve­ment to make the toy feel won­der­ful slip­ping slight­ly in and out of me.

Af­ter I’d got­ten in­to a groo­ve, he slow­ly pul­led the toy out of my pus­sy. Then he re­a­ched down and pul­led the toy from my ass. He took the toy that had be­en in my pus­sy, ad­ded an­other glob of lu­be and pushed it up against my ass. “Take it pig. Make that ass work.” I pushed down on my hips and it slid up the­re, this time, fil­ling me up qui­te a bit mo­re. I let out a long low mo­an through the ball gag.

He put the small toy away and ca­me back with a re­al­ly fat black dil­do. It was the big­gest I’d se­en. It had to be at le­ast ten in­ches long and mo­re than six in­ches around. It was ma­de to look li­ke a re­al black man’s dick. “I know your pig pus­sy wants this.” He be­gan to work it in­to me in slow, ea­sy, cir­cu­lar mo­ve­ments. I could feel pressu­re bet­ween the toy in my ass and this one. It felt re­al­ly good. Oh so slow­ly, my pus­sy took the dil­do. I be­gan to flash back to all the re­al­ly big cocks that had be­en in me and how won­der­ful it feels to be that full and im­pa­led.

When it was al­most all in, I be­gan to won­der if he was going to try to fit this one in my ass. It scared me and tur­ned me on at the sa­me time. In­s­tead though, he said, “Now we gon­na bring in the nig­gas you gon­na ser­vi­ce.” Phil tur­ned to the door and left. It was a good five mi­nu­tes be­fo­re he ca­me back. In the mean­ti­me, Ty­ro­ne just kept wor­king the toy in and out of me. That’s when it hit me that things felt…off. It was the MD­MA. The­re was this slow fee­ling of light­ness cree­ping over me. Eve­r­y­thing see­med in shar­per fo­cus and the sen­sa­ti­ons in my ass and pus­sy star­ted be­co­ming hu­ge, al­most over­whel­ming.

I re­a­li­zed I’d clo­sed my eyes and was drif­ting off in­to Ty­ro­ne fuck­ing me with the toys. I ope­ned my eyes and Phil was wal­king back in with a group of guys. Ho­ly fuck, the­re we­re four of them and they we­re all black and beau­ti­ful. Ty­ro­ne saw the look in my eyes. “That’s right. You gon­na take all this nig­ga dick. We gon­na fuck the shit out of you.” I swe­ar, even with the ball gag in, I was grin­ning.

Ty­ro­ne un­hoo­ked me from the chains that had me tied to the bed and told me to sit up. The other guys we­re all some­whe­re bet­ween their mid 20s to mid 30s. They we­re all still dres­sed, one in shorts, one in sweats and two in bag­gy jeans. On­ly two of them we­re wea­ring shirts. One had shoul­der length corn­rows, two we­re bald, one had an afro with a pic in it. The two guys who didn’t ha­ve shirts on had a ton of tat­toos over their chests and arms. They all had beers and we­re sta­ring at me with lust in their eyes. Two of them we­re play­ing with their cocks through their pants.

One of them, the youn­gest loo­king one said, “Damn, du­de. She old enough to be my mom.”
 I smi­led and said, “Bring that cock over here. You won’t com­plain.”
 He stro­de around the side of the bed, all full of at­ti­tu­de. He un­did his jeans and pul­led his bo­xers down enough to pull his cock out. “Get to work, bitch.” I scoo­ted over on my knees. He was un­s­ha­ven and un­cut. I re­a­ched down and grab­bed his balls and cup­ped them whi­le I let my lips slip over his cock. I let it sli­de all the way back, ta­king eve­ry inch of him in­to my mouth and hol­ding it the­re.
 “Hooo! This bitch means busi­ness!” One of the other guys cal­led out. An­other guy step­ped up and pul­led his cock out. He was cut and long and al­most half way hard. I re­a­ched out and stro­ked him whi­le con­ti­nuing to work my mouth on the first guy. Ty­ro­ne spo­ke up. “She’s down for it all. Go to town!” One of the other guys mo­ved around be­hind me and I felt his hand slip bet­ween my legs. Two of his fin­gers slip­ped ea­si­ly in­to my wet and stret­ched cunt. A few se­conds la­ter, his pants we­re off and he was on his knees be­hind me, stro­king his cock and slap­ping it on my ass. The young guy I was gi­ving head to was get­ting hard and he took my hair in his hand, hol­ding my head in place whi­le he fu­cked my mouth. I ope­ned up wi­de and let him do his thing. I could feel my eyes wa­te­ring as I tried not to gag on him.
 Then the other guy slip­ped in­to me and I fell for­ward on­to both hands, my face drop­ping to the bed. The wa­ve of ple­a­su­re that ran through me was in­cre­di­ble. With the toys out of me, it felt so good to ha­ve a warm, hard man in­side. “Ohh fuck,” was all I could manage. The­re we­re the­se ama­zing elec­tric tingles run­ning up my back and bet­ween my legs.
 “Told you she li­ked the dick,” Ty­ro­ne said. The guy fuck­ing me star­ted poun­ding in­to me and I tried to go back to gi­ving head, but I could ba­re­ly fo­cus, so I wasn’t doing much mo­re than ope­ning my mouth and get­ting spit eve­r­y­whe­re.
 One of the other guys, the one with the corn­rows wal­ked up and grab­bed the back of my head and pul­led my face up to him. “You need a drink, ba­by.” He put his can to my lips and tip­ped back. I felt his not-so­cold beer fill my mouth and I gul­ped. He kept pou­ring and pou­ring. I kept swal­lo­wi­ng as fast as I could, but soon it was spil­ling out of my mouth and down my neck and tits. When he was do­ne, he lea­ned in and ran his tongue over my lips, not re­al­ly kis­sing me, mo­re li­ke licking me. Then he spit in­to my mouth. “You li­ke that, ba­by?” I nod­ded and ope­ned my mouth. The guy I’d be­en gi­ving head to spit in my mouth and then the other guy spit again.
 “Gi­ve me an­other cock,” I said with a mouth full of spit and beer dribb­ling out of me. The guy with the corn­rows be­gan ta­king turns with the young guy, each of them fuck­ing my mouth for just a few se­conds and then swit­ching.
 Be­hind me, the guy was slam­ming in­to me, his hands around my waist. He was tal­king dir­ty, say­ing nas­ty shit to me, but ho­nest­ly, I was in so ma­ny di­rec­ti­ons at on­ce, I wasn’t re­al­ly hea­ring him. Then he pul­led out and the fourth guy step­ped in. He went for my ass. I was scared for just a mo­ment sin­ce I didn’t think he’d put any lu­be on, but I was still so stret­ched and lu­bed from the toys that he slip­ped right in. Wi­thin a few se­conds, he managed to work his en­ti­re cock in­to my back­door. He star­ted doing the­se long slow stro­kes, whe­re he’d al­most pull out of me and then sli­de all the way back in up to his balls. Af­ter about the fourth time, I took a se­cond and said, “Don’t fuck­ing te­a­se me with it. Fuck my ass li­ke you ha­te me.” Eve­r­yo­ne laughed and the guy got up on his feet, stay­ing in my ass and be­gan just ham­me­ring in­to me.
 I’m not su­re how long we went li­ke that, but what stop­ped us for a few was me pu­king. All that beer and the con­stant gag­ging on their dicks took its toll and beer ca­me up all over the bed and the floor. On­ce I’d re­co­ve­red a bit and Phil took a se­cond to wi­pe the ma­jo­ri­ty of the mess away with some towels, Ty­ro­ne had me stradd­le the guy who’d be­en fuck­ing my ass. The mo­ment he slip­ped in­to my pus­sy, I knew I was going to or­gasm soon. Or at le­ast I thought I would. As it tur­ned out, the MD­MA kind of held me back from a full on or­gasm. I en­ded up ha­ving a bunch of litt­le mi­ni-or­gasms though.
 Any­way, on­ce I was stradd­ling the one guy, I went back to gi­ving head to Young Guy and Corn­rows. We we­re fa­cing the side of the bed so that I could get to the guys stan­ding the­re. Then I heard Ty­ro­ne be­hind me and it oc­cur­red to me what was going down. He was going to fuck my ass whi­le the other guy was in my pus­sy. Be­fo­re I even mo­ved my mouth away from Corn­rows to re­act, I felt him mount up be­hind me and his cock sli­de right up in­to my guts. I al­most bit Corn­row’s dick off it was so in­ten­se. My head drop­ped to the neck of the guy be­low me and Ty­ro­ne was up be­hind me just pum­me­ling my ass. Thank­ful­ly, he didn’t take long to cum and I re­al­ly li­ked hea­ring him get off in­side me. Nothing makes you feel bet­ter af­ter some rough anal sex than hea­ring a guy cum. It makes it all worth it.
 He pul­led out of me slow­ly a mi­nu­te la­ter. I was still doing a slow grind on the guy be­low me. Sud­den­ly, Young Guy was in my ass. “Damn. She all stret­ched out. Ne­ver had a bitch take my who­le dick be­fo­re.” Again, he didn’t last long eit­her. I felt him cum up in­side me and I cooed a litt­le in hap­pi­ness. Then the third guy was in me and he ca­me too. He took a litt­le lon­ger and he was big­ger. By the time he was finis­hed, I was de­ep in some kind of weird zo­ne. The com­bi­na­ti­on of the drugs, boo­ze, and pu­nis­hing sex had put me in­to a kind of da­ze.
 Ty­ro­ne had the guy be­low me slip out whi­le he kept me care­ful­ly po­si­ti­o­ned with my ass high in the air. The guy who’d be­en un­der me got out and be­hind me and then slip­ped in to my ass. I was start­led by how loo­se and stret­ched my ass had be­co­me. His cock slip­ped all the way in­to me wi­thout so much as a hint of fric­ti­on. The last guy ca­me in me and we all took a brea­ther, alt­hough Ty­ro­ne kept me in that sa­me po­si­ti­on, my ass in the air. Then they care­ful­ly got me off the bed and he said, “Squat over this and push out all that skeet.”
 I loo­ked down and they’d set up what loo­ked li­ke a pie pan on the floor. My legs we­re a bit wob­b­ly and two of the guys had to kind of hold me. It on­ly took a mi­nu­te be­fo­re gobs of cum we­re co­ming out of my back­door. I wasn’t re­al­ly fee­ling shy any lon­ger. Ty­ro­ne put me on my knees then, two of the guys still hol­ding my arms. Ty­ro­ne tip­ped my head back a litt­le and held the pie tin up to­ward my mouth. “I want you to beg for it. Beg for this cum. Don’t swal­low a drop though. Just let it roll around in your mouth. Tas­te it.”
 “Ple­a­se, ple­a­se! I want that cum. I want it in my mouth!” He tip­ped the pie plate back and it oo­zed on­to my tongue.
 “Take it, slut. Eat that black cum. You want cau­se it’s be­en up in your ass, you dir­ty slut.” Truth was, he was right. It was fil­thy, it was gross, and that just ma­de me want it mo­re. “Keep it in your mouth.” Ty­ro­ne brought a wi­de mouthed glass around and said, “Spit.” I spit the big mouth full of cum back in­to the glass. Com­bi­ned with my spit, the­re was so much that it was run­ning down my chin and I had to scoop with my fin­gers. Then Ty­ro­ne ad­ded, “Scra­pe the plate too. Get eve­ry fuck­ing drop in­to that glass.”
 I used my fin­gers and scra­ped the pie tin clean. It was ama­zing how dif­fe­rent guys could tas­te. How they had dif­fe­rent vis­co­si­ties and thick­nes­ses. I some­how pic­tu­red all of their sperm to­gether in that glass, figh­ting each other. I tried to pick out the dif­fe­rent sha­des of white and cle­ar and guess who’s se­men went with who.
 They got me back on the bed and laid me on my back, my head to­wards the head­board. Then two of the guys, at Ty­ro­ne’s in­struc­ti­on, lif­ted my an­kles up and over to­ward my head. I’m not su­per fle­xi­ble so, it took some doing and the guys had to hold my an­kles. The other two guys we­re hol­ding my wrists down at my sides. Ty­ro­ne pul­led out a cle­ar pla­stic spe­cu­lum from his bag and got on the bed next to me. He slip­ped the spe­cu­lum in­to my va­gi­na ea­si­ly and be­gan to expand it. He went slow­ly, clicking it open one notch at a time and I felt the in­ner walls of va­gi­na slow­ly stret­ching open. When he fi­nal­ly stop­ped the­re was an im­men­se amount of pressu­re and tight­ness. I was scared to see how open I was.
 Phil was right up next to the bed, ca­me­ra clo­se to me. Ty­ro­ne brought up a white fun­nel. It loo­ked li­ke some­thing you’d use to put oil in your car. He held it right over my up­tur­ned pus­sy and be­gan to pour the glass of cum and spit right down in­to the fun­nel. I wat­ched in fa­s­ci­na­ti­on as it ran thick­ly and slow­ly down through the fun­nel and ca­me out in a long thick stream and drip­ped straight down to my cer­vix. It just kept going and going in one hea­vy string, punc­tua­ted by thick globs.
 When it was fi­nal­ly finis­hed, Ty­ro­ne slow­ly ea­sed the spe­cu­lum to a nar­rower po­si­ti­on and then slip­ped it out of me. He tur­ned to the ca­me­ra, a hand on my ass and said, “Just what eve­ry white girl de­ser­ves, a pus­sy full of black men’s cum.” They held me the­re li­ke that for a few mi­nu­tes, my an­kles over my head. I was still in a bliss­ful da­ze. The­re was part of me that was thin­king, “Wow. That was fuck­ing in­sa­ne.” The­re was an­other, lar­ger, part though that didn’t want things to end. Turns out, they we­ren’t finis­hed with me.
 Some­whe­re de­ep in my head, past the MD­MA that was still kee­ping me on a ple­a­sant cloud, the­re was a litt­le ti­ny voi­ce that said that what I was doing was un­su­stai­na­ble, it had to end, and when it did, I’d crash hard. Eve­ry par­ty has to end. The­re’s al­ways the han­go­ver and the cleanup, soo­ner or la­ter. But I didn’t want to ack­now­led­ge that yet. I wan­ted to stay on my cloud.
 The guy’s had all got­ten off, I’d had a ton of litt­le mi­ni-or­gasms. I thought Phil and Ty­ro­ne might wrap things up. But thank­ful­ly, they had mo­re in sto­re for me. Ty­ro­ne pul­led me rough­ly off the bed and drag­ged me by my hair back to­ward the ba­throom. Phil kept up with the ca­me­ra and the other guys fol­lo­wed. He was pul­ling enough that it hurt, but bet­ween the ec­sta­sy and the en­dor­phins it was mo­re of a di­stant re­mo­te hurt. I heard my­self sque­aling and sc­re­a­ming at the pain, but it felt showy. It didn’t re­al­ly hurt much at all.
 He pul­led me in­to the ba­throom and pushed me to the floor in front of the toi­let with my back to it. I went down on my knees and then all the way down so that my ass hit the floor. Ty­ro­ne ca­me around the far side and pul­led my head back by the hair. As my ass hit the floor, I could feel cum oo­zing out of me. A litt­le shi­ver of ple­a­su­re ran through me when I thought about how ma­ny guys that re­pre­sen­ted. Phil had mo­ved all the way around by Ty­ro­ne. I’d got­ten used to the ca­me­ra now and most­ly just pre­ten­ded he wasn’t the­re. Ty­ro­ne loo­ked up at the other guys co­ming in and said, “Piss all over this slut’s face.”
 The guys laughed but re­a­li­zed Ty­ro­ne wasn’t kid­ding. On­ly one of them see­med ea­ger. He step­ped for­ward, his dick still not en­ti­re­ly flac­cid. I could see cum and my va­gi­nal juices dry­ing on it. He til­ted his head back and clo­sed his eyes and wag­ged his dick in front of me. He was ha­ving a hard time get­ting it going. “Open wi­de, slut,” Ty­ro­ne said. He mo­ved his hand away and step­ped back from me. I kept my head til­ted back over the toi­let, my mouth open. A stream fi­nal­ly drib­bled out, run­ning down my chest and then picking up strength and mo­ving to my face.
 “Ohh ye­ah,” the guy mum­b­led in re­li­ef. His warm sal­ty piss splas­hed all over my face and in­to my mouth and on­ce he was going, he mo­ved clo­ser to my mouth and fil­led it. I didn’t swal­low, but in­s­tead let it splash out and run down my mouth, my neck. Some ran in­to the toi­let, but a lot of it was just spla­shing eve­r­y­whe­re. I was sur­pri­sed by how hot and sal­ty it was. Ty­ro­ne had me turn and mo­ve around so that my face was tur­ned to the side so that the ex­cess piss would fall in­to the toi­let. Now the other guys we­re get­ting in­to it and they all took turns pis­sing on my face. By the end, my face, hair and chest we­re soa­ked in piss.
 As they finis­hed, they left the room and soon it was just Phil and Ty­ro­ne and I. When Ty­ro­ne stood me up the­re we­re two pudd­les of cum on the floor I’d left. “Slut’s don’t spill,” Ty­ro­ne said un­hap­pi­ly. “Clean that up, slut.” He grab­bed the back of my neck and pushed my face to the floor, my no­se going right in­to the pudd­le of juices on the floor. “Eat it!” I lap­ped at it. Cold cum isn’t ve­ry good and I thought about how comple­te­ly un­sa­ni­ta­ry it was to lick a floor by a toi­let. Of cour­se, in my cur­rent state of mind, it just ma­de me lick it and suck it up fas­ter. As long as I could keep hol­ding the at­ten­ti­on of the­se men, my high would last.
 When I finis­hed licking the cum off the floor, Ty­ro­ne told me to get in the shower and rin­se off. Thank­ful­ly, he let me take off shoes. I didn’t want to think about try­ing to stand in sti­let­tos in the shower with the wa­ter run­ning. That would be an in­stant trip to the hos­pi­tal. When I’d rin­sed and dried my­self, Ty­ro­ne led me back in­to the bedroom. He put me back on the bed and re­fas­te­ned my cuffs so that I was face down. I had just enough slack to kind of get up on my hands and knees if I wan­ted to. The­re was some dis­cus­si­on going on bet­ween Phil and Ty­ro­ne and they went in­to the hall and left me alo­ne.
 It soun­ded li­ke the other guys we­re all in the living room now. It ga­ve me a chan­ce to sort of take stock of my bo­dy. Whi­le I felt gre­at, I knew the­re was going to be tea­ring in my ass. Even with all of the lu­be and toys that stret­ched me out, ha­ving five guys back the­re was going to ha­ve a cost. My knees and hips we­re so­re too and I could feel a heat in my thighs that told me I was going to ha­ve some so­re muscles the next next day. My jaw hurt from all the cock suck­ing and my chest hurt a litt­le from all the gag­ging and thro­wing up I’d do­ne.
 But most of all, I felt this weird mix of emp­ti­ness and full­ness. It’s hard to ex­plain. Eve­ry inch of my bo­dy felt ali­ve and used and se­xu­a­li­zed and ti­red and won­der­ful. What I was doing isn’t for eve­r­yo­ne and I’m not even su­re if I could do it again, but at that time and at that place, it was won­der­ful and per­fect.
 Phil ca­me back in a mi­nu­te la­ter and as­ked if I wan­ted some wa­ter, which, as it turns out, I wan­ted a ton of. I went through an en­ti­re bott­led wa­ter in about ten mi­nu­tes. The­re was some quiet out­si­de and I felt li­ke some­thing was going on. Af­ter I’d finis­hed the wa­ter, Phil ga­ve me a hit off of a joint and then squat­ted down be­si­de me so that we we­re face to face. “How are you doing?” He had a stran­ge look in his eye.
 “I’m good! Gon­na be so­re to­mor­row, but I’m re­al­ly good.”
 “What you think about ta­king this up a le­vel?”
 I grin­ned. “I’ll do it!”
 He smi­led and then said some­thing I ne­ver ex­pec­ted him to say. “Would you fuck a dog?”
 At first, I thought he was using the word ‘dog’, li­ke ‘da­wg’, li­ke a per­son. It took me a mi­nu­te and I had to re­peat it back to him. “You want me to fuck a dog?” Phil nod­ded, not re­al­ly smi­ling any lon­ger. I think he was try­ing to make su­re that I was ful­ly un­der­stan­ding what he was as­king me. My brain was whir­ling a bit. A dog? A weird men­tal pic­ture of a Chi­hua­hua hum­ping my leg ca­me in­to my head.
 I was ha­ving a re­al pro­blem try­ing to find a re­a­son to eit­her ans­wer yes or no. I couldn’t seem to grasp any point of re­fe­rence for this and it was di­so­ri­en­ting. It was some­thing that didn’t re­al­ly fit in­to my ethics in a neat way. Fi­nal­ly, I sort of just ga­ve a shrug. “Okay..?” It was the best I could do. It didn’t seem to make any sen­se in my head.
 Phil left me and a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes la­ter, I heard the jan­g­ling of a le­a­sh. Hilarious­ly, for a mo­ment, I thought Ty­ro­ne was brin­ging in an­other wo­man. Then I heard the pan­ting and the click of his paws on the woo­den floor. He was a big rott­wei­ler. He had the typi­cal brown and black pat­ter­ned fur, a wi­de black lea­ther col­lar, his muscles ripp­led un­der his coat. He see­med alert, loo­king up and around, from Ty­ro­ne to Phil to me, his mouth shi­ny with slob­ber. Phil took the le­a­sh and Ty­ro­ne hoo­ked me back up to the bed so that I could eit­her lay flat on my sto­mach or get up on to all fours.
 Then the dog was up on the bed at Ty­ro­ne’s com­mand and the mo­ment he was, the­re was a comple­te change in my head space. It was li­ke I’d sud­den­ly wo­ken up in­side an­other per­son’s bo­dy. Being chai­ned up next to that ani­mal that weig­hed pro­ba­b­ly clo­se to my own weight, being ex­po­sed and vul­ne­ra­ble to it, in­vo­ked a pow­er­ful re­ac­ti­on. My heart ra­te dou­bled. A hu­ge ball of fe­ar roi­led up in my sto­mach, that fe­ar that we all get when ex­po­sed to an ani­mal that we know on some le­vels can be dan­ge­rous. It’s not li­ke the fe­ar you get when you’re wat­ching a hor­ror mo­vie or when your loved one is la­te co­ming home at night or when you’re child falls and hurts them­sel­ves and you he­ar that first cry of pain. It’s some­thing el­se en­ti­re­ly. It’s some­thing far mo­re pri­mal and raw. I don’t think I’d ever ex­pe­ri­enced any­thing li­ke it be­fo­re or sin­ce. May­be part of it was the drugs, I don’t know. What­ever it was, it was so pow­er­ful that I found my bo­dy re­ac­ting in a way that I didn’t re­al­ly ha­ve a con­trol over.
 In­s­tead of the sort of ‘flight or fight’ re­spon­se you’d ex­pect from a de­ep fee­ling of fe­ar, I found my­self free­zing. I felt eve­r­y­thing stif­fen. My who­le bo­dy just lo­cked up. I for­got about Phil, Ty­ro­ne and eve­r­y­thing off of that bed. The­re was just my bo­dy and that dog. I was on all fours, fro­zen in place. I swe­ar I could feel eve­ry muscle in my bo­dy, eve­ry hair, eve­ry inch of skin. By con­trast, the rott­wei­ler was this ball of mo­ving heat and ener­gy, to­tal­ly flu­id. It mo­ved con­stant­ly. When it first got up on­to the bed, it’s head was to­ward me and he snif­fed at my face and li­cked my cheek, ma­king loud smacking sounds. He smel­led li­ke dog, but he al­so smel­led clean, li­ke he’d just be­en groo­med.
 Then he was snif­fing and mo­ving, mo­ving and snif­fing. Eve­ry con­tact of his no­se or fur or tongue to my bo­dy sent litt­le rol­ling wa­ves of elec­tric fe­ar and ad­re­na­li­ne through me. I couldn’t even turn to look at him. I just sat the­re, li­ke a sta­tue. As if, some­how, if I held still enough, eve­r­y­thing would be okay.
 He mo­ved be­hind me and wi­thout pausing, he be­gan to lick at my in­cre­dib­ly swol­len pus­sy. He lap­ped it quick­ly, repea­ted­ly, slop­pi­ly. I heard my own voi­ce. “Oh…god.” Again, my bo­dy just mo­ved on it’s own accord. My head drop­ped to the bed and my hands clut­ched the top ed­ge of the mat­tress. My hips ar­ched up. It felt good. Re­al­ly good.
 The dog mo­ved away again, circled me, ca­me back and lap­ped bet­ween my legs again. I could on­ly hold still and shud­der. I was va­gue­ly awa­re that Ty­ro­ne was doing some­thing with the dog. I managed to look back un­der­neath and bet­ween my legs and saw that he was put­ting socks on the dogs front paws. I thought it loo­ked sil­ly and I imagi­ned the dog run­ning around try­ing to get out of them, li­ke a cat with ta­pe stuck to its paws. But the rott didn’t seem to care.
 Loo­king down un­der and be­hind my­self I al­so caught sight of the ani­mals cock for the first time. I felt that roi­ling ball of pri­mal ener­gy in my gut again. It wasn’t re­al­ly ve­ry big, may­be four or five in­ches. I was sur­pri­sed that he was al­rea­dy arou­sed. It was red and pink with a big knot at the ba­se and a weird sort of poin­ted slee­ve at the head. My first thought was eve­r­yo­ne’s first thought. Kind of gross. My se­cond thought sur­pri­sed me. I won­der what it feels li­ke? Then I won­de­red if he’d fu­cked other wo­men be­fo­re. Did he li­ke get­ting it on with a hu­man?
 Ty­ro­ne took him by the col­lar and guided him around be­hind me. Then sud­den­ly, the dog was on top of me. I let out a gr­unt as his con­si­de­ra­ble weight ca­me down on my ass and back. His front legs slid down by my waist and his back legs kept mo­ving around, ad­jus­ting. I felt his cock, har­der now, brush against my thighs and that fe­ar and ex­ci­te­ment bal­led up tigh­ter. The dog was thrus­ting for­ward but wasn’t ab­le to get in­side me. Ty­ro­ne fi­nal­ly spo­ke up and said, “Get your­self a litt­le lower.” I spread my knees out a bit and got my hips lower. I felt Ty­ro­ne ad­just the dog a litt­le, gui­ding him by the col­lar.
 And just li­ke that, I felt the dogs cock sli­de in­side me. He was much har­der now and thrus­ting ra­pid­ly. I could feel the knot at the ba­se of his dick pushing against me. Even with the socks on, his paws we­re ra­king my sides and his re­ar legs kept step­ping on my cal­ves. “That’s it, slut, get lower. Get down whe­re he can fuck you right.” I lo­we­red my hips and spread my knees out even fur­ther. The dog see­med to li­ke that. Ty­ro­ne re­a­ched down and I felt him help the dog get the knot in­to me and I mo­a­ned long and slow, my face bu­ried in the bed. It was all so dir­ty and pri­mal. It was ama­zing. The dog had in­cre­di­ble strength in his hind legs and it was all I could do to keep re­ad­jus­ting my po­si­ti­on so that he could keep going.
 I had a weird men­tal loop going. It felt good. I felt as­ha­med that it felt good. I some­how en­joy­ed the fee­ling of sha­me. I wan­ted mo­re. That loop kept repea­ting itself in a way that kept pushing me to­ward an or­gasm and then pul­ling me away from it. Then his thrusts be­ca­me shorter but stron­ger and then he just stop­ped in­side me and held still. I felt his juices be­gin to leak out of me and run down my thighs. He was pan­ting just over my shoul­der and I could feel his sa­li­va drip­ping on my back.
 A mi­nu­te la­ter, he slip­ped out of me, took a few last licks at my re­al­ly swol­len la­bia and then boun­ded off the bed and hee­led by Ty­ro­ne. He loo­ked li­ke he was smi­ling that way that dogs do. The who­le thing had be­en may­be ten mi­nu­tes. Me, I was stun­ned. It was one of the stran­gest ex­pe­ri­ences of my life. Com­bi­ned with eve­r­y­thing el­se that I’d do­ne that day and the MD­MA on top of it and I was in this litt­le cloud of sur­re­a­lism. It all see­med li­ke some cra­zy dream.
 Phil brought me mo­re wa­ter, which I gul­ped down again. Ty­ro­ne let me up to pee. I wat­ched, ama­zed as all this cum con­ti­nued to leak out of me. I was still rol­ling but not as much now. When I ca­me out of the ba­throom, we all took a smo­ke break. I did a litt­le weed and we played with the dog a bit. I was star­ting to feel li­ke I was win­ding down a bit. Then Phil says, “Okay, let’s do some mo­re.”
 I laughed a litt­le and said, “Phil, I think I’m do­ne.”
 Ty­ro­ne grab­bed the back of my hair firm­ly and got right in my face. “Slut, you might be do­ne, but we ain’t do­ne with you.”


Time To Pay Up

Ka­te
I thought I was ex­haus­ted. I thought I couldn’t do any­mo­re. But the re­a­li­ty was that as soon as tho­se guys ca­me back in, I was rea­dy to go again or at le­ast rea­dy to try. Phil dra­ped a thin cle­ar pla­stic sheet over the bed and Ty­ro­ne lif­ted me up and sat me back on top. I’d had the chan­ce to clean up a bit, so I didn’t look ter­ri­ble, but I was pret­ty su­re I wasn’t ex­act­ly at my pret­tiest.
 The guys didn’t seem to care much. They we­re rub­bing their cocks through their pants or had them pul­led out and we­re play­ing with them. It hadn’t be­en that long sin­ce they’d got­ten off though and I knew I had my work cut out for me. Thank­ful­ly, I saw that Ty­ro­ne had pul­led a bott­le of lu­be from his bag and had it at the rea­dy. Eve­r­yo­ne was drin­king a beer. We’d all had some weed. I was still rol­ling a litt­le on the MD­MA. Phil was pret­ty so­ber though and Ty­ro­ne even mo­re so.

He wal­ked over to me and loo­ked at the other guys. “You guys get tho­se dicks hard again. I’ma show you how to fuck a white sluts mouth.” He got me to­ward the ed­ge of the bed on my sto­mach and el­bows so that I was at the sa­me le­vel as his cock. He loo­ked down at me and pul­led out his cock. It was pret­ty, long, un­cut and black. “Fuck this with your mouth, slut. No hands.” I got un­der his dick with my tongue and lif­ted his cock in­to my mouth and be­gan to suck him. I let him slip past my gag re­flex a few times and took him all the way down to the ba­se. I could feel him gra­du­al­ly get­ting har­der, his fo­re­skin slip­ping back a bit.

Ty­ro­ne tur­ned to the other guys and said, “See, this is what you get when you ask a white slut to suck you. It’s aight, but they don’t un­der­stand that to get the job do­ne right, you got­ta do the re­al work your­self.” He pul­led out of me and took a long swig of beer. One hand re­a­ched out and grab­bed my hair, pul­led me to my knees and tip­ped my head back. “Open.” I ope­ned my mouth and he let go of my hair. Then he be­gan to pour the beer down my thro­at. I gul­ped as fast as I could, but he just kept going. He mo­ved his free hand to my thro­at. He didn’t cho­ke me, but just put his hand over my thro­at, fee­ling me swal­low.

My eyes bur­ned and even though he was pou­ring slow­ly, I couldn’t keep up. it be­gan to drib­ble down my chest. He stop­ped for a mo­ment and I ma­de one big swal­low and in­ha­led de­e­p­ly. He ga­ve me two good breaths and star­ted pou­ring again. He emp­tied the can and held out his hand. I got two mo­re breaths in whi­le he took an­other can someo­ne han­ded him and be­gan to pour again. The beer was ni­ce and cold but it was so car­bo­na­ted and hea­vy. I could feel my gut swel­ling and a vague fee­ling of nau­sea co­ming over me. He fi­nal­ly stop­ped, took an­other swig of beer from the can for him­self and han­ded it back. “Back to work,” he said to me.

I re­su­med my po­si­ti­on, but as soon as his cock was on my tongue, he grab­bed the sides of my head and forced his cock straight down my thro­at. I swal­lo­wed, gag­ged, swal­lo­wed and thras­hed a bit. My hands slap­ped up against his thighs. I’d be­en trai­ned pret­ty well when it ca­me to my gag re­flex, but this was pushing it hard. He pul­led out of me by may­be an inch, still de­ep in my thro­at, and then thrust for­ward.

“Check this. This is how you fuck a slut’s mouth.” He be­gan to pump in­to my mouth. I clo­sed my eyes and tried not gag. It didn’t help though. His cock, half hard, was de­ep in my thro­at and my gags we­re tur­ning in­to wret­ches. I felt my sto­mach hea­ve up. I tried to mo­ve away but he held me the­re and the vo­mit spray­ed out around his dick and all over his crotch. It didn’t slow him down at all. If any­thing he pi­cked up speed and I could feel him get­ting har­der. I could he­ar the fiz­zing of the beer as it ca­me back up and I re­a­li­zed al­most eve­r­y­thing in my sto­mach was wa­ter or beer. A few se­conds la­ter, I ret­ched again. This time a lot of it spray­ed on my hands and his hips.

My sto­mach was con­vul­sing repea­ted­ly now and he slip­ped his cock out just as I vo­mi­ted a third time. His dick was drip­ping with spit and beer and bi­le. He let me take a few quick breaths and then pushed his cock back to my lips. I ope­ned and he slid right back in­to my thro­at. My forehead pushed up in­to his sto­mach as I ret­ched again, a long hor­ri­ble sound. I re­a­li­zed that this was get­ting him to­tal­ly hard. We kept at it for awhi­le and it wasn’t long be­fo­re the­re re­al­ly wasn’t any­thing left for me to vo­mit. I no­ti­ced I was actu­al­ly gag­ging less. May­be I’d just got­ten used to it. I don’t know.

He grab­bed my hair at the top, kee­ping my head whe­re he wan­ted it. Then he ar­ched back so that he could see down to my face. “Look at me.” I did and he slap­ped me hard on the face. I mo­a­ned and tea­red up. He slap­ped me again, and again. The en­ti­re side of my face be­gan to go numb. He swit­ched hands and star­ted in on the other side of my face. The­re was a dull rin­ging in my ears. De­spi­te the ou­ter pain though, the­re was some thing, some in­ner space in­side me that li­ked it, that was ex­ci­ted by it.

At one point when he pul­led out, I loo­ked up at him and smi­led and said, “Beer?” He ca­me back with an­other can and I loa­ded up again, put­ting down clo­se to an en­ti­re for­ty. Wi­thin five mi­nu­tes it was all back up on the floor or on Ty­ro­ne’s crotch.

“Get that ass in the air.” I got up on to all fours and then be­gan a bi­zar­re game of Round Ro­bin with them all. Ty­ro­ne mo­ved be­hind me and slip­ped in­to my pus­sy, which was still in­cre­dib­ly wet and stret­ched. One of the other guys step­ped up and fu­cked my mouth, ta­king cues from Ty­ro­ne’s per­for­man­ce. Even­tu­al­ly, Ty­ro­ne step­ped away and the guy fuck­ing my mouth mo­ved be­hind me and an­other guy step­ped up to my face. It was fun, fil­thy and ex­haus­ting. My chest hurt from the vo­mi­ting and the­re was a bur­ning through my mouth and thro­at, pro­ba­b­ly from all the bi­le.

The guy af­ter Ty­ro­ne didn’t go in­to my pus­sy. “I want some mo­re of that butt! Shit is tight!” I al­most laughed. Ye­ah, may­be most days, not to­day. When he went in though, I win­ced. It hurt. Not his size, but I could feel I’d torn some­whe­re. It stung. When I got a se­cond to brea­the, I flin­ched and said, “I think I’m hurt back the­re. Can you stop?”

“Shit bitch, I’m bout to nut. Gi­ve it to me. Co­me on. Don’t quit now. Get that nig­ga dick!” I pushed back against him and it stung li­ke a mo­ther­fu­cker, but a few se­conds la­ter, he ca­me in me and I was hap­py I could get him off, de­spi­te the pain. Ty­ro­ne and the other three guys kept going and af­ter a bit I was star­ting to lo­se ener­gy. Eve­r­y­thing was hur­ting. It was Phil who fi­nal­ly pul­led the plug. He’d be­en fil­ming and I heard him say to Ty­ro­ne, “She’s not loo­king so good.”

One of the other guys couldn’t cum again, but Ty­ro­ne and the other two guys ca­me on my face and mouth, jer­king them­sel­ves off to comple­ti­on. Phil pul­led off the pla­stic shee­ting, Ty­ro­ne took of the cuffs and my shoes and I just laid on the bed for a long time. I eit­her fell as­leep or pas­sed out for awhi­le. When I sat up, I’d lost track of time. I didn’t he­ar Ty­ro­ne or the other guys. It just soun­ded li­ke Phil was in the hou­se. I hadn’t even had the chan­ce to say good­bye to Ty­ro­ne.

I went to the ba­throom and as soon as I loo­ked in the mir­ror, I knew I was going to throw up. The­re wasn’t much the­re. A litt­le bi­le, some cum and a litt­le beer. I sat down on the floor of the ba­throom and no­ti­ced how cool the ti­le was. I laid down on it na­ked and just let my mind go blank.

Awhi­le la­ter, I got up and ran a bath. My hands we­re sha­king. I craw­led in to the warm wa­ter and as soon as I hit the wa­ter, I burst in­to tears. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t cry­ing be­cau­se of a fee­ling of vi­o­la­ti­on, alt­hough I’d certain­ly be­en hand­led rough­ly, mo­re rough­ly than I thought I’d ever be ab­le to hand­le. I’d as­ked for what I’d got­ten. Hell, I’d as­ked for se­conds and thirds.

No, I was cry­ing be­cau­se I was sud­den­ly and ter­rib­ly lone­ly. This was a mo­ment that I wan­ted to share with someo­ne. I wan­ted someo­ne to wash my back and hold me and tell me what a won­der­ful slut­ty wo­man I was. When I sob­bed, my chest hurt and it ma­de me cry har­der.

That lone­li­ness was in­sa­ne­ly crus­hing. Phil was right out­si­de that door, but he was a to­tal stran­ger as far as I was con­cer­ned. I wan­ted the peo­ple I loved around me. I wan­ted Da­vid and Cla­rence and Jes­si­ca and Ke­vin. I wan­ted to hug them all and be held by them and to he­ar them say that they loved me and that eve­r­y­thing was okay. The fact that it all see­med so far away ma­de my heart ache.

The next few weeks of my life was a slow drow­ning. Mul­ti­ple trips to my doc­tor pro­du­ced mul­ti­ple sets of bad news. I’d torn my rec­tum in a few spots. I bled for days. I had to take stool sof­te­ners and avo­id certain foods. Al­most eve­ry muscle in my bo­dy ached. My chest and sto­mach from thro­wing up. My legs and arms from ex­ten­ded pe­ri­ods on dif­fe­rent po­si­ti­ons. My thro­at from all the pum­me­ling. My face had brui­sed at the jaw­li­ne and be­low the eyes from the slap­ping.

When I went in­to see my doc­tor and he ex­ami­ned me, he had a stun­ned look on his face. “We­re you assaul­ted?” When I told him no, he went through the list of subt­le ques­ti­ons to deter­mi­ne whe­ther or not I’d be­en ab­u­sed by Da­vid. I had to tell him that it had just be­en rough sex…with an­other man.

At the end of the vi­sit and a long lec­ture, he said, “I don’t care if this was con­sen­su­al or not. You’re bo­dy can’t take this on a re­gu­lar ba­sis. All of this will he­al, but don’t take it light­ly.”

I’d got­ten HSV-1, her­pes, the cold so­re ver­si­on you get on your lips that ma­ny peo­ple ha­ve. I’d managed to avo­id it up un­til then, but it was time to pay up. I got the Clap too. Chla­my­dia. An­ti­bi­o­tics for that. I al­so had a hor­ri­ble yeast in­fec­ti­on that took al­most two weeks to cle­ar up. I couldn’t stand the smell of my­self.

Worst, was some­thing that I didn’t think was pos­si­ble. I was pre­gnant. How had this hap­pe­ned? My doc­tor had said that af­ter the can­cer that I wouldn’t be ab­le to get pre­gnant again. When I brought this up he said, “I told you that it wasn’t li­ke­ly you could get pre­gnant.” The look on his face ma­de me want to stran­gle him, so god­damned con­de­scen­ding. I thought back to that stew of cum that had be­en pou­red in­to me. I thought about all the guys I’d fu­cked ba­re­back sin­ce I’d left my hou­se. I’d ne­ver be ab­le to fi­gu­re out who got me pre­gnant. Of cour­se, it didn’t mat­ter, I su­re as hell wasn’t going to ha­ve an­other ba­by right now.

My sex drive va­nis­hed over­night. Stran­ge­ly, thin­king back on the gang­bang was still ero­tic to me and I’d re­al­ly loved it, even if it had taken too much out of me. But over­all, I just didn’t want sex. My bo­dy nee­ded some time to he­al and I had to brush eve­r­yo­ne off. I let Phil jack off on my tits one night, but it did nothing for me.

Wes was houn­ding me a bit, wan­ting to hook up. He was an­noy­ed that I was phy­si­cal­ly so wre­cked. He ca­me over to Phil’s one af­ter­noon and de­spi­te me say­ing no, in­sis­ted that I suck him off. I did, just to get rid of him. I told him I nee­ded some time to get my bo­dy back in sha­pe. I didn’t tell him or anyo­ne el­se that I was pre­gnant.

I was comple­te­ly lost as to whe­re my life was going and I knew I was en­ti­re­ly to bla­me. I just didn’t know what to do next. That’s when fa­te threw me a bo­ne. I was in the gro­ce­ry sto­re and ban­ged carts with someo­ne I hadn’t se­en in ages: Bren­da.


Wounds

Ka­te
When I ran in­to Bren­da, I was at an all-time low. I was re­co­ver­ing from an STD, pre­gnant and on the last threads of my mar­ri­a­ge. I hadn’t se­en or spo­ken to Bren­da sin­ce I’d bro­ken off my con­tact with Cla­rence. She was still with him, still ‘ow­ned’ by Cla­rence. She was re­al­ly hap­py to see me when we bum­ped in­to each other. I was too, but at the sa­me time she was a crus­hing re­min­der of yet an­other thing I’d sc­re­wed up. Bren­da in­sis­ted we go get a drink and I re­luc­tant­ly agreed.

Of cour­se, af­ter just a cou­ple of drinks, I spil­led eve­r­y­thing to her. Not in as much de­tail as I’ve writ­ten here, but I laid out all the im­port­ant facts. She hug­ged me and then said, “You need to swal­low your pri­de and go talk to Cla­rence.”

I tried to shrug the idea off. “He was han­ging around my daugh­ter and hid that from me. How can I trust him again?”
 Bren­da grab­bed my shoul­ders firm­ly but lovin­gly. “Cla­rence was try­ing to watch out for you and Jes­si­ca. He cares about you both and was doing his best to pro­tect you both. Isn’t that at le­ast worth a ti­ny bit of for­gi­ve­ness?” I loo­ked to the floor, con­fu­sed. “I’ll tell you some­thing el­se. Cla­rence mis­ses you, ter­rib­ly. He’ll start to talk about you and catch him­self and it’s li­ke his heart is brea­king all over again. He loves you Ka­te. Ple­a­se, just go talk to him.”
 I didn’t want to for­gi­ve Cla­rence. Part of it was my daugh­ter. The image of her ly­ing in bed with him. But then I thought about her with Wes and the vi­deo I’d se­en of her fuck­ing that guy. I thought about my re­ac­ti­ons to all of it. May­be Jes­si­ca wasn’t try­ing to steal my life, may­be she was just try­ing to ha­ve one on her own. I thought back to some of the con­ver­sa­ti­ons we’d had and re­a­li­zed that she’d known about me and Cla­rence at the time and was re­a­ching out to me.
 With a sigh that ca­me from the de­e­pest part of me, I agreed to see him. She tex­ted Cla­rence and a few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Cla­rence tex­ted me and in­vi­ted me over. Bren­da dro­ve me over the­re, hug­ged me, kis­sed me and drop­ped me off.
 The­re he was. As hand­so­me as he’d ever be­en. He was in ca­su­al slacks and a but­ton down shirt, half way un­but­to­ned, his big brown chest sho­wing. Cla­rence smi­led in the door­way and ga­ve me a big hug and the mo­ment tho­se arms we­re wrap­ped around me, I burst in­to tears. On­ce I’d emp­tied out my fau­cets, we ope­ned a bott­le of wi­ne and en­ded up tal­king in­to the wee hours of the mor­ning. Most­ly, I tal­ked. Cla­rence lis­ten­ed in­tent­ly. I told him eve­r­y­thing that had hap­pe­ned. Stran­ge­ly, when I got to the part about cry­ing in the ba­th­tub af­ter the gang­bang and I men­ti­o­ned thin­king about Da­vid, I star­ted to cry again. “I re­al­ly miss Da­vid.”
 As I said the words, I knew they we­re true, but I didn’t get how or why. It ma­de no sen­se. Cla­rence took my hand gent­ly. “Here’s what I think you should do, Ka­te. I’m on­ly say­ing this be­cau­se I tru­ly care about you and it’s brea­king my heart to see you this lost. You need to go tell Da­vid that you’ve chea­ted. You don’t need to tell him the de­tails, be­cau­se the point here isn’t to hurt him. It’s to apo­lo­gi­ze and to ask for­gi­ve­ness. You need to beg for his for­gi­ve­ness. What’s be­en hol­ding you up and ma­king you mi­se­ra­ble, isn’t the sex, it’s the be­tra­y­al, the lies. If he can for­gi­ve you, he will. But you’ll ha­ve as­ked for it and that will help you a lot. Trust me.” He squee­zed my hand. “If he choo­ses to for­gi­ve you, you’ll need to go back in to coun­se­ling. But no mo­re of that church bull­shit. Get a the­ra­pist that spe­cia­li­zes in in­fi­de­li­ty and non­mo­no­ga­my.
 “Non­mo­no­ga­my?”
 “Yes, Ka­te. Be­cau­se even if he for­gi­ves you and you two find a way to patch things up, which I be­lie­ve is what you want, you al­so want other things he can’t gi­ve you. You want sub­mis­si­on and hu­mi­li­a­ti­on and the af­fec­ti­on of other men. You ha­ve to find a way to make tho­se two parts of your life connect wi­thout them being built on lies.”
 I stayed the night at Cla­rence’s, thin­king all of this over. I slept till la­te the next af­ter­noon and then wal­ked over to my hou­se in the clo­thes I’d worn the day be­fo­re. I wal­ked in. Eve­r­y­thing loo­ked ex­act­ly the sa­me. I took a shower, found some clean clo­thes to we­ar, pou­red my­self a whis­key and wai­ted for Da­vid to co­me home.
 Ke­vin ca­me home first and was thril­led to see me. He hug­ged me and I told him I had to ha­ve a hea­vy con­ver­sa­ti­on with dad. He un­der­stood, cal­led Jes­si­ca, and ar­ran­ged to let us ha­ve the hou­se to our­sel­ves. When Da­vid ca­me home, he didn’t seem an­gry that I was the­re. Mo­re li­ke ti­red. We sat at the kit­chen ta­ble and I just jum­ped in. “I’m here to say I’m sor­ry, Da­vid. I’m here to say that I chea­ted on you and that I’m so, so sor­ry. I’m here to beg your for­gi­ve­ness.”
 He didn’t for­gi­ve me that night. He did ho­we­ver agree to halt the di­vor­ce pro­cee­dings whi­le we tal­ked. He ad­mit­ted to me that in the weeks that I’d left he’d be­gun to see someo­ne and that he had fee­lings for her. I didn’t ask too ma­ny ques­ti­ons about that.
 We agreed to see a coun­ci­lor out­si­de of our church. Da­vid was fi­ne with it be­cau­se the coun­ci­lor at our church had be­en tel­ling Da­vid that he couldn’t see this other wo­man whi­le he and I we­re still mar­ried and Da­vid didn’t li­ke that.
 The new the­ra­pist sat and lis­ten­ed to both of our sto­ries, se­pa­ra­te­ly and to­gether. Then, she as­ked us, alo­ne and to­gether, to talk about what our ide­al si­tu­a­ti­ons might be if we could make it any­way we wan­ted. As it turns out, we both wan­ted to be mar­ried and we both wan­ted to be with someo­ne out­si­de the mar­ri­a­ge, but we had no lan­gua­ge to de­s­cri­be that.
 In about five months, I’d mo­ved back in and Da­vid and I had cre­a­ted a new struc­ture for our re­la­ti­ons­hip. It was un­tes­ted and re­al­ly sca­ry, but for the first time in a long time, we we­re both op­ti­mi­stic. Da­vid and I, with the the­ra­pist’s help, had cre­a­ted our own ver­si­on of ‘Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell’. Ex­cept that in our ver­si­on, it was un­der­stood that things we­re hap­pe­ning out­si­de the mar­ri­a­ge.
 Da­vid wan­ted to see this other wo­man. He agreed not to rub it in my face, to do what he could to mi­ni­mi­ze it’s im­pact on our fa­mi­ly life and to not ha­ve her in the hou­se. At first, just the thought of her got my hack­les up. I re­a­li­ze that I sound li­ke a to­tal hy­po­cri­te when I say that, but you can’t help how you re­act to things. But then, one day in a the­ra­py ses­si­on, Da­vid brought her up in sort of a side­ways way whi­le tal­king about some­thing el­se. This ex­pres­si­on ca­me over his face and it was one I’d se­en be­fo­re. He loved her. Sud­den­ly, it was okay with me. I don’t know why, I ha­ve no clue. But it ma­de me feel good to see that look on his face again and I didn’t want to take that from him. Even if that look was for someo­ne el­se.
 We may ha­ve nothing in com­mon in bed and may­be not even much in com­mon out of bed, but Da­vid had al­ways tre­a­ted me kind­ly and be­en a won­der­ful pro­vi­der. We both agreed that we li­ked our hou­se and our fa­mi­ly and all of the other things we’d got­ten used to. We de­ci­ded it was worth ma­king some stran­ge ar­ran­ge­ments to keep it.
 For my part, I swo­re to Da­vid that he would ne­ver he­ar a peep about my ex­tra cur­ri­cu­lar acti­vi­ties and that it would be for­ever hid­den from him. He could just pre­tend I was at the gym or with a fri­end. He agreed to not ask ques­ti­ons if I went away for an hour or a night, or to po­ke in­to my ex­cu­ses. I agreed for the sa­me with him.
 It’s the ar­ran­ge­ment that I still ha­ve with Da­vid to this day. I love him ve­ry much and alt­hough we had a ve­ry ro­cky road get­ting to whe­re we are, I’m ve­ry hap­py to say that we ma­de it to this far.
 Let me back up a bit though. I was pre­gnant. Af­ter I told Cla­rence about it and eve­r­y­thing el­se, he as­ked me what I wan­ted to do about it. I’ve ne­ver be­en a big fan of ab­or­ti­on, but the­re was just no way for me to gi­ve this child a good living si­tu­a­ti­on. I ma­de the call to end it. Cla­rence and Bren­da went with me. The on­ly peo­ple who know I was pre­gnant and had that pro­ce­du­re are Cla­rence, Bren­da and Jes­si­ca. And Da­vid. I felt li­ke I had to tell him. It was tough, but in the end, he un­der­stood, even if I’m not su­re he’s eve­ry ful­ly for­gi­ven me.
 I’ve still ne­ver let Da­vid know that I’ve be­en phy­si­cal with black men. I still don’t think he could hand­le it. Af­ter all we’ve be­en through to get whe­re we are to­day, I don’t think I could hand­le it if he cho­se to end things with me now, sim­p­ly be­cau­se of the co­lor of Cla­rence’s skin or Da­vid’s mes­sed up no­ti­on of ra­ci­al su­pe­ri­o­ri­ty.
 Jes­si­ca and I had a long sit down as well, but I’m going to let her tell that part of the sto­ry.
 Then the­re was Wes. The­re was a weird pe­ri­od whe­re I was still living at Phil’s, post ab­or­ti­on, still just tal­king with Cla­rence, and yet still with Wes. He and I had some things to re­sol­ve and cle­ar up and he wasn’t ve­ry hap­py about it. Be­fo­re it was over, it got vi­o­lent.


Mom and I

Jes­si­ca
I’d re­al­ly en­joy­ed my date with Leo. Af­ter that, John­ny and I actu­al­ly grew clo­ser. The­re was no jea­lou­sy and I found my­self wan­ting to we­ar the litt­le lea­ther col­lar he’d gi­ven me even mo­re of­ten. I li­ked the fee­ling of being ow­ned by John­ny, es­pe­ci­al­ly be­cau­se I knew that part of what that meant is that we wouldn’t be se­xu­al­ly ex­clu­si­ve. It’s fun­ny, af­ter how pro­mis­cuous I’d be­en in the past, if John­ny had as­ked me to on­ly be with him, I would ha­ve said yes. But now that he actu­al­ly wan­ted me to sleep with other guys un­der his strict ru­les, I was hap­py to do it to make him hap­py. Weird.

Our ge­ne­ral ru­le was, I could fool around with anyo­ne I wan­ted to as long as they knew be­fo­re we even kis­sed, that I be­lon­ged to John­ny. As long as they knew I was his, we could fool around and do what­ever. If John­ny knew them and ga­ve the thumbs up, we could play wi­thout a con­dom, other­wi­se, safe sex on­ly. Oh, and on­ly black guys un­less John­ny ga­ve ad­van­ce per­mis­si­on. I think he threw that last part in for me though, be­cau­se I don’t think John­ny cared much about skin co­lor one way or the other.

For the most part, my sex life with John­ny was ama­zing. The BDSM was in­cre­di­ble and I was lear­ning I had a pret­ty high to­le­ran­ce for pain. To me though, it was most­ly just an ap­pe­ti­zer for sex. I en­joy­ed some of the stuff, es­pe­ci­al­ly the res­traints, but what re­al­ly got me off was John­ny, his man­li­ness, his mas­cu­li­ni­ty, his de­sire, his cock.

Un­for­tu­na­te­ly, the­re are pro­blems with peo­ple who are over­weight. Some po­si­ti­ons we couldn’t do at all. Some po­si­ti­ons ma­de him feel weird. Others we just couldn’t do for long, eit­her be­cau­se of his en­du­ran­ce or be­cau­se of his weight on me. But John­ny tur­ned that in­to a strength. He knew how bad­ly I wan­ted his big black cock so he ma­de it in­to a re­ward. A fuck­ing was some­thing I got if I’d be­en re­al­ly good or ma­de him re­al­ly proud. John­ny is a glass half full kind of guy, I guess.

So, that’s whe­re John­ny and I we­re at.
 Then, along co­mes my mom, drop­ping bombs. One day she co­mes over to our hou­se af­ter ha­ving be­en slee­ping el­se­whe­re for weeks. Her and my dad ha­ve this big talk. About a week la­ter, she says that she wants to talk to me so we met up for a cof­fee. I was kind of scared. I wasn’t su­re what was going on. I’d just as­s­u­med they we­re di­vor­cing. My mom sur­pri­sed the fuck out of me though. Here I was thin­king she was going to say she was mo­ving away and lea­ving us and this was the end.

In­s­tead, the first words out of her mouth, with tears in her eyes, we­re, “I’m so sor­ry that I pushed you away af­ter what hap­pe­ned with Cla­rence.” Of cour­se, I star­ted cry­ing then too. She told me that she’d be­en down a pret­ty rough road the last few months and ma­de of lots of mi­sta­kes but was try­ing re­al­ly hard to set things right. She said she wan­ted me as a fri­end again. She told me she was spea­king with Cla­rence again. Most im­port­ant­ly, she said that not on­ly could I speak to Cla­rence again, but that she wan­ted me to. She said that Cla­rence mis­sed me and she didn’t want to keep two peo­ple that she loved from seeing each other.

I told her that I was sor­ry I didn’t tell her that I knew about Cla­rence soo­ner. I said, “It’s kind of hard to tell your mo­ther that you know she’s be­en chea­ting.” She nod­ded, tears in her eyes. “So, are you and Cla­rence back to­gether?” She shook her head but said that she was ho­ping they could at le­ast be­co­me fri­ends again. Mom told me that she’d do­ne some serious­ly fu­cked up stuff and that it was going to take awhi­le to get eve­r­y­thing sho­red up.

Then she sur­pri­sed the fuck out of me again. “I was sort of seeing Wes, your old boyfri­end. In fact, I still see him. I didn’t know he was your Wes till af­ter we we­re to­gether.” This took me a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes to re­al­ly get a grip on. I wasn’t an­gry, just sort of sho­cked. I hadn’t spo­ken to Wes sin­ce he’d go­ne to pri­son. How did my mom even meet him? We fi­gu­red it out to­gether. Cla­rence knew Dell. Dell knew Wes. When my mom was out with Jay, they’d run in­to Wes. La­ter, af­ter he was out of OPP, Wes re­co­gni­zed my mom out at that re­stau­rant he wor­ked at and hit her up. Wes ob­vious­ly knew the who­le time, but neit­her of us we­re ve­ry sur­pri­sed that he’d kept that to him­self.

I thought I’d be mad, but ho­nest­ly, by the end of the con­ver­sa­ti­on, we we­re laug­hing about it and gos­si­ping about Wes, his cock, his ama­zin­gly hot smi­le and his mean stre­ak. It felt so good to talk with her again and feel li­ke I’d got­ten my mom and my fri­end back. She drop­ped an­other bomb on me, though. The vi­deo. She told me that Wes had shown her the vi­deo of Tony fuck­ing me. I co­ve­red my face with hands. All I could say was “Oh my god,” over and over.

But she took my hand and said, “Hey. It’s okay. We’re okay. I saw it. I’m not mad at you. I love you, okay?” She squee­zed my hand tight and then ca­me around, put an arm around me and kis­sed my tem­ple. I nod­ded, still fee­ling ter­rib­ly em­bar­ras­sed. She just held me and it felt so good to ha­ve my mom’s arms around me again.

Af­ter that, things we­re bet­ter. We we­ren’t BFF’s all of a sud­den, but we both felt li­ke we we­re hea­ded in the right di­rec­ti­on again. We be­gan tal­king and tex­ting mo­re of­ten. I told her I was okay with her seeing Wes, but that she should be care­ful. Wes could be a sna­ke. I told her all about John­ny too and ho­ped she could meet him soon.

Over the next few weeks, she kept me in the loop with her and my dad, the fact that they we­re in coun­se­ling again and that she might mo­ve back in. I was so ex­ci­ted to ha­ve my mom back in my life.

I wasn’t slee­ping with ma­ny guys though and my actu­al sex life with John­ny was spo­ra­dic. He sent me back over to Leo’s a few times, but it wasn’t of­ten enough. I was on­ly get­ting fu­cked may­be on­ce a week to­tal and for me that just wasn’t enough. I’d plan­ned on tel­ling John­ny this, but he beat me to it. I was tied to his ta­ble and he was play­ing with my nipp­les when he said, “This pus­sy isn’t get­ting used enough. I think you need to find some brot­has to sa­tis­fy.” I read bet­ween the lines on this one. He didn’t re­al­ly know anyo­ne out­si­de of Leo that I could play with. It ma­de me a litt­le sad. I thought about Wes and how fil­thy he and some of his fri­ends got.

Then it hit me, lay­ing right the­re, tied up, my nipp­les aching. It all went through my head so fast. Cla­rence and Wes. My mom wasn’t just ha­ving li­ke re­gu­lar old mom style af­fairs. She was out re­al­ly fuck­ing around. I thought about Cla­rence’s fri­end Sam that I’d slept with. Had he fu­cked my mom too? I thought about some of Wes’s fri­ends, li­ke Dai­ry and Ter­ran­ce.

John­ny must ha­ve se­en my look be­cau­se he as­ked if I was okay. I de­ci­ded I didn’t want to share this with him. This was my mom’s busi­ness. I nod­ded. He slip­ped a thick fin­ger in­to my pus­sy and said, “Al­right, I want you to clo­se your eyes, start fuck­ing my fin­ger and think about who you’re going to fuck for me.” My brain went in all kinds of weird di­rec­ti­ons. I’d al­rea­dy be­en tur­ned on. Now with his fin­ger in me, the palm of his hand rub­bing up against my clit, I star­ted ma­king the­se weird as­so­cia­ti­ons. I thought about Sam and Cla­rence, about Tony fuck­ing me in the ass on that vi­deo. Then I thought about my mom suck­ing off Cla­rence that time I saw them in the living room. Then I thought about fuck­ing Wes, then I pic­tu­red my mom doing it. It was in­sa­ne. All of the­se weird images just star­ted jum­ping in­to my brain.

Fi­nal­ly, I bl­ur­ted out “Tony!” be­cau­se I knew John­ny was wai­ting for an ans­wer. He as­ked me to tell him about Tony whi­le he fin­ge­red me. I ga­ve him the de­tails of my sex life with Tony whi­le John­ny fin­ge­red me and each time I ca­me clo­se to cum­ming, John­ny would back off and tell me that I couldn’t cum un­til I’d gi­ven him the en­ti­re sto­ry.

I fi­nal­ly got to cum, but the mo­ment it was over, I was back to thin­king about my mom again. It was bo­the­ring me that my mo­ther was some­how so tangled up in my own sex life. It was bo­the­ring me even mo­re that it wasn’t bo­the­ring me as much as I thought it should be. I know that makes no sen­se. The next few nights, it was re­al­ly hard for me to get to sleep. I en­ded up tex­ting Tony. He was re­al­ly sur­pri­sed to he­ar from me and said that he was sin­gle again and would love to hook up. He was out of town though and it might be awhi­le. I told him to hit me up when he got back.

I tex­ted Jen­ni­fer. She and I we­re han­ging out a lot and she was kind of seeing this new guy. I thought may­be he’d know someo­ne. Jen­ni­fer said she’d ask him. It took a few days, but she told me to co­me over that Sa­tur­day night and hang out at her guy’s place. John­ny was ex­ci­ted for the news and said, “Get pic­tu­res if you fuck around with anyo­ne. Vi­deo is even bet­ter. Re­mem­ber, con­doms un­less you get per­mis­si­on first. And make su­re they know about me be­fo­re you even touch ‘em.”

 “Yes, Sir.” I dres­sed up a bit, but not too much sin­ce we we­re just han­ging out. I al­so put on John­ny’s col­lar. That night, I met Devon. He Just Wasn’t Get­ting It

Jes­si­ca
John­ny drop­ped me off at Mikey’s hou­se. Mikey was Jen­ni­fer’s guy. We all hung out for a bit be­fo­re Devon ca­me over. I li­ked Mikey, most­ly be­cau­se of the way he tre­a­ted Jen­ni­fer. He was play­ful with her and some­ti­mes even a litt­le mean, but the­re was this squis­hy­ness un­der­neath and you knew he was re­al­ly to­tal­ly in­to her. I re­al­ly loved seeing Jen­ni­fer in love, too. She’d be­co­me my bes­ty and it was won­de­ful kno­wing that I had someo­ne who I could share my most in­ti­ma­te se­crets with and was al­so in­to black guys as well.

When Devon ca­me over, the­re was an al­most im­me­di­a­te spark bet­ween us. In some ways, he re­min­ded me of Wes. He had this kind of bad boy thing going on, sort of thug­ged out. I could tell right away that he was pro­ba­b­ly in­to a litt­le il­le­gal shit. But un­li­ke Wes, the­re was a boy­is­h­ness to Devon. He tal­ked a lot of shit, but I could see why he and Mikey we­re fri­ends. Un­der­neath all the gangs­ta shit was a re­al­ly sweet guy who didn’t seem li­ke he had it in him to tre­at a girl bad­ly.

We all hung out that night, got a litt­le high, wat­ched some TV. Mikey and Jen­ni­fer left us alo­ne for awhi­le to talk. That’s when things got weird. For the first time, I had to ex­plain John­ny to an­other guy. No, John­ny isn’t my boyfri­end. No, he knows I’m here with you. Yes, we’re a serious cou­ple. It’s not just ca­su­al hoo­kups. I had to drop on him the who­le idea that he was my ow­ner or Mas­ter. Which was weird be­cau­se John­ny and I had sort of tal­ked about things li­ke that, but not di­rect­ly. It was mo­re li­ke it was as­s­u­med. So try­ing to ex­plain it to Devon ca­me out kind of weird. At the sa­me time, I kind of li­ked say­ing that John­ny was my Mas­ter. It soun­ded odd, but right.

Devon took it okay, I guess. But he didn’t re­al­ly get it. He did say that he wan­ted to see me again though and we ma­de out a litt­le that night. All four of us agreed to hang out again soon.

In the mean­ti­me, I tex­ted Cla­rence and was so hap­py that he agreed to meet up with me. When he ans­we­red the door, I jum­ped up on him and threw my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist and ma­de him car­ry me in­to the living room. Oh my god! It was so good to see him again. We sat for hours on his couch, smo­king a litt­le, but most­ly tal­king. I fil­led him in on eve­r­y­thing that had be­en going on, my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Mi­cha­el, my re­la­ti­ons­hip with John­ny. It was li­ke no time had pas­sed with us. Of cour­se, we al­so tal­ked about my mom. Cla­rence said that they we­re just fri­ends and that my mom had a lot to work out and that he was going to try to help her. But I could see it in his eyes when he tal­ked about her that he’d mis­sed her a lot and the­re was mo­re than just fri­end­ship the­re.

I’d be ly­ing if I said that I wasn’t ma­king up ex­cu­ses to hug him. It felt so good to ha­ve my arms around him and to feel him next to me. He let me hug him all I wan­ted to and the­re was a mo­ment whe­re I thought I might try to kiss him, but I let it go. I was still re­al­ly at­trac­ted to Cla­rence, but with my mom and I just pat­ching things up, I didn’t want to make a mess of things again. I al­so won­de­red how John­ny would re­act to Cla­rence. I didn’t want John­ny to feel th­re­a­te­ned by my re­la­ti­ons­hip to Cla­rence. It was un­i­que and mo­re li­ke a fa­ther re­la­ti­ons­hip than any­thing. Soo­ner or la­ter, I knew they’d ha­ve to meet though.

About a week la­ter, I en­ded up at Mikey’s place again with Jen­ni­fer and Devon. Af­ter we’d all got­ten a litt­le drunk, Devon and I star­ted kis­sing on each other. Mikey and Jen­ni­fer went to his room and Mikey said we could fool around on the couch so long as we didn’t lea­ve a mess. I got on my knees and was going for his pants when he stop­ped me and as­ked (he actu­al­ly as­ked!) if we could do six­ty ni­ne. I told him yes and we took our time and got to­tal­ly na­ked. When he drop­ped his bo­xers, I actu­al­ly gas­ped. His cock was fuck­ing enor­mous. He was cut and I swe­ar he had to be ten in­ches. He wasn’t su­per thick, thank god, but he was big enough that it kind of scared me a litt­le.

He was al­rea­dy about half hard and I could feel my mouth wa­te­ring as I clim­bed on top of him back­wards. Devon put both hands on my ass and pul­led me down to him. For the most part, New Or­leans black guys are not in­to ea­ting pus­sy, but now I’d sud­den­ly found two of them who loved doing it. It was a litt­le dis­trac­ting to ha­ve him licking me whi­le I ga­ve him head, but I did my best. I could on­ly manage some of his cock in my mouth and even when I did a litt­le de­ep thro­a­ting on him, I could on­ly get about twothirds of him down. He see­med to li­ke it though and pret­ty soon, he was rock hard.

I slip­ped a con­dom on him and we fu­cked on the couch, me ri­ding him, slow­ly in­ching down and ta­king as much of him as I could. I couldn’t qui­te get the last inch or so in­to me, but I told him that if we did this a few mo­re times, I’d get him all in the­re. He was re­al­ly tal­ka­ti­ve, but it was all sort of ge­ne­ral sex talk and kind of sweet. I think he was hol­ding back be­cau­se he didn’t want to of­fend me or some­thing.

I stop­ped grin­ding on him, took his face in my hands and said, “I’m a dir­ty litt­le bitch, you ha­ve my per­mis­si­on to tre­at me li­ke one.”
 Devon li­ked that. A lot. I swe­ar, he ca­me not even a mi­nu­te la­ter. Then he said some­thing that kind of ru­i­ned the mood a litt­le. “Damn, Jes­si­ca. I re­al­ly li­ke you. I’m gon­na steal your ass away from John­ny.”
 He just wasn’t get­ting it. I li­ked Devon, I re­al­ly did. But I li­ked being John­ny’s pro­per­ty even mo­re. I ga­ve Devon this sort of ‘that’s ni­ce’ smi­le. We cudd­led on the couch a bit, na­ked, and wat­ched some mo­re TV. Devon was may­be 20 years old, about six feet tall, had a lot of gang tats and had this ama­zing shi­ny black skin that I just wan­ted to lick all over. Phy­si­cal­ly, he was the op­po­si­te of John­ny. But whi­le Devon was hot as fuck, he didn’t get me li­ke John­ny did. He was still in that who­le boyfri­end/gir­l­fri­end sta­ge and that just didn’t seem to fit me any­mo­re.
 Then I re­mem­be­red that I hadn’t taken any pic­tu­res. I as­ked Devon if he min­ded po­sing for a cou­ple of pics with me. We laid the­re on the couch to­gether, my hand on Devon’s cock, whi­le he got the best shots he could, hol­ding my pho­ne out at arms length.
 He went home af­ter that and la­ter, Jen­ni­fer ca­me out by her­self wea­ring just a thong. She fell in­to the couch next to me and snug­gled up. She smel­led li­ke weed and sex. It’s a gre­at com­bi­na­ti­on. She took my hand in hers and said, “Hey, can I ask a fa­vor?”
 “Of cour­se! Any­thing.”
 “Not to­night, but soon, would you ha­ve a three way with me and Mikey?”


Wes

Ka­te
Over the cour­se of months, I en­ded up back living in my home with Da­vid. I al­so en­ded up in a se­xu­al and sub­mis­si­ve re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence again. But the­re was a long tran­si­ti­on pha­se and it was a bum­py road. I’d be­en living with Phil, was pre­gnant and ba­re­ly on spea­king terms with Da­vid and Cla­rence. To get from lat­ter to the for­mer was a serious mind fuck.

When I think back on it, it al­ways co­mes back to that time in the tub af­ter the gang­bang. I’d cried be­cau­se I de­spe­ra­te­ly wan­ted someo­ne whom I loved to share all of that with. It’s ama­zing how you can be with a who­le group of peo­ple doing some­thing as in­ti­ma­te as ha­ving sex and still feel lone­ly. Sin­ce then, I’ve be­co­me con­vin­ced that my sex and all the ad­ven­tu­res don’t mean squat if I’m not sha­ring them with someo­ne I love.

It still bo­thers me a litt­le that Da­vid doesn’t know the ex­tent of my se­xu­al acti­vi­ties. May­be he thinks I met some other ver­si­on of him and we go to his hou­se and watch mo­vies, ha­ve ten mi­nu­tes of sex and that’s the end of it. I don’t know. But he’s ma­de it cle­ar that he wants no de­tails.

Any­way, I was stay­ing with Phil. I had the ab­or­ti­on, I hea­led up from that, the Chla­my­dia, the anal fis­su­res, my fa­ci­al brui­ses. I stayed away from the boo­ze and drugs whi­le I got my­self to­gether. My first out­break of the HSV-1 her­pes ca­me and went and it was fun­ny how in­si­gni­fi­cant it re­al­ly was. I guess peo­ple who don’t know about her­pes make a much big­ger deal about it than it re­al­ly is.

I was in the­ra­py with Da­vid, I was tal­king to Cla­rence, Bren­da and Jes­si­ca again. Da­vid and I hadn’t co­me to our agree­ment yet and Cla­rence and I we­re just fri­ends. Wes and I ho­we­ver, still had some­thing going. At le­ast, tech­ni­cal­ly.

I knew Wes was kind of a jerk. I re­al­ly did. But he al­so had a sick kind of ani­mal charm, that kno­wing se­xy grin, that way of ma­king you think some­thing was your idea when it was actu­al­ly his. Whi­le I was he­aling up, he was pret­ty good about tex­ting me stea­di­ly. He as­ked about my pus­sy and my ass. He said his cock re­al­ly mis­sed me.

Af­ter I felt li­ke I was all rea­dy to roll again, we met up. The first time was just a quick blow job. I’d be ly­ing though if I said that it wasn’t hot as all hell to ha­ve that pret­ty black cock of his back in my mouth. The se­cond time, we fu­cked for about an hour in the back of Dai­ry’s car. He was still stay­ing with Dai­ry and didn’t re­al­ly ha­ve much pri­va­te space. The third time, he tex­ted me short­ly af­ter a rough the­ra­py ses­si­on with Da­vid. I was still dres­sed for it, in fact. A mo­dest blou­se, a dress past the knees, pan­ty­ho­se and clo­sed to­ed kit­ten heels, ve­ry ‘con­ser­va­ti­ve mom’.

Wes told me to co­me straight out to Dai­ry’s place right away, that he had a sur­pri­se for me. I was re­al­ly an­gry and frus­tra­ted with Da­vid so I just said, “Well, if you’re cool with me not loo­king all hot, I’ll co­me right out.” He said he didn’t care how I was dres­sed, but to just hur­ry up. When I got the­re, he was the­re, along with Dai­ry, two other guys and a girl. They all loo­ked a litt­le fa­mi­li­ar, li­ke may­be I’d met them at Mon­roe’s par­ty. The sur­pri­se it tur­ned out was some re­al­ly fi­ne weed. As it turns out, that’s just what I nee­ded.

They’d be­en wai­ting for me, which I thought was sweet of Wes. We all pro­cee­ded to get high as all hell. Wes sat next to me and kis­sed on me, fond­led my tits, ran his hands up my thighs. Being high and get­ting that kind of at­ten­ti­on from him was just li­ke wa­shing all the bad shit of the day right off my bo­dy. It didn’t hurt that I could feel his hard cock through his pants. We all drank a litt­le whis­key and my pro­blems just floa­ted away. I was get­ting re­al­ly horny and I whi­s­pe­red to Wes, “Hey, you think Dai­ry will let us use his room to go fuck?”

Wes tur­ned to me and smi­led and said, “Oh you wan­na get some a this pipe?” He grab­bed his cock. I knew that smi­le and I sud­den­ly re­a­li­zed, Wes had be­en plan­ning some­thing el­se all along, the sneaky fu­cker. “I think if you wan­na use Dai­ry’s room,” he said loud enough for eve­r­yo­ne to he­ar, “You should at le­ast suck the boy’s dick. What you say Dai­ry? Sound fair?” Dai­ry nod­ded and smi­led. I tur­ned and loo­ked at the other two guys and the girl. They had this sort of sho­cked look on their faces. One of the guys sput­te­red out a bong hit.

Wes tur­ned to me. “Go suck Dai­ry’s dick and show ‘em how nas­ty you are. Do it.” I didn’t mind suck­ing Dai­ry’s dick. That wasn’t the is­sue. Dai­ry was hot and I’d al­ways had fun fuck­ing around with him. I certain­ly had do­ne shit in front of stran­gers be­fo­re as well. This felt dif­fe­rent though. The­se peo­ple we­re stran­gers who we­re dres­sed and not re­al­ly par­ti­ci­pa­ting. I kind of felt li­ke I was in a zoo all of a sud­den or a car­ni­val and I was a cheap at­trac­ti­on. But some weird switch in me cli­cked at that point. It was what­ever stran­ge part of my psy­che li­kes being hu­mi­lia­ted and con­trol­led and used. Call me cra­zy, but sud­den­ly the idea of tho­se peo­ple jud­ging me whi­le they wat­ched me suck Dai­ry’s cock was a big turn on.

I shrug­ged, got up and wal­ked over to Dai­ry. He grin­ned at me, pul­led out his cock, and I bent over, put my hands on his knees and grab­bed the head of his cock with my lips and pul­led. I heard litt­le gasps and mur­murs from our three onloo­kers and one, “God­damn!” I wig­gled my ass at them a litt­le bit and went to town on Dia­ry’s dick. I didn’t do the full on de­ep thro­at thing be­cau­se he was dres­sed and on his couch and I was li­a­ble to to­ss up all my whis­key. But I did even­tu­al­ly get down on my knees and gi­ve a ni­ce showy blow job. I su­cked on his balls, and li­cked the shaft up and down. I ran my tongue all around the head and jer­ked him whi­le I su­cked the top part of his shaft.

Dai­ry was loving it. I heard the girl say, “Oh, she is nas­ty.” But she said it li­ke a compli­ment, li­ke she was kind of tur­ned on. It ma­de me smi­le.
 I bat­ted my eye­las­hes up at Dai­ry. “You gon­na cum in my mouth?” He grin­ned down at me and nod­ded. He tip­ped his head back and ca­me in my mouth, hard. It was de­li­cious. I ate up eve­ry drop and li­cked him clean. I tur­ned back to Wes with a look on my face li­ke, ‘Ha! Didn’t think I would, did you?’.
 Wes grin­ned at me and pul­led me back to him on the couch. I no­ti­ced that he didn’t want to kiss any­mo­re which an­noy­ed me a litt­le. I thought Wes and I would go to Dai­ry’s room right away, but he said he wan­ted to hang out awhi­le lon­ger. We chil­led for a bit and then the other two guys and the girl de­ci­ded to take off.
 Wes star­ted mes­sing around on his pho­ne and then I wat­ched him pull out a litt­le vi­al of pow­der and pour some in­to my whis­key. He had that evil se­xy smi­le of his going from ear to ear. I put the glass to my lips and smel­led. “What is it?”
 He smi­led and said, “That’s K, ba­by. You gon­na dig it.” I shrug­ged and just went along, which by the way was the last in a series of stu­pid be­ha­viors in the pre­vious pa­ges. My ex­pe­ri­ence doing K, or Ke­ta­mi­ne, was one that comple­te­ly chan­ged the na­ture of my drug use from that day for­ward. I drank down my whis­key and off went the rol­ler coas­ter. Af­ter that, Wes took me in­to Dai­ry’s room and we got on­to his bed. He slow­ly un­dres­sed me, put­ting tho­se big soft lips of his all over my tits, his hands squee­zing my ass tight­ly. And my god, that cock of his. It’s a work of art. I spent a good ten mi­nu­tes sit­ting on the ed­ge of the bed, just licking it, suck­ing on it, kis­sing it.
 Then the K star­ted to hit and well, how to de­s­cri­be it? At the time, I’d say I li­ked it. Thank­ful­ly, Wes hadn’t gi­ven me a ve­ry big do­se. I heard la­ter about ‘K ho­les’ and a sort of dis­connect from re­a­li­ty you can get on it. I al­so heard la­ter that it’s of­ten used as a date ra­pe drug. You can ha­ve me­mo­ry loss and im­mo­bi­li­ty. Thank­ful­ly, I didn’t ex­pe­ri­ence eit­her.
 What I did get was a sen­se of eu­pho­ria and and out of bo­dy sort of sen­sa­ti­on. Eve­r­y­thing felt light and di­stant. At the sa­me time I got horny as all hell. By the time I’d be­en suck­ing on Wes’s cock for a few mi­nu­tes, I could actu­al­ly feel my­self soa­king the sheets I was sit­ting on. Wes pushed me back on the bed, grab­bed my an­kles and lif­ted my legs up. He put the head of that big black dick right up against my clit and just kind of rub­bed it back and forth.
 “Fuck the shit out of me, Wes, ple­a­se.” It was ex­cru­cia­ting not to feel him in me.
 “Beg for it, bitch. Tell me how bad you need it.” He was grip­ping my an­kles tight­ly and hol­ding my legs up high. I was clut­ching at my own tits, try­ing de­spe­ra­te­ly to wrig­gle my pus­sy down on­to him, but he kept in­ching away.
 “I need it so bad, Wes. I need you. I need you in me.”
 “You my pro­per­ty, ain’t you? Say it.”
 “I’m your pro­per­ty.”
 He slip­ped in­to me then and fu­cked me hard for a good half hour. We stayed in that po­si­ti­on for a bit and then he got me on all fours and fu­cked me from be­hind. Then I ro­de him and ca­me so in­cre­dib­ly hard that I fell over on­to him in a heap for a mi­nu­te, half pas­sed out. Then he put me on my back, lif­ted my knees un­der his arms and pin­ned my legs up high. I could feel eve­ry inch of that thick black dick going de­ep up in­side me. He got down clo­se to my face and said, “I’ma turn you out, bitch. You wan­na earn for me? Say you want to. Beg me. Do it. Or I’ma pull out right now and walk the fuck out.”
 “Ple­a­se don’t! Turn me out. I want to earn for you, ba­by. I want to. I’ll do it. I’m your who­re.” In that mo­ment, I re­al­ly meant it. It’s ea­sy to say things li­ke that when you’re high as hell and you’re on the ver­ge of an or­gasm. At that mo­ment, the thought of being Wes’ who­re was all I wan­ted.
 “That’s it, ba­by. I’ma cum in my white pus­sy. I own this fuck­ing pus­sy. From now on, I’m ma­king mo­ney on eve­ry dick that goes up in here.” He ca­me hard in me then and I clut­ched at him li­ke I was drow­ning and he was a life pre­ser­ver. We laid the­re for a bit and then he clim­bed off of me and star­ted put­ting his clo­thes back on. “Go clean up. You gon­na start ear­nin’ to­night. Don’t put tho­se clo­thes back on. In fact, gi­ve ‘em here. I don’t want anyo­ne seein how you was dres­sed. Let me know if you need some mo­re K or weed.”
 “Su­re.” I was still fee­ling this to­tal dis­connect from re­a­li­ty. Eve­r­y­thing just see­med ea­sy. I got up and wal­ked out of Dai­ry’s room to­ward the ba­throom. Dai­ry was wat­ching TV and tal­king to some guy sit­ting on the couch. I wa­ved, wal­ked in­to the ba­throom and clea­ned my­self up. I got Wes’ cum out of me, straigh­te­ned my hair, clea­ned up my run­ny eye­li­ner, wi­ped up my smea­red lip­stick. When I wal­ked back out, Wes was stan­ding the­re by the bedroom door, tal­king to the guy who’d be­en on the couch. He was in his la­te 40s, dres­sed in dark brown slacks, a but­ton down shirt hi­ding kind of a big bel­ly. He was bal­ding with his hair cut short. His hands had a ton of gold rings and he had a gold watch.
 “Hey, ba­by. This here is Gor­don. You tre­at him right.” I smi­led and took him by the hand and led him in­to the bedroom. When we got in the­re, I laid down on the bed and ran my hands over my tits, which we­re in­cre­dib­ly sen­si­ti­ve. Just tou­ching them sent the­se ama­zing litt­le shocks of ple­a­su­re through my nipp­les. “So, Gor­don, you wan­na fuck me?”
 “I’m gon­na get all up in your shit, ba­by.” He was hur­ried­ly un­doing his dress shirt and his pants. I could see his cock, half hard, po­king out of the top of his tigh­ty whitey un­der­we­ar. When he was na­ked he said, “Co­me on over here first though and get my dick hard.” He was cut but didn’t groom. He had a thick black bush of pu­bic hair. He smel­led a litt­le sal­ty and funky, but some­ti­mes that’s a good thing. I swal­lo­wed up his cock and he put both hands on the back of my head and pushed me down till my forehead ban­ged in­to his bel­ly. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes he tur­ned around, put his hands on Dai­ry’s dres­ser and said, “Eat my ass.”
 I spread his big ass cheeks. In the dark, I had to hunt for his ass­ho­le. He was even swea­tier and ear­thier in his back door. One of his hands ca­me back and pushed my face for­ward. It was a litt­le hard to brea­the. I re­a­ched un­der and fond­led his balls which we­re in­cre­dib­ly big and hung down a good three in­ches. They we­re some of the big­gest balls I’d ever felt. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes of me rim­ming him, he pul­led out a con­dom from his pants and rol­led it on. He had me get on the bed and then he clim­bed on top of me, slip­ping in­to me mis­si­o­na­ry. He was drop­ping his full weight down on me and he was big enough that it was a litt­le hard to brea­the.
 His breath was thick with li­quor and he clut­ched at my hair with one hand whi­le we fu­cked. I’m not su­re how long he went on, but it was a long time. Ama­zin­gly, even though I was to­tal­ly pin­ned un­der him, I felt my legs going up and my hips thrus­ting back at him. I heard him whi­s­per, “You gon­na cum on my dick, girl? You li­ke this? Cum on it.” I did. He kept going and then I heard a bang on the door. “Aight!” he yel­led back.
 A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, he pul­led out and managed to ma­neu­ver over me so that he was cum­ming on my tits and face. He jer­ked his cock at me and tho­se gi­ant balls just emp­tied them­sel­ves in an un­be­lie­va­ble amount of cum. The­re must ha­ve be­en six full streams of it. He hit my face and tits and neck. He squee­zed out the last few drops on my lips. “Damn, girl. That was a nut!” I smi­led at him.
 “Thanks for the or­gasm,” I said. This was fun! Af­ter that, we chil­led for a bit. I ca­me out and drank a bunch of wa­ter and had a litt­le mo­re whis­key and K. Dai­ry fell as­leep on the couch, but Wes was still awa­ke, tex­ting on his pho­ne, smo­king and wat­ching shit­ty TV shows. I wasn’t re­al­ly slee­py and I wasn’t re­al­ly awa­ke. I just sort of floa­ted in this dream­li­ke state. It’s a state whe­re you just don’t care about any­thing and any hea­vy thoughts just sort of drift past you li­ke a cloud or a wisp of smo­ke.
 La­ter, I’m not su­re how much la­ter, the­re was a knock at the door. I’d pul­led a litt­le blan­ket up over me and put my un­der­we­ar back on. We we­re wat­ching some crap on MTV, I think. Wes ans­we­red and two young guys ca­me in. They see­med to know each other at le­ast a bit be­cau­se they ga­ve each other tho­se sort of ‘guy hugs’. I saw cash ex­chan­ged and Wes tal­king to them in a low voi­ce whi­le they loo­ked over at me. Wes nod­ded at me and I sat up, let­ting the blan­ket fall a bit off me, sho­wing them my tits. Wes wal­ked one of them over whi­le the other sat down on the couch. Wes lea­ned in­to me and whi­s­pe­red, “Just a blow job for this litt­le nig­ga.”
 I nod­ded and took him by the hand and led him in­to the bedroom. He was ner­vous. When we got in the room, he star­ted get­ting un­dres­sed but he was doing it li­ke it was for a doc­tors ap­point­ment. He was sta­ring at me. “I ain’t be­en with no re­al ho be­fo­re.”
 I laughed and said, “I guess that’s what I am.” It see­med hilarious to me to he­ar that. He was young, re­al­ly young. Young enough, in fact, that I didn’t want to ask his age. I had a strong im­pres­si­on that he was un­der eigh­teen. He was slim and al­most to­tal­ly hair­less. His cock was so hard that it was pres­sing against his sto­mach. I had the fee­ling he’d cum as soon as I tou­ched him.
 I star­ted pushing him back on the bed. “Aren’t you gon­na gi­ve me a blow job?” He loo­ked wor­ried.
 “Yes, in a mi­nu­te.” On­ce I he was lay­ing back on the bed, I laid down next to him, not tou­ching his dick. “Touch my tits. Kiss me.” I let him kiss on me, his kis­ses we­re clum­sy and fast. I let him touch my tits, my hips. We went li­ke that for a few mi­nu­tes and he see­med to calm down a litt­le. “Go ahead and sit on the ed­ge of the bed.” I knew that if I te­a­sed him much, he’d just cum and then he’d feel chea­ted. I wan­ted him to feel li­ke he’d got­ten an actu­al blow job. His cock wasn’t enor­mous and I knew I could take him all in one go. I got down on my knees bet­ween his legs and just ate him up all in one smooth sli­de down to the ba­se of his cock.
 “Ho­ly shit!” he al­most stood up in sur­pri­se. I ca­me off of him re­al­ly quick­ly and smi­led. The­re was pre-cum oo­zing out of his cock, glis­ten­ing on the head. I went down again and this time I grab­bed the ba­se of his cock, squee­zed and star­ted bob­bing up and down ra­pid­ly. He put his hands flat on the bed and just kept in­ha­ling mo­re and mo­re. He ca­me re­al­ly hard and fast and I swal­lo­wed him all down. When I’d got­ten the last drop out of him, he stood up and rus­hed back to his clo­thes.
 “Thanks,” was all he said.
 As soon as he left the other guy ca­me in and Wes whi­s­pe­red to me, “He wants to get in your boo­ty. Let him. But that’s all he gets.” I nod­ded. I li­ked this game. When he left, I che­cked out the kid. He was about the sa­me age, but a litt­le mo­re built, a litt­le fur­ther along in be­co­ming a man. Thank­ful­ly, his cock wasn’t gi­gan­tic.
 I said, “We don’t ha­ve any re­al lu­be, so you’re gon­na ha­ve to go ea­sy.” He nod­ded si­lent­ly. His cock was se­mi-hard in an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on. Nor­mal­ly, I’d suck him off, but Wes had said nothing but my ass. I got on­to the bed, got on all fours, with my ass in the air. I spit on­to two of my fin­gers and re­a­ched back and star­ted play­ing with my ass­ho­le. “Is this what you’re gon­na fuck?”
 That got him hard fast. He slip­ped on a con­dom, spit all over it and then I told him to spit down at my ass­ho­le. I told him to hold still and let me back up on­to him. He had to push his cock down so that I could line my­self up, but I did and I was sur­pri­sed that the spit see­med to be enough. At le­ast, whi­le I was high as a ki­te it was wor­king. On­ce I’d got­ten most of him in­to me and had wor­ked him back and forth a few times, I said, “Okay. I’m good. Now fuck me.”
 He grab­bed my hips and star­ted pushing for­ward. He whi­s­pe­red loud­ly, “I al­ways wan­ted to fuck a MILF in her boo­ty. I se­en that shit on the in­ter­net. You li­ke it in your ass­ho­le?”
 “I fuck­ing love it.” He felt ama­zing back the­re. Then he sur­pri­sed me by picking up speed and strength and actu­al­ly gi­ving me a de­cent fuck­ing. I gr­un­ted each time his hips slam­med in­to my ass. I star­ted thin­king about Mon­roe and the brain scramb­ling ass fuck­ings he’d gi­ven me. I re­a­ched down bet­ween my legs and ma­stur­ba­ted hard. Then, just li­ke that, I was cum­ming again. I bu­cked and dro­ve my ass back to­ward him and a few mi­nu­tes la­ter, he ca­me. I re­al­ly wan­ted to feel his cum in my ass, but it was good we played safe.
 “I didn’t think wo­men li­ke you actu­al­ly we­re out the­re,” he said with re­al as­to­nis­h­ment on his face.
 “The­re are a lot of re­al­ly horny wo­men out the­re,” I said. “We li­ke sex just as much as you guys, may­be mo­re.” I ga­ve him a wink and he left with a big smi­le on his face.
 If the night had en­ded the­re, I would ha­ve be­en re­al­ly hap­py. I had an­other drink and some mo­re weed and I was ple­a­sant­ly stoned when an­other guy sho­wed up. I was in a phy­si­cal and emo­ti­o­nal hap­py place when the knock ca­me. Wes ans­we­red the door and as soon as this guy ca­me in, I knew he was going to be trou­ble. He was ob­vious­ly on some­thing. He was thin and wi­ry and loo­ked a litt­le on the dir­ty side. I saw he and Wes do the mo­ney ex­change and the­re was a litt­le talk bet­ween them. Then Wes ca­me over and said, “Gi­ve this guy what­ever he’s loo­king for.”
 I took him in the room but as soon as I took his hand, I got tur­ned off. He smel­led bad, li­ke he’d be­en swea­ting for a long time. He see­med hy­per and a litt­le ag­gres­si­ve. He wasn’t straight up dir­ty or fil­thy, just not clean. He got un­dres­sed and his cock was okay. I found my­self loo­king for so­res or any­thing that might in­di­ca­te an STD. He see­med al­right, I guess.
 “Get yo ass up, bitch. I’m gon­na pound it!” He see­med way too ea­ger. I got on all fours and he stro­ked his cock hard. I was a litt­le glad that he hadn’t as­ked me to suck him and thank­ful­ly, he put a con­dom on. He grab­bed my hips, slam­med for­ward, and comple­te­ly mis­sed my pus­sy. He ba­cked up and said, “Get that shit in the air, bitch!” He slap­ped my ass and this time, his cock didn’t miss. I bit my lip hard as he went in­to me. He wasn’t su­per long, but he was pret­ty thick and his cock had a sharp bend to it that was hit­ting me in a weird spot. I can’t say it felt gre­at. He put one hand down on the cen­ter of my back and pu­she me down and he got up high, fuck­ing sort of down in­to me. “That’s it ba­by, gi­ve it up. Gim­me that nas­ty litt­le pus­sy.” He poun­ded in­to me li­ke that for awhi­le and I thought at first I was get­ting wet from it. Then I re­a­li­zed it was his sweat, drip­ping down on­to me and run­ning down me.
 We chan­ged po­si­ti­ons so that I was ly­ing on my side and he wrap­ped an arm around my neck. “Grind that white pus­sy back on my dick, bitch. Co­me on, get it. Get that fat nig­ga dick.” I did my best to push back against him, but I was get­ting ti­red fast. I was ta­xing my bo­dy to over­load again and sud­den­ly, I just wan­ted to sleep. Then we we­re in mis­si­o­na­ry. Then me ri­ding him. Then he bent me over the bed. I was star­ting to dry up. He spit on my pus­sy, but he didn’t seem to ha­ve much spit. Fi­nal­ly, I said, “I need a break, ba­by. I’m all dried up.”
 “Fuck that. We take a break when I say. Keep wor­kin’ that dick, bitch.” He poun­ded in­to me even har­der.
 “Wes!” I cal­led out. A few se­conds la­ter, Wes ca­me in.
 “What’s up?”
 “I’m ti­red, ba­by. And dry. I need a break.” I was try­ing to squirm out from un­der the guy.
 Then Wes was on the bed, up abo­ve my head. He took my fo­re­arms and pin­ned them un­der his knees. He loo­ked to the guy and said, “You got five mi­nu­tes to nut and then you do­ne, ya heard?” Wes re­a­ched down, grab­bed be­hind my knees, pul­led up, grab­bed my an­kles and pul­led them up high and wi­de.
 “Fuck, Wes! Serious­ly, I need to stop! Let me go!” The guy grab­bed my thighs, poun­ded in­to me for an­other mi­nu­te or so with a fe­ro­ci­ty that was ma­king me te­ar up. I hadn’t torn yet, but I was dry enough that the fric­ti­on was re­al­ly un­ple­a­sant. All I could do was bi­te my lip, clo­se my eyes and hold on.
 “Fuck­ing thing to­re,” the guy said, loo­king down in dis­gust. He stop­ped for a mo­ment, pul­led out, and to­re off the rem­nants of the shredded con­dom. Then he went right back in­to me. It was bet­ter wi­thout the rub­ber. It actu­al­ly ea­sed things up on me. But af­ter an­other mi­nu­te or two, the guy still hadn’t cum. “Aight. You do­ne.” Wes’s voi­ce was firm.
 “Fuck that. I’ma wreck this bitch.” The­re was some blur­ry mo­ve­ment, a shake of the bed and then I sat up. Both of them we­re on the ground. Wes was on top of the guy, pum­me­ling him in the face. They scrap­ped and rol­led for a mi­nu­te and then Wes was up and ki­cked him hard in the gut whi­le he lay on the floor.
 “I told you, you do­ne. Get the fuck out out, bitch!” He ki­cked him hard again. The guy got up, grab­bed his clo­thes and hea­ded for the door. Dai­ry burst in at the sa­me time, a frea­ked look on his face. “We good,” Wes said to him.
 I sat the­re da­zed for awhi­le. It was Dai­ry who brought me a slee­ping pill of some kind and bott­le of wa­ter. I got both down and went to the ba­throom. I rin­sed my­self out with some warm wa­ter. Dai­ry said, “You can crash on my bed.”
 Wes said, “Ye­ah, al­right. We do­ne for the night. You do­ne good, ba­by.” He kis­sed my cheek. But right then, I knew. I was do­ne with Wes. I had to get to­tal­ly cle­ar of him.


Col­li­si­on

Jes­si­ca
A bunch of stuff star­ted to all co­me to­gether around the sa­me time for my mom and I. Things re­al­ly be­gan to sett­le in with John­ny and I and I don’t mean that in a bad way. I think eve­ry guy I’d be­en with be­fo­re John­ny al­ways see­med li­ke it was this cra­zy ri­de whe­re I knew it was doo­med to crash in the end. With John­ny though, I was in love. Ye­ah, I was in love with Wes and I loved Mi­cha­el too.

De­spi­te all the shit that went down with Wes and I in the past, I still had a soft spot for him. I’d call him a weak­ness in fact. It’s bet­ter that he’s not in my life any­mo­re. I can’t trust my­self around him. But I was in love with him be­fo­re I knew what love re­al­ly was. Mi­cha­el tre­a­ted me bet­ter, but he had so much shit of his own to deal with that we we­re ne­ver going to make it in the long run. I’m re­al­ly hap­py to say that John­ny and I are in love and to­gether to this day. We still ha­ve a litt­le bit to tell though about how my mom and I got to the point of wri­ting all of this down though.

Jen­ni­fer had as­ked me to ha­ve a three way with her and Mikey. Most­ly it was be­cau­se he had a fan­ta­sy of being with two girls and Jen­ni­fer on­ly re­al­ly tru­s­ted me. I li­ked Mikey, alt­hough he wasn’t my type, so I agreed. I’d ori­gi­nal­ly thought about wri­ting out a long sto­ry about that three way, but I’ve de­ci­ded to keep it short here. It was sweet. We took our time, did it so­ber ex­cept for a litt­le 420, and the­re was just lots of kis­sing and tou­ching.

Three ways with two girls are so dif­fe­rent than with guys. May­be it’s be­cau­se the­re’s on­ly one dick to go around and in a good three way dy­na­mic, eve­r­yo­ne wants to gi­ve eve­r­yo­ne el­se lots of at­ten­ti­on. So, the­re’s lots of kis­sing and pet­ting, lots of oral. You don’t re­al­ly feel as dri­ven to get off. It’s mo­re about explo­ring each others bo­dies and en­joy­ing the feel of two sets of hands on you.

I ca­me whi­le ri­ding Mikey’s dick (play­ing safe, of cour­se), Mikey ca­me whi­le fuck­ing Jen­ni­fer and Jen­ni­fer ca­me whi­le I was going down on her. I’m not re­al­ly in­to girls, but I re­al­ly didn’t mind with Jen­ni­fer, the sa­me way I felt a connec­ti­on with my cou­sin Al­li­son. It’s hard to ex­plain. I didn’t get arou­sed by going down on her, but I was re­al­ly hap­py when she ca­me. She got a litt­le mi­s­ty eyed af­ter­ward and we just held each other for a long time, with Mikey spoo­ning her from be­hind.

It was a good ex­pe­ri­ence and we’ve do­ne it a cou­ple of times sin­ce then. Be­si­des the fact that I’m not re­al­ly in­to girls though, we de­ci­ded we had to be care­ful be­cau­se Jen­ni­fer de­ci­ded that she was straight up bi­se­xu­al and she said she was star­ting to ha­ve fee­lings about me that we­re mes­sing with her head and with her and Mikey’s re­la­ti­ons­hip.

Mikey was a gre­at guy. He ga­ve her all the room she nee­ded. He even said he’d be okay if Jen­ni­fer wan­ted to date me whi­le she dated him. She and I de­ci­ded that wouldn’t be for the best though. Jen­ni­fer knew my fee­lings about wo­men and I think she was smart enough to know that I loved her in mo­re than just a nor­mal fri­end way, but that it wouldn’t de­ve­lop in­to the sa­me kind of fee­lings she had for me. We had a cou­ple of hea­vy, smo­ke in­fu­sed con­ver­sa­ti­ons and now we’re just re­al­ly tight fri­ends. I’d do any­thing for her.

Devon though…well, he be­ca­me an is­sue. He wasn’t kid­ding when he said he wan­ted to ‘steal me away’ from John­ny. John­ny had sug­ge­s­ted I start rea­ding some books that he li­ked, es­pe­ci­al­ly one cal­led, The Ethi­cal Slut. It’s a gre­at book and I re­al­ly re­com­mend it. The­re’s a litt­le bit of a hip­py thing going on with it, but for the most part, it’s a gre­at guide to ha­ving re­al­ly good he­al­thy re­la­ti­ons­hips that aren’t re­al­ly cen­te­red on mo­no­ga­my. A big part of the book deals with jea­lou­sy and pos­ses­si­ve­ness as bad things.

Any­way, this idea of being sto­len away from John­ny is some­thing that I just couldn’t get out of Devon’s head. I tried ex­plai­ning some of the things I’d read in the book. I tried to ex­plain the fact that I was part gir­l­fri­end, part sub­mis­si­ve, part sla­ve to John­ny and that Devon didn’t ha­ve to steal me in or­der for us to ha­ve a good time to­gether. But he was just stuck in this old school view of gir­l­fri­end and boyfri­end.
 Of cour­se, it got John­ny in a mood and he told me he wasn’t re­al­ly hap­py with Devon tal­king li­ke that. It al­so didn’t help that John­ny knew that Devon was hand­so­me and had a cock that ga­ve me some of the most ama­zing, spi­ne ting­ling or­gasms I’d ever had. It was wor­se that John­ny was self­con­s­cious about his weight and Devon was slim and tight.

John­ny re­spon­ded by try­ing to find dis­trac­ti­ons for me. He en­ded up fin­ding it with his fri­end Leo. He and Leo and a few other guys who we­re re­al­ly in­to vi­deo and in­ter­ra­ci­al sex knew some other guys in Hous­ton, Mo­bi­le and a cou­ple of pla­ces in Flo­ri­da. John­ny told me that the­re was going to be a full on sex par­ty up in Ba­ton Rou­ge and that he wan­ted to take me as his sla­ve. The­re would be some light BDSM, but most­ly this was a sex par­ty. It soun­ded ama­zing and I agreed to go wi­thout he­si­ta­ti­on. Who wouldn’t, right?

So, the par­ty en­ded up being a bust. Sort of. For some re­a­son the­re we­re a bunch of no-shows. Leo had hurt his leg in a car ac­ci­dent and was in no re­al sha­pe to fuck. He most­ly ca­me as a fa­vor to John­ny and to watch eve­r­y­thing. We did meet a cou­ple of peo­ple though and John­ny in­tro­du­ced me to a few of the ‘vi­deo guys’ that he was fri­ends with. That was whe­re the guys hat­ched this plan for a big week­end in Hous­ton. It was going to ha­ve to be a ways off be­cau­se of sche­du­ling, but I said that even if I was back in school that I’d make time to go. The­re was a bit of foo­ling around af­ter that. I actu­al­ly didn’t fuck anyo­ne, alt­hough we did ha­ve some in­te­res­ting play time.

John­ny hoo­ked me up to this wall mount thing in this guy’s den. It was li­ke a big woo­den X with res­traints on each end. John­ny had me face the wall and they hoo­ked my wrists up, my arms and legs stret­ched out to match the X. All three of the do­mi­nant guys the­re took turns on my back and ass with va­rious whips and flog­gers. The pain was okay, but mo­re than any­thing, I li­ked the fee­ling of being na­ked and ex­po­sed and vul­ne­ra­ble in front of tho­se guys. I li­ked the idea that I was na­ked and res­trai­ned and they could touch me or hurt me. My ass and shoul­ders we­re mes­sed up for days, but eve­ry time it hurt it was this gre­at litt­le re­min­der that ma­de me smi­le.

I met a few girls the­re too. It was ni­ce to meet other peo­ple in the ‘sce­ne’. It’s stran­ge be­cau­se I’m not re­al­ly su­re what the sce­ne was re­al­ly. I mean, it wasn’t par­ti­cu­lar­ly in­ter­ra­ci­al. It wasn’t straight BDSM or just sex. But it was kind of a mix. Some peo­ple we­re mo­re in­to some stuff than others. One girl, all she see­med re­al­ly in­to was ha­ving her tits tor­tu­red.

The on­ly re­al co­re of it all was the guys who we­re in­to doing the vi­deo. They shot a ton of it. Some of it, they said, en­ded up on the in­ter­net, eit­her being sold or put up on va­rious fe­tish fo­rums. But they said that that was actu­al­ly pret­ty ra­re. For the most part, they just kept the vi­de­os to them­sel­ves and traded with each other.

School star­ted up, my mom had mo­ved back in and we we­re re­al­ly star­ting to get clo­ser again. She was drop­ping hin­ts that she wan­ted to tell me mo­re about eve­r­y­thing that had hap­pe­ned and I wan­ted to be ab­le to share some of my ad­ven­tu­res with her, but we we­ren’t qui­te the­re yet. The­re was still some old mo­ther-daugh­ter bar­ri­er, even though I’d se­en her gi­ve head and she’d wat­ched me get fu­cked in a vi­deo. What­ever it was, it left our con­ver­sa­ti­ons fee­ling weird and un­finis­hed a lot.

Then the trip to Hous­ton ca­me. John­ny told me that alt­hough I’d be wea­ring a col­lar and he’d be ta­king me as his sla­ve, that this was most­ly a sex par­ty and the­re wouldn’t ne­ces­sa­ri­ly be a lot of BDSM going on. It had ori­gi­nal­ly be­en plan­ned to be at a ho­tel, but it got mo­ved to this guy’s hou­se. He had a hu­ge place way out in the sub­urbs. Let me say right now, that I’m not a big fan of Hous­ton. It’s frea­kis­h­ly big and spread out. You can drive for­ever and just see the sa­me shit and the sa­me hou­ses. I’ll take New Or­leans any day.

Any­way, John­ny dres­sed me in this cute litt­le ba­by­doll out­fit. Not re­al­ly the who­le ‘school­girl’ thing, but still going for cute over se­xy. I’d re­do­ne my hair back to red and I had it up in a top­knot. John­ny had gi­ven me this cute white thong with a pic­ture of a black roos­ter on it. Black cock, get it? Ha ha. You could just make it out through the litt­le dress I had on. The hou­se was re­al­ly big and had this hu­ge den that was kind of sun­ken in­to the floor a litt­le. I gues­sed that it must ha­ve be­en a five or six bedroom place, ea­sy. John­ny had me on this pe­ti­te litt­le le­a­sh at­ta­ched to my col­lar.

When we rang the bell, the guy who ow­ned the hou­se ans­we­red. We told him who we we­re and he che­cked a list. John­ny said they we­re try­ing to keep this from be­co­ming too out of hand with ‘fri­ends of fri­ends’ sho­wing up. So we go in and we see Leo and a cou­ple tal­king in the kit­chen. I make John­ny and I a drink and just as we are step­ping out in­to the living room, I turn and bam! The­re he is. Cla­rence.

I al­most drop­ped my drink. We’d be­en tal­king a lot and I’d be­en kee­ping him up to speed on things with John­ny and I. But I think be­cau­se he was so fo­cu­sed on try­ing to help my mom and not cre­a­te mo­re dra­ma, he’d be­en a litt­le hands off with me. So, the­re he was, loo­king all hand­so­me in a black col­la­red shirt and black slacks, his short beard trim­med per­fect­ly. He loo­ked me up and down with this kind of stun­ned look on his face. The on­ly thing he could say was, “Jes­si­ca.”

When his eyes went right, I loo­ked whe­re he was loo­king. It was down in­to the sun­ken den area. The­re we­re may­be a do­zen peo­ple down the­re ming­ling. Most we­re dres­sed, but a few of the wo­men we­re sho­wing tits or a lot of leg.

I al­most mis­sed her, but my eyes went back. The­re she was. My mom. She was on the couch with a guy I’d ne­ver se­en. One of her legs was slung over his and he had one hand all the way up her thigh. He was rub­bing it up against her pan­ties. She had a glass of cham­pa­gne in her hand and was ma­de up mo­re than I’d ever se­en her be­fo­re. She loo­ked beau­ti­ful. I to­tal­ly fro­ze up. Then we ma­de eye con­tact and her mouth fell open.


Good Rid­dance

Ka­te
So the­re I was, sit­ting with my legs spread, one of them over this guy I was flir­ting with, when I look up and the­re’s my daugh­ter, Jes­si­ca. At le­ast my clo­thes we­re still on. But let me back up. I need to ex­plain how I got to that par­ty and why I was with Cla­rence.

Af­ter the who­le Ke­ta­mi­ne and pro­sti­tu­ti­on thing I did with Wes, I was fee­ling pret­ty bad about my­self. Not so much about the actu­al idea of ‘who­ring’, be­cau­se ho­nest­ly, I don’t think it’s any­thing to be as­ha­med of. I’m one of tho­se peo­ple that be­lie­ve that pro­sti­tu­ti­on should be le­ga­li­zed, re­gu­la­ted and ma­de safer for eve­r­yo­ne. We should ha­ve eve­ry right to do with our bo­dies as we choo­se, in­clu­ding sell them. Le­gal just makes it safer for eve­r­yo­ne.

The re­a­son I was up­set is be­cau­se it was the op­po­si­te di­rec­ti­on from whe­re I was try­ing to head. Ye­ah, I’d had a rough night in the­ra­py with my hus­band the night be­fo­re, but I was try­ing re­al­ly hard to bring some sem­blan­ce of nor­mal­cy back in­to my life. I was wor­king hard at re­pai­ring my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence too. A drug fue­led ram­pa­ge of fuck­ing eve­ry guy in sight wasn’t re­al­ly going to help me.

I wasn’t su­re what to do af­ter that night. It took me most of the next day to get my shit to­gether and get home. I was serious­ly hung over. Cla­rence tex­ted me and as­ked how my the­ra­py had go­ne and I told him pret­ty bad­ly. I still hadn’t broa­ched the who­le idea of any sort of non­mo­no­ga­my and things just seem to keep get­ting wor­se.

La­te that night I got a text from Wes. He told me to co­me over to Dai­ry’s again. When I said no, Wes cut all pre­ten­ses of being my boyfri­end. “Get your ass over here or I’ll get Dai­ry to go look for you over at your hou­se.” Straight up black­mail.

I star­ted cry­ing. May­be this was what I de­ser­ved. De­spi­te try­ing to fix things, I’d put my­self in­to this si­tu­a­ti­on. May­be this was how it was sup­po­sed to end bet­ween Da­vid, Cla­rence and I. I dried up my eyes and told Wes I’d be over. He told me to dress up slut­ty and I did. I was still stay­ing at Phil’s at this point so it was ea­sy for me to lea­ve all do­ne up. When I got over the­re, I didn’t see Dai­ry. Wes and some guy we­re stan­ding on the porch.

Wes said, “This nig­ga gon­na take you back to his place. You goin’ all night. Here’s twen­ty for a cab back here.” I loo­ked over at the guy and was sur­pri­sed that he was actu­al­ly kind of cute. May­be in his ear­ly 30s, dres­sed a litt­le thug, but not so much he loo­ked li­ke he was try­ing to make up for some­thing. Still, the thought of just going off with some stran­ger had me scared. “He’s paid up till eight. Call me then. Let me know you on your way here.”

De­spi­te the fact that he loo­ked okay, the fe­ar was get­ting me bad and I wasn’t su­re how I was going to hand­le all this. I lea­ned in and whi­s­pe­red to Wes, “Can I get some­thing? K? Any­thing?”

Wes loo­ked at me, a slight­ly an­noy­ed look on his face. “Go on and put her in your car, nig­ga. Hold up. Right back.” He went in­side and the guy wal­ked me down to his car.

A litt­le re­li­ef sett­led over me when the guy tur­ned and actu­al­ly smi­led at me and said, “How you doin’, ba­by? I’m JT.” I ga­ve him a weak smi­le and told him I was Ka­te. We got in­to his SUV and Wes ca­me back and han­ded me a litt­le bag­gy. It had one joint in it and one litt­le pill.

“Take the pill soon. Smo­ke dat when you need it.” He tur­ned and wal­ked away wi­thout as much as a good­bye.
 We dro­ve off and on the way to JT’s place, I lear­ned that he was ren­ting me as a par­ty gift. We we­re going to a place whe­re a birth­day par­ty was ta­king place and I wouldn’t be the on­ly en­ter­tain­ment. Gre­at. That meant mul­ti­ple guys. But it ma­de me feel bet­ter that I wasn’t going to be the on­ly en­ter­tain­ment. Right away, I li­ked JT too. He was cute, fri­end­ly and had just enough of a bad boy ed­ge that I thought it wouldn’t be so ter­ri­ble to get na­ked with him.
 We en­ded up at a hou­se in the Car­roll­ton neigh­bor­hood and when we got the­re, the par­ty was al­rea­dy jum­ping a bit. It was most­ly guys, but the­re we­re a few girls. No­ne of them loo­ked ve­ry old though and no­ne of them loo­ked li­ke they we­re paid to be the­re.
 On the other hand, I stuck out. I was white first off. But I was al­so wea­ring a white tank top, a white mi­nis­kirt, black fis­h­nets and a pair of white plat­form heels. I loo­ked li­ke a hoo­ker. Or at the ve­ry le­ast, a strip­per. JT took me in­side, whi­le peo­ple wat­ched us. He took me in­to a litt­le back bedroom through a pret­ty big hou­se. The­re we­re two other girls sit­ting on the bed, ful­ly dres­sed, smo­king ci­ga­ret­tes. JT left me with them for awhi­le and said he’d gi­ve us a yell when we should co­me out. He ca­me back with a few beers and we wai­ted. The girls we­re paid strip­pers. One of them said, “Whe­re do you strip?”
 “I don’t.” This was awk­ward.
 “Are you ama­teur?”
 “Well, no. I’m not a strip­per.”
 It took them both a se­cond and then they got it. Con­ver­sa­ti­on kind of died down for a bit. But then one of them, a young white girl with ble­a­ched blon­de hair said, “So, do you li­ke it?” I re­a­li­zed the ques­ti­on was kind of a dif­fi­cult one to ans­wer wi­thout get­ting in­to ex­pla­na­ti­ons.
 The ans­wer I ga­ve her though was ho­nest. “I li­ke the sex. A lot. I just don’t li­ke all the bull­shit that goes along with it.” I swal­lo­wed the pill down that Wes had gi­ven me with some beer.
 About a half hour la­ter, we got cal­led out to the living room. It was all guys ex­cept for one girl. They we­re ar­ran­ged in a fair­ly big circle on cou­ches and chairs and stan­ding. I whi­s­pe­red to JT that I re­al­ly wasn’t a ve­ry good dancer and had no ex­pe­ri­ence strip­ping.
 “That’s all good. You don’t ha­ve to. Just go sit on Ky­le’s lap. Birth­day boy. He’s that one, wea­ring the Saints hoo­die.” JT poin­ted him out. He was a young guy, may­be mid to la­te 20s with a set of short thick dreads and a big wi­de smi­le, big lips and a big broad no­se. We all wal­ked out to hoots and yells. The other girls got up on the ta­ble and star­ted dan­cing to the mu­sic that was being pum­ped in pret­ty loud­ly. I went over to Ky­le and he wel­co­med me in­to his lap.
 He felt me up a litt­le, but for the most part he was chill and I found my­self actu­al­ly re­la­xing and just wat­ching the dancers with eve­r­yo­ne el­se. JT par­ted the crowd a litt­le in one cor­ner to re­ve­al a po­le that they’d set up and one of the girls mo­ved to that. The girls we­re ama­zing. They knew how to work a crowd, gi­ving litt­le mi­ni-lap dances, lay­ing on the ta­ble and wri­thing all over it, wor­king the po­le from top to bot­tom. I was ent­ran­ced. It hel­ped that the pill was ta­king ef­fect. What­ever it was, it was just ta­king the ed­ge off of eve­r­y­thing. I felt re­la­xed and ea­sy going. Al­most slee­py,but not qui­te. The strip­pers even­tu­al­ly strip­ped down and the guys we­re get­ting wor­ked up. Ky­le lea­ned in and said, “I can tell you’ve got a boo­ty on you girl. I’m loo­king for­ward to seeing it.” I smi­led down at him. The girls did a bit of light kis­sing and tou­ching each other, get­ting eve­r­yo­ne re­al­ly ri­led. That’s when Ky­le said, “Let’s go.” When we got up, eve­r­yo­ne chee­red at us and yel­led the en­ti­re time we we­re cros­sing the room, Ky­le hol­ding my hand.
 He took me to a bedroom, clo­sed the door and said, “Wes wasn’t ly­ing!”
 “Oh ye­ah? What did he say?”
 “He said you was a fi­ne loo­king ol­der wo­man with gre­at tits and ass and we­re to­tal­ly in­to brot­has.” He was loo­king me up and down with a smi­le. “Ex­act­ly what I wan­ted.”
 “You wan­ted an ol­der wo­man?”
 “Shit ye­ah! First, I ain’t ne­ver be­en with a white girl be­fo­re. White girls get freaky. But eve­r­yo­ne knows you la­dies over bout 30 got that cra­zy sex drive and all that ex­pe­ri­ence and shit. That’s what I want!”
 “Al­right then. That’s what you get.” I slow­ly strip­ped down for him and he sat on the ed­ge of the bed wat­ching. When he was do­ne, he had me turn around and back up to­ward him and I’m not kid­ding when I say he spent ten mi­nu­tes doing nothing but tou­ching, squee­zing and kis­sing my ass. It was li­ke it was ho­ly to him.
 He kept say­ing “God! Damn!” Then he’d shake my ass li­ke it was a gi­ant bowl of Jell-O. Even­tu­al­ly, he as­ked me to un­dress him and he wan­ted to just lay in bed and touch me for a long time. He rub­bed my feet, kis­sed my thighs, fli­cked at my nipp­les with his tongue. His cock was rock hard and ve­ry ni­ce loo­king. He was well trim­med and clean and smel­led ni­ce. I re­al­ly li­ked this guy and it was ma­king the who­le thing much ea­sier to do. We spent clo­se to an hour doing that and he see­med to re­al­ly be ha­ving fun. I was too, and tou­ching his throb­bing dick was get­ting me a litt­le wor­ked up. Even­tu­al­ly, he pul­led out a con­dom and as­ked me to put it on.
 He fu­cked me mis­si­o­na­ry for a whi­le and it was slow and se­xy. Then he said, “Okay, Wes said you take it in the butt. That’s what I want.” I smi­led and got to my pur­se and pul­led out my ti­ny bott­le of lu­be, put­ting a litt­le on his cock and a big glob on my ass. He got be­hind me whi­le I got on all fours. We spent a few mi­nu­tes try­ing to work him in­to me sin­ce he was pret­ty big and I hadn’t had any­thing in my ass yet that night.
 By the time it was in, he’d go­ne soft a litt­le, but he got hard again fast when he managed to sink all the way in­to me. “God! Damn! Pass me my pho­ne. I got a get a pic of this shit. My fuck­ing black dick all up in your white ass.” I re­a­ched over, pas­sed it to him and he took a few shots of his dick in me. He slow­ly fu­cked my ass, ne­ver going fast, just slow­ly going all the way in and then al­most all the way out. A few times, he spread my ass with his hands and pul­led all the way out, pausing, then plun­ging back in­to me. Fi­nal­ly, he as­ked me to lay flat on my sto­mach. He got on his knees on top of me, fuck­ing my ass with my cheeks spread as far as he could spread them. When he ca­me, he fell on top of me in a heap, lay­ing the­re hea­vi­ly brea­thing. I felt won­der­ful­ly se­xy and con­tent.
 Li­ke I said about the last time I’d who­red for Wes, I re­al­ly wish the night would’ve en­ded the­re. When he was finis­hed, he told me to wait the­re. I knew I was the­re till 8am and it couldn’t be la­ter than 1am when he was do­ne cum­ming. Ky­le brought in some other guy and told me to suck him off. I sat on the ed­ge of the bed and ga­ve him a blow job. By the time I was do­ne, three other guys we­re in the room and the­re was some­thing that im­me­di­a­te­ly put me on ed­ge with one of the guys.
 I de­ci­ded that now would be a good time to smo­ke that joint. I as­ked Ky­le if I could smo­ke it and he said it was okay. I didn’t know what was going to be in it and I was actu­al­ly kind of gra­te­ful that it tur­ned out to be one of the la­ced ones that Wes of­ten ma­de. Not on­ly did I even out, I actu­al­ly found my­self get­ting a litt­le wor­ked up for mo­re sex.
 The guy who put me on ed­ge, loo­ked pret­ty ave­ra­ge. Nothing spe­ci­al. But the­re was some­thing in his eyes that said he was going to be the one that would cau­se trou­ble. Su­re enough, when the next guy step­ped up wan­ting a blow job, this other guy, I heard someo­ne call him Stacks, pushed his way bet­ween us. “Fuck this. I’m ti­red of wai­ting. You want yo dick su­cked, go ahead, but I’m get­tin’ that pus­sy whi­le you do.” I’d be­en sit­ting on the ed­ge of the bed and he pul­led me off and tur­ned me around and pushed me for­ward so that I was bent over the bed.
 I tried to push up off the bed, but he grab­bed one wrist and pul­led it be­hind my back so that my face went back down on­to the bed. His legs stradd­led mi­ne and I heard him pul­ling out his dick from his pants. I was high enough that I was al­rea­dy not re­al­ly ca­ring about this as much as I should ha­ve. I heard him say, “Tell me to fuck you, bitch.”
 “Fuck me. Do it. Hard.”
 “That’s right bitch. That’s the on­ly way I do it.” He pul­led back on my arm and I felt his dick sli­ding bet­ween my legs. I re­a­li­zed he hadn’t put a con­dom on and the sud­den fe­ar get­ting pre­gnant again or get­ting an­other STD flas­hed through my head. It was li­ke he read my mind be­cau­se he said, “That’s right. I’ma fill you up with this dick juice.” He pul­led back on my arm, pain­ful­ly, and thrust his hips for­ward. His cock was big, thick and long. Thank­ful­ly I’d had sex ear­lier and was a litt­le stret­ched and wet. Still he was big enough that he fil­led me and stret­ched me to the point of pain and I cried out. He be­gan just ram­ming in­to me li­ke a jack­ham­mer. The­re wasn’t any style or rhythm, just an­ger and ag­gres­si­on.
 He lea­ned for­ward, grab­bed my hair and pul­led my face up from the bed. “Someo­ne put a dick in her mouth.” But I was so low to the bed and being fu­cked so hard that when a guy clim­bed up on the bed and sat on his ass in front of me with his legs spread out wi­de, I couldn’t do mo­re than make a to­ken ef­fort at licking the head. He slap­ped his cock at my cheeks and lips.
 Just when I thought he couldn’t fuck me har­der, he some­how pi­cked up strength, ma­king a ‘Uhh!” sound eve­ry time he slam­med for­ward. As much as it all hurt, I sud­den­ly re­a­li­zed that I was going to cum.
 “Oh fuck! Don’t stop! Pound my cunt!” He kept going and I ca­me on­ce re­al­ly hard and then I was cum­ming again, and again. Af­ter the third, I was going kind of limp out of ex­haus­ti­on. My la­bia we­re so swol­len and my clit was so sen­si­ti­ve that I was just kind of shutting down. The guy stop­ped, got na­ked, and pushed me up on­to the bed. He got on his knees bet­ween my legs and lif­ted my knees up by my head. He used his bo­dy weight to pin me down and he had a thin sheen of sweat all over his hea­vi­ly tat­tooed chest.
 He clo­sed one hand around my neck as he star­ted to pi­le drive in­to me and said, “Open your mouth, bitch.” When I did he loo­ked around and said, “This is how you do white bit­ches, boys.” He hawked and then spit right in­to my mouth. “Swal­low it, bitch!” I did and as I did, I star­ted to get in­to this re­al­ly weird, de­ta­ched head space. This wasn’t re­al­ly hap­pe­ning to me any lon­ger. My bo­dy star­ted to feel li­ke it be­lon­ged to someo­ne el­se and I was just wat­ching. He spat in my mouth again, ma­king me swal­low. Then he be­gan to cho­ke me. Even mo­re stran­ge was the fact that I felt my­self or­gasm again, not on­ce, but twi­ce. Bet­ween the drugs and his ag­gres­si­on, they felt stran­ge and di­stant. It was all ple­a­sant and I felt li­ke the re­al me was just bal­led up in a co­zy bed some­whe­re, wat­ching this hap­pen to me on a TV.
 His cho­king was hard enough that I felt the­se far away stabs of pain in my neck and I be­gan to see the­se ti­ny blue and red ex­plo­si­ons in my vi­si­on. Then a hand was tur­ning my face to one side and the­re was a cock the­re, being jer­ked. Cum shot out of it and went in­to my mouth, on my lips, my cheeks, my eyes.
 I lap­ped at the cum, sort of ab­sent­min­ded­ly. He was still cho­king me and things we­re kind of going soft and fuz­zy and gray. I actu­al­ly thought, “I think he’s going to cho­ke me to death.” I had my hands wrap­ped around the arm he had on my thro­at, but I wasn’t try­ing to pull it off. Then his hands mo­ved away and the gray slow­ly fa­ded. As his cock slip­ped out, I felt a stream of se­men run out of me and down to my ass. A few se­conds la­ter he was off me. I rol­led over in­to a fe­tal po­si­ti­on in a kind of dull shock.
 Someo­ne rol­led me for­cib­ly over and the­re was an­other cock at my lips. It pushed for­ward and went down my thro­at. I was in no sha­pe to actu­al­ly gi­ve a blow­job, but I guess they didn’t care be­cau­se they we­re cum­ming al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly. I tried to swal­low, but my thro­at was star­ting to burn and and I coughed a lot of it up. Then the­re we­re hands on my knees and I heard a voi­ce say, “Tell me what you want, bitch.”
 I heard my own voi­ce. “I want dick.”
 “What kind of dick?”
 “Big black dick.”
 As an­other cock slip­ped in­to me, my bo­dy just frea­ked. I think that other guy had fu­cked me so hard that I was still in shock a litt­le and at the sa­me time, I’d got­ten used to ha­ving some­thing in that space. My back ar­ched and I clut­ched out at the bed. “Ho­ly fuck! I’m going to cum again.”
 I ca­me again, ar­ching my back and clut­ching wild­ly at the bed, cry­ing and whim­pe­ring. It was a blur. Some­ti­me la­ter, whi­le I was lay­ing on my sto­mach, some­bo­dy jer­ked off on my ass. La­ter, I fell as­leep. I wo­ke up and some guy was try­ing to fuck me but his cock wasn’t hard and he couldn’t get it in me. He star­ted yel­ling, but not even re­al­ly at me. He wan­de­red off and I fell back as­leep.
 Then, JT was wa­king me up. I rol­led over, de­li­rious. “Fuck,” he said, “They wre­cked you, girl.” I half way sat up. I still had that de­ta­ched fee­ling. The­re we­re things I’d for­got­ten or bla­cked out, but I still had this stran­ge mix of pain and ple­a­su­re cour­sing through me. “I can’t take you back to Wes li­ke this. He will lo­se his shit.” I saw that JT had a wor­ried look on his face. I managed to get to a small mir­ror in the room and was hor­ri­fied. The­re we­re black marks on my neck. I had a black eye. The­re was a small cut on my lip and I had dried cum all over my face.
 “Fuck, Wes is gon­na flip out,” I said in a flat un­af­fec­ted voi­ce. This was ri­di­cu­lous. I couldn’t do this any lon­ger. I star­ted to feel tears co­me in­to my eyes.
 JT said, “Let me take you to my place. We’ll get you clea­ned up and Wes will ne­ver know. I’ll tell him I’m going to pay for you for awhi­le. Cool?”
 I nod­ded. “Su­re.” I tex­ted Wes and said that eve­r­y­thing was good and that JT was going to take me to his place for a few hours. I got my stuff to­gether and we wan­de­red out of the par­ty. It was still going on, but it had died down a lot. I didn’t see the strip­pers.
 The guy who’d cho­ked me was still the­re though and he in­ter­cep­ted us and said, “Hey, ba­by. I know you had a good time. Here’s my num­ber the next time you need a re­al man to fuck you.” He slip­ped a pie­ce of pa­per in­to my hand and we left. My ex­pres­si­on must ha­ve be­en as blank as my brain.
 JT took me to his place and I want to say to JT, even though that’s not his na­me and he’ll pro­ba­b­ly ne­ver read this, thank you, JT. You sa­ved me that day and we­re a re­al gentleman. He took me to his place, ran me a bath, ma­de me a cup of tea and let me sleep in his bed. He un­dres­sed me care­ful­ly and kind­ly and didn’t touch me in­ap­pro­pri­a­te­ly at all. It wasn’t just that he hel­ped me when I was phy­si­cal­ly in­ju­red. It was that his kind­ness in tho­se hours re­al­ly mit­i­ga­ted the emo­ti­ons I was fee­ling about what had hap­pe­ned at the par­ty. I stayed the­re for a few hours and then sent Wes a text that I’d go­ne home and would get my car from his place la­ter.
 JT ma­de me break­fast and then dro­ve me back to my car and I ga­ve him a hug. I got my car back to Phil’s, went to bed and slept and slept. The next night, we would ha­ve repea­ted the who­le thing if I hadn’t put my foot down. Wes cal­led, I went over to his place. He saw the marks on me, but didn’t say any­thing. He just ga­ve me a dir­ty look li­ke I’d put them the­re my­self. He had me blow a guy the­re on Dai­ry’s couch, which I be­grud­gin­gly did.
 Af­ter that though, I told him I was do­ne who­ring for him and I was do­ne with him. We had to se­vere ties. He wasn’t hap­py at all. I thought he was going to get vi­o­lent. In­s­tead, he said, “Am I gon­na ha­ve to go talk to your old man. Or Jes­si­ca? Am I gon­na ha­ve to send a cou­ple of vi­de­os of you around to some folks?” I told him no. I was temp­ted to say that he should go ahead and do it. In­s­tead, I de­ci­ded to be compli­ant. I stayed for the eve­ning but no one sho­wed. He had me suck him and Dai­ry off.
 Af­ter­ward, I went straight to Cla­rence’s hou­se and de­ci­ded to spill my en­ti­re si­tu­a­ti­on to him. I’d told him a lot of things, even about my pre­g­nan­cy, but I’d left out the nas­ty dy­na­mic bet­ween Wes and I. Now I spil­led it all.
 Cla­rence’s re­ac­ti­on took me by sur­pri­se. He said, “From here on out, you let me hand­le this. First, you ha­ve to tell your hus­band about your de­sire for some­thing other than tra­di­ti­o­nal mo­no­ga­my. You ha­ve to do it now. Next, stop tal­king to Wes and all tho­se fu­ckers. I’ll hand­le Wes. Don’t re­spond to his texts, don’t ans­wer his calls. You’re lea­ving Phil’s to­night and stay­ing with me un­til you are back with Da­vid.”
 And that’s what hap­pe­ned. The next the­ra­py ses­si­on, I said to Da­vid, “I want to be with you, I want to be your wife, but I can’t de­ny that I ha­ve an ur­ge to ha­ve a sex life out­si­de of you. I want to find a way we can make both things hap­pen.” To my sur­pri­se, Da­vid ac­quie­sced. He didn’t want to know about my out­si­de life and he didn’t want to gi­ve me any de­tails about his, but we agreed to just pre­tend that our ex­tra­cur­ri­cu­lar life was as in­no­cuous and un­ex­ci­ting as han­ging out with fri­ends or going to the gym.
 As far as Wes goes, I ne­ver spo­ke to him again. Cla­rence hin­ted that they’d had a talk. La­ter I saw that Cla­rence loo­ked li­ke he’d be­en in a fight. Months la­ter I heard that Wes was back in jail. Cla­rence told me not to ask ques­ti­ons and I agreed, hap­py to just be do­ne with him.
 That was the big tur­ning point for Da­vid, Cla­rence and I. Da­vid and I both grew clo­ser and far­ther apart at the sa­me time. We sort of shut the door on our sex life, de­ci­ding to be hus­band and wife, fa­ther and mo­ther, part­ners, room­ma­tes, but not lovers. Cla­rence and I went down a comple­te­ly dif­fe­rent path. He and I be­gan again first as fri­ends, then be­ca­me in­ti­ma­te part­ners. It was a long, slow pro­cess that is still going on.
 Our re­la­ti­ons­hip is pri­ma­ri­ly a se­xu­al one, but I’m far mo­re emo­ti­o­nal­ly in­ti­ma­te with him than Da­vid. Cla­rence li­kes to say he owns me. I li­ke that. I li­ke being Cla­rence’s pro­per­ty. He tre­ats me well, he fucks me li­ke I need to be fu­cked. He’s strong and mas­cu­li­ne and smart, both sa­di­stic and kind. He’s al­so pri­va­te and spends most of his time doing things he doesn’t tell me about. But he makes su­re I’m sa­tis­fied and we play with his fri­ends when I’m good.
 So, this was all de­ve­lo­ping and co­ming along when Cla­rence in­vi­ted me to the par­ty in Hous­ton. We got in­vi­ted by Ed­die, our fri­end in Mo­bi­le. He was re­al­ly in­to doing vi­deo porn stuff and his circle of vi­deo fri­ends had ar­ran­ged this play par­ty. I agreed to go and I was all dres­sed up, flir­ting with a guy, my legs spread, and the­re’s Jes­si­ca. She loo­ked ad­ora­ble and, wi­thout try­ing to sound cree­py, se­xy. The­re was a re­al­ly big guy next to her hol­ding a thin le­a­sh at­ta­ched to a litt­le black lea­ther col­lar around her neck.
 I heard Cla­rence say to Jes­si­ca, “May­be it’s time you and your mom sit down and re­al­ly talk.”


The Three Of Us And The Tub

Jes­si­ca
So, I guess this is whe­re we kind of ex­plain how we got to whe­re we are now and how this book ca­me about in the first place.
 That night at the par­ty in Hous­ton, whe­re my mom and I saw each other, was a big night for us. And for tho­se you out the­re who are ex­pec­ting me to tell you that she and I got in­to some big weird in­cest thing, sor­ry, didn’t hap­pen.
 What did hap­pen was that both John­ny and Cla­rence we­re ama­zing. They sug­ge­s­ted that we be left alo­ne to talk for as long as we nee­ded. Our host ga­ve us a room, the guys brought us drinks and said they’d be back to check on us. Sin­ce my mom al­rea­dy knew I’d do­ne some kinky shit and had be­en with Wes and I knew that she’d be­en with Cla­rence and Wes, it didn’t take a ton of time for us to kind of just both say ‘Hey, we’ve got sex lives and we’ve be­en with some of the sa­me guys, let’s just talk.’
 So we did, for hours and hours. Both of our guys we­re re­al­ly un­der­stan­ding and I think they did a litt­le bit of play­ing around at the par­ty with some other girls, but we nee­ded the time alo­ne.
 We co­ve­red a lot of ground that night. My mom told me about the guy she’d met at dad’s par­ty years back and how she and my dad didn’t re­al­ly ha­ve much of a sex life any­mo­re. She told me how she star­ted to li­ke black guys and how she so drawn to Cla­rence.
 I told her that af­ter I’d se­en her with Cla­rence that I star­ted loo­king at black guys dif­fe­rent­ly. How he’d set me up with Dell, how I met Wes. We didn’t get in­to my drug use then and neit­her of us tal­ked about the pro­sti­tu­ti­on or any of the hea­vier stuff. But by the end of the night a big change had hap­pe­ned. My mom and I be­ca­me mo­re than just mom and daugh­ter and mo­re than just fri­ends. We we­ren’t just bon­ded by our mu­tu­al love for black guys eit­her. It was the fact that she had me to talk to about her sex life out­si­de of my dad and that she wasn’t being jud­ged for it. We al­so both un­der­stood that we we­re sort of ma­de from the sa­me mold when it ca­me to sex. We li­ked a lot of the sa­me things.
 I still felt bad that she was chea­ting, but I don’t think anyo­ne should be de­nied a he­al­thy sex life. When she told me about their who­le ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ thing, I thought that was good enough for me. I wish it could be dif­fe­rent, but I guess it works for them.
 John­ny and Cla­rence got along okay as well. I wouldn’t say they be­ca­me buds or any­thing, but they un­der­stood each other and I think John­ny saw why I li­ked Cla­rence so much.
 Af­ter that night, I told John­ny that I wan­ted to spend some mo­re time with Cla­rence and as­ked if he’d be cool with it. John­ny said that he would, but that he nee­ded to main­tain a certain con­trol over it. Cla­rence re­spec­ted that.
 What we fi­nal­ly all grew in­to is that John­ny is my boyfri­end and my Mas­ter. Cla­rence is my Dad­dy. I spend time with both of them and we ha­ve our own un­i­que re­la­ti­ons­hips. I spend my time with John­ny in gir­l­fri­end and sub­mis­si­ve ro­le, whi­le I’m mo­re of a naugh­ty dad­dy’s girl for Cla­rence. My mom ho­we­ver ma­de it cle­ar that she wasn’t com­fort­a­ble with the idea of Cla­rence and I ha­ving a phy­si­cal re­la­ti­ons­hip. At le­ast, not yet.
 They’d on­ly re­cent­ly star­ted ha­ving sex again and it was still re­al­ly sen­si­ti­ve with them. Over the next few months, my mom and I and Cla­rence hung out to­gether a lot. Most of the time, we’d just smo­ke a litt­le and she and I would share sto­ries. Most of them are here in this book. Then one night, Cla­rence had us over. He had some­thing on his mind and we all had a litt­le to drink and smo­ke be­fo­re he ope­ned up.
 He said, “So, I know you two ha­ve be­en tal­king and I know you’ve told each other a lot of stuff. But…You’ve told me a lot mo­re. Both of you. Which means the­re’s stuff you are hol­ding back from each other. I know you both well enough to know that you’d be ama­zed how much you ha­ve in com­mon and I think you need to share it. So, I’m going to ask you to trust me.”
 We both agreed that we tru­s­ted him. He led us in­to the ba­throom car­ry­ing a big bott­le of wi­ne and a pipe full of Kush and star­ted run­ning a hot bath. When we got in the­re, he just said, “Trust me.” Then he slow­ly star­ted un­dres­sing my mom. I think she and I we­re both hol­ding our breath, but we didn’t say any­thing.
 He took off eve­ry bit of her clo­thing. I’m still ama­zed at how beau­ti­ful my mom is and I re­al­ly li­ke seeing her na­ked. He kis­sed her soft­ly on the lips and said, “Get in the tub.” When she’d sett­led in, he han­ded her the bott­le of wi­ne. Then he loo­ked at me and said, “Trust me,” again. Then he slow­ly un­dres­sed me. I was fee­ling a litt­le woo­zy as he took of the last of my clo­thes and I was fee­ling re­al­ly ex­po­sed in front of my mom. She ga­ve me this hu­ge smi­le though and I felt bet­ter.
 When he was do­ne, he kis­sed me on the forehead and said, “Get in the tub. Fa­cing your mo­ther.” I got in, both of us sit­ting in the hot wa­ter, our knees up. He han­ded me the pipe and then sat down on the toi­let and said, “Now both of you talk. All of it. Eve­r­y­thing you’ve told me but ha­ven’t told each other.”
 My mom took a big swig of wi­ne and I took a big hit of the pipe and we swap­ped. Then…we tal­ked. Cla­rence just lis­ten­ed and nod­ded or smi­led. We went back and forth and it just star­ted all co­ming out. We both cried at va­rious points. We tal­ked about STD’s, the pro­sti­tu­ti­on, the drugs, the stuff with my cou­sins, all the dumb, dan­ge­rous shit we’d do­ne. My mom told me about the pre­g­nan­cy and even the thing with the dog. It all just ca­me spil­ling out, fas­ter and fas­ter. I feel so lucky that I can ha­ve a re­al open con­ver­sa­ti­on with my mo­ther about sex, even kinky stuff.
 We pro­mi­sed then to not keep stuff from each other any lon­ger. We hug­ged fier­ce­ly in the tub that night and it’s one of my fa­vo­ri­te me­mo­ries. In fact, it was such an im­port­ant mo­ment for both of us that eve­ry on­ce in awhi­le, we get to­gether over at Cla­rence’s and do it again. Most­ly it’s for Cla­rence be­cau­se he loves seeing us na­ked in the tub.
 The­re’s nothing se­xu­al about it, but I guess you could say it was sen­su­al. We sit in the tub, gos­sip, wash each other, a cou­ple of times we’ve even shaved each other. My mom is beau­ti­ful and awe­so­me and has be­co­me bet­ter than a best fri­end.
 I tur­ned her on to the book, The Ethi­cal Slut and Cla­rence tur­ned us on to an­other book cal­led Sex at Dawn which is ab­so­lu­te­ly fa­s­ci­na­ting. It’s li­ke a his­to­ry and bio­lo­gy and so­cio­lo­gy book about sex and it says that being mo­no­ga­mous is kind of li­ke being a ve­ge­ta­ri­an. It’s a choice we can make, but it’s not ne­ces­sa­ri­ly na­tu­ral. It’s a re­al­ly good book and it was ni­ce to read some­thing that ma­de me feel less li­ke a to­tal weir­do for how I see sex and re­la­ti­ons­hips.
 A litt­le whi­le la­ter, my fri­end Jen­ni­fer ga­ve me 50 Sha­des of Grey to read and my mom and I both thought it was kind of sil­ly. My mom had star­ted up school again and had be­en ta­king some wri­ting clas­ses. We we­re tal­king about it one night and she said some­thing li­ke, “We could wri­te one cal­led  50 Sha­des of Black. We said it as a joke, but Cla­rence star­ted sug­ge­s­ting that we wri­te some stuff down. My mom wro­te a few short sto­ries but she kept them on her com­pu­ter and didn’t let anyo­ne be­si­des me and Cla­rence see them.
 I loved Tum­blr and alt­hough it’s most­ly pho­tos, I was the one who ca­me up with the idea of the blog. Cla­rence, my mom and I all sat down and star­ted tal­king about how we wan­ted to do this, what the point was and how we should go about pro­tec­ting our­sel­ves and the other peo­ple we love. When I told John­ny about the ba­sic idea, he said it was okay, but that he didn’t want to read it or know the de­tails at all. He said he tru­s­ted Cla­rence to hand­le it and that it could be some­thing that he and I and my mom could do to­gether. He al­so said that he didn’t want any pic­tu­res of me going up on the blog. Pic­tu­res of me are strict­ly John­ny’s do­main and he didn’t want to mix all that stuff up.
 So, that’s why you won’t see pho­tos of me on the blog. I re­spect my guy too much to break that ru­le. That said, I’m try­ing re­al­ly hard to get him to change his mind!
 I’ve cut down on my drug use a lot. Most­ly just beer and 420 the­se days. I kiss on my Dad­dy, Cla­rence, and stay the night at his place some­ti­mes. He’s re­cent­ly star­ted wat­ching me play. He even wat­ched me gi­ve Sam head, which was AMA­ZING! For the most part though, I’m still explo­ring with John­ny. He and I play a lot by our­sel­ves, but he al­so en­cou­ra­ges me to find other guys and let him film. My Dad­dy is re­al­ly good at hel­ping me find play part­ners.
 All in all, I feel li­ke I’m re­al­ly lucky. I ha­ve a gre­at fa­mi­ly, a gre­at boyfri­end and Mas­ter, a gre­at Dad­dy, won­der­ful fri­ends and so much to look for­ward to. Sex is still a hu­ge sour­ce of joy for me and I proud­ly we­ar the la­bel of slut!


Last Thoughts

Ka­te
So that’s our sto­ry. I’m still with Da­vid, he doesn’t know about my life with Cla­rence and I in­tend it to stay that way. Jes­si­ca is with John­ny who is a re­al­ly gre­at guy. We’re both in school. Ke­vin is still with Mal­lo­ry.

Spea­king of Ke­vin, some of you might won­der how I re­ac­ted when Jes­si­ca told me about their re­la­ti­ons­hip. To be ho­nest, it didn’t sur­pri­se me. Ke­vin was al­ways an odd boy and he and Jes­si­ca ha­ve al­ways be­en ve­ry clo­se. On­ce I had the full sto­ry from her, she as­ked me ne­ver to con­front him about it. I think his fee­lings for his sis­ter and what hap­pe­ned bet­ween them are pret­ty pri­va­te and I don’t think em­bar­ras­sing him at this point would do him any good. But, if for some re­a­son, he ever finds out that I know, I’d want him to know that I’m okay and I love him to death no mat­ter what. He’s grown up to be a fi­ne man that I’m ve­ry proud of.

I al­so wan­ted to say a few things about ra­cism, pow­er and sub­mis­si­on here. I grew up with the at­ti­tu­de of ‘we’re all equ­al’. At the heart of it, as hu­man beings, we’re equ­al, re­gard­less of race, gen­der, na­ti­o­na­li­ty, what­ever. But equ­al doesn’t mean the sa­me.

Per­so­nal­ly, and I speak for Jes­si­ca as well, we find our­sel­ves at­trac­ted to black men far mo­re than to white or other back­grounds. That doesn’t mean that all black men are bet­ter than all white men or that they all ha­ve big­ger dicks or are bet­ter lovers. Black men are men be­fo­re they are black. White men are men be­fo­re they’re white. Peo­ple are peo­ple as the old 80s song goes.

That said, it’s be­en our ex­pe­ri­ence that, as a ge­ne­ra­li­za­ti­on, black men are bet­ter lovers and are a litt­le mo­re en­do­wed. But big­ger isn’t al­ways bet­ter and de­spi­te what the porn sites show you, black men are not all wiel­ding foot long cocks and run­ning around con­stant­ly erect try­ing to im­pre­gna­te white girls. That kind of ste­reo­ty­ping, even if it’s por­tray­ed as a po­si­ti­ve, is actu­al­ly a ne­ga­ti­ve. Li­ke I said be­fo­re, black men are men first. Some ha­ve smal­ler than ave­ra­ge dicks, some aren’t good lovers, some ha­ve low sex dri­ves.

We li­ke black men for a lot of re­a­sons, but in the end, it’s not any mo­re va­lid than say­ing we li­ke cho­co­la­te ice cream mo­re than va­nil­la ice cream. It’s re­al­ly that sim­ple. In the end, it doesn’t re­al­ly mat­ter why we li­ke it, it’s that we en­joy it open­ly and that it doesn’t mean that peo­ple who li­ke va­nil­la are wrong. What can I say? We’re girls who pre­fer cho­co­la­te.

In re­gards to pow­er and sub­mis­si­on, when I say I sub­mit to a black man, I’m choo­sing to sub­mit to a man that hap­pens to be black. Yes, the­re is a fan­ta­sy ele­ment the­re. Yes, I’m awa­re of the ra­ci­al im­pli­ca­ti­ons and the his­to­ry. But if eve­r­yo­ne in­vol­ved is awa­re of it, and is con­sen­ting, then play­ing with tho­se dy­na­mics can be a ve­ry he­al­thy and po­si­ti­ve thing, I think. Cla­rence doesn’t ha­ve pow­er over me be­cau­se he’s black. Cla­rence is black and he has pow­er over me. Im­port­ant dis­tinc­ti­on. And he has pow­er over me be­cau­se I’ve cho­sen to gi­ve it to him. It’s se­xy to gi­ve up your pow­er to someo­ne el­se. I guess for others, it’s se­xy to ha­ve it!

I’ve kept my pro­mi­se to Cla­rence and ne­ver as­ked what went down with Wes. Li­ke we said ear­lier, his na­me pops up from time to time and we he­ar ru­mors. Most­ly that he’s in and out of jail. As far as his fri­ends go, I still run in­to Phil now and then, but I’ve de­ci­ded to stay away from his circle as it’s too ea­sy for me to slip in­to drug use around them that can spi­ral out of con­trol. I ne­ver played with Ty­ro­ne again alt­hough I’ve told Cla­rence that I’ve fan­ta­si­zed about it. To be ho­nest, I’ve fan­ta­si­zed about being with a dog again too. It hasn’t hap­pe­ned, but I’d do it again if I had the chan­ce.

Ve­ry few peo­ple know about Jes­si­ca and I being mo­ther and daugh­ter be­cau­se we so ra­re­ly ha­ve the sa­me part­ners. Out­si­de of our time with Cla­rence, we just don’t spend a ton of time to­gether with guys. Part of that is that I don’t want to rub my chea­ting in Jes­si­ca’s face. It’s al­so be­cau­se we don’t want any third par­ties gues­sing our connec­ti­on. The­re are pho­tos and vi­de­os of us in­di­vi­du­al­ly around the web. They’ve got­ten out over the years. Some even in­clu­de our faces. But as far as we know, Wes is the on­ly one who’s ever tried to exploit that and no one has ever said ‘hey, I saw you on the in­ter­net.’

I think even­tu­al­ly, I’ll be okay with Jes­si­ca slee­ping with Cla­rence. It’s going to hap­pen soo­ner or la­ter and I need to let go of it. I still get a litt­le jea­lous when I see them kiss or touch…alt­hough I’m not su­re which one I’m fee­ling pos­ses­si­ve of.

We both still sleep with a fair amount of guys, though the num­ber of stran­gers or one night stands has drop­ped to a mi­ni­mum. Both Jes­si­ca and I ha­ve men in our lives now that hap­pi­ly make su­re we are sa­tis­fied, eit­her by them or by the men they set us up with.

I’d al­so li­ke to ad­dress some­thing we men­ti­o­ned at the be­gin­ning of our sto­ry. We had to fictio­na­li­ze certain things to co­ver our as­ses. Most­ly it’s being do­ne to pro­tect the iden­ti­ty of Jes­si­ca and I as well as Da­vid and Ke­vin. But the­re we­re lots of other con­si­de­ra­ti­ons too. We ob­vious­ly al­ways used fa­ke na­mes or at the ve­ry le­ast shuffled them around. We chan­ged dates, time­li­nes, pla­ces or se­quences of events so that just in case someo­ne who was actu­al­ly at one of the­se events we­re to hap­pen to read this, they pro­ba­b­ly wouldn’t think it was about them.

The­re we­re two things we wan­ted to accom­plish with the­se sto­ries. One, we wan­ted to share all of the cra­zy and un­u­su­al series of things that led us up to whe­re we are now. Two, we wan­ted to let you all read sto­ries that we thought we­re se­xier than “50 Sha­des of Bo­ring”.

We co­ve­red a lot of hea­vy to­pics here, but I want to em­pha­si­ze, and Jes­si­ca is with me on this, that the worst thing we did (be­si­des my chea­ting) was be so ca­su­al about un­sa­fe sex. I can’t say this enough - fuck li­ke bun­nies peo­ple, but do it safe­ly! Use con­doms, get tes­ted, look your part­ner in the eye and ask them if they are clean and look for signs they aren’t!

I don’t be­lie­ve doing drugs is wrong, neit­her is fuck­ing a to­tal stran­ger. But doing a hu­ge amount of drugs be­fo­re you even know what they are and ha­ving a stran­ger fuck you ba­re­back is the height of stu­pi­di­ty. Bet­ween us, Jes­si­ca and I ra­cked up three STD’s, a pre­g­nan­cy, and god knows how ma­ny yeast in­fec­ti­ons.

I al­so am not against pro­sti­tu­ti­on, but don’t do it the way we did. Wes was an ass and he was ta­king ad­van­ta­ge of our ea­ger­ness to ple­a­se and we let him. La­dies, they are our bo­dies and the­re is NOTHING wrong with using them for our ple­a­su­re or others. Just, ple­a­se, do it safe­ly, sa­ne­ly and with com­pas­si­on and em­pa­thy in your hearts. Get in­vol­ved with peo­ple who will pro­tect and nur­ture you. Hold your heads high and spread your legs be­cau­se it feels good.

When it co­mes to the sex with the dog…Well, here’s my take on that: I don’t be­lie­ve that ani­mals can gi­ve con­sent the way peo­ple can. Ho­we­ver, no one forced the ani­mal in my si­tu­a­ti­on and he see­med ea­ger to do what he did. That’s as clo­se to con­sent as you get in the ani­mal world. If any ani­mal tries to run away or cries, I think that im­plies you don’t ha­ve con­sent. So, as far as I’m con­cer­ned, if you bend over and an ani­mal tries to mount you, it’s on you to de­ci­de if you want to let it or not. I think what I did with that dog was fi­ne and ple­a­su­ra­ble for both of us.

We know that over the cour­se of rea­ding this book,\ ma­ny of you find us to be dis­gus­ting, re­pre­hen­si­ble, amo­ral, sin­ners. We chea­ted, lied, we­re did drugs, sold our bo­dies. May­be some of you for­gi­ve us or un­der­stand us. May­be some of you are cu­rious about black men now. May­be some of you are po­si­ti­ve you’ll ne­ver be with a black guy. We can ac­cept all of your judg­ments. It’s okay. We’ve be­a­ten our­sel­ves up enough, we can hand­le your judg­ments. But we ho­pe that even as you jud­ge us for one thing, you’ve found some­thing el­se in the­se pa­ges that ex­ci­ted you or spar­ked your cu­ri­o­si­ty. We would call that a vic­to­ry.

If you’re in New Or­leans and you’re a hand­so­me black man and you see someo­ne that you might think is eit­her Jes­si­ca or my­self, don’t bo­ther to ask, be­cau­se we’ll de­ny it. In­s­tead, buy us a drink, gi­ve us a smi­le and you might just get to take us home for the night.

 You can al­so find us at: ka­te­and­jes­si­ca.tum­blr.com 
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