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Ashley Goes Black
 
   1.
 
   It was her senior year at the University of Virginia and Ashley Barnes needed to fulfill her cultural diversity requirement.  
 
   She wasn't looking forward to this.
 
   A lot of her sorority sisters had taken classes in the Gender Studies department, but Ashley wasn't too keen on that idea.  Ashley felt like she was everything that the Gender Studies girls were trying to distance themselves from.
 
   For starters, she was blonde, pretty, with big blue eyes.  She had an attractively curvy body that she didn't mind showing off in tiny shorts and tight tops.  She was old fashioned too.  She liked cooking and expected men to be able to change the oil in her car.  Even worse, Ashley had been born into a family which could provide her with nice things: a six-bedroom house, expensive summer vacations, a great education, tennis camps, piano lessons, nice clothes, ski trips, and a brand-new BMW when she turned sixteen.  
 
   Which is why Ashley knew that there was no way that she could spend a whole semester reading the collected works of Gloria Steinem.  Instead, Ashley decided to take a class in the African-American Studies department.
 
   It was about black people.  
 
   How hard could it be?
 
   According to the syllabus, the class was an introduction to African-American culture.  They would start with slavery and work their way up to the present day.  
 
   Like most survey courses, it was a big class held in one of the auditoriums.  Right off, Ashley was surprised by the appearance of the students.  Of the three hundred students, there were maybe only thirty or forty actual African-Americans.  And most of them were student athletes who all bunched up together like some sort of pack.  The rest were white kids like Ashley.  And even more interesting, most of them were females.  
 
   One day, while Ashley was waiting for class to begin, the pale brunette sitting next to her said, "This is probably my favorite class.  I love telling my parents that I'm writing a paper on black superiority.  You should see my dad.  It's the only time I've ever seen his face turn purple.  Full purple.  The best part is: he's the one paying for the class."
 
   Ashley smiled politely, but she wasn't sure what the appropriate response was.  She knew that it wasn't uncommon for some white girls to flaunt interracial relationships in front of their parents.  Most likely it was a way of getting attention from mothers and fathers who were being neglectful. 
 
   The pale brunette's name was Erin Farmer.  Ashley could tell just by looking at her that Erin wasn't in a sorority.  Erin was certainly a very beautiful young woman, even striking.  But she was way too arty-looking to be a Greek.  Erin often wore headscarves, and homemade jewelry, and dresses that looked like they were from the 70's.
 
   And yet, despite their differences, Ashley and Erin began sitting next to one another in class, oftentimes sharing notes or proofreading each other's writing assignments. 
 
   It wasn't long before Ashley realized that one of Erin's favorite things to do was vocalizing sensational thoughts.
 
   "Well," said Erin one day, "I think I should totally get some extra credit in this class. Because last night I definitely did my best in making sure one African-American male got his reparations."
 
   "Reparations?"  Ashley said, looking over at her friend.
 
   Erin nodded and grinned.  "My pussy is so sore.  Holy fuck.  I could barely walk to class today.  I guess that's what I get for being a white girl with a bubble butt."
 
   Ashley did that nervous laughter thing she always did when Erin said something shocking.  Then she said, "Oh my God, Erin!  You're so crazy!  I've never met anyone like you before."
 
   "Oh, that's right," Erin said.  "You're still dating those whiteboys.  Um, why do you even bother?  You're in college.  I'm pretty sure that this the time you're supposed to experiment."
 
   Ashley just rolled her eyes.  "No all of us are so ...liberal."
 
   Erin made a scoffing sound and flipped open her laptop.  As she was signing in, she said, "What's the name of your boyfriend again?"
 
   "Chris," said Ashley, not sure where this was headed.  "His name is Chris."
 
   "Uh-huh," said Erin, distractedly looking at the computer screen now.  "And how long have you been going out?"
 
   Ashley knew the answer to the day, but pretended like the information was hard to remember.  "Well, I guess, almost a year."
 
   "Uh-huh," said Erin again, turning the computer screen so that Ashley could now see it.  "And does Chris have a body like this?"
 
   For a while Ashley just sat there staring at the picture on Erin's laptop.  She was shocked into silence.  It wasn't that she'd never seen a picture of a naked man before.  She'd seen her fair share.  After all, there was this thing called the Internet and girls got just as curious as boys did.  
 
   But at the same time Ashley Barnes had certainly never seen a picture like this.
 
   "Oh dear," she managed to mutter, her eyes wide with interest.
 
   The guy looked like he was cut from stone, his skin polished ebony.  Everything about him was so ripped, so incredibly masculine.  He didn't have a six-pack, he had an eight-pack.  His flat stomach, his wide chest, his broad shoulders --it was like everything about him seemed designed to garner female attention.
 
   Though what Ashley found herself looking at the most had nothing to do with his upper body. 
 
   It was beautiful --long and thick and all one dark color.  He wasn't even hard, but Ashley guessed that he was at least twice as big as Chris.  Until that moment, she didn't even know that they made guys like that.   
 
   Overwhelmed with strange sensations coursing through her, Ashley's eyelids fluttered and she could feel her nipples become hard and pointed beneath her lacey white bra.  She didn't even realize that she'd automatically started licking her lips and arching her back so that her ass poked out. 
 
   "Who is that?" Ashley said after she managed to regain enough composure to talk.  Tucking a few fugitive strands of wispy blonde hair behind her ear, she said, "I mean..."
 
   "I thought so," said Erin, with a knowing look.  "Yeah, we've been dating for a couple of months now.  As you can clearly see, all men are not created equal."
 
   Ashley nodded in agreement.  "You're lucky.  He's beautiful.  He has a beautiful, uh, body."
 
   "Yeah, just don't tell him that," Erin said.  "He already thinks that he's God's gift to women.  When we go out to the clubs I have to beat off all the little snow bunny hoes with a stick. But I'm not letting anyone near my man!"
 
   Ashley tried imagining Erin dressed up in some club attire, hanging on the arm of this black Adonis, while trying to scare off a bunch of other sex-crazed white women.  Considering the fact that a few decades ago, blacks and whites had different bathrooms, she considered this to be a sign of the times.  Things had changed a lot.  And very quickly.  
 
   No wonder some white guys hated interracial relationships so much.  They used to have worry about big black men coming and taking away attractive white women.  Now they had to worry about attractive white women fighting over big black men.  
 
   Ashley was abruptly yanked from her thoughts when she heard someone clear their throat.  She startled, turned around in her seat, her cheeks ruddy with a mixture of excitement and embarrassment.  
 
   He was much older than most of the other students.  He had to be a least forty with very black skin and a shaved head.  He had small, somewhat narrow eyes, but large facial features and a jaw line which was too masculine.  When he saw what Ashley and Erin were looking at on the computer, his eyes creased with delight and his  large purple lips turned upwards.
 
   "I was going to ask you two beautiful ladies if you had notes from the last class," he said with a lecherous grin.  "But I can see that you're taking African-American Studies to a whole new level."
 
   He started laughing.  Cruelly.
 
   Ashley looked over at her friend, but even bold and brassy Erin looked somewhat embarrassed by what was going on.  
 
   Presently, both white girls seemed to be searching for a hole in the ground that they could fall into.
 
   The same could not be said for their new friend.  Looking directly at the pretty blonde one, the older black man extended his hand and said, "I'm DeShawn.  If you ever need some help in your African-American studies, I'd love to teach you.  I can ride my students a little hard, but I'm firm and loving."
 
   "Oh sure," muttered Ashley, noticing how small and fragile her little white hand looked as it was swallowed up in DeShawn's huge dark grasp.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



2.
 
   Ordinarily, Ashley would have turned off her iPod as soon as she entered the lecture hall for her African-American Studies class.  But today she deliberately left the music blaring in her ears as she shuffled in with her head down.  
 
   As soon as Erin looked up she could tell that something was wrong today.  Ashley didn't just look like she'd been up all night.  She looked like she'd been crying all night.  Wishing to comfort her friend, Erin leaned over and put her arms around Ashley. 
 
   "Let me guess," Erin said in a soft voice.  "I take it you're having some boyfriend problems."
 
   "As a matter of fact," Ashley said, "we did sort of have a fight.  I should probably change my relationship status.  Not that I expected that to last forever."
 
   Today Erin was wearing a sassy red ribbon in her hair and lipstick to match.  "Well, the good news is that you look like you've got all the tears out of the way.  That's always the hardest part."
 
   Ashley smiled, but shook her head no.  Only after sitting there for a while did she start to explain what had happened yesterday.  
 
   It started --of all places-- in the library.  Ashley was doing the research she needed to complete an extra credit assignment for African-American Studies.  Each student was supposed to trace their family lineage as far back as possible.  Ashley knew that the assignment shouldn't have been too difficult since her family was supposed to have been in Virginia for a very long time.  
 
   And after only a couple of hours, Ashley traced her father's side of the family all the way back to the early 1800's --where she found out that they been prosperous slave traders!
 
   On the verge of bursting into laughter, Erin said, "For real?  So that's why you have been crying?  Because you found out that your family used to be slave traders?"
 
   Feeling a sudden rush of embarrassment, Ashley asked her friend to please keep it down.  She didn't want everyone in the African-American Studies department to know her family's dirty secrets.  Moreover, this wasn't something that she was taking lightly.  She told Erin that as soon as she uncovered her shameful past, she felt this tremendous amount of guilt.  She couldn't believe that she was part of a family that would do such a thing.  
 
   "They sold people," Ashley said to Erin in strict confidence.  "They bought and sold people like those people were nothing more than farm animals.  Can you imagine?  I mean, it's one thing to hear about that stuff from a history professor.  But it's another thing to find out that you're part of a family which profited from human slavery.  I feel like I have this dirt on me now that no amount of soap or bathing will ever get off.  I feel utterly disgusted."  
 
   After that Ashley collapsed on her desk, visibly exhausted.
 
   Erin waited and then nudged Ashley to get her attention.  "Listen, I think that you're being too hard on yourself.  Just sitting there feeling sorry for yourself won't help anyone.  If you're really feeling guilty, why don't you try and do something about it?"
 
   This time Ashley straightened up and turned toward Erin in exasperation.  "Well, I don't exactly have a time machine.  So I'm not sure how I'm supposed to make things better."
 
   Erin laughed.  "If you're really worried about racial relationships in this country, I think I might have an interesting suggestion."
 
   Ashley's eyes narrowed as she saw Erin  gesture to the back of the classroom.
 
   The girls turned at the same time.
 
   DeShawn was sitting all alone, his feet spread out wide.  Today he was wearing baggy jeans and a Cincinnati Bengals jersey that almost came down to his knees.  When he saw the two white girls looking up at him his face broke out into a big inviting grin. 
 
   "No way," Ashley said, finally starting to understand what her friend meant.  "That's not exactly what I was talking about." 
 
   "What?  I'm not saying you have to sleep with him."
 
   "That's just wrong," Ashley said.  "Besides, he's almost as old as my dad."
 
   "Not your type huh?"
 
   "I normally date cute boys," Ashley said.
 
   "Well he's definitely not a boy.  That's a man there."  
 
   Still grinning, DeShawn raised his hand and gave the girls a friendly little wave.  They waved back.
 
   "It's kind of like racial karma," Erin explained.  "Just let him take you on a nice date.  I'm sure you'll feel better.  Just keep an open mind."
 
   "Oh shit," Ashley said.
 
   "What?" Erin said.
 
   Ashley was freaking out.  "He's coming over here."
 
   Erin smiled.  "Perfect."
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



3.
 
   Glancing at the clock, Ashley decided that it was time to get ready for her date with DeShawn.  
 
   It was so weird.  She still couldn't believe that she was actually going through with this.  Part of her knew that she just wanted to make Chris jealous.  And boy, the look on his face when she told him that she had a date with a "black dude from my African-American  class" almost made all of this totally worth it.  
 
   Of course, Chris had no reason to worry.  It wasn't like Ashley had the least bit of interest in a forty year-old black guy who wore skullcaps and dressed like a teenager.  Racial karma or no, Ashley Barnes still had her standards.
 
   But at least Ashley would have one of those crazy college stories to tell her friends one day.
 
   After laying out her clothes, she headed for the shower.  Hot water splashing on her body, Ashley made sure that everything was smooth.  The soft sponge moved over her body, washing her skin.  It felt invigorating, giving her body a refreshing feeling. 
 
   With the smell of lavender in the air, she took extra time to make sure that all of her pubic hair was gone.  She wanted her pussy completely bald.  It had nothing to do with her date.  It wasn't like DeShawn had any real chance of seeing her panties --much less what was underneath her panties.  Ashley just  liked the feeling of having everything clean and soft. 
 
   Ashley rinsed off the soap and turned the water off.  She wiped her eyes before stepping from her shower and into the warmth of the room.  Grabbing a pink towel, she wrapped it around her body --just as her phone started to ring.  It was her mother.
 
   "Hey dear," Ashley' mother said.  "I'm just calling to make sure that you didn't forget about next week."
 
   "Next week?" Ashley said.
 
   "It's your father's  forty-eighth birthday. We've got a room at the country club already rented.  In case you're wondering, you're giving him a new set of Callaways.  They are golf clubs."
 
   "Oh good," Ashley said.  "How generous of me."
 
   "Are you bringing anyone?" her mother asked.
 
   "Mom, I'm not sure.  Things with Chris are sort of complicated right now.  We're going through a rough patch.  Can I get back to you on that later?"
 
   "Well I have to admit that I'm a little disappointed.  But I saw the way you two were all cozy last time.  My money is definitely on Chris these days."
 
   "Mom... I got to go."
 
   Her mother harrumphed.  "I take it you're in the library now, making the most of your educational opportunities?"
 
   "Not exactly," Ashley said.  "I'm sort of getting ready for a date."
 
   "That's what I like to hear," her mother said.  "Well, have fun dear.  I won't keep you.  If you want, feel free to let me know how things go.  Also, your father said to make sure to tell you that it would be great if he had grandchildren before he was one hundred years-old."
 
   "Okay mom, I'll do my best."
 
   The two Barnes women exchanged their love and goodbyes and hung up.
 
   After that, Ashley dropped her towel and stared at her reflection.  She liked her body.  She knew that she was lucky to have such good genetics.  Her breasts were high, not overly large, but just right for her slender frame.  Her ass was round and high and curvy, sticking out like a Georgia peach.  And now her hand moved over her waist where she found the belly ring she had there.  She smiled giving it a tug and began to grab her underwear.  
 
    They were black, something she'd splurged on at Victoria's Secret.  The top barely contained her breasts and the bottom was a thong.  Her shapely ass cheeks were fully exposed, the narrow strip of material in front showed most of her shaved pubic mound and the side straps were high on her sexy hips.  
 
   Next Ashley took time to fix her hair.  She flat ironed it, thinking that her long blonde hair would look great in the dress she was planning to wear.  
 
   It was a sheer black halter dress with a plunging neck line and a very low back, going almost all the way down to the crack of her ass with a spaghetti tie midway up her back and another around her neck holding up the front of the dress.  It was loose fitting, about 2/3 down the length of her thighs with high slits on each side, and was a light enough material that it fluttered as she walked through the bathroom.  Along with the high heels she was wearing and hoop earrings she was a very sexy sight to behold.
 
   Again her phone started to ring.  Ashley glanced down and saw that it was DeShawn.  She picked it up and said with a slight Southern drawl, "Oh hey, DeShawn.  I'm just about ready."
 
   "That's what's up!"  Then he said jokingly, "So, you ready to get some extra credit in African-American studies tonight?"
 
   Ashley felt a little uncomfortable, but covered up her nervousness with a fluttering laugh that could have been mistaken for flirting.
 
   A few minutes later DeShawn was standing outside Ashley's front door.  "Damn girl, you look fucking beautiful!" he said, unable to hide his excitement.  "We don't even need to go to a restaurant.  I'll just eat you up right here!"
 
   Ashley felt herself blush furiously.  It suddenly occurred to her that maybe her wardrobe selections had been a little too risqué.  She wasn't wearing anything she hadn't worn to a Greek formal.  But the way DeShawn was looking at her now made her stomach slightly nauseous. 
 
   "You look very nice too," Ashley said with a big fake smile.  
 
   DeShawn, honestly, looked like he had just rolled out of bed.  He was wearing camo jeans, a black skullcap, and an Oakland Raiders jersey which came down to his knees.
 
   "You ready, girl?" he said, extending his hand.
 
   "Oh absolutely," she said taking his hand.
 
   "I tried calling earlier, but your phone was busy."
 
   "Oh, sorry," Ashley said.  "That was my mom.  She called me."
 
   "Oh, really?  Did you tell her you had a big date?"
 
   "Um, sort of," Ashley said.
 
   "Yeah, and what did she say?"
 
   Ashley hesitated.  She thought about her mother's final message, the one about grandchildren, and decided that it wouldn't be appropriate to mention.
 
   DeShawn seemed to sense Ashley's inner conflict.  He said, "Naw, I get it.  I bet your momma doesn't want to hear that you got a big black man coming over for a date.  And I know your daddy doesn't want to hear that."
 
   Again, Ashley laughed nervously.  
 
   A moment later DeShawn opened the door to his El Camino  and smiled at her as Ashley sat down. The car was in surprisingly good condition.  It looked like he took very good care of things that belonged to him.  Ashley watched as he walked around and sat down.  
 
   The sorority girl was a little nervous now but she was trying to be casual.  It wasn't a date, only two friends from class going out.  She wasn't sure what to say, her nerves getting the better of her.  DeShawn started up the car.  Ashley watched his large black hands on the steering wheel, shifting gears. 
 
   They drove away in silence.
 
   


 
   
  
 



4.
 
   When DeShawn told her that made reservations at one of the classiest restaurants around, Ashley never thought he meant Red Lobster.
 
   She had never felt as self-conscious as she did when she walked up to the hostess stand with DeShawn.  It seemed like everyone in the family restaurant stopped and turned to look at the scantily-clad blonde girl hanging on the arm of a black guy wearing a skullcap.  For once, Ashley was glad that she couldn't read other peoples' minds.
 
   After dinner, Ashley said that she had to get home, but DeShawn was somewhat insistent.  All he wanted her to do was stop in this quiet little place that had some good music.  
 
   As it turned out, he meant a brand-new dance club. 
 
   The dance club was a relatively new addition to downtown. It was in a 4-story renovated brick building.  Only the first floor had been finished, the other 3-stories were empty with large openings in the front of each floor facing the street where windows were going to be installed.  There were sixteen foot ceilings in the first floor, two bars, pool tables, and open air tables in the front.  But the main focus of attention was the crowded dance floor in the middle of the room. 
 
   When they reached the bar, DeShawn ordered some drinks.  So far this night was nothing like what she'd envisioned.  Ashley  drank hers down quickly, glad to have something that might help her calm down a little.  As soon as she finished the last of her drink DeShawn was holding up shot glasses for them to take.  
 
   A couple of drinks later he asked Ashley if she wanted to dance.  She was about to say no when this really great song came on --and she took it as a sign.
 
   The dance floor had a lot of people, but it wasn't too crowded.
 
   After a couple of songs, DeShawn put his hands on Ashley's waist and her arms came to rest on his shoulders.  Both were thrusting their hips to the beat of the music, getting lost in the dazzle of the lights and drinks and heavy thudding bass.  
 
   Then DeShawn said he was going back to the bar.
 
   Ashley decided to stay and dance by herself.
 
   The song changed.  As she twisted her hips and spread her arms a hand came to rest on her hip. This was not unusual, often complete strangers would swing in for a dance and disappear into the crowd again.  But the hand stayed and Ashley looked over her shoulder.  DeShawn smiled at her from under his black skullcap.  He was swaying in perfect rhythm with her own swaying ass.  Ashley smiled at him as she continued to dance on. 
 
   Another hand slid onto her other hip, holding her to the spot as they swung to the beat.  
 
   The couple moved so well together.  They were in perfect unison.  Ashley couldn't believe this old black man could move so fluidly.  His hands were holding her firmly but so gently.  His head moved close to her shoulder as he moved into her body.  The loud music was beating away as he ground his pelvis in behind her soft round butt.
 
   Ashley let out an involuntary moan as one hand moved further around her waist to rest on the soft roundness of her flat belly.  His other hand reached for her hand as she felt his warm breath on her neck.  Their fingers intertwined as he guided her from behind on the floor.  She could feel his body so close to hers, the intensity of his touch sent a tingle through her young lithe body.
 
   Suddenly Ashley realized what was going on.  
 
   The interracial couple had gained an audience.  People were standing back and watching her and DeShawn.  Her dress was bunched up around her waist and DeShawn was basically dry humping her in the middle of the dance floor.  
 
   Ashley reacted by pulling her dress down first before heading for the front door.  
 
   When DeShawn caught up with Ashley, they were already a few feet away from his El Camino.
 
   "Come on, baby.  What's wrong?  We're just dancing."
 
   "I'm sorry," Ashley said, "but I'd really like to go home now.  I'd appreciate it if you would drive me home now, DeShawn."
 
   "You sure that you don't want to go back inside?  I could get us some more drinks?  And damn girl, I had no idea that you could dance like that.  I thought white girls didn't know how to shake it like that."
 
   Ashley wouldn't be persuaded so easily.  "I'm serious DeShawn.  I'd like to go home now.  Will you take me, or no?"
 
   Looking directly at her, DeShawn reached into his Oakland Raiders jersey and pulled out a black and gold medallion.  
 
   "What is that?" she said.
 
   "It's this old artifact from Africa.  My descendents were supposed to be these really powerful shaman.  I've wanted to show you this all night.  Just take a look and then I'll drive you home, okay?"
 
   "Fine, whatever."
 
   He began moving the medallion back and forth a few inches away from Ashley's face.
 
   "Is this supposed to be doing anything?" she asked skeptically.
 
   "Yeah, it's magic.  It's going to hypnotize you," he said, laughing about it.  "You're going to fall under my spell.  Africans actually believe that there are such things as magical medallions.  Aren't they so primitive?"
 
   Ashley laughed out loud.  "Oh great, I can't wait.  Seriously, I need to get home though." 
 
   "Trust me," DeShawn said, "I will put you under a spell.  But you can't make a person do what they don't already want to do.  I'm just using the hypnotizing process as a way of channeling something which is already there."
 
   Ashley was about to respond, but her mind was suddenly blank.  It was probably from all the drinks.  It didn't help that she was so tired.
 
   Then DeShawn said, "Ashley, you are going to stop playing these silly games."
 
   "I'm going to stop playing these silly games," Ashley muttered back.
 
   DeShawn kept swinging the medallion back and forth.  "Ashley, I want you to acknowledge that you are a beautiful young woman who is in desperate need of a strong dominant male to take you as his wife.  You've probably been reading wedding magazines since you were ten.  It's time, Ashley.  You need a man.  You need a big black man.  That's why I want you to finally admit to yourself that the real reason you're here with me tonight is because more than anything else in the world you want me to fuck you, to make you cum, and to make love to you."
 
   "Hey," said Ashley in a sleepy voice now, "how did you know about my bridal magazines?"
 
   DeShawn smiled, keeping the medallion at the same slow pace.  "Ashley, listen to my voice now.  You've got a tight white little pussy and it's been tingling ever since you saw me tonight.  I saw you looking at that picture of a big black cock.  That image has stayed in your little head, I bet.  Your body is ready to be with a real man, filling you up in ways that you've never experienced or imagined.  After tonight, you will move into my house with me.  I will treat you just like my wife.  When you are not at school, you will clean my house and cook my food.  I will repay you by keeping a roof over your beautiful blonde head and every night I will fuck you until you cum all over my big black dick.  You are going to look so good pregnant."
 
   "Hm, grandchildren.  Mom will be so happy," Ashley dreamily muttered.
 
   "Every morning you're going to rush to the mirror to see how beautiful your big, round, full tummy looks carrying my black son.  You will enjoy buying new maternity clothes that expose your giant baby bump.  You will go online and find cute little T-shirts that say "Black Baby on Board" and "I Heart Black Guys."  You will buy those T-shirts and it will turn you on to walk around in such risqué clothing.  You will tell your parents about us and be open about our relationship.  You will tell them that I am your soul mate.  You will tell them that you would give your life to save me.  You will say: "Momma, I'm not just dating that man for his big black cock, I actually love him, heart and soul.  We will always be together!" 
 
   "Always," she repeated.
 
   "Nod once if you understand everything I've just said."
 
   Ashley nodded her head.  "I understand," she muttered slowly.
 
   "Open your eyes," DeShawn said into her ear.
 
   Ashley blinked several times and started looking around, as if she was coming from some deep slumber.
 
   "See," DeShawn laughed still holding up the medallion.  "I told you that it was silly.  Just a bunch of damn nonsense.  Some of that old crazyass Africa folklore."
 
   Ashley laughed politely.  "Well, thanks for everything.  But I better get back to my place.  I still have a bunch of studying to do, even though I'll probably spend the first two hours on Facebook, instead of doing anything productive, hehehe."
 
   "Sure you have to go sexy?"
 
   Ashley recoiled a little.  "I really do." 
 
   "Wait, Ashley, before we go..."
 
   Ashley stopped and turned.  Before she knew what was happening DeShawn was grabbing her by the waist, effortlessly pulling her body into his own with his strong arms.  "I've been dying to touch that juicy ass of yours all night."
 
   Ashley couldn't believe it.  His audacity enraged her.  She put her hands up to block him, but all at once she could feel her body melting.  Fighting this man was a losing battle, not only against his superior strength, but also to her inner most cravings.  
 
   Secretly, she'd been aroused by the thought of their union.  His muscles and masculinity excited her.  She loved the way her skin looked pressed up against his.  It thrilled her in the most animistic way now.  Opposites attract.  And in so many ways she felt like he was her exact opposite.  It was beyond arousing.  Yes, she wanted to stand next to this man in her wedding dress and tell the world that she was giving herself to him completely.  Yes, she wanted to carry his child.  Yes, she did want to grow old with him.
 
   


 
   
  
 



5.
 
   Before long they pulled into a parking lot surrounded by a bunch of apartment buildings.  For some reason Ashley was excited to see where DeShawn lived.  She'd been holding one of his hands during the drive.  Now she went to open her door when DeShawn stopped her.  He informed Ashley that he would be getting that for her.  Silently she waited and watched him move around and open her door, his eyes never leaving hers as she stepped from the car.  He placed his hand on her lower back as they walked into the building together. 
 
   Once they were inside the front door, Ashley threw her arms around DeShawn's neck and gave him a nice long French kiss.
 
   He moved his hands around and slipped them inside Ashley's dress where he grabbed her breasts and squeezed.
 
   Ashley let out a little squeal.  "Oh yeah, baby, squeeze my tits!" 
 
   DeShawn squeezed  even harder and twisted her solid nipples between his dark fingers. 
 
   He picked her up off the ground.  Ashley responded by wrapping her legs around the mesh fabric of DeShawn's oversized football jersey.  She hooked her feet together behind his back and allowed herself to be carried to the bedroom.
 
   "I'm wet baby," she whispered.
 
   DeShawn grunted in approval.
 
   As soon as they were in the bedroom DeShawn removed Ashley's sexy black dress so that she was only wearing her Victoria's Secret panties and bra.  Her hair was slightly mussed and her blue eyes were wide with excitement as she watched DeShawn lift the Oakland Raiders jersey over his head.
 
   They started kissing.  They fell back onto the bed, Ashley on top straddling her new black lover.
 
   Part of her still knew that there was something wrong about this.  But at the same time it didn't matter what the rest of the world thought about him.  Right here, in this bed, in this precise moment, Ashley felt like giving herself to this man was the most natural thing in the world.  Her whole life had been a prelude to this very moment.  
 
   She was still on top when she felt DeShawn's fat, round, smooth, and rigid knob pressing against her pussy lips.  Then the large mushroom head slid into her.  The walls of Ashley's pussy started to spasm almost immediately.  She couldn't believe that she'd let the black guy from her class inside her.  But that's exactly what was happening.  He was so big --so much bigger than anything she'd ever had before.  She was nervous and excited at the same time.  
 
   "DeShawn, you're inside me, baby."
 
   "Damn right, I'm inside you Ashley."
 
   "I'm getting fucked by a black man."
 
   "And I'm fucking one of the hottest white girls."
 
   With their naked torsos smashed together, and DeShawn's meaty black rod lodged in Ashley's sweet white pussy now, the couple fucked quietly and slowly, while making a lot of close eye contact.
 
   Then Ashley felt her black lover reach around with his masterful hands and began kneading the flesh of her ass cheeks.  She turned her head to the side to moan out --and then they fucked for several more moments with their cheeks pressed against each other and DeShawn's black hands filled with Ashley's white booty. 
 
   "Oh baby, DeShawn baby, this is exactly what I needed.  Right there, baby.  Give it to me.  I need this so fucking bad.  God, I fucking need this!"
 
   "Baby you like it when I play with your ass?"
 
   It was the first time that she ever felt like someone was opening her up.  She both enjoyed the sensation of having his large genitalia inside her --and at the same time she felt slightly uncomfortable, causing her to shift and wiggle around more than usual as he fucked her.  "Oh yes, baby.  My ass is all yours.  Play with it.  Just keep fucking me."
 
   DeShawn moved one of his hands off Ashley's ass and pressed her head down so that their mouths were clamped together in pleasure.  
 
   "Damn girl, you taste like fucking candy!"
 
   "Oh, that's probably just my lip gloss," Ashley said somewhat apologetically.
 
   "Naw, you taste exactly like you look.  Just like candy.  If there's ever a day that I don't want to fuck this sweet white pussy then feel free to shoot me."
 
   "Baby," said Ashley, looking down at her new black lover thru half-closed eyes.  "I love your shoulders, your arms.  You're so strong baby.  That first day you shook my hand, I couldn't believe how big your hands were.  I love it.  It's so sexy to me.  You're so different."
 
   "Naw, this is the way a man is built."
 
   Ashley moaned for a long time.  Then it sounded like she was about to say something else when all the sudden her body got very tense, almost inflexible.
 
   "You cumming girl?  You cumming on that big black cock yet?"
 
   "Ohhhhyyyeeee." 
 
   DeShawn decided to take the matter in hand.  Since she'd stopped grinding those twenty-two year old white girl hips on him, he used both hands to grab her by the waist.  Then he lifted his hips up and began jack hammering his ten inch black cock in and out of Ashley's pussy while she reached her first orgasm.  
 
   "Don't run from this dick," the black man said, his hands clamped around the white girl's hips.
 
   Ashley was moaning as the orgasm subsided.  Her whole body felt like it was on fire.  She'd never been fucked like this before.  She couldn't believe that this old black man could make her feel this way.  It was like he was her new drug.  She wanted more of it.  
 
   A few moments later she was looking drowsy, smacking her lips, and said, "Hmm, baby.  Oh fuck.  I had no idea.  Your cock is amazing.  That was exactly what  I needed."  
 
   Then she started giggling a bit.
 
   She added, "What are you doing to my body?"
 
   DeShawn laughed.  "What am I doing to it?  I'm just getting started.  That's what I'm doing to it.  Whether or not you know it or not, you've got a lot of black dick in your future, young lady.  So you might as well get used to it." 
 
   After that he grabbed Ashley's hips, squeezing them like someone still getting used to something they just bought.  When the white girl was facing away from him, DeShawn started pulling her back.  
 
   It took Ashley a second before she realized he wanted to do the 69 position.  She didn't care what position they were in.  All she knew was that she was incredibly turned on and couldn't wait to get DeShawn back inside her.  She'd never felt that way before.
 
   Ashley waddled her hips back a bit.  She could feel DeShawn underneath her.  He was moving his head, getting ready for her to back that white pussy up on him.  There was a brief pause and then she leaned back, sinking  down into DeShawn's face, so that a moment later her pussy lips were resting on her black lover's mouth.  
 
     Ashley was so turned on.  Her pussy had never felt wetter or more stretched out than it did right now.  
 
   While he licked her, she felt DeShawn grip her by the waist.  His hands were so wide that she could almost feel his thumbs touching around her belly button.  When she felt his tongue slide against her wet slit, her whole body shuddered with sensual delight.  
 
   Weirdly enough, she never liked guys performing oral sex on her, but now she absolutely loved it.  It felt like her lover had his whole head buried in her most sacred areas.  And it made her feel unbelievably slutty to lean forward and take his cock into her mouth while he licked her pussy.  At the moment, it was hard for her to imagine a situation where two human beings could be giving each other more pleasure.  
 
   "Your cock taste so good, baby," Ashley said, throwing her head back.  "I love the way it tastes.  It's kind of musky and sweet at the same time.  I could get used sucking this thing."
 
   "Good baby.  Suck that big black cock.  Show me that you can be a good little white girl who knows her place in this house.  Suck that black cock."
 
   "Mmm, and your tongue feels soooooo good."
 
   "Baby, no offense, but this white pussy is driving me crazy.  I've never tasted pussy so good.  I knew the first time I saw you that you had some good-tasting pussy.  Girls like you always do.  You take good care of yourself.  This pussy tastes like candy."  
 
   Ashley found herself not sure of how to handle the compliment.  She wondered if she really did have a good tasting pussy, or if he was just saying that to make her feel better.  Or maybe he liked all pussy.  Or maybe DeShawn just thought that all white pussy tasted good.  
 
   At one point, with DeShawn's tongue rammed up in her slit, Ashley had to lean back, so that her ass was working its way  against the black man's face.
 
   When DeShawn got tired of this, he pushed her so that she fell forward and turned on her back.
 
   He got up and grabbed both of her ankles, bending her knees and pushing them down.  Now that there was nothing left to stop him, he moved his waist so that his black meat slapped the slippery outer lips of Ashley's pussy.  After her pussy got slapped by the black cock, she moaned out.  
 
   Meanwhile, DeShawn was still holding onto her ankles.  He grinned down most triumphantly.  "You looked so fucking sexy tonight, Ashley.  You have no idea how long I've wanted to do this.  Baby, you're about to get fucked right for the first time.  That's what it's going to feel like. I guarantee."
 
   "I'm so wet, baby.  I'm ready."
 
   "So was this pretty much what you were expecting when you got dressed tonight?  Is that why you were such a sexy girl," he said, not able to wipe the grin off his face.
 
   "No, not exactly," Ashley said.  She reached under her legs and grabbed onto Deshawn's coal-black thighs, pulling herself into him even more.  "But I'm glad we are.  I don't know what it is, DeShawn, but I get so wet around you.  I feel like me and you make such a cute couple.  Isn't that crazy?  You probably think I'm crazy."
 
   "Naw, you're not crazy," DeShawn said, smiling wickedly.  "Baby, we do make a cute couple.  I've waited a long time for a pretty white girl like you.  I've always had a thing for preppy white girls.  Especially preppy white girls who like to look at pictures of big black cock."
 
   "Oh baby..." mumbled Ashley, lost in her waves of pleasure.
 
   "Speaking of that," DeShawn said, raising his eyebrows.  "It's time to get some cultural diversity up in that sweet white pussy."
 
   With her eyes closed, she felt his cock rub the outside of her pussy lips.  When she opened her eyes the sight of his big dark hands squeezing her ankles sent shivers of pleasure through her body.  She moaned, made eye contact with DeShawn, and then licked her lips as sensually as she could.  
 
   Then the interracial couple both looked down at the same time to watch as DeShawn's massive purple head slapped against Ashley's wet slit a few more times before finally finding its way inside.  After a second, several inches of black cock disappeared as DeShawn pushed himself into Ashley.  
 
   Ashley's mind became fuzzy as her body fought to take all of DeShawn's size.  He kept holding her firmly by the ankles, looking down with a big toothy grin while he continued to slowly fuck the beautiful white college girl.  
 
   When he finally pushed  himself all the way inside, Ashley felt DeShawn's cock rub against the opening of her cervix.  Uncontrollably, the velvety walls of her pussy tightened around the dark shaft, trying to milk it, trying to get all that life essence to shoot inside her.  She moaned out loudly after he pushed himself all the way inside her and paused, twitching his cock while his big black balls rested against Ashley's puckered asshole.
 
   DeShawn squeezed her ankles tighter.  Looking down from underneath his skullcap, he said, "Damn, you are one sexy little white college girl.  Fuck you're so tight though.  I don't think those whiteboys know how to fuck."
 
   "Not like you, baby," Ashley said, her eyes rolled in the back of her head.  She could hear wet, squishy sounds now as DeShawn fucked her at his will.  
 
   Ashley's deeper, more primitive instincts were really starting to kick in.  Every cell in her body was telling her to submit to this large male.  And she had no problem submitting.  She knew that she often liked to pretend that she was a leader-type, but in reality she was just a submissive type who liked getting manhandled, fucked, and filled with cum when a more dominant person came along.
 
   "What's the name of our first baby going to be?' DeShawn said.
 
   "I don't know, what?" Ashley said, looking up, watching the muscles in his stomach flex and relax as he continued feeding her pussy, stroking his dark shaft in and out like he owned her.  
 
   "I think that we should name our first son after my uncle," said DeShawn.  "Uncle Roscoe."
 
   "Oh, okay," Ashley said, barely understanding what he was saying.
 
   "Would you like that baby?  Would you like me to put a little Roscoe in your tummy?"
 
   Ashley was having a hard time keeping up now. But her instincts told her to just moan and agree with whatever he was saying.  
 
   "Baby?  Ashley?"
 
   "Hm, yeah, baby?"
 
   "I want you to call me the N-word, okay?"
 
   Ashley giggled.  "No, baby.  I can't call you that.  That's not a word I can say.  I can't say it."
 
   "Normally not," DeShawn said.  "But according to the rule book, white girls are officially allowed to use the N-word as long as they have several inches of black cock inside their mouth, pussy, or ass.  And right now, I'm pretty much bottoming out in that pussy."
 
   "No, I can't say that word," Ashley said, squirming around underneath him.
 
   "Okay, you don't have to say it if you don't want to.  But trust me, you will change our mind one day.  And then you're going to see what I'm talking about."
 
   The new lovers disentangled long enough to reposition themselves so that now Ashley was on her hands and knees --while DeShawn crouched behind her, clamping down on her waist with his hands.  
 
   It was almost like they were on the dance floor again, except DeShawn's cock was out and resting on the top of Ashley's shapely white ass while her thong was pulled over, stretched tight down the middle of one of her cheeks.  
 
   As she waited to get fucked, Ashley's knees were shaking and  her pussy was quivering. She began crying out for DeShawn to fuck her.  She was probably unaware that at the moment she was swaying her butt from side to side, her body doing anything necessary to get the male to mount her.
 
   She felt the cockhead slide back in where it belonged.  Inside her.  It didn't hurt nearly as bad this time because all of her juices were coating her lover.  Then DeShawn was driving into her with such a force that Ashley thought that she might literarily pass out.  She'd had sex in the doggystyle position many, many times. But it had never felt this good.  DeShawn's cock seemed to be hitting every nerve in her body at once.
 
   The next thing she knew she felt his thumb pressing against her tight rosebud.  Ashley held her breath as he pushed steadily against her butt hole.  Suddenly, he had his thumb in her virgin rectum while he continued to steadily pump his cock in and out of her. 
 
   Ashley felt all of her muscles go limp so that now there was nothing left to do but lay there with her butt raised high in the air while the black man filled her pussy up.  God, she wanted his seed.  
 
   He must have been pumping away from behind for ten minutes when DeShawn pulled his finger out of Ashley's ass and started bucking his hips at a frenzied speed.  
 
   "Oh you sexy white bitch, here it cums, I'm about to cum all up in that white pussy!"
 
   Ashley was glad that he was about to cum.  She was afraid that she would pass out at any moment.  As he increased his speed, she felt her sore, tired pussy convulsing around the large shaft.  She glanced over her shoulder and looked up at her new lover.
 
   "It's okay, baby.  I want you to cum.  Cum inside my pussy DeShawn.  Fill me up with your cum.  I'm going to be such a good mother to our children.  I'll make you so proud.  Please, DeShawn, give me that cum!" 
 
   DeShawn began to breathe hard.  He was panting, his face becoming flushed and he shut his eyes.  And then, with a grunt and a quiver, he buried his cock deep in Ashley's white pussy where he began ejaculating copious amounts of rich semen into the blonde college girl.  
 
   Ashley's blue eyes glazed in awe as she felt the warm, sticky cum flood her pussy.  She felt thrilled, exhausted, protective, and greedy all at the same time.
 
   For a while, Ashley and DeShawn just lay there, luxuriating in the sweetly sublime afterglow of their lovemaking, naked in bed, idly caressing each other, nuzzling and talking.
 
   Ashley noticed for the first time that DeShawn had a bald spot at the back of his head.  It was probably why he kept his head shaved.  The shaved head made it hard to tell there was a good-sized circular area on his head that was no longer growing hair.  Normally Ashley would have been disgusted by this.  But for some reason she found herself leaning forward and placing her glossy lips to the black man's bald spot, holding it for a second.  
 
   "Oh baby, kiss me!  Please, you have to kiss me!" she said now.
 
   DeShawn chuckled and put his large African mouth over the white girl's needy lips.   Everything about her was so fucking hot.  That cute face, that brown firm cheerleader body, that pink mouth, those blue eyes, that amazing blonde hair, those sweet pink pussy lips.  
 
   "DeShawn, baby?  Can I ask you a question?" Ashley said meekly.
 
   "Sure sugar.  Ask me anything."
 
   "Well, do you have any plans next week?  I sort of have this birthday party I have to attend…" 
 
   "I don't know, sounds sort of fancy," DeShawn said.  "Can I still wear my skullcap?"
 
   "You can wear whatever you want, baby!"
 
    
 
   THE END
 
   


  
 

Teachers Heart Blacks
 
   1.
 
   It was a little after 5 P.M. when Mindy Murphy pushed through the mirrored doors of the hotel.  Her knees were trembling as she walked directly to the hotel bar, grabbing a seat in the back, chastely crossing her legs, and tugging on the hemline of her embarrassingly short dress.
 
   At the moment her nervousness was off the charts.  What was she even doing here?  
 
   Good question.
 
   The short answer was that she was going to repay her husband's infidelity.  
 
   Mindy wanted a little revenge.  She needed a fling.  For the first time in her life, she longed to do something unexpected and impulsive.  She was thirty-two years-old and had always been the dependable type, the girl who always behaved properly.  A few years ago she even won the Teacher of the Year Award for her county.  So when Mindy found an online dating site for married people she knew exactly what she was looking for: an exceedingly attractive man that would fulfill her one-night stand fantasy.  
 
   It didn't take long either.
 
   His name was Patrick Dawson and his handsome features radiated raw masculinity. 
 
   He had blond hair and blue eyes.  On his profile page there were at least a dozen photos.  He was a thirty-four year-old hedge fund manager who was divorced and liked romantic comedy movies.  He was perfect.  Mindy had been exchanging emails with Patrick for nearly two months now.  When he finally got around to asking her to meet up at this hotel, she could barely contain her lust!  
 
   "Have you tried our cheating on your vows?"
 
   Mindy startled.  When she glanced up she saw the bartender smiling down at her.  He was probably around her age, with thinning brown hair and a soft middle.  Funnily enough, he reminded Mindy of her husband.  
 
   "Excuse me?" Mindy said.
 
   He placed a menu down in front of her and pointed.  "Have you tried our cheesy nachos?" he repeated.  Then he added, "For the next two hours all of our apps are half-off.  Then they are full price."
 
   Mindy gnawed her bottom lip before ordering an amaretto sour.  She watched the bartender turn and leave to fetch her drink.  It made her feel bad to think that in an hour, he would still be down here in this dark bar, serving people food and drinks while Mindy had the hottest sex ever with her hunky blond-haired hedge fund manager!
 
   And yet, she still completely understood how crazy this was.
 
   She wasn't the type of person who had wild crazy sex with blond-haired hedge fund managers.  She was a different type of person.  And any moment, reality would come rushing back, and Mindy would get up, walk back to her Honda Accord, and drive back to the suburbs where her loving husband was probably waiting for her now.  Then they would eat dinner and watch some TV.  Then she would grade some papers until it was time for bed.  It was a good life.  Mindy was proud of what she'd accomplished as an adult. 
 
   But at the same time, a lot of effort had gone into this moment.  It wasn't just the online dating and the two months of exchanged emails. 
 
   Mindy had started the day with an appointment at the spa.  Everything was shaved and smooth and soft now.  Then she spent two solid hours at the hair stylist.  There they washed and styled her long, dark hair so that it hung down in beautiful contrast to her creamy white shoulders.  
 
   Back home, in the bathroom, she realized how weird it was to be getting ready for a date.  Especially with a man who wasn't her husband.  But at the same time, how arousing it was to realize that she was making herself look her absolute best for a man she'd never met before.
 
   Mindy was wearing her sexiest and skimpiest pair of underwear as she retouched her eye makeup, outlined her lips with a pencil, and filled them in with gloss.  To give color to her fluorescent-light pallor, she had applied powdered bronzer to her cheeks, chin, forehead, and décolletage.
 
   Patrick had mentioned how much he liked sexy dresses too.  So Mindy found this shiny silver dress that she'd bought but never had the guts to wear with her husband. The dress barely covered her curvy bottom.  And it was cut straight across her full milky breasts, held up by two thin spaghetti straps.  She chose stockings and her black high heels to compliment the dress.  Her black hair was held back with a silver clip.
 
   Mindy was absorbed in thoughts of Patrick when she heard someone say, "Hey Mrs. Murphy!  Mrs. Murphy!  You remember me!"
 
   Mindy jumped at the sound of her 'school name.'  She spun around in her seat and gaped for several seconds.  
 
   The white teacher saw a black guy coming towards her.  He was big and muscular too.  He had an animalistic quality that made her want to recoil.  But that's not what she did.  Putting aside her caution, Mindy sat her drink down and smiled up at him as politely as she could.
 
   As soon as he got close to the table, the black guy clapped his hands together and said, "Are you still teaching over at the high school?"
 
   She nodded and made a helpless gesture.  "Looks like I'm stuck there until I finally win the lottery."
 
   "Well I'll be damned."  The black guy's eyes moved over her.  Clearly, he wasn't one of her more recent students.  He was at least mid-twenties.  He wore baggy jeans and a red-striped Tommy Hilfiger shirt that was maybe two sizes too big.  
 
   She straightened up and unsmilingly met his grinning face.  "I'm sorry, my memory isn't so great these days.  You were one of my students?"
 
   The black man started laughing.  "You must be getting old, Mrs. M!"
 
   It was true, sort of.  At first Mindy could have told you every single detail about every kid in her class.  But she'd been teaching high school English now for nearly ten years and a lot of the details were starting to run together.
 
   Not that her physical appearance displayed any signs of aging.  If anything, she'd gotten better looking as she got older.  In high school and college she'd always been such a string bean of a girl.  But something weird started happening in her late twenties.  While all of her curvier friends were starting to have kids and get fat, Mindy's body seemed to finally fill out in the most appealing way.  It was like her narrow hips and skinny legs were just a promise for what was to come later.  Watching her walk down the hallway in one of her tight A-line skirts she wore, you would have thought that she was both weightless and completely solid.  The waist was small.  Her butt was shapely. Her ankles were long, lean, and sturdy.  And she thrust forward her perfectly shaped  breasts with the confidence of a young woman in the peak of her child bearing days. 
 
   "No, you're right.  I'm not getting any younger," Mindy said, still trying to remember the face.  
 
   It was quite a face too.  The black guy standing over her now sort of looked like the basketball player LeBron James, except he was shorter and had much darker skin.  
 
   Mindy, in a fit of nervousness, decided to give it a try anyway, "Tyrone?  Tyrell?"
 
   This was a mistake.  The black man laughed again.  "Naw, it's Jamal.  It's Jamal, Mrs. Murphy.  That's my name.  Tyrone and Tyrell are my cousins!  But don't worry, white people can never tell us apart."
 
   Mindy, unsure of whether he was being serious now, responded with nervous laughter.
 
   His arresting eyes were as cold and determined as she had noticed before.  His nose was large and flat, flared considerably at the nostrils. His mouth was wide, but when relaxed it would be full and sensuous. His chin and jaw were hard and stubborn and indicated a force of will dangerous to anyone brave enough to parry with it. 
 
   "Naw, I'm just joking, Mrs. Murphy," Jamal finally said, adding in a huge grin, which Mindy found surprisingly disarming.
 
   "So what are you doing here, Mrs. Murphy?  You sure do look pretty tonight, if you don't mind me saying so.  You look pretty as a picture.  I bet you're meeting Mr. Murphy tonight.  That what you be doing ma'am?"
 
   Almost immediately, Mindy felt uncomfortable with the tone of Jamal's words.  There was something in his eyes too which seemed to send alarm bells ringing in her head.  But still, she wasn't sure what else she was supposed to say.  So she said, "Yeah, exactly, Jamal.  I'm just waiting for my husband actually."
 
   "Cool," he said plopping down in the seat across from her, "I'll just hang out with you until he comes."
 
   Panicked, Mindy glanced around, afraid that one of her old students was about to ruin something she'd been looking forward to.  What if Patrick were to walk in right now?  He might take one look at her and Jamal and turn around, right?  After all, wasn't this whole relationship between them based on discretion?  And wasn't she being the very opposite of discrete right now?  
 
   "Jamal, look, I think that --"
 
   Jamal interrupted her.  "You got a picture of him?"
 
   "Who?" said Mindy.
 
   "Mr. Murphy.  I want to see if I remember what he looks like."
 
   Reluctantly now, Mindy dug her phone out of her purse.  She flipped to a picture she'd taken of her husband a few weeks ago at the lake.  He was wearing khaki shorts and a sky blue collared T-shirt.  He sort of looked like a giant toddler in the picture, but to Mindy he also looked handsome and happy too.  
 
   "Oh shit,"  said Jamal, "that's your husband?  For real?"
 
   "Yeah," Mindy said, feeling a little defensive, "why?"
 
   Jamal covered his mouth with his hand, poorly hiding the stupid grin on his face.  "Yo, no reason Mrs. Murphy.  Your man looks tough.  He looks like a real OG."
 
   Mindy rolled her eyes and then snatched the phone out of Jamal's hands, unwilling to bear his inappropriate commentary on her life.
 
   Jamal frowned. "Damn, I wanted to see if there were any pictures of you.  You got any pictures of you on your phone, Mrs. Murphy?"
 
   Now Mindy frowned.  "Look, this is not appropriate conversation.  I hate to be rude, Jamal,  but I'm afraid that I'd rather just wait for my husband. So, if you don't mind --"
 
   After Mindy gestured for him to leave, Jamal nodded his head and said, "Yeah, I'll go.  I'm sorry.  I guess I was just happy to see you.  You were one of my favorite teachers, and I didn't never get a chance to tell you that.  So, I'm sorry if I offended you, ma'am.  I just wanted to finally tell you what your teaching meant to me.  It probably kept me out of prison."
 
   Instantly, Mindy started melting a little on the inside.  "Oh Jamal, thank you.  That's so kind of you.  I'm touched.  I'm really touched.  If you got anything at all from my teaching, then that really means a lot to me.  Honestly."
 
   Jamal smiled, though still looking contrite.  "Remember, Mrs. Murphy, when you used to get up there and read to us?  From books?"
 
   "Oh sure," Mindy said.  "Did you like that?"
 
   "I loved that!" Jamal said.
 
   "Good, I've always enjoyed reading for others.  I just wish that I could write as good as I could read.  I'd be a millionaire, Jamal!"
 
   They both started laughing, though Mindy was the only one being genuine about it.
 
   Then Jamal waited for her to stop laughing and said, "Naw, Mrs. Murphy, you remember when you read Huckleberry Finn for us?"
 
   Mindy thought about it for a second, nodded.  "Sure, Jamal.  Did you like that book?"
 
   "Shit yah I liked it!" Jamal grinned back.  "I remember how nervous you used to get whenever you had to say the N-word.  I don't think that you were very comfortable saying that word.  Especially since you had a few brothers in the class."
 
   Now Mindy was nervous again.  She felt the heat rush up into her face like she'd just gulped down a couple glasses of red wine.  "Oh, I guess, sure.  Certainly there are some controversial things in that particular book.  I hope I didn't offend you, or anyone else."
 
   "Naw, you didn't offend me," Jamal said, pausing to let his words settle into her ears.  "Actually, I thought you looked really cute."
 
   Mindy opened her mouth to say something, but no words came out.
 
   "White girls always look cute when they're struggling to say the N-word.  You especially."
 
   Mindy shook her head.  She wasn't even sure why she was so uncomfortable, but she knew that the only thing she wanted right now was to get up out of the seat and leave.  She wasn't even concerned about Patrick now.  She just wanted to leave.
 
   Suddenly, one of Jamal's hands shot over and grabbed one of Mindy's wrists.  She looked down, shocked.  His grasp was huge and very firm.
 
   With an evil grin, Jamal said, "If you leave, who will tell Patrick where you gone?"
 
   "What did you just say?" Mindy asked, now sitting down again, her shoes flat on floor as she leaned across the table a little.  "What was that?"
 
   "You heard me."
 
   Mindy shook her head.  "What is this?"
 
   "It's cool, baby," Jamal said.  He reached across the table and grabbed Mindy's glass.  Then he tilted his head back and slowly drank the rest of the liquor.  Smacking his lips in pleasure, he finally said, "I'm Patrick."
 
   "What do you mean you're Patrick?" Mindy asked.
 
   "I mean this," Jamal said.  "For the past two months, you've been talking to me.  This whole time.  Are you surprised, Mrs. Murphy?"
 
   Mindy's jaw dropped to the floor.
 
   Jamal went on.  "Shit, I've been going on that dating site for years now.  At first I was just bored.  But then I started really getting into free married pussy.  And it wasn't long before I started gaming the system.  I started using some fresh-faced whiteboy photo.  That gets the bitches real comfortable.  Much more than my black mug.  Then I meet up with them, these married white ladies.  Like this.  Like what's happening right now.  See?"
 
   "Jamal," Mindy said tentatively.  
 
   "Yes?  What's wrong Mrs. Murphy?"
 
   "When you meet these women," Mindy said, her voice soft and cautious, "what do you do with them?  I mean, aren't they surprised that you're someone different from the picture?"
 
   "What do I do with them?" Jamal said thoughtfully, leaning back in his chair.  "I usually have them suck my dick.  That's what I do with them."
 
   There was a very long pause at the table.
 
   "And what if they don't want to do that, uh, particular thing?" Mindy said.
 
   "Well, that's simple.  I don't force them to do nothing," Jamal said.  "Instead, I give them a choice.  Either they take the easy road and go upstairs with me to my hotel room and suck my dick for three minutes.  Or, I send all the emails and chats to their husbands."
 
   "You wouldn't!" Mindy said, starting to understand.  Wishing that she didn't.
 
   "Ah, come on, Mrs. Murphy.  Don't look like that.  Just think of this as another chance for you to teach me something."
 
   


 
   
  
 



2.
 
   As they walked to the elevator, it was important for Mindy to remind herself that this was her husband's fault.  
 
   If he hadn't cheated on her in the first place, none of this would have happened!  
 
   When she first learned that her husband had been unfaithful, Mindy was going to leave.  She was going to leave that very day.  But it wasn't that easy.  He was so sorry.  He cried a lot.  And then there were endless therapy sessions, uncomfortable meetings with divorce lawyers, and those long kitchen conversations at night that married people have when they are screwed up but still love each other.
 
   Naturally, Mindy knew that her husband was sorry for what he did.  But the thing was: she didn't want his sorrow or his fucking contrition.  She was tired of living in a world where males got to go around breaking the rules and then expected you to just forgive them.  What Mindy wanted now, more than anything, was to even the score.
 
   Upstairs, in the hotel room, Jamal went over to one of the couches and sat down with his back to the wall.  Then the black man spread the legs of his baggy jeans out wide --obviously giving Mindy Murphy an invitation to join him.  
 
   It was difficult.  Mindy seemed reluctant to walk over there, but it wasn't like she had much of a choice at this point.  She took a long, deep breath and set her jaw.  It was maybe the longest walk of her life.  She made eye contact with Jamal only for a fraction of a second.  She thought: Well, time to get this over with.  Sooner the better.
 
   Eventually, when Mindy started to sink down to her knees, however, Jamal leaned forward.  He grabbed her shoulders, standing her back on two feet.
 
   For a second Mindy hoped that his conscious had got the better of him.
 
   But then Jamal said, "You want to suck this black cock?"
 
   Mindy hesitated.  She found herself staring at the floor, deeply embarrassed.  "Isn't that our deal?"
 
   Whatever Jamal saw, it made him smile with genuine pleasure.  He sat back down on the couch, leaning into the cushions while he continued assessing Mindy's appearance.  "I like that sexy dress.  You look like a woman who needs some dick in her.  And I don't mean that pudgy whiteboy dick either.  I mean a real man's dick."
 
   "Jamal, please --" Mindy tried.  She was already humiliated enough.  She didn't need one of her former students talking to her in such a manner.  If he thought that such talk was going to turn her on, he was surely mistaken.
 
   But no leniency could be found in the black man's hard stare.  "Mrs. Murphy, you're going to look so good with my cock in your mouth.  I guarantee you that."
 
   "Well, let's get this over with," Mindy said, resolving to be as strong as possible. 
 
   "Naw, not yet," Jamal said.
 
   "What do you mean not yet?" Mindy said angrily now.  "We had a deal."
 
   Jamal grinned.  "First I want you to do something for me, Mrs. Murphy. Take off that dress so that you're just in your bra and panties.  Then I want you to come over here, give me a sexy little lap dance in your panties.  That's what I want to see.  Just shake your ass a little bit.  Then you can give me that blow job and we'll be square."
 
   Mindy hesitated again.
 
   "Come on Mrs. Murphy," Jamal said.  "I know you got some pretty little panties on for tonight.  Am I right?  Shit, yeah.  I just want to see them.  That's all.  You put on something nice, you may as well show them off, right?"
 
   "I don't know, that's not what we agreed on."
 
   "Please Mrs. Murphy.  I just think you're so sexy.  Besides, a two minute lap dance will probably make me cum in ten seconds."
 
   There was some logic to that.  Mindy knew that the more turned on Jamal was, the quicker he'd achieve orgasm.  So, if she really was going to do this, then that might as well be the easiest route.
 
   So she gave in, started taking her dress off, raising the light fabric until it was over her head.  And then she was standing there, looking a little uncertain, like she needed someone's praise, wearing only a skimpy black thong and lacy black bra from Victoria's Secret.
 
   Jamal let out a loud whistle.  "Shit Mrs. Murphy!  You are fucking fine as hell!  I love that pale white skin!  And you got some booty too!  Shit, Mrs. Murphy.  You are the black man's Kryptonite!"
 
   Mindy gave a little laugh which did little to cover up her nervousness and anxiety.
 
   Wearing only her sexiest underwear, Mindy straddled Jamal's lap so that the insides of her pale thighs were rubbing up against the coarse fabric of his baggy jeans.  
 
   She wasn't exactly sure what to do.  Mindy had never given a lap dance to anyone.  
 
   So, hesitantly, she put her hands on his chest, before moving them up to his shoulders.  The shoulders seemed less sexual than the chest.  With her hands on his shoulders then she started wiggling her butt like she was a stripper.  She figured that this was what he wanted.  And soon she would be done and get to leave this hotel and go back to her real life.  
 
   "Damn Mrs. Murphy!" Jamal said.
 
   A second later there was a loud SLAP! sound.
 
   It took Mindy a moment to realize what had just happened.  Jamal had just smacked her ass in a very hard manner.  Her plump left cheek was still burning.  Still, she kept dancing.  Technically, having her ass slapped was not as bad as giving him oral sex.  So if this was what turned him on, then so be it.
 
   But for the next couple of minutes, every time she tried to protest his ass slapping, he just chuckled and slapped her ass even harder.
 
   In a moment of weakness, she leaned forward so that her breasts were pushing into Jamal's T-shirt.  Somehow her arms found themselves behind his neck now.  She was about to say something, but was afraid that it would sound like a moan, so she remained quiet.  
 
   Then she felt a pair of huge masterful hands grip both of her butt cheeks.  He kneaded the flesh for a while, before moving one of his hands up her back where it found her skinny neck.  
 
   Jamal was massaging her now.  One of his hands was massaging her ass while the other was massing her neck.  After being spanked, it felt good to have someone sooth her bottom like that.  Jamal was holding her --but he wasn't holding her as a nervous student.  He was holding her now as a man holds his woman --everything tight, and strong, and protective, and sexy.  
 
   Realizing that if she didn't stop this immediately, Mindy really would start moaning out, she turned to push off.  "Look --"
 
   But now, just as she tried finishing her sentence, she felt Jamal's mouth clamp onto hers, his long thick tongue soon exploring every crevice in her mouth.  
 
   He was a forceful kisser, especially at first.  And Mindy could certainly tell the difference between her husband's thin lips and Jamal's big thick pillowy lips.  She was partly afraid that he would eat her up right there.  But instead they just remained like that, with their mouths locked, exchanging sloppy kisses, for two or three minutes.  
 
   "Alright," Jamal said finally.  He pushed Mindy off his lap so that she landed on the floor.  "I think that it's feeding time."
 
   Mindy sat back on her haunches, looking up as Jamal's powerful body loomed over her.  He started unbuckling his belt and pulling down his boxer shorts, being deliberately slow about it.
 
   "Holy shit!"
 
   Jamal started laughing.  "You like that, huh?"
 
   This time Mindy didn't answer.  On the one hand, she shouldn't have been surprised when she saw the size of his dick.  While she was rubbing on him, she could feel the great outline of Jamal's size.  But on the other hand, seeing the thick, long shaft of pure ebony sticking out from Jamal's body caused Mindy to squirm with anxiety.  
 
   What had she gotten herself into?
 
   She didn't even like oral sex that much.  It was degrading.  When was the last time she'd sucked her husband's five-incher?  The pale short chubby little solider?  She couldn't remember.  
 
   "Come here, sexy," Jamal aid, grabbing Mrs. Murphy's face and pulling it into his lower stomach.
 
   Mindy felt her face rub against Jamal's hard stomach muscles.  Then she sort of slid down so that her mouth was just a couple of inches away from the ebony cock laying against his belly like a venomous snake about to jump out at her.
 
   "Oh shit, Mrs. Murphy!  I've been dreaming about this forever!"
 
   She could feel his hands tighten around her scalp, ensuring that she wasn't going anywhere.  Then, Mindy cautiously put her hand under his large ball sack, working her fingers up along the shaft.  It was like she'd never seen a man's genitalia before.
 
   With her pale hand wrapped around the dark base, she was surprised by how much cock was still showing.  Feeling unbelievably nervous now, she pointed the cockhead at her mouth and  giggled.  Then she said, "Well, I hope you enjoy."
 
   Jamal couldn't wait though.  Apparently all this foreplay was too much for him.  Because without a hint of intention, he suddenly grabbed his teacher by the head even tighter.  Then he rammed his cock into her mouth and down her throat.  
 
   "Fuck yeah, bitch!  Suck that black dick, you fucking sexy whore!" Jamal was saying as he bounced his hips up and down.  While he continued face-fucking the beautiful white teacher, he said, "Let's make a deal.  You teach me about books and stuff.  And I'll teach you how to suck a black man's dick."
 
   Mindy's only response at the time sounded like, "Grrmmmphh  grppmmhhhp mmmhhumgrrrr."
 
   Jamal laughed.  "Mrs. Murphy, you gots to enunciate your words better.  I can barely understand what you're saying."
 
   Jamal let go of Mindy's head and smiled when he saw his cock emerge from the beautiful white teacher's mouth.  
 
   His dark cock was shiny now.  It was covered in Mrs. Murphy's saliva.  It was such an erotic sight.  She had opened her mouth and allowed him to fuck her beautiful face.  To him, it was perfect how the same mouth that used to give him orders was now nothing more than a warm, wet receptacle for his African pussy filler. The only thing that could possibly make this any better was if some of his classmates could have seen this.
 
   "Damn Mrs. Murphy, you be sucking on my dick good.  How'd you get to be such a good cocksucker?  Did you go to school and learn how to suck cock?  Or are you just a natural?"
 
   "Okay, enough with the shit talking," she said.
 
   "Bitch, I'll tell you when enough is enough," Jamal said, angrily stuffing his black cock back into his teacher's hungry mouth.  He didn't look pleased again until he saw the beautiful white woman gagging on his large stick.  
 
   "Hey," said Jamal, "remember all those times that you used to send me to the principal for disrupting the class and shit?"
 
   Mindy took Jamal's cock out of her mouth, and held it, her white fingers wrapped around the dark shaft.  "Yeah, I remember.  But that was a long time ago.  Why?"
 
   "I always wanted to show you something," Jamal said, grinning.  Then he grabbed his cock by the base and began smacking Mindy in the face.  He hit her hard enough so that she flinched and moved her hands to block him.  But Jamal just roughly grabbed her by the hair again, forcing her mouth back onto his throbbing black cock.
 
   As Mindy struggled to fit Jamal's dick in her mouth, she suddenly felt this weird sensation: she wasn't exactly hating this.
 
   She wondered if there were some pheromones responsible, but she was actually enjoying giving Jamal a blowjob.  
 
   To Mindy, there was something kind of fun about sucking a dick that big.  It was sort of like a challenge.  It actually made her feel pretty good those few times that she managed to get her nose all the way to Jamal's flat stomach.  She could hear him groan out in ecstasy and it was hard not to feel a little proud of herself.  
 
   As she sucked Jamal, she could feel her pussy start to get warmer and warmer.  She inadvertently started to sway her hips a little too, shaking her bottom in invitation.  
 
   Suddenly Jamal stood up and told Mrs. Murphy to look up at him while she sucked his black dick.  He wanted to see her eyes, those pretty blue eyes.  
 
   As Mindy pushed forward, taking several inches of Jamal into her mouth as obediently as possible, she looked up and saw Jamal looking down at her with his camera.
 
   His camera?
 
   What the fuck!
 
   "Let me see those pretty blue eyes," Jamal said again.  "See, I told you that you'd look great with a BBC in your mouth.  I told you."
 
   He snapped a few more pictures.  All at once, Mindy's eyes got angry, but when she tried to spit the black dick out of her mouth, Jamal just reached behind her head, holding her by the hair with one hand, and filming her sucking his dick with the other hand.  
 
   "Don't worry girl, you just keep sucking that dick.  That's your job.  That's all you got to worry about right now.  That's all you good for anyway.  I'm just taking a few pics for my private collection.  It's just for my eyes, so don't worry.  It's not every day that I get this super fine big booty white teacher worshiping my cock like this.  I think you got some real potential in the black dick sucking game."  
 
   Over the next few minutes, every time Mindy looked up, Jamal would grin and start bucking his hips faster, causing her to loudly gag on his black cock.
 
   "Yeah, you're teaching me good now," Jamal laughed, trying to push his cock in so far that the white lady's nose was up against his pubic hairs.  "Ain't that right, Mrs. Murphy?"
 
   Tears were sliding out the corners of Mindy's blue eyes.  She was struggling to breathe through her nostrils.  The rich, musky scent of Jamal's groin filled her head, made her a little dizzy.  
 
   "Why ain't you saying nothing?  Oh, that's right, coz you got a big black dick in your mouth.  You know what?  I think you're starting to like this.  Are you starting to like this, Mrs. Murphy?"
 
   All Mindy could say was, "Grrrmmphhh, hmmmmphhhh, grrrrrrraaaaaaah."
 
   Jamal smiled, feeling his cock twitch inside his teacher's mouth.  He grabbed two handfuls of hair and fucked her face faster and faster.  
 
   He was making her give him the loudest, wettest, sloppiest blowjob of her life!
 
   There were strands of saliva connecting Mindy's face with Jamal's cock.  Some of the saliva was dripping to the floor.  Jamal kept pumping his cock into her mouth so that eventually Mindy had a little goatee of saliva.  And the several little pools of saliva on her chin were almost creamy enough to look like cum.  
 
   Jamal thought that she looked sexy as fuck right now.  This was one beautiful white woman who looked damned fine with some black meat in her mouth.  And all that saliva all over her face made her look even sexier. 
 
   Jamal was proud.
 
   In all honesty, he really liked breaking bitches in.  It was sort of his thing.  It made him feel happy.  The snobbier the bitch was, the more fun it was for Jamal.  These bitches, they'd always come into the bedroom with this attitude, but he'd get them sucking and fucking and pussy farting and then he'd watch as their whole attitude started to change.
 
   And so far, the signs were good with this one.  Jamal took it as a great sign when he pulled his cock out of his teacher's mouth, how then she smiled up at him.  That was a great sign.  If there was ever a sexy white bitch that he wanted to break in, it was definitely his ex-teacher.  
 
   And now he had her on her knees, looking up at him obediently while her lips were wrapped in a tight O around his meat. 
 
   Fucking perfect.
 
   It wasn't long after that that Jamal told Mindy that he was going to fuck her.  He told her also that she should remember that this was the reason she'd come to the hotel in the first place.  And wasn't it better that at least it was with someone who she had a past with?  Shared experiences?
 
   He pushed Mindy back onto the floor.  She fell back and then turned onto her side, looking over at him with this sort of sex kitten look.  Jamal grinned and got behind her.  He put his hands on her shapely hips and pulled back so that a moment later, Mindy was on her hands and knees, her ass raised high in submission to Jamal.  Currently, the only thing separating her most private area from Jamal's saliva-coated black cock was the thin material of her thong.
 
   Jamal, meanwhile, couldn't help himself.  Her ass was too beautiful.  Big.  White.  Plump.  For a while he just kneaded the flesh of Mindy's ass, playing with the cheeks like a little boy playing with a new toy.  He was finally getting this sexy white lady to fuck him.  He was finally able to bend her over and play with her ass, to stick his fingers into her wet honey-hole.  He rubbed his finger against her warm, wet slit till it was coated with sexy white lady wetness.  He loved how pink her lips were.  They looked pink and fresh like bubble gum.  
 
   He wanted to taste his teacher.  He wanted to see if she tasted as good as she smelled.  In one swift movement, he pulled Mrs. Murphy's thong to the side so that it was stretched taut against the curve of her butt cheek.  Then he bent down and leaned forward.
 
   "You smell so good Mrs. Murphy!" he enthused.  
 
   He put his big African lips against the soft folds of Mindy's pussy lips.  She tasted exactly like he expected her taste.  Like candy.
 
   In response to having her pussy licked, Mindy gasped.  She couldn't believe that Jamal was licking her clit.  A tension was building in her body as she felt his big lips on her mound.  He wasn't just licking her.  He was making out with her pussy.  He was tasting her like melting ice cream.  She was so wet now.  He might have been dishonest, and ugly, and a bad dresser.  But he knew how to please a woman in bed.  That was sure.  Mindy could feel his thick tongue pushing through her outer lips and into the warm sanctuary of her sex.
 
   "Mm, you like that Mrs. Murphy?" Jamal said, grinning with Mindy's pussy juices all over his mouth now.
 
   Mindy squirmed and wiggled, but was too confused by the conflicting emotions to say anything.
 
   "Alright, it's time for you to get some BBC, Mrs. Murphy.  You've been patient.  I think you've earned this."  Finally, almost shaking with excitement, Jamal guided the tip of his cock to Mindy's swollen pink pussy lips.  
 
   Jamal remembered being a teenager and feeling bad about the size of his cockhead.  It was shaped like a large mushroom and some of the girls had complained, and it made him feel bad.  He didn't want to hurt them.
 
   But now he was glad that his cockhead was so bulbous and unforgiving.  He wanted this sexy white bitch to spread herself like she'd never spread herself before.  He wanted to make sure that he wasn't just mounting her --he was conquering her, making her his for life.  Because after this, their relationship would be forever changed.  Jamal understood that any woman he'd ever had sex with --they now shared a deep seated bond that couldn't be broken.  And this crazy good looking white bitch was already showing the signs of major bonding.  Jamal could tell.  He'd seen it before.  
 
   Jamal had just pushed in the first six inches when Mindy suddenly jerked to the side.  She looked over her shoulder.  When she made eye contact with Jamal, she gave him an expression that was one part neediness and one part nervousness.  Jamal smiled down at her.  It was the first real intimate moment they were sharing. 
 
   "Oh baby, you're so big," Mindy said in a whiny voice.
 
   "I'm not too big though," Jamal said.  He was looking down and staring at the blissful sight of Mrs. Murphy's pink elastic ring stretched around the big purple veins on his dick.  "I'm just right for this pussy.  I can tell that I'm filling this pussy up perfect.  From now on this pussy is only going to want my dick inside.  It's true what they say, Mrs. Murphy.  Once you go black..."
 
   Jamal began stroking Mindy's pussy slowly, pulling his black cock out, and then stopping when only his bulbous cockhead was still inside the white woman.  
 
   Mindy, meanwhile, was way past the point of trying not to moan.  She was openly moaning now as she stayed on her hands and knees so that Jamal could fuck her.  Sometimes when he would push his entire length inside her, she would start to crawl away in reflex.  But she never got very far, because every time she tried crawling from Jamal, he would only grab her by the waist, pressing his big thumbs into her lower back.  Mindy had never been fucked like this.  She'd never been controlled by another man in such a deep, primitive way.  And she was starting to love it.
 
   "Don't run from this black dick, girl.  You better get that pretty white teacher pussy back on this dick where it belongs.  Baby, Izz you gonna help me with my grammar?"
 
   With her eyes rolled back, and her chest thrust forward like some powerful jungle cat, Mindy stuttered, "Y-y-y-will-uh-help-you."
 
   Jamal smiled when he realized that Mrs. Murphy didn't get his obvious joke.  A moment later he was still thinking about it when he laughed and said, "Mrs. Murphy, I think this black dick is making you less intelligent.  I guess that's what they mean when they say fuck her brains out."
 
   This Jamal laughed at for a few moments, smiling, looking down at the beautiful sight of his giant African anaconda deeply burying itself into some fine married white pussy.  He didn't want to tell Mrs. Murphy that she might have been the sexiest fuck he'd ever had. Before he did that, he'd have to make sure to break her in.  
 
   As she continued to get pounded, Mindy's back looked like it had been broken.  With her haunches raised high in the air, her whole head was collapsed on the floor, her hair spread out on the carpet.  For the next minute or two there was just the sound of her ass slamming against Jamal's smooth ebony thighs.  It was the first time in her life that she'd ever heard her own ass for such a long time.  Her husband had fucked her doggystyle, plenty of times.  But it was never like this.  The loud slaps of her ass cheeks, the great strength in Jamal's hands as he held her firmly by the waist, it made Mindy feel so unbelievably small and fragile.  It was a sexy feeling.  
 
   It was like Mindy was some sort of door lock which had tried several keys over the years. Had even married one of those keys.  But only now, at thirty-two, had she found the exact right key for her.  And like all fairy tales, the magic was coming from the most unexpected place.  Jamal.  
 
   "Oh Mrs. Murphy, get that big black dick!"
 
   Rather cruelly, Jamal grabbed Mindy's hair and yanked back hard so that her throat was bent backwards.  Three hard penetrations were followed by three extremely loud moans from Mindy.  She was almost grunting now, making little animal sounds as she continued joining her juices with one of her ex-students.
 
   Then Jamal leaned forward, his chest against Mindy's back.  He said in a low, romantic growl, "I love this white pussy, Mrs. Murphy.  I just want to say thank you so much for saving this white pussy for me."
 
   Mindy had both her eyes squeezed shut, and her lip was curled up in a fierce animal fashion.  She helplessly groaned out, "Oh shit baby, oh shit baby.  Right there."
 
   "You want me to get that pussy?"
 
   "I want you to get that pussy," Mindy mindlessly echoed back.
 
   Jamal liked how she responded automatically.  It was a good sign.  Girls who did that in bed, you could get them to say anything.  He smiled down at her and saw as a few beads of sweat drip from his forehead onto her plump ass cheeks.  Whispering it, he said, "You want me to fill that pussy up?"
 
   "I want you to fill that pussy up."
 
   "You want me to stretch that little pussy out?"
 
   "Yes baby.  Please stretch my pussy out.  Please do it."
 
   "That's not your pussy.  That's my pussy.  That's Jamal's pussy."
 
   "Yes, it is."
 
   "It's Jamal's pussy, ain't it?"
 
   "Yes," Mindy managed say, squeezing her eyes shut as she rocked back and forth on the huge member.
 
   "Say it, Mrs. Murphy."
 
   "Yes, yes," Mindy said, moaning uncontrollably.
 
   "Say that your pussy is now my pussy.  Who's pussy is this?"
 
   Mindy clawed the carpet, then turned to glance over her shoulder.  She looked up at the black man with a soft, but earnest expression.  "This is Jamal's pussy.  My pussy is only for Jamal.  Nobody else."
 
   Jamal slapped her plump white ass like he was upset with her.  "You gonna be my sexy white bitch?"
 
   "Yes, oh God!  Fuck me!  Yes, I'll be your sexy white bitch.  Please, don't call me that.  Call me Mindy!"
 
   Jamal shook his head and slapped her ass doubly hard this time, not liking that tone one bit.  Pulling her hair back to him, he leaned in again and said, "Mrs. Murphy, your sexy little ass doesn't make the rules around here.  Mrs. Murphy, the only thing your sexy little ass does is get fucked.  If I ever get tired of fucking this sexy white ass, I'll let you know.  But I wouldn't hold your breath.  I plan on fucking this ass for a long, long time."
 
   Mindy couldn't help herself.  Jamal's deep, husky voice in her ear was now magnifying the pleasure shooting all through her body.  She let out a long, primitive moan.
 
   Jamal pounded her for another minute straight.  By now she looked completely exhausted with her haunches still raised high, and her arms spread out limply, her linguistic skills reduced to nothing but a series of whimpers as her dark lover continued stroking her pussy.
 
   Then he leaned forward with a sort of joking laugh, said, "Who's pussy is this, Mrs. Murphy?"
 
   Without hesitation now, Mindy said, "It's Jamal's pussy."
 
   Jamal laughed.  He was sure beginning to like the sight of Mrs. Murphy's ass wobbling a little every time  he fed her some cock.  It was funny because in some ways she sounded like any other sexy bitch once you bent her over and fucked her with slow, long strokes.  They always started moaning like hot little whores.  Even Mrs. Murphy did this apparently.  But it was so much sexier because this hot moaning whore with the wobbly ass cheeks was none other than Jamal's sexy high school teacher.
 
   "Who's pussy is this, Mrs. Murphy?"
 
   "It's yours baby," Mindy cooed.
 
   "And what about your husband?  Does he get this pussy?"
 
   "Nu-huh," Mindy said in a delirious voice, "not him.  Only you.  This is Jamal's pussy now."
 
   "Good answer," Jamal said, pausing to scrape his fingernails down Mrs. Murphy's naked back.  "Now I got another question for your sexy ass, Mrs. Murphy."
 
   "Oh sure baby.  What do you want?"
 
   "I'm about to nut," Jamal said.  "You want me to nut up in this pussy?"
 
   "Sure baby, nut up in this pussy," Mindy said without much thought.  But a moment later, just as she could feel Jamal clamp down, his body going a little rigid, Mindy realized  what he meant by nutting up her pussy.
 
   Nut up in this pussy?
 
   Her first inclination was that it was black-people speak for intercourse.  But then she realized that he was asking if she wanted him to shoot cum into her.  That was not what she wanted!  Even deep in this fantasy situation, Mindy's more sensible side suddenly burst out and tried to take charge again.
 
   "No, Jamal, wait!" she said, trying to crawl away.  But again, Jamal did what he always did.  He responded by clamping down twice as hard, burying his heavy thumbs into the small of her back while he pushed more black meat into her.
 
   "Oh shit, Mrs. Murphy!"
 
   "No, no, no!" Mindy said, still trying to wiggle away.  But it was hopeless.  It was like her waist was caught in some kind of vise.  "Please don't cum in me, Jamal!  I'm begging you!"
 
   "I'm about to nut, bitch!" Jamal yelled out in triumph.  He was still pounding her, increasing the tempo.  "That white pussy is about to be filled with potent African seed!"
 
   "Come on my back," Mindy said, moving her hair to one side.
 
   "Naw, I need to cum inside my pussy.  I need to fill you up, Mrs. Murphy!" 
 
   Mindy was about to say something else when she felt the first jet of cum shoot into her.  Jamal was so deep, he was practically touching her cervix.  Jamal's cum was warm and creamy and copious beyond belief.  Mindy knew that there was literarily nothing else she could do now.  He'd already fired the first shot of cum, and she might as well enjoy it.  
 
   "Get that dick, bitch!  Work that white ass on that dick!"
 
   Mindy could tell that Jamal was still cumming.  He'd almost frozen completely, and besides that, she could feel his member twitch against the walls of her pussy.  She wasn't sure what he meant by 'get that dick' but she instinctively began bouncing her ass back, which she'd never done before.
 
   "I'm nutting!" Jamal yelled out.  "I'm nutting in my pussy!  I'm filling you up, Mrs. Murphy!"
 
   "Oh Jamal," Mindy whined in her sexiest voice.  It seemed too insane to be true.  Mindy would have never believed it in a million years: that one day she would be getting fucked by one of her students.  That he would be a black guy.  That she would be on her hands and knees, screaming, getting pounded, and pleading with the black guy to shoot his cum deep inside her womb.  And yet, that's exactly what was happening.  It wasn't a dream.  And she loved it. 
 
   "This is my pussy," Jamal said angrily.
 
   "It's your pussy," Mindy told him.  Her thighs were quivering.  "Give it to me baby!"
 
   "Milk that fucking cock you white slut!" Jamal roared.
 
   Again, it took Mindy a moment to realize what he meant.  And yes, she was sort of milking his cock now, albeit inadvertently.  Suddenly, Mindy felt her own thunderous  orgasm start to rush through her body. 
 
   Afterwards, the couple was too exhausted to move.  They just laid there on the hotel room floor together.  
 
   Jamal, in an unexpected display of tenderness, put his arms around Mrs. Murphy's pale body.  
 
   Her brain was still fuzzy from cumming so hard.  She could also feel big globs of Jamal's creamy manmilk ooze out of her slit, slide down her ass, and pool on the floor.  She'd never been fucked like that before.  And she was shocked by how her body had responded.  But at the same time, she was glad that Jamal was being so tender now.  She liked how Jamal held her close in their post-coital embrace.  She liked how he passionately kissed her lips, their naked, lust-perspired bodies close, rubbing together while their rapid heartbeats gradually slowed down.
 
   She would have never guessed that she could feel this way.  But then again, you learn something new every day.
 
   


 
   
  
 



3.
 
   The bell rang meaning that school was officially over.  It was a Friday and everyone seemed especially eager to get off campus as fast as possible.  Which is why Mindy was so surprised when she saw a group of three girls lingering at the back of the classroom.  When everyone else had left, disappeared into the riotous hallways, the three girls came over to Mrs. Murphy's desk.
 
   "Is everything okay?" Mindy asked, placing a stack of folders into a drawer. 
 
   "Oh sure, Mrs. Murphy," one of the girls said.  She was blond and very pretty, obviously one of the popular girls.
 
   Megan arched an eyebrow.  "What is it then?"
 
   The girls seemed a little nervous.  They all looked at each other and did that little laugh that high school girls do when nobody is sure what to say to an authority figure.  Finally, the blonde one spoke up: "Well, Mrs. Murphy, I guess we were just wondering something..."
 
   Mindy didn't say anything.  She just stood there, waiting for her students to spit it out.
 
   "Well, we know that you're pregnant, and we think that it's awesome," the blond girl said.  "But is it true, um, that your baby has a black father?"
 
   Ah, that was it.  Mindy smiled knowingly and shrugged a little.  "Who said that?"
 
   "Um, people."
 
   "Well, not that it's anyone's business," Mindy said, "but yes, the father of my baby happens to be African-American.  Does that bother you?  Does that make you uncomfortable?"
 
   The girls giggled and then started looking at each other again.  It was clear that this had been a topic of interest for them.  "Oh no, that's not it at all," said the blond girl.  "In fact, we were hoping that it was true!  We just think that, like, it's so cool.  You're our favorite teacher and we think that interracial babies are the cutest in the whole world!  We're so happy for you!"
 
   Mindy relaxed a little.  "Oh.  I see now."
 
   She was in her third month and already she was showing.  The child was obviously going to be a giant!
 
   The girls then asked if they could feel their teacher's tummy, which she allowed.  Mindy didn't mind the attention she was getting from her pregnancy.  In fact, she didn't mind it at all.  She was so thrilled just to finally be with child.  She had no idea how much she wanted a child until she finally tested positive.  It didn't hurt that her skin had this glow and her hair had this natural shine.  
 
   It wasn't long after the girls had left when Mindy received another visitor to her classroom.  
 
   "Knock, knock," he said, grinning at her from the doorway. 
 
   It was Jamal.
 
   "Hey there, sexy!" he said.
 
   "Hi, baby!" Mindy responded.  "You surprised me."
 
   "I just want to see how my black baby factory is doing."
 
   "Oh stop!" Mindy blushed furiously.  "I'm doing fine though.  However, I'm totally craving some ice cream."
 
   "Chocolate, I'm assuming," Jamal said, grinning.
 
   "I think we both know the answer to that," Mindy said, patting the lush contours of her belly.
 
   "I think we can handle that Mrs. Murphy."  
 
   Jamal came over and put his arms around Mindy, bringing her soft, pregnant, glowing body into his.  She still couldn't believe how gentle and loving he could be when he wanted.  And once he heard about her pregnancy, he seemed to be even more protective of her.  
 
   Initially, Mindy thought that Jamal wouldn't want anything to do with her once he found out that she was carrying his child.  
 
   On the contrary, he was thrilled!  
 
   In fact he said that he fully expected to be part of the baby's life.  He seemed exceptionally proud.  Sometimes he would even tell her to wear a tight shirt so that when they walked around the mall together or went to a movie, everyone could see that she was carrying his baby.  It was like he wanted the whole world to know that he'd knocked up this beautiful white woman.  And it made Mindy feel surprisingly loved.
 
   It took Mindy a few moments to get all of her papers ready to leave.  Jamal was slightly disappointed, however, when Mindy told him that there were too many people around for them to fool around.  Last time he'd surprised her at school, he'd convinced Mindy to give him a blow job while he sat in his old seat.  
 
   A few minutes later they were walking out, Jamal guiding Mindy with his hand on her lower back.
 
   Outside in the parking lot, Mindy looked over and saw something that made her smile.  Jamal noticed it too.  One of Mindy's students --the pretty blond girl from earlier-- was jumping onto the back of a motorcycle driven by a big black football player.  
 
   "Nice ass," Jamal said as the interracial couple drove away.
 
   "You better not!" Mindy said in mock outrage.  "You're all mine!"
 
   Jamal laughed.  "Well, it looks like you're starting a new trend around here, Mrs. Murphy.  Pretty soon all these white girls are going to want black babies."
 
    
 
   THE END
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Swinging in the Jungle
 
   1.
 
   David and Holly Perfect had never done anything like this before.  Usually when they thought of "swingers" they imagined much older couples —people well past their physical prime, desperate people, unattractive people looking to boost their sex life with a little kink.  This certainly wasn't true for David and Holly.  As a couple, they were ideally matched: young, successful, high energy, well-educated, and very physically attractive.  Indeed in every way, the Perfects seemed to live up to the promise of their name.
 
   Their perfect life started three years ago.
 
   That's when David and Holly met in a gourmet grocery store. David, having just left the gym, was unable to take his eyes off the beautiful blonde girl in the yoga pants.  She was one of the most attractive girls he'd ever seen.  It was love at first sight. 
 
   Right away, he started a conversation about veggie burgers, pretending to need some recommendations.  Of course, he didn't care about veggie burgers, but Holly was receptive.  Conversation was easy between the two.  And they ended up talking all the way into the parking lot, both becoming less aware of the world around them.  
 
   When David learned that they both were Vanderbilt Law School graduates, he thought it was a great sign.  They exchanged numbers and started texting one another almost immediately.  From there it was a quick and seamless courtship.  
 
   Before David and Holly knew what was happening, they were changing their Facebook statuses, putting their names down on the same lease, signing up at the gym together, even opening up a joint bank account.  
 
   A year later, they got married in Connecticut because that's where most of Holly's family lived.  Everyone agreed that this well-rounded couple seemed like they were destined for the perfect life.
 
   Oddly enough, it was Holly who first brought up the prospect of swinging.  
 
   It was just a joke.
 
   By then the Perfects had been married for over two years and they were getting ready to have a family.  Holly wasn't serious.  Not at first.  It was just a silly little joke she'd made in passing.  But the joke didn't go away.  It was like a small seed that took its time growing in the dark corners of their minds.  
 
   Then one night while they were in bed, David brought up his wife's joke about inviting other partners into the sanctity of their marriage bed.  He made sure to sound like he was joking also.  He started to playfully whisper naughty scenarios into his wife's ears.  Her reaction was instantaneous and unmistakable.  Clearly, the idea of swapping partners with another attractive couple was a complete turn-on for the Perfects.
 
   But with who?
 
   Was this fantasy even feasible?
 
   Of course it was.  Without much effort David had found numerous websites that catered to married couples looking to add a little spice in the bedroom.  Of course, the Perfects stayed away from the free websites where anybody and their brother could simply join.  Usually on those websites the women were three hundred pounds and the men didn't have any pictures to show.  Naturally, the Perfects found the more expensive websites to be more legitimate.  Like everything else in the world, you got what you paid for.
 
   Soon they found another couple.  
 
   Chris and Meredith Thompson lived a couple hours away in one of the state's most affluent suburbs.  Chris was in the medical field and Meredith worked in education, so discretion was paramount for the Thompsons.   When contemplating the scenario, David Perfect was of two minds.  
 
   On the one hand, all of Meredith Thompson's pictures sent his pulse sky rocketing.  Meredith was a thirty year-old brunette with an hourglass body, tan skin, and dark sexy eyes.  Without a doubt, her breasts were her best feature.  They weren't just large, they were perfectly shaped and obviously natural.  David couldn't wait to get his hands and lips on those breasts.  Sometimes when he was with Holly, he imagined what it would be like to titty-fuck Meredith's amazing tits.  
 
   On the other hand, David had to admit that he wasn't too overjoyed with the prospect of Holly being with another guy.  It bothered him.  In fact, the first time he even considered this, he felt sick enough to vomit.  Apparently, Chris Thompson had played lacrosse in college and still had a lean, muscular frame.  He was handsome too.  And David found himself inwardly cringing when he heard Holly favorably compare Chris to the actor Brad Pitt.  
 
   In fact, David would have never agreed to the wife-sharing if not for one simple fact.
 
   Which was:  
 
   Chris Thompson had a very small penis. 
 
   It was true.  
 
   Sad but true.
 
   Compared to David's girthy six inches, Chris had quite a small little pecker.  And despite how primitive it made David feel, he had to admit that this brought him some small comfort, knowing that no matter how hard Chris tried, Chris Thompson would certainly not get anywhere with Holly that David hadn't already completely conquered.
 
   Finally, after several weeks of emails and online chats, the couples picked a date and a place.  
 
   It was a Friday.  
 
   After work that day, the Perfects got in the car and drove for an hour —no chance that they would run into anyone they knew here.
 
   Nervous but excited, the Perfects walked past a set of mirrored doors and into the hotel lobby well before the Thompsons were due to arrive.  Both Holly and David wanted time to get comfortable.  David had already insisted on paying for the luxury hotel.  Even though Chris was a few years older, David certainly felt like the "bigger man" in this situation. 
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



2.
 
   From the King-sized hotel bed, David Perfect heard the bathroom door open and watched as Holly walked across the room and pour herself a glass of white wine.
 
   "I'm glad we got here so early.  I'm still feeling a little anxious though.  All day my head as been elsewhere," Holly Perfect said.  "It didn't help that I was stuck doing dispositions all day at the office." 
 
   David Perfect didn't respond, but the sight of his beautiful twenty-eight year-old wife ignited a fire in his loins.  Holly was still dressed in her work clothes.  She was one of those women who even made an Ann Taylor pantsuit look sexy as hell.  Her ass looked especially amazing in the gray dress pants.  They pants were tight so that the material had to stretch over Holly's curvy butt, making it look even shapelier then it already was.  When asked about her secret, Holly usually just laughed and said it was a combination of good genetics and countless squats.  
 
   David was still watching her out the corner of his eye.  He was proud of having such an attractive wife.  But he was also glad that they were employed by two different law firms, because he couldn't see himself getting much work done if he had to look at that ass all day.
 
   Then, for the fourth time in as many minutes, he looked at the face of his wristwatch.  They still had time.  The Thompsons wouldn't arrive for at least another hour.  David looked at his wife and said, "Are you going to change?"
 
   "I'm about to," she said.  "What about you?"
 
   "Maybe," David said.  "Or maybe I'll just start off like this.  See where it goes."
 
   "I wish I had your confidence, dear."
 
   "Dear, trust me," David said.  "You have nothing to worry about.  We don't have to do anything you don't want to do.  That's not the way this works."
 
   "I know, I know."
 
   "Say the word Holly and we'll leave that moment.  This should be fun.  If you're feeling any pressure then we'll go.  Okay, baby?"
 
   "Okay, I guess."
 
   There was a brief pause.
 
   "Do you love me?" Holly said.
 
   This surprised him.  "Of course I love you," he said.  "You're my wife, my soul mate, and you're going to be the mother of my child.  How could I not love you?"
 
   "Thanks," she said. "I already knew that, but sometimes it's nice to hear."
 
   "You're nervous," he said. "That's okay.  It's okay to be nervous.  I'm nervous too."
 
   "You don't look nervous," she said.  
 
   "Well, I'm nervous and excited.  This should be fun."
 
   "I hope so."
 
   "Don't fret, dear."  
 
   "I'm trying not to.  Really, it's hard though."
 
   "It's like we agreed," David said.  "This is our last time to really be wild and free.  A year from now we'll probably be so tired with trying to raise our first child that we'll just laugh at how silly all of this was.  See?"
 
   "I see," said Holly, smiling a little, before going back into the bathroom.  About ten minutes later she came back out.  She wasn't wearing her work clothes any longer.
 
   "Oh my God!" David said,  his eyes nearly popping out of his head.
 
   "What?" Holly said, playing innocent.
 
   But at the moment, she was anything but innocent.
 
   A tiny white bra encased her firm tits in semi-transparent lace. Her nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric, and David sighed again as she stood before him, her legs slightly parted, cupping her breasts with her hands.  
 
   "Jesus, Holly!"
 
   She still had the body of a high school cheerleader.  Holly looked so beautiful and so natural.  There was no question about her fertility.  It was like her body was begging for someone to come along and give her the gift of new life.  
 
   "You like...?" she teased, following his eyes with her hands. As they moved down her body, she cupped her pubic mound with both hands, letting her legs part a little more as her husband's eyes moved over the thin panties and matching garter belt.  He continued downward, almost panting as he took in her white stockings and heels.
 
   "Oh baby," David said, mesmerized by the sight of sexy young wife.  He swallowed hard, aching to taste his wife's pussy.  He started bouncing his eyebrows up and down.  "That looks yummy!"
 
   "You're just being nice," Holly said, obviously fishing for more compliments.
 
   David gave his wife a mischievous grin.  "At the moment, the last thing I'm worried about is being nice."
 
   "Oh David!" she said.  "You're the worst!"
 
   "Am I?"
 
   "David, I'm not sure what I'm going to do with you."
 
   "Keep strutting around in those sexy clothes and see what happens," David said sternly.  "I might just have to take you all for myself."
 
   "No, no, no," she teased.  "That wasn't the deal.  Whatever happened to trying something crazy before we're old parents?"
 
   "Screw that, baby!"
 
   Within seconds he got up and grabbed her by the waist, putting his mouth on hers.  Their kiss deepened and his hand wandered to explore her nipples.  She broke away from his lips and threw her head back in pleasure.
 
   "Bad boy!" she said in a taunting voice, no longer sounding apprehensive.  "You have to wait.  Not until our guests arrive, you silly boy."
 
   David could already feel his cock hard, straining to get out of his boxers.  "Fuck our guests!"
 
   But Holly only laughed at him.  She kept laughing as she started walking back towards the bathroom.  "I'm going to put a robe on.  I'll be right back."
 
   "Don't go!"
 
   She laughed, adding in her wake, "Since someone can't control himself."
 
   For the next several minutes, David sat there on the bed, his dick still swollen with expectation.  
 
   While Holly was in the bathroom —no doubt doing some last minute female primping and preening— he decided to change.  He took off his clothes and slipped on a white terrycloth bathrobe, the hemline coming down to his knees.  It was certainly more comfortable than his clothes.  
 
   Now he simply couldn't wait to get started.  All of the buildup for tonight was almost more than he could handle.  He felt like a pressure hose ready to burst.  By the same token, he knew that Holly felt the same way.
 
   And yet, there was one particular scenario which David secretly hoped for.  
 
   In this private dream, Chris Thompson would show up and reach climax very soon —orgasm so soon because of the overwhelming sexiness of David's wife.  Then, after poor Chris climaxed very soon and very weakly, he would naturally grow disinterested, choosing to sit back while young virile David enjoyed the attentions of two beautiful woman at the same time.  Truthfully, David didn't care much to see Holly with another man.  But then again, if it had to be somebody, he would have chosen someone like Chris.  Or someone smaller than Chris.  
 
   Suddenly there was a loud knock on the hotel door.
 
   Hearing this too, Holly came out of the bathroom.  She was still knotting her robe around her stomach when she looked over at David.  "Could that be them already?"
 
   "I don't know," David said.  "If so, they're definitely early."
 
   Holly shrugged and tiptoed over to the door to look out the peephole.  She turned back and whispered, "I don't think it's them."
 
   "Why not?" David said.
 
   "Well, there's a large black lady.  I guess she's a hotel maid.  Should I answer it?"
 
   David nodded, "They probably just want to clean or something.  Just tell them we'd like our privacy."
 
   Again there was a knocking sound, this time much louder.
 
   While Holly went to deal with the hotel maid, David flipped open his laptop.  He wanted to take another look at Meredith's pictures.  Oh yes, she was quite a piece of ass.  David could see himself fucking her without the sort of restraint he usually showed Holly.  It might even be fun to show someone's husband how a real man fucked.  
 
   Poor Chris, thought David, as he stared at some of Meredith's bikini pictures.  Poor Chris had no idea what he was getting himself into.  David was already starting to feel bad for the "big guy."
 
   Then without warning, David heard multiple voices coming from the direction of the door.  He only had time to slam his laptop closed before Holly came shuffling back into the room with a nervous expression on her face.  Behind her stood two people: both black as the night.
 
   "Who are you guys?" David said.
 
   "I'm Reggie," the black man said.  "And this sexy momma over here is LaShonda."
 
   David's mind struggled to understand what was happening in the hotel room.  "No," he said.  "I mean, who are you?"
 
   The black couple looked each other and started laughing at some private joke.  "We da' Thompsons!"
 
   


 
   
  
 



3.
 
   David's first instinct was that he was looking at a couple of low lifes.  He didn't consider himself to be a racist, but if he had to choose between poor trashy blacks and well-spoken professional blacks, then he would have chosen the later any day.  
 
   And these two characters were certainly not professional.  
 
   The guy was a huge mountain of a man. There was something about his bald head, big shoulders, and gold chains which reminded David of a black street pimp.  Which was sort of befitting considering how slutty the girl looked.  She wore high heels, a very tight mini-skirt, and a sequined top which squished her enormous breasts together so that there was no way you could miss them.  Long acrylic nails, garish artificial eyelashes, big hoop earrings, and cheap perfume gave her the look of a bus station prostitute.  
 
   "You that whiteboy, David, ain't you honey?" LaShonda said, giving David what was probably supposed to be a flirty smile. 
 
   David, however, was still finding it hard to talk.  He felt like he was on one of those candid camera shows.  He was expecting a little man with a microphone to burst through the door, telling the Perfects that they had just been part of a cruel joke.  At least, that's what David was hoping for. 
 
   "He's so cute," LaShonda said, addressing Reggie.  "I love me sum' cute whiteboys!"
 
   Reggie wasn't paying much  attention to anything other than the nervous figure of Holly Perfect.  Then he slowly shuffled over so that he was standing with arm's reach of David's wife.  
 
   Holly stood there in her bath robe, looking up at Reggie with a fake smile painted across her face.  But David could see how uncomfortable she was.  
 
   Looking directly into her eyes now, Reggie said to Holly, "And this must be Mrs. Perfect.  Well, I hope you don't mind me saying, ma'am.  But you sure do have the right name.  Because you are a perfect woman, fo show!"
 
   "Oh, thank you," Holly said, glancing over at David with an unmistakable look in her eyes.
 
   Then David seemed to snap out of it long enough to say, "Hey guys, I'm afraid there's been some sort of mistake.  See, we're actually waiting for some people."
 
   This caused Reggie and LaShonda to laugh again.  The Perfects still weren't getting it.
 
   Rather brazenly, Reggie stuck one of his big tree trunk-like arms around Holly's narrow waist and said, "Yeah, we know what you waiting fo'.  You waiting for us!  The good news is, you don't have to wait no mo'!  Coz now we here."
 
   "Oh shit," LaShonda said, smiling at both Reggie and Holly now, "looks like Big Daddy got him sum white chocolate.  You two make one good looking couple."
 
   "Damn right," Reggie said, squeezing Holly harder.  "And Daddy's got himself a sweet tooth too!"
 
   Reggie and LaShonda started laughing.  Then, for the next few moments, the black couple stood there talking like they were the only two people in the room, laughing some more, exchanging crude jokes.
 
   Meanwhile, David had never seen his wife look so uncomfortable.  Standing between these two behemoths, Holly seemed to shrink physically.  She just stood there making a bunch of nervous gestures while she continued grinning foolishly.  It was like she couldn't decide what to do with her hands.  
 
   David felt faint with fear.  He knew that there was no way that he could overpower this hulk of a man.  And actually, to be honest, there was a good chance that he couldn't overpower this hulk of a woman either.
 
   Like his wife, he wasn't sure what to do.  
 
   This was not what the Perfects were expecting.  They were expecting Chris and Meredith Thompson.  They were expecting a couple of fellow white-collared professionals.  They were expecting two white people.  Not these two characters.
 
   Obviously there had been some mistake, a misunderstanding.  Or worse.  Maybe these degenerate black people had actually set up the Perfects from day one!  David didn't want to consider that possibility for very long.  He knew that the only thing to do now was to get his wife and leave —leave immediately before this started to get out of hand. 
 
   But before David had a chance to say another word, he saw LaShonda moving across the room.  She was approaching David now.  Her eyes were growing in size as she got closer and closer to him.
 
   "Time for me to get some white chocolate too!" she said, pushing David so hard that he fell back onto a chair with padded cushions.  "Damn this is one fine whiteboy!"
 
   "No, stop," David said, moving his hands over his groin to block LaShonda's talons as they reached into the bathrobe.  "We don't even know who you are!  We thought that —"
 
   It was too late. 
 
   David's words turned into a loud gasp as LaShonda's mouth clamped around his six inch prick.  
 
   "No, wait..." he muttered softly.
 
   To steady himself, David grabbed the sides of the arm chair, lifting his hips off the cushions just an inch or two.  Then he put his hands on LaShonda's sizeable shoulders, trying to push her off of him.  But it was no use.  He could feel his willpower weakening with every second.  David had never had a woman's mouth produce so much suction around his member.  It felt amazing.  By now his efforts were only half-hearted.  He settled back down into the cushions as if it was a hot bath he was just getting used to.  His brain was filled with equal parts disgust, pleasure, and outrage.  Eventually, the pleasure won and he found himself closing his eyes while he received the most intense blowjob of his life.  
 
   He rolled his head back, too embarrassed to look at his wife, his eyes completely dazed over with lust.  "Oh shit, wait, don't..."
 
   But LaShonda was too busy bobbing her dark head in his lap.
 
   It wasn't very long before all the tension in his body began to make him feel like he was about to erupt.
 
   "Wait, not so fast!"
 
   Contractions in his balls caused David's legs to suddenly go very straight and stiff.  Finally, he couldn't hold off any longer.  
 
   "Oh shit, fuck, damn, I'm fucking cumming!"
 
   He assumed that the black woman would swallow, such was her earnestness in sucking him off.  But instead of swallowing his load, at the last second, LaShonda took her mouth off the dick and then kept pumping the white and pink shaft until there was a little pool of white cum in one of her hands.  When he was all done and empty she looked at the little pool of cum one last time, and wiped it on the side of the chair.
 
   "You feel better whiteboy?" LaShonda said, still laughing. 
 
   "Damn, I came!"
 
   "I know you did sugar.  I was there."
 
   "Uh, thanks."
 
   The reality of the situation still hadn't hit David.  Then he looked over and saw the semi-horrified expression on his wife's face.  He wanted to say something, but his brain was still fuzzy with post-orgasmic chemicals.
 
   That's when things went from bad to worse. 
 
   "My turn!" Reggie said, and with one quick movement, ripped the bathrobe off of Holly's body so that she was now exposed, afraid, standing before the large black man in her skimpy white lingerie."
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   When David realized what was about to happen, he pushed himself up out of the chair and started forward.  "No, no way!  Get your fucking hands off my wife now!"
 
   Suddenly the room got very quiet.  You could have heard a pin drop as David pulled his robe over him, and LaShonda went over to the bed, and Reggie smiled at Holly, who just stood there looking mortified. 
 
   Finally, Reggie turned and gave David a look of pure evil.  In a low, scary voice, Reggie said, "Naw, whiteboy.  It don't work like that.  You think that just because you white that you get to treat people like trash?"
 
   "Wait, what?" said David, momentarily confused by the line of questioning.
 
   "Well, you just got yours right?" Reggie said.
 
   Now David understood where this was going.  "I didn't even ask for that.  I didn't even want that!  She basically forced me to —"
 
   Reggie's anger turned into an  icy smile.  "Shit, ain't nobody ever made you get yo' dick sucked, man!  If you didn't want yo'dick sucked, then you wouldn't have got yo' dick sucked!  But you did get yo' dick sucked.  Which means that it's only fair that I gets mine.  And I plans on getting mines!"
 
   David, unsure of what to say  or do, hesitated.
 
   "It's okay," Holly said meekly.  "It's fine, dear.  We'll just, uh, get this over with!"
 
   Reggie laughed, showing a wide expanse of pearly white teeth.  "Ah, there's the spirit!  Now, Mrs. Perfect, if you don't mind getting on the bed and moving your head to the edge of the bed.  It's feeding time!" 
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   A moment later they had arranged their positions on the bed.  LaShonda was now stretched out at the top of the bed, near the pillows.  Her incredibly dark ebony skin was a striking contrast to the white sheets and white pillowcases.  Holly, meanwhile, was near the foot of the bed.  She was lying on her back, her silky blonde hair hanging down toward to the carpet as her head rested at the very edge of the bed.  
 
   "You gonna make her suck you like that?" LaShonda said to Reggie.
 
   "On her back?"
 
   "That's what I meant."
 
   "You know I am," Reggie said with a horrible smile.
 
   "It hurts my throat like that," LaShonda said.
 
   "What you complaining about girl?  Stop bitching.  I didn't drive all the way out here to put my big black cock in your mouth.  I could have done that at home.  I came here for some sexy white meat.  I love how tight and clean these snow bunnies are.  I'm trying to advance racial relationships in this country!" 
 
   "Why you like white girls so much?" LaShonda said.  "Huh?"
 
   "You don't like whiteboys?"
 
   "Yeah, but I don't prefer them."
 
   "Shit," said Reggie, taking a moment to run his big coal-black hands over Holly's trembling face.  Then he told her, "Don't worry girl, this gonna be fun.  I know you got some trepidation in your heart.  But ol' Reggie gonna take good care of you, girl.  He gonna make you feel extra special.  You gonna look so sexy with some chocolate in your mouth.  Trust me."
 
   David couldn't believe that this was really happening.  He was still in the armchair, sitting off to the side with a somewhat defeated expression on his face.  As he waited, he almost felt detached from reality.  
 
   Soon Reggie started removing all of his clothes, and the whole experience suddenly became even more surreal for David.  So he turned away, so as not to have to watch.  But there was a mirror on the wall and David saw himself, who he barely even recognized.
 
   "I've been waiting for this," Reggie said, "for a long, long, long time.  Hey, whiteboy!  Ain't you gonna watch?"
 
   David turned reluctantly.  He still wanted to get up and take his wife away from these people. Unfortunately, he knew that there was no way he could do so without possibly making things worse.  This was supposed to be a fun, sexy experience.  But David had never felt less interested in sex than he did at that particular moment.
 
   "You don't speak English whiteboy?" Reggie said, snapping his fingers.  "I thought most whiteboys speak English."
 
   LaShonda laughed. 
 
   Helplessly, David stared at Reggie's rugged, oversized physique, starting with his enormous shoulders and chest, continuing down to his waist, lingering on the thick black penis hanging between a pair of muscular thighs.
 
   Jesus Christ, the size of that thing!
 
   David had always heard that black guys had bigger equipment, but this was ridiculous! 
 
   At the moment Reggie's thick dark cock was semi-hard, the massive purple and red head already bent upwards now.  The large black man moved so that both of his legs were on either side of Holly's beautiful face.  If that wasn't bad enough, Reggie then sat his big, slimy ballsack onto her mouth.
 
   David felt sick.
 
   Even worse, Holly didn't move an inch.  Obediently, and without being told to, Holly responded by tilting her chin up and spreading her legs.
 
   "I think she likes you," LaShonda said to Reggie.  
 
   Reggie looked down at Holly and laughed triumphantly.  "Oh shit, baby.  Get those big black balls.  Lick em!  Show Daddy  how much you love him.  Lick those goddamn balls."
 
   None of this felt real.  It felt like David was watching a movie.  It was easier to think of Holly as some random porno actress who was engaged in this level of depravity.  Because David knew that the real Holly would have never in a million years gone along with this.
 
   And yet, there she was.
 
   David had never seen his wife look so small and helpless.  She looked so white.  Or was it that Reggie looked so black?  His gargantuan thighs and thick torso were already coal-black, but his ball sack and phallus were even blacker.  
 
   From David's position, he watched them in profile.  He could see his wife's tongue flicker as Reggie continued sliding his balls across her face.  How could she breathe?  David could hear her trying to take air in through her nose since her mouth was filled with Reggie's ballsack.  But sometimes Reggie would inadvertently slide the balls back so that as Holly's nostrils gulped for air, they were stoppered by Reggie's sweaty genitalia.  
 
   The black bastard was really getting off on this. 
 
   "Play with that pussy," Reggie commanded.  
 
   While one of Holly's hands slowly found its way into the top of her panties, Reggie reached down and grabbed both her breasts.  His dark African hands were massaging Holly's perfect breasts, then he started playing with her nipples.  He smiled when he saw them stiffen.  He started roughly turning them between his big fingers.  He was playing with them now like he was trying to tune a radio.
 
   Then Reggie took his hands off Holly's breasts.
 
   "Play with that pussy!" he barked down again.  "That sweet white pussy.  Damn that pussy looks good."
 
   Holly's hand was in her panties and began to move faster and faster.
 
   Reggie looked over at LaShonda and said, "Don't that pussy look good?"
 
   "Who pussy?" LaShonda said.
 
   "Her pussy!" Reggie said.  "Bitch who the fuck you think I'm talking about?"
 
   "You mean the white girl pussy?" LaShonda said.
 
   "Of course bitch!  Of course I'm talking about that white girl pussy!  And I'm asking you: don't she look like one fine tasty little treat!"
 
   LaShonda just laughed.  "You always did love you some white chocolate."
 
   Reggie grabbed his cock and used it to smack Holly in the lips a few times.  She responded by squeezing her eyes shut and pursing her lips so that they were stiff as the black dick slapped her.
 
   "That's a good girl," Reggie said, putting his balls back on Holly's face as if it was some kind of reward.  He looked over at Holly's husband now and said, "Damn boy, we got ourselves a little freak here!  Ain't that right, whiteboy?"
 
   LaShonda chuckled.
 
   David didn't answer.  He was still too shocked to say or do anything.  Now that Reggie had removed his hands, David could see that Holly's nipples were jutting forward, while her right hand had settled into a slow circular movement that suggested authentic pleasure was being felt. 
 
   "I think the whiteboy is a little surprised," LaShonda said.  "Just leave him alone.  He probably don't like seeing his woman treated like that.  You so nasty, Reggie."
 
   "Wuzhe got to be surprised about?" Reggie said.  "They came here to get freaky right?  Well, we getting our freak on, fo show!" 
 
   With his enormous cock sprouting forward, Reggie grabbed the shaft, pulling it back towards him, and giving it a few friendly tugs.
 
   Talking to Holly now, he said, "Your mouth feels so good, baby.  This is exactly what my balls need."
 
   Holly kept playing with her pussy and licking the bottom of Reggie's sack.
 
   He grinned down at her and added, "Sorry if they're a little sweaty, baby."
 
   When LaShonda heard this her eyes popped open.  She said, "Reggie, are you fo' real?  You didn't take no shower?"
 
   "Hell naw," Reggie replied.  "I was planning to, but I been riding that damn bus all day and I didn't have time.  It's okay though.  Nothing wrong with a little stank on dem nuts.  Besides, she likes.  You can tell.  Some girls like stank on dem nuts."
 
   Reggie started laughing to himself but stopped after just a couple of moments.
 
   LaShonda rolled her eyes at him. "Well I sure as shit don't want no stank on no balls!"
 
   David was amazed and disappointed to see that as soon as the balls were removed from Holly's mouth, she instantly lifted her neck and stuck out her tongue.  It was almost as if she was enjoying this!
 
   Then Reggie had an idea.  He stood up and told both girls to get on their knees.  A moment later and the black girl and the white girl were kneeling next to each other, their shoulders touching, while Reggie loomed masterfully over both.  
 
   LaShonda was quick to grab the big meaty shaft and start sucking Reggie's head.  There was something almost territorial about how she did it too, like she was trying to show the other girl that no matter what happened in this hotel room tonight, Reggie's cock still belonged to her.  
 
   David was seated directly behind both girls as they worked together on Reggie's knob.  A few days ago, a few hours ago, he would have never thought his wife would agree to perform oral sex with another girl.  But now things were different. Now, not only had she agreed to it, but she seemed perhaps a little too eager to suck on Reggie's balls while LaShonda got to suck the head and shaft.  
 
   Naturally, David's thoughts were in turmoil. Part of him, most of him, found all of this to be extremely upsetting.  No, not upsetting.  This was disgusting, revolting.  What had they gotten themselves into?  And at the same time, part of David, a very small part, actually was slightly turned on.  
 
   Was it true?
 
   He'd never seen his wife on her knees giving oral sex —at least not from this position.  From this perspective, he could see her shapely butt sticking out at him, the thin material of her white thong riding up high on her flared hips.  If David just blocked out the two black people, he could admit that Holly had never looked sexier than she did right now.  
 
   "Well, well, well.  Look at this," Reggie gloated from above.  "And who says that white girls and black girls can't get along?  As long as yawl have some BBC in yo mouths, yawl be getting along just fine!"
 
   Reggie kept laughing.
 
   David found himself wishing that Reggie would just shut the hell up.  It was much harder to concentrate on his wife when there was another man in the room making bad jokes.  
 
   But David understood.  He got what was going on now.  Sure.
 
   Black guys probably really got off on degrading white woman.  After all, it was probably the only time in their miserable lives that they got a chance to do so.  Outside the hotel room, Holly was the one with all of the socio-economic advantages.  She was the one with the bright future, and a shot at some real happiness.  After they left this hotel room, Reggie and LaShonda would probably get back into their shitty used car and slum it back to whatever government housing project they lived at. 
 
   David was torn from his thoughts when he heard Reggie's deep laughter erupt once more.  Reggie was laughing again because LaShonda was using his cock to whip Holly in the side of her face.  It looked like she started off playfully, but a couple of the smacks looked like they really did hurt a little.
 
   "Hey white girl," Reggie said, "maybe if you play with her titties she'll be nice to you and stop slapping you in the face with that black cock."
 
   Holly responded by staring up at Reggie for a moment, then reaching over and grabbing one of the mammoth black breasts hanging out of LaShonda's top.  While LaShonda worked her black mouth up and down Reggie's shaft, Holly played with LaShonda's breast with one hand, her other hand resting on Reggie's hip for support.
 
   "See, that's how you get bitches to play nicely," Reggie said, addressing David for a quick moment.  "LaShonda, baby, you going to be nice to that white girl now?  Or you going to give her a hard time?"
 
   LaShonda spit the dick out of her mouth just long enough to say, "As long as she listens!"
 
   Reggie laughed again.  "Shush girl, don't be worrying about that.  This white girl here be a good listener.  Her hubby be a good listener too.  Ain't that right, whiteboy?  Ain't both of you really good little listeners?"
 
   "Yes," Holly said, going along with it in her eager-to-please social manner.
 
   Reggie gave Holly a stern look of disapproval.  "Yes what?"
 
   Holly hesitated.  "Yes sir."
 
   "Much better," Reggie said.  Then he looked over at Holly's husband with the same stern look. "What about you?"
 
   In a barely audible voice, David grunted his answer.
 
   Then David sat back in his chair and watched as the two girls worked on Reggie's knob.  It was so unfair!  Why couldn't it have been him that was getting this kind of treatment?  In all of his fantasies, he'd imagined himself exactly like Reggie was now.  But at the moment David was finding out that there was a huge difference between fantasy and reality.  He was starting to understand also that sometimes dreams could turn into nightmares.  Black nightmares.
 
   Over the next few minutes the air started to stink up a little.  It was this heavy, musky odor.  All the sudden it seemed to fill the hotel room.  It was very masculine, obviously emanating from Reggie.  David figured that it must be emanating from Reggie, since his  own personal smell was completely different.  David felt so bad for his wife now.  If he could smell that from over in his chair, it must be unbearable with your nose literarily pressed against it.
 
   Then LaShonda allowed Holly a few moments of working on Reggie's BBC all by herself.  LaShonda was still on her knees, but she sat back, planting one of her hands on the carpet as she watched David's wife struggle to service such a big cock.  
 
   Reggie, unable to just enjoy the moment, had to look over at David and say, "You ever had two girls suck your cock at the same time, whiteboy?"
 
   "No," David said, laughing tensely.  "Not really."
 
   Reggie laughed, grabbed some of Holly's blonde hair into one of his massive hands.  "I'd be happy to give you some pointers if you want!"
 
   "No thanks," David said.
 
   Reggie grinned and looked back down at the two girls.
 
   From David's position in the chair, he could see his wife's dainty white hand wrapped around the base of the cock, her fingers not touching.  Her other hand was on the floor also.  Then David saw her silky blonde tresses start to whip back and forth as she pumped her mouth up and down Reggie.  It was a horrible sight, one that David thought no husband on the planet should have to watch.  It simply couldn't get any worse.  
 
   But then it got worse.
 
   Reggie told the girls to move because he wanted them in the 69 position.  
 
   Holly was the bottom.  Her blue eyes widened with surprise as LaShonda deftly straddled her face, wiggling those giant black ass cheeks.  A moment later and LaShonda's chocolate pussy was a few inches away from Holly's mouth.  
 
   As far as David knew, Holly had never been with another woman before.  From his chair he watched as the two girls began performing oral sex on each other.  Had David been even fractionally attracted to LaShonda, this might have been an erotic sight —seeing his wife with another woman in such an intimate posture.  LaShonda's huge black ass was sticking up high in the air as she leaned forward and began slowly licking David's wife's pussy.  
 
   "Damn, this some good tasting white pussy.  She tastes just like a Georgia peach."
 
   "I like me some peaches," Reggie said, slowly stroking his giant black cock at the sight of the two women.  "You know I like me some peaches, baby."
 
    LaShonda buried her face into Holly's lap and Holly responded by reaching up and putting her hands on both of LaShonda's ass cheeks, squeezing the wobbly flesh as she stifled her first moan.  
 
   When Reggie saw David's small cock stiffen a little, he smiled.  Then he said, "Hey whiteboy, you ready to play a little?"
 
   David reflexively covered his groin with both hands and said, "Just get it over with."
 
   After a few moments Reggie had the girls switch so that Holly was now on top.  LaShonda laid on the bed, facing up, spreading her big legs in anticipation. 
 
   "Taste like chocolate, don't it baby," LaShonda said, gripping Holly's butt cheeks.
 
   While David continued to sit there, sometimes watching the girls, but other times staring vacantly off into different parts of the room, he suddenly felt a pair of hands grab him underneath the arms and then he was sent hurling towards the bed. 
 
   "Come on whiteboy!  You just sitting there is gonna give your pretty wife a complex, or something.  You gonna make her feel like she ain't attractive." 
 
   David's first instinct was outrage.  He felt a bonfire start to spread through his stomach, but as soon as he looked over and saw the imposing figure of Reggie glaring down at him, the fire disappeared like that.  
 
   "Look, I told you already," David pleaded, realizing too late how high pitched and whiny his voice sounded, "I'd prefer to —-"
 
   Reggie interrupted him.  "That's not the way it works, whiteboy.  You wanted to be swingers, right?  Well, that's what we be doin'!  We're swinging.  And it's not polite to just sit around gawking at everyone else.  You keep doing that and we gonna think you some kind of pervert.  Is that what you is, a dirty pervert?"
 
   David closed his eyes and could hear LaShonda snickering at him.
 
   "Now what about this," Reggie said.  "Right now I take care of my girl a little.  And you take care of your girl.  That sound okay?  I'm sure a few seconds with that sexy wife of yours and you be like a bull charging around the hotel room.  Am I right?"
 
   When David looked back over at the girls, he made eye contact with Holly.  He was pleased that she seemed to have been taking this so well.  If anyone was having a problem with their "little experiment" so far it was definitely him.  Though he certainly hadn't planned on swinging with a couple like this.  But there was something else in Holly's eyes. It was a look that pleaded with him to come over here and be with her.
 
   So that's what he did.
 
   His wife sat on the edge of the bed, looking up at him.  By now her face was heavily flushed.  Her lips were swollen, her Mascara was running, and her corn silk hair was a glorious mess.  She'd already performed oral sex on a black man and black woman: two people that in her everyday life she'd barely give a second glance towards.  And now Holly looked like she'd been through hell.
 
   "Come here, baby," Holly purred, grabbing her husband by the hips with a  force that David had never seen before.
 
   David gasped for breath when he felt his wife's hands on his genitals. She took the entire shaft into her mouth at once; then using her hand to squeeze the base of his dick and start pumping.  
 
   After a few moments, David was still semi-flaccid.  He'd never seen Holly act so aggressively before.  It was like these two black people were rubbing off on her bedroom etiquette.  
 
   "Baby?" Holly said in a worried little voice.
 
   "Yes?" David said, staring down at his penis which seemed to be getting smaller and smaller.
 
   "Are you cold?"
 
   "Am I cold?  Why are you asking me that?"
 
   Holly bunched her nose up like a rabbit.  "Well, because, your thing seems a little —"
 
   Usually by now David should have had no problem  getting his wood hard.  It was probably because he was feeling so uncomfortable at the moment.  He told himself to just relax, and not worry.  But Reggie's musky scent filled his head, made him feel light-headed.  Was it affecting David's libido too?  It was almost as if Reggie's scent had an emasculating effect on David.  But when he looked down, he couldn't believe how sexy his wife was.  Especially now.
 
   It was all very confusing.
 
   "You want me to suck it, baby?" she said.  "Can I taste you?"
 
   David could hear heavy smacking sounds as Reggie swatted LaShonda in the face with his enormous black cock.  Trying to block out the other two people in the room, David closed his eyes and said, "Yeah baby, suck that dick.  Suck my big dick."
 
   Holly giggled.  "Okay baby, I'll suck your big dick.  This should be pretty easy after sucking Reggie."
 
   The sound of his wife's words shattered David's piece of mind.  "What did you just say?"
 
   Holly, her hand completely engulfing David's penis, hesitated.  She looked like someone who just realized that they had made a mistake.  "I mean... you know what I mean."
 
   When David looked across the bed again, Reggie was standing there with an expression that said not only was he listening to their conversation, but that he was enjoying what he'd heard.
 
   "...It's not your fault," Holly added, obviously trying to do a little damage repair.  "I like yours too, baby.  You're my sexy baby.  I don't just like big black ones."
 
   "Jesus Christ!" David said, unable to comprehend how he'd got into this situation.  "Just please shut up.  Shut up and suck that dick!"
 
   "Okay, baby."
 
   Holly leaned forward and sucked David's entire penis into her mouth, staring up at him.  Usually eye contact during a blowjob would have been enough to send David's pulse through the roof.  But when Holly finally pulled back, allowing his penis to slip out of her mouth, it was no bigger than a Vienna sausage still.
 
   "What's wrong, baby?  Aren't you enjoying this?" Holly whined.
 
   No, not at all.  If anything, David just wanted to leave immediately.  He wanted to go home and forget that this had ever happened in the first place.  Was that even possible?  
 
   David wasn't sure.
 
   But he did know this.  Standing there in the hotel bedroom with his wife and two black people, he had absolutely no sex drive.  All of this had been a mistake.  David was not the sort of pervert who did stuff like this.  He thought that he had been.  But his penis was only proving how exceptionally normal he was.  This had been a huge mistake.  
 
   His sex drive wasn't helped much when Holly suddenly stood up, threw her arms around his neck, and stuck her tongue into his mouth.  David knew that she was doing so because she loved him and that she was trying to get him in the mood.  And normally it might have worked.  
 
   But at the moment, all David could taste was the foreign tang of black pussy and black cock on Holly's tongue.
 
   He pushed himself off of her, but she misconstrued this as an invitation to get a little rougher.  In one of her more rare instances of sexual aggression, she pushed her husband straight back onto the bed so that he fell on his back.  Clearly, the addition of another couple into the bedroom was turning Holly into a bit of a tigress.
 
   "What the hell Holly?" David said as he lay on the bed, looking up at the ceiling.
 
   "My turn!" she said.
 
   And before David had time to respond, Holly was getting on top of him.  She straddled his body, and with her back to his face, started scooting her beautiful ass until her butt cheeks were a few inches over his mouth.   
 
   "Lick my ass, baby!" she said.
 
   He'd never heard her say anything like that before.  "What?"
 
   "You heard me," she said.
 
   "Holly, please."
 
   "My ass baby, lick it for me!"
 
   "Are you serious?"
 
   "Just lick it!" she demanded.
 
   David, feeling like he had no other choice, grabbed her hips and ran his tongue up and down the dank valley of her ass.  As his tongue cross her puckered bud, she moaned and reached down to rub her pussy.  David circled  his tongue around Holly's dark hole a couple of times, before pushing it against her tight ring and applying a gentle pressure.  As his tongue started to slowly penetrate her tight ass, she zeroed in on her clit and started rubbing it furiously.
 
   "Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, pushing back against David's tongue.
 
   He kept rubbing the back of her legs as his tongue sank into her forbidden back door.  He realized then that he was starting to get hard again.  That was probably Holly's plan all along.  She knew that by offering him something that he'd never had before, he would respond.  And responding he was!  
 
   "Oh shit, baby!" Holly said,  her hand slowly wrapped around David's stiffening little tool.
 
   Holly started whimpering, pushing harder against David's face, all the while jerking his shaft.
 
   "You're hard again, baby."
 
   "I know," David said.  "You taste good."
 
   "I love you, baby."
 
   "I love you too."
 
   Then, just as David was about to extract his tongue from her asshole again, he felt something warm and wet clamp down over his dick.  He groaned into his wife's pussy as his stiff little dick started to get sucked.  For the first time that night, he was starting to enjoy himself.  
 
   However, he was still getting a blowjob when he heard his wife say, "Mm, lick that pussy baby!"
 
   It took David a moment to realize that there was no way that his wife could be sucking his dick and talking at the same time.  Right?  If so, that meant that Holly wasn't the one sucking his dick.  That's when he leaned his neck to side and saw that big LaShonda was on the other side of the bed.  She had her huge purple lips wrapped around his pale little shaft, making it look even smaller than normal.  
 
   For a moment, David regretted bothering to look down.  Even though it was LaShonda, her lips were still doing the job and David could feel a pressure in his balls.  Nonetheless, he'd had enough of this and moved as if to separate himself from the threesome.
 
   "Not so quick," a deep voice said, freezing David's heart.  "We just getting started!"
 
   At first it was only the bed moving, shifting underneath David's head.  But then he could tell that a large pair of knees were a few inches away from his face.  It was Reggie!  He was positioning himself behind Holly, who of course was on her hands and knees.
 
   David realized where this was heading and became upset.  "Wait, no!  Let me up!  Guys, seriously!  Let me get up!  Not like this, I don't want this!"
 
   They all laughed, everyone lost in their own private worlds of pleasure.  Whether or not he meant to, Reggie put his hands on the small of Holly's back, pressing down.  Reggie was basically rubbing Holly's pussy against her husband's face, smearing her juices over David's mouth as he continued to protest from the bottom.
 
   Again, David tried to jerk free.  
 
   But with big LaShonda not letting go of his dick, and Holly pressing down on him, and Reggie hovering over everyone, David found that he could only wiggle a couple of inches either way.
 
   Finally, he looked up between his wife's beautiful ass cheeks, and saw something which sent feelings of pure outrage shooting through his body. 
 
   There was no question about what was going to happen now.
 
   Reggie's black cock was poised a few inches away from Holly's pussy.  As David lay there trapped under all that weight, he found himself unable to look away as the big purple monster brushed against Holly's lips.  Reggie's musky smell and Holly's sweet smell mingled together in David's head, making him feel slightly drugged.  He could feel two hands grip his legs as Holly leaned forward, readying herself for penetration by the black man.  
 
   David felt completely helpless, suffocated by the weight of the group.  Even worse, it was obvious that Holly was agreeable to what was happening now.  
 
   "Arch that fucking back!" Reggie commanded in his authoritative voice.  "Arch that back and get that white ass up in the air, you sexy little bitch!"
 
   David could tell by the sounds his wife was making that she loved every moment of this.  
 
   "You want me to fuck you, don't you?" Reggie said.
 
   "Jesus," David thought, "just shut the hell up.  Isn't this bad enough?  How much more do you have to degrade us?"
 
   Apparently, a lot more.
 
   "Yes," Holly said, letting out a long moan as she arched her back for the black man, readying herself to be entered by someone she'd only met less than an hour ago.  "Please fuck me."
 
   "Yeah, that's what I thought," Reggie said.  "You sexy little white bitches love to be dominated.  You can't help it.  It's biology.  It's chemistry.  A big black stud comes into the room and you start creaming your expensive little panties.  Ain't that right?"
 
   "Yes," Holly said in a breathless voice.  "Please, put it in!"
 
   "Put what in?" Reggie said.
 
   "Your dick."
 
   "Bitch!  I ain't got no dick!  Your hubby got a dick, bitch!  A dick is a small thin little thing, not much bigger than a lady's clit.  I got me a cock.  A BBC.  A Big Black Cock.  Now which one do you want?"
 
   "Yours," Holly said.
 
   "My what?"
 
   "I want your BBC," Holly said.
 
   Her words were making David's own penis start to shrivel inside LaShonda's mouth.  He was probably only half hard now.  He told himself that his beautiful wife was only playing along with Reggie's little game.  But, in his heart, he knew that there was some truth to what she was saying also. 
 
    Helplessly, David stared up at the cock as it neared his face.  He watched as the black man's cockhead rested against Holly's asscheeks.  Reggie was looking down with an evil grin as he pressed his shaft against the white wife's wet slit.  The motion made Holly gasp, raise, and move forward.  Reggie continued to drag his African member across her pussy.  
 
   David could feel the heat coming off both Holly's pussy and Reggie's cock.  Pinned under their weight, David let out another grunt of protest as he saw his wife's lips part to allow Reggie entry.  With wide, disbelieving eyes, David watched as the black man's cockhead finally pushed between Holly's lips, which wetly engulfed the bigger male.
 
   Reggie began stroking Holly's pussy slowly.  "Oh damn baby, this sweet white pussy feels so good!"
 
   "Oh shit, fuck!" Holly said, burying her face into her husband's stomach.  "Oh damn, right there!  Like that!"
 
   David shuddered with disgust as he heard his wife and Reggie moaning together.  Every time he looked up he could see Reggie looking down with a concentrated expression.
 
   "You licking that pussy, whiteboy?"
 
   David blinked, his nose twitching as the black cock continued sliding wetly in and out of Holly's pussy.
 
   "Baby," Holly said, "lick me, please.  I'm begging you baby!  Use that tongue!"
 
   Reluctantly, David stuck his tongue out, eliciting a moan from his wife.
 
   "Good boy," Reggie said.  "Now we're working together.  This is exactly the way things should be."
 
   David couldn't believe what he was seeing.  This was a side of Holly that he'd never seen before.  She seemed like she was letting go of all her inhibitions, letting that animal side of her control her actions.  Her pussy was dripping juices onto her husband's face as the black man continued plowing into her from behind.  Several times all of the strength in her arms left her, so that she  had to use David's stomach as place to rest her head while her ass continued getting a beating from Reggie.
 
   "Ooohhhh... Reggie..." he heard Holly say.  "I've never been fucked like this."
 
   "You like that BBC?" Reggie said.
 
   "I love it, baby!  I've never felt so full, down there."
 
   David grimaced when he heard his wife say that.
 
   Reggie laughed.  The motions of his fucking had slowed.  He was stroking that married white pussy with long, slow strokes now, trying to tease out the moment.
 
   David couldn't believe the ease in which Holly's pussy was starting to take such a big cock.  It was hard not to marvel at the sight of her pink ring stretched across the black meat.  Reggie wasn't just fucking Holly.  It was like he was resizing her pussy. 
 
   As Reggie started to buck harder and harder, LaShonda began passionately kissing the inside of David's legs.  Hearing his wife groan like that was automatically causing his penis to stiffen once again.  And LaShonda dutifully took the little white dick into her mouth.
 
   It felt good.  Well, it started to feel good at least.  David's nose had got use to the smell of Reggie's sex and no longer was the sight of the black cock such a sex drive killer.  As long as Holly was happy, David could convince himself that he was happy too.  
 
   "Ah shit," said Reggie, looking down at Holly as her buttocks slapped against his powerful thighs, "we fucking now!  We swinging in da jungle!"
 
   This time LaShonda was the only one to laugh.  Holly was too busy moaning, arching her back for her black lover.  While David was too busy trying to breathe and lick his wife's pussy at the same time. 
 
   There, the four of them began moving together.  It was as if they were no longer separate individuals, but rather one large body pulsing on the hotel bed.
 
   Then Reggie let out a big roar.  He slammed himself into Holly one more time before he yelled out that he was cumming.  From his new position, David watched with amazement as another man filled Holly's pussy up with his creamy baby batter.  Holly was still groaning with absolute pleasure as Reggie wiggled his semen-coated shaft from her engorged lips.  When David was finally able to sit back up, he was slightly dismayed to see Holly and Reggie locking lips.  
 
   "Look at that!" LaShonda said.
 
   David turned.  LaShonda was pointing at his little white pecker, which for some strange reason, was already hard again.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   THE END
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