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Jessica's New Life Ch. 01

A Fateful Decision

"You sure you want go there?" said the Russian cabbie as he looked dubiously across the street at the club, a big old converted warehouse building. He didn't like coming into this part of the city and if the woman in the back hadn't offered him three times the fare he wouldn't have agreed to drive her.

He leaned over his seat and looked at her. She was mid-20s, about 5' 6" and with a good but in-shape figure. She had a pale complexion, high cheekbones and a pleasingly proportioned face. Her intelligent blue eyes were fixed on the club and her mouth was set in a frown. Her hair was chestnut and reached to just below shoulder length. Her outfit was clearly expensive and more suited to work than a night's clubbing. Her hand was on the cab's door handle but she was hesitating.

"This not for people like us", he went on. People like us? A down-at-heel first-generation immigrant cabbie in his 50s didn't have much in common with her. She was clearly a blue-blood, one of the elite, no shortage of money and a big wedding ring on her finger. Outside of a white skin they had very little in common - but that white skin was important in these surroundings. Perhaps not 'the ghetto' but certainly part of the city left to the Blacks and left to rot. What was she doing out here on her own? His tradition kicked in, "Let's go back, eh, you got husband no?"

Her eyes flashed with anger as they switched to him. A hand darted into her pocket and then pushed a fist-full of notes at the driver. He took them and watched as she left the cab and strode purposefully towards the club. He counted - twice as much as he was owed! He shook his head, 'Go with God," he murmured and put his cab into gear.

An Exclusive Club

Two suited doormen watched her crossing the road towards them. One, showing tattoos on his neck and hands, stood back and ran his gaze up and down her. The other, just as Black but much less menacing, took a step forward and held up a hand.

"Club's not open tonight, ma'am, Thursdays are always private here. Members only, I'm sorry."

"I'm here to meet my husband. He's inside." She spoke with confidence and moved to step past him.

The large black hand shifted to directly in front of her and forced her to stop. "Sorry, ma'am, you have your membership number?"

"I seem to have left it behind but my name is Jessica Clarke, my husband is a member and I've often been here."

"Uh-uh," said the tattooed doorman, shaking his head.

The man in front of her smiled, "I think we'd know if you'd been here before."

Jessica thought quickly, "We come as part of a group - you probably just haven't noticed us in the past. I know it gets very busy here..."

"Bullshit," said Tattoos.

A blush came to Jessica's cheek, as a corporate lawyer she'd heard worse but this thug was unnerving her. "How can you be sure?" she demanded.

"Simple," Tattoos explained with a smile, "you real fine. You been here before then I'd have tried to get in your panties." He nodded as if that settled it.

Jessica's mouth gaped open for a moment. She was about to explode with anger when the more respectable doorman spoke up for her. "Ty, have some respect man!"

"Yeah, like you wouldn't have been trying to fuck her too, " grumbled Tyrone.

His colleague, James, didn't deny it but apologised to Jessica before adding, "Tyrone is a connoisseur of beautiful white women and if neither of us have noticed you before then its likely you haven't been here. You say your husband is inside?"

"YES," the rage burst out from Jessica, "he's here with his fucking whore! I need to get in to see him."

"Shit," said Tyrone, "ain't letting no wife ruin a brotha's evening."

James gave him another glare. "Sorry, ma'am, we can't allow trouble like that in the club. I can call you a cab and you can settle this at home."

"Huh," said Tyrone, "you got his picture - least we can tell you if he's here. Bet the brotha ain't even here!"

Jessica fumbled in her wallet and produced a picture of her and Christian on vacation.

Tyrone took it and beamed. He gave an exaggerated whistle, "Damn you look fine in a bikini, Mrs Clarke. If you want to be a member I'll be happy to recommend you."

"Cut that shit out," snapped James and took the photo. Then he smiled too. "This white guy your husband?"

"Of course," said Jessica, puzzled by their apparent surprise.

"Well, OK, get Jenny down here Tyrone, " said James, "seems Mrs Clarke might have made a mistake."

The Club

Jenny turned out be a blowsy blonde in her late 40s. A bit over made-up and with peroxide hair flowing down past her shoulders. She wore a tight grey dress which barely stretched over her huge breasts.

"I manage these evenings," she said with a toothy smile, "come in and take care till you adjust to the darkness."

Jessica followed her into the club and was immediately hit by the heavy beat of the music. She followed the grey dress around the dance floor while her eyes struggled to adjust to the darkness broken by the coloured flashes of the club's lighting system.

Jenny finally stopped and Jessica followed suit. She turned and surveyed the club to look for her husband and that whore of his.

She saw a huge club dance-floor pretty much full of groups and couples. She saw a few Latinas and an Asian but otherwise the women might be tall or petite, chunky or slim, blonde or brunette, but they were pretty much all white. The men - she noticed immediately - were, without exception, either African-American or at least partly so.

She tried to grasp the situation and at that moment noticed her husband's secretary, the whore. She was thrusting and grinding to the music but not with Jessica's husband. Instead she was sandwiched between two very tall and very Black men. As she watched she saw one man put his hand inside the woman's top and openly grope her breast.

"See your husband?" Jenny shouted. Jessica shook her head and the older woman led her up a set of stairs and into a room with a large window overlooking the dance-floor.

"We can talk here," she smiled. "You noticed why Ty and James were confused?"

Jessica nodded.

"They don't have many dealings with the VIPs. Look at the monitor in the corner - can you see your husband there?"

Jessica looked at the screen and immediately noticed Christian. The screen showed a room like theirs; with a window over-looking the dance floor. Perhaps twenty men, all white, were fixedly watching the dancers; some even had small opera glasses.

"Oh my God," said Jessica, "I don't understand."

"That woman was your husband's secretary?" asked Jenny. "Later she'll probably be having sex in the rooms out the back - but certainly not with your husband! The room is fitted with cameras and he'll be watching her fuck a few black guys on a big screen TV. Sorry to be blunt - but you did come to find out the truth."

Jessica slumped into a chair. "I don't understand," she repeated.

Jenny explained, "Your husband's secretary is nowhere near as pretty as you but from a distance... Same height, about the same build, same hair colour. He watches her get fucked by Black guys and jacks himself off. Guess who he's imagining she is?"

"No, no, that can't be true. I don't understand this but my husband... You don't understand how much he hates..."

"Niggers," said Jenny, completing the unfinished sentance. Jessica nodded and, ashamed, dropped her gaze.

"How did you know he was here?" asked Jenny, "and what else would he be doing here?"

"He's always lazy about security on his laptop and he'd left it open. I got home and moved it and this e-mail was on the screen..."

Jenny gave a wry smile, "You want my advice. Go home and search on his computer for these words." She wrote on a piece of paper. "If that proves that I'm right then ring me, honey, and we'll see what can be done."

Decisions

Of course the search on Christian's computer revealed a series of videos and stories. The videos were almost all pornography featuring white women with one or more, sometimes many more, African-American men.

The stories all seemed to feature white wives being seduced, or sometimes forced, to have sex with Black men. All the wives seemed to be called Jessica and a quick check on the internet proved that her husband had edited the originals to apparently feature her.

Jessica was stunned. She had suspected her husband of having an affair and knew that her marriage was in trouble. Christian had been sniffing around the daughter of a Senator and she knew he had political ambitions but she had never for one moment imagined what she had now discovered.

Jessica was the daughter and the grand-daughter of Sheriffs from Shelby County, Mississippi. She'd gone to college to study law and had met Christian, the son of a former State Attorney General. Of course they were both much too young to remember formal segregation. However, charge enough for education and a school would soon be white-only in their part of Mississippi. There were plenty of African-Americans at college but it was social death in her circle to have anything to do with them. Of course this city had a very large African-American population but high-profile corporate lawyers still moved in an overwhelmingly white world.

Christian had always had good manners but he had inherited his father's archaic racial attitudes. Jessica didn't think she was prejudiced one way or the other. She couldn't deny that she'd seen plenty of handsome African-American guys but having sex with them had always been unthinkable. It was all a disaster and the worst thing was that there was

no-one she could talk to about it. Except one...

"Honey," said Jenny, "your husband's a pervert! It's not rare you know. Had he never said anything to you about it?"

"Never...I can't believe he'd do all this behind my back. I always told him we had to share our wishes and needs in a healthy relationship and he's been living this secret life."

Jenny pondered, "I think I understand. The man thinks you would be disgusted, horrified by the idea of sex with an African-American. He obviously reckons that you are either a racist or a prude. Is he right?"

"No, of course not. Well, I've never even thought about...doing it...with a Black guy I mean. I don't know what's worse - my husband wanting to turn me into a whore or the fact he probably wants to divorce me anyway."

"A divorce might not be a bad idea," counselled Jenny. It's pretty clear things haven't been right for some time. But if you want to save your marriage..."

"Of course I do," Jessica cut in.

"Well, you could give him a little of what he wants."

"What!" gasped Jessica, "I couldn't do that!"

"Racist or a prude; that's what he thinks. We're talking about saving your marriage here..."

Jessica put the phone down. It was almost two weeks later that she rang Jenny again...

A New Admirer

Jessica and Christian had always arranged to eat out together at least once every couple of weeks. This week found them at a new restaurant that Jessica had suggested. The meal had been excellent but Christian felt that Jessica had something on her mind. She'd been a little distant recently, not a bad thing since it eased his guilt at secretly planning to replace her, but tonight was getting ridiculous. He'd talk but she wouldn't be listening and she seemed to spend half her time starring over his shoulder. Finally, Christian couldn't stand it any more.

"What's so interesting behind me," he snapped, turning round. Seated near the bar was a big Black guy. He turned back, "Is he upsetting you, Jessica, I could have him removed."

Jessica started as if she'd been suddenly jerked back awake. "No, no, he isn't doing any harm. Anyway, we're nearly done. I'll just go freshen up before we drive home."

Christian paid the bill and waited for her return. He glanced at the bar and noticed the Black guy had gone. After ten minutes Christian decided to see where Jessica had got to. He turned the corner towards the rest rooms and saw his wife in animated discussion with the Black guy. She was smiling and the man had an arm on the wall behind her. It was obvious that he was chatting Jessica up and she wasn't rejecting him. Christian knew that he was supposed to step in but he also knew that his prick was rock-hard and tenting the front of his slacks. He watched until he thought they might spot them and then dashed back to his table.

"Did you see him?" asked James.

Jessica giggled, "He looked like he was going to have a coronary!"

"...and he didn't try to stop you talking to the big Black guy who's trying to ravish his wife."

"Well, that's only an act," Jessica reminded him.

James touched her cheek with his finger, "It's an act - but it can be real the moment you want it to be. You know that don't you.."

Jessica blushed prettily and scampered away to join her distracted husband.

When they got home Christian locked himself in his office for a while. Jessica listened at the door but couldn't hear anything. She could guess what he was doing...

Second Contact

The next week Jessica insisted that they go to the same restaurant again. Christian wondered if she was hoping to see HIM again. When the couple walked in they both immediately looked in the same direction and saw James seated at the bar. He smiled at them and raised a glass in a toast.

"Who is that guy, dear?" asked Christian, trying to sound nonchalant.

"Er...just a friendly guy who... er, asked me the time last week."

Christian let Jessica take the seat facing her admirer. He carefully took a seat which meant he would be able to observe the man in a large mirror on the wall. He couldn't quite get the right angle but fortunately the black dude shifted his chair into almost the perfect position to be observed. Pretty darned lucky, thought Christian.

Half way through the meal Christian noticed Jessica stiffen and look fixedly over his shoulder and slightly shake her head. He looked in the mirror in time to see the Black guy slowly nod and beckon with his finger.

"I have to go for a moment," said Jessica before she almost ran out of the room. Christian watched in the mirror as the Black guy slowly rose and followed his wife out. Again, Christian knew he should intervene. However, his prick was rock-hard and already he could envision Jessica being grabbed, dragged into the toilets and fucked hard by the big Black buck. His fantasies rapidly grew more lurid as the minutes passed.

Only after fifteen minutes did the two of them reappear. Jessica's hair was messed up and her clothes a little askew. The man stopped her just as she was stepping into the room and pulled her to him for a long kiss. Christian could see that his wife was not complaining and seemed to see her tongue duelling with that of the black stranger.

"Ring me this week, I'd like to make this REAL convincing for your husband if you'll allow met to," said James.

Jessica had just spent fifteen minutes being chatted up and then made out with by a man who she couldn't deny that she found VERY attractive. He would never have been her type if recent events hadn't happened but those events had happened. She decided to let her husband's reaction decide her future course of action. If he tried to win her back tonight then OK. If he decided to just pleasure himself then she could do the same.

When they got home Jessica watched as her husband marched straight into his study and locked the door. The next day Jessica rang James and started making plans...

Making A Clean Break

Christian wasn't really surprised when his wife wanted to go to that same restaurant yet again the following week. He'd inspected her used panties for traces of African seed but had been disappointed not to find any. Perhaps Jessica had hidden the proof of her disgrace. Just thinking about it had his prick almost throbbing in his pants.

To his intense disappointment the Black guy wasn't there and it was only as they had their coffee that he suddenly noticed a presence looming over their table. It was HIM.

"I've timed it right," said James. "I've hired our room, Jessica, if you're ready to go."

"Darned right I'm ready," said Jessica and took James's hand as she rose from the table.

"What's going on," asked Christian, in a small voice.

"You're going to drive us to a hotel and then you're going to watch this beautiful man fuck me until I can't take any more. I've been promised that he's extremely good at this. I want you to enjoy it because it's the only time that I will ever do this for you. Do you understand?"

Christian nodded and fumbled for his keys.

***

"I see that you did what I asked," smiled James as he savoured his first taste of her freshly-shaven pussy.

"Yes," said Jessica.

"That's good, Jess. Just keep doing what I ask and we will have a wonderful time together."

Jessica giggled, she was having a pretty fine time already. James had let Christian escort her into the hotel but once the bedroom door had closed the Black man had taken charge. He had tenderly but expertly stripped her and now she lay naked on the bed as his mouth, tongue and fingers explored her body. She gasped as she felt his warm breath on her clit for the first time.

Christian, her forgotten husband, sat in the corner and masturbated.

"Oh that is so good," Jessica smiled.

"You want more or would you like to unwrap your present?" asked James.

She wriggled to the edge of the bed. "My present, please!"

James stood before her and nodded. Jessica quickly undid his belt and James allowed his pants to fall. His white jockeys were revealed and showed an impressive bulge.

Jessica gripped the waist-band and then hesitated. She realised that this was an important moment, perhaps the last time she could put a stop to this. Then her other hand gripped for the waist-band and she eased his jockeys down.

"Oh God," she giggled, as his erect cock fell forward and almost hit her in the face. It was very hard, very black and very big. It was quite nine inches long and seemed very thick. Outside of her husband's porn, which she'd been watching more often recently, she'd never seen a cock so big. "It's beautiful," she said, "can I touch it?"

"You better had," smiled James and then he gave a little groan as her small white hand grasped him.

Jessica felt the warmth of his body. She could almost feel the pulse of his vitality flowing through his big weapon. She could feel its power and she wanted her share. She licked around the big uncut head and then started to pleasure him with her mouth. She was no expert at oral but she worked hard to please him.

"That's nice, baby," said James, "a lot of Black men are going to want to get in that sweet mouth of yours. You going to be getting a lot of practice, you know that."

She just looked up at him with her eyes widening. She let him ease out of her mouth and then watched as he removed his clothing. James was well over 6 feet tall and very well built. He was no body-builder but his muscles were well defined and his dark skin was like expensive chocolate. She felt a flutter deep within her and realised just how much she wanted him.

James soon had her where he wanted her and where she wanted to be. She lay with her legs apart exposing her sex to him and he expertly applied some lube before teasing her pussy lips with the fat head of his cock.

"Err,,,a condom," squeaked a voice from the corner of the room.

"Had we better?" Jess asked her new lover.

"I'm clean - got a full test done two weeks ago. I prefer not to use rubbers, especially not on a white woman's first time. I want to make love to my woman, not a piece of rubber, and you need to feel real sex, skin-to-skin."



"But...I'm not on...you know..."

"No pill?" she shook her head. "No diaphragm?" she shook her head again. "Is it a safe time?"

"Er...I'm not sure...possibly not."

James turned to Christian for the first time, "What do you think, hubby, you want to see safe sex or you want to see it raw and primal. Bare or wrapped, you decide!"

Christian's dick was so hard all the blood must have rushed from his brain to his prick because he couldn't have been thinking straight when he squeaked, "Bare...fuck her bare."

James looked back at Jessica and raised an eyebrow.

She giggled, "Well I'd better do what my husband wants."

He smiled, "There's a good little wifey," and began easing his big cock into it's tight new home.

She was pretty tight but his foreplay and the lube meant James had no trouble entering her and then starting slow strokes which gradually increased the length of his thrusts until he could feel himself fully inside her. He then began a heavy rolling rhythmn.

Jessica lay feeling his powerful body working with hers. She looked into his deep brown eyes and saw the desire there, the desire for her. She hadn't seen that in a lover's eyes for such a long time. She looked down at their bodies, the contrast in their skins as his black hand grasped her rounded 30D breast and a black thumb expertly teased her already stiffening nipple. He was deep in her, filling her wonderfully and she was savouring the reactions of her body to his skills. She looked up again and opened her mouth to receive James' deep soul kiss.

Twenty minutes later Jessica was laying on her belly with her face against the sheets while James lay on top quickly pounding his cock into her with powerful strokes. His arms reached under her to hold her shoulders tight and she couldn't move as each stroke seemed to force all the breath out of her body. She was his now, she knew that. He could do pretty much whatever he wanted to her so long as he kept giving her this. At that realisation she felt it growing within her body. Another feeling she hadn't had in such a long time. Her approaching climax.

"I'm comminnngggggg," she squealed. The big black man seemed to re-double his efforts but then, almost immediately, the rhythm of his stroke broke and he pushed home hard one last time before collapsing on top of her.

"Oh fuck," murmured Jessica, "you came inside me."

"Did you really want me to stop and pull out?" asked James, confident of the answer.

"No, not really," said Jessica. She almost didn't notice that he stayed atop her for a couple of minutes nuzzling her neck and kissing the sweat from her body. Only when he was limp did he finally get off her. She knew why - he'd been making sure she got every drop of his seed in her.

Christian was a mess, still stroking his prick despite the semen which he'd already shot onto his chest.

"You were always going to come inside me, weren't you?" Jessica asked thoughtfully.

"Didn't your grand-pappy warn you about us big bad buck niggers?" teased James. "We see a fertile white woman and we do a little jig just thinking about planting a jet-black baby in her lily-white belly!"

"My grand-pappy was an old racist bastard but that doesn't mean he was ALWAYS wrong."

The big man stood up and did a few dance steps. "Does that count as a jig?" he asked with a brilliant smile.

She smiled back but went on more seriously, "I suppose if a fertile white woman comes to a hotel with a strange Black man and lets him fuck her bare then she has to be ready to get what she deserves."

James came close and looked into her face. "That's right - and are you wanting some more of what you deserve?"

Looking down she saw that his cock was already starting to stiffen again. She smiled and just whispered, "yes please", into his ear as she embraced him.

James was VERY good at what he did. He took Jessica through just about every position that she had heard of and then added a few more. When he set to move her onto her belly she realised he was close.

"No," she said, "let me ride it a little." She held his ebony spear up and then moved her body so that she could fit on top of it. The weapon slid home to the hilt. Now Jessica felt in control, moving up and down with increasing speed. "Give it to me," she hissed through gritted teeth.

"Give you what, Jess?"

"Your big black cock."

"...and..."

"Your strong black seed."

"...and..."

"Your beautiful black babies."

The black hands gripped tightly at the sides of her body and she felt him buck his cock up as he shot into her. This time it was her that stayed on him until his cock was too limp to stay inside her.

"Damn, that was hot," she beamed. "Seems someone wants to be a daddy!" She scampered off the bed, "I'm sweaty as hell and I need a shower before Round Three." She asked coquettishly, "There will be a Round Three."

"Oh yes," her lover confirmed, "and then just as many Rounds as you want."

As his giggling wife ran to the shower Christian looked down at his chest coated in the three loads of semen which he had shot as he had watched the couple. It had been the dirtiest thing he had ever seen. His wife degraded and humiliated by having sex with a jungle bunny.

"Come here," ordered James and Christian stumbled into the middle of the room under the light. "You liked watching me fuck your wife and put a nigger baby in her belly, huh. I can see that by the state of you."

"Yes," admitted Christian, "the idea of a Black..."

"Shut the fuck up", shouted James, "Jess earned the right to call me Black. You call me 'African-American and you only call me that when you ain't calling me 'Sir', understand."

"Yes," whimpered Christian.

"Yes...what?"

Yes, Sir."

"That's better. How long you two been married?"

"Five years."

"Five years and you never cared what she wanted or needed. Maybe she wanted to start a family?" From the look on Christian's face James knew he had guessed right. "And you just running round pimping your secretaries out to black men because you were scared to tell Jess you wanted her Blacked. Well, you want me to fuck her and seed her again."

"Yes, Sir."

"Well," James was stern now, "I'm only a mortal man. I might need a little help getting ready. On your knees and beg."

Christian immediately dropped to his knees. "Please, Sir, please knock my wife up with your superior Bla...er, African-American seed."

James pondered, "Not bad, but I'll need some more practical help. Open your mouth and close your eyes."

Christian pondered for maybe a fraction of a second and then he did as he had been ordered. He waited to feel the black man take his mouth...

Instead he heard a deep laugh. "You see that - did you think you'd been married to that for five years?"

Jessica shook her head in disbelief. Her husband was a very sorry sight. Naked and pudgy, covered in his own dried semen and apparently desperate to suck another man's cock.

"You ready to leave that behind and come with me?" asked James.

"Yes," said Jessica. There was no hesitation this time.


Jessica's New Life Ch. 02

Meeting Alysha

"This the latest one?" The Black woman had an amused expression as she looked Jessica up and down.

It was immediately obvious to Jessica that this woman was James' wife. Given that Jessica had just spent a couple of hours fucking James and she was half convinced she was falling in love with him, she was confused by this new development.

"Alysha," said James, "this is Jessica. She needed some help getting rid of her husband."

"Oh yeah, that'll be it and you came to her rescue out the goodness of your heart." The broad-faced full-figured woman laughed and then winked at Jessica, "My husband's damn good ain't he?"

"Er yes," admitted Jessica and then mentally kicked herself.

"You best believe it," laughed Alysha. Then her face set in a serious expression. "He's my man and that won't be changing. But he has a wandering eye and he does like to make babies. I got two and that was plenty enough for me. So, I let him go tom-catting so long as he follows my rules."

She told the rules off on her fingers, "First no sistas. I'm the ONLY real woman for James. He wants to have some fun with you white bitches then that's just recreation."

"Second, he ain't having no girlfriends. He can fuck you girls to break you in or to make a baby, nothing in between"

"Third, he ain't taking the bread out of my babies' mouths. Any white slut has his children then she gonna have to raise 'em and fund 'em herself. You understand all that?"

Jessica nodded but she thought she must have wandered into a madhouse.

"Good," Alysha continued and her face softened, "hope we'll be friends. I seen you giving James the moony-eyes but it ain't him you loving it's his big black cock."

Jessica was furiously blushing - this was not the way her life normally went.

"I can prove it," smirked Alysha. "TY!!"

"I'm here," sounded a voice from the next room. Tyrone strolled in. Jessica remembered him well; the big tattooed thug who was a doorman with James at that club. "You ready to roll, girl?"

Jessica hesitated but a large black hand gasped her wrist and half-guided half-pulled the stunned white woman towards Tyrone's car.

"Have fun, bitch," murmured Alysha to herself and then made a drink for herself and another for her man.

White Slut 101

Within twenty minutes Jessica was naked and had Tyrone's impressive cock pushing its way into her. She felt his mouth at her ear as she slowly moved in and out. "Fust time I saw you I said I'd be trying to get into this pussy. Didn't take long did it?" He chuckled his triumph and then began to accelerate his movements.

Jessica, for a moment, wondered how she'd come to this. Since Tyrone had turned up she'd decided that she'd better just go along with him. He clearly had the potential to be a dangerous man. He was very big, very strong and some of those tattoos just screamed 'jailhouse.'

"Look down," ordered the voice.

Tyrone had raised himself off her as if he was doing press-ups. As she looked down her body she could now see his jet-black cock thrusting in and out of her pale pink pussy. The contrast was magical and she kept watching as she felt the lust and passion grow within her.

Tyrone dropped his big mouth to her right breast and seemed to engulf most of her 30D. He sucked, leaving a red mark, then turned his tongue's attention to her hard nipple. Jessica began to ride the ripples of her pleasure and let Tyrone show her what he could do.

Later, Jessica watched herself in the mirror on the wall. She was on her hand and knees, that classic submissive posture of presenting herself to a man. That man was a big black thug who she'd have crossed the street to run away from a few weeks ago. Now he had a fist locked in her long red hair and was pistoning his cock into her deep and fast. The image was enough and Jessica came hard, her pussy clenching on Tyrone and demanding his seed. Tyrone felt it and shouted, "FUCK!!" as he came inside her.

A third load of potent black seed. Needless to say, Tyrone hadn't worn a condom or even suggested it.

"That look to be a problem?" asked Tyrone, gesturing to some of his seed left at the lips of her pussy.

"No, I'm not on birth control but this should be a safe time."

"Shame. You'd look real good with my baby growing in you."

Jessica had realised that Tyrone was not subtle and also not shy in stating his aims. She perhaps should have been outraged or disgusted. But she thought she'd got Tyrone's measure and so she just giggled.

Given that Jessica thought she understood Tyrone his next request shouldn't have surprised her. "I wanna tap that ass."

"Oh, I, er, don't know about that. I've never..."

"Time we got you started then...Relax and let me get you ready."

Ty worked with expertise; this wasn't his first rodeo. He carefully lubricated Jessica's asshole and before long had two fingers introducing the liquid deeper and deeper. "Relax baby," he urged as Jessica tensed underneath him. She did her best but it wasn't easy and she was dreading the moment when...

"Thass 'bout ready," said Tyrone and presented the fat head of his cock to her asshole. He took a firm grip on her shoulder and gently bit the back of her neck as his other hand helped push himself home.

"OOWWW, OOWWW, OOOWW," this was not going to work.

Tyrone paused. "Relax, baby, relax - it'll slide home real easy."

She tried and after a while Tyrone pushed perhaps a quarter of the way in.

"OOOOOWWW, OOOOOWWW, NOOO, NOOO."

Tyrone withdrew almost all the way and Jessica felt her pain ease. "If you don't relax then it ain't gonna be good for you. Wanna try again?"

Jessica whimpered a little but still nodded her head. She tried meditation to take herself away from here to a happy place so that she could relax fully into a different dimension. Then about nine inches of hard black meat pounded into her ass.

"MUTHERFUCKA! AAAGGHHH. OOWWWWW."

Tyrone pulled out and stepped back. "OK, baby, anal ain't for you. Just as well that limp-dick husband didn't take ya to the 'hood. Woulda been niggas lined up to fuck that ass red raw. Lucky you with a gentleman like me."

Jessica looked at him and wiped the tears from her face. She felt grateful, strange since this was the guy who'd just been putting her through agony. "Thanks, Ty, I'm sorry."

"Ain't no big thing. At the club we all pussy hounds anyway. Anyone ask, you just say 'Tyrone had my ass and ruined it for any other guy', ya dig!'"

The big man laughed and she joined him, whether out of shock or relief.

A large black finger stroked her pale pink cheek. "You real fine, girl. Gonna be real popular with the brothas. That pussy's dynamite, as good as I've had and I've had a lot. But if the ass is off limits then we need to train that pretty white mouth a little. You up for it?"

Jessica nodded, it just seemed the thing to do. She wanted to please Tyrone.

Tyrone explained how a man liked to get his dick sucked and then Jessica practised on him while he commented and made suggestions. She learned the right pressure to stroke a man to hardness and just how he liked her tongue to work his head. She practised licking up and down his vein-y shaft and then tried to engulf him in her mouth. She slobbered over his meat, covering it in her spit as she worshipping the ebony pole.

"Ready for the next level, taking it all the way?" asked Tyrone.

Jessica nodded, she'd failed at anal but she was determined not to fail again.

A big hand grasped the back of her head and Jessica opened her mouth to admit Tyrone's big black cock. She pushed as far as she could but then the hand pushed her head down further and further. The fat cockhead seemed to go into her throat and cut off her supply of air. He eyes widened in shock, her hands clutched at empty air and...Tyrone withdrew.

Jessica coughed hard, the spasms racking her body, She retched and a long streamer of spittle dropped from her mouth.

"Real good, you nearly had it," said Tyrone and pointed at his dick, a dick covered in slobber until its last inch. "Only the best sluts can take my meat."

Jessica looked at him furiously. But slowly her anger with Ty was replaced by frustration with herself. She'd always been competitive - at lacrosse, in exams, at work - now she was damn sure that she wasn't going to be beaten by this. "Let me try again, Ty, please?"

The big man was delighted. He put her on her knees again and angled her head up. He grasped the back of her head and began to fuck her mouth. The new slut's eyes were open and locked on his. Eyes full of fury or, perhaps, furious determination. He didn't much care, he only knew that this was damn good. He began pushing the last part of his dick home into her throat. Jessica's eyes widened and tears began streaming down her cheeks. But she kept her eyes locked on his and she didn't try to pull away even when her nose was pushed into his belly and he was fully embedded in her.

Tyrone pulled his hands away from her head but Jessica kept herself pressed against him with his cock deep in her throat. He eyes began to lost their focus and Tyrone finally pulled her off him.

Jessica slumped to the floor and almost vomited as she desperately gasped in air. "Damn girl," rumbled the voice above her, "you got the makings of a real good slut. Back on that bed and I'll give you your reward."

Jessica wearily scrambled up onto the bed and Tyrone gave it to her. She learned just how long and well the big man could fuck her and, next morning, she learned how to wake up with a black cock already deep inside her.

"All you need's a bit more experience with real men," Tyrone counselled her, "and I know where you can get it."

The Club

"...and here's your card," smiled Jenny.

It was a little plastic card with her photograph, first name and a number.

"Now, that admits you and you just hang out and dance until you see someone you like. Then, you take his card and that tells him that he's getting some pussy. The guys at the door will note your numbers as you leave. Oh, but you won't be taking your BBCs home, I guess."

Jessica giggled at the idea of taking a string of 'black bulls' home. "That'd give the residents' committee kittens! Is there a motel near here?"

"Better that that, Mr Taylor had rooms built behind the club. Just be aware that Rooms

1-10 are wired for vision and sound. Goes to the perverts in the VIP and to sponsors on the web. Means you can fuck knowing thousands are watching all round the world. A real rush. We've got masks if you want to try it."

"Oh my," said Jessica, she'd never thought of doing anything like that but...

"Of course, it's safe sex only, 100%, no exceptions. Any guy try to persuade you otherwise then put it in your report."

"My report?"

"Marks out of 5 and any comments. Is he a gent or a thug, I think you've tried both sorts already! Is he well-hung or not so much. Technique, stamina, etc, etc. The sort of things you'd like to know if you were considering selecting him. The guys wear their badges so you can excuse yourself and check out his reviews."

Jessica giggled again, this place was amazing.

***

Meanwhile, her husband was also finding out about his future.

He stood in front of Senator Van Dorn's huge office desk. He'd been laying siege to the Senator's daughter for almost a year and it seemed she was ready to become the second Mrs Clarke. Jessica had been useful in her time but now he needed different connections to help him to the next level.

The Senator turned a flat screen monitor so that Christian could see it.

On the screen was Christian himself, on his knees in front of a big Black man. The Senator pressed a button -

"Please, Sir, please knock my wife up with your superior Bla...er, African-American seed," came out of the speakers in Christian's voice.

Then the man on the screen opened his mouth to pleasure the black cock and at that moment the picture cut off.

Christian hung his head in shame.

"My prospective future son-in-law, the man I intend to succeed me as Senator after my next term. How do you think our core-vote in Mississippi would react to that! You can't see the woman clearly, they'll probably think it's my Clemency that you want knocked up with a nigger bastard!"

Christian desperately tried to control himself but the image of Clemency fat with some thug's baby made his prick start to grow. "I don't know what to say..." he gasped.

"Fortunately this video has come into the possession of an old associate of mine named Taylor. A darkie but a man of his word. It will not be released..."

"Thank God," Christian blurted out.

"...in return for your co-operation. You'll sign these two papers. The first is your divorce - no-fault and no-penalty - then we can have you married to Clemency as soon as possible. She'll keep you out of trouble. Then you'll sign this contract with the Taylor Foundation. The equivalent of the alimony - or a tenth of your income, whichever is the greater - to be paid monthly. Needless to say, in your political career, should Taylor require any assistance..."

"Of course, of course," Christian rushed to agree. In his haste to placate the Senator he signed both papers without even looking at them.

The Senator's face softened, "Don't worry Christian, there's going to be plenty of money to go round. You'll go back home and stand for AG. Plenty of money to be made in that post for a man with his wits about him. Then back here to latch onto the Federal teat. But you know the best thing..."

Christian shook his head.

"...You'll be a Taylor Foundation sponsor. Access to videos and live-streams of just the sort of material that red-blooded men-of-the-world like us enjoy." The Senator chuckled, "With any luck you'll soon be watching some niggers put that slut first-wife of yours through her paces."

Christian was eager to leave - he needed to lock himself into his office so he could pleasure himself.

"One last thing, son, don't try this sort of thing with Clemency. She never did approve of her mother's, er, socialising with the Blacks."

Christian thought of the arch-conservative Mrs Van Dorn being fucked by a bunch of niggers and came in his pants almost immediately. The future US Senator then stumbled out of the room.


Jessica's New Life Ch. 03

Taste and Try

Jessica stretched her arms out above her head on the bed and left her whole naked body exposed to him. She kept her eyes closed and savoured his attentions. It had been much, much, too long.

His skilled fingers were tracing patterns across her skin and teasing her with the anticipation of where they would land next. However, since she wasn't a virgin, and he was a man, she was pretty sure where their next target would be. Perhaps unconsciously she slightly arched her back off the bed. He noticed and took the hint. She felt his hands on her breasts. He wasn't rough but his hold was firm enough to tell her that he was warming to his task.

His tongue first flicked her right nipple and then licked it harder. Jessica giggled as she felt her body respond. Soon her left nipple was receiving the same attention and she only opened her eyes when the man finally pulled back to admire her now erect nipples. "I like a woman whose body shows what she likes," said a deep velvety voice. Then he was holding her and his mouth was seeking hers. As their kiss began his tongue probed and she happily allowed it access. This man could kiss and Jessica could have gone a lot longer but he pulled back again.

He traced his long fingers along her collar bone to her neck. His voice was now a husky whisper. "Damn but you are beautiful. Your skin is amazing - it almost glows." He could have been talking to himself as he contemplated her body.

Jessica thought she had better contribute rather than just lay there basking in his attentions. "Er, thanks!"

"No, thank YOU, Jess. Must have been near two hundred men there tonight but you picked me. I had a lot of competition."

Jessica smiled again. "You made the choice easy."

He liked that and moved round until he was between her open legs. "Now I'm going to prove you right." She felt his breath on her and then his head moved forward and his tongue began to explore her pussy. This man knew how to please a woman and Jessica again thought that her only mistake had been waiting so long.

Her location suddenly flashed through Jess's mind. Dress it up you as liked this was not where her whole life had been designed to take her. She was in a back-room of what, at least one night a week, was a pick-up joint where men came to find easy women for casual sex. She'd never been in an hourly-rate 'hotel' or a brothel but you sometimes saw them on TV or read about them in news stories. This room pretty much fit the bill. It had a bed that obviously saw a lot of action, a couple of battered chairs, a little bedside table, a trash-bin and a wash hand-basin. You didn't stay here, you didn't visit here, you didn't sleep here. You came here to do one thing and a man she'd met only an hour ago was getting her good and ready to do just that.

She must have momentarily stiffened or given him some idea of what was going through her mind. Two long fingers replaced his tongue at her pussy. "Easy, baby, I know it's your first time here. Relax and enjoy."

He hadn't really needed to say it. If her moment's hesitation had ever really existed then it had already passed. Strong hands moved back up to gently squeeze her breasts and then she felt his nose pressing against her as his tongue again sought to delve into her. She knew that he was enjoying his first experience of her body. He was savouring her. When he rose up she wasn't surprised to see his cock was standing proud, hard and ready.

"Would you like me to...you know...with my mouth," she asked and began to follow him. Then Jess felt his hand on her - signalling his wish that she stay where she was.

"That sounds good, I'm going to enjoy that," he said, "but just now I think we need to give you what you need. Something tells me this beautiful pussy hasn't been getting the attention it deserves." He moved to the little bedside table and picked up a condom. He opened the packet and rolled the latex sheath over his cock.

Jessica's eyes sparkled and she smiled as he moved back to her. "Where have you been this past few months?"

He chuckled. "Waiting for you, baby, we've all been here just waiting for you..." He moved between her open legs, lined his cock up with her pussy and then eased his way into her. He made three measured strokes and under their slow but insistent pressure her body accepted him easily and fully. Jessica then felt the weight of him on her. His hands reached under her shoulders, his mouth found hers and he began to set the rhythmn of his love-making, the age-old dance by which a man made a woman his.

Jessica and her new lover shared a long, deep, wet kiss. She loved it and the kiss only broke when he eased his head back to look intently into her face, to look deep into her soul. She met the challenge unreservedly and gazed into the liquid brown depths of his eyes.

"Ready?" he asked. She smiled and nodded.

Now the fucking began. Her new lover was no hulking thug. He was a handsome man about four years older than her. He obviously kept himself fit and in her limited experience his cock was probably about average-sized. What was more important was what he was doing with it. His eyes stayed locked on hers as the rhythmn of his thrusts slowly became faster and more powerful, building the feelings within her. Looking into his face Jessica knew how much he wanted her, how much he was enjoying claiming her. It wasn't love, it was pure lust.

She also knew that he wasn't alone in that. She wanted everything he could give her just as much.

The pace of their love-making continued to slowly increase over the next few minutes. Then the man's mouth tightened a little and his breathing became quicker. Jess had felt her body's reaction to him also slowly growing. She wanted to come for him but she was not there yet. The man let his full weight drop back onto her and he began to pound into her with all his strength. Now his strokes were fast, deep and almost frantic. Jess hung onto his strong shoulders and tried to clench her legs around his back.

It was all just enough and she felt a small but pleasurable climax. As she gave out a little moan of pleasure her new lover gave one last hard thrust and then held himself inside her. She knew he was filling the condom.

The man eased himself up, discarded his used rubber in the trash and then sat beside her on the bed. He breathed hard before letting out a little whistle of delight. "Fuck that was good. I knew it would be from the first time I saw you tonight."

She smiled at him and looked him over again. 'John 32' was all she knew him as, that was the ID printed on his club membership card. Now it was her turn to run her fingers over his chest. She admired his body and her eyes drank in the beautiful dark chocolate complexion of his skin. He really wasn't that different from other men she had dated at college and before her marriage. He was clean-cut, good-looking and well turned out. He had told her that he worked in a bank and that was the image he had given off at the club. Yes, he was very similar to the other men she had dated. Well, all except that one thing. That dark brown, almost black, skin. That beautiful dark brown, almost black, skin.

"I love your skin too," she whispered.

He gently held her pale white fingers against his dark chest and saw her looking at the contrast. "It just looks good doesn't it, it just looks right. Ever since I was coming of age I knew that I found white girls the most attractive. Nothing political about it, nothing about 'taking whitey's woman', just a pure aesthetic decision. I happen to generally find white women more sexy than women of other races. That's just the way I am."

Jessica thought about that. She'd always found African-American men attractive but perhaps that was just because they had been so unattainable. Growing up where she did, and in the social circles that she did, you didn't fraternise with them let alone do anything else with them. She thought about how she'd felt the first time she'd seen James, her first Black lover, naked. She knew that she had wanted him at that moment more than she had ever wanted another man.

Then Jess remembered Tyrone, her second Black lover, demanding that she watch him enter her with his big Black cock. The sight alone had almost made her come; it had been so beautiful. This evening in the club there had been a lot of men and she had picked a handsome man that she felt comfortable with, but also the man in that category who had the darkest skin tone.

She had enjoyed some happy years with her husband before their marriage had started to come apart. In many ways he was a good partner but it was undeniable that she had never felt the raw sexual attraction for him that she now felt for this man, or that she had felt for James and Tyrone. She had to be honest with herself about that.

"I know this was your first night at the club, was I your first Black man," asked John.

"Sorry," said Jess, "that was James."

"Damn, he didn't even let you get in the door first," laughed John. "Watch out for him - he's got kids all over town, shit he's got kids all over the country."

"I know, he told me. He even got me to tell my ex-husband that he'd probably got me pregnant. Poor Christian nearly had a heart attack - but he should've known I was still on the pill..."

John just shook his head in wonder.

Her finger traced a small tattoo on his upper arm. "I got it when I was on Spring Break," said John, "I was a bit of an idiot really. At least I can keep it covered up at the bank but it stung like hell at the time and with my skin you can't hardly see it. Not like your skin - ink would show up real well on you."

Jessica laughed. "When my folks were around they would have gone ape if I'd turned up with a tattoo. They're also about as popular with a law firm as they are with a bank. But do you think I'd look good with a tattoo?"

"Hey, you look great either way," said John. "I'm not really a fan of too much ink but I can think of a couple of tats that would look REAL good on you."

She playfully swatted at him. "Well, tough luck. I don't think I'll be getting any tattoos any time soon. I was never a fan of needles."

John held his hands up. "That's cool. Like I say you look damned good in any man's language. Besides, working in our jobs you have to be careful. That's a good thing about the club - discretion is observed at all times. We all know the rules and any man who doesn't follow them would have to answer to Taylor."

"I keep hearing that name. Who is he?" asked Jessica

"He's the man who'd send Tyrone or one of the others to kick my ass if I ever disrespected you. That's about all I know or need to know. He's the man who makes all this available to you, Jess. A club full of men you find attractive and where you are invited to taste and try just as many as you like."

John stood up and moved round in front of her. "Talking of tasting and trying - I think you promised me something earlier."

Jess gave him a knowing smile and then leaned forward to take his cock in her hand. She held the shaft up and used her tongue to tease his balls, tasting the salt of his fresh sweat. "I'm liking that," said John, "you just keep that up and then I'm going to make love to you like a fine woman should be made love to. Not a sprint like last time." He saw her move and take his hard cock in her mouth. Then he felt her tongue begin working on the head of his shaft.

"Fuck yeah," said John as he reached for another condom and tore the packet open with his teeth, "I'm going to send you home happy and make sure that you keep coming back."

Jessica liked the sound of that; she liked the sound of that a lot.

***

It had taken Jessica almost five months to make that first visit back to the club. The idea of it had intrigued her but young women in her position didn't just rush into such a proposition. Besides, the weeks after her momentous night with James and Tyrone had sped by in a bit of a blur really.

With her soon to be ex-husband gone she would have liked to have thrown herself into her work but instead of continuing to rise up the ladder she was suddenly given only routine and simple tasks. It was work that could have been done by a clerk and she missed the challenge of her old case-load. She suspected that Christian had been pulling strings with the partners. Well fuck him! She had their house in one of the most prestigious areas of the city and so she sold it. That left her with a small house in a leafy white suburb and a very fat bank account.

The move did hurt her social life - allied with the fact that her many 'friends' that were married to business contacts of Christian all suddenly went missing. Well fuck them too! A couple of disastrous attempts at dating didn't help. She felt the weeks and then the months dribbling away with nothing but professional and social frustration to show for them.

Jessica knew that she needed to make a change but couldn't be sure what it should be. She had one very good friend at work, Emily, but she was married and had her own life to live. Jessica knew that she couldn't impose on her too much and she didn't really trust anyone else after her life with Christian had fallen apart. Her neighbours were perfectly nice, respectable, people but it was almost a dormitory community. She was in a city of millions but she felt more isolated here than she ever had in her old home town.

Finally, Jess decided that she needed to let her hair down. She wanted some male attention and, let's be blunt, a good fuck would be a welcome change. Over the months she'd always known that there was one place where we could pretty much guarantee herself all of the above. Now, finally, her frustrations overcame her hesitation.

She spent an afternoon at the salon and then bought herself a new clubbing outfit. It was a little white dress which was short and tight but which promised a lot while showing relatively little. It was expensive and gave just the right impression - a classy up-town girl out looking for fun. She thought that might go down pretty well.

If she'd had any doubts about that then they didn't last long. She saw James and a guy she didn't know on the door and the former's huge smile on seeing her was almost enough in itself to prove she'd been right to come. Then she had fun dancing for a couple of hours until a certain dark handsome stranger had caught her eye. 'John 32' had pretty much taken charge and guided her through how the club worked. Then, almost inevitably, she had found herself naked on a bed in one of the back rooms with John working wonderfully hard to get her pussy nice and wet and ready for action.

A Modest Proposal

Once she had her night with John (graded a '5 out of 5' on her review) Jessica knew that she had a new outlet for her energies.

Her recreation time was increasingly focused on that one night a week. The night she went down to the club on its 'Members' Evening.' The night when she danced in a warehouse full of delicious Black man and the white women who loved them. The night when she picked one or two of those Black men to take her into a back room and fuck her.

She hadn't been a virgin when she married but her experience had been limited. Now, a different partner every week soon mounted up. Jenny, the club manager, had suggested she experiment a little. The sweetie-shop was open to her so why not take advantage.

At first, Jessica selected professional-looking men of about her own age, like John. Later, she tried some men a little older than her, some taller than her, some who looked a little more 'street'. Gradually her insistence on a certain type of guy was discarded. Except that she did prefer the darker men. That contrast of skin-on-skin was very important to her.

Finally she was propositioned in a darker corner of the club and took his card almost as a matter of course. When she looked at her beau a little more closely her heart sank. He had to be at least 55 and his beer gut was all too obvious in his cheap suit. She thought about saying she'd made a mistake but then saw the look on his face, the gleam in his eye. Ah well, she thought, she'd make it good for him.

She needn't have worried. Hollis might have been a little past his best and have eaten too much fast-food but that man could fuck! He wasn't huge, she'd quickly learned that was a myth, but he had a thick six inches and he certainly knew how to use it. His old eyes shone with lust as he took her and made her his. His rough worker's hands explored her smooth white body and his bulk pushed down on her leaving her at his mercy. Jessica fucking loved it.

She gave old Hollis a 5, wrote 'Don't Judge a book by its Cover!' on his review and broke another rule she'd set herself by hunting him out herself twice over the next month. Later she was pleased to see several of the other younger white women following her example. She'd often have a drink with Hollis during her evenings at the club but his reputation spread and usually another woman would claim him before they'd finished their chat.

She selected three men for her video debut. Her ass was off limits so one generally rested while his friends took her mouth and pussy. She liked the idea of so many people watching her but the mask was uncomfortable and so she didn't do that again.

Life was never boring at the club but given long enough most anything can become routine. Nine months into her club membership Jessica arrived one evening with a slightly flat feeling.

Jenny signalled to her and so she walked over to join her and Tyrone. "You OK, honey, you don't look your usual self." The bottle-blonde, now definitely on the BBW side of the scales, had a look of concern on her face.

"I don't know, perhaps I'm just not 100% tonight. I've enjoyed every minute here but somehow it's not the same as that first night with James. Something's always been missing."

A gold tooth gleamed, "Told 'ya," crowed Tyrone triumphantly. "Saw it in her eyes that first night with her. Ain't no vanilla white-bread sex gonna do it for her. She a real

top-draw bona-fide slut needs raw full-strength fucking. Need to put her on the program Jenny or she'll get bored and go hunting in the 'hood freestyle."

"What the fuck..." gasped Jessica.

"He's blunt but he's probably right," nodded Jenny, "come to my office, I have a little proposition for you."

***

"Did you ever wonder why we run these evenings? After all, it costs Mr Taylor real money not to be a public venue once a week. Well, we're basically a selection procedure. If you pass muster at this club then you can be selected as a prospect for the 'Cock Pit.'"

"The what..." laughed Jessica.

"I know, it's a helluva name! They used to fight roosters there a hundred years ago and Mr Taylor thought the name appropriate so he kept it. Anyway, you know that you fill out a form for each of your studs - well they do the same for you. Just a straight 'Yes' or 'No'. If you get ten approvals from Cock Pit members before you get three negatives then you have this little chat with me. Cock Pit members are only maybe 5% of the club so just getting to fuck ten of them shows a minimum of commitment. It's been quite quick for you - I suspect Tyrone has been tipping his guys to target you and get you fast-tracked."

It sounded like bullshit to Jessica but she'd learned not to under-estimate how strange things could get. "What happens at this Cock Pit?" she asked.

"It gets pretty wild there and its very exclusive. Its not socio-economic or monetary or any of that shit. The men have to be genuinely Black, no light-skinned brothas, and tested. The women have to be hot and nasty, I should know." She flicked a photo across the desk.



Jessica picked it up - it was a much younger and slimmer Jenny. She was in a tight blue dress and laughing at the camera as she bent over. Surrounding her were five or six naked Black men with hard cocks on display. One was clearly about to enter Jenny from behind and he wasn't wearing a condom.

"I was a member there for ten years," nodded Jenny, "loved every fucking second of it. Even when I was emptying the ash-trays I knew it was all just part of getting me to that next session of hard dirty sex."

"When I hit 45 they retired me and Mr Taylor gave me this job. I'll be honest with you - an important part of my role is identifying 'prospects'. James and I will both get a small bonus if you become one and a really nice one if and when you are sworn in."

"Sworn in?"

"That's a long way off and most prospects get nowhere near it. In the meantime you get to experience a lot and have some serious fun. You'll have to decide for yourself how far you want to go. I can only say I've never regretted going all the way."

It was scary to Jessica but also intriguing. "Do I have to decide now?"

Jenny gave her a card, "If you want to go ahead then book an appointment at the clinic. Once you are checked out and follow their instructions then you'll get a prospects card. Each month you stay you'll need to be checked and get the card updated. That's your first rule. You'll pick up the rest as you go along. I'm sure you'll have fun learning the ropes!"

A few months at the club could change a girl's perspective on things. This time Jessica didn't hesitate. It sounded intriguing and aroused her curiosity - among other things. She'd at least see what it was all about and wouldn't waste any time doing it.

House Rules

The card was for a clinic where, the next day, Jessica got a full medical including a battery of tests for STDs. She returned a week later and was ushered into a Doctor's office.

"Ah, Ms Clarke, my name is Doctor Nikola. Our clinic is retained by the Taylor Foundation as part of their sexual health program. First, I must tell you that abstinence or strict limitation of sexual partners are the only sure way. After that, the use of condoms. However, I understand that these options are not possible in your lifestyle." The little man with the East European accent smiled and arched a playful eyebrow - he'd clearly made this little speech many times before.

"That the Foundation's activities have continued so long without serious incident is proof that our methodology is effective to a considerable degree. There are, of course, risks. Perhaps only comparable to crossing a street on foot, but risks all the same. I must make you aware of them."

Jessica nodded.

The Doctor continued, "The RNA and other STD tests have all come back negative. You will return to be tested each month and should you have any problems you will be treated and only return to the program once cleared. These are requirements not requests, you understand?"

"But not all such problems are easily solved..."

"Indeed, hence your requirement for medication. My tests suggest that you are currently using hormonal birth control via the pill?"

"Yes," confirmed Jessica, she'd made sure to go back onto birth control when she started going to the Club. Condoms were all very well but condoms could split.

"That will make things easier. Instead of your pill each morning you will take one of these." The little man tapped a packet and pushed it towards Jessica. "PrEP is giving us excellent results. But it must be taken daily, without exception. Your partners will not be medicated but will also be RNA tested monthly. This combination of testing and medication will exponentially reduce your risk."

Jessica nodded, but some of this went against everything she had ever heard. She would have to research it all herself but it certainly raised possibilities that she'd never imagined.

"I will be clear. Each time you test clear you receive this card," Dr Nikola gave Jessica a small object like a credit card. "This allows you to participate in the program over the following month and to identify others on the program. Of course there are certain rules. You MUST take your medication, no excuses and no exceptions. You MUST be tested each month. Sex outside of the program should be kept to a minimum and with protection. That especially applies to anal sex and I would advice caution there even inside the program. Finally, hormonal birth control lessens PrEP effectiveness and so you must cease taking the pill immediately."

'Shit,' thought Jessica. There just had to be a catch didn't there.

Doctor Nikola gave a sly smile. "Of course for the purposes of our program a barrier form of contraception can be perfectly fine. You have used a diaphragm...well, our nurse will instruct you in its use. Please remember that it is not like the pill. If you forget it or insert it incorrectly then you will not be protected."

"I understand," nodded Jessica.

"Then welcome to the program. I trust you will find it an enjoyable process and wish you all good fortune."

The little man shook her hand and then ushered her out of his office. This woman was particularly lovely with her flawless skin and her long auburn hair. He knew that his friend and employer would be particularly interested in watching her progress.

Recruitment Drive

Jessica left the clinic to find Tyrone waiting for her.

"Hold up," he said, and took a picture as she posed in front of the clinic holding up her card. "For the records," he explained.

Once in the car Jessica said, "It's amazing - is it these sponsors that fund the tests, the drugs..."

"...the whole fucking clinic," chuckled Tyrone, "is courtesy of Uncle Sam. Mr and Mrs Taxpayer will be facililitating yo' fucking," he spoke the last three words as if rolling them round his mouth.

He turned to enjoy her shocked expression. "Taylor is the man. Got lots of friends on Capitol Hill. We got issues but money ain't one of 'em."

"What, er, issues do you have," asked Jessica.

"Recruitment."

"Women don't want to risk it."

Tyrone laughed. "We offering a steady diet of big Black cock bareback. Plenty enough white girls interested in that! Twenty years ago it was tough. But we could get East European girls who wanted a green card. Now, we got sluts coming in from all over the country and all over the world. Already got programs in two other US cities and setting up in London soon. Get the word out and the sluts come running. Most just wanna visit or ain't fine enough for the Pit but we still got plenty of white girls as prospects."

"So what's the problem?"

"Getting black dick for you girls - we need a lot of supply to meet demand. We get a good man and then the sucka falls in love or gets married or shit. Old wise heads stay around but the girls want variety. Need some young bulls that can go hard and fast all night. Which is where we going for your first mission."

Jessica kept quiet, aware that things were moving fast. She watched as the leafy surrounds of the clinic were replaced by a more built-up landscape and then as the smart commercial district was replaced by more shabby streets and shops. It didn't surprise her - where else would you go in search of young black men?

She looked down at her outfit - she'd come straight from the office and was in a smart work suit. She wore a dark-blue tailored jacket with a matching skirt reaching half way to the knee. There was a plain white t-shirt under the jacket and a simple gold necklace of linked chains around her neck. Pantyhose gave the pale skin of her legs some colour and she wore her usual two-inch black heels. She suddenly felt a little self-conscious. She was perhaps over-dressed for the ghetto. She smiled as she realised that the thought made her hot.

Ty parked the car and turned to her. "You stay here till I signal. Don't get out on your own - round here ain't safe for unaccompanied fine white bitches. Get yourself turned out by a wannabe pimp."

Then he was gone and strolled round the corner.

Jessica looked out of the car window at her unattractive surroundings. She'd just been brought where good white women didn't go by a black man who her daddy would have called a 'nigger thug'. She'd agreed to come because she 'd known what would be here waiting for her - hard Black cock. She giggled and slipped her hand down the front of her skirt and into her panties.

She didn't notice Ty until he was tapping on the car window. She rapidly adjusted her skirt and stepped out of the car. "Shit, girl, you crazy doin' that in public round here," his voice was gruff but he was smiling as he strode across the sidewalk. Behind him, one wrist gripped in a big black hand, Jessica hurried along with her heels clicking on the concrete.

Round the corner was a basketball court, at it's gate were five young men, All Black, all tall and lanky, all dressed in T-shirts and long baggy shorts. Jessica's eyes widened - this could all go very wrong.

"Shiit - the nigga wasn't lying..."

"Thass one fine piece to be round here."

"We got what you looking for slut."

Ty's voice boomed, "Pussy's off limits for today. Get to the club I told you 'bout and there'll be plenty there for ya." He turned to Jessica, "I checked their IDs - all 18 - so do your thing baby."

Jessica swallowed hard. Fantasy was one thing but this was very real, seemingly much more real and raw and nasty than anything she'd done at the Club. She wasn't sure she could do it.

"Shit," said a fourth boy, "she a stuck-up bitch. She near pissing herself she so scared. She ain't gonna do shit. She ain't no real slut, she just prick-teasing."

That did it. Jessica had always been very competitive. All that energy, courtesy of her problems at work, had just been backing up and waiting for an outlet. In a nano-second the electrical connection fired in her brain and all that fire and energy and will to win had a new direction. No little black brat was calling her a prick-tease. He wanted to see a real slut well he'd better hang onto something because here she came...

"What the fuck..." The boy was rocking in his sneakers as Jessica launched herself at him. Almost before he could grasp what was happening she was on her knees in front of him and her hands were hauling down his shorts and boxers in one movement. Her hand found his semi-erect dick and with a couple of expert strokes soon had him at full-mast.

'18-year-olds are easy,' thought Jessica as she noticed how quickly the boy got hard. Then she engulfed his meat in her mouth and pushed until her nose was in his pubic hair.

She bobbed her head up and down three times exerting the perfect pressure onto his dick and then pushed down and used her tongue on his underside.

"MOTHA-FUCKA," shouted the boy and Jessica's mouth filled with his salty semen. She swallowed like a good slut should and then stood. Looking the boy in the eye she smirked, "That tease you good enough."

"Thanks," mumbled the boy.

"Well...who's next?" asked Jessica and eased back down to her knees as a young man arrived in front of her and another on each side. Three hard Black cocks stood proud around her face and she put all the skills she had learned at the club to work. For the next few minutes she had a dick in her mouth and another in each hand as she moved from cock to cock.

Barely registering the comments and sounds of approval from the young men she just concentrated on the three big Black cocks in front of her. She wanted to worship them and give them pleasure. She wanted, most of all, to make them cum.

Almost without warning a boy groaned and the cock to her left shot it's load. Semen shot out in three strong ropes and she felt it hit her face as she closed her eyes. That set the guy in her mouth off and again she had to swallow hard to clear her mouth of the viscous salty liquid. The cock on her right was pulled out of her hand and she heard ragged breathing from above her. She knew that he was jerking himself off over her. She angled her face to give him he perfect target. He grunted, "fuckin' nasty bitch", and she felt his load hit her.

When the spurts ended Jessica cautiously opened her eyes. Then she used her hand to scoop as much cum off her face as she could before jamming her fingers into her mouth and greedily sucking them clean. Her eyes locked on the fifth and last of the young men.

"I like a man to take charge," she purred, "can you help me out." He just nodded and stepped forward. He grabbed her hair, ignoring the cum, and pushed his dick home into her soft warm mouth.

He wasn't bothered about her technique. He just wanted a warm wet hole that he could fuck and then cum in. Jessica offered him one and he took it. He made her gag with the depth of his strokes and made her eyes water so that her eye make-up began to run down her cheeks. Finally, he jabbed viciously home one last time before pulling out and showering her with his jizz.

"Nasty slut."

"Fuck yeah, best head I ever got."

"Gonna need to get that suit cleaned."

The young men laughed. Jessica turned to Tyrone and saw him filming her on his phone. After a bit he got the guys to pose round her and snapped a few pics. "Remember the white pussies are at Taylor's club. Not all as fine as this one but there's plenty to go round."

"Damn," said the assertive guy with a smile, "shoulda knowed you wuz from Mr Taylor. We'll be sure to get there."

Ty held up a meaty finger. "Get yourself tested and then get yourself down there. Keep the 'hood clean and healthy and in return you'll get plenty of sweet white pussy."

"Sounds good man." The others agreed and all bumped fists with Ty in recognition. The boys declined a goodbye kiss from Jessica, to general laughter, and they were on their way.

"Look in the mirror, babe," rumbled Tyrone. Adjusting the rear-view Jessica saw her face caked in drying semen. There were little streaks in her disordered hair and a glance down showed her clothing marked with their cum and her pantyhose full of ladders from kneeling on the rough ground.

"That's what life as a prospect is like," Tyrone continued.

"Five black guys make a lot of cum," giggled Jessica.

"That's three guys' cum, I saw you swallow two straight from the tap. Ever want to try another challenge?"

"Fuck yeah," said Jessica, "it was a real rush."

"OK, we'll contact you soon with instructions. Meanwhile, rule number two. Prospects don't wear panties. If a brotha gets close and wants to check the goods then he doesn't want to feel cloth. He wants to feel pussy when he's feeling you up."

Tyrone snapped his fingers and held out his hand. Jessica quickly pulled off her panties and handed them to him. He felt them with his finger and sniffed their aroma.

"Yeah, I knew you was enjoying yourself. You know you quite something. I'd hired a room a couple of blocks over but you just took those guys in the wide open on the public street. Nigga could get himself arrested hangin' with a nasty slut like you. Now let's go home."

His words should have horrified her, before she'd entered the club she would have been disgusted by them. But now she was a different Jessica. She heard the amused surprise in Tyrone's voice and it made her...proud. If she was going to be a slut then she was going to be the best and nastiest slut that she could be.

She hardly noticed Tyrone turn up his sounds as he reached her street. The heavy beat was thumping out as he leaned across and opened her door.

As she moved to step out he grasped her wrist. 'I'll take that goodbye kiss." Their tongues met in a long deep soul kiss and she felt his big hand groping her breast through her clothing. Finally, he pulled away, "Hmmn, I like my bitches real nasty. You gonna do fine."

Jessica finally stepped out and then yelped as a big black hand slapped her backside. She felt like she was walking on air as she made her way up the short drive to her front door. She hardly heard the loud music from Tyrone's car recede into the distance and she never noticed the curtains twitching in the surrounding houses.


Jessica's New Life Ch. 04

The Second Challenge

"Good work recruiting those new young studs," beamed Jenny, "I've had two of them already but the big one, Dashawn is it, I think I'm going to have to see what he's made of. Wish me luck!"

James smiled at Jessica's expression. He knew just what she was thinking. The young men she'd 'persuaded' to join the club were all just 18. Jenny was a bottle-blonde running to fat who looked like she wouldn't see 50 again.

He explained, "Just like we recommend female prospects, current and past Taylor girls get to recommend new male members for the Cock Pit. Word soon gets around. If a young Black man wants to reach the land of unlimited bareback fucking with the finest white pussy then it pays him to show Jenny and the others a real good time. It's a little reward for the girls' past services."

"Taylor girls..."

"What you'll be when, or if, you meet all your challenges. Which reminds me, you'll be picked up on Saturday afternoon at three. Dress real classy and real expensive. Talking of dress rules - what about Rule One."

Jessica swirled up her mid-length skirt to reveal her naked pussy.

"Passed that test," smiled James, "now go find yourself some fresh Black cock."

***

Jessica prepared herself carefully for her challenge on Saturday. She bathed and then lightly misted her body with her most expensive perfume. She wore a simple but extremely exclusive designer dress. It essentially left one shoulder and most of her back exposed. The ultra-sheer red material was kept in place by thin black sequined straps and stretched tight over her chest. It was not a dress that you wore a bra with. Besides, she was proud of her pert well-formed 30Ds and today she would enjoy showing them off. The dress was tight around her ass, clearly showing the curves of her buttocks, and then flowed loose down to just above her ankles. She wore modest heels and decided to wear her classic long black leather coat for travelling.

Her ride arrived on time and she easily identified it by the booming bass blasting out from the car's speakers. She looked in the window and hesitated - it was a man she didn't know. He asked, "Jessica?", and flashed a 'Cock Pit' card at her. She saw his picture, that month and the name 'Antwan'.

Antwan drove some sweet wheels and was well turned out himself. A well-cut suit jacket with a heavy gold necklace over his black shirt. His hand as he waved Jessica into the car showed a couple of heavy gold rings.

As soon as he had driven out of her neighbourhood Antwan turned down his radio to a background level, "Been to H-town recently?"

H-Town was the nickname for the neighbouring city, now largely connected by sprawling suburbia. H-Town had always been the poor neighbour and the decline of heavy industry hadn't been kind. While Jessica's city was fairly prosperous, with pockets of poverty, over there it was a ring of wealthy suburbs round a city that had just about managed not to go the way of Detroit, but only just. 'H-Town' referred to a major heroin epidemic that had hit the inner city there in the 70s just as the economy was headed down the pan and most of the whites were packing up to leave. 'H-Town' pretty much always referred to the inner city rather than the suburbs and Jessica somehow knew that she wasn't going to any nice leafy suburbs.

"Never been," she admitted, "you from there." "Born and bred," Antwan smiled, "my man Tyrone suggested I show you some sites over there."

'I bet,' thought Jessica.

It was a 2-3 hour drive to H-Town and Antwan spoke in his leisurely way most of the journey. He'd made a lot of money in 'retail' and 'import/export' until 'outside pressures' made it a good idea to quit that game. Jessica immediately thought 'ex-drug dealer' and then blamed her racist upbringing for making such an assumption. Antwan went on to say that he'd met Taylor who'd persuaded him to try new ventures just four months before his main competitors in 'the market' had each got twenty-to-life. 'Ex-drug dealer' thought Jessica and this time she didn't feel guilty about it.

Antwan had gone into 'entertainment'. 'Pimp?' thought Jessica. But no, Antwan had gone into clubs. Dance clubs and smaller swingers clubs. "Got establishments in every big city over four states," Antwan boasted, "not bad for a man just past 40. And every club, either weekly or monthly, has a 'Zebra night' for promoting racial harmony, know what I mean."

Jessica knew what he meant.

"At every club I got staff used to be with Taylor at the 'Cock Pit'. They manage or work bar or watch the doors - but as well as that they talent-scout. Taylor covers any deficit from running the 'zebra nights' and in return I send him women who're interested in what he does. To his Club down in the city if they're close enough. Otherwise I let them know what 'special activities' Taylor can lay on for them."

Jessica had only the vaguest notion what those 'special activities' were but she had a feeling she'd probably be finding out in due course.

"The other string to my bow is organising events for Spring Break, Fantasy Fest, etc. A real good earner and if you locate a 'zebra event' right you get plenty of talent showing up. Hook 'em up to my clubs or just let them know what the big city has to offer. Taylor won't take girls under 21 as prospects but it's surprising how many women contact him and say they first heard about him years back at Spring Break. Anyway, how'd you hook up with the folk over there?"

The journey passed pretty quickly as Jessica explained and then the two just chatted. Jessica found Antwan could be charming and very easy company. She wasn't naive - it was pretty clear that Antwan was not a man to cross. You didn't survive where he'd come from unless you could look after yourself. She liked the aura of self-confidence and authority which seemed to radiate from the man beside her.

To Jessica's surprise they stopped at a restaurant in one of the wealthier suburbs.

"Nothing up to scratch in the city any more so I figured we'd try here. Got a very good write-up in the 'Times'. You can leave the coat in the car."

That was an order rather than a suggestion. Jessica obeyed and enjoyed the smile on Antwan's face as he saw her outfit. The big man gave a slow nod and offered her his arm as they walked to the restaurant.

"Booked a table for Mr Dale Anstruther and guest," Antwan told the maitre d' as he studiously ignored the man's surprise at his appearance. The little man scampered off and Antwan nodded, "If I tried to book as Antwan the restaurant would be full but it's amazing what a nice white name can get you...Ah, here comes the Manager."

Another man hurried up and smiled smoothly. "Perhaps you would like to come this way, er, sir and we will make a table up for you."

"Make me up a little table by the john, no thanks, we'll take that empty table front-and-center. I understand that your food is first-class here."

"We are proud to say..."

"Good," Antwan fixed the manager with a baleful eye, "I'll hold you personally responsible for that, OK."

The manager suddenly looked nervous, "Most certainly, I will supervise preparation personally."

"Very reassuring and I used to be a waiter so don't think I won't notice any little tricks." Antwan chuckled as the man scuttled off and took refuge in the kitchen.

Antwan hadn't been quiet in making his wishes known and Jessica was aware that they had everyone's attention in the restaurant. Antwan kissed her hand and pulled her chair out for her. As they sat and talked Antwan's hand moved under the table to stroke the leg exposed by the slash in Jessica's dress. Jessica could almost feel the eyes fixed on her from every side.

Their meal arrived and was very good, excellent in fact. Antwan 'entertained' the other diners by deeply kissing Jessica between courses and loudly stating that he was, "looking forward to getting her out of that dress."

When it was time to go, Antwan took out a thick money-roll and flicked a few notes to the manager. Then he pushed his big hand through the slit in Jessica's dress so it could come to rest on her bare buttock beneath. He gave a little squeeze and they left the restaurant to almost total silence.

Antwan laughed almost the whole way to the car. "You're a bad man," giggled Jessica nervously, "you shocked them!"

"Fuck 'em," said Antwan, "they need to get real. See a classy white woman with a Black man and they fair shit their pants."

"They didn't know what to make of me," she said.

"They knew you was a white woman who went with Blacks, whether out of inclination or for money, and they didn't like it."

"Like you say...fuck them."

Antwan saw the flash of anger in her eyes and knew that, under the brave exterior, their treatment in the restaurant had upset her. Well that could go one of two ways - she'd either retreat to lick her wounds or she'd come out fighting. Time to find out which way the wind was blowing.

"Want to go into H-Town or do you want to call it a night?

"I'm having fun - show me the city."

"We'll go where good white girls don't go. Won't be no nice decent folks like back at the restaurant."

"Thank fuck for that - half of them thought I was your whore and so I don't much feel like being a 'good girl'."

Antwan smiled and took a right turn into the city itself. It was time to tell Jessica the next rule and he knew just how to do it.

A Glorious Discovery

The first stop was a large car-park next to a low one-story building with glaring neon signs. "XXX DVDs", "GIRLS, GIRLS, GIRLS", and, "VIDEO BOOTHS HERE."

"About the last mainly straight sex shop left in the city," Antwan said, "survives pretty much the same way the gay ones do. It's a place for a little action as well as just a place for retail."

Walking in, Jessica didn't notice much action. There were a few guys, mostly Black given the shop's location, shuffling about looking at the racks of DVD cases or examining the sex-toy displays or reading the posters advertising personal appearances and feature dancing.

As she walked round the store in her red dress she paused at the interracial section and looked at some of the lurid covers. Then she went on to the toys and giggled at a huge black dildo modelled after a famous porn star's penis. All the time she was very aware that every man in the store seemed to be watching her - perhaps natural as she was the only woman there - and waiting. It was a weird feeling but she sensed that the men were looking at her in appreciation and anticipation and so it wasn't unpleasant.

Finally she reached a small sign into a back corridor which said 'Booths.' Is that for watching videos?" she asked.

"Well yes," answered Antwan, "but nowadays they are mainly used for other things. You ever heard of a glory-hole."

Jessica's eyes widened in shock, "Oh my God, I saw videos on my ex-husband's computer but I didn't think they really existed."

Antwan watched as Jessica was slowly drawn towards the booths like a moth to the flame. "Give me fifty in tokens," he ordered the clerk. The other men in the shop began moving towards the cash desk and placing similar orders but Jessica didn't hear them. She was already in the right-hand booth.

She didn't know what she'd expected but this place was NASTY. Thin construction board walls covered in scuffed paintwork. The sounds of pornography showing in other booths echoed in her ears and in the right hand wall was a hole with its edges smoothed off. The booth was relatively clean but Jessica noticed the tiled floor and that the paint below the hole was almost worn away as if it was regularly scrubbed clean.

Antwan joined her, "Pretty freaky, huh?" He slid a token into the machine and selected a channel. The screen half-way up the wall began showing a movie, a blonde woman surrounded by ten thuggish black guys in stereotypical gang attire. One grabbed her arm and the others began striping off her clothes.

"Yeah, I guess," said Jessica as she idly watched the screen. Then she heard a thud as the door to the booth next door clothed. Her eyes widened and she looked at Antwan.

He gave a little shrug. "You wanna try it?"

Jessica nodded.

"Best take that fine dress off and give it to me or it'll get ruined." Then he moved the booth's chair next to the wall, "That'll save your knees."

She smiled at him as she removed her dress - one good thing about this dress was that it came off very quickly. In seconds she was naked, save for her shoes, in the nasty video booth of an H-town porn store. She looked at Antwan as a little knock sounded on the wall.

"Stick your fingers through the hole to tell him you're ready and then just do what comes natural."

She put two fingers through the hole and almost immediately a sturdy black cock punched through. She giggled and wrapped her fingers round it.

"I'll tell you your next rule as you suck that cock," said Antwan. He watched as the redhead wiped off the chair, sat down and bent over to take the stranger's dick in her mouth."

"Cocks come in three sorts. First, inferior cocks. White cock, Mexican cock, milk chocolate cock, Arab cock, Asian cock, Indian cock, damn Martian cock - they don't get in you, ever. If you have to, then you put a condom on it and give it a handy. Understood."

Jessica pulled off the cock and whispered, "Just as well this one's lovely and black." She smiled at the phone Antwan was using to film her, she'd got very used to being filmed, and then went back to work.

"Second type of cock is untested black cock. In today's world you can't just fuck it as nature attended. But you can give him one of them killer blow-jobs or put a condom on it if he wants sex. If he's good tell him to get down to one of my clubs and get himself tested."

Jessica stopped moving her head on the cock. The man withdrew and Antwan snapped, "Show us what you got." Jessica opened her mouth to show a small pool of thick white semen . Her eyes sparkled with the wildness of her actions. "What do you do with that?" She closed her mouth and swallowed, then opened it again to reveal the semen had gone. She giggled into the camera and then waited.

Soon a fresh cock came through the hole. Longer and thinner but just as Black. Jessica was already blowing it before she really knew what she was doing. "They come in all shapes and sizes," instructed Antwan, "but that don't matter. Your place is to give pleasure to the Black man and by giving pleasure to him you give pleasure to yourself. You understand? Now let me see you work that dick."

Jess put all her technique into pleasing the man in the booth next door. The man who's face she had never seen. The man who was reduced for her to about six inches of hard black meat. It didn't take long. He shot a good load and she leaned forward as some of his cum dribbled out of her mouth onto the floor. She gulped the rest down and said, "Oops," to the camera with a giggle.

Man number three had Jessica holding her hand to her mouth to stifle her laughter. There appeared to be a mass of grey pubic hair with perhaps half an inch of cock hidden in it.

Again Jessica looked to Antwan for advice. "What colour is it?" whispered Antwan. Well it was a Black cock so Jessica did her best with it. It was very awkward because the man barely made it through the hole but some skilled finger and tongue work finally had him at his full proud inch and a half. Just enough for Jess to work with and apparently the man wasn't used to such attention. He came quickly. The cock withdrew and a thin wrinkled Black hand came through the hole and stroked Jessica's bare breast.

"Thank ya baby," came through the hole, "best I've felt in years. You come back, OK."

"Thanks for the cum," replied Jessica, and the man removed his hand.

After a couple of minutes Man Number Four made his appearance. It was a contrast to the last one. A solid eight inches of well-proportioned hard meat. A pussy-pleaser any man could be proud of. Jessica only wrinkled up her nose in disgust. Pale pink pricks no longer did anything for her. Antwan reached into his jacket pocket and handed her a condom. She put it on and then began to mechanically jack the prick off.

Of course, the man didn't do the decent thing and come quickly. He was a real chore and Jessica's arms were both very tired by the time he squirted a load into the end of the rubber. Jessica pulled the condom off and carefully dropped it into the trash bucket.

"You ready to go?" asked Antwan.

"One more," said Jess, "I want to end with a real one." Antwan chuckled - it was all coming naturally to the lovely woman in front of him. She wasn't playing for the camera she was just doing what came naturally to her. Time to continue her lesson.

Man Number Five was, well, pretty average, But what mattered was that his cock was a beautiful coal-Black. Jessica gave a little squeal of delight and went to start sucking. But Antwan took her shoulder and then gestured to her to get up. He moved the chair and had her bend at the waist to take the new cock into her mouth.

"Third type of cock is tested Black cock. No reason not to do what nature intended so you give up your mouth or that pussy, whatever he wants and wherever he wants and however he wants. Won't be no condoms. Birth control is your business not his and he'll cum where he wants to cum. Into your mouth, over your body or deep in that pretty white pussy. Now how do you know tested Black cock."

Jessica paused her sucking, "Card," she said.

Antwan held his card on the wall in front of her as she returned to sucking the stranger. "Like that one?" he rumbled. She nodded and at that moment felt him push into her. Antwan rode her hard and fast as she grunted and tried to keep up a rhythmn on the cock in front of her. She finally gasped once more and the man came, showering her chest and the floor in his jizz. Antwan gave a satisfied grunt and gripped her ass for a second or two before pulling out of her.

Jess knew that Antwan had come in her and that she had neglected to put in her diaphragm. Having just come off the pill she couldn't be 100% certain of her cycle but she thought she was probably OK. She remembered that she'd been told that birth control was her responsibility. Antwan clearly hadn't given it a second thought. He'd wanted to fuck his hot new slut and so he'd fucked her and planted his seed just where nature intended. The momentary fear of the possible implications quickly passed; the warm glow of Antwan's desire for her stayed long.

They left the store to demands that Jessica come back real soon. Then Antwan drove her to an all-night supermarket so she could clean herself up in its washroom. She'd expected her date to run all night so she'd brought a change of clothes for the morning and now she made use of it. Her new outfit was nothing like as sexy - just smart and comfortable for being round the house.

"Fuck," said Jessica when she got back into the car, "that was the most amazing night of my life! I never thought I'd ever do something like that."

"You tired - you want to go home or you want to try something else."

"I've never felt less tired or more alive. Let's go."

An Evening's Dancing

The next stop was another run-down shabby building with signs advertising 'GIRLS',

H-Town seemed to specialize in them. As they walked in Jessica saw the big central stage with poles and a couple of black girls busily gyrating. Men sat around the stage watching the dancers and another moved round the table collecting cash. "Tips," said Antwan, "strict no-touching rule for public clubs in this state."

There were a few cheers as the girls got naked and a few more when after a few minutes dancing they left the stage.



"Give it up for Melody and Shanice. Sistas who are sisters," said the man with the tip jar into a microphone. His jar was pretty full, though mostly with ones. "It's talent night here at the 'Dew Drop Inn', remember any girl who wants to dance can earn herself some money and maybe a full-time job as a dancer here. Next up we got Princess - give her a nice hand and I'll be round in five minutes to collect your tips."

The music cranked up and a Black girl almost ran on stage and began thrusting her backside in time to the music. There were maybe fifty men in the room and perhaps five applauded the new dancer but every eye was fixed on her. Looking around Jessica was very aware that she was the only white person there but that didn't seem to matter.

"I wish I could dance like that," she said.

"Shit, everyone can dance baby."

"I can dance at a club - with a few guys - but dancing on stage in front of a crowd. I've never done anything like that." She watched the girl on stage for a while and then said, "I wonder how you put your name down."

Antwan chuckled, "That won't be a problem.. Just wait..."

A couple of minutes later the MC was at their table asking Antwan if his lady was here to dance or just to watch. He was very pleased by the answer. "Shit, don't get many white girls wanting to dance that ain't either 300 pounds or strung-out on crack. You'll be real popular - you're on after Ebony."

Jessica got very nervous as she waited - presenting a case in court had always been easy but this was very different. She really wasn't confident that she could dance anywhere near as well as the Black girls and she wanted to please all these men.

"Give a warm welcome to a visitor from the suburbs, the soccer mom who's come slummin, give it up for Jessica."

Jessica made her way to the stage and started moving to the beat as the music cranked up. 'Soccer mom', she thought, 'cheeky bastard!' She heard some cheers but she felt awkward on stage and pretty soon she'd taken all her clothes off and was left desperately trying to think of fresh moves to make. It was a relief when the music was turned down again and she stumbled breathlessly off stage with her clothes to whistles and cheers.

"How'd I do?" she asked.

"Honestly, it needs some work," chuckled Antwan.

"Yeah, I think I'm about ready to go if you are."

Antwan nodded and was just about to get up when the MC came over with Jessica's tips jar. It was almost empty, only about ten notes in it, maybe 25 bucks in all.

"Oh," said Jessica, crestfallen.

"Sorry, babe, the guys see a lot of dancers...Keep watching the other girls' moves and you'll soon improve."

"Plenty of videos on the internet - booty shaking, stripping, twerking - practice in front of the mirror and you'll be ready for next time," suggested Antwan helpfully.

Jess looked at the little pile of cash, "This won't even cover your gas money Antwan."

The MC leaned in confidentially. "Well, some of the girls like to make a little extra money, you understand?"

"What the going rates?" asked Antwan

"Thirty and sixty, half to the house. Soon make that gas money. Anyway I'll be around."

The MC headed off to collect tips for the next dancer. "What was he talking about?" asked Jessica.

"Thirty for head, sixty for full sex. Half your earnings go to him." He watched her as she first understood his words, then registered her shock and finally considered what they might mean. When her eyes sparkled with naughty amusement he had an idea what was coming next.

"Would I be safe?"

"I'll be there - and I guess one of the doormen to make sure you don't run with their part of the proceeds."

She thought for maybe half a minute and then held her hand up until she attracted the attention of the MC across the room.

Ten minutes later Jessica was kneeling on some pieces of old cardboard packing laid down on the rough alleyway behind the stripclub. The first of her clients was enjoying an awesome blow-job and telling his friends just how good that sweet white mouth was. The MC had put the word around and a group of other men were waiting their turn. Antwan was filming on his phone and chatting with a doorman.

Looking at the men waiting Jessica knew that she couldn't spend too long with each client. She used her mouth and hands to the best of her ability to get the men to cum. Having a hot white girl sucking their dick helped the process along, as did her willingness to stroke one black dick while sucking another. Seeing one cock cum on the beautiful new whore pretty much always set the other one off. Within fifteen minutes her fifth punter was wiping off his dick on her long red hair.

"I'll have me some white pussy," said the next guy. He pointed to the wall and Jess assumed the position. Hands on the wall, legs apart and butt pushed back. Big black hands roughly fumbled her tits as the man thrust his condom-covered cock home. He wasn't hanging about. He just wanted to get his rocks off by fucking a white whore and so he pounded away as hard and as fast as he could until he came into his rubber. He withdrew and slapped the whore's ass, noting with approval her panting for air. Whore was enjoying her work. The next guy pushed past him, lined up and rammed home. Jessica hung onto the wall for dear life as man after man took her, hammering their hard black dicks into her soft white body.

Jess was 'in the zone', feeling herself used for the mens' pleasure. Trying to stifle her moans and grunts as they pounded home. Feeling men grabbing her body hard, beating her ass, almost pulling her hair out at the roots. Her body reached a pitch of reaction to the men's rough attentions and held it seemingly for ever. It was like nothing she had ever felt before.

Only once was there a pause. A man had just pulled out and she was slowly wiggling her ass and waiting for the next black cock to slide home. "Hey motherfucka," she heard Antwan shout, "rubber!"

"Sorry man, I forgot," said an alarmed voice behind her.

"Yeah and maybe I'll forget to punch your teeth down your throat. Now get that rubber on and get to fucking my bitch."

A few seconds fumbling and Jessica felt him enter her. She closed her eyes and savoured the sensations. Only a couple more men had her and then for the only time that session she took a dick at each end. Without the wall to support her she felt shaky and her legs were wobbly. A big guy was virtually holding her up as he fucked her from behind. The other had to virtually fuck her mouth but didn't seem to mind doing all the work.

When the last cock shot into its rubber Jessica dropped to her knees. Antwan counted out cash to the doorman, bumped fists with him and then went to help Jessica get herself vaguely dressed and into the car.

Jess dozed in the car as Antwan drove to his home. It was a large house next to one of his clubs and Antwan let Jessica get some rest.

When she woke Jessica felt tired and sore but pretty good considering. "Take a shower, baby," Antwan shouted from the next room. She found a bathroom next to the bedroom and did just that, letting the warm water wash over her. Her nipples felt sore from being tugged at, she had bruises on her sides where big hands had held her, she knew that their mouths had left marks on her neck and breasts. She couldn't really believe what she had done that night but she knew the evidence was there.

The sound of fucking came from the next room and Jessica wandered over to see what was going on. Antwan was seated on a big couch watching a massive screen on the opposite wall. It took maybe five seconds for Jessica to see that he was watching a film of her taken the previous night. Her face was blurred but she knew that it was her in that dirty back-alley with a pot-bellied black man hammering away at her from behind. Other men were standing around and urging him on, eager for their turn.

Antwan cut the film off and the screen flashed to an internet site main page. "High-Society Snowbunny' was the title and then there were just links to film clips. Just about everything she had done with Tyrone, her time in a mask at the club, even a hidden cam shot of her time with James."

"Every prospect has their website so the members and sponsors can follow their progress. You can see there - three challenges passed."

"It was a big one last night."

Antwan chuckled, "No, it was an easy one. You just had to be seen out in public with a Black man who made it clear to anyone watching that he was fucking you. The rest of it, all the sex, wasn't part of the challenge. Those were just things that you wanted to do at the time."

"Which reminds me," he went on, "reach in my jacket pocket over there."

Jessica went to his jacket and felt in the pocket. She pulled out a wad of money. "Oh God, is this..."

"Count it out."

She counted the money onto the table. Three hundred and ninety dollars. She pushed it towards him, "I don't need this..."

He shook his head. "You don't need the money as money but you DO need that money for what it represents. Another line you chose to cross and another line you can't come back from. You can ditch the lifestyle now and find yourself another rich white husband. Be a good little wifey until you're 120. It won't matter. It won't matter because you will KNOW. You will know that you whored yourself to Black guys for money."

"But I didn't need the money and they didn't need to pay me" said Jessica.

"We were ready to blow that strip joint - you wanted out. Wasn't going to fuck nobody. The MC made his proposition and then it was you wanted to stay and fuck anyone with the money in their pocket."

"Yes," said Jessica quietly.

"And why was that, girl?"

Jessica remained silent.

"I'll tell you why. You thought of all those hard black cocks and you found you'd got yourself a wet pussy. Am I right?"

"Yes," admitted Jessica in a whisper.

"Don't let it eat you up, babe. You need to own who you are and what you do. That slut, that whore, has always been there in you. You just getting to express that side of you now you with us."

Jess shrugged, "I suppose so. I guess the proof's out there - I'm a whore for black dick. Does this mean I turned myself out?" she said with a little smile.

"Oh no," said Antwan, "you need to keep your eyes open Jess. Remember that MC picking up your tips when you were dancing,"

"Yeeesss..."

"Well he gave you twenty-five dollars but he pocketed about three hundred from what I saw."

"The cheap bastard!"

"Hey," said Antwan, "pimping ain't easy. He figured you was there to try and make a little cash and if he only gave you twenty-five then..."

"Oh shit," said Jessica.

"...then you'd be more likely to listen when he made his little suggestion. So he got about 300 of your tips and then he got his 390 from turning you out."

"But why didn't you say something?"

"Well, nigga's gotta eat and anyway I wanted to see how far you'd go." He looked at her expression and gave a little shrug.

"Fuckers..." Jessica said quietly.

At ten he following morning a deafening heavy beat sounded across the small group of suburban houses. An expensive car drew to a halt and their neighbour got out. A Black man also stepped out and gave her a long deep soul kiss before sending her on her way with a slap on her ass. The man got back into his car and the music slowly faded as he drove away.


Jessica's New Life Ch. 05

Regrets and Signals

The day after her trip with Antwan, when the rush had fully subsided, real life raised its ugly head. Jessica was at home when she was suddenly hit by an overwhelming wave of guilt and fear for her future. She was honest with herself - she hadn't been forced into doing anything out in H-town. She'd been felt up in a public restaurant, she'd sucked and fucked in a nasty porn store gloryhole, she'd been a stripper in a low-rent dive and then, the ultimate disgrace, had sold her body for sex with a succession of black strangers. All that - and she hadn't been forced into a damned thing. She'd got into a slutty exhibitionist groove and it had all just seemed to flow naturally. It was as scary as hell.

Worse, she knew she'd been filmed in many of her actions and that there was a website out there featuring her. She fetched her lap-top and typed in the title that she remembered seeing at Antwan's, 'High Society Snowbunny'. Google had lots of answers but none of them related to the site she had seen. That was a bit of a relief but she knew that exposure on a site like that would destroy her career and her life in seconds.

As she sat pondering her future her phone rang. It was Jenny from the club. "Damn, Jess, still waters run deep, eh."

"What do you mean?" asked Jessica nervously.

"Girl, Antwan said you were the wildest woman he'd ever met," the club manager gushed. "I'm here to tell you that man is not easily impressed. He says you might be the best he's ever seen. He posted on the boards and your site is getting a shit-load of attention from our sponsors."

"Oh my God, that can't happen. I can't afford for anything that I did to get out. I think this might all be a huge mistake." Jessica began sobbing.

There was a moment's silence. "Hang on in there, Jess, we'll come over and talk this out."

Thirty minutes later Jenny and a man were at her door. Jenny was dressed like any suburban housewife, a bit of a shock since Jessica had only ever seen her in her club finery. The blonde moved forward and hugged Jessica. "Poor baby, it's confusing isn't it. I told Antwan not to take it too fast but I guess he just got over-excited. Which, after all, was probably your fault." She gave a confiding little laugh and smoothed Jessica's hair with her hand. "Now let's see if we can sort this out. This is Mike, my husband."

The man smiled at Jessica and offered her his hand to shake. "I help out with the foundation's computer work on a voluntary basis. I'm here to explain how we work. Did you try to access your site?"

"Yes - but I don't have the right address."

"It wouldn't have helped. We operate on a specialised server system which requires bespoke software and a password to access. If you check your prospect card then the bottom line operates as your password. It changes each month and the same is true for sponsors so long as they are contributing in some way. Each clip requires a valid password to work and each downloaded clip is automatically coded to identify the member downloading. It might be possible, with work, to convert a clip and leak it onto the web but why would our patrons do so. They'd be immediately identified and have their password revoked. They'd lose access to the finest collection of interracial porn in the world and risk other consequences."

"Other consequences?" asked Jessica.

"Mr Taylor doesn't approve of his employees and associates being doxed. A few years ago we had one or two cases. They were quickly dealt with and the individuals concerned learned that we have a lot of friends in high places. The last guy also had a nasty accident. He broke all his fingers by slamming both hands in his refrigerator door. Funnily enough, we've had no problems with leaks since that news got around."

"Don't frighten her, Mike," scolded Jenny. "Set her laptop up to view her site."

It took only a couple of minutes and a small download. Then Mike showed Jessica how to navigate around the record of her debauchery. "Check every file and picture," he suggested, "you'll find our facial discretion software has blurred out all faces on prospect websites. At the moment you only have access to your own site but if and when you upgrade you'll be able to see the sites of all the other prospects, members and ex-members."

Jenny took Jessica's hand in hers. "That tech is all very well but let's get to the heart of this. You're scared that something might get out. Why? You might lose your job, your friends, your family. Your life might be changed completely and irrevocably. You don't think that we all felt that way once?"

"Even you?" asked Jess. Jenny always seemed absolutely comfortable with who and what she was.

"Did I!" said Jenny. "It was before I ever knew Mr Taylor. Nothing makes you consider where things are going like that first time you miss your period after being with a Black guy bareback."

Jessica didn't know what to say.

"Mike and I had to face where this lifestyle can lead and decide if we wanted to go there, perhaps to go all the way. Mike loves to see me getting fucked and I'm one helluva exhibitionist but in the end my love for Mike meant I had to leave the decision to him."

"That's not quite how it is," gently rebuked Mike. "I worship Jenny and I find nothing more arousing than the sight of her gaining pleasure. She has a high sex drive and we both are rather kinky so I pretty soon realised that on my own I was never going to satisfy her."

"Blame that on a highly conservative religious family and education," said his wife. "Once I first got a taste of that forbidden fruit I just couldn't get enough."

Mike continued, "We discussed things - just how much was going to change. We agreed to go ahead, to raise the child as our own and to recognise who we were and just how strong our bond was with each other and with this new life. We decided all that and then three weeks later we lost our baby."

"Oh no..." said Jessica as Mike moved to hold his wife.

"That was very bad - as bad as anything can be," he said. "We pulled out of the lifestyle completely for a time. Six months in we began trying for a baby. Maybe it was fate but it just didn't happen for us in those first few months. If it had then we might have tried to make a go of it as a vanilla couple..."

"...I don't think that could ever have worked," interjected Jenny. "We are who we are. After ... it ... happened we had to take a break but with hindsight I think we would always have come back. The first time we went back to a swingers event we met up with an old African-American friend of ours and he told us about the Taylor Foundation for the first time. It sort of seemed like a sign."

"I still believe it was," nodded Mike emphatically.

"I told Mike that he had two months to start our family. If he failed in his duty then I'd have to find stronger, fitter, more potent men who COULD get our family started. After all I was into my thirties and I decided I wasn't going to stop at one."

"Such a turn-on," beamed Mike.

"My lovely husband tried so hard, " smiled Jenny, "but the fates were against him! Now, courtesy of the Taylor Foundation, we have four beautiful children and if anyone is crass enough to ask then we tell them that they are adopted."

"You don't have any children together?" asked Jess.

Mike said firmly, "We have our four children and they are equal. They all have both of our love, unconditionally. When Jenny became one of Taylor's women then she had to play by the rules and you know what that means."

"No white cock," said Jess.

"Unless, of course, it is from a husband who has taken the appropriate measures," Mike made a snipping gesture with his fingers. "My wife had found superior biological fathers for our children, they certainly never had a problem getting her pregnant. Besides, we both hate condoms and I love fucking my wife so..."

Jenny pecked him on the cheek. "You see how lucky I am to have Mike. Most white marriages don't survive this but ours has just got stronger. Anyway, that's one thing you don't have to worry about."

"But there are other things. My job..."

"Do you love your job?" asked Jenny.

"I used to..."

"Yes or no?"

"Well ... I don't..."

"With your brains and qualifications you couldn't find another job? We have women with all sorts of skills. We always need teachers, nurses, accountants, whatever, and there are plenty of sponsors in a position to employ them if they are qualified and we don't need them. We have four criminal lawyers associated with us but no corporate ones. You think our community doesn't have lots of businesses who need top-class legal advice at a reasonable price. You might earn a little less but you'd be helping decent hard-working people. How often do you do that at that partnership you're with now?"

Jessica took the point and began to consider. Could she go it alone or perhaps start up with a partner or two? It'd be a big step but it would be a damn sight more fulfilling.

Jenny went on, "How about family and friends?"

Jess was quiet. Her father had chain-smoked himself into an early grave soon after she had married. He mother had died in a car accident after falling asleep at the wheel, probably due to stress at the death of her husband. She had one surviving grand-mother but she was in a residential nursing home and usually was of the firm belief that it was 1957.

Who did she now consider friends, let alone close friends? Her divorce had devastated her social network - most of her 'friends' had chosen to follow Christian's rising political star. She had colleagues at work but only Emily was someone who she'd really trust. Then she had acquaintances but how many could she talk to like she was talking to Jenny and Mike now. Take Emily out of the picture and the people she now saw as her closest friends were pretty much all associated with Jenny's club.

Finally she said, "I have one very close friend who I couldn't bear to lose. Otherwise..."

"Worth thinking about," smiled Jenny, "anyway you can take time out if you need. Just consider things and maybe wait for a sign from God or from fate, whichever you believe in. No-one will persuade or force you to progress. The want, the need, has to come from inside you. Otherwise you're still very welcome at the club. Or you can start dating again."

Jessica almost cringed at the prospect.

Was it divine intervention? Was it fate? Did she just notice things that otherwise would have passed her by?

Two days later Jessica was enjoying her coffee when she noticed a young couple across the shop. The man was African-American and the woman was white, beside their table was a high-chair with an infant in it. She was an adorable little girl with curly hair and a light-coffee complexion. The couple were chatting and smiling, the woman occassionally tending to her child's needs. When they left the man picked up the child and kissed her. The little girl laughed and beamed at him before the little family left. Jessica stared after them...

That same afternoon Jess was at her local farmers market. As she checked the produce she glanced up and saw a man across the stall. He was well-dressed, handsome and very dark-skinned. He glanced up and saw her looking at him. Their eyes locked and he smiled. She just knew that he'd be incredible in bed and she felt the warmth of desire in her. At that moment an African-American woman arrived with a shopping bag and the man turned to her. The contact was broken but Jessica knew that it had been there.

The following day Jessica was half-asleep in front of the TV News when she suddenly jerked fully awake. Her ex-husband was on the screen next to his second wife, the daughter of a Senator. She listened as the reporter stated how the golden political couple had announced that they were expecting their first child. Christian Clarke was being tipped for Congress, the Senate, maybe even higher. His landslide victory for Attorney General had not been a surprise but his campaign had drawn attention.

Jessica's ex-husband was speaking on the TV, "We will fight to preserve the integrity and pureness of this fair state and to reclaim this country for its true American heritage against the forces of liberal multiculturalism and urban decadence. We will fight for conservative Christian values and the sanctity of the family against the homosexual conspiracy..."

She hit the remote. What an asshole. She had to smile remembering him offering to suck a Black man's cock so that that same Black man could knock up his wife. Hypocrisy, it was all hypocrisy.

The next morning, after sleeping on it, she texted Jenny, 'I'm back.'

Setting the Tone

Thirty minutes later her door-bell rang. A handsome young African-American man in overalls stood on her doorstep with a clipboard in his hand. "Mornin', my name's Tone, I've been sent to give you your regular service." He showed her his clipboard and she wasn't surprised to see his Cock Pit card attached to it.

"Come in," she smiled.

"Hear you've been having doubts," said Tone once he was inside, "I think I can help you with them." He kicked off his shoes and began unbuttoning his shirt to reveal a fit muscular frame without an ounce of excess fat. Jessica's eyes drank in the sight of what was probably the most beautiful male body that she had ever seen.

"There's been a lot of talk and thinking, but I have one argument that I think can convince you that you've made the right decision." He began removing his trousers and revealed a bulging pair of boxers. He took her hand and guided it down the front of them so that her fingers closed around his warm cock. His mouth found hers and he gently kissed her. "Where's the bedroom, Jess, we need to get you out of those clothes."

Soon, the said clothes were discarded on her bedroom floor and she stood naked before him. Tone nodded his appreciation and then took her in his arms. As they kissed deeply he eased her until her back was to her bed. Then his arm cupped under her buttocks and he picked her bodily off the ground as if she was no heavier than a bag of sugar. Jess locked her legs behind his muscular back and shared a fantastic deep soul kiss with him before she broke off and giggled her pleasure. Tone nodded again and then eased her down onto the bed. His arms released her only to then grasp her legs above the ankles. He pushed her bent legs back and apart to reveal her pussy to him. He bent and breathed deeply, enjoying the slight scent of her excitement. He teased her with the tip of his tongue for a moment, making her wriggle her encouragement.

"What I have I found here?" he asked.

"Pussy," she giggled, "I think you've seen one before."

"Just a few," he admitted, "but not too many as wet and ready as this one. Now what does this one need?"

"She needs you," admitted Jessica, "she needs your big Black cock in her."

"So that's who this sweet little white pussy belongs to is it, big Black cock?"

"I guess so."

"You don't need to guess it, you need to acknowledge it. Are you going to accept who and what you are?"

His tongue darted out to tease her again. He'd raise her excitement momentarily only to pause for another question. Jess knew what he wanted and decided to give it to him.

"I'm a slut for big Black cocks. My body and pussy belongs to them. And just now, at this moment, I need your big Black cock as deep in me as you can get it!"

"You'd better put it in then." He moved up and rested the big head of his solid nine inches against the moist lips of her needy cunt. Her hand found him and pulled him into her. At the first pressure he took over and drove home. She grunted and felt the power of him. His body came down on hers and she felt the weight of his strong young body. Their lips met and she stretched her legs out in joy at the sensations coursing throughout her body. Then her feet met behind his muscular back as he rhythmically thrust home.

"This what you need?" he demanded.

"Yes," she grunted.

"Then say so," he demanded.

"Yes, Yes, Yes. I need big Black cock in me. I need it all the time..."

"You want my Black seed in you?"

"What? ... Oh shit! ... my diaphragm."

He thrust twice more and then pulled out. "Get it," he ordered.

She rushed to the bathroom and carefully put her diaphragm in. Then she came back into the bedroom and saw him standing stroking his hard cock, a cock wet with her juices. As she tried to pass him and get back onto the bed he caught her wrist.

"You'd best understand that next time you give me your unprotected pussy I will make sure to seed it. A lot of our women like the fantasy, and some the reality, of pregnancy-risk sex with a Black man. Sometimes they like to protest a bit, play the innocent little white wifey. So you can beg and plead and deny it all you like it won't make no difference. Your man will just take that as encouragement to bust as big a nut as possible in you."

His other hand found her smooth flat belly. "This would look really good with a strong Black baby growing inside it. Look even better if that baby's mine. If I put my hand here and could feel my son kicking, that would be so fine. Next time I won't deny myself that chance, you understand."

She looked into his eyes. They were focused hard on her and she knew they were full of lust for her body, full of the desire to breed with her and make the children that could only be amazingly beautiful coming from two such parents.

He released her wrist and slapped her ass. "Get back on that bed. We've wasted enough time."

She scampered onto the bed on her hands and knees but his big hands grasped her waist and held her on the edge of the bed. She hesitated and then felt his big cock pushed into her again. She exhaled and then he began a brutal assault on her. He was hammering home just as hard as he could, apparently venting his frustration at being cheated of his chance to knock her up.

"This is what you need ain't it slut."

She gasped her approval and then let herself ride the sensations coursing through her body. She thought that he would just keep fucking her until he came but after a while he suddenly withdrew leaving her feeling empty. Then his hands pulled her hips up and his face buried itself into her wet pussy, his tongue probing fast around her sensitive lips.

She squealed in surprise and pleasure before he stepped back and taking all her weight left her hanging almost upside down.

"OH MY GOD." she yelled and then noticed what was bouncing against her cheek. His big hard cock. Grasping his muscular thighs she took the end of his Black dick into her soft wet mouth. He seemed to like that to judge by his renewed efforts on her pussy.

Tone was amazing - he seemed to able to manhandle her like a rag doll. Jessica knew she was just being used to satisfy his lust but that was alright by her so long as it felt so good. After a couple of minutes, though, perhaps even Tone was tiring of holding her in that position. When she paused to lick the head of his cock he suddenly swung her round to land back on the bed.

As she hit the mattress she expelled the air from her lungs and almost before she knew what was happening he was on her like a famished beast satisfying its hunger. She felt her legs pulled up onto his shoulders and then his big meat was back in its new home. He bent forward until his mouth could reach hers and their lips and tongues could trade deliciously exquisite contacts.

Bent into that position there really was nothing Jessica could do but - enjoy. Tone was pounding her again, she could feel the heat of his body and taste the sweat dripping off his face - a face set in concentration. She knew he was getting close to coming.



Suddenly a thought flashed through her mind. What if he hadn't reminded her about her birth control. She'd be helpless now - seconds away from having her womb bathed in his potent seed. Millions of strong Black sperm seeking their target, seeking their destiny - her one vulnerable White egg. The meeting, the union and nine months later...

"Fuck yes, knock me up, breed me, make me yours for EVVEEERRRRRR!" Jessica came incredibly hard. She was gabbling, she didn't even know what she was shouting at him anymore, and seemed to have left that whole plane of consciousness for a minute or more. She was so lost in her own pleasure that she barely noticed Tone collapsing on her, his mission completed.

When she came back to herself Jessica was quiet. That had been the best since James months ago, when they had taunted her ex-husband that a 'Nigger' was going to knock up his wife. That couldn't be a coincidence. Jessica was honest with herself about that too.

Tone kissed her and then locked eyes with her and smiled. "Well that was unexpected!"

"I don't know what happened - I don't know why I said that."

"Yes you do - that was the real you. The one that social demands, fake morality and all that other bullshit has been working to deny. Well you're breaking out and breathing the sweet fresh air of freedom. The freedom to express who you really are, the freedom to be who you need to be."

He looked across and then had her stand in front of the big mirror on her built-in wardrobe. He stood behind her, his big Black hands softly massaging her soft white breasts.

"Look at yourself, Jess, do you know how many millions of years of evolution God or the universe or whatever used to produce something as wonderful and beautiful as you?" He watched the light blush grow on her cheeks and then continued. "Nature is real smart - it knows that beauty gets a certain male response."

Jessica felt a stirring behind her. She knew what it was. Tone apparently wasn't going to be satisfied with just fucking her once. She smiled into the mirror.

"A man sees you," says Tone, "and if he's a man like me or James or most of us at the Cock Pit, a real man, then he wants to take you and seed you and make a baby with you. Going ahead you'd better remember that and act accordingly. Meanwhile, I'll just settle for giving you the fucking of a lifetime this afternoon. That OK with you - or are you worried about that job you hate and the opinions of those people who don't really give a shit about you?"

"That's more than OK," she smiled and then turned, dropped to her knees and began working on getting his Black baby-maker back to full working order. She tasted their combined juices on him and immediately began to feel him stiffen at the touch of her tongue. Babies might be serious business but it seemed they were both agreed that working on making them was seriously fun and seriously hot.

Three hours later Tone was back in his overalls and Jessica was giving him a long wet kiss goodbye as they stood next to his van. She didn't remember, or care, that he was just supposed to be a workman visiting her.

"I normally hang-out at the Cock Pit," said Tone, "I hate rubbers," as if Jess hadn't got that idea already, "but I'll be there next week if you'll promise to come home with me. We need to step up your education." Jess didn't hesitate to give him her word.

Tone got into his vehicle, started up the engine and then cranked up his music to maximum volume. As the rapper chanted about his love for "EASY WHITE HOS", and her neighbors looked on from their windows, Jessica walked back into her house almost in a daze.

Caged Heat

Several weeks later at the Club, Jessica was sent to the cage. It was suspended half-way up one of the big old warehouse walls and had just about enough room for a dancer to strut her stuff. She'd seen some of the guys looking at the cage before but she'd generally been too busy with other things to take much notice.

Now, Jenny watched Tone fix a sign saying 'JESSICA' onto the cage. "Just consider it free advertising," she told Jessica, "they'll see you up there and all want a piece of that fine white ass. Besides, if you're in the cage that lets them all know you're a prospect trying to make it to the 'Cock Pit'."

Being good enough to qualify for the 'Cock Pit' - a desire which had exerted an increasing grip over Jessica's psyche and actions in the past few months. Her weekly trips to the Club and then her monthly challenges had moved to the centre of her life, had become the most important things that she did.

Her competitive and perfectionist nature had lost their old outlets of her marriage and her work. Now, almost imperceptibly, those most powerful elements of her personality had become laser-focused on making herself the hottest, nastiest, horniest slut for her Black sexual partners that she could possibly be. Strange enough for a woman from her prosperous Mississippi background. Stranger still that, as time passed, it had all come to feel totally natural to her.

So, the 28-year-old corporate lawyer spent thirty minutes locked into a small cage gyrating in a tiny bikini while groups of Black men came to stare at her and swap comments about her. She couldn't hear them over the music but she guessed they were either talking about how hot she looked or discussing just how much of a slut she was. The fact she was even in that cage told them just how deep she was ready to get into the life-style. Just thinking about it soon had Jess feeling aroused and she knew her pussy would be warm and wet for whatever Black stud or studs fucked her tonight.

She'd taken Antwan's advice and spent a time watching and then imitating dance moves she'd seen in videos on the web. Some videos of showgirls but mostly they were of strippers or booty shakers. Her ass was nowhere near twerking size but she had just enough to jiggle if she moved it right. Something told her the men would love that.

Now she found she could move almost seamlessly from dance move to dance move and tailor her choices to the beat and intensity of the music. It was very different to dancing with men, this was dancing FOR men. Dancing to make men want her, dancing to make dicks get hard. Dancing to make EVERY Black dick in the club hard and ready to fuck her.

The thirty minutes went quickly and another of the girls took her place after Tone had changed the sign. She knew she'd be dancing in the cage again later that night and, to her surprise, she found herself looking forward to it.

Special Delivery

The text message came a few days later.

'Pick u up at 7 tomorrow. Darius'

Darius. She'd seen him about at the club, usually supervising the bar. Another of the big confident Black men that she loved so much. He'd fucked her of course, but she didn't really know much else about him. This was the first time he'd taken charge of a Challenge for her.

The following day she was just getting ready to leave the office after another tedious day when her phone pinged.

'Change of plan. Pick up at 5 from work. Darius.'

Fortunately no-one seemed to give a shit when she left nowadays so she got her desk in order and was ready to go just before five. She assumed she'd just quietly leave. She also assumed that Darius would park on the road out front and be ready for her.

She assumed wrong.

First her good friend Emily, really the only close friend she had left at the office, decided to leave with her. Normally a joy but today possibly not so much. Then they reached the foyer to find the new uniformed reception, a buzz-cutted ex-military redneck asshole prowling about and staring out the glass front doors. She didn't really need to look to see what had got him excited. There was Darius stood across the sidewalk staring at the main door of the office building. He was wearing shades and a long black trench-coat. He couldn't have been more conspicuous around there if he'd lit a flare.

'Oh shit,' thought Jessica, 'well here goes nothing!'

"Oh, my ride's here! I'll be seeing you Emily." She almost ran out of the main doors and as good as collided with Darius who had moved forward as soon as he saw her.

"Do I get a kiss baby," said Darius.

"In the car or you'll get me fired," hissed Jessica and kept going. Darius moved between her and the office so that only Emily, following Jessica out and feeling some confusion, saw his big black hand cup Jessica's ass-cheek.

***

Darius was driving them. "You like that job."

"I used to, now I fucking hate it." Jessica was still annoyed with him and didn't like having to go on a challenge without getting changed out of her work clothes.

"You got skills, why ain't you using them."

"It's not as simple as that," she snapped.

"Doesn't seem more complicated than that. Anyway I doubt you'll be able to hide who you are much longer."

Jessica was quiet. She knew that he was probably right. She was getting the stink-eye from all her neighbours already and Darius' little display might soon be all over the office.

"What's the challenge?"

"You're going to be a birthday present for a man. Simple as that and time to tell you your next rule. That's simple too. What the Black man wants a good white slut provides. Got it?"

"Sure," responded Jessica. Wasn't she doing that already? Seemed pretty routine.

Darius took her to a bar and she wasn't surprised to walk into a birthday party made up entirely of black men.

"Here's your present, Don, happy birthday man."

She looked for the birthday boy and momentarily froze. She knew him. She should do, she'd walked past him nearly every day she'd been at work. Don Parsons, the old uniformed reception at the office. He'd retired only last week.

Which meant he was 65-years old, old enough to be her grand-dad. Which meant he had a beer-gut half the size of Alaska. Which meant he knew exactly who she was.

But, against all that, he was Black and her challenge was to be his birthday treat.

All these things flashed through her mind in a half-second and then she walked purposefully across to old Don and kissed him full on the lips.

The other guys whooped and hollered as Jessica moved her hand to the bulge in Don's slacks. "Can we go somewhere so you can unwrap your present?"

The bartender pointed to a door, "Use my office. Got a cot in the back room there. Enjoy yourself, Don!"

Jessica almost dragged Don into the back-room to another chorus of whoops and hollers. Once inside she closed the door and got Don to sit in the office chair. She dropped to her knees between his legs, undid his slacks and then got down to business worshipping his cock. A little over five inches, maybe average thickness, a nice size for deep-throating.

"Oh shit..."

She recognised the danger signals and pulled back off his cock.

"Damn" gasped Don, "never believed this would happen. Sure glad I got this card like Darius said. Been admiring them titties and the swing of that little white ass for years."

"There's no hurry, babe," cooed Jess, "I'm all yours tonight." She took off her jacket, undid her blouse and then wiggled her chest as she undid her bra. As soon as she was topless she felt his hands on her 30D breasts. He roughly squeezed them as he moved his mouth forward to lick and suck at her long nipples. Jess ran her hands through his short grey hair until Don finally turned his attention to the rest of her.

She was soon naked and Don had her lie face-down on the desk with her pussy exposed at the edge. With a hefty slap on her ass, which drew a surprised yelp from Jess, Don moved up and slid his dick home. He fucked pretty well for an old guy and he pounded away almost transfixed by the jiggling white buttocks in front of him. Jess squealed and moaned and urged him on - making sure that all his friends would hear what a stud Don was.

It was never going to last long. Don was out of shape and the intensity of being

balls-deep in a long-time fuck-fantasy soon had its result. He jabbed a last few frantic thrusts and then came deep in her pussy.

Jess giggled. Don looked at her and then laughed too. "Was I everything you dreamed of," asked Jessica, shamelessly angling for praise.

The man looked uncomfortable. "Well, I don't really like to say."

"Go on."

"That husband of yours was a real bastard. Used to look at me like I was something he'd scraped off his shoe. For years he'd strut by me with his nose up in the air. Never spoke a word to me unless he wanted something done, and then did I get a 'thank you,' like fuck I did. I'd see him walk past me with his trophy wife and I'd think, 'Damn I'd like to show that bastard. Take his pretty white wife and fuck her in the ass'", he slapped an ass cheek in front of him, "this pretty white ass."

"Oh..." said Jessica, not sure how to respond.

"Hey but this has been great and I ain't complaining," Don hurried to explain. "Anyway it'd take me a while to recover nowadays."

He got up and Jessica followed. Soon they were dressed and rejoining his friends.

One of them, a man of about sixty, said, "Damn fine present there, Don, like to see her unwrapped myself." A chorus of hoots and whistles signalled agreement with him.

"Move that table to make some space and then let's have some music," said a man in a suit who was stood at the bar, "if that's OK with you Don."

"Shit, she ain't my wife and I ain't got no objection. How about it baby?"

"Sure," said Jessica and demonstrated her new stripping skills before another appreciative and noisy group of Black men. She moved until the men were surrounding her and felt their warm black hands on her body. She rubbed her breasts against men's backs and used her teasing fingers on tense faces and straining bulges. She knew they all wanted her and revelled in their attention. She felt empowered by the men's obvious lust for her.

The music stopped and she kissed the man nearest to her as the rest cheered and whistled. She saw Darius talking to the man in the suit. Darius waved to Jessica to come over.

"You generally deal in fine bitches Darius," said the man, "but this one is a cut above. Got all the makings to look at, but takes a lot more than just good looks..."

"True that," said Darius.

The man looked her over from top to toe and Jessica felt his eyes scan every inch of her flesh. He turned his finger and she slowly spun round for him. "This is good," he slapped her ass, "this is good," he squeezed her right breast, "and this is good," he pointed at her pussy, "but none of that matters if," and he touched Jessica's temple with his finger, "this isn't right. You a slut, girl?"

"Yes," Jessica said, knowing she was being tested in some way, "I'm a slut."

"You the thing your family and old friends looked down on most. A white slut who goes with niggers. You that, girl?"

"Yes, I'm a white slut who...er, fucks black men." Jessica could hear the buzz of talk as Don and his friends talked but somehow she, Darius and this man seemed to be in a bubble removed from the others.

"So you a black cock slut - there's a lot of them about. Plenty at that club you go to. You want to level up, be a black man's woman, a real black-owned white slut."

"Yes," the answer was instant.

The man looked at her and he saw her tits moving as she took shallow rapid breaths in her excitement. "You think you're sure but you a long way off that yet. You don't even know what it means. Sammi!" he clicked his fingers.

The white woman who was tending bar came round to join them. Jessica hadn't even noticed her before but saw she was a petite woman in her early 20s with a full bust, shoulder-length dirty brown hair and a cute pixie-ish face.

"Sammi's a favourite of mine. Wanted the dark meat and now showing the signs of becoming a black-owned white slut. "Show her your hand, Sammi."

Jessica saw that, like some of the women at the club, Sammi had a tattooed ring finger. It was essentially a ring design. Then Sammi turned and pulled up her hair to reveal another tattoo where her neck met her back. It was a large black 'T' surrounded by a black-and-white floral motif that extended over her shoulders.

"You getting any more ink?" asked the man.

"I'll be finishing this one in time," smiled Sammi, "but no more for the next few months anyway".

The girl turned to show her profile to the man and lifted her baggy T-shirt.

Jessica gasped. The contour of the girl's belly was unmistakeable. She was clearly in her second trimester. Jessica realised that Sammi was watching her reaction with an amused smile.

Sammi walked to the man who softly caressed her swollen white belly with his big black hand. "You a black man's woman, baby," he cooed.

"Not yet," said Sammi, "but soon I will be."

The man switched his gaze to Jessica, "You understand?"

"When she has her baby..."

"No, any woman can get drunk at a club or have a condom split and wind up with a belly full of a black man's baby. You know a black man's woman when she's got one in her arms and another in her belly." He patted Sammi's belly again, "That's why we love this little piece so. Well on the way and never turning back."

"Oh..." said Jessica.

"It ain't for everyone - maybe not for you. But you been doing real well up to now. At least you had been - what was the rule you got today?"

"Basically - what a Black man wants a Black man gets."

The man nodded, "Don looks pretty happy over there - he get what he wanted?"

"Er, I guess so"

"He get ALL that he wanted."

"Well..."

"Sammi, help Jessica here obey the rules. I'll send Don back there in 20 minutes." The man dismissed the girls with a wave of his hand and then turned back to Darius.

As soon as they were in the back-room Jessica asked, "Who was that guy?"

Sammi grinned in a predatory manner, "He's the man just gave you to me for 20 minutes. Let's get started!" She opened a small bag and started unpacking her equipment.

Tyrone had tried to prepare Jessica for anal sex once before but now she was in the hands of a real expert. Sammi had taken a lot of black dick in her little white ass and knew just what needed to be done. She took Jess into the small toilet and showed her how to clean herself thoroughly. Then she began work with her skilled fingers, lots of lube and a small anal plug. "This tight little anal ring of yours just needs a little persuasion, she needs to be teased into opening up. Give me enough time and I could get things into here a lot bigger than any cock."

That wasn't totally reassuring but Jessica knew that, at this moment, Sammi was just what she needed.

It was in fact thirty minutes later when Don was summoned into the back room. "Damn!" the old Black said in delight. Mrs Jessica Clarke was naked on her knees facing away from him. Her head was lowered to the dirty carpet and she was pushing her sweet white ass up towards him. Sammi kissed Jessica's asshole and then touched her there. The asshole winked invitingly as Don hauled off his pants. "Happy birthday," said Sammi as Don slid into Jessica's ass-hole like a knife into warm butter.

It was a strange feeling. Jessica couldn't say that she enjoyed it particularly but it also hurt much less than last time. She just felt very full and whenever Don's attentions made her start to tense up Sammi would start to work Jessica's clit with expert fingers.

Finally, Sammi breathed, "Go on Don, she's ready, take her ass." Don started to pull almost all the way out and then slam home as hard as he could. For his second coming he could hold back much better but this was still a very tight ass that he'd wanted to fuck for years. Soon he was showing signs of nearing his finish.



"Oh yeah...Mr High...and mighty...Christian Clarke...where you now huh... Old Don's fucking that...sweet whore...wife of yours...in the...ass...Her..ass...is...mine...now."

Don gritted his teeth, closed his eyes, arched his back and shot his load deep into Jessica's ass. "Fuck," he grunted, "that was the best. Thanks girls - you made an old man feel REAL good."

"Can I borrow your present for the rest of the night," asked Sammi.

"Fuck yeah, I'm done for the night. Have fun with her,"

It was a night of firsts for Jessica. Her first real anal experience - she had no doubt that when Tyrone heard he would want to supply her second. Her first time spending the night with another woman - that seemed likely to be repeated too if Sammi had her way. She felt really good but the tattooed pregnant women in her bed was living proof of how deep this lifestyle could go, not to mention the pensioner's spunk which was still lodged deep in her ass.


Jessica's New Life Ch. 06

Helping Out

As time passed Jessica's experience at the club continued and widened. She couldn't pretend to love anal but now, with Sammi's help, it became another tool she used to please her lovers. Tyrone lost no time in testing her new-found skills and Jess soon found that what Sammi had told her was true. The men in their circle might prefer pussy but a percentage of Black men would always want to fuck a white slut in the ass at least once, just to prove that they could.

Her night with Sammi proved to be a one-off. Jessica quickly realised that the petite but pregnant blonde might be interested in a continuing relationship but certainly not an exclusive one. It was increasingly obvious that Sammi had much more in common with the Black men that shared their life than Jessica could ever have imagined.

Jess danced a second time in the cage at the Club. She began to notice the 'T' tattoo on several other women there. Jenny, for instance, had hers just above her ankle. These were Taylor's girls or had once been, members or veterans of the notorious 'Cock Pit.'

A week after her second dance Jessica was approached again about her challenges. This time it was Vikki, a chunky woman in her early 40s.

"Beautiful isn't she?" she said as she pointed over at the dancing cage. Jessica saw a slight woman a few years in her early thirties with long red hair.

"I haven't seen her here before, who is she?"

"She flew in yesterday from London. She's married and can only visit us but Taylor has made arrangements for her if she passes tonight."

"Passes?"

"You dance in the cage so the men can see that you are serious and decide if they are interested. I'll guarantee Isobel up there will have drawn a LOT of interest."

"Is that why I was asked to dance?"

"Isobel has just made a special arrangement, you're thinking of being one of Taylor's girls. They used to say a white woman had to be fat, ugly or desperate to go with Black men. Our members won't settle for that - they want the best. So you have to be approved by at least 80% of the men here each time you dance. Then we'll show you a little more of what we do. Well, do you want to see more?"

"Yes, if I passed the test."

"Here it's just about good looks so you didn't have a problem. You scored 98% and 99% - it'll be more difficult where you dance next. Anyway, your new challenge will be early next week; keep the evenings free I'll text you as soon as I know."

***

The call came on the Tuesday and Vikki picked Jessica up at home and drove her to the event. It was at what looked like a recent housing development, Despite being deep on the 'wrong side of the tracks' and only just off the usual grimy running-to-seed street, it seemed neat and well-maintained. "What's this place?" she asked.

"Home," said the blonde simply. "Hi Shaka," she said to the man who opened the door of a small detached house.

"Hey babe," rumbled the deep answer. Shaka was huge. 6'10" and built like the proverbial brick outhouse. Jessica noticed with interest his muscular arms, their dark skin covered in intricate tattoo designs. She saw his gaze move up and down her body and shivered a little in anticipation. "We just getting started if you use the first room."

The women were both dressed simply. Little Black dresses but perhaps showing a little more cleavage than the classic variety. "We need to look good but not TOO good," explained Vikki, "we're just helping tonight."

They moved into the room Shaka had indicated and found four Black men, all in the process of removing their clothes. Slight rhythmic sounds came from behind another door. It opened and Sammi emerged. "Good, you're here, it's about to get very busy!" She gestured to the four men and then went back inside.

"Just follow my lead," said Vikki. She took a seat and waved the first man over. "Remember, guys, we're just getting you ready for next door and once there you don't need to prove your stamina. We need you to fuck hard and fast and shoot lots of that magnificently potent black seed." The men seemed to like the idea and soon both Vikki and Jessica were sucking a big Black cock while stroking another.

Every few minutes the door would open and a man would emerge to collect his clothes. Then the guy with Vikki would go in through the door and the line of waiting men would move up. After a while Sammi came out of the room and Vikki went in. Sammi then briefly kissed Jess and handed her a glass of water before getting down to work.

At one point James emerged and filmed them with their group of waiting men. No phone this time as he used a small hand-held camera to record what was happening in the fluffing room before he returned next door.

It was a procession of big Black cocks and waiting men. Young bucks and old veterans, chiselled ebony gods and weighty black bulls, respectable middle-class men and ghetto thugs. It all came down to several inches of Black meat that needed to be hard and ready before the door next opened. It was finesse rather than frantic but Jessica's wrist and jaw still began to ache with her worship of the cocks.

Finally, after perhaps two hours, there was a pause. Sammi sent her last man through the door and then, with her mischievous smile, pointed at the trash can.

Jessica walked across and picked up the box in the can. An ovulation detection kit.

"They always film that first, " Sammi was enjoying Jessica's surprise. "This is what the members and sponsors all want to see so the room next door is wired for video and sound. Then James has the mobile camera to capture all the best angles."

"My God," whispered Jessica.

"Of course James has already took his turn - a perk of the job," giggled Sammi. "Poor Shaka's checking the men's cards at the door so he only gets to go last. We call it 'Open House'. A fertile white woman is here for three hours and any Black man with a Cock Pit card, a hard dick and balls full of seed can try to knock her up."

"Jesus," was all Jessica could say. This was crazy but...

"We don't play around here, Jess. Our members expect the best and they get the best. Isobel and her husband wanted to experience a black breeding gangbang and that's what we've arranged for her. Lots of black cock, lots of black seed and no faking. Of course three or four men a night over these five or six days would be more likely to get her pregnant but this way just seems more nasty."

It was crazy but what was really crazy was...

"You take over from Vikki next. Remember to get the men as close as possible. Izzy doesn't need a good fuck by now she just needs another load of seed to make sure she doesn't get out of here without a black man's baby growing in her." Sammi glanced at her own swollen belly before a new man arrived for her attention.

...what was really crazy was that Jessica could only think of what was happening behind that door and the undeniable fact that her body was reacting to it. She knew that she was aroused, no she was fucking horny and her pussy was wet and needed cock...

Taking over from Vikki didn't help. She walked into the room to see Isobel almost hidden under the bulk of a black man vigorously fucking her missionary-style. Pale arms held his body and her legs twined around his. There was an almost overpowering smell of sex in the room. Heat, sweat, hormones, whatever it was it was unmistakeable. The man heaved forward and grunted.

He got up and now Jessica could see Isobel properly. Her eyes were wide-open, almost staring. She was panting and gasping for breath, strands of long red hair plastered across her face by sweat. James moved in to film her. Her pussy was tonight most definitely a cunt. The lips looked red and swollen and gaped to show the well-used hole. The residue of many loads of semen were on her thighs and had soaked into the mattress under her.

James continued filming and ran his hand over Isobel's belly. "Soon gonna be swelling," he murmured and felt the woman's body twitch as if he'd applied a slight electric current.

The latest Black sperm donor walked in and ignored Jess and James. He just got onto the bed, climbed onto Isobel and began pumping away.

A young man presented himself to Jessica and she took him in her mouth. "Remember me from the basketball court," he said.

Jessica squinted up at him. "Hmmn, so I know you have a beautiful big load for Izzy there."

"Yeah, but soon I want it to be you in that bed. Then we'll be sure to get here good and early."

The boy wasn't joking, his dark eyes were intense. Jess shivered in anticipation. To be where Isobel was now, to feel what Isobel was feeling now. Hell, to feel what Sammi was feeling now with a Black man's seed growing into new life within her.

"Hey, easy baby," said the boy and Jessica realised she'd been frantically sucking at his dick. "The next load you get from me won't be going in that mouth," the boy promised. He moved over to take his turn in Isobel's sloppy wet sperm-filled pussy. His friend was only just in the door when the boy grunted and came.

'That load was meant for me,' thought Jessica, 'he built it up thinking about putting his baby in me.' Again, it was crazy but it made her so hot.

Another of her young recruits now recognised her as she reached for his cock. "When you gonna be in the bed where you should be," he purred, "fine white bitch like you needs her black seed."

It can't have happened, of course, but Jessica Clarke could have sworn that she came just hearing his words.

James smiled as he captured the whole scene on camera.

***

Finally the clock had ticked round to eleven and the last man had shot his load into the exhausted Isobel. Sammi and Vikki came in and helped her to her feet. Isobel's legs almost gave way. "How you feel, Izzy?" said Sammi.

"So tired," murmured the woman

"But was it good?"

"It was amazing - I've never done anything like it. They just kept coming..."

"Would you do it again?"

"I might but it'll take a while to recover..."

"Come on and we'll get you a shower and I'll find you a bed."

Something told Jess that Isobel would be sleeping with Sammi tonight. But in the meantime she was left alone as James followed the women out with an eye to the camera's view-finder.

Jess heard the front door close and then Shaka came in. "Seems they forgot about me, don't s'pose you can help me out". He shucked off his jacket and then undid his pants as Jess watched. Soon another black cock was pointed at her but this one was truly impressive, definitely her favourite of the evening. Very black, long and thick. One hand wouldn't close round its girth and strong veins stood out proudly from its surface.

Shaka's skin was smooth and warm to the touch when Jessica went to work. Her mouth was tired but she tried to give him the blowjob that he deserved.

Soon Shaka eased her back as he stood and then manoeuvred her to the bed. "My turn," seemed to rumble through Jessica's frame and then she felt her dress hitched up and Shaka's tongue probed her bare pussy. Her sex had been crying out for attention for hours and now she showed her approval by groaning and trying to close her thighs round his head. Shaka ignored her and sought her most sensitive parts with his talented fingers and mouth.

Jessica was feeling waves of passion rolling round her when Shaka pushed two strong thick fingers into her and began to gently move them in and out. "I think you want more than just my mouth and fingers."

"Yes, yes, please," gasped Jessica looking into his confident face.

"I think it's time you learned your most important rule as a 'prospect'," said Shaka and Jessica suddenly realised what his fingers were now seeking. He knew just what he was doing and he had done this before. Gently he removed her diaphragm and then held it before her.

"No birth control," he said quietly.

Jessica just looked at him, her eyes wide.

A finger entered her again and gently teased her. "You know what I want. I know what you want. Just say it..."

"Yes," breathed Jessica.

Shaka moved up her body and with one hand introduced his strong hard cock to her warm wet pussy. Jess gasped - this was what she had been needing all evening. This was a true pussy-pleaser and Shaka was a very skilled man. His mouth met hers while his hips set up a rhythmn. He varied his pace to keep her close to climax but never quite there. His mouth marked the soft white skin of her neck and his teeth nipped at her delicate ear lobes. For the moment she belonged to this strong confident man. He was in her and it felt ... right.

"I think Sammi will ... Shaka what the fuck!" Vikki's exclamation didn't even break Shaka's thrust.

"Busy fucking this fine white piece - giving her what she been needing."

"She's only supposed to be fluffing," then Vikki's eye caught the abandoned diaphragm, "oh damn, you alright Jessica. Are you OK with this?

"YES," blurted Jessica, "keep going Shaka, keep fucking me. Make me come."

"You earned it, babe," said Shaka and his powerful buttocks began a new urgent pace of thrusting. Vikki just sat and watched as the speed and power of his lovemaking gradually increased. Jessica's body tensed beneath the big Black man and she wailed her climax just before he marked his conquest by sending strong spurts of his seed deep into her.

The man lay on her body holding Jessica in place for a couple of minutes until his spent cock slipped from her. It was the second time a man had done that to her and she knew why he was doing it. He was making sure his seed could find their way deep inside her searching for their target. She also knew that target, her fertile egg, was probably there waiting for them.

"Amazing isn't it," said Vikki, her hand smoothing Jessica's long hair. "Mother Nature wants us to make babies - that's why it feels so good when we're fertile."

"What ... how did you know?"

"We were pretty sure you were very close. That's why we waited till we had an event to coincide."

"You set me up?"

"No, baby," said Shaka as he dressed. "You was only fluffing tonight. This just happened and it happened because deep down you needed and wanted it. Watch the video and then try and tell me I 'set you up'. Sorry babe but you put a fine fertile white pussy in front of me and asked me to fuck it..." he shrugged his shoulders.

Jessica remembered that both of them had asked her if it was alright for him to fuck her. She had given her approval and now she might be royally fucked. She might have abandoned a lot of her back-ground but she retained a strong opposition to abortion unless under very strict conditions. Getting horny and letting a man come in you didn't count as one of those conditions. So if Shaka's seed did their work then she would bear and raise his child and her life would be changed out of all measure

Jessica took a shower and then went with Vicki across from the house to a much larger building behind it. "This is our third tower, forty self-contained residences, we're planning another over there. Some people don't like these buildings but build them well, maintain them well and don't be building them too high and they do just fine."

Vikki turned a key in a door and met a woman in her 60s. "All OK," she asked.

"Been like angels and they're asleep now," the woman smiled and went into the kitchen.

Vikki showed Jess around most of a tidy little apartment. Not luxurious perhaps but perfectly comfortable. "Nice and quiet, isn't it," smiled Vikki, "we can go to a pharmacy if you want, you know, to get..."

"No, I think I will have to take my chances."

"OK, it's your decision," said Vikki, "now come and see."

She opened a door and Jessica peered into the darkness to see two children, perhaps 4 and 6, sleeping in beds. Quietly Vikki shut that door and opened another. Here was a boy of about nine, also fast asleep.

"My three babies," smiled Vikki, "Jamal here is Shaka's boy. So, you see, I know just how persuasive he can be. I've never regretted it though, never."

Later, as they made their way to Vikki's vehicle the two women saw Shaka locking up the little house.

"He helps look after the place," Vikki explained, "but I think we'll lose him soon. Seems he's getting married."

Jess snorted, "It's not slowing him down much!"

The big man heard them and came over, looking at Jess. "I hope we cool, baby."

"We're cool Shaka," said Jessica.

"Thass good. Hope it works out the way you want it to, know what I mean."

She nodded and then Vikki drove her home.

Negatives and Positives

For two weeks Jessica's thoughts were never far away from the miracle of life that might be developing within her. When her period came she couldn't say whether Shaka's parting wish had come true or not.

Vikki was sympathetic - but not quite in the way Jessica expected. "I think these things happen when they are meant to happen, you know. Next time you may be more lucky. I really thought Shaka might have done the deed - weren't you a little late?"

The older woman's knowledge of her fertility cycle probably shouldn't have surprised Jessica as much as it did. Later, thinking back, she reasoned that such valuable information was probably very closely monitored. Prospects had to be teased and gently or not so gently manoeuvred until they were ready to become one of Taylor's girls.

"I thought we might have been doing this for you," chuckled Vikki, as they walked into Isobel's room, apparently one set aside for guests visiting the Taylor Foundation.

Jessica looked down at the object in her hand. A pregnancy detection kit. Isobel had not had her period and it was now a good week overdue. An alert had gone out to the sponsors and the announced live stream was intensely exciting for them - even if everyone was pretty certain of the result.

Isobel was sat on the edge of her bed with a man of about her age, slightly chunky and with a full beard. Jess knew it was her husband who had flown in especially to be with his wife. Isobel looked very nervous, perhaps even a little paler than the redhead normally did. Her husband held her hand and gently caressed it.

"You take the camera, Jess," said Vikki, "but pay attention because we all need to know how these things work. Its time - let's get this show on the road."

Isobel gave a weak smile as Jess turned on the camera and focused it on her. Hundreds or maybe thousands would be watching live and many more would catch the archived recording over the years to come. Isobel and her husband Dave had agreed to have their faces shown - after all, in nine months time, it seemed very unlikely that they would be able to hide the fact that she had given herself to Black men.

Vikki carefully showed the camera that the seal on the test was unbroken and then cracked open the plastic. She pointed to the TV with a muted news feed running so that the camera could catch the date of broadcast.

"Now, Izzy, all we need from you is a little pee in this plastic container. Are you ready?"

Jess followed them into the bathroom and filmed as Isobel removed her panties and sat on the toilet. She carefully let a stream of piss fill the small plastic pot before directing the rest down the toilet.

"Ah, you were good and ready for that, good girl," said Vikki. She took the plastic pot. "This is more than enough." She placed the pregnancy test on a flat surface and, with Jessica carefully filming the whole process, used a small dropper to transfer four drops of urine into the well of the kit. "Now we wait three minutes and we will see what we will see." She gave a big reassuring smile to Isobel, who seemed more nervous than ever.

Jessica was careful to keep the test in perfect focus as the long three minutes passed. The viewers could not see the result develop but they could see that the test was untouched and untampered with. Taylor's Key Selling Point was that his vids were always real and never anything less than real but the proof of it was always reassuring to his patrons. After all many were paying high sums for the privilege of seeing them.



Finally, Vikki took the test and showed it to Isobel who immediately collapsed into floods of tears. Her husband held her tight and kissed her. "You've done it, Izzy, you've done it. We're going to have a baby." His wife wiped her eyes and kissed him, "I'm so happy," she blurted out.

Vikki smiled and held the test up close to the camera. "Two lines means pregnant and, as you can see, we have two VERY clear lines. Our beautiful young Isobel here is a mom-to-be, officially knocked up courtesy of all of us at the Taylor Foundation. We expect to catch up with her later on during her pregnancy courtesy of our colleagues over in London. But, for now, that's all for today."

***

"They used to go to a club affiliated with us in London. When they had trouble starting a family someone suggested getting in touch with us. If you have unconventional attitudes to sex then we can offer a wide variety of opportunities. Artificial insemination is so emotionless and they didn't want to know the identity of the father. So 'Open House' seemed an excellent solution."

"Couldn't she have done it back in the UK."

"Well ... there is a group doing something similar to us over there but they operate on somewhat different principles to us."

"Different principles..."

"As one of Taylor's girls there are rules to follow but we are really part of a partnership. The men get what they want and we get what we want. If you want to walk out that door this afternoon then you can. If you break the rules then ultimately the punishment is expulsion from the program. But the deeper you go the more you will understand that is the worst possible punishment for a woman like us."

'Like us.' Jessica noted that. She also knew that being allowed into the inner operation like this could only mean that she was close to being fully accepted, possibly very close.

Vikki went on, "In London the man in charge is a little different. You've guessed that some of our men have, err, interesting pasts. They might be reformed now but if they need to they can still be dangerous men to cross."

Tyrone, Shaka, Antwan... Jessica could name those three straight off.

"Well Levy, the main man in London, is only just thinking about reforming - coming into this business full-time. He is also quite political. He likes to own his White women, with EVERYTHING that ownership implies. Some women actually prefer that, God knows why! Its way too much of a commitment for someone like Isobel though - so he sent her over here. In return we send some financial support over to him and the occasional recruit who is seriously into the 'slave' thing. He's like us though - everyone thinks he'd have trouble finding white girls but he almost has too many to cope with."

'Just as well I'm here and not in London', thought Jessica, a man like Levy could be VERY dangerous for a woman like her to know.

The Interviews

"Talking of dangerous men ... James, honey!" said Vikki.

James gave them a broad smile, he obviously enjoyed his reputation. He kissed both women on the cheek and then all three entered another room.

"We got a couple who've been referred to us," James said. "They seem to have a serious interest. Not sure how to categorise them yet."

Vikki explained, "Couples like Isobel and Dave are easy. They want a baby and we have the perfect means of supplying one," she squeezed James' arm. "The others are a little more complicated."

"We need to know who's drivin' the bus..." pointed out James. "If the woman is initiating the process then that's cool. Her man will stick with her or he won't. If he doesn't then those cracks would have emerged sooner or later. If the man is initiating then we have to be more careful. If they split up later then the woman could try to use us in any proceedings and that we do not need. Quite apart from Taylor's strong opinions on consent."

The Walkers had been required to attend in person and they entered the room. They were obviously upper-middle class by their dress and the man, balding and perhaps fifty, carefully pulled out a chair for his wife, at least ten years younger, to take a seat.

James began, "We all know why you are here - but we need YOU to say it." He addressed the couple equally and waited to see who would respond.

"We adopted an open relationship five years ago and we have become regulars at a club in Chicago. My wife has become particularly interested in certain aspects of the lifestyle and we were advised to contact you."

"What aspects would those be..."

"The, um, interracial aspects..."

"I like to be a slut for Black men and my husband likes to watch," the wife broke in impatiently before pausing and patting her husband's arm, "there that isn't so hard is it honey." Linda Walker was 5'10" with her dark brown hair tied back in a pony-tail. She was in her late thirties with an athletic build and she looked every inch the trophy wife beside her older husband.

"Lots of clubs can provide what you need," pointed out James, "here we provide more specialised services. You need to understand that."

"We do, Mr ... err ... we do. My wife and I understand that."

"OK, which service did you require?"

"We, er, are interested in ... um ... pregnancy risk"

James pulled a folder to him. He scanned a form and then looked at Linda. "I see you are tested, as we requested. Now, this form is accurate - you are no longer on any form of birth control?"

She shook her head.

"...and your most fertile period is expected..."

"At the end of next week, I've been keeping a careful record."

"So I see," said James with approval. "Now, you have to both be alright with this."

"George is a little anxious..."

Sat next to her, her husband swallowed hard, "Pregnancy risk is incredibly hot..."

Jessica gave an almost involuntary glance at the front of Mr Walker's pants. She wasn't surprised to see the tell-tale bulge. What was it with some of these white men?

"...but, of course, the whole point of the risk is the possible consequence."

"You don't know any white women with mixed-race babies or white couples raising them through adoption or other more natural methods?" asked James.

"Well, of course, even at our club in Chicago..."

His wife cut in again, "We run our own advertising business and we are pretty open in our lifestyle choices. We can cope with the consequences. I just think that George is a little nervous about this next step."

James pondered. "For you both I think we can offer our entry-level event. On future occassions you may like to try something stronger but, for now, this may help with George's concerns. It's called 'rolling the dice.'"

Vikki moved her chair next to Linda and took her hand. "Next week, one day before ovulation, when you are at the peak of your fertility, you will come here and have sex with six men. You will have sex with all of them bareback and unprotected and they will each finish just as deep inside you as they can."

Linda flushed a little, "I understand."

"Now we want George here to be involved and lady luck too. So he will roll a die and that number - one to six - will be the number of Black men among the six who will have sex with you. It might just be one - or it might be six potent loads of Black seed."

Linda's eyes were sparkling now. "It seems so real suddenly."

"It IS real," said James, "and I can guarantee that every Black man there will be working real hard to put his baby in your belly Linda."

George Walker had been looking at his wife. He seemed to come to a decision. "We're going to do it."

James looked at Linda and raised an eyebrow.

"Oh yes, bring it on!" she blurted out.

James drew two contracts out of his folder. "I think we have agreed on George's status as a future patron of the foundation with him providing an agreed level of support. We would like to livestream the event - will you need masks?"

"No," said Linda, "I'm an exhibitionist and it's not the first time we've been filmed."

"Excellent, these agreements ain't legally binding but we like you to make the informal commitment of signing." He watched George sign. "One last thing, would you prefer your Black partners to be professional types or a little more street."

"Street," answered Linda without batting an eye.

James chuckled, "I could have guessed that. Now George, here's your destiny." He placed a die on the table in front of him.

George picked up the die, swallowed hard, and rolled it.

Five.

George went pale.

"Just in case you think we fooled with it, like to try again?" enquired James.

George picked the die up, blew on it and rolled it again.

Two.

George felt a huge wave of relief. Only two out of six. It was almost as if he hadn't just agreed to let two 'street' Black men do their level best to knock up his beautiful wife in a week's time.

"That's settled," smiled James, "of course I should warn you both that many couples have meant to come here only once but have found it seriously addictive. They keep coming back until... the inevitable happens ... many even return after that..."

As the couple rose to leave James casually added, "I assume George will be one of the four white participants - we will select the other three from suitable husbands of our female members."

Jessica saw Linda flinch and her eyes widen a little. Then Linda looked at her husband but he didn't seem to have noticed anything strange in the comment. Jessica herself suspected that she knew just what it meant and it seemed Linda did too. Three of the white men at her event would have had vasectomies. It would be just her husband's weak white seed against the powerfully potent Black loads of two tough young street thugs. She felt the familiar signals of her arousal at the thought. She smiled as the couple left the room and wondered when Linda would tell her husband just what the real odds were going to be, would it be before or after the event, or maybe never. As a lawyer Jessica could have told George the importance of reading ALL the fine print on any agreement.

Rolling the Dice Again

"So, Jessica, has this afternoon given you an illustration of the sort of things that we do here?" said Vikki.

"I think I'd have to be an idiot not to have noticed a trend," said Jessica with a wry smile.

"Of the people that make use of our services many are one-and-done. They taste the forbidden fruit and that is enough for them. Some others, as James said, come back again and again, trying different services that we offer. Among them, at that level of commitment, it's about fifty-fifty whether they end up with at least one stay in the maternity ward."

'At that level'. But, as Jessica knew very well, there were deeper levels of commitment to the work of the Taylor Foundation. There were the 'prospects', like herself, and then there were Taylor's girls, the girls at the 'Cock Pit.' Something told her the Black men there wouldn't settle for just fifty-fifty odds..

Vikki went on, "It's fairly unusual for a prospect to get pregnant - though of course it is the guaranteed way of fast-tracking your acceptance into the 'Cock Pit'. First, prospects have their diaphragms and then we schedule their challenges for their less fertile times. That is, of course, until they are close to acceptance."

Jessica had an idea what was coming - hadn't her last challenge been scheduled for just when she WAS fertile.

Vikki smiled and nodded. "I see you've figured us out and James there is going to use the camera to record this. Our patrons enjoy the moments when lady luck plays a part in deciding a prospect's future."

James swung up out of his seat and began filming them. "This is just for your archive, can't livestream while we are protecting your anonymity."

Jessica was a trained lawyer and trained lawyers know the importance of the meaning of words. That 'while' in James' last sentance was very telling. She knew she was nearing the ... well she wasn't sure what. A new chapter of her life ... or maybe the edge of the cliff.

"Your remaining challenges will be timed according to fate," said Vikki as she added three dice to the one still on the table. "Taking out 7 days to cover your period the score from rolling the dice can correspond to the remainder. Each month we will roll the dice and determine which day your remaining challenges will occur regardless of whether it is a safe time for you or not. Do you agree to play?"

Jessica was thinking fast. Not about whether this was a good idea - such thoughts had been abandoned over the weeks and months of her 'blackening'. No, she was purely concentrating on the logistics and recent events had made her study such matters pretty carefully. By her reckoning there were 21 possible results. On two of the days, at peak fertility, she would have about a one-in-four chance of getting knocked up. On another two it would be about one-in-ten and on a fifth it would be about one-in-twenty. The odds would always be against her becoming pregnant but on those five days it would most definitely be very possible. Since sperm could live in her for several days she wouldn't be 100% safe on three or four other days either

She felt the rush of desire through her body, the rush that made for a seriously wet pussy. It didn't really matter - her brain no longer lagged behind her body. For some time it had been leading the way and earning its reputation as the body's biggest erogenous zone. "Yes," she said.

"Nice and clear and into the camera," said James

"YES. I agree to allow you full control over the timings of my challenges."

"Good girl," purred Vikki, "and in return we'll give you a safe-word. It's 'vanilla.' From here on in you will be expected to perform whatever is asked of you by your supervisor on each challenge. You can use the safe-word once and only once. A second usage will mean automatic and immediate expulsion from the program."

Jess nodded her understanding - that safe-word gave her some wiggle-room which was a welcome little safety-blanket.

"Soon we'll roll for next month's challenge but this month Antwan needs your help."

Jess froze a little. Antwan had accompanied her on her most extreme challenge so far.

Vikki laughed, "Don't worry hon, I'm sure you'll love it - you're going to Spring Break!"


Jessica's New Life Ch. 07

Thanks to everyone who has made encouraging comments on these stories. I'm enjoying writing them and hopefully you'll continue to enjoy reading them. A special thanks to MontanoIR for allowing me to borrow his character of Jackson Hammer for this story. I assume most of you are already reading 'Amy's Fascination.' I'd strongly recommend it for anyone who enjoys my stuff. Also special thanks to PenPal2001 - whose work I also strongly recommend.

Finding Out

Emily Szostek looked over at the trim little one-story house in a small well-kept garden. "You see", she said, "I told you this was an OK part of town."

Her husband, Phil, had insisted on driving her. He feared that Don Parsons probably lived in a run-down district, after all he was an African-American. He shrugged in reply to his pretty young wife. "Better safe than sorry honey. I know Don is OK but there might be gangs active around here."

Emily watched a little old lady walking a poodle down the street and laughed. "I think it's probably safe enough!"

Don had retired a month or so ago and the senior partner, Mr Rifkin, a crusty racist old fart, had refused to OK a retirement party for him. The older lawyers hadn't even wanted to take up a collection but some of the clerks and two or three younger lawyers had bought him a big-screen TV as a gift.

Jessica, Emily's best friend at work, had suggested that they deliver it to Don together but now Jess had been called away at the last minute. Apparently she was tied up again this weekend. Emily had noticed Jess seemed increasingly distracted recently. She knew she wasn't happy at work but sometimes she turned up looking and acting as if she hadn't slept at all. Then, there'd been that strange incident with the African-American guy outside the office. What had that all been about? You couldn't be too careful working for a firm like Rifkin and Harker. Fortunately, Emily was pretty sure she'd been the only one to notice that the guy and Jess had not only left at the same time but had actually seemed to leave together.

Phil wasn't the most romantic guy in the world and he could be a bit of an old woman sometimes but he WAS very useful in carrying the TV. Don's house was small but clean and tidy. Emily was used to seeing the newly retired security guard in his work uniform and for a moment it seemed strange to see him in his civvies. It seemed even stranger to hear him call her by her first name rather than 'Mrs Szostek.'

"Emily, it's so kind of you to come round today." He glanced at Phil, "Set the TV down, son." He gestured at a space by the door. "You know my old CRT set is about to give up the ghost so you couldn't have picked a better gift. Do love to watch my old movies. If I can get this set up I might watch 'Truck Turner' tonight."

"I can help you with that, no problem," gushed Phil. "This set can be part of a home cinema set-up. If you need any advice..."

Emily almost tuned Phil out as she looked round the room. Her husband did love his gadgets and his tech but he could be a bit of a bore about it. If Don didn't watch out he'd have him build a new house just so he could get the accoustics right.

"If you show me where the makings are I'll get us all a coffee," she told Don.

"Thanks, Emily. Kitchen's just over there - only got instant but that'll make it easy. Milk and one sugar for me. Damn, son, you did well to get a fine wife like that."

"What, oh I guess so," said Phil as he sorted out cables and equipment.

Emily blushed as she hurried into the kitchen. She wasn't really used to such compliments these days. Most of the time she operated in a very business-like atmosphere and Phil, well she knew her husband loved her but he didn't seem to show it as often as a girl might like. Before Phil she'd had plenty of compliments, of course. She was a cute blue-eyed blonde who filled out an outfit in all the right places so lots of guys had been ready to dish out the smooth talk if they thought it would get them a chance with her.

Emily quickly found all she needed and set the kettle to boil. While she was waiting she looked around her. There were five photographs on the walls of the dining room. One looked to be from the 1950s and was of an older couple - Don's parents probably. Another three featured a much younger Don. One with a group of men on a building site; another in uniform with a group of other soldiers; the last was his wedding photograph. She looked at Don's bride - a happy, pretty, young woman holding the arm of her handsome soldier-husband. The last photograph on the wall was of the same woman, perhaps twenty years older. She was still smiling but her face was deeply lined and the photograph had a black border.

You didn't have to be a trained lawyer to read Don's life story from those photographs. Emily wasn't nosy - just curious. Perhaps that was why she stayed when the kettle clicked off and she could suddenly hear the voice of Don from the other room.

...no, son, I mostly don't miss it one bit. Bunch of assholes working there. A few of the younger ones was alright but most of them used to look at me like I was something brown and nasty they'd trod on in their fine Italian shoes. Wouldn't give me the time of day and when I did something for them I didn't get no 'please' or 'thank-you' neither. Never known a worse brought-up, more ill-mannered bunch. All so far up their own assholes that..."

Emily stifled her giggle but she could hear her husband laughing. The senior staff of Rifkin and Harker were all impeccably-dressed, Ivy League-educated, corner-stones of the elite in the city and the country. Hearing Don's opinion of them was weird but, hand on heart, Emily couldn't say he was wrong.

"Shit, son, I'd have retired ten years ago if I had the money. Don't think I'd have made it anyway except for some of the younger folks coming in. Maybe I shouldn't say it..."

"That's OK, Don," Phil's quieter voice came through the door.

"Hmmn," said Don, "well, I'd have a shitty day and then Emily or her friend, Jessica, would come by and ask how I was or just say 'good morning' or give me a little smile. Damn but it don't take much from a beautiful woman like your wife to make a man feel REAL good. Sometimes they'd come over at the end of the day and shoot the breeze a little, you know. Used to look forward to that till Mr Clarke told Jess that she was embarrassing him and the firm by 'talking to the staff.'"

"Oh," said Phil, "that's weird." His voice was distracted and she wondered what setting on the new TV he was busy adjusting.

"No-one happier than me when she dumped him, except perhaps her," chuckled Don. "But through those few months your wife never stopped giving me a smile or a kind word. Made a big difference, I can tell you. Made me know I wasn't getting pushed out of there until I qualified for my full pension! Took some guts, she knew some of the top-floor didn't approve. Ain't no coincidence she organised this retirement gift or that she is delivering it. Top-Floor didn't give a shit that I'd been there 23 years. If my old friend Taylor hadn't thrown me a bash then I'd just have been kicked to the curb and that would have been that."

"I don't think Emily knew about that," said Phil, "I'm sure she'd have liked to have gone."

Don laughed a deep belly laugh. "Damn, I'd have loved her to have been there too. But it was a 'gentleman's evening' at one of Taylor's bars, you know what I mean. Just us guys and a very beautiful woman as my guest of honour. Anyway, I shouldn't say no more about that."

Don lived alone and like many folk that live alone once he started talking he sometimes found it hard to stop. But the fiercely blushing Phil had signalled to him that he might have said a little too much.

Emily was just putting the coffee out in the dining room when she heard the sound of a slightly tinny version of the 'Theme from Shaft.' She'd seen his phone on the table and now noticed its screen illuminated with the incoming call. Emily really wasn't nosy at all but when a screen lights up in front of you there's nothing more natural than to look.

On the little screen was a wallpaper image. Emily leaned in closer to see what it was and then suddenly realised. It was a laughing old African-American man with a naked white woman sitting on his lap and kissing his cheek. She'd barely registered that before she realised just who the two people were.

In an instant it all fell into place. Don's party, Jessica as his 'guest of honour', just what a 'gentleman's evening' was all about. She looked up and saw Don smiling at her as he led Phil back into the dining room for their coffee. Had he seen her look at the picture on the phone - if so he gave no sign.

Emily was quiet as the two men chatted over their coffee. When they were ready to leave she scampered out of the door but Don caught Phil by the arm. "Your wife is one in a million, son, she's out of the top draw. Beauty, brains and a heart. Any man should be proud to have her. You look after her and make sure she gets everything she needs and desires, you hear. My wife was everything to me and I hope Emily's the same for you." He gave Phil a little grin and a playful punch on the arm, "If you don't - I might be tempted to take her away from you."

Don had spoken low but Emily had heard him. 'Any man would be proud to have her'. What had he said earlier about her and his raunchy party. 'Damn, I'd have loved her to have been there too.' Would he have wanted a beautiful naked white girl on each knee? Would he have wanted even more than that? 'I might be tempted to take her away from you.' Had be been joking? Because if he wasn't joking that was scary and what was even more scary was the fact that she felt the unmistakable symptoms of arousal. Just thinking about this had made her pussy wet.

"That's a good model of TV we got him," said Phil. "I though he'd never shut up about you though. I think you've got a real admirer there," he laughed at the thought. Emily was quiet and stayed quiet all the way back to their nice safe suburb.

All Men Aren't Born Equal

"A little different to last time," chuckled Antwan.

Jess smiled back. "Just a bit."

They were in Boca at Spring Break, occupying the best suite at one of the hotels in the resort. "No need for us to slum it," purred Antwan, "and I figured you deserved a treat or two after last time."

Last time. When he'd taken her to some of the roughest dives she'd even seen and calmly supervised her self-defilement. Well, at least, that's what they would have called it where she came from. Except now, to Jessica, it didn't feel that way - it just seemed as if it had been one of many steps necessary to break down the carapace of prejudice and fear that had been trapping her true self inside it. It had been drastic and it had been very scary for a time but it HAD been necessary. Once she'd been to H-Town with Antwan then she had known that she was capable of almost anything - a thought first terrifying and then wonderfully empowering.

"Everyone else is out working hard at publicising your parties," pointed out Jess.

Antwan smiled. Self-confidence was a trait of most of the Black men that Jessica had got to know in her time as a prospect but Antwan was perhaps the market leader in it. He just exuded that confidence and authority that she liked in her men. When Antwan entered a room everyone noticed. When he spoke everyone listened. When he wanted something then he got it.

Just now he'd got Jessica and it seemed he had plans for her. "Time for you to see some sights and for me to show off the finest bitch in Boca."

***

Outside their hotel the streets were full of young people, most contributing to a constant hum of noise. Jess liked seeing them enjoy themselves but she was aware that the man with her was one of the very few non-white faces there. No-one gave them any shit but it was still very noticeable.

"We walking to Boca West, only a small distance but you might notice some differences."

The first thing she noticed was a small area of empty road, very obvious after the rush of humanity outside their hotel. "Private residences here," explained Antwan, "no hotels. There ain't nothing written down but its always been that way."

Through the 'no-party zone' and Boca West had an appearance much like its parent resort. Streets full of young people enjoying themselves, laughing and drinking. The only difference, as she had sort of guessed, was that now SHE was in the very visible minority. It was a sea of thousands of Black faces, not all the really dark skins that she had come to regard as the epitome of attraction but all dark enough to have been called the n-word by her daddy.

Antwan had exuded confidence among the white boys and girls but Jessica felt much more self-conscious surrounded by young African-American men and women. A lot of that was probably down to the bikini that Antwan had picked out for her. She was wearing that and nothing else except the heavy layers of sun-protection that Antwan had insisted on applying personally to every inch of her pale skin.

It quickly became very apparent to Jess that she was drawing a lot of attention. Some young women viewed her with clear hostility, especially if their man took too long a look at her body. However, the presence of Antwan seemed to reassure most of them. It was just a playa showing off his white bitch and not a real threat to them.

The groups of young women ignored her. They had other matters in hand. The groups of young men were another matter entirely. Sometimes one of a group would be braver than the rest and shout out to Antwan about his 'fine bitch' or his 'prime pussy'. The comments always seemed to be addressed to her companion and never directly to her. It was still pretty early and no-one was drunk enough to risk stepping on the territory of an obvious alpha-male like Antwan. Not yet.

Sometimes Antwan would smile at a particularly brash spring breaker and encourage him. "That's right, dog, I got the best in white pussy. Feel free - enjoy the view." Then he'd guide her into the group and she'd see the smiling faces and the hungry eyes all focused on her. Sometimes a warm hand would fondle her butt-cheek but Antwan kept things under control.

"You want white pussy? I got events Friday and Saturday at the River, that's the first club into Boca - right next to the Grand Hotel. All the premium white pussy you can handle and more - try your luck at catching one as fine as mine." Then Antwan re-asserted his possession of Jessica by kissing her deeply and slipping a large hand down the front of her bikini bottoms. Where they'd previously seen a pretty obvious camel toe they now saw a swiftly moving finger. If they hadn't been whooping and cheering so much Jessica knew they'd have heard just how turned on she was.

After a few similar events Jessica said, "I get it - we're recruiting again and I'm the bait."

Antwan chuckled, "Catch a lot of fish with the right bait. You know I got twenty white girls out in Boca - I also got twenty Black guys working over here. All ID'ing spring breakers who might be interested in the zebra experience - white and black together. My system works - all the girls out there now were attracted to the same event last year or the year before. Most of them will end up as clientele of my clubs or similar establishments. A few will even follow your path once they're old enough - Taylor don't deal with no girls under 21."

He strode on - the crowd of revellers seeming to part in front of him. He was watching the people around them but also obviously on the look out for something else. Finally he saw an excited crowd outside a low structure like a beach hut. "At last, there he is - I want you to meet someone Jess."

Jessica walked across hand-in-hand with Antwan. Just going out recruiting young Black bulls for the parties had seemed to her pretty tame for an afternoon with this particular Black man. This might be the real cause of their visit and promised to be interesting. The sun was hot and she was perspiring but she knew that the moisture causing her bikini bottoms to cling so tightly to her pussy lips was for a very different reason.

At first it didn't look much. Apart from anything else she couldn't see over the crowd of excited young African-Americans, most of them female. Antwan, being a foot taller than her, could see the focus of the attention and called out, "Hey, Jackson, what's this year's vintage like?"

The youngsters near them turned to see who had spoken and again the herd instinct of a crowd opened a gap for the men of authority to conduct their business.

Jackson was a very powerfully-built and very dark-skinned man seated on a big armchair pulled next to the beach. He wore a pair of loose white jogging pants and a short-sleeved Hawaiian shirt unbuttoned to show a muscular and tattooed torso. His biceps bulged as he held on each knee a giggling Black Spring Break girl. Hearing Antwan he smacked one of the girls on her big round booty making the flesh jiggle. "Ripe and juicy, Antwan, ripe and JUICY. You ever seen finer? Just about fell in love with these two." Was he talking about both of the girls or just the firm round buttocks of the one he had slapped - that wasn't quite clear.

Jessica found him VERY attractive. He was handsome, dark and had that obvious presence that she loved so much in her men. But she was also struck by the fact that she was sure that she recognised him. She knew that she hadn't met him before but something about him was extremely familiar.

One of the girls posed for a picture on the man's knee and then hopped off to rejoin her giggling friends. With un-erring accuracy his freed hand came round to land on the ample right breast of his remaining girl. "Friends, I got to take a lunch break and talk to my friend here. I'll be back at two to meet a lot more of you and sign anything you like. The merch counter will stay open for all your needs."

The crowd dispersed and Antwan and Jess stood back while the man finished his business with the girl on his knee.

"Don't take nothing but the finest bitches for my vids - personally self-selected. You know why people watch my work - because me and my girls always have that spark, that real connection. Just the sorta real connection that me and you got the moment we met. You take my card and give me a ring. I'll be coming by your part of the country before long and we'll hook up. It'll pay for your trip here and I pay double if you let your face be shown."

He seemed to have selected his target well. "What else you gonna give me if I agree to this?" she giggled. The man stood and placed her in front of him. He looked down at the bulge in the front of his pants. "Care to feel just what you'll be getting and just how hot I think you are..."

The girl's brown hand disappeared down the front of his loose pants. She immediately encountered what she was seeking and her eyes widened. "OH MY GOD," she blurted out, "you're HUGE. I always thought them toys they sold was bullshit but you the real deal. Is it..."

"What, sweet thing?" he encouraged.

"Well my old boyfriend always said real big men couldn't get hard all the way."

"Does it feel like I have any problem getting hard?" he answered confidently. "That's why I'm the best in the business. Ring that number and you'll keep me rock-hard all day while we making love. You owe yourself to find out just how good I'm gonna make you feel."

Now Jessica knew who he was. It was Jackson Hammer. Black porn actors didn't cross over into the mainstream easily but this man had come closest. She had seen articles on him and his website and had watched some TV and films where he had made small cameo appearances. He was generally cast as a lovable rough diamond on the edges of legitimate society. The sort of man that made the mothers of pretty daughters real anxious, The sort of man with that subtle combination of danger and charm that made him so irresistible to a certain sort of girl.



Just at this moment Jess knew that she was definitely that certain sort of girl.

"Think she'll ring?" asked Antwan, looking after the Black girl as she left after sharing a long kiss with Jackson.

"Probably, she's certainly got potential. I hope so, my ebony vids are always hardest to cast. I can turn away 99 out of 100 white chicks want a sample - I got them queuing round the block - but real quality sistas need some seduction and to be treated right."

Jackson was answering Antwan but Jess was aware that the porn star's attention had already switched to her. His eyes scanned her face and then her body before he gave a small nod and a smile. His little almost unconscious signals of approval had an immediate effect on her, a wave of euphoric warmth seemed to move through her body and she felt the dampness of her pussy as her nipples valiantly fought their way to erection despite the material of her bikini top.

Jackson noticed the tell-tale bumps made by her nips and brought his dark brown eyes up to lock with her blue-grey ones. He gave that slight smile again.

"We have you booked for the tour of personal appearances at my clubs next month, right?" asked Antwan.

His question broke the mood - Jackson was nothing if not the thorough professional. "Yeah. Looking forward to it as always - your clubs are real fun and besides I already got three call-backs from girls here who are right on that route."

"Damn you've gotta hard life Jackson!" laughed Antwan.

Jackson pointedly looked at Jess and then back at Antwan, "Don't seem you're doing too badly, maybe we can talk about that later."

Antwan nodded with a knowing smile. "Business good?"

"Can't complain - I make an indecent living doing what I'm very good at. The vids may get pirated all over the web but I enjoy making them and its all good publicity for the website, merch and appearances."

"Jess, go check out the merch," said Antwan, "see how the business operates." It was obvious he wanted to talk to his friend alone.

Jess went. It was pretty much what you'd expect but her eye was drawn to one corner of the table where there was a small pile of long boxes with Jackson's smiling face on them. She looked closer and realised that they were the sex toys modelled on him that the black girl had mentioned.

"Like to see one outta tha box - don't worry it ain't been used," smiled the young Black woman behind the stand.

Soon Jessica was handling perhaps the biggest dildo that she had ever seen. It had to be thirteen inches, certainly bigger than any man could ever be. That had to be quite a struggle for any girl to ride - but it would be fun trying! She thought she might buy one when they got home and perhaps take a look at some of Jackson's videos. She'd read they were unusually popular with women and the long nights between her weekly visits to the club could get lonely.

"You like what you see," came Jackson's velvet voice into her ear.

"Very impressive, Mr Hammer," she replied, "but a little flattering I think."

He moved beside her. "Hold the toy in your left hand and put your right hand out."

She obeyed him, knowing what was coming next. She felt the warmth and the weight of his cock as he laid it across her palm. It was already nearly hard and she watched as the warmth of her hand made it grow a little more. She was lost for words, he was fucking enormous. She held the dildo against his real dick and gasped at the realisation that Jackson had his toy beat by a good inch.

That deep chuckle came again. "They downsized the toy a little - thought it might scare folks off buying."

"They were fucking right," said Jessica, staring mesmerized at the ebony shaft in her small white hand. She almost automatically gave it a little wank and the monster started to rise fully erect - it was ready to fulfil its natural role, it was ready to fuck!

"Whoa there," laughed Jackson, "you gonna get us arrested girl." He carefully hid his cock back in his loose pants and pulled his shirt down over the cock-head that still defiantly poked out from his waist-band and against his tattooed chest.

Then he had Jessica held against him and she felt the still-hard column of meat reaching far up her body. He kissed her and their tongues entwined for a few seconds before he broke contact and then nuzzled her ear, whispering to her.

"You know I said only 1 in 100 white girls interest me?"

"Yes," she breathed.

"Well its more like 1 in 1000, but guess what?"

"Am I one?" she asked quietly.

"Top of the list, baby, TOP of the list."

She leaned away a little. "I don't know if I could take that ... you are fucking huge."

He leaned in and kissed her again. She felt a big hand enter her bikini bottoms. A finger crooked its way between the lips of her soaking pussy.

"Black cocks go in, Black babies come out," breathed Jackson. "Where a Black baby can come out then any Black cock can go in. I'll prove that to you if it takes me all night - when you give yourself to me then you'll take it all, balls-deep."

Antwan watched as Jessica shuddered her orgasm and Jackson took her in a long soul-kiss. He smiled and then looked at his heavy gold wrist-watch. It was time to get back to Boca - there were preparations to be made.

A Suburban Interlude

"Oh God, you mean HER!" The vinegar-faced old woman virtually spat her contempt with every word. "We don't need her sort bringing nig - er, coloured folks into our community. There are decent folks and families with kids here."

Emily Szostek was taken aback. What was the old witch talking about? Emily had been trying to reach her friend for two days to talk about what she'd seen at Don Parson's, she thought Jess might be in real trouble. Finally, she'd come here and had been ringing on her friend's door-bell with no reply. She was getting really worried so she'd enquired after Jessica Clarke at the neighbouring house and this had been the response.

"Well, I think she has got an African-American boyfriend," said Emily hesitantly.

"Boyfriend," the woman cackled uproariously as if she was going to burst, "BOYFRIEND! That shameless jezebel has a different nig - er, coloured man, round here every week. A non-stop stream of them." She lowered her eye-lids and almost whispered, "I think she might be, you know, a prostitute. Before she moved in she told us she was a lawyer, the brazen lying whore."

Emily shook her head but the old woman had got up to speed now - venting the fury that had been building up for so many months. "You want to know where she is - a big nigger in a flash car came and picked her up and took her away. Her pimp I bet, he certainly looked the part. Well he's welcome to her and I hope he doesn't bring her back." She nodded her defiance at the modern world and then spat on the floor before slamming her door.

Emily drove home - what was she supposed to do now? She daren't talk to her husband about it until she knew the truth - that wouldn't be fair on poor Jessica. But how could she find out the truth; she had no connection to this new life that her friend had apparently become ensnared in.

Then it happened. The moment that would change young Emily Szostek's life forever. She realised that she did know someone who was part of Jessica's new life, she knew old Don Parsons.

That evening her husband Phil was busy working on a report for work Emily was equally hard at work in the kitchen. If you needed an excuse to visit an old retired work colleague what better than to do some baking for him. She knew that her talk with Don would have to be private so she would go alone this time. Don's neighborhood was safe and she really felt that visiting Don on her own was what she needed to do.

Emily was working on making her pastry but her mind was elsewhere. She was contemplating what tomorrow would bring - when she went to see Don, to see Don alone.

Oh God, it was ridiculous! She was a married woman and Don was almost old enough to be her grand-pa, he was also ... Black. This couldn't happen. Just thinking about being with him alone couldn't be enough to make her pussy drool with anticipation. Thinking about him just couldn't make her horny like this. Perhaps Phil could...

She almost felt the pressure of her lust deflate. She liked Phil as a person but he couldn't meet this particular need of hers. She shook her head. She couldn't risk going to see Don and that was final. She really couldn't, she'd have to make that decision she told herself. It would be incredibly stupid to go to see Don - everything in her background and her experience told her that it was the last thing that she should do. No, there was no way she could justify going to see Don tomorrow - except that she was feeling now things she hadn't felt in four or five years. She felt wanted and she felt desirable and she felt very hungry for more of the same.

Then Emily returned to making her pastries and checking the first set of bakes in the oven. She wanted everything to be perfect for Don tomorrow.

Lights, Cameras, Action

The suite that Jessica shared with Antwan was three floors up and front-and-centre of the hotel. It had been a very busy two days preparing for the first zebra party tonight. Hundreds of newbies would be initiated into the joy of interracial love. She sort of felt romantic about that as she leaned on the rail of the suite's balcony and looked at the seething mass of humanity below her.

The event would start in about an half hour's time. The sun was nearly down and Jessica had barely noticed that the natural light was giving way to the flood-lights illuminating the front of the hotel. Small lights lit up banners advertising Antwan's event at the club next door but the real focus of the lights, courtesy of that man's careful preparations, was the stunning redhead on the balcony.

Jessica had only sub-consciously noticed that the crowd was a little different to those gathered in front of the hotel on the days and nights before. It was, if anything, even noisier - but the noise was a little more high-pitched. It was overwhelmingly girls in front of the hotel now. The other change was that the small male minority were almost all African-American.

She thought that if things stayed that way then those boys were going to be worn out by tomorrow. She smiled to herself - she knew men. Most of them would arrive five minutes before the party was due to start. Experienced girls would probably be the same. These girls had come early to check out what was going on. Most of them would be hesitant, thinking they would just see what was happening and then perhaps leave. Some would have sneaked away from their friends, scared to admit their interest in Black men. Others would have come as a little group of 'sisters', offering mutual support and security in such a strange new world. Always circling were those few Black boys in the crowd - the wise ones who knew that the early playa catches the prime pussy. They were making connections and putting down markers.

Jessica looked out over the sea of youthful vitality. She wished that she could send a message into the mind of every unsure or frightened young woman out there. 'Be brave and do it. Go into that club and explore what the world can offer you. If it's not for you then fine but don't get old and grey and always regret what you might have had.'

She stood holding the balcony rail with her two hands and slightly leaned against its ironwork. The harsh heat of the sun was gone but this early evening was beautifully warm - even in her skimpy black-and-white patterned bikini.

She heard the glass door behind her open and thought that Antwan was coming to join her. But Antwan was busy supervising the final preparations in the club. The movement behind her attracted some of the crowd below to look up and she saw girls nudge their friends and one or two even point. Strange - Antwan was a fine figure of a man but he shouldn't get that sort of reaction at first sight.

A large Black hand softly landed on each of her hips and breath ticked her ear as he spoke. "Hello again, Jess, you just too fine to keep away from."

It was Jackson Hammer. No wonder the girls were looking - even if they didn't recognise him they had to know that they were watching a master of his trade.

The hands eased down until his thumbs were hooked in the strings of her bikini bottoms. Jackson didn't have to say any more and Jess didn't want to say anything in case she broke the tension. She knew what was about to happen - together they were going to send that message to the waiting crowd below.

Jess shimmied her body a little, just enough movement to signal her happiness with what was about to happen. She heard a pleased, 'hmmmnn', behind her and then felt him smoothly kiss her neck sending shivers of anticipation through her body. His fingers moved down a little and pulled her bikini bottoms down just an inch or two. Enough to expose her whole butt at the back but just the top of her pussy in front.

Jessica was dimly aware of the noise in the street below kicking up a notch and a sea of white faces now staring up at the perfectly illuminated scene playing out above them. She even saw the lights of seemingly hundreds of phones being held up - every one recording pics or vids of her and Jackson.

It raced through her brain that in the modern world those pics and vids would be all over the internet before the night was over and that no technology was protecting her identity on these new images. It would only be a matter of time before her secret sexual obsession was exposed to everyone who knew her. At that moment Jackson Hammer's big black hand cupped her pussy and one probing finger found its way inside. She arched her back a little in pleasure and turned her head to share a deep kiss of urgent yearning with the man behind her.

The noise of the crowd rose another notch but Jess wasn't hearing it anymore. She was tuned into her body and the man with her, the man who was perhaps the ultimate Black bull. If her old life went down in flames then so be it. She wanted what he was going to give her and nothing was going to stand in her way. If everyone knew that she was a white slut for hard Black cock then fuck it - that is just what she was and everyone else would have to live with it or get out of her way.

She turned and held the sides of his powerful chest, still kissing him hungrily. His hands clamped hard over the exposed pale flesh of her buttocks as she pressed her body against the big bulge already there in his pants. It reminded her that Jackson could be very gentle but he didn't always have to be. She realised that she didn't really want him to be gentle - she wanted to feel his power, all of it.

Their lips still locked, Jackson lent down slightly to pull the string of her bikini bottoms and leave them fluttering down from the balcony into the watching crowd below. She knew that he was so smooth because he had done this a LOT, she would just be another in an incredibly long line of his sexual conquests. She didn't care - she wanted to feel the benefit of all that sexual confidence and experience.

The crowd noise rose again as the beautiful woman with her auburn hair streaming down her back was left naked from the waist down. They were all watching now, the big female majority were eager for the main event. The woman was cute but they wanted to see Jackson naked and in all his glory.

Well Jackson Hammer knew the virtues of teasing his audience but he also knew that women shouldn't be kept waiting. He had Jessica pressed against him, swapping saliva and letting her feel just how far up her body she could feel the hard bulge of his cock. His big hand was working her pussy hard now and she knew how wet she was for him.

Finally, almost painfully, she felt him break their kiss and he looked into her eyes. Nothing was said but she knew what he wanted by sexual telepathy. She turned and faced the crowd before folding her arms on the railing and resting her head on them as she looked out with a blissful smile on her face.

Jessica felt Jackson's mouth at her hungry cunt. He didn't eat her out or seek to pleasure her. He was exploring, sensing, detecting whether the woman in front of him was sufficiently turned on, sufficiently wet, for him to have his sexual way with her. Could she be fully receptive of all he had to offer her. Almost without thinking about it Jessica eased each of her feet out a little until her legs were spread apart for him. The invitation was clear and brazen.

Jackson's mouth left her pussy and then she heard high-pitched squeals from the girls crowded in the street below. Jess knew that he had shucked off his pants, the only clothing he had been wearing. Now the girls could all see just what made Jackson Hammer so famous and now they knew for sure what he planned to do with it.

She looked down and saw the dark mass of his hand on the front of her thigh, holding her in position. She knew the other would be lining the head of his huge Black cock up ready to take her defenceless unprotected pussy. She was shivering with unrestrained lust even before she felt his cock start to push its way past the lips of her cunt.

She bit her lip and looked down for a moment in concentration, there was a little pain mixed in among the waves of sensation emanating from her pussy. This man was very thick and very long and very intent on her feeling and taking every inch of him.

She looked up again but now her eyes were wide and her mouth was open as she panted for breath. Jackson was getting what he wanted and it was almost too much for her. He used small strokes - each pushing just that little further until he was exploring places that no other man had ever reached. She suddenly realised that he was going to bottom out inside her, that she just couldn't take him all. He was just too damn big. Then she felt the muscles of his stomach hit her buttocks and knew what that meant. She had done it - she had taken him all.

"Yeahhhhhh," purred a resonant voice behind her, hardly audible over the surging crowd screaming their approval of the events on the balcony. She felt so full, full of his strong Black physicality, and now he began to move inside her. Long, deep, unhurried strokes, all that hard black cock and all those years of experience allowing him to bring her to the edge of orgasm within seconds. She no longer cared where she was or who she was or what she was doing. All that mattered was that big Black cock and how it was making her feel. She arched her back and gasped at the fresh sensations when new areas of sensitivity were exposed to his ever more insistent thrusts.

A black finger hooked into the string of her bikini top and pulled its knot open. The two small pieces of cloth fell forward and her breasts swung free to move in rhythmn to his fucking. A new cheer rose from those gathered below - this time a deeper roar. It seemed some more of the young Black men had arrived and were enjoying the show. Jess didn't care - all that mattered was Jackson Hammer and what he was doing to her.

For a moment her eyes seemed to glaze over and she rested her face back against the cooling ironwork of the balcony. The wave of pleasure rose to a peak and then started to recede but that hard insistent thrusting didn't stop. As one climax finished she felt the stirrings of pleasure begin to build again almost immediately. She raised her head again and couldn't help laughing. Jackson was a machine, a big beautiful Black machine, and he showed no signs of slowing down any time soon. This time she almost whimpered as her climax hit and put her hand to her head as she struggled to control the feelings within her.

Jackson felt the woman tense a little and he pulled back. His hard cock twitched, still ready and eager for more. He'd been watching the crowd and had seen some leave but far more stay, transfixed by the live sex show being performed for them. Life as a sexual performer could all too easily become jaded. He hated the thought of relying on viagra to get him through a scene. Careful selection of co-stars and new scenarios were the keys to keeping his performances fresh and powerful. This lewd public display was something brand new even for him and this woman was the perfect sexual partner.



Almost on cue Jessica threw her bikini top to the crowd below. Now she was totally naked and she surprised Jackson by gripping the balcony railing with both hands and kicking her right leg up so that its foot rested on top of the railing further along. He smiled - the crowd perhaps hadn't been able to see his penetration clearly as he entered her from behind. She had obviously decided to make sure they all saw just how good it looked when his huge Black cock stroked in and out of her shaved pink pussy.

He steadied her shoulder with her hand and used his other to hold her foot up on the railing. Then he pushed his cock back home into her pussy. Except that it was a cunt now, a cunt unresisting to his cock's desire to enter her fully. A cunt specially resized for his pleasure, at least for tonight. He started strong thrusts, not frantic just controlled and deep. He watched her head fall onto her arms and heard her moan. Then she was back again, her long hair whipping with the motion, and her hand almost clawed at his chest as it sought a hold. Finally she found his shoulder and arched herself back and to the side to kiss him as her blue-grey eyes locked onto his.

It was almost too much and he struggled to control the climax he now felt building. He saw her eyes widen a little and knew that she had seen the signs. Suddenly he felt her tense the muscles of her pussy just a little and he decided to give her what she needed - his rich Black seed. Jackson put his head back and yelled as he came - letting the whole resort know that he was the master of this beautiful white woman on the balcony with him.

Jessica bit her lip and grinned into his face. She saw his body was damp with sweat and she licked the salty liquid off him. That taste of sweat showed that he was no machine, he was flesh and blood. He was a man not just a sexual colossus. He lent down and sucked on her hard nipple before giving it a playful soft nip with his teeth. She laughed with pure pleasure.

Jackson finally stepped back and pulled out of her. This time his cock was softening as he withdrew and Jessica knew that she had tamed him, at least for a time. When the big cock-head finally left her body a small stream of liquid followed it out of her gaping pussy and splashed onto the balcony floor. There were gasps from the crowd.

Jackson helped Jessica back off the railing and then leaned forward on it himself and signalled for quiet. "Zebra party in the club two doors down starting now. No admittance fee and no cover charge. You all welcome to come see me for pictures or signings if you like but most of all enjoy yourselves and play safe. Remember I'm a professional and Jess here is my bitch for tonight - you need to bag it up till you know each other better." He gave a big brilliant white smile and then led Jessica back indoors.

The crowd hesitated and then began to move towards the club. The door staff were busy checking IDs and Antwan nodded as he saw the venue quickly filling up.

Don Proves He's a Man

Don Parsons had been enjoying a peaceful Saturday afternoon until he'd had the phone call from young Emily Szostek. She'd apparently done some baking for him and wanted to check he was in so she could deliver it.

Well, that was real nice of her - if it was true. He didn't believe her for one minute. Last time she'd been there he'd worried that she might have seen that damn picture on his phone. Now he was certain of it but what did this phone call really mean?

If she wanted to destroy Jessica with her new knowledge then she didn't need to talk to him. So why did she want to come over? If she came with Phil then he'd reckon she was after information. If she came alone then ... but no, that was stupid thinking. He was getting to be an old man and she was a beautiful young lawyer with the whole world ahead of her. "Oh shit," said Don, just thinking about it had started stirrings in his cock. He might be 65 but he was in full working order as he'd proved the other week. A vision of Jessica Clarke kneeling on that filthy back-room carpet before him and presenting her sweet white butt to be fucked flashed into his brain. "Motherfucka," said Don, "I got to keep myself under control here." He slowed his breathing and thought of the week in sports. It seemed to work.

A few minutes later he heard a car and he peeped out of his window to see Emily pull up and park in front of his house. He noticed that she was alone and immediately felt the blood rushing to his cock. Damn, it was like being sixteen again! Careful to avoid being noticed he watched her check her appearance in her rear-view mirror. She teased at her hair for a full minute until she was finally satisfied and then she carefully re-applied her lip-stick. Then she paused and frowned. Don's breath caught in his throat as he saw up arch her back in her seat and then undo a button on her blouse. He saw her pose in the mirror again and frown before hesitating and finally opening a second button.

"Oh Lord," Don mumbled to himself and quickly stepped back out of sight as he saw Emily start to get out of her car. He didn't know how this had come to be but a very attractive young woman was showing every sign of coming to his house looking for some of his black dick. It had been an awful long time since that'd happened and he felt himself getting harder by the second.

Don looked up at the photograph framed on the wall. His beloved Rowena, an angel taken from him much too soon. He knew what she would expect of him but he wasn't sure he could be that strong.

The door-bell rang and Don shuffled almost reluctantly across to open the door.

"Hi Don," said Emily with her bright blue eyes sparkling and a beautiful smile. Don couldn't help it and his eyes dropped to the front of her blouse. She almost needn't have been wearing it. Three buttons were open and he could see a pair of beautiful big firm young breasts barely half-enclosed in a lacy white bra. He nearly moaned in anguish at the temptation offered. His dick was so hard he swore he could cut a diamond with it.

Emily had noticed what he was looking at and exulted in her little plan working. She'd always called him 'Don' but today she thought she'd try something different. "Mr Parsons, sir, I've bought you some tasty treats that you can enjoy." That beaming smile again and a little shimmy of her barely-covered breasts. She might have meant her baking but it sure didn't look that way.

To judge by the big bulge in the front of his slacks Emily reckoned that Don had got her real meaning.

"Err, just put them on the table there," said Don trying to retain control of the situation.

The girl almost batted her long eyelashes at him, "Yes sir, I'm here to do ANYTHING that you want."

Don couldn't hold out - he was only a mortal man and not a saint. As soon as Emily put her bag on the table he moved in and took her in his arms. His mouth found hers and she giggled as she felt his moustache tickle her. She felt a big hand grasp her right breast and then, suddenly, Don pulled away.

He was breathing hard, for one terrible moment she thought he was going to have a coronary. But it was OK, he had just been taking control back. Years of military discipline and the loving example of his wife meant that Don knew that he couldn't do this no matter how much he wanted to.

When he told her, Emily almost crumpled before him - her face a picture of frustration and despair. "Oh my God, what have I done? How could I have come here like this? Why did you tell Phil all that if you didn't mean it? I've made such a fool of myself. How could I offer myself to an old man, even a Black man, and be turned down? What's wrong with me? Why did you want Jess but you don't want me? Why does no-one want me?" Tears coursed down her cheeks as the feelings that had been building up in her for so long flooded out. She was a young woman and young women had needs.

He saw it and he felt bad. He moved in and tasted the salt of her tears as he kissed her cheek while carefully buttoning up her blouse.

"Why don't you want me?" she repeated at last.

He took her hand and placed it on the front of his slacks. The proximity of her fine young self was still working its effect on him and the presence of her hand soon turned his half-erection into a full one.

"Feel that," he said, smoothing her hair. "If you wasn't married I'd be fucking you over that kitchen table this second. I like Jess but you were always braver than her. You were always decent no matter what them racist assholes tried to tell you. You're brave and beautiful and you can't imagine just how much I want you. But you IS married..."

"So was Jess..." Emily started.

"...to a cracka asshole and she'd already kicked his sorry ass to the curb. Phil is a decent man and I won't do anything behind his back. I'll give you what you want Emily and with the greatest joy but not till you've settled things at home."

"Oh shit," said Emily, slightly surprising him with her language. "It's not fair. You grow up with all the world on view now. You watch movies and there's Denzel Washington and Will Smith. You watch sports and everywhere you look on a field or court there's another beautiful Black man. You don't mind me saying Black?" she asked anxiously.

Don chuckled. "That's fine baby so long as you don't add a 'bastard' after it. Just don't be using the n-word unless of course..."

"Unless what..."

"Unless your nigga is fucking you so good with his big Black cock that you can't help it."

Emily Szostak, the would be seducer of old Don Parsons, went beet-red and the old man roared with laughter.

She gathered herself and then continued, "All around you there are beautiful Black men and when it comes time for you to find a man they push you to the safe man, the professional man, the man who's going to earn a good living..."

"...the white man." added Don.

"Yes. Phil IS a kind man and he and I seemed so good together. But there's no excitement in ... well, in bed. He sometimes isn't interested and when he is I just don't ... you know ...he's never made me cum."

"I dunno what to say," said Don.

"You know what's worse," suddenly blurted out Emily, "you know I have a sister?"

"In Germany, right?"

"Yes. She came back for my wedding and she brought her new boyfriend, who's now her husband. His parents came from Nigeria and he is gorgeous, so hot. Now she has Yakubu and she has a beautiful boy and girl. I've only got Phil..."

"He's a good man and he loves you."

"Then he should show it more."

Don just nodded. "I was in Germany in the Army, things were very different over there. The local girls were very ... friendly."

"Not so different. It's just that here it's so difficult."

"So," said Don, "you wanted to be with a Black man. Why me? I ain't much of a catch."

She cut him off with a little half-smile. "You're not so bad and you're a good man. Too good, perhaps. Anyway I knew I'd be safe with you. It's scary and you hear such stories."

Don gave a grunt of annoyance. "Yeah, mainly from people want to keep you towing the line. I could take you places where you'd be safe and not have to settle for an old fart like me."

"You could?"

"Yes - just as soon as you sort things with Phil. Either you get his approval or you leave him or you drop this whole idea. No way I'd go behind his back."

"Oh," said Emily.

"There would, of course, be a fee for all my help," teased Don.

"Oh yes," said Emily.

"Hmm, you keep baking treats for me and when you come over I'd collect my fee from you."

"Ah," said Emily.

"Of course I'd want you dressed nice and slutty for me - that blouse idea was a good start. Get me nice and ready to collect what you owes me."

"I see," said Emily, "I'll have to go shopping for some clothes."

"Just as soon as you've sorted things out at home," reminded Don. "Meanwhile, since I can't have what I really want today I'm going to sample these pastries - they look damn good."

Don had polished off most of the baked goods before Emily left. Once she heard the door close behind her Emily took a sharp right and then peeked through the corner of his window. She saw Don bang his fist on his table and say something out loud. She could guess that it wasn't the sort of language you'd use in church. Then Don walked across to his chair and she saw him fiddle with his pants. She'd heard shock stories about monstrous big Black penises and she was reassured to see that Don was a reasonable size but nothing she'd have trouble handling.

As Emily watched she saw Don lean back in his armchair and close his eyes. His fist was moving up and down in his lap. She knew that he was thinking about her and masturbating. She smiled. She'd half thought that Don was going to take her there and then when she arrived, which was what she'd wanted at the time, but this was better. Don had been so wise - she couldn't have lived with herself if she'd not given her husband one last chance. She knew that Don wanted her and that gave her confidence. It was time for Phil to shape up or he'd have to face the consequences.

***

Phil was red in the face and gasping for breath as he made love to his wife that night. He'd planned to work on a report but Emily had virtually dragged him to bed. Now she had made incredibly passionate love to him and he was nearing the point of no return. But he knew that she hadn't climaxed and this time, if ever, was his chance to get her there. He tried to step up his pace a little but he came immediately - spurting healthy loads of jizz into his condom.

Emily almost ground herself against him but he was already rolling off her and lying there with a big grin on his face. Well it was nice that someone had got what they wanted! What about her?

"That was amazing," said Phil, "What's got into you tonight?"

"Well, I ran into Don earlier today," said Emily - which was very nearly true. "We got to talking and he sort of hit on me - you know like when we were both over there." Again, it was close enough for government work. "He didn't say anything offensive but I got the very strong idea that he'd like to get into my panties."

"Motherfucka," said Phil, but again it was said in surprise rather than rage. "But that still doesn't explain."

"He wants me," said Emily, "he wants me real bad. Its good to feel wanted, to feel desirable. It's a long time since I felt that round here."

"I'm sorry," said Phil, "my work, your work, we're so busy. I'll make it up to you baby, I promise."

"My work has never got in the way of our sex life," complained Emily.

Her husband was quiet and he should have known not to say what he did next. Curiosity has often killed the cat and it's certainly cost a lot of men some serious pussy.

"Um, what did Don say to you?"

"He said that if my husband couldn't satisfy me then my husband didn't deserve to claim exclusive rights to me. He said that you should step up to the plate or get out of my life..."

She saw his face fall in distress.

"...or hand me over to a real man so I CAN be satisfied."

"What - this is fucking ridiculous. You're my wife." Still no anger, still just incredulity. Emily knew that she had him now.

Her sweet face set in a serious expression. "Step up, break up, or watch me trade up. If you can't do it I'll have Don Parsons take charge of keeping me sexually satisfied. Choose and choose NOW."

"I'll step up, baby, I swear it. I know I haven't done right by you and I'll be everything you could want."

She glanced down and saw his hard prick. She realised that he seemed to like her to take charge. She also realised that she just didn't believe his protestations. He would always be the same and she couldn't only settle for that. If he wanted to tag along then OK but she was going to give him one chance and then she would act.

"Alright, Phil, let's make a fresh start. Go back to how it was when we first met. A little romance, a little pampering and then some down-and-dirty sex. Sound too difficult?"

"No, things WILL be different, Emily. From now on I'm turning over a new leaf."

She pecked him on the cheek. "That's good - because the first time I feel let down by you then you know where I'll be going. Are you agreeing to that or am I packing my bags to go stay with Jessica?"

"OK," he finally conceded, "But I won't let you down." Then he relaxed as his beautiful wife took his hard prick into her soft wet mouth.

Emily sucked him and thought to herself. Other people had always regarded her as rather sexually naive and innocent. She'd certainly never found herself manipulating men in this way. It amazed her just how easy it was. It still didn't feel natural for her but it was a means to an end. If Phil surprised her then that would be great, no that would be awesome. But if he didn't then there would have to be changes.

The Point of No Return

The first night of the Zebra party had been one of the best Antwan could remember. Good contacts made and over three hundred cards distributed to girls who'd expressed an interest. Not all of them would follow up on their initial experience but the temptation of his clubs and others like them would be too strong for many. Then there were those golden few who'd want more and would become prospects for Taylor. Which reminded him - time to see Jess about her new rule.

Jackson Hammer was relaxing in his hotel room. He'd just had a hot chat session with a fine-assed white slut who'd contacted him via his favourite interracial web community. She was damn fine with a well-trained pussy that could take a Jackson Hammer toy with ease and the big-assed titties that he loved on any girl. Ever better, Amy said she was going behind her husband's back and had a black boyfriend working hard on breeding her. Damn he loved to hear that. She'd look even better with her titties full of milk and her belly full of a Black man's baby. Jackson loved to see girls test their sexual limits and then break through them. He decided Amy would be well worth keeping in mind.

Having cleaned up and dressed Jackson thought of the afternoon's plans. He was going to shoot a vid with Antwan's hot little redhead ho. He almost regretted busting that huge nut for Amy, but Amy was still a woman that needed to be tempted and encouraged. Jessica was pretty much already the black man's property, heart and soul. He'd found that out on the balcony yesterday. He was satisfied to feel his cock start to harden again. That was why he was Jackson Hammer, that was why he was the best at what he did.

Which was also why all the white girls, and sometimes their moms too, loved to meet Jackson Hammer. They thought they were close to the flame, that they were flirting with danger. His role at the Zebra parties was just a bigger version of his live appearances at Antwan's clubs. He took a seat and then white girls got a photo with him. Some just stood with him - others wanted a kiss, a lot wanted to sit on his knee. He knew why - they wanted to see if they could feel what he'd got down there. They generally found out they could and hopped off fast unless he was holding them there. He always made good coin and there were other benefits.

If he liked the look of a girl and she showed some courage in her approach then he'd offer to show her what she'd come to see. Soon there'd be a picture of her grasping his massive Black cock in her little white hand or acting like she was about to suck it. Might be the most daring thing she ever did but not if he had his way. He'd tuck his card into her bra or into her panties and tell her to contact him if she wanted to hook up where they could do a little more. They knew what that meant and he had enough call him back to mean he'd never run out of fresh white co-stars. He hadn't lied to the red-head ho about only fucking 1 in 100, it was just that he had literally tens of thousands of White girls who wanted a piece of him.



Took something special in a White girl to REALLY interest Jackson Hammer. Amy and Jessica both had it. As testament to that his cock was now hard in his loose jogging pants.

"Hey, Jackson, I got her requests". It was Laetitia, his P.A., merch saleswoman, camera operator and business partner.

Jackson hated scripted shoots, he liked to improvise and he often asked a co-star if she had any preferences. The hornier a girl felt the better the vid looked and the happier his customers were. Besides, it kept things fresh for him too.

He took the paper and looked at it. Jessica had been asked to list her three biggest

turn-ons at that moment.

Number One. 'Jackson Hammer'. Jackson chuckled. It was hardly original but it always made him feel good when they wrote that.

Number Two. 'Exhibitionism and Exposure.' Jackson wondered if that had been true before yesterday's little adventure. If not then Antwan certainly owed him a solid because that played right into his friend's plans.

Number Three. 'Pregnancy Risk.' Damn. First Amy and now Jessica. Seemed he was surrounded by it. Well he wasn't complaining and that'd make his job extra enjoyable this afternoon.

***

Jessica was also feeling good. She was dressed in her sexiest bikini and looking forward to an afternoon with Jackson Hammer. Laetitia had told her that Jackson hated being over-produced. In a shoot like this he would basically do his thing and it was Laetitia's job to capture it. Well that sounded about perfect to Jess.

Laetitia came in and set up a lap-top. Antwan ushered Jess over. "We need to talk about your next rule - this one isn't easy."

"Oh," said Jessica. That was ominous coming from a man who apparently thought dumping your birth control and fucking strangers for money counted as baby steps.

"You going under your birth name now, right?"

"Yes." It had been a bitch to get re-accredited professionally and on her ID but she'd decided that it was long over-due. "I don't want anything to do with my racist asshole of an ex-husband and I certainly don't want to have to carry his name."

"Still got his ring on."

"Not for him - it's because Black guys love getting with a married white woman."

There was a movement in the corner of her eye. Laetitia was filming their conversation. Well of course she was. She'd been around these men long enough to know that they liked everything of importance to be filmed.

"You seen your website and all. You know how we've protected your identity. You ain't had no problems from people recognising you?"

"No," said Jessica quietly. She didn't like the way this was going. The subject had been nagging away at her since the previous evening but here in Boca it had seemed a little less urgent and she'd been determined to just enjoy herself. She also couldn't deny that the risk of exposure had become a real turn-on over the months. Pushing the envelope that little bit further each time.

Antwan pressed a button on the laptop and Jessica saw herself on the screen in crystal-clear HD. She was being fucked hard in front of a cheering crowd by a huge tattooed stud of a Black man. The man lunged forward and after a few moments pulled back. The camera caught the flow of seed dropping from the gaping lips of her well-used pussy. Then the camera switched up to her face. She looked tired but very happy, very satisfied and very well fucked. She was also easily identifiable by anyone that knew her.

"Laetitia took that one," said Antwan, "it goes up today. Of course we could disguise you like on our vids."

"Be a crying shame," said Laetitia, "such a beautiful face. Besides, I wasn't the only one filming."

That went right to the point - that was the nagging fear that Jess had been suppressing all day. Those phones held up - all to record Jackson Hammer fucking her brains out.

Antwan was back at the laptop. "Xhamster has a version - only two minutes and crappy quality." He worked on. "Vporn has a nice one - almost four minutes in HD." A minute later and he chuckled. "Three different versions on Pornhub - damn that one's got the nigga nut dropping out of your pussy real good."

Jessica just sat and looked at the screen. It felt like a defining moment - there really might be no way back now.

"No comments yet on Xhamster or Pornhub," said Antwan, "That's where people usually get doxed - names, jobs, sometimes their damn hometown address gets posted."

The white woman sat on the bed was still silent.

"We could flag these vids for removal - but there will just be ten more tomorrow."

Laetitia chimed in, "Seems a shame to ruin my beautiful vid while these ones are out there. Besides, Jackson wants her to show her face when we shoot this afternoon. He's not interested in wasting his time with women who are ashamed of who they are."

Antwan nodded sagely. "Very true, very true. Talking of which - time for your next rule." His dark eyes were shining - he was enjoying her predicament. "Like to know what it is?"

She had already guessed but she also knew what he and the camera wanted. "Yes, tell me my next rule."

"Taylor girls allow FULL disclosure," he said with emphasis. "They ain't frightened and they ain't timid and they ain't shy. They are Black-owned sluts and they are proud to show it. They want the world to know and every other white girl to follow their example. Got it."

"Yes," said Jessica.

Antwan leaned across and put his hand in her bikini bottom. She felt his fingers find the lips of her pussy.

"It never lies," said Antwan looking deep into her soul. "A scared girl has a dry pussy, a horny girl has a wet pussy, a scared and horny girl has a VERY wet pussy." He withdrew his hand and showed her his fingers shining with moisture. "That, Jessica, is what I'd call a very VERY wet pussy."

"It's what I'd call a pussy that needs fucking," came the deep resonant voice of Jackson Hammer from the doorway of the room. His pants were shucked down and he was calmly stroking his fourteen-inch Black babymaker. "You ready to meet my terms, Jess, so we can give your hungry pussy what she needs so bad."

"Take the camera, Jackson," said Laetitia and moved over to Antwan. "Don't let it go to waste," she purred and then sucked Jess's juices off the Black man's fingers. "Tastes good," she said, "like sweet sweet nectar. But I want it fresh from the tap."

Antwan fetched Jessica's bag and started going through it while Laetitia kneeled between the redhead's legs and began eagerly licking her pussy. Jessica just let herself go into the intricate exquisite sensations created by the skilled tongue. There was really nothing to worry about - in her heart she'd known for months that this day would come. Her Black masters would never allow her to deny them for ever. She'd been so close to having a Black baby growing inside her and that couldn't have been hidden. Why not let it all out today, why deny herself Jackson when her resistance would crumble soon anyway. All she had to do was enjoy the ride and scream if she wanted to go faster. She did want it to go faster - she wanted all of it, all the experiences her new life could bring - she wanted them all and she wanted them now.

She screamed. "YES, YESSS, YESSSS, let the world know I'm your whore."

Laetitia stood with a smirk on her face. These crazy white sluts were so damned easy. She took back the camera.

"You getting there, girl," said Antwan, "but it ain't going to be us telling the world." He gave her the photo ID that had been in her bag and had her hold it up next to her face. "State the details on that ID and run your finger under each line as you say it. Then say anything that comes to mind."

She cleared her throat. "My name is Jessica Anne Lyons - I am 29 years old and my birth date is shown here - I was born in Shelby County, Mississippi, but I now live in Hyacinthus Drive as you can see - I am a corporate lawyer and divorced from a useless white husband. I have no children to date."

Jessica swallowed hard and steadied herself. "I am a Black-owned slut who worships my Black masters. My pussy is strictly Black-only and I ride all my Black lovers and their Black friends bareback so that they can seed me at their will and desire. I no longer use birth control as that would cheat my Black owners of their rightful authority over my mind, body and womb."

She stopped and looked enquiringly at Antwan.

He nodded and stopped recording her on his phone. "That's how a Taylor prospect should do it. Real clear and nasty. A few taps on the laptop and he stood back. There, posted up and available for anyone in the whole wide world to see or link to. Clock's ticking, Miss Jessica Anne Lyons, the clock is a-ticking. Soon they all gonna know just what you are - everyone you know now and everyone you ever have known or ever will know. Walk down the street and you won't know how many people walking past you already know that you is a black-owned slut in need of a breeding."

Jessica shivered - it was true. There was no way back now. No way to get back to her old life, to where she had come from. "I really am - Black-owned now."

"Shit girl," giggled Laetitia, "I been watching you on your site. You been black-owned long before you came down here. And you don't care so long as you get them big Black cocks and that potent nigga nut. That's what you live for now."

"I've got an idea," said Jess, "can you find me those vids you just showed me."

Antwan obliged with the first.

Jessica typed into the comments box. 'My name is Jessica and I am performing in this vid with the mighty Jackson Hammer. For proof of my identity go to this site' and she added a link to the short ID card vid that Antwan had just uploaded. A few minutes later and she had pasted the same message onto each of the other videos.

"Damn," said Antwan, "I was going to take that ID card clip down after twenty minutes or so. But since you been so nasty I think we can leave them all up for the world to enjoy. Be a lot of white boys jacking their little pink pricks to that one."

"There's one big Black man feeling like doing the same to his," said Jackson Hammer, "but my meat has got better things to do. You finished."

"Just one thing more." He connected to a website and tapped an admin password causing a small new window to appear on screen. It said 'High-Society Snowbunny' and had two buttons, 'safe mode' and 'raw mode.' "You remember your site, Jess? Getting on for 80 vids there now - all the way from H-Town to Boca."

Jessica nodded.

Antwan continued, "Time for our prospect to make her credentials clear to the patrons and members of the Cock Pit. Its an important moment when you press that button and the censored files are all automatically over-written by the raw footage. When they see your name and face on your site they know that you are getting close, just a few more tasks to complete and challenges to meet."

"Get it done so we can get to fucking," rumbled Jackson Hammer with his dark eyes fixed on hers.

She didn't hesitate and pressed the 'raw mode' button. The 'safe mode' option immediately disappeared and she saw the old front-page of her site change. It now said 'Jessica - High-Society Snowbunny.' Beneath it was a big full-face picture of her being rammed from behind by a big tattooed Black gangsta. She remembered his face tattoos but couldn't remember his name - there had been so many since she'd first found the club.

"Clear this shit out," said Jackson. "She's mine now until I'm done with her. We'll use her full name on the videos Laetitia - my customers like that. For now, help Jess get ready for her shoot. I'll be in the pool when she's ready."

Antwan collected his kit and left the room. He felt the calm pleasure of a man after a job well done. You never knew until that moment whether a prospect would go along with it. But once they had, well...

An Offer from Jackson Hammer

Jackson relaxed in the warm water of the pool and felt the hot sun on his shoulders. Life was real good. There'd be another couple of hundred star-struck little white college girls all wanting a piece of him tonight and he'd enjoy selecting his pick of the crop. Keep that quality pink pussy coming for the months to come. And in the meantime...

Almost on cue he felt a pair of small hands on his shoulders. They worked on the hard knots of muscle under the dark skin. He murmured his appreciation and bent his head back to look up.

A beautiful unforced smile and a pair of twinkling blue-grey eyes. That was why he did his own shoots and didn't work with porn-hos, his co-stars were so much more ... appreciative.

"Hey baby," he smiled.

She leaned down and kissed him. "Hey Jackson, thanks for having me back."

"No problem, sweet thing, no problem. You enjoy it yesterday."

"Hmmnnn, you don't know how much, baby," she cooed.

"Tell me," he insisted.

"White boys might be OK but Black men are so much better and Jackson Hammer is the best of the best."

"Preach it, baby, preach it". He stood and water cascaded from his hard sculpted body. His huge cock was standing proud against the muscles of his six-pack. He saw her

eye-line move down as she checked out his cock. "You need some more of Jackson's special loving?"

She didn't answer - after all there was only one possible answer. He stepped out of the pool and stood like an African god as Jessica carefully towelled him dry.

She looked up at him and he glanced down his body. She was a natural - there didn't need to be vocal communication. She dropped to her knees and began working on pleasing her man. He breathed deeply as he watched that pretty white mouth close over the head of his dick. It was always a highlight for him and he took a firm handful of her auburn hair. He didn't pull it or use it to force himself deeper he just signalled that he could if he wanted and that he was pleased with what she was doing. Jessica's head was bobbing up and down on the top few inches of his mighty sexual weapon and he saw her saliva on his shaft every time she pulled back. A little trail of drool ran down its length to his heavy balls. He noted that her eyes were fixed in concentration. Damn, she could blow a mean dick. Antwan said that she was a lawyer. Well, Jackson didn't know about that. What he did know was that she sure as hell was a skilled cock-sucker.

He eased his meat out of her mouth and held it up to reveal his two heavy balls hanging below. Jess dived in and began licking and teasing the ebony skin of his ball-sack. She took one big ball into her mouth and sucked with infinite gentleness before repeating the trick on the other. Jackson Hammer was having a real good day - even for Jackson Hammer.

"You love them big Black balls don't you baby."

"Yeah," she admitted, "I do. I love how heavy they are."

"You know why they heavy dontcha."

"Hmmnn, full of black seed for me."

He signalled her to rise and then followed her back to their room.

Once there it took ten seconds flat for Jackson to have her out of her bikini and on his bed. He hitched her legs up and began to feast on her shaved white pussy. His moustache tickled at her as he probed and licked and explored. This woman's pussy was real good eatin' and Jackson was in no hurry. He reached up his arms and put a big hand on each of Jessica's tits. Just the palm on her long sensitive nipples was enough to send another wave of exquisite pleasure through her. He heard her little mewl of contentment and set his fingers to work brushing, teasing and then gently pinching her there. She groaned her appreciation.

Now he set to work on her pussy again with a vengeance and targeted her pretty little clit. "OH SHIT," gasped Jess. He knew he had her now. Jackson Hammer might have 14 inches between his legs but he was proud that he could usually get a girl off before he even put it in her. A last gentle suck on her pussy and a less gentle maul of her nips and she gave that lovely little shake of her body. He moved up and almost sucked her whole right breast into his mouth. She felt the pressure and she felt her climax pleasingly extend for a precious few more seconds.

Jackson kept sucking on her and when he finally withdrew there was a huge hickey covering most of her left breast.

"Hey," she said with a playful protest.

"Your mine aintcha - I like to mark my bitches."

She understood and offered up her other beautifully proportioned breast for his attention. He chuckled and then did the same for her right tit. He really liked big old hanging white titties like on the MILF slut Amy but these ones were nice too. Firm and proud and perfect in their proportions.

"You like them?" she asked, with a smile.

""I like seeing my mark on them." In a quick movement he grabbed and turned her over. An instant later a big black hand landed on Jessica's exposed buttock with a loud smack.

"OWWWW."

"Damn, not a big booty but it sure looks pretty when it gets pink like that". He glanced up and Laetitia gave him the thumbs up. All in working order and all in crystal-clear HD. He celebrated by smacking the little white slut's ass again once, twice, then a third time. Her buttock glowed a strong pink and he easily held her squirming form in place.

"Hey", she really complained this time. "Knock that off."

Now the big Black hand gently smoothed the round curves of her buttocks. The squirming ceased and he went on, "Why you complaining - isn't this what happens to naughty girls?"

"Have I been naughty Mr Hammer?"

Jackson Hammer smiled - she was following his riff. "I think you've been VERY naughty. What's that on your finger, Jess?"

He saw her little smile into the bed-sheet. "My wedding ring, Mr Hammer."

"How long you been married, you got a family?"

"Five years, no children."

"You been married for five years and he ain't put his baby in you. One thing's for sure - you ain't married to a brotha!"

"No," she giggled, "he's white and useless in bed. That's why I had to kick him out and then come find you."

Jackson stopped stroking her ass and laid back full-length on the bed. Jessica moved over and took his cock in her white hand. As she slowly stroked him she savoured the contrast of her small pale hand and his dark shaft. "Your cock is beautiful," she said quietly, "I think I fell in love with it yesterday."

Jackson wasn't sure himself if she'd forgotten about role-playing for the moment. "Yeah, you love that big dick don't you."

"It's amazing," she looked up into his face and he saw her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm, "I never believed any man could be as big as you." Her attention shifted back to the fourteen inches of Black cock, "It filled me up so good and..."

"And ... what?"

"And it shot such a big load of cum, I could feel it pulsing and shooting inside me. I didn't know a man could do that either."

"Yeah, baby, I couldn't help myself I just had to fill that tight little pussy up with my Black load."

Jess left her hold on his cock and looked concerned, "That's the thing. You sort of took me by surprise. I hadn't put my diaphragm in."

"Damn girl, I filled you up yesterday. I ain't shooting no weak-assed white-boy spunk. That was premium-grade full-strength Black seed. If you was fertile then you're knocked up for sure."

"I think I might not be. I was only just coming into my fertile time. It's not like it happened today - today I would really be in trouble."

"So if I cum in you today you can get pregnant?"

"I've seen how much you cum - if you seed me today then I'll have a baby for sure." She was watching his cock again as it thickened and grew to its proud full size.

"What about that diaphragm?"

"I think I've forgotten it again."



"Actions have consequences Jess." He raised the full length of his shaft off his chest and held it pointing forward and up. It was magnificent - a mighty Black cobra ready to strike. "You know what you need to do."

Jess hesitated momentarily and then straddled his chest with her legs. She almost stood upright to allow herself to grasp his cock and point its thick end at her waiting cunt. As she squatted she felt his arms grip her and help her keep her balance. She'd taken him before but not in this position.

She brushed the head of his cock across her pussy lips. It felt really good but she knew what Jackson wanted. She eased herself into position and then began to work herself onto him. He was thick but the head and a few inches easily slid home. She giggled - maybe he had resized her yesterday after all.

Laetitia glanced at her bottle of lube - seemed they wouldn't be needing it today. This little cracka was obviously the self-lubricating type.

Jackson Hammer lay back and enjoyed. He felt her pussy, still tight but now yielding, steadily give ground to his meat as Jess worked herself onto it in small movements.

"Lots of white girls want my seed," he said calmly, "you need to earn it. You need to take all that yourself."

Jess started to work harder - her hair flying as she strove desperately, fraction of an inch by fraction of an inch, to take him all. It was much harder without Jackson's help. It was almost like impaling herself on a huge dildo. But this 'dildo' was warm and meaty and full of blood and sperm. This 'dildo' could take a white woman and make her a black man's baby-momma. She imagined herself waddling into work with her belly huge and knowing she had Jackson Hammer's baby kicking in her womb.

Her body shook and she mewled. Additional lubrication helped the big cock work another inch or two into her. She was so close now - so close to where she needed to be. So close to taking all this huge Black cock today. When that happened Jackson would take over and he would pound her like she craved and as only he could. More generally, she was so close to meeting Taylor's requirements. She knew that when that happened, when she had proved herself, then most likely pregnancy risk would be EVERY fertile day and pregnancy fact would be just a matter of time.

"YEEESSSS," she growled like an animal on heat, "I NEED IT, I NEEEEDDDD ITTTT." Her pussy met his torso - that big Black babymaker was back balls deep in its new white home.

Jackson had been waiting for the moment. He pushed his upper body upright so that she was held under him. Then he began to pound and to pound hard. He was relentless, he was brutal, he was Jackson Hammer. Each thrust drew a gasp as the air was pushed out of her lungs and she sought to suck in oxygen between his strokes.

He shifted himself so he could push home harder and deeper. This was a real classy piece and real smart too by all accounts. He wanted to reduce her to a howling orgasmic mess - he truly wanted to show her his sexual power. He also knew what his customers would want to see. They wanted to see her ridden hard and filled with Black seed so they could imagine her in nine months time, her belly huge and her titties dripping milk. Even most of his female fans wanted to see that - to see the stuck-up high-society white bitch kept barefoot and pregnant, a succession of black men's bastards obscenely stretching her once perfectly flat belly. He didn't understand that but he didn't care - so long as he got his big cock deep into lovely white-breads like this one.

He hauled her clear of his body to let her get some more air into her lungs. She'd have to perform a little more before she'd earned his seed. The respite was momentary and soon his powerful buttocks were driving his huge cock home again and again.

"Who owns this pussy, Jess?" he growled.

"You do," she moaned.

"Just me?"

"No, all Black men. All Black men own it."

"Right, who owns these titties, Jess?" A big hand swatted her tit and set the already-marked flesh jiggling. His fingers squeezed her long erect nipple.

"Black men, Black men own my titties."

His hand moved down and lay across her flat belly - feeling the vibration of his own cock powering in and out of her just under the skin. "Who owns this belly, Jess?"

"Black men, Black men own my belly. They own me, they own all of me."

"Yeah, little white girl is trading up. Taking the superior seed to make her babies. That right, Jess?"

"Yes," her eyes were closed now and her breathing was quick and shallow.

"What's going in this pussy that I own?"

"Your seed."

"Yeah, my nut's goin in that pussy." There was silence for a moment. "Say it," he growled angrily.

"Your ... nut," she responded quietly.

"Good girl, and what these titties for, these titties I own."

"Feeding babies."

"What babies?" his mouth dropped momentarily to suck on a nipple.

"Black babies."

"That's right - gonna look real good with a Black baby sucking on each of them titties."

He laid down a succession of powerful stokes, "What about this belly, this womb I own, what's that for?"

"Making Black babies."

"What babies?"

She was quiet and he paused his stroke. "Tell me - you know what you need to say."

She didn't like that word - she'd heard it all round her when she was growing up. She'd got used to the casual way some Black men used it - but she wasn't a Black man. She knew it was wrong to use it - especially for her to use it about an unborn child growing inside her. But a Black man wanted her to use it and she knew she wouldn't get what she needed from him until she did what he wanted.

"Nigger babies," she said, her voice quiet again.

He moved his big cock inside her a little and then stopped again. She moaned in frustration and tried to press herself onto him but his big hands held her arms down. "Tell me what you want and tell me how I wanna hear it," he growled, "then you might deserve my nigga nut, then you might deserve my little nigga bastard growing in ya."

Their eyes met and she said, clearly and distinctly, "Please fuck me nigger."

He started to fuck her with long powerful strokes and then eased down so his body covered hers. "Louder," he whispered into her ear.

She was under his body, feeling his weight on her and fourteen-inches of Black cock pushing in and out of her. Her head was just clear of his big dark shoulder and she began to give him what he wanted.

"Fuck me nigger ... fuck me nigger ... FUCK ME NIGGERRR!"

His pace and power was building now and she knew that if she kept giving him what he wanted then he would ride her hard and put her away wet, wet from his nut planted in her pussy to make a baby.

"Don't let me escape, Mr Hammer, give me what I deserve. Give me that potent Nigger nut. Make this naughty white wife raise your little Black bastards."

His muscular buttocks were jack-hammering his cock in and out of her now. She knew that she'd apparently picked one of Jackson Hammer's favourite turn-ons too. He seemed to REALLY like the idea of knocking up a white wife, or perhaps it would be knocking up yet another white wife. Either way he clearly liked the idea of his fucking his baby into her almost as much as she did.

"You're going to cum, Jackson, you're going to coat my lily-white egg with your powerful Black seed. You're going to breed me and ruin me - you're going to make me the Black man's slut. You're going to leave me raising your babies. I want it, I want it all."

His eyes were staring deep into hers as she gabbled out her litany of worship for Black men in general and Jackson in particular. Jackson Hammer knew that Jess was close to an amazing orgasm but he also knew that he was just barely holding his nut.

"DO IT, DO IT, I NEEEDDD IT - RUIN ME, ENSLAVE ME, KNOCK ME UP, MAKE ME A BLACK MAN'S WHORE!!"

Jackson Hammer lost it - he came and came and came. His seed surged through his mighty cock and spurted in eight strong jets deep into Jessica's body. Her womb was soon filled with his cum and it backed up through her vagina until it was frothing on her body where his cock continued to move in and out, almost on muscle memory alone.

Finally, Jackson collapsed onto her. He was panting for breath and felt drained of his cum. Amy and Jessica all in one day - almost too much even for the mighty Jackson Hammer. Almost, but not quite. He lifted himself up on one elbow and looked down at her pussy. It was a mess - white liquid welling between the lips and a white foam spread all around where their bodies had slapped together. That pretty pink pussy was now a properly Blacked cunt.

Jess saw Laetitia finish up her work and then turn the camera off. Her pretty high cheek-boned Black face looked into Jessica's as the white woman lay with Jackson half still on her.

"That was good, hun, we definitely want you back for three more shoots. We were thinking at three months when you just showing, at six months with a nice tight round belly and then at nine months when you about to pop. That alright with you?"

"Yeah," said Jess, "but you know today I won't..."

The Black woman shushed her quiet. "Shit, girl, you with Taylor. We can't set the dates yet but a girl like you working for him..." She laughed a joyful laugh. "I don't think we'll be waiting too long."

Jackson finally spoke. "After that we can meet up, off-camera, and you can give me a chance at putting my baby in you for real. I looked into your eyes, baby, I know you'll never settle for just one. I'm thinking you're gonna have a big family."

Jessica got to think about that as they packed up the shoot and later got to think about it all the way home.

Meanwhile, Jackson was thinking ahead. Back home tomorrow and the next day out to meet Varuni, a delicate little Gujarati girl from Cleveland. She would be a real treat - their families usually kept them out of trouble and little Varuni looked like she might break if you fucked her too hard. He was going to enjoy proving that wasn't so. Ah, variety was the spice of life and life for Jackson Hammer was REAL good.

Making New Arrangements

Phil's good intentions lasted almost a month. He arrived home after a late evening at the office and found burned-down candles and a table laid for a romantic meal. A meal long spoiled and thrown in the garbage. In the middle of the sad tableau was a note.

'Had you called and told me you'd be late then it would probably be different. I'm at a motel and tomorrow you know who I'll be ringing.'

***

Years in the military had made Don an early riser. He'd had breakfast, spent an hour in his garden and then cleaned his living room before he was interrupted by a phone call at a quarter to ten. He looked at the caller ID and raised an eyebrow. His old work. There was no-one there would ring him except perhaps... He took a seat and answered the call.

"Parsons here,"

He almost didn't believe it when he heard Emily's voice. "Things are decided at home - I'd like to meet to discuss the project you said you were interested in, Mr Parsons."

Don remembered that she was calling from work - that explained why she was being cautious in her language. The meaning was clear enough though.

He still couldn't really believe it. He had liked Phil when he met him but how could that boy have let things get this far. Phil was decent enough but clearly he'd lost the respect of his wife and now she was looking for something else. Well, OK, he'd been a gentleman - now he had the right to just be a man. He'd be her dog until a big dog came.

"You need my help with something, Mrs Szostek?"

"Yes, I NEED your help."

"You understand the fees I will collect and you understand how I will expect you to conduct yourself."

"Yes, yes, can we schedule our meeting as soon as possible."

"One moment, Mrs Szostek, I know you are used to an executive role. In this case I will be the project manager of our partnership, that is quite understood?"

A moment of hesitation. "Yes, Mr Parsons, that is understood. It seems appropriate - with your experience in this matter."

"I'll schedule our meeting for two PM on Saturday - at my location."

"Saturday, but it's only Monday..."

"Not the best start," said Don, "try again."

Another slight hesitation. "Yes, sir, Saturday at 2 PM will be excellent. I look forward to it."

"I'm sure we will work wonderfully together and open up many new opportunities for you. You know that I have worked with a colleague of yours before but that is not an excuse to discuss this with her or anyone else. I want my business to remain confidential for the moment while you bring yourself up to speed with my requirements."

The phone went dead.

Emily's mind flashed through all they had said. It was a working week but she'd have to find time for all that needed doing. Don was so wise to suggest a little time for her to prepare himself for him. She'd need to go to the salon and get her hair and nails done. Perhaps get some expert advice. Then there were clothes and shoes - she'd need clothes and shoes fit for purpose. Most of the ones she had just weren't exciting enough. Then, she'd need to visit the lingerie store. She'd given up trying to please her husband years ago because Phil never seemed to notice. She knew that her new man WOULD notice and she exulted in the fact. This promised to be fun.

Don had ended the phone call. She had a week to think about it. Young Phil deserved that - maybe he could blow on the embers and fight for his marriage. Otherwise, young Emily would be thinking about their meeting all week and getting herself all nice and ready for him. He eased his hard cock out of his pants and thoughtfully stroked it with his hand. He was going to enjoy this little 'project'.


Jessica's New Life Ch. 08

An Inspection

Emily was already flushed with excitement when she pressed the door-bell and waited for admittance. Her anticipation had been growing ever since this appointment had been set up. She was going to have sex with a Black man! As long as she could remember she'd wanted to do it - but growing up in North Dakota the opportunities had been somewhat limited. By the time she really met African-American guys, at college, she was already semi-permanent with Phil. Her family had so loved Phil and all he represented as a future for her. They hadn't taken the separation well but had promised that they loved her whatever she chose to do.

Well, she had a feeling that might be put to the test because this was one of her first choices. Coming here to have sex with, no, to be FUCKED by a Black man. She couldn't pretend that Don Parsons was her dream sexual partner. He was forty years older than her and he had a big old beer gut on him but on the other hand they knew each other and she trusted that she was safe with him. Baby steps, baby steps ...

Don Parsons opened the door. He was dressed smartly if unspectacularly and he was freshly shaved and bathed. She caught a whiff of his after-shave. She was pleased. Don would never be an adonis but he had made an effort. That was sweet.

Don looked her up and down. She wasn't carrying any baked goods for him - that was a shame. She was one helluva cook but living at a motel he guessed that she hadn't got the facilities. She'd brought something else for him though - under that coat she was wearing. He felt his cock start to stiffen.

He waved her into his house and told her to stand where she was while he drew up an armchair and made himself comfortable.

"First thing, Emily, so there's no mis-understandings. By coming here you are giving yourself to me, body and mind. I will expect you to do things for me and with me. I will expect you to follow my instructions. I will, let's be clear about this, fuck you. Everything I do will be with a purpose - to identify the real Emily and, if I can, to help her to express herself. Is that all understood?"

Emily nodded.

"Lose the coat," he ordered.

Emily shrugged the garment off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. She had thought hard about what to wear for him.

Don adjusted his pants and then carefully stood up. Her outfit told him that she was serious about all this - he still hadn't really believed that she'd come here today. Damn, she looked good though. He was already hard.

Emily had seen the big bulge in the front of his pants and was satisfied. Her husband might have taken her for granted for years but Don was clearly impressed. Why wouldn't he be - she was 26, blonde, blue-eyed and curvy in all the right ways.

Don started to speak, "You know that I was in the army for many years. Well, when you enlist they send you for what they call 'Basic Training.' They need to find out if you are cut out for life as a soldier and then teach you the ropes. Can be a hard process - but if you come out the other side you're ready for the challenges that lay ahead. You understand?"

Those wonderful bright blue eyes stayed fixed on him and her beautiful blonde head nodded.

"Well, you don't want to be a soldier. You want to please men - a certain particular sort of men. You need to KNOW that is what you want to do and you need to learn what it will entail. So, you are now going to enter the Basic Training for a little white slut who wants to trade up to being with the Black man. That is what you want, isn't it?"

"I'm not a slut," said Emily.

So, they came to it. Don was pleased about that - got it all out in the open, let everyone know just where they stood. He was pretty sure he had read her right - that he knew how she wanted her relationship with Black men to be. He wasn't going to push it though. If she just wanted to fuck then he was happy to do that - but competing with her years of fantasy wasn't going to be easy at his age. Be better if he had read her right and she was ready to accept the role he was suggesting. Then, within their 'play' together, she'd find pretty much ANYTHING horny and after a while she'd be so primed that he'd no longer have to worry about disappointing her when he finally gave her what she was needing so bad.

"You walked out on your husband to come here dressed like that and all because I said I'd get you more Black dick to fuck than you'd ever dreamt of. I think that qualifies you as a slut doesn't it?"

The moment of truth.

A moment's hesitation and then, "Yes."

"Yes, what?"

She got the idea quick - what else would you have expected from a clever girl like her, "Yes, sir."

"We don't say it like that - when you understand you say, 'Yes. SIR!'. You understand?"

"Yes, SIR!"

"Let's be clear, I hugely admire and have the greatest affection for my old work colleague, Ms Emily Szostek. I would stop a bullet to save her if I needed to and I'd do it without a moment's hesitation. But for the purpose of this project you are not her - you are just Emily, my trainee. I will address you and treat you accordingly, you understand?"

"Yes, SIR!"

So, where were we, you are a dirty little white slut aren't you?"

"Yes, SIR!"

"You're here so I can find you some big Black cocks to fuck - once I've plowed that little white pussy myself."

"Yes, please, SIR!"

He liked that 'please.' She wasn't just going along with this - she was contributing. That bode well but she needed to learn who was boss first.

"First thing each session will be inspection. You will enter my house and stand in that position so I can check whether you are correctly turned-out."

"Yes, SIR!"

"That little unveiling was very artistic but inappropriate. You aren't sneaking here to have an affair with me you are my slut-in-training. Got that?"

"Yes, SIR!"

You can wear the coat on the way over - but you leave it in the car. You walk along to my house and up to my front door in the outfit you will be inspected in and nothing else, that clear?"

"Yes, SIR!"

He shifted up out of his seat and stood directly in front of her. He looked her up and down. Then he stepped round her and carefully scrutinised her from behind. His cock was almost bursting out of his pants but he really might have just been a Sergeant checking that one of his recruits had polished their tunic buttons.

The beautiful corporate lawyer had come dressed like an easy little trailer trash slut about to go out for a night's clubbing. Her blonde hair was flowing down her back and she had three gaudy pink plastic discs hanging from each of her pierced ear-lobes. She wore a zip-up dark blue top with the zip half undone to reveal an impressive cleavage and the edges of a red and black half-cup bra. The top was just a little short so that it left about an inch of flat white belly exposed. Below that was an inch-wide black leather belt which held up a purple lycra skirt that was only a few inches wider. He knew that when she walked there would be a flash of her panties and had no doubt that they would match her bra. Her legs were very nicely formed, almost dancers' legs, and they were bare so that plenty of pink flesh was exposed to his hungry gaze. Finally, she wore a neat pair of shoes - perhaps a work pair.

He thought she looked about perfect but he wasn't going to tell her that ... not yet. Just enough sugar and just enough incentive to get even sluttier - that was the order of the day.

"Not bad for a first attempt - a little white boy would think you was a goddess. But you ain't trying to attract a spotty little white boy like your ex-husband. You trying to attract a Black man - a man of the world, a man who know what he wants and expects to get it. For a first time this might pass muster, if he was feeling generous. For a second date he'd expect you to try a LOT harder."

"Those ear-rings are good and trashy but you need to research the concept of hoops. Find out about them and act accordingly. This top and bra work real well together - I approve. Same with the skirt - but the belt could be more gaudy to draw the male gaze. He paused and then looked into her eyes as he pushed a big hand up the front of her skirt. She shivered a little but she didn't move away and she didn't break eye contact.

Don's fingers touched sodden cloth, her panties were wet through! He hid his shock and his jubilation instead making his face take on a look of stern disapproval. "What's this I'm feeling here, recruit?"

"My new panties, SIR!"

"Wear them at work - when you here you don't wear panties. I also don't want to see any skirts longer than that. Understood?"

"Yes, SIR!" She thought that wearing this sort of skirt without panties could be a bit of a challenge. If she met anyone on the sidewalk outside then Don wouldn't be the only one getting a flash of her pussy! She found that, to her surprise, she rather liked the idea. Also, to wear sexy panties like this to work would be so ... inappropriate. It was lucky she'd brought several sets of lingerie because she'd start being inappropriate on Monday morning.

She realised Don was looking at her with a raised eye-brow. She suddenly grasped what he wanted and rushed to get her panties off. She was momentarily embarrassed by their state but put them into Don's outstretched hand. The Black man took her wet panties, held them to his nose and sniffed deeply. He took in the scent of female arousal, tucked the panties into his pocket and nodded. "I will confiscate these. Now..." His big hand went back up the front of her skirt and felt pussy.

"Trimmed?" he asked

"Just today, SIR."

"Shaved is the minimum. In the meantime research electrolysis and act accordingly. I know a man, Dr Nikola, can organise your first appointment. You'll be seeing him anyway, as we'll discuss."

"Yes, SIR"

"I like the legs - plenty of meat without being fat. But them shoes are no good."

'They were about 1000 dollars a pair', thought Emily to herself.

"Research kitten heels and stripper heels - act accordingly." His hand was on the back of her skirt now and rubbing the thin material stretched taut over her rear end. Damn, but this girl had some serious booty. Jessica was classy but she was just a little lacking back there. This girl could shake it and make it. A whooty to make an old Black man's heart rejoice. "I see we have a PAWG in training here."

"A what ... err, sir."

"A Phat Assed White Girl."

She turned on him - she'd always been a bit sensitive on that subject. "My ass isn't fat - it's just my body shape." She suddenly remembered herself. "Sir."

"'P-h-a-t' - not 'f-a-t'. It's a compliment girl. You may be a gorgeous young woman and have a rack for the ages but this," and he smacked her lycra-clad buttock, "is your number one ass-et in attracting the Black man. Go down on your knees and thank the Lord for it, Emily, that phat ass is gonna get you a whole lot of Black cock. Like the sound of that?"

"Sir, yes, SIR," bellowed his new recruit.

"That's good - now we can start properly. Cleaning materials are over there - just do this room and the kitchen for today. I'll sit down here and relax - if I want a sandwich I'll let you know."

Emily looked at him in stupefaction. What the fuck?

"You think you could just swan in here and get Black cock for the asking? You think your 'white privilege' means you can just treat Black men as big cocks, as your playthings, as your servants? That's not the way these things work. You want that dark meat then you going to have to earn it. Understand, little white slut?"

"Yes, SIR," said Emily and went to fetch the cleaning stuff.

Another Inspection

"You know my man, Tyrone?"

Jessica was facing a young African-American woman. Some people might have called her 'ghetto booty' but Jessica lived in far too big a glass house to be throwing any stones like that. She just nodded.

The Black woman smiled, "Had every hole and more than once I'd bet. Get your bag - we going to see Alysha."

It wasn't unusual for Jessica to be picked up for a challenge on a Saturday morning but it was very unusual for it to be by a woman. She checked her mental calendar - after all last time it had happened Shaka had filled her up with his seed. Well, whatever happened, she was reasonably safe today.

Alysha was waiting for them at the car-park of a fast-food restaurant.

The two African-American women sat at one of the benches provided for customers and had Jess stand in front of them.

"Whaddya think Tonisha?"

"I dunno, they say she's fine but I'm struggling to see it. Just a skinny-assed cracka from where I'm sat."

Jess fumed. Tonisha, obviously Tyrone's 'better half', was never, ever, likely to be called 'skinny'.

Alysha pondered, "That's a big problem - and look at them damn clothes. She ain't gonna get a man hard looking like that."

'Them damn clothes' had cost more that both those two's entire wardrobes, probably shoes included. Jess was visibly annoyed and, what only made things worse, the two women took delight in playing on it.

"What if one of our men had come got her today?"

Alysha shook her head. Her man, James, and Tonisha's man, Tyrone, had been the first Black men ever to fuck Jessica. Seemed they'd done a good job in getting her good and hooked on the big Black cock. She was having a real good time - but it was time she learned what her obligations were if she wanted to borrow their men. "She'd disgrace him looking like that - like she ain't made no effort. Worse, she'd disrespect us."

"Thass right," echoed Tonisha in the oft-repeated routine, "if our man out with a fine white bitch - well, our men are playas, it's only to be expected. But", she glared at the white woman stood in front of her, "if he out with some cracka slut who ain't even bothering to look good for him - that's disrespect to him and, mo' important, disrespect to us."

"Preach it, girl. What's most important - what we gotta see to first?"

"Ain't it obvious?"

"Yeah." Alysha switched her attention back to Jessica. "You owed any holidays at work."

Life didn't quite work like that as a corporate lawyer but Jess knew that given how things were at the office she could take time off. Hell, it would be a wonder if anyone except Emily even noticed. "I suppose so."

"Good," Alysha stepped away and got on her phone. Tonisha just looked at Jessica with a satisfied expression. Jess wasn't sure she liked that look. Most women didn't like their men 'tom-catting around', as Alysha had once described it. These women certainly loved their men but perhaps they weren't too fond of the white girls who their men seemed to spend half their lives around.

Alysha came back and smiled smugly at Jess. "It's sorted - book three weeks off starting next Tuesday. We'll come get you then, ten o'clock smart."

"What's this about?"

"You worried? You scared? Don't you remember you got a safe-word? You gonna need to make sacrifices if you going to deserve to borrow our men. If you don't like the idea just say your safe-word 'vanilla' twice and I'll ring for a cab right now. He'll take you back to your nice white-bread suburb and you can go back to how you was."

Jessica knew - she knew above everything else in the world - that she didn't want that.

Tonisha watched her carefully and then nodded. "Yeah, thass right. Well, get straight with this. Until further notice you belong to us and if you want to please Taylor and the men then you best work REAL hard at pleasing us."

They took her home and dropped her off. Alysha watched the woman in her obviously expensive dress make her way back inside. "Think she'll do it?"

"Shit, I wouldn't," admitted Tonisha, "but you know some of these white girls are seriously crazy!"

The two Black women laughed and drove off. It was time to go meet their men.

First Time's a Charm

Don Parsons ran a white-gloved finger over the work-surface. It came up clean. He made a point of nodding his satisfaction - even though he knew he'd cleaned it himself shortly before young Emily had arrived. "Good job, recruit. I think you've earned a reward."

Emily stood with her fine young titties rising and falling to show her quick breaths. She was excited - she knew they were reaching the moment she had been waiting for.

Don went and sat back in his recliner. "I like that outfit but just at this moment I'd rather see you without it." He reached down and flicked a switch. Low music flowed through the room.

Emily knew what he wanted and started to dance, wiggling and gyrating for his approval as she slowly removed every particle of clothing from her fine young body.

Don felt his cock harden and didn't care. When a woman like this danced for you it was the only appropriate reaction. He beckoned her towards him and pointed at the bulge in the front of the slacks. "Recruit, I think you should do something about that."

Emily paused and then carefully undid his belt and unzipped his pants. Don eased himself up to let his pants drop to his ankles and then took his seat again. His boxers tented out as proof of his excitement. Emily paused but Don was in no hurry, he was happy for her to take her time.

She cautiously reached for him and he took hold of her hand.

"First time you seen a Black cock."

Emily nodded.

"It won't be fifteen-inches long and thick as a coke can like in the stories, you know that. I'm just a man, not a myth. But I am a Black man and once you do this there might not be a way back. Never back to that husband of yours, never back to the old Emily. I want you to be sure - but if you're sure then you can see how that beautiful body of yours has got me. I'll need you to help me out with that sweet mouth."

Emily had been sure before she'd even arrived. She pulled down the boxers and carefully, lovingly, caught the Black cock that tried to spring forth. Don had almost apologised about his size but he was about as large as her husband was. She stared at the cock appreciating its dark skin, so warm to the touch, must of all rejoicing at how hard it was. This was how a man was supposed to be when he REALLY wanted a woman.

"You done this often for your husband?"

She shook her head. "Phil didn't really like it - so I'll need some advice and plenty of practice." Her eyes sparkled and her perfect white teeth flashed in a smile. Then the young blonde woman took Don in her mouth and started to suck him, sometimes working her tongue along the shaft and savouring the texture of her new man.

Don didn't think she'd need much advice - but he was going to let her get a LOT of practice. "Damn, girl," rumbled from deep within him, "said it before and I will say it again, that husband of yours was a damned fool. Luckiest man in the world and he threw it all away."

The references to Phil should have saddened her or 'brought her to her senses' but they didn't. He was part of her old life, being left further and further behind with every time her sweet lips slipped down his ebony shaft.

After a period of leisurely but high-quality oral sex Don decided to lay out the programme. "Today I am going to take your mouth. Next week I am going to take your pussy. Not today - because you will go to a clinic I know and Dr Nikola will get you tested and advised on your future sexual health. I'm not going to fuck you today because I don't want to fuck you with a condom. When I fuck you its going to be skin-to-skin, bareback, raw - like it should be. I also won't be pulling out - when I feel good I'll just plant my seed where it belongs." The bobbing head hadn't changed it's rhythmn but her eyes were fixed on him. She was taking all the information in, processing it, accepting it. "The week after that - I'll be taking your ass." That did cause a moment's hesitation - but then her pretty head started to rise and fall again. "Another thing your husband didn't do?"



She shook her head gently - his dark cock still in her mouth.

"Boy was worse than a fool. Butt like that will draw the brothas from miles around and they all going to want a piece of it. You'll need to be ready and prepared. I happen to know an expert who'll come and help you through it. She's called Sammi and I think you'll like her - I'm sure she's gonna love you."

Emily's mouth and tongue continued their work to please Don despite her mind going into overdrive. She had a lot to learn and it was clear that an awful lot in her life was going to change. A large hand gently took her head and began to carefully guide her up and down the cock a little faster. She obliged him and picked up the pace. His fingers tightened in her blonde hair and he began to move his hips for the first time - probing deeper into her mouth. Finally he bucked forward until his length was fully inside her. It hit the back of her throat and she felt an overwhelming desire to gag. He pulled out at the first sign and let her recover.

"Don't worry - you just need to relax. There's no pressure - we got all the time in the world. Ready to try it again?"

She nodded and Don's careful training of his new slut continued until he finally swore, pulled his cock out of her mouth and shot four strong thick ropes of semen over Emily's pretty face.

"Fuck yeah," he crowed, looking at the defiled beauty in front of him. "Now I've claimed you - now you're mine." Then he leaned forward and carefully used his finger to collect some of his sperm from her face. Once he had enough for his purposes he held his palm up to her mouth - like an owner offering his pet a treat. Again that adorable little hesitation and then she put her mouth to his hand and sucked and licked off his seed.

"Now you can catch and swallow the rest of that for yourself," he instructed and watched as she obeyed to the best of her ability. "That was just for show - I'll be finishing in your mouth in future so get used to, no, get to LOVE, the taste of that."

When she completed her task he stood and had her sit in the old armchair. Then he took up position between her legs and for the first time he saw her really look worried. Another thing hubby apparently had neglected - well old Don was no fool and he wasn't going to miss out. He used his strong hands to keep her legs apart and ran his tongue carefully up her beautiful pink pussy. Fingers and tongue were soon hard at work proving to Emily just how much pleasure a man of real experience could bring her. In years of marriage Emily could count her real orgasms comfortably on one hand. Don gave her two with ease and without even fucking her.

At the Clinic

Jessica removed her skirt and stood in the thong which the women had ordered her to wear. At least her surroundings were not unfamiliar - she saw them when she came for her tests and check-up every month.

She didn't always see Doctor Nikola on those occassions but he was here today with his usual little sly smile as he examined her with a critical air. "Most assuredly the procedure would help. A BBL does not seem appropriate given the patient's general BMI. It must be implants but her basic body-form will allow a substantial amount of volume to be introduced. The usual incisions seem appropriate - they will be invisible once healing has taken place. Yes - she is a very good subject for this procedure. We will have the clinic ready for her in two hours."

That little sly smile was back. It seemed he saw that 'the patient' wasn't at all sure about this. As ever, Jessica felt that Nikola had probably done this many times before in his career as the Taylor Foundation's house surgeon.

"Mrs Clar... er, excuse me, Miss Lyons, you can be assured that I am an experienced and fully board-certified practitioner and that my facilities and staff are all of the best. You have perhaps read horror stories about the procedure? Yes, well, almost all with a bad surgeon or silicone injections. Is this elective surgery and so by its nature unnecessary? Yes. Is it invasive and so carrying with it certain dangers? Most certainly. Can these things go wrong? Absolutely. However, at this clinic we pride ourselves in our work. Hundreds of successful procedures with a complication rate of under 3% and almost all those were minor infections easily rectified. My method of sub-muscular implants means only once - once - have I had to correct slippage within my guaranteed ten-year period." The little man's eyes glowed with pride. "Before you come back you can sign the consent forms and we will proceed. It will be a pleasure to work on a woman of such potential."

***

"This doesn't seem a good idea," mumbled Jessica as she read the post-op procedures and advice. The three women were walking from the clinic to their car.

Tonisha cupped her ear with an exaggerated motion, "What's that? Did I hear a certain word?"

"No," said Jessica, "but you don't see..."

"Oh, we see alright," said Alysha. "You see there'll be some pain and inconvenience and you want to avoid that. Apparently you ain't so dedicated to all this as you like to claim. Its YOU that don't see what we're doing here. Come on."

Twenty minutes later they were in a store in a largely African-American part of the city.

Jessica felt very self-concious wearing the garment she had just tried on. Apparently it was a mid thigh double cut example and it looked fucking ridiculous.

The young Black woman reassured her. "We aren't finished yet - wait till you see the whole look."

A pencil skirt and a pair of kitten heels completed the deal - at least for her bottom half - but that did seem the focus for the day.

"Pay the woman and then go walk back to our wheels," said Alysha.

"Remember - short steps and swing them hips," Tonisha advised as the two women left.

Several hundred dollars lighter Jessica left the shop. She didn't really need Tonisha's advice. The skirt and shoes pretty much required her to take short steps and to swing her hips as she went. She was concentrating on that and at first didn't notice the effect she was having.

Jess was used to men checking her out - it had been happening for over ten years on a regular basis. She also knew that in areas like this she drew even more attention - as a rare white girl. But this was different. She seemed to feel the eyes on her back and even noticed men turning to stare as she passed them on the sidewalk. It was that damn ridiculous 'butt bra' thing - she looked so stupid in it. Jessica wiggled a little more as she tried to quicken her pace.

There was a long whistle and then, "HMMMMMNNNN, HMMMNNNN," came from the other side. "Damn," said a third man, "look at that." They didn't seem to be making fun of her, oh no, far from it.

Just before the car she saw a group of four young men lounging by a wall. She came alongside them when the reaction started.

"Shit - look at the junk in that girl's trunk."

"Hey, baby, come and wiggle that ass a bit nearer so's we can see better."

"Like to have that phat ass real close, you know what I'm saying," the man was holding his crotch and thrusting it at her just to make his point crystal clear.

The fourth young man, presumably the leader of the pack, eased himself away from the wall and came sauntering towards her. "Hey, baby, you new round here. I know I ain't seen that fine phat ass before. You wanna come party with me and my friends. Big white booty like that needs careful examination."

"Hey boys," said Alysha coming to the rescue, "she here with us and we got an appointment. Next time maybe."

The boy shrugged, "Alright, but she can come down here any time she like. We got plenty of what she's looking for."

***

Back in the car Tonisha gave a wolfish smile. "You see - you see why you taking three weeks off work and why you ain't going to be sitting comfortably for a while. You see why you gonna be off the scene for eight weeks while you recovering. You doing it because Black men may love Jess but they gonna LOVE Jess with a big round ass. We get you healed up and doing the right exercises for toning - you gonna look real fine and everyone going to know what you gone through to look so good for your men. Eight weeks of pain and then an hour in the gym every day after that. What you put in decides what you get out." She pushed a pen and a piece of paper towards Jessica. "Now stop wasting time and sign the damn consent form - Nikola'll do your electrolysis and get rid of that scratchy pussy stubble while you post-op."

Jessica signed the form and allowed the women to take her back to the clinic. There were risks but then there were always risks in everything and in this case it seemed you just couldn't argue with the results!

The Main Event

Old Jefferson Price had been 85 years on God's green earth and had lived forty of them right here, in this development of the city. It suited him and it was nice and quiet. One thing was for sure he had never seen anything quite like this here before.

A young woman, well they were all just girls to him, was tottering along on a pair of stripper heels. Her long blonde hair was free in the wind and she was wearing a tiny fake-fur jacket over her shoulders. Beneath it was a bright pink T-shirt cut in a deep 'V' to reveal a very fine and very deep cleavage. The shirt was tied at the bottom so the girl's flat white stomach was pretty much all exposed. Below that was a black PVC skirt that the girl must have had sprayed on it was so damn tight and so damn short.

Suddenly, he noticed that she was aware that he was staring at her. She almost seemed to pose for him before Don Parsons came out of his house and met them. "Hey, Jeff, it's a nice afternoon. I see you met Emily, my new cleaning lady."

Jeff watched them go into the house. On the top step the girl seemed to bend forward a little and wiggle her ample backside at him. His eyesight was still damned good and he saw the little flash of naked white pussy. He raised an eyebrow and pondered the mystery to himself. He'd been on this world for 85 years - why on earth would Don suddenly think he'd been born yesterday!

***

"Damn girl, well I suppose we can pass on the inspection - old Jeff has done that already."

Emily giggled, "Do you think he liked what he saw?"

"He may be old but he ain't dead! You done your assignments."

She snapped to a mockery of attention. "Yes, SIR!" She held out her report from the clinic.

He inspected it. "You know what this means don't you?"

"I hope so," she answered.

"I think we'll dispense with the cleaning too, just for this week. How soon can you get that damn skirt off?"

Very quickly, it turned out, and soon a naked Emily was perched astride the form of Don as he sat in his chair. His hard Black cock stuck up between them and Emily could feel its warmth against her naked skin.

"First time, I want you to put it in and we'll start with you riding. It's a big moment for you - your first real cock from your first real man. There really is no coming back from this one. To all those ignorant assholes out there you'll never be more than a white slut who goes with Black men. You ready for that - because you girls pretty much always come back for more. The more Black cock you get the more Black cock you'll want. Ready for all that?"

As an answer, Emily took a careful grasp on his Black cock and began to sink her pussy onto it. Soon he was embedded in her and she felt her butt meet his legs. It was really very easy and it was really very simple - not such a big deal. Except that it was and she knew that was why her body was so ready for him and why she felt such vivid sensations even at just seeing the contrast of their skin colors together. She began to move up and down on his hard cock - enjoying the way that his probing shaft felt within her.

Finally, Don gently signalled her to get off him. Leading her to the bedroom he asked her to lean with her hands on the bed. He stood behind her and admired her naked ass presented to him. He gave a playful swat with his hand on her buttock. "You look like you needing something. What would that be?"

She wiggled her buttocks at him. "You know what I need," she purred.

It was all he could do not to step forward, sink his cock home and begin pounding her for all he was worth but Don knew what had to happen first. "I need you to tell me."

"I need your cock, your big Black cock."

He teased her pussy with the end of his cock and swayed back as she tried to back up onto it. "Please, Sir, I NEED it," she mewled.

"You don't just need mine ," he swatted the round white buttock again, "this is way too fine not to share. Gonna be a lot of different Black men using you, enjoying all you have to offer. You ready for that."

"Yes, SIR."

Finally he allowed himself to push home and set a reasonably fast rhythmn to his thrusts. He pushed his arms under her body to take a big white tittie in each of his Black hands. Meanwhile, his mouth was working at the exposed delicate pink flesh of her neck - mouthing and sucking and nipping. He felt her frame shuddering and knew that she was coming. He wasn't an arrogant man - he knew that it was far more the scenario than any particular skills of his that had got her so excited. But as he used his firm hold on her tits to keep her in position for his increasingly powerful thrusts he didn't care about that. The job was getting done and she'd come back for more - that was what really mattered.

***

Emily lay on the bed and looked at the ceiling. It wasn't anything that unusual but just at this moment it looked wonderful. She was finally getting properly fucked by a man who knew how to please a woman. She was finally getting fucked by a Black man. Don had tried her cowgirl, standing, doggie style and now he was in that old standard the missionary. She giggled as his moustache ticked her ear and she held on tight for the last part of her wild ride. Her hands grasped his strong back and her legs were hooked over his thighs. Don wasn't a small man and his weight was pushing her down into the bed covers - pinning her in position for the final act. She knew what he was going to do and she realised that she wanted it more than she'd ever wanted anything in the world.

She whispered, "Give it to me, cum in me, make me your woman."

"MOTHAFUCKA," was the response as Don lost it. He'd been holding desperately to his nut to try to prolong things for her but that sweet little voice was too much for him. He dumped a big load just as deep in Emily as he could and then he collapsed on her.

After he had panted a while he murmured in her ear, "Dr Nikola help you out with precautions?"

She smiled - noting the old goat had only asked after he'd pumped enough seed in her to get her good and pregnant. "Yes, he gave me a diaphragm and I've got it in."

"Good, I wouldn't want you to have a baby before you was ready for it. Remember taking precautions is down to you. Neglect them and you'll pretty soon find out we ain't shooting blanks."

Pregnant. Pregnant with a Black baby. She'd never even considered it. As he heaved himself off her body she looked down and imagined her belly full of new life and her breasts swollen with milk to feed a Black man's child. She'd never imagined it before but now the seed had been sown she had a feeling she'd be thinking about it a lot.

Don came back carrying a piece of equipment. "You smoke in college, girl."

"Once or twice," she said as he set up the bong.

"First did it in the army - now I keep a little just for special occassions, This damn sure qualifies. Some of your men are going to like a bong hit or a joint from time to time - only right you know to join them."

So Emily got fucked and then Emily got high and then Emily got fucked again. A very fine way to spend a Saturday, she decided.

She spent the night in his bed - pressed up against his big, warm, strong back. She nuzzled him - it felt so right to be here. She hated the motel and wondered if perhaps she could come live here with Don...

Don had a better idea. He knew a mutual friend who could just do with some live-in help just at this moment.

A Right Royal Pain In The Ass

"Aaaaahhhh, ahhhhhhhh, ahhhhhh, fuck!"

Jessica had been laid out on her stomach and now was trying to roll into a vertical position. Her butt hurt like a bastard whenever she tried this.

"Damn cry-baby," muttered Tonisha, "you heard Dr Nikola. You healing just fine - no problems at all. In a week you be able to sit down and everything."

That was alright for her to say! Jessica was not used to being laid up like this. Even just a week had seemed like an age and without Emily she didn't know how she'd have got by.

Poor Emily. She and Pete had seemed so good together. She had a strong feeling that there was something behind their break-up that she hadn't been told. She wasn't going to judge though - she wasn't exactly the poster girl for successful marriages.

Alysha said, "Since you coming along so well, the Doctor says you can start your exercises in a month's time and by then you'll be feeling no pain or discomfort."

In a month's time! A month walking round feeling like you had dinner plates stuck in your butt. Another week of Emily having to wait on her hand and foot because she couldn't even sit down. If this was success she didn't want to know about failure!

"Don't worry, baby, I can tell you now the swelling's going down and you are starting to look real good back there. It's all gonna be worth it. So long as you're a good girl you'll soon be back getting more Black sex than you can handle..."

Alysha took Jessica's chin in her hand and looking her full in the eyes planted a kiss on her lips. The almond-shaped brown eyes were mischievous and Jess just couldn't help opening her mouth and letting the Black woman's tongue invade her. Alysha kissed her for a full minute and then pulled back with a triumphant smile.

"Damn," said Tonisha, "so it ain't just Black cock you like. Give us a month and you might not need the men again." She slapped her thigh and fair laughed the house down.

The Art of Display

Don Parsons felt like the king of the world. For two months he had been 'training' his little slut at home and now it seemed right to take it to the next level.

So far she had been a model pupil. Her first interracial experience, her first anal sex, her first lesbian experience courtesy of Sammi. Damn that had been an education for old Don himself watching an eight-month pregnant Sammi seducing his young protege. Two petite blondes - one just starting on her blackening, one so obviously showing the results of her longer career. It had all been a bit of a shocker for Emily - realising another woman could make her feel so good. Well, that was OK, she had a lot of stamina and a lot of loving to share around.

He told her about his own family's history and how it traced back to old Elijah Parsons who'd been born a slave down in the South. How family tradition remembered his being sold as a young man and transported to the new plantation with an iron collar on his neck, heavy so he couldn't run far even if he did get away. How such memories were always there - especially for people from his background and for white women from the South. How sometimes men might want 'race play' as part of their sex - even if their white partner was from North Dakota and from a Polish family that hadn't arrived in the country until fifty years after the Civil War.

Most of all, though, the ill-assorted couple made love. Emily was certainly not an innocent virgin but she needed to be reassured that she was beautiful and desirable and a helluva good lay. Don had no problem testifying to all three.



As the weeks passed Emily spent her time at work or helping the slowly recovering Jessica. Only on Saturdays, with Don, could she express her new self. Jessica only knew that she had a weekly commitment that she could not and would not miss. She was curious but she loved having Emily there with her and was not going to press the issue. Emily would tell her - when the time was right.

Don watched his trainee carefully. He saw her sexual confidence blossom. She seemed comfortable with her Black trainer and pretty happy for things to continue. However, Don knew that such a vibrant young woman would soon need more and that he, almost an old man, could not provide it. There were people that could though and, happily, he knew just who they were and how to contact them.

That Thursday Don took Emily to a certain club for the first time. On the way there he pondered how she would react to entering a little world where her needs weren't unusual but rather shared by pretty much everyone there. Some couldn't handle it. If this wasn't for her then he would have to work out another strategy for her.

He needn't have worried.

"Don, my old friend, it's been way too long," smiled James, the handsome African-American doorman. "I assume this lovely young lady is a guest."

Don signed Emily in and glanced at her just to see her reaction to James' words. It seemed she hadn't heard them. She was staring at James' partner in minding the door. Tyrone was always an impressive figure - built like a monster truck and about as potentially unstoppable. His suit didn't disguise the tattoos on his neck and hands, indelible markings that hinted strongly of the jail-yard.

Tyrone was looking at Emily, the sort of look that the cartoon wolf gave before his eyes bulged out and steam burst from his ears. "Damn..." came out of his mouth and he shuffled forward a little to change his viewing angle of the petite blonde. He whistled long and low. "Don't see too many of them on a white girl. Sugar, come back next week when I'm not on duty. That fine booty deserves some serious Tyrone lovin'."

Emily's eyes sparkled and she smiled at Tyrone. James let her into the club and said in a low voice, "He'll just have to get in line and wait - I have a strong feeling you are going to be VERY popular."

Not the most difficult prediction to make and later Don was stood at the bar getting a drink with another old friend, a confident looking man of about 60 dressed in an expensive suit. They two men watched Emily as she danced - almost blocked from view by the men vying for her attention and approval. She looked to be handling herself just fine and neither viewer had any doubt how she would be spending her Thursdays from now on.

"A lot of false advertising in this game," said the man, "but you weren't exaggerating about her. She is very lovely and built just the right way to please a Black man."

Don just nodded his response.

The man continued, "Even better that she is a friend of our Jessica - it opens a lot of potential for them both. We'll see how she gets on and by the time Jess gets back we'll know where we all stand. There's no doubt she's very well qualified to be a prospect. If she wants to join our little program then I'm happy to fast-track her. Nice job, Don, we can take it from here."

The two older Black man shared an old-fashioned hand-shake as they watched the subject of their conversation sharing her first long deep kiss with a Black stranger.

Schemes and Machinations

Samuel Rifkin scowled at the photograph frame perched on his huge mahogany desk. The attractive blonde woman, at least fifteen years his junior, smiled back at him. He relented a little - Mercy was a good mother to their daughters and she had been a good wife to him. It was just that now she was pushing forty and perhaps a little over the hill. He had no idea of a separation of course - as a wife, and a mother to his children, she was excellent. However, he'd come to feel that a man like him, a man of power and influence and charisma, deserved a little extra - in the bedroom.

He couldn't quite remember when he'd decided Jessica would be his preferred mistress. She'd always been quite startlingly beautiful, of course. He'd known of the end of her marriage and that she had no new settled relationship. It seemed to him that she would welcome the chance to share a bed with a powerful man like him. It would give her life some purpose and he wouldn't neglect to give her some career assistance.

Rifkin walked across his office and preened himself in his mirror. He looked just what he was - a man at the heart of the establishment with all the advantages and opportunities that that position brought. He DESERVED to be fucking a beauty like Jessica - it was his RIGHT to have the pick of the crop.

He looked at the two folders on the desk in front of them and scowled. The photos of two girls, faces shining with youth and enthusiasm, looked back at him. Damned college placements. Someone would have to waste time mentoring them and - since his own daughter had her eye on that college - he would have to show an interest. What a bore.

Then his superbly-educated mind clicked into gear. If Jessica mentored the girls then his 'interest' in the girls could be used to establish a much more fascinating new relationship with the beautiful redhead. He would offer her all she had ever wanted - the lucky woman. A small bulge marred the elegant cut of his suit pants as Rifkin contemplated the future.

Personal Training

Tonisha and Alysha both looked sceptically at their white charge. Jessica was red-faced and sweating after being taken through a program of exercise

Alysha said, "You've always been able to coast by on that figure of yours - never needed to work on it." She gave Jessica's bare white midriff a gentle pat. "This is real fine and flat - pretty impressive. Try it after one of our men has had you carrying his baby for nine months. You going to have to be ready to get back in shape if you want the Black man to keep wanting you around. Good news is that you can get in practice now by starting work on building them glutes - getting the max out of that butt job."

"Hip raises, bridges, lunges and squats - three times a week. Then onto using weights to increase the work-out." Tonisha spoke with authority - though the 'chunky' African-American woman didn't look a gym-regular. "You a smart girl - you can research this shit. Need to be spending an hour a session working a real sweat up. Need to make that commitment to your new life..."

Alysha saw that Jessica wasn't enthralled by the concept. "Don't worry - most of you white girls learn to love it. You gotta remember that every squat and every bridge is just helping get you closer to being the perfect woman for a Black man. You whites are generally under-developed back there - you need to put in the work to back up the Doc's. Just remember - when you sweating and hurting that the next rep could be the one that puts you ahead of that other little cracka slut next to you - it could be the one that wins you his cock and wins you his seed." By now she was stood directly in front of Jess and almost whispering into her face.

Jessica knew what was coming and welcomed it. Jessica opened her mouth moments before Alysha's lips met hers and her tongue pushed into Jessica's mouth. Alysha's hand came up Jess' training top and fondled her right breast. Her other hand came up to the back of Jessica's long auburn hair and hooked into it.

Jessica didn't resist but was being held quite securely by Alysha in any case. She felt pressure on her sweat pants and then felt them pulled down her legs. Tonisha was obviously taking a hand too.

Alysha broke her kiss with Jess and looked into her eyes with a knowing smile. "You like that dontcha, white girl, you like the idea of us taking charge. Well, don't worry, we gonna make sure you good and ready before we let the men back with ya." She suddenly took a firmer grip on Jess' hair and pulled her over to the bed.

"Cute little bald pussy," said Tonisha, "but that ain't getting no pampering just now. You here to please us - not the other way round. Get on your hands and knees on the bed."

Jessica obeyed and was immediately aware that her newly-enlarged butt was bare and stuck out. Alysha's hand gently traced the new curves and purred her approval. Then her hand whipped back before landing with a vicious crack on the pale buttock.

"Ooww," said Jess.

Tonisha lay down in front of her and opened her chubby thighs. "See that, slut, thass a prime Black pussy. You know what to do." Then she eased forward, grasped Jessica's hair and pushed the woman's mouth down onto her hairy Black cunt. As she prepared to lick Jessica felt another stinging pain on her rear end. Her hesitation was momentary and then she went to work on Tonisha's sex. It was warm and rich and wet. Her tongue explored the lips and tried to probe into the Black pussy. She strained to target Tonisha's clit and strove to give the big Black girl pleasure.

At regular intervals she heard the crack of flesh on flesh as Alysha smacked her ass between gentle rubs of the increasingly red skin. ""Yeah, she about ready - physically at least. Her butt can take some punishment - and our men are all gonna enjoy proving it. How's that pussy licking, Ton?"

"OK, but it's nothing special," said Tonisha and then smiled as she felt the white girl desperately attempt to work her tongue harder and earn her new Black mistresses' approval. "I'm thinking I'd like a taste of her sweet little pussy after all, least we can do is show her how it should be done."

Alysha pushed Jess so she landed on the bed on her back. Strong Black hands grabbed her hips and another pair held her shoulders. Jessica felt Tonisha's breath on her pussy even as she realised what Alysha had planned for her. The Black woman straddled Jess and then carefully lowered her pussy onto Jessica's face, covering her mouth and nose.

"You best learn Tonisha's lessons fast, cracka bitch. We got no place for free-loaders with 'white privilege.' You learn to eat Black pussy real good and I might let you breath. Otherwise, you gonna spend the rest of your life licking my Black cunt. Still," she pondered, "what else are you cracka hos good fo'?"

Jessica felt Alyshas firm flesh on her and began frantically licking and nuzzling at her pussy. The Black woman tasted real good and if she could only breath more easily then it would have been amazing. Jessica tried to raise her arms to push the woman off her only to have her wrists caught and pushed back onto the bed. She tried a last couple of desperate licks and was rewarded by Alysha easing up off her. As she gasped in huge lungfuls of air she felt the insistent work of Tonisha's mouth at her own sex. Jessica's wide-open eyes met Alysha's.

"She being a good little girl, Ton. Seems we might have a submissive little white bitch here. Could be lots of fun." Her friend grunted her approval and Alysha lowered herself back onto the unresisting young woman.

Alysha played with her twice, then a third time, before finally easing herself off Jess completely. The normally beautiful white woman was a real mess. Her face was covered in sweat, spit and pussy juices. One hand calmly signalled Jess to stay where she was and Jess never even considered not obeying. Not even when the much heavier form of Tonisha replaced Alysha and put her fat thighs either side of Jessica's head.

"You had it easy with Alysha, now you get to really show what you can do," warned Tonisha and lowered herself onto the white woman's face.

Jessica felt surrounded by dark flesh. The texture of it, the smell of sweat and excitement, the pungency of the big hairy pussy that almost enveloped her mouth and nose. She desperately licked and mouthed and nuzzled, frantically striving to satisfy Tonisha. Her wrists were in a vice-like grip and she knew that she could never lift the heavy Black woman off her. She was at Tonisha's mercy - and the shuddered with sexual desire at the realisation.

Finally, after what seemed minutes, Jess could go on no more. She feebly tried to arch her back and her tongue ceased to work. She felt that she was going to pass out.

Tonisha felt the tap on her shoulder and slid off Jessica's face. The white woman jack-knifed forward coughing and gasping for air. Alysha instantly moved in and pushed her back down. She'd taken those moments to don her strap-on harness equipped with a 'Jackson Hammer'-brand toy.

"Time for the main event," crowed Tonisha as she watched her friend power the big plastic phallus home. "We heard you took the real thing at Boca - but I'm thinking before tonight's out we'll test that new butt of yours out with it." She cackled at the white girl's look of shock and then took a firm grip of Jessica's shoulders. This little cracka slut wasn't going anywhere until they were good and done with her. She was gonna have to EARN the right to be with their men.

***

Some hours later an exhausted Jessica was finally allowed to sleep. Alysha and Tonisha were tired themselves - they hadn't expected to be working so hard. Usually, they'd have heard the 'Vanilla' safe-word long ago and called a stop. But this one, for all her high-class airs and graces, seemed to get off on everything they did and the rougher the better. When Alysha had tried to take it easy on her butt the little white ho had been backing herself up trying to make sure she got all that toy inside her.

"Tougher than she looks," admitted Tonisha, "and a damn fine pussy licker."

"We'll take her to the club next week," said Alysha, "like Taylor asked. Then next Saturday me and Shan will find out just how tough she really is and just how much she REALLY wants all this."

Tonisha giggled. "Ty and me are goin' to visit his mama or I'd love to be there and see that."

"Don't worry, hun, it'll all be on camera in crystal-clear HD. No-one's going to want to miss it."

Alysha reached over and casually swatted a white breast. Jessica mumbled and stirred. A harder slap and the blue-grey eyes opened. They stared a moment and then took in the two Black women as Jessica realised her situation. Tonisha's fingers were soon powering back in and out of fine white pussy while Alysha smirked, "We not like our men, girl, we don't cum, roll over and fall asleep. When you with us you best be ready for an all-night session." Then she viciously grabbed the white girl's hair and, when Jessica gasped, spat into her open mouth before lunging forward to kiss it.

Jessica felt the sensations everywhere in her body. She felt dog-tired but it was a warm tiredness. The tiredness of a desire seemingly satisfied but which now signalled its need for more.

"Ready for Round Two, my little cracka slave," purred Alysha.

"Yes please, mistress," said Jessica.

Alysha smiled and moved in to kiss her again...

Return to the Club

Jessica's return to the club that had become such a focal point of her life was still a unique experience for her. She knew that she wasn't there to dance and she wasn't there to fuck - she was there to be shown off. Her outfit was only thin pink lingerie and a pair of high heels - but she also wore some additional items. First was a simple leather dog collar with a cheap metal tag hangin from it engraved 'CRACKA'. Then there was the black masking tape which tied her hands together in front of her while a second roll gagged her mouth and tied her long hair to the back of her head. Finally, there was the leash which ran from her collar into the hand of Alysha, her mistress.

Her mistress and Tonisha took great pleasure in parading her around the club for the inspection of all the men there. Occasionally one would try to touch their pet and they would playfully swat him away. "No touchin' today, little Cracka is OUR pet and only we get to play with her. Don't worry, tho, when she ready we be sending her to the pit for breedin'. She gonna be doing what all the good little crackas do - taking Black cock and birthing Black babies. Just like nature intended."

Most of the men looked on in amazement or laughed. But Jessica noted that many of the darker men, among them men she knew were Cock Pit members, just looked on with satisfaction. They knew their time was coming close - they knew she would soon be given to them to use for their pleasure. That her body would soon prove, yet again, what happened to little white sluts who wanted to serve big Black cock. Jessica knew all this and she shuddered - feeling the moisture between her legs, the arousal that no cock would satisfy tonight. But soon, so soon, there would be so many cocks - and she knew she would welcome them all.

Finally the ill-assorted trio met a big crowd of Black guys gathered watching the dancing cage. Jessica had been in the club on many occassions and knew that, for most of he men, the cage was just a background feature to the serious business of securing white pussy for the night. Not tonight, it appeared. There must have been nearly sixty packed round - their eyes fixed on the cage's occupant.

A blonde woman of about 5'3" was dancing with a controlled but fast pace. Her movements were graceful and perfectly designed to stoke the fires of lust in the men watching her. The cage rules were understood - a girl danced for thirty minutes in a bikini. This girl was breaking the rules - her bikini lay unseen on the floor of the cage. She was totally naked - clad only in a sheen of perspiration as she danced on. The men drank in her long blonde hair, her pale skin, her large but still youthfully-proud 34E breasts and most of all, men could be so predictable, most of all the magnificent sculpted curve of her ample white booty.

The proud gaze of the girl scanned over her rapt audience. More than fifty Black faces fixed on her and, the dancer knew, fifty Black cocks straining at the leash in fifty pairs of pants. Fifty Black cocks that wanted to take her and fuck her and make her theirs. She bent her legs forward and flourished three fingers before plunging them into her wet pussy. Then as she publicly masturbated she looked further and saw the three women. A moment's pause and then, with even more furious desire, she resumed her erotic display.

Jessica had shared that glance of recognition with the occupant of the cage as their eyes met. She didn't need to see the sign identifying the dancer, her closest friend and current house-mate. The women she had so carefully hidden her interracial sexual life from for over a year. She was dimly aware of one of the last brakes on her behaviour being released.

"MMMUUUHHHLEEEE, " she shouted into her muffling gag.

Alysha's hand found her breast and she whispered triumphantly into Jessica's ear. "Yes, Jess, she's ours too. Looking at her I think she'll soon be following you down the same path - what a lucky white girl. Taylor's arranged three men from the Pit to 'audition' her tonight and then, if she passes - and there can't be any doubt - Antwan's all set to supervise her first challenge as a new project, he'll take her out to H-Town next week. Wonder if she'll have as much fun there as you did?"

Jessica watched her friend dance on - offering herself to the crowd of Black men for their sexual amusement. Emily, who'd always seemed so shy and perhaps even a little naive. Emily taken to H-Town by Antwan. He wouldn't force her do anything but Jess knew he wouldn't stand in her way whatever sexual acts she might want to perform over there. She shivered at the thought and felt again that familiar liquid warmth of her arousal.

Jessica felt a gentle tug on her leash. "You've seen what you needed to see," said Tonisha, "now I'm going to get me some more of that white pussy." The two Black women headed for one of the back rooms at the club with their pet in tow.



A Commitment

"I've thought hard about it - and I don't want the anklet."

Don was only half-surprised. Emily had come a long way - further than he'd ever have imagined possible - but this would have been a big step. He had taught her how a woman could wear an anklet to profess her love of big Black cock and had offered to buy her one to mark her 'graduation' from his training. However, it would be a very public statement and he had realised that it might be too much for her. Yes, he was only half-surprised but he could still barely disguise his disappointment.

Emily was very serious as she went to her bag and took out two boxes. He knew the larger one contained his cookies - a little tradition they had kept up over the course of her training. The other box was much smaller and she brought it over to show him.

"I bought this as a present for you - I hope you'll like it."

He opened the box and found a necklace, really more a thin collar made of shiny metal.

"Titanium," she explained. "Very durable but also very light. Old Elijah Parsons had to wear an ugly, iron collar. Mine is going to be much prettier and much easier to wear. Feel it - it's just heavy enough so that I will always know that I have it on and will always remember what it signifies." She took the collar and opened it so he could see the message etched on the inside.

'Don's girl'.

He remained still, giving her his full attention and concentration.

"Because wherever my life leads me there will always be a part of me that belongs to you, Don. Every time I make love I'll feel this collar and know that it was you who helped me break free and be who I wanted to be. I owe you so much."

"Emily you don't..."

"Yes, yes, I do. That's why I want you to put your collar on me." She stood in front of him and carefully pulled her long blonde hair up and out of his way.

Don knew how important this was for her. He solemnly placed the thin metal collar around her neck and snapped it shut.

Emily gave a long expulsion of breath. "Whewwwww, I so hoped that you would like it." She tucked a finger under the collar. "It's loose enough for safety and to be clean. Its small enough to be able to hide when I'm at work. But I will ALWAYS know its there."

She walked over to the box and took two small items out of it. "First, you tighten the catch with these little pliers - that means I will never be able to take your collar off without help. Then, you cover the catch with this epoxy. Five seconds to dry and then only a visit to the emergency room could separate us."

"Damn, Emily."

She just looked at him with her blue-eyes, absolutely serious and matter-of-fact. "I NEED this and I really want you to be the one to make it permanent."

He did as she asked and was rewarded with a smile.

"Thank you, sir, can I give you a reward for helping me?"

Don smiled back, "Would that be a cookie or some pussy?"

Her eyes twinkled, "A cookie and some pussy and anything else you'd like. Now and whenever you want me." She tapped her new collar, "I'm Don's Girl remember?"

He turned her round and gently pushed her in the direction of his bedroom. For a split-second he admired the curve of her ass and then, unbuttoning his shirt as he went, he followed her.

Girl's Weekend

"You show a lot of promise, young Jessica, but we women of experience need to take you in hand a little," laughed Shan. "I only met Mr Taylor when I was already forty, too old to start as one of his girls. You don't know how lucky you are..."

"Yeah, well I never qualified and I'm not sure I'd want to," chuckled Alysha. "But if you going to work for Taylor then its our job to lick you into shape." She turned and glanced at Jessica in the back seat of the car with a predatory look.

Jessica's tongue moistened her suddenly dry lips. What on earth had she gotten herself into this time! She'd first met Alysha, James' African-American wife, just after James had shown her how much she loved Big Black Cock and just before Tyrone had taught her just how much she could love any Big Black Cock. More recently Alysha had been her mistress in her latest stage of training as a premium white slut for Black use.

She'd seen Shan at the club but that was about it. Shan was an attractive woman in her late forties but Jess could guess that she had been stunning in her twenties. Now she was ageing gracefully and pretty much filled the bill as a sexy soccer mom. Her chunky figure was in a pair of tight jeans and a clinging light blue jumper under a light brown jacket that showed a hint of impressive cleavage but nothing particularly revealing nowadays. Your typical sexy cougar or MILF.

"Leroy tells me that your husband has been a busy boy again," Shan said to Alysha.

The Black woman rolled her eyes in an exaggerated way. "What can I say - my man does like making babies. If you white girls keep spreading your legs for him then the maternity ward ain't never gonna be empty. This one flew in from Portland just to get her share of prime black seed while her husband watched on the live streaming. They timed it right, I guess, 'cos she sure as shit is knocked up now."

Shan laughed. "How many is that now?"

"Must be thirty at the last count. There's a reason they keep asking for him - there ain't no question as to the potency of my man. Got kids in most of the states of the Union by now." Alysha gave a little cackle of glee.

Jessica knew that Alysha had two children by James and no desire for any more. The Black woman knew that her husband loved her and she considered that his little games with white girls didn't count as cheating . Of course if Alysha ever caught him fooling with a real woman, a Black woman, then she'd end his breeding days with a rusty fruit knife - a fact that James knew and understood very well.

Just as Jess looked out of the window at the landscape the car drove into a tunnel and the momentary darkness almost made the window a mirror. She saw herself reflected. Her shoulder-length auburn hair, her bright intelligent blue-grey eyes, the slight dimples in her cheeks as she smiled to herself. That pale pink skin which almost glowed with health and vitality. She'd never be a teen again - if you looked close enough you could see that - but she still looked damned good. She wore a dark-blue designer outfit and her favourite necklace; a delicate gold chain with a heart suspended from it. It had been a gift from her ex-husband but she liked it none the less despite that.

Once they were through the tunnel Jessica knew where they were going. With each passing mile the view from her window became more built-up. At first they passed new expensive blocks and developments. Soon, however, she saw what she knew she was going to see. A shuttered shop-front with gang tags sprayed all over it. Weeds on the sidewalks and the occasional abandoned car up on bricks. Battered little streets of houses here and there making way for grim-looking projects. Yes, Jessica knew where the women were taking her. They were taking her back across the tracks, to the bad side of town. She shifted in her seat. It was feeling distinctly damp down there. It might have been the leather car seats making her perspire except that she knew that it wasn't. No, Jessica's cute little white pussy knew what coming to this side of town meant. It meant new adventures and, almost certainly, hard Black cock.

Jessica checked her pocket before remembering that, courtesy of her rule from Shaka, she didn't bring her diaphragm with her any more. A quick mental check told her that she was probably all right this time. Of course if Shan had rung next week she might have ended up going home with a new life growing within her. Jess almost had to push her knees together she felt so hot and wet down there.

"Seems our fine white lady likes coming down to the ghetto," said Alysha. "Well, we ain't in no rush, girl, we got lots to do down here. Maybe, if you're a good obedient girl, we'll find you a special treat." Jessica felt almost hypnotised by the woman's dark brown eyes. Alysha was clearly planning on enjoying herself and Jessica shivered slightly. The Black woman chuckled, "Don't worry, baby, we're just going to have some fun."

Jess relaxed a little but then realised that the 'we' might mean all three of them or it might mean only Alysha and Shan. That was the nature of these little missions of discovery. You went with the man, or woman, assigned to you and you played by their rules. For today she almost belonged to these two older women. "First, it's shopping time," yelled Shan as she pulled the car into a parking area.

As the three women walked into the little cluster of shops Jessica rapidly discovered a few things. First, the designer shops in the city malls didn't have branches here. Second, she and Shan were almost the only white folks there. Third, she and Shan were drawing male attention. Nothing too serious, but as she walked along she knew that male eyes were fixed on her ass and the small amount of cleavage she had on display.

Alysha led them into a little shop. Jess looked around her. It was a shop selling women's clothing but of a very particular type. Tiny little dresses in clinging material, skirts that looked like belts, high heeled leather-style boots, large hooped ear rings and other trashy-looking accessories. There were nurse, police and office outfits that no nurse, police-woman or PA would ever wear at work.

"A lot of the local girls come here for their clubbing outfits," explained Shan, "but Leez gets a lot of her trade from the working girls. When the pimps get a new ho this is where they send her to get herself tricked out for the streets."

A short African-American woman emerged from the back of the shop. She immediately looked Jessica over and then had her spin for her. "Hmmn, I'll get a selection for her and then you can see what you like." Jessica noted that the words were addressed to Alysha rather than to her.

Shan then showed her a little changing room and Leez pushed a tiny bundle of clothes into her hands.

A couple of minutes later Jessica was again looking at herself in the mirror. Her expensive designer outfit was now hanging on the door. In its place she wore very different clothes. A short-sleeved black tunic with a plunging front and a lace effect at the back A spandex almost fluorescent lime-green skirt of incredible shortness that she could barely stretch across her newly surgically-enhanced butt. Trashy silver wedges with six inch heels. She looked ridiculous.

Shan poked her head in. "Lose the bra, hun, then come out and give us a twirl."

Jess ditched the bra and realised that without it her tits were almost spilling out of her top. She cautiously leaned forward and found that somehow her 32D breasts remained in place. She couldn't wear this stuff - she'd have to tell Shan to tone it down a bit. She tottered on her heels out of the dressing room ready to do just that.

"DAAMMMMNNNN," said a voice. A deep, dark, male voice. "Looking FIIINNNNEEE, sugar, real fine."

"Fuck, yeah," said another voice.

Jessica saw three Black men. Had their eyes been out on stalks and their mouths dripping saliva they couldn't have been showing their appreciation more obviously.

"Oh, she looks just good enough to eat," said Alysha. Leez nodded.

"That's five in favour, none against," noted Shan. "Our opinion doesn't matter, Jess, you're dressing to impress a new audience now."

Back into the changing room with a new handful of clothing. This time the high heels were attached to knee-high suede boots. Apart from that the outfit was one-piece and black. Again her butt was barely covered and the dress really didn't hide or disguise he shape of her breasts. Most notable though was the consistency of the thin, cheap, material. It was not made for a cold climate which made it seem deliberate that in sunlight it would be virtually transparent. She felt her nipples attempting to poke a hole through the top and given the nature of the material she wasn't sure they wouldn't succeed.

"Hmmnnn, hmmmnnnn, thass what I'm talking about."

"Spin girl, yeah look at that booty. Sure is inviting."

"Thought we'd find out if she was a natchural redhead but, by the look of it, she shaves down there."

"Five-Nil again, Jess, we'll have your new wardrobe in no time."

The third trip first showed a pair of high-heeled shoes so covered in rhinestone that they might as well have been made of them. Then a slightly longer mini-skirt made of a light and thin black material. The slightest breeze and that skirt would blow up at least as far as its gaudy belt. Which might be an issue since Taylor prospects like Jessica weren't supposed to wear panties. A couple of miniscule straps held her new top in place. The grey patterned material was spangled with points of colour and just about covered her tits and then down to her navel while leaving almost all her back and sides exposed. Again, cold weather clearly wasn't an issue unless the fishnet leggings were supposed to help, which they wouldn't.

"Do we need to vote on this one - coz I'm hard as a rock just looking at her."

"Point made and noted, man, point made and noted."

Outfit number four was next. White PVC high-heeled boots up to and beyond the knee left a little gap of naked thigh before her skin-tight black leather mini-skirt kicked in. Above that was a horribly garish fake fur top that barely fitted together across her body and that apparently was supposed to be worn with nothing underneath it.

"I can hear the cash tills a-ringing."

"Girl like that could make a man a lot of money."

"Got my wallet right here..."

"Behave boys," scolded Alysha, "but that's another one approved. Just one more outfit for today, Leez."

Another pair of vicious-looking heels of course (she was noticing a pattern here). Then a shiny dark-grey PVC mini-skirt that barely covered her and was so tight that it didn't really hide much of what it did cover. Combined with the heels it would also make walking a delicate business. She wore dark fish-net hold-ups and a tight white t-shirt cut and tied to stretch taut over her breasts while leaving her belly and navel exposed. Then she had a tiny black leather jacket with a fake-fur neckline. That covered her arms and back and even had a little hood but it clearly wasn't meant to fasten at the front and it didn't extend down far enough to cover her shiny PVC-covered butt.

With infinite care Jessica wiggled and tottered her way out of the dressing room.

"Shit, boys, I think we got a winner here."

"The others are good but this one is the bomb."

The third guy just shifted in his seat and put his hand down the front of his pants. After all, actions do speak louder than words.

"Come here baby," instructed Alysha. As Jessica reached her and stood beside her chair the Black woman nonchalantly put one hand up her tight skirt. Skilled fingers found Jessica's pussy and explored.

"Seems our little white girl has got herself all excited," Alysha said to the men, then she withdrew her hand to show the glistening moisture on her fingers. "Kneel down here, girl, and lick my fingers clean." Jessica carefully eased her way down to her knees and then used her tongue to clean her new Black mistress' fingers.

"This little bitch is getting quite skilled with that tongue. I think you men should get to find out just how good it can make you feel. Only seems fair seeing as how you've helped her out here. Leez, can we use the back room?"

"Of course, Lysh, shall I get her a kneeler."

"No need, I think these men are pretty ready to rock. Besides, some dirt on our little ho's knees will just complete the picture."

The back-room largely consisted of shelving and boxes. Jessica found enough space for her purposes, shucked off her jacket, kicked off her heels and dropped to her knees. Three shabbily-dressed middle-aged Black men moved in to claim their prize.

The first cock had a slightly musty smell, she knew it would taste of his sweat. A moment's hesitation - but sweat never killed anyone and the man clearly hadn't been expecting to get his dick sucked this afternoon. She engulfed the cock with her mouth and set her tongue to work cleaning him up. She knew she should have been disgusted but she'd learned that faint smell and taste of male sweat meant an excited man and an excited man meant a hard black cock and a hard black cock meant her pussy would be so wet it ought to be dripping.

She was just getting going when another black dick was swung against her cheek. She took that one into her mouth instead and sucked for a while before the third black cock tapped her forehead.

She saw Shan drop to her knees and take a cock in hand. "I'll keep waiting times down but all the cream goes to Jess, OK." The man grunted his approval.

Jessica took a hard Black dick in each hand. She teased their heads with her tongue before steadily alternating quick bursts of sucking on each. A hand grasped her hair and pulled her onto him. The cock pulsed and she tasted the warm viscous load as it pumped directly onto the back of her tongue and down her throat.

Jessica coughed and spluttered, her spit and his cum seemed to be everywhere, it even seemed to be coming down her nose. She blinked and gasped for breath.

THWACK.

A rough black hand slapped her face leaving momentary red finger-marks on her pale skin.

Shocked, Jessica looked up to see the other man pointing at his hard Black dick as it almost throbbed above her. "Get back to work slut," ordered a gruff voice. A glistening drop of pre-cum appeared at the head of his cock and Jessica's tongue almost automatically flicked out to claim it.

Two hands grasped her head and the man began to fuck her face with some intensity. Five - ten - fifteen strokes and then he pulled her off his dick by her hair. Two strokes with his hand and he came. Six heavy spurts of black seed on her face. She just managed to close her eyes in time but felt his cum hit her. After a few seconds she cautiously opened one eye and saw the third man turn from Shan and stroke his cock at her. Three more splashes of semen and she knew that she was covered in their loads.

"Cum-glazed ho for sure," laughed a man as he did his pants up.

"Pretty good - I'd give her house room."

"Skanky ho ain't coming in my house - but she ever need work I'd put her out on the street for me."

"True, true. It looks like a ho, it act like a ho - it sho nuff is a ho."

"Thanks girls, time we got back to our wives," a man chuckled as they left the shop.

Shan had been busy catching any cum dripping from Jessica's face. She then began licking one side of Jessica's face clean while scooping up seed from the other in her hand to feed it to her new pet. Jess gulped it down and then noticed what Shan was using to mop up any stray cum from the floor. It was her own dark-blue designer outfit.

When Shan was satisfied she threw the ruined clothes in the trash. "Looks like you'll be wearing your new outfit the rest of the day." Jess looked down.

"It ain't the dress that's classy, sugar," said Alysha, "its the girl inside. That's why the guys like you dressed right. Round here when a classy white girl gets in an outfit like that then its for one reason. 'Cos she wants a hard Black dick to get into her. All the men know it and it makes their beautiful big Black cocks hard and ready."

"Get those heels back on," said Shan. "they send a message too."

Jessica put her jacket and heels back on and tottered back upright.

"You a girl who don't dress for comfort or convenience; you dress to look good for men. And you here - so you dressing to impress Black men. Besides, in them heels, you ain't gonna be able to run away from a brotha," cackled Alysha.



After Jess had washed her face in a stained basin Leez handed her a bottle of water. "Best drink some, hun. Girls on the street always spit. Swallow too much cum and you can get nauseous. Guys don't like hos that spit tho - so you best remember to drink plenty after you swallow."

Jessica's credit card took a fierce battering before they left the shop. Looking back later Jessica guessed that Leez had probably stuck an extra zero on the end of the bill. Whether that was true or not Leez shouted to Alysha as they left the shop. "If she don't work out for Taylor then bring her back here, there'll always be employment fo' little white hos round here."

Jessica's head was almost in a daze as the two women - each holding one of her arms - led her down the street three or four stores to her next stop.

"This is our treat, since you're being such a good girl," purred Shan. Jessica was sat down in front of a mirror and a young girl began buffing and working on her nails.

"QOS," said Shan.

The girl giggled. "Seeing more and more white girls wanting that," she said as she got to work.

Another young Black woman was stood behind Jess and teasing at her hair. "This hair seem natural, hun, that right?"

Jessica nodded.

"Hmmmn. Normally I tell you blue-eyed white girls to go blonde but the guys do love some red hair. So I think we'll just give you enough color to make it look less natural. Show you've made an effort for yo' man."

Jessica just relaxed and let the young women do their work while Alysha and Shan chatted on their phones.

Soon Jess was admiring her nails. The girl had done a fine job. Each nail was trimmed, smoothed and buffed. Then each had the 'Queen of Spades' design painted on. The little black spade, as a playing card, with a white 'Q' contained within it. Jessica had learned what that meant early in her new life as a white slut. Her hair had just been slightly trimmed and shaped before it had been colored. It was no longer auburn and it certainly wasn't ginger - now it was fire-engine red. It was complemented by a similar shade of lip-stick that the first girl had applied.

Alysha looked Jess up and down. "We're getting there, sugar. Just booked you with Dr Nikola for your last electrolysis session. Keep you nice and smooth down there. Black men and girls won't accept getting stubble in the face when they're feastin' on that fine pink pussy. Besides, there's nothing like seeing a fine Black baby-maker sliding into a smooth bare white cunt."

Another beating for the credit card and it was a little further along the street to Jessica's last shopping stop for the day. The beauty parlor had been clean, bright and well furnished. This shop had obviously been years since it had been painted. It seemed clean but it was so dingy from the outside that you couldn't really tell. In the windows were numerous photographs of the owner's handiwork. The work might have been pretty good but the photographs were old, faded and curling. All you could really tell was that this shop traded in tattoos and piercings.

Jessica braced momentarily but a firm hand in the small of her back soon resumed her progress forward into the shop.

Jessica Meets Izeye

"We just closing up," came a voice from the back room.

"Can that shit, Izeye," laughed Shan, "we've brought you a treat."

"Izeye is an artist, baby," breathed Alysha into Jessica's ear, "his ink is amazing. Not to mention his other talents."

"Shan, girl, now when YOU finally come for some ink I'll get my needles ready real quick," said the voice. "Hang, who is this fine piece of merchandise?"

Izeye emerged with his eyes fixed on Jessica. You could almost see him calculating just how much money could be made from her. Jessica felt her heart beat and her mouth go dry. This was a powerful Black man and it was pretty clear that he took what he wanted when he wanted it. It also seemed obvious that what he wanted at this precise moment was her.

Izeye was clearly a man who worked out. He wore a black muscle shirt to show off the definition of his body. The coal-black skin of his arms bulged and showed the rippling intricate ink designs of his tattoos. Those designs also emerged from his shirt to cover his neck. Only his face was free from tattoos and it clearly showed his interest in her.

"She here with me, Izeye," said Alysha warningly, "she belongs to me for today. Tomorrow, who knows."

The big man paused, considered and then nodded. "OK, for today. But tomorrow, or the next day, she's gonna need to be doing what she was made for. When she does you bring her to me, you hear." He turned to Jess, "Now strip, girl, so I can see what I've got to work with."

One advantage of her new outfit was that it really didn't take long to get out if it. Soon Jessica was naked and stood in front of Izeye. He was still carefully appraising her as if she was an animal at the market that he was thinking of buying.

"Skin is my business and I ain't seen much finer than this." A calloused finger brushed round Jessica's back and over her belly causing Jessica to shiver. "Don't worry, girl," he chuckled, "it out of your hands now. We gonna decide what's best for you, Alysha and me."

He had clearly made one decision because he went and got a few packets of sterilised needles. When he returned he resumed his scrutiny. A big hand cupped her breast and his thumb teased her nipple and encouraged it to become fully erect. "Damn fine," Izeye growled. His eyes suddenly fixed on Jessica's. "30D, no probably 32D?" Jess nodded. Izeye approved. "Small feet and nice titties, just like I like 'em. But, of course, you could always do with bigger. G- or H-Cups would look amazing on that slim body of yours."

He glanced down and frowned a little. "Trimmed pussy don't cut it round here. You wanna graduate from the bush leagues then you gotta lose ALL that stubble, hear me."

"That's all sorted" cut in Shan, "her last electrolysis session is next week."

"Hmmn," pondered Izeye, "that's good. Now, what you all here for Alysha - if you ain't givin her to me."

"Your wife's found her some new outfits..."

The big man laughed harshly, "Thought I recognised the style."

"Now we need YOUR expertise. For a price of course..."

"...of course. But she looks too upscale for the average slut and I don't want no come-back from her."

"Shan'll get the camera and film it all."

The white woman delved into her bag for a small hand-held camera.

Izeye took Jessica's chin between two long black fingers. "Well, slut, you public in the lifestyle yet?"

Jess nodded her head

"Won't need the hood then," said Izeye.

"Shit, with the signal here, we can put this stream out live," gushed Shan excitedly.

"First thing on film, slut, is you'll be signing this consent form," Izeye was all business now.

"What's it consent for?" asked Jess.

"Don't worry about that," he answered, "we'll fill the details in afterwards."

"You're not going to embarrass us when we turn the feed on," warned Alysha, "I'd be very disappointed if it turned out you haven't got what it takes..."

"Feed's up," chirped Shan, as she began filming.

Izeye put the form in front of Jessica with a pen. "Sign it and then go lie on my couch - that'll show you give informed consent for all that's happening today."

Jessica looked at him. It wasn't informed consent - as a lawyer she was well aware of that - but the recorded images would tell another story.

She looked at the couch. It was like a modern dentist's couch - motorised and totally adjustable. However, unlike a dentist's couch, it had leather cuffs at each corner, apparently designed to hold a person's wrists and ankles. Once on that couch she would be completely at their mercy.

But wasn't that what life as a Taylor Prospect was all about. You periodically entrusted yourself to a Tyrone or an Antwan or whoever was assigned to test your worthiness to be the ultimate white slut for the Black man's pleasure. You did things you'd never have thought of doing. You took risks and the more willing you were to do so the more happy your minder would be and the closer you would be to earning their approval.

Shan filmed and could almost hear the thoughts rushing through Jessica's mind. This was always a fun moment - the moment they gave themselves up. She smiled as she saw the woman sign the form and then walk over and get on the couch.

Instantly, Alysha and Izeye moved to secure Jessica's wrists and ankles in the couch's leather cuffs

"Important you don't move when I'm at work," explained Izeye with a wicked leer. "Girl seem nervous, you nervous ho?"

Jessica swallowed hard. "Err, no, ummm, sir..."

Izeye gave a mirthless laugh. "Good attitude but she needs to relax. You girls gonna help her?"

Alysha took the camera from Shan who moved between Jessica's spread legs. Izeye touched a button and the chair's end eased down to leave Jessica's pussy totally exposed and vulnerable. The older woman explored with her fingers and tongue before concentrating on Jessica's clit.

"Oh my God," said Jessica, squirming in her bonds. Shan had been around long enough to know exactly how to please a girl - especially one who hadn't long been used to another woman working her pussy.

Suddenly Jessica, still struggling with the feelings flooding through her body, found Alysha leaning over her face. "Enjoying that, hun? Well its only fair that someone receiving should also be giving." The Black woman moved over Jessica who was suddenly well aware that Alysha was now also naked from the waist down.

As Jessica looked up she saw a hairy Black pussy descending onto her mouth. "Time you got to work, hun," purred Alysha, "and you know my rules. If you do a really good job then I'll probably let you breathe."

Jessica heard a deep male chuckle just as the warm wetness of mature pussy descended onto her face. For a second she really thought that she was going to be smothered where she lay, strapped to the tattoo parlor chair. She kissed and licked frantically, panting for breath. Just as she felt she couldn't breathe Alysha edged back a little and Jessica took a deep breath through her nose. As she paused Alysha moved back over her and forced her to work hard to please the Black cunt that had suddenly become the very focus of her existence.

Alysha toyed with Jessica like a big black cat with a little white mouse. When Jessica worked hard licking and pleasuring her then Alysha would allow her to breath. Any hesitation and Jess knew that she faced being smothered in the Black woman's sex.

All the time Shan was still using her fingers and mouth on Jessica's pussy and the young woman also faintly felt slight pressure on other parts of her body.

Finally, Alysha nodded at Shan and the latter began a merciless assault on Jessica's helpless clit. Jess almost howled her climax into Alysha's cunt.

Finally, the hairy Black pussy was removed and after a few seconds Alysha again looked into Jessica's eyes. Jessica's mouth and nose were covered in pussy juice. Alysha gently kissed her to show her approval. "I might break my own rules and ask Taylor if I can have you for a pet full-time. I know James would approve. You'll just be eating pussy and popping out black baby after black baby. Just like you was always meant to."

"Aw shit," said an exasperated Izeye, "this one of Taylor's girls?"

"A prospect," said Shan.

"Damn, I was looking forward to marking her." He waved a hand at the helpless woman on his couch.

Jessica looked down her body and saw that he had drawn words and designs on her naked body with a marker pen while Alysha had been distracting her. On one breast was written 'Black Owned' and on the other was 'White Ho.' On her stomach was the classic Queen of Spades Emblem with 'For Black Only' written around her pussy. Izeye had begun a design on her arm of a naked white woman embracing a black bull. He held up a mirror and she saw he had written his name in gothic script on her neck. "I like to sign my work," he explained, "I'd been planning two full sleeves and another design covering your whole back. But Taylor likes to control his girls' ink."

"I think she'd look great with those tattoos," said Shan. "Really advertises her devotion to the cause."

"No, Izeye's right, Taylor likes to control what ink goes on his girls," asserted Alysha. "Will those designs wash off?"

"After a while," said Izeye, "shouldn't be able to see 'em much after a few days scrubbin'."

"Best be careful what you wear for a while, girl," advised the Black woman, "that asshole firm of yours might not approve!" She nearly broke a rib laughing. "Anyway, Izeye, you have other talents..."

The big man paused and then smiled. "Taylor got no problems with them, as I recall,"

"None at all," the women agreed in unison.

"Well my price is one tattoo and since you been spinning me a line we'll make it a real meaningful one. 'White ho for Nigga cock' tattooed right across her forehead."

"Hey, NO!" shouted Jessica. She strained against the leather cuffs but she was held securely.

"Damn, that's hot," breathed Shan

Alysha seemed to consider, "Shit, either I'm in charge here or Taylor is. I want to see you play with her so if that's your price then perhaps you should go ahead."

"NOOOOO," wailed Jessica. "Please don't, please don't do this."

Izeye slowly pulled on gloves and then picked up his tattoo gun.

Jessica looked desperately to Alysha and Shan - but both women seemed fascinated by whatever was on their phones. She looked back to Izeye. "Please..." she whimpered.

A gloved black hand took hold of her chin. She couldn't move her face now and saw the tattoo gun descending towards her. No-one was going to help her unless...

"VANILLA!" she yelled. It was her safe word. One she could only use once - and now she had used it.

Alysha breathed a long low sigh of relief. This had always worked before but, for one terrible moment, she'd actually thought the crazy cracka was going to call their bluff. Maybe she really would have let her beautiful face be permanently marked just to stay on the program.

Alysha hid her relief and made her voice stern and scolding. "I never thought you had what it took. Little thing like that and you're crying and wailing and shouting safe-words. Don't you understand about contracts, lawyer-lady? Weren't you told we would never force you to suffer permanent injury or disfiguration? Where was your trust in your mistress?"

Jessica did remember the club manager Jenny saying that, long ago. "But the tattoo..." said Jessica.

Izeye gave a brilliant smile and held up the tattoo gun. "These things can't do much till you put the needle in." He chuckled and then was serious. "I may not look too smart but facially tattooing a white girl against her will on camera? How many years would I get for that?"

"You fooled me," said Jess quietly, finally understanding now that her terror had subsided. She struggled against her cuffs again.

"They just made things simple," said Shan, "so much easier when that silly safe-word is out of the way. Now when your Black master or mistress requires you to do something you can just obey without having to think about it."

"Not that YOU knew it was a trick," said Alysha with a sideways glance at the older white woman. She took Jessica's cheek in her hand. "Has serving us ever not brought you rewards? I have my dog at home and I would never hurt him - I love him. Just like my dog you white girls have to be trained and you have to learn obedience - but when you are ready to give us your trust then it is so beautiful and you will be so fulfilled."

The African-American woman undid the leather restraints. "No more tricks or tom-foolery. The door's over there if you want to go. Otherwise, Izeye can start work."

Jessica looked at the big man. He gave her a smile - but was it of reassurance or of triumph. She made her decision and stayed on the couch.

"That's settled then," said Alysha.

Izeye walked across to a set of cupboards and pulled one open. He took out a leather object and came across to Jess. He carefully removed her gold necklace and dropped it into Alysha's hand. "Take that down to Zeke's and tell him to make some adjustments." The Black woman left but was back within a couple of minutes.

Meantime, Izeye had attached the leather object around Jessica's neck. It was a broad collar with a metal ring attached to the front. It almost operated as a stock, holding Jessica's chin up. "Comfortable, ho?" asked Izeye without the slightest pretence of concern.

"It's tight," gasped Jess.

"Better than the iron slave collars your ancestors put on mine," was his answer but he did move to ease the collar. Now Jess found she could breath easier but the collar still held her chin up and she knew she could never be really comfortable with it on.

Izeye took a chain and threaded it through the ring on the front of the collar. Then he took a small metal clamp on one end of the chain and attached it to Jessica's right nipple.

"Owww."

"Just a little pain for a few seconds and then you'll find you feel something else." Izeye was already fingering her left nipple to erection. "I love these - nothing better than a nice long sensitive pair of nipples." He attached the clamp at the other end of the chain to Jessica's left nipple.

There was no reaction this time. Jessica had already realised that after momentary pain the clamps felt really good.

Izeye went back to his cupboard and returned with a long white rope. "Lots of amateurs use any old rope - causes abrasions and discomfort. Feel how soft this rope is."

Jessica touched the rope - it certainly did feel smooth and soft.

"Stand up," Izeye ordered.

Jessica got off the couch and felt the new sensations in her nipples. Immediately her pussy responded to their arousal. The afternoon might not be so bad after all!

Izeye worked skilfully and quickly - knotting the rope after passing it round Jessica's naked body several times. "Beautiful white rope for a beautiful white subject. This is the real Japanese rope bondage - not too many folk over here can do it properly. Make most of my money nowadays doing this for movies or private parties. Too many people want to half-ass it with bondage gear or try to do it without the training and get themselves in trouble. I put that collar on you as its your first time - just so you know there can't be any problems with your neck. Reassurance, like. Next time we can do it properly if you feeling brave." He gave her that confident smile again as his skilled fingers continued to work.

Jessica knew when she was watching a master at work. His fingers nimbly knotted the rope until it formed a sparse network around her body. Rope lay under her breasts keeping them held proudly up for inspection. Rope curled round the collar on her neck and then down her back to re-emerge between her legs - the rope just in contact with her bare pussy. The rope was also curled and intertwined to run around her chest just above her tits and around her hips in a sort of belt. The man tugged a little and all the rope went close to her body - she felt the pressure on her pussy slightly increase.

Finally, Izeye stepped back. "That comfortable?" he asked.

"Yes, I hardly know its there."

The man smiled, "Not yet. Just one more addition for the moment. He produced a smaller piece of the same rope. "Put your hands behind your back."

Jess obeyed and felt her hands tied by the soft rope. She experimentally tried tugging her hands apart. The knot tightened and, though the soft rope did not hurt, her ability to move her hands was even more restricted.

"You want your payment now?" asked Alysha.



"Nah," said Izeye, "this is just for demonstration purposes." With a swift movement he grasped the rope at Jess' back and swept her forward before gently lowering her on her knees. Jessica could feel how strong he was and, in his ropes, how utterly helpless she was. Her pussy got wetter at the thought - or perhaps it was just that damn soft pressure of the rope on her pussy and now her clit. She might be able to get upright - but not if he didn't want her too.

Strong hands grasped her head around her ears and fingers hooked into her newly reddened hair. "You see the potential," came his deep voice. "You give a blow-job totally controlled by your master - or perhaps a mistress assisting him. He controls the rhythmn and depth of your service - perhaps he wants to see you gag or practice some breath-play with his big Black cock blocking your airways. You are simply a warm wet beautiful hole for him to pleasure himself with. Your whole world is that beautiful black cock and making it get off. Such potential with a woman like you."

With one hand he bodily picked Jessica up by the rope at her back and put her back on her feet. He'd done it as though she weighed nothing. Those muscles clearly weren't just for show.

"If you ever get tired of Taylor then a woman like you would do very well in our custom video market. Nothing TOO heavy - but we could explore your natural submissiveness. I think you'd find it fun - I certainly would. Anyway its something for you to think about."

Izeye stood behind Jessica and reached into his pocket. He produced two wide strips of a satin-like black material. One was looped round Jessica's mouth and tied before she really knew what was happening. The other followed - covering her eyes.

"Now for a little sensory deprivation play. Somehow losing the vision makes other perceptions sharper. He touched the chain attached to Jessica's nipple clamps and heard a muffled yelp. He smiled his satisfaction at the proof of his statement.

Then Jessica felt herself picked up and carried a short distance. She was raised in the air and the hands withdrew from her body. She kicked her legs but made no contact with anything. She was hung - suspended - and she felt her body find its balance - at about a 60-degree angle but with her head fortunately raised. The ropes were a little tighter everywhere due to the pressure from where the rope behind her back had been hooked up. She felt that extra pressure especially between her legs and even that little bit of gravity on the chain was sending small twinges through her clamped nipples.

A door closed. She realised that she'd been taken into a back-room and just hung up here. Next door she could only hear muffled noises - talking and movements. Under her blindfold there was perfect darkness. She hung, feeling the effects of the rope on her body and waited.

It was probably only five minutes and then she heard a door open - but it didn't seem to be the same door. She was becoming disorientated.

"Shit, man, they're fifteen points up. They gonna make the spread easy - you just deluding yo'self if you think they gonna ease off now. Oh my sweet lord..."

"What's that" - a long whistle - "now that's what I call half-time entertainment."

"What you two assholes... Well, well , well - old Izeye has surely done us proud. What that say on her back there?"

"It just sez 'Happy Birthday - Enjoy your present.'"

"Damn and she a pretty thing too so you can be real sure I'm gonna do just that."

Jessica's ears strained to hear more and they did - the noise of a zipper being unfastened.

She could tell there were at least three men in the room - all African-American to judge by their voices. A hand gently tugged on the chain holding her nipple clamps. "Mhhhppff," she responded.

Another hand slapped her butt and caused her to sway forward on her rope. "Don't you try and get away," playfully scolded a voice. Now a hand held her hip while the other slapped her butt hard.

"MmmmPPFF," she responded. She felt finger-tips gently tracing the side of her body and shivered a little. There seemed to be sensations coming from everywhere and without warning. Except that she had been given one warning - that zipper. Now she felt the tight rope pulled out of the entrance to her pussy and pushed to one side by strong fingers. Then there was another pressure.

"Damn this girl's good and wet and ready," came a voice and Jessica felt him enter her. He was no mythically huge Black man but he was plenty enough for Jessica's needs in her currently excited state.

"MMMPPFFF," she yelled.

A hand twisted down her gag. "What was that, baby?"

"YEESSS, fuck me hard!" The gag was replaced and the man started to do just that. He quickly acclimatized himself to Jessica's body swinging on the rope and timed his strokes to operate alongside that generated momentum.

Another of the men must have knelt down under her because she felt a mouth on her breast. The sensations seemed amplified by the nipple clamps and she squirmed and let out little muffled noises from her gagged mouth.

"Fellas, you wouldn't believe what this girl got written on her titties. By the way she's acting its all true tho. Cum in the little slut so I can get a piece."

"What you think I'm gonna do - you just wait your turn. I'm gonna make sure this nut's a good 'un. If she primed to breed then your slow-assed seed gonna be way late to the party. Gonna be my little nigga bastard growing in this fine white bitch."

"UUUggghhhh," howled Jessica.

"Shit - you see that. The bitch just came. Guess she must be ready for a black baby in her. That must be why old Izeye wanted us tested - so we could all nut in her pussy."

"Well, we can oblige her. Since she can't see us we ain't gotta worry about paying no child support." There was a raucous cackle of laughter.

Jessica was well and truly 'in the zone.' As the first Black man continued his fast fucking of her wet and ready pussy she considered her position. All three were going to fuck her and seed her while she hung helpless to resist, even if she wanted to. They didn't know her or love her or care about her - she was just their afternoon's entertainment. Not even that - she was just the half-time break from their real business - watching the big game. Just a few minutes fun for them - using her and, for all they knew, breeding her.

"UUUGGGHHHHH," she howled again.

"FUCK," he yelled and held her hard to him as his cock shot strong ropes of Black seed deep inside her pussy. "Bitch came again and made me nut." He held her a few seconds and then pushed her forward off his cock.

"Yeah, that's what I call a properly bred white cunt. You boys are welcome to try her but any egg in there is already well accounted for."

"Ah, shut up man. Bad 'nuff we getting sloppy used cunt without havin' to listen to your shit. Never hurts to give these cracka sluts another load or two - make sure of 'em. This one'll look real pretty in nine months time all full of Black baby."

"Damn right - now fuck her hard and fast 'cos the second half's about to start."

In fact the final period was well under way by the time they had finished. When the men had left, still careful not to show their faces to the camera blinking in the corner, Jessica just lay in her rope sling and felt the excess seed drip from her pussy. She heard the slight sound of it land and pool on the concrete floor over which she hung. After a few minutes she revived and heard a curious buzzing noise from next door along with occasional voices.

Making His Mark

Finally, Izeye emerged and picked her up off her suspension hook. He dropped her back on her feet, untied her hands and removed her blindfold and gag.

"How'd you like it?" he enquired.

"It was amazing. Who were they?"

"Just some friends of mine - you don't need to know any names. All you need to know is they enjoyed fucking you." He started back next door, "Come on - Shan's had enough of a break. She hasn't enjoyed this afternoon quite so much. I have - been looking forward to inking her for a long time."

Shan was on the couch with her belly exposed. She wasn't secured but another Black man was holding her hand. "Now, girl, you know you wanted to see Jess over there marked. And you know I've wanted you marked for a long time. Just foolishness to put it off any longer. You gonna look so fine."

The glare from Shan suggested she was far from convinced. But when Izeye asked if she was ready to finish up the woman just gave a rueful look and nodded. "My husband won't be satisfied until this is done so you'd better get on with it."

Jessica watched with interest - it didn't take a clairvoyant to realise this might be in her future. Izeye was quick but precise - clearly he was a man of serious skills. The design was fairly small but distinct. A BMW car badge but here the words around the blue and white quartered circle were Black Man's Woman. Then around the outside were the words 'Leroy,' 'Marcus' and 'Samuel'.

"That's her husband and the names of their two boys," explained Alysha, "beautiful isn't it. Looks so good on her. Leroy's been wanting her to have it for years - she was always too scared until today."

"What happened today?"

"Leroy heard what she said about Izeye marking you and said she got to show you how its done. Now you can see how simple it is. All those years worrying and fearing the needle. When your Black master or mistress takes charge its so much better or you. A beautiful tattoo marking her love for her men - what could be more appropriate."

Jessica was very well aware that Alysha seemed to be talking about Shan, lying there and feeling the bite of the tattooist's needle, but she could equally well be talking about her, Jessica. It could be her skin being permanently marked in recognition of her devotion to, and ownership by, the Black race. She shivered a little and felt moisture run down her thigh. Was it hers or from the men earlier - did it matter?

Shan winced and gripped her husband's hand tighter as the needle bit home adding one last area of colour to the design. Then she gasped in relief as Izeye shut off his machine. He swabbed the design carefully and admired his handiwork before applying a light covering. "I gave Leroy the leaflet on after-care. Shouldn't be any issues but you know where I am. That's a neat job if I do say so myself."

Leroy helped Shan off the table and then Izeye turned back to Jess, "On the table, girl, so I can finish you up."

Jess looked at Alysha who just arched a quizzical eyebrow over one of her beautiful almond-shaped brown eyes. Jess knew it was a test and so once again she got up on the couch.

"Time to collect my fee and to fulfil Taylor's requirements. You bring it?"

Alysha handed over a sealed package. Izeye unwrapped a sterilized needle. "See your ears are pierced girl."

Jessica nodded - they'd been done as a young girl.

"This is the same principle - just in the upper part of your ear not the lobe. The collar will help you keep your head still. Been down the farm and seen the livestock with their ear-tags to show who they belong to?" He saw that she understood now. "Yes, same principle again. This little red and black tag with a 'T' on it goes in your upper ear. Nice and visible so people understand you with Taylor. Help keep you safe and help prove who you belong to. Ready?"

Jessica nodded and felt him take a hold on her ear. These was a moment's pause and then a slight pain as he forced his piercing tool through the cartilage. A few seconds later there was a second pain at the top of her ear.

"We call this an industrial. The jewellery pierces your ear in two places so it is held nice and securely. Taylor gets you the best titanium core with enamel finish for the design." He was working quickly as he distracted her with his talk. Soon the jewellery was in position and then screwed tightly into place.

"There - that's Taylor's business done. Just the one ear - you'll sleep on the other side for the next few months. Trust me you'll only try lying on this one once. Got a leaflet there for after-care - number on there if you concerned about anything. Which brings us to my fee."

He undid a single knot and the rope harness fell away from her body. Then he paused at her collar and tugged on the chain attached to it. Jessica gasped at the momentary pain and sensation from the clamps on her nipples.

"Yes, that decides my fee. Since you like these clamps so much we'll make it permanent. Keep those lovely long nipples ready for action. Ready?"

Jessica couldn't deny how much she liked wearing the clamps, even sometimes the pain before the pleasure overwhelmed it. She lay back and closed her eyes - trying to relax. She felt him take off the clamps and then swab the still erect nipple. A moment later and a sharp pain. Her eyes shot open and then she clamped them shut again. Izeye was working the tool out and her first nipple jewellery in. Soon the process was repeated on her second nipple.

Izeye again admired his work. "Damn, they do look good on you. Combi piercings - bar bell and ring all in one. Maximum stimulation and a little something for a man to play with." He took one last look. "You're done - think about my offer and come back if you ever get tired of Taylor. That beautiful skin was just made for my ink."

At that moment a young African-American girl entered the shop and handed Izeye a package. He opened it and nodded his approval. "This was paid for on the lady's card?"

"Thass all fine, wasn't cheap tho - doing a custom job without notice an' all."

Izeye chuckled. "That's OK. You have to pay for the best." He removed Jessica's gold necklace from the package and replaced it around the neck of the white woman, who had been struggling back into her newly-acquired outfit. He nodded. "Completes the picture nicely."

Jessica looked down. The heart, the symbol of romance, had gone from her necklace. Instead it had been replaced by the QOS emblem, that ever more widely recognised mark of a woman's devotion to big Black cock.

"From now on," said Alysha, "you wear that at all times. Easy enough to tuck it out of sight when you're at work. But you'll always know that's it's there and you'll always know what it says about you to everyone that sees it. Which is, after all, the whole damn point. Come on, bitch, let's take you home."

Back Home

Jessica was back only a couple of hours before she heard the pounding beat of a car stereo turned up way too loud. The expensive car halted and out got Emily before leaning back in to kiss Antwan goodbye. Then she was into the house and giggling like a school-girl. "Jess, you can't imagine where we went and what we've been doing. Antwan is amazing!"

Jess smiled to herself. The adrenaline was running strongly through her younger friend's veins. In time its effects would fade and she might suffer the same come-down that Jess herself had. She couldn't be sure what Emily had been doing last night but she could be pretty sure it went against all of her old upbringing and most of her previously accepted codes of behaviour.

Still, Emily need not worry. Jessica would be right here to help her through any concerns or regrets. Jessica would make sure that, just like herself, Emily would continue to follow her destiny as a slut for the Black man - with ALL that that entailed.
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*****

Things Ain't What They Used To Be

Jessica need not have worried about Emily. The younger woman seemed to feel none of the doubts or fears that Jessica herself had battled with during her early career as a Taylor prospect. Instead the young blonde had taken to her new career as a slut for Black men like a duck to water. Jessica had enjoyed seeing her once quiet and reserved friend discover herself sexually and watching her personality become more out-going and confident.

Emily's enthusiasm had more than justified the decision to fast-track her as a prospect. Jessica knew that the program was different for every woman but it was still very clear that her friend was racing in a few months through a process that had taken Jessica herself a couple of years.

Jessica's work-life remained fundamentally unsatisfying. The foisting on her of two college placements had been almost the last straw. The girls were nice enough but she hadn't trained for years as a corporate lawyer in order to become a glorified nurse-maid. She was also well aware that some time, perhaps not too far in the future, her life as a slut and her life at Rifkin & Harker were inevitably going to collide. What would happen then?

She'd had a glimpse of that. Mr Rifkin had called her into his office and after leering at her like a disgusting pink pig he had lectured her about her new ear jewellery. It could apparently bring the firm into disrepute. It might put off future clients. In normal circumstances it would not be permitted. However, since Jessica was such a valued member of the firm, according to Rifkin, he was ready to relent on this occasion on condition that Jessica remember that her career was dependant upon him. He pointed out that he could help her rise high in the profession if she met his requirements and followed his advice.

Jessica had almost laughed in his face. When was the last time she'd been allowed near an important client? Where was her career going acting as a glorified clerk? But for the distraction of her activities outside of work she'd have died of boredom long ago. She couldn't figure out what the old fart was getting at.

***

Samuel Rifkin had a look of concern as he watched the four young women walk past him. He'd been surprised when Jessica had got that piercing in the top of her ear a month or two ago but he hadn't followed his initial inclination to force her to remove it. He felt a little leeway would be diplomatic since the Founder's Dinner was approaching and he had decided that would be the night that he revealed to Jessica that he was willing to take her as his mistress. He would get what he wanted - Jessica - and she would get what she wanted - he would release the brakes he had been putting on her career. With the glass ceiling removed he knew her abilities would rapidly propel her up the greasy pole of career success. Which would incidentally make his firm plenty of money in the process. Rifkin smiled briefly at the prospect but then looked again at the four young women.

He didn't like that piercing and jewellery at all - not least because he didn't understand why anyone would get it. Was it some sort of a fashion thing? Well, whatever it was he knew that as soon as he had made Jessica his mistress he would clamp down on all such nonsense. After all it was his responsibility to ensure that Jessica and Emily were appropriate mentors for their two new graduate placements. It was part of their job to demonstrate how to act and how to look once one had joined the profession. The two girls came from the elite college that he was intending his own daughter would soon attend and so he'd thought Jessica and Emily were perfect and safe mentors for them. Now Jessica had got that piercing out of the blue and as for the Szostak girl...

Rifkin almost unconsciously watched the wiggle of Emily's hips in her tight skirt as she walked away from him. He felt his cock stiffen as he appreciated the blonde's curves. He had heard that she had left her husband but until that moment he hadn't really noticed the changes in her. She had always seemed a quiet young woman. Now she walked with poise and confidence. She seemed to have discovered herself. Rifkin scowled again at such nonsense. After the Founder's Day Dinner he would certainly have to re-assert his authority over his staff. They weren't here to 'discover themselves' they were here to behave appropriately and to make him money.

The aging lawyer's weak chin jutted forward a little. This was HIS firm and he was going to ensure that he ran a tight ship. Apparently they had to have women lawyers nowadays. Well, that was OK so long as they knew and kept their place. He pondered that Jessica was going to have to learn that one of the places he expected her to be was in his bed. Once again Emily Szostak's delicious rear-end swayed in his gaze. Sam Rifkin smirked to himself. Yes, Emily could also be brought to learn that lesson in time. He looked around at his firm's gleaming offices and the busy staff rushing to do his bidding and make his next million. He thrilled at his own power and prestige. Soon he would taste some more of the fruits of his position and their taste would be sweet.

Welcome To Our World

"But that's terrible - I know richer clients can have better representation but the law should be fair to everyone." Young Kathryn seemed genuinely shocked.

Jessica almost rolled her eyes. Had she ever been so naive - well, yes, she certainly had. Everyone had to learn sometime. "Criminal law is often weighted against minorities but corporate law has a whole extra dimension of bias."

Emily waved at the office they sat in. "Our firm employs the best lawyers and works for the biggest clients. Half our opponents don't even have specialist corporate representation. The judges mostly are drawn from people who worked for firms like this one. Even in this city you can imagine how it works out. If you haven't got the money and connections then you'd best pray you can settle out of court. Meanwhile, guess who the people getting the dirty end of the stick are - especially around here. It's the small businesses and working men who in this city are mostly," she shrugged her shoulders, "African-Americans."

"Oh no, you mean it's racist too!" Kathryn was outraged

Madeline shook her head and her long blonde pony-tail whipped along behind her. "That can't be right - not in this country."

Emily and Jessica both looked at each other. "You have to do a project for your placement, correct." The two students nodded and Jessica continued, "Well, how about the place of ethnic minorities in corporate law. Just keep an eye on all the cases you study and all the things you see around here. In your time with us that should give you a good sample on which to make a judgement."

For a brief moment Jessica thought to herself how much might change in those three months. If her next challenge as a Taylor prospect fell on the wrong (or was that the right) day then she could be showing her baby bump by the time these girls left. Little thoughts like that seemed to come into her mind almost every day recently.

Our Friend From London

The day at the office had gone very slowly. Emily was with the placements assisting a case across town and Jessica was left metaphorically twiddling her thumbs. Her thoughts were on last night at the club. It had been fun, of course, but she knew that it wasn't all that she needed. She'd been expecting her next challenge for the last couple of weeks but hadn't yet heard anything. That was part of the game now. The anticipation and the desire. The knowledge that you might have to drop everything at any moment to satisfy your Black masters or mistresses.

She almost jumped out of her chair as her intercom sounded. "Miss Lyons," came the voice of her boss, "please come to my office immediately."

Jessica's breath caught in her throat. Rifkin didn't call her to his office often and whenever he did she wondered if he'd found out about her other life. She knew that the consequences of such a discovery would be immediate and final. Once the prospect would have terrified her. Now she felt rather more ambivalently about it.

She moved across the open-plan office and past the more discrete interview rooms. Rifkin's office was, of course, separated from the main one and she had to knock to gain admittance and then be ushered in by his PA.

Once she entered the inner sanctum of Rifkin's office she was shocked by who she found there. It wasn't just that two African-American men were in the office with Rifkin - though that was a most improbable sight - it was the fact that she very definitely recognised one of them. Fortunately, she had courtroom experience enough not to let her guard slip.

The two men were both very dark skinned and dressed expensively. The older man, the one she recognised, was completely at ease. You could almost have thought that this was his firm and his office. Jessica thought to herself that this had to be a man of importance. You didn't get into this office unless you were that. You didn't get to apparently lord it over Sam Rifkin unless you were a whole lot more than that.

So that was all very interesting. However, what was more immediately of note was just where Jess had seen him before. He'd spoken to her when she was naked after stripping for the crowd at Don Parsons' retirement party. He'd been the one who had told her about the true life of a BMW, a Black Man's Woman. He'd been the one who'd effectively ordered Sammy to train her in the not-so-gentle art of giving up her white butt to the lusts of Black men. She'd also occassionally seen him at the club and she had an idea of who he just might be. A suspicion that was confirmed a second later.

"Miss Lyons, this is Mr Taylor, the CEO of the Taylor Foundation. I doubt you've heard of it but it's one of the more influential organisations in the city and state."

Jessica noticed a flicker of a smile on the basically genial face of Mr Taylor. "Our influence stretches just a little beyond the state lines." He chuckled, "You were right, Sam, this IS the lawyer I remembered. I thought her performance last time I saw her was most impressive. I have an idea she'll go far."

Jessica felt the blood rush to her face. Being reminded of the nature of her 'performance' for Don and his guests while in Rifkin's office was alarming. Finally meeting Mr Taylor was almost more so.

There was a twinkle in Taylor's eye as he observed her blush. Then his attention was back on Rifkin. "My colleague here is visiting from London and has a simple contract which he would like a skilled corporate lawyer to run her eye over. He uses it in the UK and we were thinking of bringing it over to use as part of our US business. I just thought of Miss Lyons since I was coming over here for our meeting. Needless to say we will remunerate..."

"I won't think of it," said Rifkin, "please accept this as a first part of what I hope will be a long and profitable partnership. I'm very happy to assist Mr ... errr"

"Levy," said the second Black man in a slightly accented voice.

"Ah, yes, Mr Levy," beamed Sam Rifkin.

"No," the man said firmly, "not Mr Levy, just Levy."

"Of course, of course," said Rifkin through gritted teeth. Jess could see that he was pretty furious. People didn't talk to Sam Rifkin like that.

Jessica's attention switched to Levy. He was very different to Taylor. Taylor wore his Italian designer suit like a second skin. He was totally at ease in these surroundings and was clearly enjoying himself even as he was finessing Rifkin into forgetting about Levy's rudeness and beginning their own negotiations. Levy looked more like an attendee at a Mafia funeral; a suit was clearly not his usual uniform. He looked like he'd spent a lot of time in lawyers' offices but only while organising his defence. Levy apparently didn't give a damn what anyone thought about him and had clearly enjoyed putting the white big-shot lawyer in his place. Jess noticed a long knife scar down one side of Levy's face. Taylor was a man of influence and power. Levy was clearly that too - but much more from the streets.

"Perhaps Miss Lyons could take Levy to examine the contract in question while we get on with business." Taylor's voice cut into Jessica's musings and she noticed another surprising thing. Rifkin's reaction was relief. It was clear that he had been intimidated, perhaps even scared, by Levy. She'd never seen her boss like that before.

Jessica was soon leading Levy across to her glass-partitioned work-station. She sat behind the desk and gave him a big smile. Whatever else, he was clearly a close associate of what promised to be a major new client. Levy paused and then took a seat at the other side of the desk.

"I'm sure Mr Taylor will be pleased by what our firm has to offer..." she began.

"He already knows what this firm has to offer," cut in Levy, "which is why we asked for you."

"Oh..." said Jessica.

"Oh..." repeated Levy with a mocking smile. "I and Taylor are in the same business. We just have slightly different methods. He is much more patient - a fly-fisherman if you like. He sets his bait and plays with his lures and enjoys the chase until he finally lands his catch. Me, I'm generally a little more direct. I see what I want, I take it and I make it mine."

Jessica could only nod.

Levy continued, "That isn't to say we don't acquire good practices from each other. I've learned patience with those potential acquisitions that are worth my time. Taylor has picked up a few tricks from me too. Like for instance - this one. I use this in my business and I'd like your input on it." He reached into his hold-all and pulled out an envelope. He pushed it across the desk and Jessica withdrew from it a single sheet of A4 paper.

B.M.W. Contract

I, JESSICA LYONS, agree to the following clauses of this contract and will adhere to them faithfully:

1. I accept that I am the property of my Black owners, both Masters and Mistresses.

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

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

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

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

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

7. I understand that my Black owners pledge not to FORCE me into illegal or physically damaging activities. In return I pledge that I will eagerly and enthusiastically engage in servicing their wishes and desires in all ways possible. Any illegal or permanently physically altering procedures, i.e. cosmetic surgery, tattooing or piercing, will only be undertaken with the prior consent of both sides.

8. I understand that my role is to provide sexual pleasure for Blacks and Blacks only. I will participate in Black sex bareback and wherever and whenever my Black owners wish. I understand that should this lifestyle lead to changes occasioning material hardship then I can apply to suggested organisations for support so long as I remain obedient to all clauses of this contract.

9. I undertake never to use birth control and to receive Black seed as my Black owners instruct. I understand that this will lead to pregnancy or pregnancies and gladly accept my role as a white breeding slut. The material needs of resulting offspring will be met by myself and supporting organisations without recourse to legal measures or paternity tests.

10. This contract is open-ended and can only be terminated with the agreement of the Black owners. Breach of these rules will be punishable at the discretion of the Black owners without the right of appeal. This punishment will extend up to, but not be restricted to, expulsion and banning from all activities of the Black owners, their associates and associated organisations.

Signed: Jessica Lyons / Date: 29 April 20XX

Jessica read through the document and felt the heat in her body. It was so blunt, so blatant. However, she close to 'play the game' and tapped the sheet of paper with her finger. "I'm not sure, Levy, that this would stand up in court. In fact I'm pretty sure that it wouldn't - we abolished slavery quite some time ago."

"Don't need an oyibo to tell me that," said Levy. "These contracts aren't made in court they are made in the minds of their signatories. All you need to know is that once you sign you follow the rules. Otherwise, you get to go back to all of this." He waved a hand at the surrounding office in a dismissive gesture.

Jessica got the point. For years she'd worked hard to get to where she was but those years were before she'd discovered Black sex. Now, what had been her life's ambition could be held over her as a threat.

Levy was watching her carefully and nodded with a half-smile on his face. "Lot of my girls get with me and then don't have much choice but to stay. I put food on the table and a roof over the heads of them and their families. Not that they complain - I also make sure they get what they really want and need."

Jessica swallowed. "What about their families?"

"Nearly all their husbands or boyfriends dump them - even when it was their idea in the first place. So I provide for my girls and their babies - just so long as they ARE my girls. I guess they could leave my employment and rely on the welfare state but they wouldn't get the real benefits of our little arrangement"

"I, er, see," said Jessica. Yup, she saw alright and her bald pink pussy was wet with desire now. The skill of the Taylor foundation or Levy lay in identifying the women who would sign such a contract and willingly live under its rules. Women like ... her.

"Of course, for some, there ain't no such bread-and-butter concerns. Its all about being part of the life we lead. They taste the sweetness and then they just want more and more, to dive deeper and deeper into a new world and a new life. That's why oyibo like you sign the contract and follow the rules It don't need no court to rule on it - its just another sign of your dedication."

Jess flushed again. She knew what he was saying was true. "I just sign it." She picked up a pen.

Levy chuckled. A harsh mirthless chuckle. "Suddenly in a hurry, eh. How long since you first met Taylor's people?"

"Two years."

"Two years, eh. You'd be a confirmed BMW by now if you'd met me first. You know what that means?"

Jess remembered what Taylor had told her at Don's party. She nodded.

"Tell me," snapped Levy

Jess almost whispered. "She has a Black man's child in her arms and a Black man's baby growing in her belly."



"Correct. Except in your case it'd most definitely be me that bred you first time out. Taylor said you were something special and I'd give myself your fertile womb as a little treat."

Jess just sat - staring into the dark sombre eyes of Levy.

The bleak little smile came again on the knife-scarred Black face. "I don't see you running way or fainting so Taylor was right again wasn't he. You're ready now."

Jess nodded.

"Well perhaps we ain't quite sure about you. Maybe we need you to show your commitment. So there are just a few little things we'd like you to do for us first."

Then Levy explained just what those 'few little things' were. Jessica listened and understood. Before Levy left her work station the first arrangements had been made.

Welcoming the boys home

Jessica shivered a little as she sat in the car next to Levy. Under her coat she was only wearing a thin and very tight black cat-suit with a front cut away to expose a generous display of cleavage that was obscured only by a single black lace criss-crossing between eyelets to hold the outfit together. The lace ended in a knot the ends of which hung down between her breasts.

Levy handed her a bottle-bag and a small parcel. He gestured across the street to a row of dilapidated houses. "Number fourteen, don't wait around outside and don't ring the wrong bell. Lots of sharks round here who'll smell a tidy profit in a pretty white woman like you. I should know." He flashed her a wolfish smile but, as usual, his eyes didn't join in the joke.

Jessica remembered all she'd ever heard about Levy. He was a dangerous man and when Antwan or Tyrone spoke of someone with respect then you knew that the reputation was well-earned. This was a man who really might kidnap you and send you to a Mexican brothel. She hesitated.

"The lady has brains," chuckled Levy. "Don't worry - you got Taylor's mark on you." He pointed at the jewellery in her ear. "That means you're safe - from me at least. The men over there will take you home. I got work to do."

Jess got out of the car and then took off her coat and handed it to Levy. The door slammed and Levy drove off without a backward glance. Jessica took a deep breath and walked across the street through the gathering gloom as evening fell. This wasn't the most fashionable part of the city but she'd seen worse, a lot worse. It'd be due for gentrification in the next few years and these buildings looked sorely in need of it.

She reached No 14, carefully checked the number again just to make sure and then rang the bell. There were a few anxious seconds waiting. What would she do if there was no-one here? She was just about to ring again when the door swung open.

"Damn," came an amused chuckle, "hey come see what we got here." A dark-skinned African-American man in an undershirt stood in the doorway. His eyes crinkled in a smile as he looked Jessica up and down. He ran his tongue over his teeth and then stood aside to let her enter. As she passed a hand gently slapped her rump.

A long whistle singled a second man and then a laugh identified a third. Three men, all as Black as the ace of spades and all, as Jessica quickly noticed, sporting the latest in criminal justice system ankle tags.

"See you with Mr Taylor," said one of the men. At her look of surprise he tapped his own ear. It seemed that Jessica wasn't the only one who could spot an identifying tag. The man nodded at the bottle bag, "That a house warming present for us baby."

"Damn, I was hoping SHE was the 'welcome home' treat," said the second man, a wiry little man barely taller than Jess herself.

"Hmmmmnnnn," rumbled the third man, as great a contrast with his friend as you could imagine. The purr-like grunt, which Jessica assumed singled agreement, seemed to come from deep within the big man's muscular chest.

"Less be polite an' introduce ourselves," said the first man. "I'm Trey and these two are my real brothas from another motha. The big man is Marquis and the runt is Dion."

"I'm Jessica," she replied but her attention was distracted by Dion who had moved behind her and looked out the door.

"Seems your ride has lit out," Deon observed as he shut the front door.

"Err, Levy said that you'd be able to give me a lift home."

Marquis chuckled and Trey pointed to his ankle tag. "We'll be glad to but there's a little issue with that. We under curfew from about now till seven o'clock tomorrow morning. Guess we'll have to think of something to fill all that time." The three men's looks were now predatory and Jessica had no doubts at all what was top of the agenda.

"How long have you gentlemen been away?" she asked.

"Five for us two," said Trey, "Deon for four."

Jessica gently placed her bag on the floor. She moved close to Trey and carefully cupped the bulge in the front of his trousers with her hand. "Why are we wasting time then?"

Trey smiled and nodded. "Best see what you'll be working with, girl, and be aware that I share with my brothas here."

"I think you'd better - just in case you've forgotten how."

Deon and Marquis both roared with laughter and Trey nodded again. "Don't you worry, snow-bunny, you gonna find out that we got a lot of catching up to do. It's gonna be a long and busy night for you."

Jess dropped to her knees and quickly pulled out Trey's cock. It was already fully hard and clearly ready for action. She barely had it in her mouth before two more Black cocks were competing for her attention. They were all generously sized but it perhaps wasn't surprising that Marquis seemed built to scale. He had a serious weapon pointing menacingly at her. If he wasn't the biggest she'd ever had to handle then he was damn close to it.

She grasped Marquis' cock and opened her eyes wide to show her appreciation. "You might have to go careful with this - you could hurt a girl with it."

The big man chuckled again. "Don' worry babe, it'll fit real fine."

"Fuck," said Deon, "I knew Taylor had girls but I thought they'd be crack hos or land whales not a fine piece of merchandise like this. Seems we made the right decision."

Trey looked at the white woman as her head once again bobbed up and down as she sucked his hard cock. "No shit, Deon," he agreed, "no shit."

Marquis' big hand grabbed the lace at the front of Jess' dress and pulled. The dress fell open exposing her beasts and both were swiftly mauled by eager Black hands.

Jessica withdrew the cock from her mouth, "I don't think you boys need any fore-play. Care to show we what you can do."

"'Boys', huh," said Trey with mock annoyance. "I think you need teaching a lesson or two in how to behave. Get in there and we'll get started on your education."

As Jessica stood to follow Trey's instruction Deon's arm circled her and lifted her off her feet and onto his shoulder. As she was carried towards the main room Jess reflected that Deon was the little guy of the trio and yet he was man-handling her as if she weighed nothing. It certainly promised to be an interesting night.

She was quickly out of her few clothes and the men weren't far behind. "Ain't got no condoms so we gonna be raw-dogging ya," said Deon with a smile showing his sharp white teeth.

"We know the rules," interrupted Trey, "and Uncle Sam was kind enough to give us a free medical exam prior to release. Clean bill of health and a license to fuck white bitches bareback."

"Bitch on the pill?" asked Marquis, "Ain't payin' no child support."

"I'm not on birth control," said Jessica, "but you don't need to worry. You can cum when you like and where you like but, just so as you know, I like to feel a man's seed deep inside me. Especially when I'm fertile." The men seemed to like that.

"Spin," ordered Deon and when Jessica turned round his hand pressed her against the wall. "Assume the position, slut." His foot pushed between hers and eased her legs further apart as she put her hands high on the wall. She felt his hand at her pussy and a satisfied chuckle. "Bitch ain't foolin'. Ready and eager to be bred by a brotha. This pussy is dripping."

"Quit talking - start fucking," rumbled Marquis. Jessica realised that he was a man of few words but worthy of attention when he did speak.

Deon clearly knew that as well. No sooner was the suggestion made than his cock was pushing its way into Jessica's body. It took only two quick thrusts for him to go balls deep in warm, wet and welcoming pussy.

"Fuck," he murmured, "that's good." Deon knew his friends were waiting and so he didn't bother with patience or finesse. His hands grabbed Jess' waist and he began to hammer away with eager, urgent thrusts. This fuck wasn't about romance or desire. It was pure lust. The simple and age-old need of a man to shoot his seed deep into a female he desired. Deon's face set in a look of determination as he continued his fast frantic fucking of the woman he had just met.

Jessica felt the need in those thrusts. She felt it in those hands that were grasping her sides so hard that they would probably leave little bruises. She even felt it in the panting breaths of the man as he worked for his climax. His need and his thrusts set off the desire in her own body and she arched her back and clung to the wall with her fingers.

"Uggghhh," Deon grunted, pushed his cock as deep into her as it would go and held it there. He shot powerful spurts of his cum deep into her and his hands finally relaxed their grip on her sides. She felt him kiss the small of her back and then withdraw. "Thanks baby."

Those two little marks of appreciation and affection registered with Jessica. These three men were Black ex-cons, the lowest of the low as far as her family would have been concerned. Scum of the earth to be kept down and preferably incarcerated again as soon as possible. If they as much as looked at a white woman then ... well, in the old days they'd had ways of dealing with that. But Jessica now knew just how much bullshit that all was. These three were, at the base of it, just men and after 'being away' they were clearly in real need of female company.

Trey put a towel down and gestured to Jess. "You ready 'cos I need to road-test that fine white pussy of yours."

She knew what he wanted and took position on her hands and knees. "Likely to be quick again," said Trey as he pushed his cock to her well-lubricated pussy, "sorry but I need to get my nut. We can get to know each other a bit better later." As he spoke he set the rhythmn of his fucking.

Again she felt the urgency and force of a man's long pent-up lust. The hard flesh pushing in and out of her, his hips against her butt as he tried to force himself as far into her as he could on each stroke. "That's it Trey," she cooed, "get yourself off in me. That's what I'm here for. To welcome you to your new life."

His hands were on her too, fortunately not holding her in quite the same place. "That your wedding ring?"

She smiled to herself. Yes, these three were just like a lot of the other men she had fucked in her own new life. They surely did like the idea of fucking a white man's wife.

As she thought about it his hand landed on her bare pink buttock with a crack. "Answer me slut - that a white man's ring on your finger? What's he think about you fucking niggers?"

"Its a white man's ring but I had to choose between him and Big Black Cock."

She heard his grunt of satisfaction. He clearly liked her decision. Then his hand smacked her ass again. "You really not on the pill?"

Jessica smiled again. Experience had taught her that while Black men liked fucking a little white wife they REALLY liked the idea of knocked her up when they did. "That's right, I'm fertile and unprotected and all yours."

She'd have bet money on that doing the job and it did. Trey grunted and pushed his final stroke home. Again billions of sperm enriched with African DNA were released into her body. And it would only take one...

She enjoyed the warmth of her little climax at that thought. She was probably just out of her really fertile window but a girl could dream.

"Ready for the main event?" The deep voice signalled that it was Marquis' turn.

"I guess we've opened her up enough for ya," laughed Deon.

"Not where I want to fuck her." said Marquis. He saw the woman tense a little at the prospect. "Don' sweat it, thass for later. Now I want me a chance at that fine white pussy. You can ride."

Marquis sat himself in a battered armchair which creaked a little under his bulk. His big Black Cock stood proudly up and the invitation was obvious. Jessica moved over and straddled him. She grasped his serious girth and moved herself into position to take him. Maybe the other two had re-seized her after all. Or maybe the combination of her own and two men's cum was excellent lube. Either way the big head eased its way into her cunt and she began posting up and down, taking a little more of him with each downward movement.

"Work that dick," rumbled Marquis and Jessica tried her damnedest to do just that. He was filling her up just the way she liked. Every movement of their bodies registered on the sensitive flesh of her pussy and she was felling very good about the prospect of doing this all night.

She looked at the big man and grinned as their eyes met. Marquis smiled too when he saw the pleasure she was taking. Then he gave a mock scowl. "Hey, you supposed to be my present not the other way round. Now work hard on that cock and prove you deserve my baby-making seed."

Jessica felt it again. That reaction of her body when a powerful Black man said such things while they were fucking. When he claimed the right to seed her and have her raise his babies. The idea had always had a potency for her. ever since it had first come into her mind, but she knew that the desire was increasing inside her. Was it the legendary 'biological clock'? She didn't know the cause but she was damn sure of the effect.

As she had been thinking she had been working hard on Marquis' big thick cock. Pushing herself up and down, her long red hair flying where it wasn't plastered to her face by the sweat of her efforts. Suddenly her whole body seemed to quiver and she moaned. She slumped forward onto Marquis and grasped his big shoulders with her hands. Her lips found his ear. "Give me my baby, Marquis, do it," she whispered.

The big man took over and began to rhythmically push his hips upwards as she clung onto him. It didn't take long and soon his seed joined that of his friends in Jessica.

***

One bottle of champagne didn't go far between four people. "Just a taste," explained Trey, "Taylor knows we on curfew for six months or until our new employment is confirmed. Fail an intox test and we go straight back."

"Just as well our man Taylor has arranged jobs for us," said Deon, "couldn't stand six months with this fucker." He gestured angrily at his ankle tag.

Trey was opening the other little package. "Shit," he exclaimed and pulled out a note, a small bottle and a little camera. "Seems we were supposed to film the action for Taylor's site"

"That's no problem," said Jessica, "we'll just film the second round and maybe the third if you men are up for it."

Deon chuckled, "Now thass what I call problem solvin'!"

Trey was reading the note - a look of surprise all over his face. "This true? What this Levy guy has put down here."

"I don't know - what has he written?"

"Sez you're a lawyer, not no ambulance chaser neither. Working for the big corporations. Sez something here about your daddy and grand-pappy too. That all true?"

"It's true that my father and grand-father were County Sheriffs."

"Ah," said Marquis.

"And whereabouts was that, Jess, cos I'm hearing a little accent there." Deon was looking at her hard now.

"Shelby County," she said.

"Which state would that be in?"

"Mississippi," Jessica finally admitted.

"Well we know how you got to be a lawyer then," said Deon grimly. "They funded you through college by putting people behind bars. I'm guessing your pops was particularly keen on putting certain people, people like us three, behind those bars. That true?"

"His views weren't very enlightened," admitted Jessica.

"Your grandpappy or him still with us."

"No."

"Shame - I'd like to send them the footage we about to shoot. Show them what their little white princess gets up to."

"Easy man," cut in Trey, "can't blame someone for their family. You should know that - your pappy wasn't exactly a model citizen."

"True, true," admitted his wiry little friend, "see why Levy let us know though. Gonna put a certain edge to every time I fuck you girl. Consider that ass of yours our reparations for any innocent Black folks your people locked up."

"Thass right," said Marquis, "but you should be using your skills to even those scores." Again the big man was talking sense but Jessica put the thought aside for the moment. Just now she had more than enough on her plate.

***

Jessica was starting to feel real fatigue. It was alright for the men - they were going turn and turn about. With the exception of two short breaks she seemed to have been fucking for hours. The second round had been much more relaxed than those frantic first efforts. Long bouts of sex with the men occassionally tagging each other out when they felt close to cumming. They'd wanted it to last and to enjoy her body to the full. It had been great, like nothing Jessica had ever experienced, but now she'd taken two loads from Trey and Marquis was working on his second. Her tired body was just about hanging in there with him when...

Suddenly Marquis moved from missionary to roll onto his back. Jessica was left on top of him and mentally cursed her luck. She liked to ride a man as much as any girl but not just at this moment. Then she felt Marquis' arms on her shoulders holding her body to his. She flinched as a trickle of cool liquid ran onto her butt. She fought the desire to tense up as fingers began to work their way into her ass.

"You can thank Levy for supplying the lube," cackled Deon. "Now I'm gonna get me some lawyer ass."

Jessica hardly had time to process his comment before he began making good on it. Almost before she knew it she was having her first experience of being fucked by two men at the same time. She now had plenty of experience of anal but it certainly made a difference having Marquis' big cock in her pussy at the same time. Deon, despite his harsh words, was hesitant and careful at first. Only once he knew Jess was ready did he start to fuck her in earnest. Marquis was moving as little as possible - just enough to keep himself hard while he held Jess in position with one hand and grasped a tit with the other, his finger rolling over her pierced nipple.

"Oh fuck," was all Jessica could blurt out. Then Deon was fucking her ass hard, enjoying her tight hole. His hand cracked down on her buttock leaving a livid hand-mark on her pale skin. Sweat dripped off his chin as he worked on fucking the white woman as hard as he could. Plenty of lawyers had fucked him in the past and now he was enjoying returning the favour!

"Fuck YEAH," he triumphantly declared as he rammed home one last time and came in Jessica's ass. He took two deep breaths and then smacked her ass again. "That was damn good. Why weren't you fucking her hard too brotha?"

Marquis just replied, "Tell she wasn't used to DP. 'Sides now you've opened her up back there."

He lifted her off him and lay her on the bed. Then his big body was towering over her and he grasped her legs pushing them back to leave her butt exposed. Jessica knew what was coming and not so long ago the idea would have terrified her. She'd have thought a man like Marquis would tear her apart. Now it was just a matter of feeling herself stretch around the big head of his cock and then waiting for the rhythmn to start. It might never be her favourite activity but she could ride with it. If she kept her men happy then they would keep her happy in other ways. All part of being a slut for the Black man.



***

She slept with Trey the last part of the night and next morning he drove her home in his beat-up Nissan. "Sorry 'bout the wheels, baby," he apologised, "but we can't live too high on the hog while we on license."

His words reminded her of what she'd almost forgotten. She'd just spent the night with, and experienced her first Double Penetration courtesy of, three Blacks fresh out of jail. It had been the first sign of her commitment required from her - to do 'a job' for Taylor. Basically, she'd been supplied as a hooker to welcome these men on their release. She hadn't been paid - but maybe Taylor had. Or maybe it was just his way of welcoming them as new employees. She didn't know and she wasn't required to know. She just had to be an exciting and desirable sexual plaything for men long denied such. She looked across at Trey and he gave her a little smile. She smiled back - they seemed satisfied with her work.

About a mile out from her home Trey cranked his stereo up to the point it almost hurt. Jess knew the drill - her Black owners liked everyone to know who was bringing her home. The 'urban' music boomed through the neighborhood as Trey pulled up in front of her house. But when Jess got out Trey got out too. He moved round the vehicle so that it shielded him from the neighboring houses.

"Still got ten minutes till I need to be at work." Trey leaned against his car and pulled down his jogging pants. His Black cock sprang free. "Get sucking babe - I think I got another nut for ya." Jessica knelt in front of him and began sucking his semi-hard dick.

"Damn girl, don't hang back - you can help too." There was a giggle and Jess realised that the music booming out of the speakers had drawn Emily outside. Soon her friend, dressed ready to leave for work, had joined her in working to service Trey's big Black cock.

Practice had made both Jess and Emily pretty expert in what they were doing and Trey had no need to make it last. Soon - as Emily sucked his shaft and Jess gently suckled his balls - he grasped the blonde's head and pulled her off him so that his cock could shoot three jets of spunk over her face.

"Get up bitches," said Trey, "Taylor told me to be sure to give you this." As the two women stood in front of him he pulled out a money-roll and peeled off some bills before pushing about half down each of the women's tops. "Payment for services rendered. Now I gotta be at work. Hang with ya later."

With that Trey got back into his car and was gone. The two women looked at each other. A long strand of cum dripped off Emily's face and onto her jacket. "Shit," she moaned, "now I've got to change again." She saw the look on Jess' face and both women started laughing.

As they rushed to get changed and ready to go to work, Emily kept giggling. "I can't believe that just happened - I think you must be a bad influence on me!"

'Just you wait,' thought Jessica, 'just you wait..."

***

Upstairs across the way an old lady muttered grimly as she checked the phone her grand-son had taught her how to use. It was all there on video. The nigger got out of the car and both the whores disappeared out of sight. Then when they emerged the blonde one had ... it was too disgusting to think about. But most important was the fact their pimp or john, or whoever the nigger was, gave them their money in full view. Now they'd listen to her and she could get something done about it. She went back to her window and watched the two whores go inside.

The Cock Pit

"Don't look much does it?" Shaka had walked across to meet Jessica at her car. As she arrived she had realised that she had been here before. Just across the way was the little house where she'd seen Isobel bred by a succession of Black men and then where the man meeting her had done his best to knock her up. A little beyond that were the three apartment buildings where Vikki lived. She noticed boards up on the lot next door for a fourth building under construction by the Taylor Foundation. Clearly the Foundation continued to expand and continued to need more room to house women like Vikki and their families.

But now Shaka wasn't talking about any of that. He was talking about a long two-storey construction which seemed much older than the rest of the buildings around it. "Been a bar for about 130 years - Mr Taylor bought it cheap when they were clearing this neighborhood. Then he made sure the building was retained. The man has vision - he was planning this thirty-five years back."

The building had no signs or advertisements to reveal its identity but Jessica knew that this had to be the notorious Cock Pit. Shaka led Jessica across to the building and opened the door. Inside were two African-American men and four White women engaged in cleaning and re-stocking a large bar room.

"Everything OK?" enquired Shaka.

A woman polishing beer taps put down her cloth and replied. "All good, Shaka, we had an amazing time last night. Hey, is that Jessica with you!" The woman came around the bar and gave Jess a hug. "We've been following your progress - we knew you'd make it!"

"She's not quite there - just a couple of little matters to attend to. Meantime we can let her know what'll be expected of her."

"Oh," said the woman smiling, "I don't think we want to tell her all our little surprises! My name's Angie. I'm a PA when I'm not helping out here."

Jessica was confused. "You clean up here?"

"Oh yes," nodded Angie, "we all do a little of everything round here. The bar and social club are open four nights a week and so we need bar staff and cleaners. It can get a wee bit crazy round here!"

Jessica looked around the large room. There was a small stage at one end and a bar running half way along one of the long walls. A large screen was on the wall behind the small stage and she noticed a sound system in place on the walls.

About a third of the way up the room there was a strip of metal with high-viz paint either side. Angie pointed at it. "That is for any of the guys that want to be careful with their identities. Once you cross that line pretty much every angle is covered by cameras for broadcast out to any patrons or members interested in viewing. On most nights that might only be a few folk but on special nights, like initiations, it can run into thousands."

"Initiations?" asked Jessica.

"Oh, new female members are expected to make a little presentation. Something of their own devising to demonstrate how much they want to join. Of course it's just for fun. If you've got here then our men have already made it clear that they want you. However, its a great chance to express yourself. Then we have a little ceremony - but you can find out about that when the time comes." Angie raised a sculpted eyebrow and chuckled.

"It's a commitment," she continued. "We work a monthly rota. One week off, one week working the bar or set-up, one week as a customer and one week as 'entertainment.' Anyway you'll soon get the hang of it. Upstairs we have some 'play-rooms' and a technical room managing security and communications. Of course your personal skills or profession can also be of use to the Foundation and in return there are career or professional possibilities that Mr Taylor can send in your direction."

While Angie had been showing Jess round the building the others had completed the work of setting the club up for its next opening. "Not all the women here are members. Guests are allowed on a one-off basis if they are viewed as having potential but their circumstances mean that they can't commit to us fully. They get a taste of our lifestyle and our men get some fresh faces. Naturally they are expected to reach certain standards and to attend at peak fertility. Our men require that much commitment at least."

Jessica followed Angie on a tour of the little building until she saw the walls of a long back corridor that were covered with hundreds of small framed photographs. "Our wall of honour," explained Angie.

Jessica looked closely. Every picture was of a woman and all of the women were white and young. Initially details of hair and make-up suggested the photographs were from the late 1980s or early 1990s but as they advanced the photos slowly became more contemporary. Angie stopped among the newer photographs and Jess stopped too. Angie nodded at the images with a smile and Jess took a closer look. She soon spotted what she had half-expected to see. A picture of the woman next to her with 'Angie 02' on the frame.

"Once you are a Taylor woman you get your picture up here. That's mine from three years ago after little James was born." Jessica advanced to the end of the rows of photographs. "I think you know some of these girls."

Jess recognised several images of women she had met at the club. She also saw Sammy's picture - among the last row. Angie saw her looking and smiled. "Her little daughter is so adorable - but as you can see we've had another two since her. Then, over here...," and the woman moved to a large cork-board of unframed images, "...we have those waiting to be initiated and to qualify."

There it was. Her own picture labelled 'Jessica 09'. Angie giggled. "Our men love to keep an eye on the prospects and you've drawn a lot of interest. They can't wait to get you your place over on the wall of honour." She pointed to another picture. "Emily here is your house-mate isn't she. That's great - it means you can move forward through the process together. But, of course, there's an important step to be taken first and you will have an important part in that. I think you know that don't you."

Jessica nodded. Levy had already told her what was expected of her.

Laying Down the Law

Emily Szostek was excited. She was always excited when the text messages came. The texts that gave her instructions for the next stage of her 'Blackening'. Usually they were details of when she would be collected or where she was supposed to go. This time it had just read, "We are coming. Be ready." She was alone in the house because Jess was out - probably on her own adventure. Emily was careful with her preparations. She showered and dabbed her body with perfume. She carefully chose her outfit and make up to appeal to whoever was taking her out tonight.

Emily had quickly learned what her Black partners liked. They enjoyed a girl to dress like a slut for them but what really rang their bell was a girl who could dress classy enough to be a catch but slutty enough for everyone to know she was fucking them. Her outfit tonight was very simple. She would just about have passed for respectable if her designer top wasn't unzipped enough to reveal generous cleavage and if her button-up skirt wasn't just that little bit short. She looked in her full-length mirror and nodded her approval. Any Black man should be proud to have her on his arm tonight.

Almost as soon as she felt herself to be ready Emily heard the front door open. "I'm back," came Jessica's voice, "are you ready yet?" Emily's eye-brows rose as she realised that her friend was obviously part of tonight. It didn't shock her - as soon as the prospect arose she wondered why she hadn't been expecting it.

Jessica came into the room and examined Emily critically. "That's pretty good - you have to be at your best today. Levy is going back to London tomorrow and we want him to have a night to remember."

Emily smiled. She knew Levy's reputation but had never met him in person. She liked a man who knew what he wanted and experience suggested she could easily handle these men. A little sweet honey and they became much more tractable!

The first signs that tonight would be different came from her friend. Jessica marched straight into the bathroom and emerged with the little box containing Emily's birth control diaphragm. "First things first. You need to decide whether to use this?"

There was no shock or outrage from her young friend. Emily just stood there looking at the box and Jessica decided to press on with her mission.

"Well, you've been doing amazingly well as a prospect but you must have got an idea that this," and Jessica shook the little box, "really isn't part of the program. Read this." Jessica reached into her bag and laid a sheet of paper on the table. It was a copy of her own BMW contract, signed and dated.

Emily sat down and read the paper - with an occasional gasp of surprise. Finally she reached the signature at the bottom and then looked up at Jess, her eyes wide.

Jessica had another sheet of paper in her hand and laid it next to the first. Emily knew what it was even before she looked at it. An identical contract but this time with her own name substituted for Jessica's.

"Oh my God," gasped the blonde.

"You don't have to sign tonight or ever. You don't have to leave the diaphragm in its box tonight - it's all your decision. But you know what we want and you know what our men desire."

"But tonight I'm ... you know, it couldn't be a more dangerous time."

Jessica gave a little smile and shook her head slowly. "No, Emily, it couldn't be a BETTER time. That's why Levy has selected you tonight. He likes his white girls to be hot, unprotected and at peak fertility."

"Oh..." said Emily.

"Are you telling me that you haven't thought about it - about taking a Black man's seed and having his babies?" Jessica saw the momentary flush on Emily's cheeks and knew that she had read the situation correctly. Now she could proceed with confidence. "Well, of course you have. You are going to be one of us and we all end up raising Black men's babies. But first we get to enjoy the ultimate in sex, knowing what the implications might be. I've had pregnancy risk sex with a Black man four times and there is nothing like it. I don't think the man even has to be that good - your brain, your largest erogenous zone, does almost all the work! Then when it's with a man like Shaka or Levy, a master of the art of fucking, then you get taken to places you didn't even dream existed. You have to try it at least once."

"But it's crazy..."

"Is it?" Jessica's sharp tone cut Emily's weak protest off. "Or are you realising that it's just what you've always wanted and needed?" Then Jessica held out her hand with the diaphragm box in it.

Emily hesitated and then her jaw set a little as she made her decision. "I won't need it."

Jessica smiled and then hugged her friend. A quick text message and within five minutes Levy would be here to complete the next and most important stage of Emily's training.

***

"Well worth the visit," said Levy as he inspected Emily's curvy form, "just the way I like my oyibos." He glanced at Jess. "Bedroom?" he asked. Jess pointed the way and Levy leaned forward to kiss Emily. As their lips met he skilfully propelled her in the direction indicated.

"Look real good in that outfit, girl, but I bet you look even better without it. You should show me - right now."

Emily started undressing and relished the attention Levy was showing her as she gradually showed more and more of her body. Once she was stood naked before him Levy began to move towards her.

"I came over with three women who lack the commitment to become my girls full-time. They've been visiting at the Cock Pit and enjoying all that Taylor has to offer. Its likely at least one and quite possibly more than one will be going back home tomorrow in the family way, ready to express their devotion to the Black man in the most natural of ways."

By now he had moved behind Emily as she stood, naked and exposed. His mouth moved down to her ear and almost breathed his words into it. "Real raw breeding sex - fucking the way it should be, fucking designed to make a girl a Black man's woman forever." Levy's hands began to explore her body. "Nature made women like you beautiful so that we alpha males would want to seed you. So that our strong offspring would grow in this white belly of yours. So that these perfect titties would fill with milk for our hungry Black babies." His deep voice went on outlining her future and he was satisfied by the slight reactions he felt every time his hands moved on to a new part of her.

Finally Levy's hand cupped over Emily's pussy and a Black finger explored her entrance. He chuckled as he felt her wetness, her receptiveness and her willingness to be taken on the journey he had planned for her. Two fingers entered her and began a slow rhythmn of entrance and withdrawal. "You are a modern woman - you know the truth. Who run fastest on the track - Black men. Who hit hardest in the ring - Black men. Who are the greatest sportsmen and athletes - Black men. Its only natural that we fuck best too."

His fingers were moving faster now. Emily panted and gave a little groan - then her eyes focused and she saw her friend Jessica shamelessly fingering her own pussy as she anticipated what was about to happen. "Yes," confirmed Levy, "Jessica already knows what I am telling you. The best of you White women, the cream of the crop, should go to the best and most deserving of men, we Black men. We take the best of you as our due - as worthy mothers of our children. First you fuck, then you fuck unprotected, then you fuck to breed. Understood?" His fingers were moving fast now and his other arm was almost holding the woman's smaller body upright as she responded to his mental and physical stimulation. "I will seed you tonight and with luck your body will take my seed and make new life. The greatest of all nature's miracles. New life within your belly - a Black man's baby within your belly.

A short high wail came out of Emily's mouth now and Levy withdrew his fingers. "If you are ready then get on the bed while I undress and your friend helps prepare you."

Had there ever really been any doubt? Emily got onto the bed and soon had Jessica's mouth locked on hers in a passionate kiss. As they broke Emily saw that her friend's eyes were sparkling with lust. Jessica said huskily, "It's going to be so good for you. I can promise that it might be your first time but it won't be your last. Once you've done it you can't forget it, you can't get it out of your head. Its so dangerous and so primal and so ... RIGHT."

They both heard Levy's deep chuckle, this time with real mirth in it. "I'd heard about you two and I like seeing it's all true. You are both fine enough to take back as my women - but for now let's concentrate on the job at hand. Is she ready?"

"Yes," said Jessica.

"I want to see you confirm it," ordered Levy. He saw her hand move, "Not like that, you know how I want to see it. I know you both prefer men but sometimes you have to perform if you are to be judged worthy of a real man's seed."

Jessica thrilled to the delicious nature of the temptation. Her long-time friend was to be prepared for breeding by her own tongue. Their first really sexual experience together would be merely a prelude to the main event, Levy's planting a baby in Emily's womb. Soon Jessica's tongue was buried in the blonde's pussy and her fingers were working on her clit. Emily had been wet and ready already but Jessica was determined to make her come.

As Jessica's tongue probed and explored pussy she suddenly felt a hand tap her shoulder and she reluctantly withdrew, her face shining with her friend's juices. As Emily looked up she saw her friend replaced by the naked Black form of Levy. He was several years her senior and he had perhaps begun to put on a few pounds but he was still a powerful presence, a strong Black Bull. His cock was a good length and already hard and ready to perform its duty tonight.

"Oyibo," Levy snapped at Jess, "you talked your friend into this now put my cock where it belongs." Jessica moved forward and grasped his thick tool and presented it to Emily's pussy lips. She rubbed it up and down a little and then together Levy and Jessica applied enough forward pressure for his thick cock-head to enter Emily.



"Ohhhh," came a little moan from the younger woman. Just a quiet little moan but Levy and Jess knew what it meant. For the first time a Black cock was in her at her most fertile time. This wasn't a casual fuck, this was an intentional breeding. Emily knew that the man in her meant to make her his baby-momma and that there was every chance that he would succeed.

Levy began to fuck Emily harder with a gradually increasing rhythmn. Jessica watched almost transfixed. She knew there wouldn't be anything too flashy about this fucking. It was just a case of coating Emily's eggs with as big a load of African seed as he could. She suddenly noticed Levy had placed a little camera on the little dressing table. Well, that hardly surprised her but now she went and picked it up to supply a few more interesting angles. She knew this would be a popular video with the patrons.

Watching through the camera almost separated Jessica from the moment. But she could still feel the heat of the room and hear the sounds of the vigorous mating. Emily's face was red and sweat was plastering her blonde hair to her. Her mouth was open as she panted with physical exertion. Levy was almost stone-faced - thrusting hard into her relentlessly. His eyes were fixed on Emily - apparently waiting for something.

Jessica knew what he wanted to hear and she decided to help. She took the camera close to her friend and began to purr words. "He's going to come soon, Emily. All that strong Black seed in your tight little pussy. Your sweet innocent little white egg won't stand a chance. You'll be claimed by the Black man forever, as his woman. There won't be any more hiding who you are - every one will know and you'll be proud that every one knows it."

Her friend's eyes were wild now. Maybe in fear, maybe in desperation, maybe in ... something else. Jessica was confident she knew the answer. "Tell him what you need, baby, tell him what you deserve."

The dam seemed to burst and Emily screamed as she came harder than she could ever could remember, "PUT A BABY IN ME, KNOCK ME UP, MAKE ME YOUR WOMAN."

Somehow, under the unholy noise Emily was making, Jessica heard the little male grunt and remembered to turn the camera to catch Levy collapsing forward onto the smaller body beneath him. "YYYYYYYYEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSSSS," howled Emily like a banshee. Jessica wondered if Emily could actually feel the rush of baby-making seed into her body. Perhaps, but she knew what was happening anyway. She knew it and welcomed it. Soon Emily's picture would be on that wall-of-honour at the Cock Pit with all the other confirmed Black Bred sluts. If not from tonight then from another night like this.

"Damn, you're good," said Levy as he stood and took the camera from Jess. "I'll have another load for you after we rest up a bit and then a third tomorrow morning before I leave. With a girl like you I don't want there to be any doubt about you being knocked up."

Emily moved to get up only to feel Jessica take hold of her. "Just lay back and let Levy's seed go to work. There's no hurry - we want you well and truly bred."

Levy's deep bass chuckle sounded again. "Best thing is that tonight will get two of you bred. Once Taylor's men see just how keen Jess was to see your belly full of Black baby you'd better believe that they'll be working hard to ensure she has the same." His big back hand rested for a moment on Jessica's flat white belly. "Which is just exactly as it should be."

***

The room was hot and smelled of sex. Sperm, sweat and female excitement had all contributed to it. Now Emily was on all fours being fucked doggy style by Levy. This second fuck hadn't been rushed and Levy had put Emily thoroughly through her paces before he now approached his second climax. One Black hand was on Emily's shoulder and the other's fingers were wrapped round her throat. But for her metal collar he might have been choking her but as it was he was just holding her in place. Not that she was trying to get away - far from it! But she was tired and he was fucking her hard. Levy growled and gripped her tight and she knew that he had come inside her again. More teeming millions of Black sperm all setting out on their journey to change her life forever. She gasped in satisfaction.

Levy's hand was still on her collar. "The two of you girls are just what I like, perfect to join my stable full-time. I could take you back with me tomorrow and put you to work. Taylor likes the idea of you using your educations but I know what your real skills are, and they ain't lawyer-ing. I'd keep you hard at work pleasing my men and my clients."

Thoughts were racing through both the women's brains. Was this an invitation or an instruction? Did they have any say in the matter? Did they care?

"Just one thing, tho," Levy's voice cut in, "my women are MY women. I don't share. So Jessica is out - she's already claimed by Taylor. But you, oyibo," he spoke to Emily, "you ain't wearing his tag so you seem available. It's just this collar here - your white husband put it on you?"

"God no," blurted out Emily," it's Don's, he was my first real man, my first Black man."

Levy gave a little snarl of disappointment. "If it was a white boy's collar I'd take you and have it cut off. Soon have my own markings on ya. But as it's a Black man's I'll have to settle for tonight. Pretty sure you'll soon be showing my own little gift to you. Then, of course, if I come back next time and that one," he gestured at Jessica, "isn't properly bred I'll ask Taylor to let me have her permanently. He owes me a favour or two."

Jessica involuntarily stiffened a little as it flashed through her brain that Levy's words made it only a matter of when and not if she would herself be big with a Black man's child. The thought and the reaction was only momentary. Hadn't she known that, deep inside her, for a long time?

Levy reached into his bag and produced a package. "Can't take this home with me - I generally get searched at airports for some reason. A contact over here gave me it but I don't smoke much nowadays. You keep it - in case some of your men want to partake. Its top grade, pure and natural. Hard to get nowadays with all the shit on the streets."

Jessica was going to refuse but before she reacted Emily had taken the bag. It seemed she was happy to take anything Levy wanted to give her tonight.

***

"Science is a wonderful thing," said Jessica, "as she placed the pill on the table in front of Emily, "it even sometimes lets us make up for regretted indiscretions. Not that we necessarily need to regret our indiscretions. We might even sometimes want to embrace them." Next she placed the BMW contact for Emily on the table and placed a pen beside it. "Now I've got to get ready to take Levy to the airport - he's not a patient man as you may have noticed." She giggled and then was gone.

Emily looked at the morning after pill and at the BMW contract. It really couldn't be more stark - the offer of two different roads, two different lives. The choice laid out on the table before her. Except that it clearly wasn't a choice that she needed to make - she knew what she wanted. She pushed the pill aside and proceeded to sign and date her contract.

As she put the pen down she heard a deep satisfied chuckle and looked up to see Levy filming her. He shut off the camera. "You'd better come with us then. We just have time to get a job done before I catch my flight."

Forty minutes later the two women were in a shop in a run-down area not far from the airport, a shop Jessica knew all too well.

"Well look who's back," said a delighted Izeye after he had greeted Levy and the women like old friends, "don't tell me this is who the special order is for?"

"For both of them now," said Levy.

"Better and better," rumbled Izeye and then went to his drawers and pulled a flat object out before offering it to Levy. "A standard stencil - with a script needle and appropriate ink the effect will be real good using this font. Just fancy enough to have a little art but still crisply legible. I'll use the stencil to draw the design and then ink it in."

"I was thinking down the inner arm," suggested Levy.

"Most seem to go for the shoulder or the rib-cage for script nowadays but I'm in agreement with you - it's a classic for a reason. I know about Jess, what about you," he asked Emily, "got any ink?"

"Err, no," said Emily. Her nervousness was obvious.

"Well I ain't going to say it won't hurt but there's no heavy colour on my design and your friend'll be here to help you through. Get on the couch and I'll draw out the design so you can see what it'll be like.

Izeye knew what he was doing and had a steady hand and a real draughtsman's eye. Soon, with the help of the stencil, he had a script design running down the inside of each woman's upper right arm in two lines. The writing in each case was identical. 'I pledge to obey the Ten Rules of a Black Man's Woman'.

Levy examined the scripts critically. "I like it. Blunt and to the point and a good permanent record of who you are and what's expected of ya. I'm minded to have the same put on all my girls when I get back. Sign the consent forms and then Izeye can get to work."

Jessica and Emily looked at each other and then signed. Izeye patted his couch and then gestured at Jessica. "We have unfinished business, girl, time we got you marked."

As Jessica got back onto the couch Levy made his farewells. "I have a taxi for the airport and Izeye will take you home when he's finished. Don't forget to send me proof once its done man - not that I doubt it will be. Never seen two oyibos so obviously owned by the Black man."

The outside door closed and Jessica heard the tattoo machine switched on. She felt Emily come and grip her free hand and then the bite of the needle as Izeye began her first tattoo.

Setting A Date

Rifkin checked his calendar. The annual dinner marking the foundation of the firm was just a couple of weeks away. He had decided to make his move for Jessica there. Her placements were apparently writing a project on ethnic minorities - what were these colleges doing nowadays? Still it should have bored Jessica enough to soften her up for him. Yes, on that evening he would make his move and she would be his.

Accepting The Truth

"So, analysing the evidence that you have unearthed and studying the statistics, what are your conclusions?"

Madeline shook her head again - but this time in resignation rather than denial. "I can't deny it - it's just too clear a case. But what can we do about it?"

"First you write a good placement paper - a dissertation putting the case strongly and effectively. Then, when you qualify, you could decide to work for a little less to give smaller and minority-owned businesses the good advice and representation they need but can't currently find."

"But you didn't," said Kathryn and then blushed at being so forthright.

Emily nodded. "That's right, we didn't. But Jess and I are seriously considering forming our own partnership catering exclusively to the needs of our African-American community." The curvy blonde raised an eyebrow at Jessica who barely controlled her desire to giggle.

"We could help after we've qualified," said Kathryn looking at her friend, "isn't that right Maddy?

Maddy nodded. "That's right - but we don't know what we really have to offer. What do we have that could possibly interest an African-American?"

Emily and Jessica looked at their two young charges. They were young and fresh and lovely, one a pale Irish redhead and the other an athletic girl with a clear complexion and a long blonde pony-tail. The two older women looked at each other and made an instant decision together.

"You should perhaps have a section on African-Americans in the criminal law system as comparison. Happily, we know three gentlemen who I'm sure would be delighted to give you the benefit of their experience." Emily closed her folder and smiled - the meeting had gone very well.


Jessica's New Life Ch. 10

Making Plans

Trey had been talking for five minutes on the inadequacies of the US penal system, punctuated by brief nods and exclamations of approval from his two ex-con friends. "...it's changed - there was always dangers but now a man can get shanked in there for nothing. You got to be ready, always got to be alert. You rely on your wing-men to watch your back like you watch theirs." He nodded to Deon and Marquis. "That's why we still hanging - got a bond, saved each other's lives. Deon had a wife - she quit rather than wait five years. We all got records - if it wasn't for a good friend helping us out we'd be back on a corner dealing now."

"In theory..." hastily added Deon. Trey seemed to have forgotten for a moment that they'd been spinning the line to these sweet little white girls that they'd been locked up despite being innocent men.

"Err, yeah, in theory," Trey hastily corrected himself. "Being in there - you have to adapt. You need the ink, you need the attitude, you even need to start thinking like you was a criminal or something - not the wrongly-convicted innocent men that we all was."

He showed the girls his full-sleeve tattoo detailing 'thug life' and recognising the lost lives of old friends. He saw their eyes almost pop out of their heads. He looked over at Marquis and the big man undid his shirt and opened it to reveal a hard-muscled torso decorated with tattooed incidents from his past. Marquis never showed much emotion but he had a small smile as he noticed the white-bread students drinking in the sight. They couldn't get enough. One thing you could say for the pen was that if you kept your nose clean then you got plenty of time to work on your body. That last joint even had a pretty-good gym, folks paid good money for that shit outside. He casually flexed a pectoral and the tattooed image of himself appeared to grope a topless white pole-dancer. A pair of awesome hazel eyes both opened that little bit wider as Kathryn watched him.

"No chance to rehabilitate - 'cept we got lucky." Trey finally stopped talking and there was a pause.

Deon had already said his piece, also at some length, while the girls scribbled copious notes and now Kathryn turned to the man still re-buttoning his shirt. "Mr ... err ... Marquis, do you have something to say?"

"Same as them," grunted Marquis. Jessica smiled to herself - Marquis was a man gifted in many ways but speech-making wasn't one of them.

"Ummm ... thank you?" said Maddy. Her long blonde hair fell forward as she made some final notes and then closed her pad. "Thank all of you. This has been so great. To actually have people in the system with first-hand experience has been just wonderful for us."

Kathryn nodded emphatically but then realised what impression they might have given. "But of course we are terribly sorry that you were convicted when you were innocent. That was terrible - we wish you hadn't had to go through that just to help us out."

"It was almost worth it," said Deon smoothly, "but you only just caught us while we ARE in the system."

"What do you mean?" asked Kathryn.

He pulled up his right trouser leg. "Anklet came off this afternoon. As of tonight we are free men. Court order ends and our curfew's finally over. No need to get home by eight-thirty - first time in a LONG two months!"

Jessica raised her eye-brows. She might have known there was a reason these three had scheduled their last meeting for tonight.

Trey smiled and then suddenly looked crest-fallen. Jess noted that his acting skills weren't of the best - she waited for what she knew was coming.

"Problem is that now, what with being just released and looking like we do, what chance any of us got of a date. First night of freedom and we gonna spend it sat back at the crib just talking to each other, like always. Even with good friends that gets tired. That's why it's been so cool to talk to you lovely ladies - even if it has just been about the injustices loaded upon us. Shame it's all over really, would'a liked to get to know you all as people you know. After all you understand us three so well. But there, that's how it has to be."

Deon seemed to have had a great idea and suddenly interjected, "Unless, of course, now we finished up with business we could just chill awhile and hang." He smiled at Jessica - a woman who he knew VERY well already, at least in the biblical sense.

Jess prevented herself rolling her eyes at him. The guys were rough diamonds but she thought she'd got them figured out pretty well. They weren't psychos or rapists - they were just men. They wanted some attractive company for a while and, after all, why not? If the girls were happy about it then she'd no problem with it. They could meet a lot worse hiding behind an executive desk or a winning Hollywood smile.

The two students looked at each other - each hesitant to speak first.

"After all your help..." said Kathryn nervously.

"...and it might be fun." Maddy signalled her agreement.

The words were hardly out of her mouth before the wiry form of Trey had moved across the room to sit on the sofa next to her. Marquis picked his chair up and planted it next to Kathryn. Which left Jessica and Deon. She noted happily that he seemed quite satisfied with the arrangement. Why not - he was on a certainty!

They'd been chatting for about fifteen minutes when the front-door closed and Emily got home clutching two shopping bags. She took in the scene and smiled. "Hey guys, great to see you again". She glanced at the clock.

"Hey, babe, no need to watch that clock. Anklets came off today - that's why we having a party," said Trey.

Emily noticed Trey's arm casually hung on the top of the seat behind Maddy's blonde head. He did seem to like blondes - after all he'd hit on HER pretty hard both times she'd met him before. Ah well, in this life-style you had to learn to share. Something else got her attention though.

"Party ... I don't call it much of a party. No music, no beers, no..."

"Sobriety tests," reminded Deon.

"Anklets came off - so no mo' tests," rumbled the massive figure of Marquis. He didn't talk much but what he said was usually to the point.

"Shit, thass right, I can have a real drink for the first time in pushing six years!"

"Sorry, guys, I haven't got any in," said Jess. She did have a bottle of red but she didn't think that was quite what the occasion called for.

"We got something a bit better," giggled Emily - flagrantly ignoring the negative signals from her friend. "Jess has got a stash of the best weed you've ever tried."

"That would have to be VERY good weed," admitted Trey.

"I'll prove it," said Emily and rushed to get the stash.

Within five minutes there was a music channel on the TV, with a young Black artist singing of his love for his girl, and the guys had rolled a fat joint which was making its way round the table.

"Not the best, but near enough," said Trey and passed the joint on.

Maddy took a big drag and held the smoke. Jess was a bit surprised - but then reasoned it probably wasn't her first rodeo. God knows, even Jess herself had smoked a couple of times at college.

Marquis' giant paw took the joint and sampled. A silent nod to Jess signalled his appreciation.

He handed it on but Kathryn didn't take it. "I haven't, you know..."

"Don't do nuthin you don't wanna," came the deep bass of Marquis. Meanwhile, he was thinking what else she might not have done. He hoped to introduce her to a lot of new things in time. "But this is real mellow - just take the edge off."

The girl hesitantly took the joint and made the gentlest token draw on it. She held and waited - nothing much happened, the world certainly didn't end.

"Come on Kath," yelled Maddy, "don't let the party down. Take a real one."

This time Kathryn took a deep draw and she did feel the weed make its presence known. Emily and Maddy cheered her and Kath felt good as she passed the blunt on.

Deon approved the weed - which, as his two old friends knew, stood for something. Deon's professional life had pretty much centred around that particular product.

Emily took a huge drag and held the smoke deep, deep, in her lungs for long seconds before finally reluctantly expelling it.

"Hmmn, good girl," came from Marquis.

So, the joint finally reached Jessica. She wasn't happy. She was the students' placement supervisor and knew that Emily could get VERY crazy if given the chance. She didn't think she should encourage this. "I don't smoke," she said simply.

"You don't smoke but you got a huge stash of killer weed," laughed Trey as he waved at the bag on the table. "Come on, Jess baby, be friendly."

The girls gaped at Trey calling her 'Jess baby' but she'd had enough of being 'respectable' and 'responsible', that was the old her and she was never going back there. Instead, she decided to go with the flow and took a hit herself.

Everyone cheered until Emily broke the mood, "Just thought - I only got two pizzas. They won't last long now," she giggled.

"Shit," said Trey, "I know what I want - I wanna go dancing. Go to a club - make a night of it. Been a long time - even longer since we went out with such fine girls."

"I don't know..." said Kathryn, it was obvious she and Maddy were nervous about being seen clubbing with three Black ex-cons.

"Don't worry, sweetness," said Marquis taking the girl's hand, "no-one gonna recognise ya where we going."

Compliments of the House

Where they were going was a club in the south of the city, which basically meant that it was a Black club, one not too unlike the one where Jessica had started her wild ride. The first thing she noticed was the sign stating that it opened six days a week, with Wednesdays private. That caught her attention.

"Who owns the club?" she asked.

"Man called Antwan," said Trey, "used to know him before I went away."

Inside the club Emily and the girls' eyes were like saucers. They'd never been anywhere where THEY were so obviously the minority. There were African-Americans everywhere. The only two white faces they saw were women behind the bar. Each contemplated turning round and getting the hell out. But that would disrespect the men they were there with and it would show cowardice. They were modern women and this wasn't 1950 for God's sake.

At the bar they quickly got the attention of one of the women - well they did rather stand out in this clientele. Trey ordered a drink for each of them and then told the girls to go ahead and dance. He saw how jittery they looked and figured the more they danced and the less they thought the happier they'd be.

Marquis led the four White girls out into a less densely-packed part of the floor and they rather self-consciously started dancing while the huge man glared at any young buck who tried to cut out one of his herd. Some random-assed Black stranger hitting on them now could ruin everything.

The woman behind the bar was in her early 40s, well put together, and as she reached across to grasp Trey's sleeve he noticed a 'T' tattooed on her forearm. "Your girls look fucking terrified," she said into his ear.

"Sensory overload," Trey admitted, "they never been anywhere like this."

"Same with a lot of our first-time white girls," said the woman, "should I help them out a bit - on the house?"

Trey looked at her cautiously. "We don't need no help - none of that date-rape shit."

"No, no, no," she rushed to explain, "this is just a little something for cases like this. It won't knock them out or make them do anything they don't want to do. It just takes away the nerves and removes some self-consciousness, that's all. Helps them really express their true selves out on the floor. Next time they come they won't need it but the first time is hard for a young White girl."

Trey was sure she spoke from experience and he looked to Deon but his friend just shrugged.

There was a commotion to his left and four white girls, all about 20 years old, suddenly rushed to the bar.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck..." said a sweet little redhead with the pale skin of a descendant of Irish immigrants.

"Shut up, Caitlin," hissed her friend, "you're drawing attention. Let's have a drink and then get out."

"Eeeeeekk," said a third girl just behind her friends.

"What's up Tammi?" said the fourth and then stopped as she too felt a large hand cup her tight white buttock through her skimpy clubbing outfit. Megan joined Tammi in turning round only to see laughing Black faces all round them.

Deon took pity and went and stood in front of them. "These are my guests - don't disrespect them."

"No foul," said one of the men, "we just figured they was here to fuck like most of the snow-bunnies."

Deon glanced round but it seemed the music had prevented the girls hearing the man. He pointed at Marquis and his party and said, "You girls are all welcome to join us if you want. Get you a drink?"

The girls had noticed his help and now clutched at the life-belt he was offering. "Thanks, we just came to try out a new place."

Deon watched them head out towards Marquis, Jess and the rest. Just trying out a new place, huh. He knew better than that. Rich white girls had been doing it for hundreds of years. 'Slumming', seeing how the other-half lived, viewing the vice and squalor and then escaping back to their ivory towers. Here with the added thrill of venturing among the 'darkies.' Well, they seemed to have bitten off more than they could easily swallow. It might choke them or they might find they liked the taste and end up craving more.

He turned to the woman at the bar. She had the drinks ready and showed him a small bottle in her hand. Deon nodded to her.

"For all of them," she asked.

"Fuck yeah," cut in Trey and three drops of liquid were added to each of the eight girls' drinks.

Rock the DJ's World

The DJ looked over the club from his high vantage point. It was nearly time. He'd played that damn song so often - he should be sick of it. Except, and he smiled to himself, he wasn't a damn fool. There weren't so many cuts GUARANTEED to get the whole house engaged and keep them moving until either the music stopped or they collapsed from exhaustion, whichever was the sooner.

Like he did most nights at this time the DJ thought of David, or 'Masta Playa' as he was known professionally. They'd grown up together in the worst part of H-Town. It had been real bad even then, a rotting slum where almost no-one stayed who had a chance to get out. Only the victims stayed - and, of course, their predators. He'd visited David a few years back and been shocked by just how much worse things had got over there. His old-time friend hadn't seemed to care. It was still Masta Playa's home turf, where he operated - where he did business.

As young men they had both loved music, collaborated a bit on some demos and such, the way young boys do. The DJ smiled to himself again but the smile died on his lips. There had come a parting of the ways. He had kept to his music, worked his way up through house parties and small gigs until finally he got residences and now, when he wasn't touring the world, he would work around Antwan's clubs. The vibe was always good there. David had seemed to forget his music and had instead become Masta Playa. He'd also found another way to make a living - a way appropriate to his new branding.

Then five years ago the song had come out. The DJ had heard it and KNOWN it was a hit straight away. No question and no doubt. When he saw the video he'd nearly died - first because it was David, his one-time friend. Second, because of the shit-storm that it had to be going to create. It did, of course. The video was banned in about every country there was. But nowadays there was the internet. Didn't need TV or Radio or high street stores. The kids went to streaming sites and paid for downloads. Every cracka politician and churchman who shot their mouth off just helped shift more copies of the song.

Masta Playa had written about what he knew, the DJ realised that and it saddened him more than he could say. But, be that as it may, you couldn't deny that the evil bastard could lay down a mighty cut. Now it was pretty much a staple of clubs like this, clubs that were almost 100% Black. Not segregated, of course, but Antwan's doorstaff knew his requirements. Any white could come in - so long as they were female, attractive and looked under 35 years of age. Just a taste of the tender white meat to season the dish of his club. Not enough to annoy the sistas beyond the inevitable, just enough for some of the brothas who enjoyed variety now and then. At weekends they could get fifteen or twenty white girls brave enough to try their luck here - on a week-night like this seldom even half that.

He looked out over the club again. The sea of humanity, over two thousand packed into this big ex-factory. All there for a good-time and having one too. Dark faces shining with sweat as they moved their bodies to the beat he was laying down. Couples enjoying a night out together, new couples meeting for the first time, young men and women seeking a partner just for tonight. The way it had always been, the way it would always be.

The DJ smirked. The eight or nine white girls at the club were pretty much all dancing in the same small area. The sistas protected their space and guarded their men. Little white girls who strayed too close would be told to 'fuck off and dance somewhere else.' Over the evening they'd congregate in one corner of the club, one where the Black girls were prepared to tolerate them. Once he saw that happen he could dust off old Masta Playa...

"Romeo," he heard shouted into his ear. He'd been lost in thought and hadn't heard his boss coming up to join him. Now he shifted his head-phones off one ear. "Romeo, you think it's time?"

"Yeah," the DJ answered, "they're letting this beat wear down. They need a new injection of energy." He glanced behind Antwan and saw he had a white girl in tow. Well, a young woman rather than a girl - not the usual college student out for a whiff of dark danger. No, this was no little girl, she was a damn fox. Real easy on the eye. He felt his cock hardening in his pants. Shame he was at work.

"Put it on next," said Antwan, "and I'll leave Jessica here in the box with you. She ain't never seen a DJ working before and I'm sure you can find something to interest her." Then he turned to the woman, who was looking out over the crowd since she was unable to hear their conversation over the noise of the music. "This man is an artist, plays the crowd like his instrument. He's waiting for just the right moment and then he'll shift the mood. See the screens?" He pointed at huge screens mounted on two of the walls of the club. "Means we can play videos if the track's got one, otherwise we got cameras showing what's going down at this moment. Just like at a sports stadium."

As he spoke a camera shifted away from the Black couple it had been showing. Now she saw Emily, Maddy and Kathryn along with their new friends. They looked so isolated out there - tiny pale specks in a mass of dark bodies. She saw Emily back up her big white booty against Trey and grind against his crotch. The two students were both being more restrained. Perhaps, somewhere under the buzz from alcohol and weed, they realised that the only thing between them and the tens of hungry Black men surrounding them was the presence of the men they had come with. The big Black tattooed ex-cons that they had come with.

She grinned. The other girls seemed to be getting on alright. They were four friends from a local college who'd wanted to 'see somewhere different.' It had perhaps been a little more 'different' that they'd thought because they'd quickly gravitated to Jess, Emily and the two girls. Safety in numbers? Megan was now sandwiched between two men with her hands in the air and a big smile on her face. Tammi was being held hard in the arms of another Black suitor. The two others were on the far side together, with a pack of men surrounding them, targeting them.



The DJ moved beside her and began to casually adjust the console in front of him. "Hold on," he shouted, "here we go."

He'd played mainly contemporary hip-hop and rap. The cuts each had their own style and tempo but the transitions were easy. This one took skill to make the play seamless. He waited as the music eased towards a lull and then just as it seemed doomed to stop he hit the transition. He looked at the woman beside him and smiled - now the show would really start.

The huge speakers boomed out two bass notes that made the whole building shake. Then silence for a half-second before the whole crowd roared. Fists pumped into the air, women yelled, men closed in on the little knot of dancing white girls. It was what they'd been waiting for, it was Masta Playa, it was their anthem.

The same two notes again, another second's pause and then the beat hit them. It was bass-heavy and old-school and it was so loud it seemed to vibrate through their bodies.

It was really only five or six short musical themes intertwined and repeated but Romeo the DJ knew that the simplicity was most of the hook. Your body just wanted to follow that rhythmn and express each changing note. He'd heard it 1000 times or more and even he couldn't help swaying and moving in response to it. He noticed Jessica was really getting into it - it was pretty fresh for her he guessed. She was making some fine shapes and had her hands in the air. That was Masta Playa's genius - just like the song you were drawn in, seduced and before you knew it...

On the big screen the video was now playing. Masta Playa himself was on the huge screen - meeting and then dancing with a super-model hot white girl. The video showed her seduction and finally the two in a sex scene.

Jessica was dancing in the DJ booth with Romeo's hands on her hips. Their sinuous movements matched each other perfectly.

The music had began at a steady tempo but slowly, almost imperceptibly, grew faster. Now, a new beat crept in, insistent and probing. The music kicked up another notch. On the second big screen Jessica's friends were all dancing, their movements matching the faster tempo of the music. Unnoticed, Trey had signalled to his two friends and they had eased back. Now Emily, Maddy and Kathryn were as exposed to the attentions of the crowd as the other girls had been. The distance that separated them from the eyes and bodies of the men surrounding them closed rapidly.

Tammi was already barely visible on the big screen. She had been manoeuvred until her back was against a supporting pillar in the club. Her lips were locked with those of a Black stranger and her eyes widened briefly as she felt his hand push up her skirt and finger her through her thin panties. She never stopped moving to the beat and soon her eyes closed as she gave herself to the moment and the man who was trying to claim her.

Megan was suddenly hauled off her feet by one of the men dancing with her and held beneath her armpits. She squealed as her captor's friend ducked so that her legs could drape over his shoulders. He straightened and she saw his dark brown eyes twinkling with anticipation as his hand hooked her panties down and his head moved in between her legs. Her second surprised squeal was cut off as a black mouth met hers and a tongue explored her mouth.

Krista and Caitlin had basically been dancing with each other - they had been almost

over-whelmed by the atmosphere of the club. They felt far too intimidated to choose dancing with any one of the many Black men who'd shown interest. It was crystal clear what signal such a choice would have given. Now ten men were packed round them and as the group danced they felt hands on them. Krista was a petite-girl with shoulder-length straw-blonde hair. She had crisply defined features and a complexion almost as pale as her Irish-American friend's. Now she felt her skirt raised and tucked into the back of her thong. Rough Black hands found her tight white buttocks and began to maul them hard. Her eyes opened wide from the almost trance-state she had reached and she saw Caitlin looking back at her. A man more impatient than the rest had pushed behind Caitlin and with one yank had pulled her blouse out from her skirt. Then a Black arm had made it's way inside from behind and unhooked her bra. Once that obstruction had fallen to the floor the man had both arms free to move round her slim form and up to her firm young breasts. Caitlin gasped with her mouth open as the skilled fingers found her nipples.

Just as Krista registered what was happening to her friend she felt her own shirt being pulled away from her skirt. She knew what would come next but the music kept booming out its insistent beat and her petite frame kept moving to its rhythmn. As strong supple fingers began their exploration of her already erect nipples the young white girl felt pressure behind her and a voice smoothly whispered into her delicate pale ear. "Make out with your friend, baby, make our cocks hard for you."

Still moving to the beat Krista surrendered to the pressure from behind and moved up to Caitlin. Their mouths met and their tongues entwined. The Black men around them pushed even closer and hands were all over their bodies now. The dance continued but now slowly, ever so slowly, the men were guiding the group back toward the far corner. Antwan only allowed so much on the public dance-floor but everyone knew that in that corner there was a door to the back rooms and ANYTHING went back there. Slowly, step by step, the men inched towards their goal and the girls towards their destiny.

Romeo's mouth was at Jessica's neck, kissing and sucking the tender pink skin. His hand hadn't met any panties to offer token resistance. Once under her skirt it had found bare white pussy. His fingers explored and he rejoiced at how wet she was. The bitch might look all Barnaby Woods fine but she was down to fuck like any little slut from the Anacostia projects.

Almost a siren sound rang out over the driving beat and now, for the first time, the instrumental became a song. A song in the style of old tribal Africa, call and response, delivered by Masta Playa himself. If this truly was the devil's music, as so many had claimed so often, then it was time for that old trickster to show his hand.

The video image changed to the same picture-perfect white girl with a small glass pipe in her hand. Masta Playa's Black hand held a lighter flame to the bottom of the bowl and the young woman moved forward until her beautiful lips were almost touching the pipe.

"SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP."

Boomed out the voice of Masta Playa.

"SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP."

Now two thousand voices in the club joined the Masta's chanted refrain. The voices resounded round the huge dance-floor and hundreds of fists punched the air with every repetition. The other lyrics might sometimes break through in the aural onslaught but it was overwhelmingly the beat and the chant that resonated through the minds and souls of the listeners.

And all the time that beat kept getting faster and faster, it was almost frantic now. The movements of the dancers were becoming more laboured and jerky, fatigue barely offset by the adrenalin coursing through their veins.

On the big screen the perfectly made-up lips of the woman met the glass meth-pipe and drew the smoke into their owner's lungs. Masta Playa kissed her and whispered into her ear - her eyes widened and her breath grew shallower as the first traces of the hit seemed to reveal themselves.

The four college girls were half-way to the back-room door now. Carried along by the power of the music and the sensations coursing through their bodies. Four pairs of ripped and discarded panties lay to mark the route that the dancing groups had taken. The mouths and fingers of Black men explored the buttocks, tits and pussies of the young white students. Once through that door the men wouldn't be settling for just using their mouths and fingers.

Emma, Maddy and Kathryn were a little further back but their men were more insistent. They weren't being gently guided - they were almost being pushed the way that their new friends had already travelled. As the music blasted out and the men's hands roamed all over them the girls danced on in sensory overload and every step took them closer to the back rooms.

SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP,

Got your man to please,

SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP,

Get down on your knees.

Jessica felt the hand of Romeo on her shoulder. She glanced down and saw he had pulled his cock out of his pants. It was average-sized but, what was always more important to her, it was Black and it was hard. She dropped straight down and began a frantic blow-job in time to the beat. Romeo leaned across and touched a button on his consul. The moving images of the club on the big-screen over the doors to the back-room were instantly replaced by the huge image of Jessica literally worshipping a hard Black cock. She gave frantic head until she pulled back and started tonguing the end of the cock. A Black hand appeared and hooked its fingers into her auburn hair before pushing Jessica's mouth back down onto the ebony shaft. She again began the rapid head movements as she worked to give him pleasure.

On the other screen the woman was asking for the glass pipe but Masta Playa held it up just out of her reach. The scene changed to the girl, still beautiful but now dressed as a cheap hooker and standing on a street corner smoking. She looked around her as if waiting for something. A car with three heavily-tattooed Black men in typical street-gang clothing pulled up and the men beckoned to the girl. She walked across and leaned into the car. After a few seconds talk the car door opened and she got in. The scene cut to Masta Playa seated in a big throne-like chair and counting out thousand-dollar bills.

The slight change in lighting on the big screen by the back-rooms had attracted the attention of everyone facing that way. Seven white girls looked up and saw Jessica, their friend and/or role-model, on her knees and lavishing attention on a hard Black dick. She pushed forward until her nose was buried in the man's chest. His hand held her then until she finally lurched back trailing thick streamers of saliva from her mouth to the head of his cock. She gulped in breath for a second and then was back frantically bobbing her head on what, for the moment, seemed the sole reason for her existence - that hard Black cock.

Emily saw her friend on the screen and reacted by raising her hands towards the roof and screaming, "YEESSSS." The second her arms were raised Black hands roughly yanked down her skirt and pushed her away from the other girls. Emily stepped forwards towards the wall, a section now emptied by the Black girls previously stood there. A towering Black man with a scar across one cheek followed her with his hand in the small of her back. The other men held back a little - the alpha-male had asserted his dominance and they were ready to wait their turn.

On the screen Masta Playa was with a second girl, a beautiful blue-eyed girl with her long blonde hair tied back in a ponytail. The lyrics had simply become a single call-and-refrain which sounded out over the club and repeated again and again. The club-goers knew the drill and the men shouted the call while a thousand female voices gave the refrain.

SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP

It's all you good fo'.

SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP

You dirty white Ho.

The last line was deafening, a thousand female voices raised as one, almost a snarl loaded with contempt and anger and rage.

"YOU DIRTY WHITE HO."

The Black girls were watching in person or on the screen. The sistahood's blood was up and they wanted these little white sluts who'd dared trespass on their territory to pay the price. For every time a white girl had disrespected them, for every time an ugly white boy had thought he could have them, for every time they had been cheated of a fair deal in life. They wanted someone to pay and tonight that someone was going to be these seven white sluts. They were going to pay on their backs with their legs spread in the filthy back-room of a club.

"IT'S ALL YOU GOOD FO'."

Romeo's hand pulled Jessica's hair hard forcing her onto his cock. His cum shot straight into the back of her throat but she fought not to gag and spit. After the first two spurts the rest of his load landed on her tongue and his hand relaxed. She kneeled before him and opened her mouth fully to show his cum pooled on her tongue. Then she closed her mouth and swallowed.

"YOU DIRTY WHITE HO."

On the screen the second tale was told in five-second scenes as frantic as the thumping beat. Seduction - sexual conquest - the meth pipe - denial - the white girl turned out. Why linger over it - everyone knew how that story always went.

The door to the back room was pushed open and as they were hurriedly shoved toward it the college girls all saw what lay within. A big space used for storage. Chairs, equipment, hoardings - but they didn't really notice any of that. All they could see were the old mattresses laid out to cover half of the floor. They were dirty and ragged and even from there the girls could see stains. They realised in that moment that all this had happened many times before.

"IT'S ALL YOU GOOD FO'."

Emily finally reached the wall and braced herself against it with her hands held high. A big foot moved between hers and kicked her legs further apart. A knife flashed and cut the string of her tiny thong. The sodden material reluctantly parted from her dripping pussy. Shit, thought Emily, that thong had been her favourite - but perhaps that's what you got for breaking the BMW rules. Emily knew what was coming next. She stared at the wall and stood as tall as she could, bending forward a bit to allow him an easier entry. She felt a strong hand grip her shoulder and hold her in place. She felt his other arm behind her. He was pulling his track-suit bottoms down, pulling out his big hard Black dick and then lining it up to claim her pussy as his. It could only be seconds now...

"YOU DIRTY WHITE HO."

Masta Playa was on the screen. This time he was with a redheaded girl with exquisite facial features and a complexion of the finest porcelain. The girl nuzzled against Masta Playa and he gently smoothed her hair with one hand. As he did so he reached with his other hand onto the shelf behind him and grasped the small glass pipe. He looked into the camera with a smile and nodded his satisfaction.

"SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP,

IT'S ALL YOU GOOD FO'.

SUCK IT UP, SUCK IT UP,

YOU DIRTY WHITE HO."

The music ended and the lights which had slowly been dipping over the last fifteen minutes came back to their normal level.

The spell was broken. Jessica tasted the residue of the semen in her mouth and stumbled to her feet. Romeo had seen a signal from Antwan and leaned into his mike to announce the club was closing for the night. Meantime, he was playing a last song for any romantic types still with the energy to slow dance. Hos were hos but he had a club to DJ.

Jess was hardly out of the booth when she met a smiling Antwan. Suddenly she thought of the girls. God, what had happened to the girls!

Saved - or were they?

As the music stopped the four door-staff stepped assuredly in front of the entrance to the back-room

"Fuck, man, these hos need it, feel this pussy - it's dripping," said a man with almost desperate need in his voice.

"You know the rules - no admittance to the back rooms after the closure call. You left it too late gentlemen, have to be quicker next time. Now let these girls go so they can fetch up their clothes."

There was grumbling and frustration but the energising pulse of the music was gone and the men were disorganised while Antwan's doormen were very large and very experienced in handling a crowd.

"My god," said Krista, "that was intense. Do you think they would've..."

"Would have depended on you," said a doorman who seemed about three times Krista's size, "that's why we're stationed here. Any girl don't look willing and we step in and break some arms."

Six white college girls looked at him in awe.

His intimidatingly ugly face cracked into what might have been a smile. "Only thing is I seen lots of you taken through that door but I only ever had to step in twice. If a girl really don't want to go in there then our regulars know better than to force them, always another fish in the sea even if they have to wait till next time. Better than eating hospital food."

"But we were being taken in there..."

"I didn't notice much complaining - but I was keeping my eyes open. I guess you might have changed your mind. Anyways maybe you got lucky. Ninety-nine times out of a hundred there's white girls here who have been before and know the score when that song plays. Then they lead the way and you white girls would have got a big Black cock in you before the vocals started. The first of your big Black cocks anyway." He nodded impressively.

Six young college girls - each with their own hopes and dreams, each with their own thoughts and opinions, each dreading what they might have done if they'd gone through that door in time. Each knew that it was unthinkable that they'd have allowed a gang of Black strangers to run a train on them. But each also secretly knew just how wet their pussies were and just how they had felt when those doormen had appeared. Relief, salvation, jubilation - that's what they should have felt. Could what they have felt really have been ... disappointment?

Jessica arrived and clucked around the girls like a mother hen. Her age was more 'elder sister' but she felt responsible, especially for her two placements. She looked at the doormen and thanked Antwan.

"Its as well that I closed ten minutes early," revealed the club owner, "maybe I'm not such a bastard as you think I am."

"No, I never felt that!" she rushed up and kissed him on the mouth, "I owe you one big-time."

"You do," he acknowledged, "and rest assured that I WILL collect." He spoke to the six college girls, "Next time come to our zebra night, it's every Wednesday. Admission free for white girls of a certain standard, which you all most certainly are. Get you all the action you can handle but..." he turned to go back to his office, "...there's one song that most definitely ain't on the playlist those nights."

Antwan thought to himself as he walked back to his office. He felt bad - cock-blocking his regular patrons was not in his usual line of business. On the other hand he knew that Taylor was taking a special interest in Jessica, shit, to be honest he took a 'special interest' in that little auburn-haired whore himself. He had an idea she had depths of sluthood they hadn't come near fathoming yet. As to those other girls - if they hung with sweet Jess then he had an idea at least some of them would soon be following her in that same delicious descent into depravity. Antwan's annoyance soon dissipated and he was smiling by the time he reached his office and put in a call to Taylor.

The girls had collected their surviving clothing and the doorman began getting them ready to leave. Suddenly Jess went pale. "Where's Emily?"

"The little blonde piece?" said the doorman, "I lost sight of her when I came to close the back room. Anyway, there was no doubting what SHE came here for and last I saw she was about to get it."

***

Just as the music stopped Daquan had lined his mercilessly hard nine-inches of big Black cock up with the invitingly wet entrance of Emily's prettily shaved white pussy. He hesitated to savour the moment but as he did so a big Black arm was pushed across his chest. He saw Trey. That wasn't enough to stop a man like Daquan getting his dick wet but two other guys grabbed his arms and held him back from the attempt. He spent a long moment contemplating fighting it out but against three men who looked like they'd been around the block it didn't show good odds. No, even this pussy wasn't worth that.



Trey saw the fight go out of the big man's eyes. He fished into his pocket and pulled out a marker pen. "Put your digits on this slut and tomorrow you'll get a call. Soon have your cock in her and, most probable, some of the other girls too. Then there'll be a lot more premium white pussy on tap."

Daquan wasn't about to believe that shit. "Man, you fucked with my night and I'm taking it - no call for disrespect."

Trey spoke with a little smile, "You never heard of a man named Taylor?"

"You with Taylor?" asked Daquan suspiciously.

"Damn sure, put your digits on the ho and you will be too. Saw the way you stepped up to take the little snow bunny - those kind of moves set most girls running but makes our prospects all wet and ready."

"She with Taylor," Daquan asked as he wrote his phone number in huge numerals on the exposed buttock of a severely pissed off Emily.

"Not yet, if she'd been marked we wouldn't be being so friendly."

The big man held his hands up. "No disrespect to Mr Taylor. I know better than to mess with his girls."

Trey nodded, "We'll ring you tomorrow and we'll have a drink when you come down to his club. That is - if you can make time for one between fucking all the fine white bitches."

There was a small blonde explosion from just about a foot below the two men's eye-line. "What about me, you bastards. I was about to get fucked."

It wasn't outrage at the liberties taken by Daquan, it was fury at the fact that Trey had cheated her of their fruits.

Deon spoke up as he tossed Emily her severely crumpled skirt, "Who said you weren't gonna get fucked ho - our party just starting. Get some clothes on so we can get back to the crib."

Marquis, always a man of few words, rumbled out, "Bitch you gonna whine or we gonna roll."

Emily looked at the three men and the intensity in their eyes as they looked back at her. She fastened the one remaining button of her shirt and smiled. The night was looking up again.

***

Jessica was pleased that she hadn't had any more of the weed or alcohol earlier that night. She couldn't help feeling responsible for what had happened. It could have gone horribly wrong without Antwan's intervention. She almost self-consciously touched the tag in her ear. Antwan had probably just been protecting Taylor's investment of time and energy in her and Emily. However, she had always felt a special something for Antwan - that mix of attraction and danger that she found so potent.

Now Jessica dropped two of the girls they had met back at their residence. Krista and Caitlin had both wanted to call it a night - it had been sensory overload for them. Jess couldn't help noticing though that Emily had got a promise out of them to come out to the Zebra Night next Wednesday. It seemed their blackening might only be delayed a few days. Especially if their other two friends gave them some positive feedback and encouragement. Jess smiled into her rear-view mirror. Something told her that the three men would be working hard to ensure that was the case.

***

Maddy was looking at Emily's new tattoo with drunken concentration. "But what does it mean? What are the rules you keep?"

"The Black man's rules of course," said Emily turning her arm so that Megan and Tammy could read the script of her tattoo more easily.

"But what are they?" insisted Maddy.

"You may get to find that out sooner or later," teased Emily, "but mostly it's all about keeping these fine men happy." She signalled to Deon who strutted over and stood in front of her. "If you keep them happy," Emily continued, "then they have just what it takes to keep you happy." She pulled down the front of Deon's pants and exposed his boxers which barely concealed an excited bulge of male flesh. "Want to see?" she asked the girls.

"Oh shit," giggled Megan, "we're not virgins. We do know what a dick looks like!" Her friends joined in the laughter.

Emily pulled down the briefs and with practised skill took gentle hold of the hard black meat which tried to spring forth. "Seen one like this," she chided the girls, "a big beautiful Black cock." Deon was a little over average size, maybe, but Emily knew that the contrast with her white hand would help him look impressive. Besides these girls had only seen preppy white dicks - a powerful Black baby-maker had a whole different dimension of attraction for those girls, like her and Jess, who could appreciate them.

"Oh shit," repeated Megan, but she wasn't laughing any more. Her mouth hung open as Deon removed his shirt to reveal his dark chest with its multiple tattoos. Maddy's eyes were riveted on the black cock and Tammi was blushing deep red.

"You aren't playing with little white boys now," explained Emily, "this is the real thing. Big Black cock and a man who really knows how to use it." Deon was almost preening himself now and Emily enjoyed his pride. "Since you're so experienced," she said to Megan, "you'd best get over here and show us all how a girl should worship a beautiful cock like this."

Megan didn't need much invitation. Soon her small white hand was stroking Deon and feeling the warmth and power of his hard cock. Her mouth opened and she dipped her head to begin sucking him. Deon gently put a hand on the side of her head and gestured with his other to Emily. She kneeled before him too and he placed his other hand on her head. Now he used his hands to signal what he wanted from the women as they sucked and licked him.

Tammi and Maddy were both watching with eyes like saucers. They hardly noticed Trey appear with another of the beers they had bought on the way home. "Enjoying watching, babes, you don't need to just watch you know." He stood with his legs apart and beckoned to them. A moment's hesitation and then two girls were busy removing his clothing and releasing his own hard Black cock.

"Shit, his is just as big," gasped Megan as she looked over.

"These are just average size but the guys know how to use them which is what really matters," said Emily as she stroked Deon's cock, "now Marquis has something really special in his pants."

"Yeah," chuckled Trey, "you girls gonna need to eat your wheeties before you try and take him on. But don't worry we all old friends and we share the wealth."

"Which is what we have today," added Deon, "a wealth of pretty white girls and I'll bet some fine white pussies."

"Jesus," came a squeak from the next room.

"Well, well," said Deon, "I do believe Kathryn has just proved we ain't liars. Now you girls stop gabbing and get to sucking that dick." He looked down in satisfaction as Emily and Megan resumed work at making him feel the luckiest man alive.

***

"Well, it seems you lot didn't wait for me," scolded Jessica as she took in the scene in her living room. Deon and Megan were clinched in a soul kiss with her arms and legs wrapped around his sinewy body. His hips thrust forward setting the rhythmn of their love-making. Jess was momentarily alarmed until she saw the slight flash of a condom. These girls seemed OK but you couldn't be too careful.

Emily was sitting on the couch sharing a joint with Maddy. They both had a well-fucked appearance but only Emily showed evidence of going bareback. Someone's semen was evidently in her pussy. Probably too late though, thought Jess, if all Levy's claims had been true. She couldn't see the other two men so Jessica decided to take matters into her own hands.

Jessica knelt between Emily's legs and began to clean her friend's spunk-filled pussy. Maddy's eyes were almost out on stalks but Jess took a strong lick of sperm and then moved over to the blonde student. Maddy seemed transfixed as Jessica approached but as Jess came very close Maddy's mouth opened to take her kiss. Their tongues inter-twined and when Jess pulled back both girls giggled.

"I never did that before," admitted Maddy, "I mean I've kissed a woman but not with a man's..."

"We call it snow-balling," said Emily, "pretty white girls get to do lots of new things if they hang round us."

"I've kind of worked that out," admitted Maddy. She looked over to see Trey admiring the view and stroking his cock back to hardness.

"Care to try that," said Jess, "you won't regret it,"

Maddy's bright blue eyes were fixed on Trey as he moved into position. Emily moved across and expertly applied a condom. She saw the momentary flash of annoyance in Maddy's eyes. The girl was going to be a natural. "Don't worry, soon you'll be able to take him bare like you want. Just like Jess and I do." The blue eyes fixed on Jess for a moment and then were back on the smiling face of Trey as he pushed his cock home into her waiting pussy.

The Morning After The Night Before

The morning found a house full of slumbering bodies. Each bed had at least two occupants and each bed was fully racially integrated as they would have said in the old days.

Deon stretched and yawned. Now that had been a real party to celebrate his newly restored freedom. But damn, even after sleeping he still felt tired - six women took a lot of pleasing and the three men had been kept hard at work in more ways than one. Maybe they should have called in reinforcements? Nah, he smiled to himself, but it was lucky Jess and two of the girls had kept themselves amused some of the time. Cut the work-load a piece and watching them go at it helped recharge a man for the next session.

He put on his boxers and a T-shirt and stumbled through to the kitchen. He rolled his eyes as he heard the rhythmic noise coming from another of the bedrooms. Already - who the hell was ALREADY wanting to fuck again...

Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump. - Well, that was a head-board smacking against the wall. He hoped the bed was of sturdy construction because someone was really laying pipe in there.

"Fuck yeah - take it ho" - that was Marquis, which probably meant...

"Harder, harder, harder! - I love FUCKIIINNNGGGG!" - Yup, that was Kathryn. She'd seemed such a shy little thing. Well, she wasn't shy no more! She'd taken a shine to Marquis and was learning just how good being Blacked could really be.

A pair of hands landed gently on his waist and he felt a soft female body nuzzling his back. "Enjoy your party?" breathed Jessica into his ear.

"You know it baby - but I'm only human. You girls wore me out."

"Hmmnnn, you did just fine - I've no complaints. Marquis is still going..."

"Yeah, he runs on the Duracell and just like the bunny he does love to fuck."

The door bell rang.

Deon did what you do when the door bell rings - he went and opened the door.

"Jess - what on earth?" The speaker was a woman in her late 30s. With her was a much younger woman who bore a strong resemblance to her - presumably her daughter.

Jessica was in shock but took a grip. Thank God she'd thrown some clothes on before she came to find Deon. Oh shit - Deon, what could she say about Deon. She might be supposed to be a proud Black-owned snow bunny but that was easier said than done when you were face-to-face with your cousin and her daughter, pretty much the only blood relatives you had left in the whole wide world

"GiGi, Charli - oh my God, why didn't you let me know you were coming. It's been so long!"

Her cousin was looking at Deon. Deon was looking at her cousin. Deon was only clad in a T-shirt and boxers.

"GiGi - this is Mr Charles - he's working on the boiler down in the basement and its so hot, its stuck on full power."

"Yes, thass right, I'm here, er, fixing the boiler." Deon's acting wasn't improving.

Jess saw young Charli raising an eyebrow. Sceptical might be the word for her expression. But GiGi was the one that really mattered and Jess could tell that GiGi really desperately wanted to believe the story.

"Jess, we've spent two days trying to track you down - your old number isn't working any more. We knew about Christian and you splitting up but we could only get this address from your work."

Jessica quickly wrote her new number down and gave it to her cousin who tucked it in her purse. Now, she had to get them away from here before...

Thump, thump, thump, thump.

"Boiler still playing up." Bless Deon, a head-board crashing against a bedroom wall didn't sound much like a boiler but GiGi might not know too about machinery so it was worth a try.

"TAKE MY NIGGA NUT YOU LITTLE WHITE FUCKIN HO" was followed by a long girlish scream of pure unadulterated pleasure.

There was a long second and then GiGi screamed too. A wail of anguish and shock. Charli moved to her mother and took her shoulders.

At that moment a door burst open and Marquis emerged at the run. Marquis had heard the scream and was coming to protect his women. He was always a man of action and hadn't perhaps considered that he was totally naked with a seriously big and still semi-hard cock proudly pointing his way.

When he saw there was no immediate threat Marquis stopped. His cock gave one last bounce and then a long drool of semen slid from its head.

"OH MY GOD," said GiGi. Her daughter's eyes were like saucers - transfixed on the huge naked African-American. Then she shivered and got a grip. "We have to go, Aunt Jess," she said and quickly guided her mother back to their car.

Jess just watched them leave. There wasn't much else she could do in the circumstances.

"Little piece was fine," said Marquis. "Other one her momma?"

"Yes," said Jess, she suddenly felt tired.

"Any mo' at home."

"No, she's an only daughter."

"Thass a real shame - but momma's still young enough, I'd help her make some mo'."

Jess half-laughed in shock but when she turned she saw there wasn't a trace of a smile on Marquis' face.

For the Attention of the Householder

To - Mrs Jessica Clarke

From - The Hayacinthus Drive Charter Committe

Subject - Recent Disturbances

Mrs Clarke, it has been brought to the Committee's attention that your activities are out-of-keeping with our family neighborhood. Repeated instances of the playing of loud music and lewd displays are not in accordance with the regulations of this community. It has also been drawn to our attention that you have been attracting undesirable elements on a regular basis. These activities must cease immediately or we will begin proceedings under the terms of our community charter.

Signed

Marcia Walters (Mrs)

Chairperson

Hyacinthus Drive Charter Committee

"Fuck them!" said Jess and threw the letter in her trash can. If they still wanted to use her married name then that would buy her some more time legally before any eviction. Not that she really cared - this had never been a real home for her. Just a place to sleep and, more recently, to 'entertain'.

It had been a notable day even before she'd found that delightful missive tucked into her mail box. The third morning running in which her access to the bathroom had been blocked by a closed door through which came the sound of someone being ill. That had to be either a highly selective form of food poisoning or ...

Morning sickness. She and Emily hadn't talked about it up to that point but, at heart, she knew they both realised what it meant. Not just for Emily but for their whole future.

When she'd emerged from the bathroom her friend had flashed Jess a rueful smile. All she'd said was that she was sending her apologies for the Founders' Dinner tonight. That was all she had to say. You didn't work where they worked and then fail to attend the biggest event in the firm's year. Sending your apologies was pretty much the same as submitting your resignation. The clock was ticking on you going out the door.

It was almost certainly Levy's child growing in Emily's womb. The calendar was right for that. You could say that getting Black bred would get Emily fired but, in reality, their firm was a very conservative one. Just getting pregnant while unmarried would get her dismissed, the 'miscegenation' was just a cherry on the supposed shit sandwich.

Jess went to Emily and placed her hand on her friend's belly. Then she kissed Emily on the cheek and smiled. Emily hesitated and then gave a little smile back. There might well be hard times ahead but they would get through it.

One thing about Emily, she was an irrepressible soul. Her eyes suddenly twinkled with mischievous glee. "Do you know where I'm going while you are at that dinner?"

"No."

"I'm going to have my pregnancy test, live and on air. That's a little something you can think about while that old fart is boring you to death."

The Founders Day Dinner

"...and this last year has once more been a year of achievement and of efficiency for this firm in the best traditions of its founders. Our portfolio of blue-chip clients continues to expand and our bottom line responds as one would expect. I would like to thank my fellow Partners and Directors for their sterling efforts..."

Jessica Lyons stirred in her seat. Her boss had been droning on for it seemed like hours. The dinner had been perfection as ever, the firm never stinted on events like this, but she felt uncomfortable and warm in her outfit. She'd always have kept her arms bare at previous events but this time she wore full sleeves. Her tattoo, though healing nicely, branded her as a 'Black man's woman' and that had to be kept out of sight. She saw another of the crustier old lawyers looking reproachfully at the empty seat beside her. They were all thinking that Emily had finally gone too far. Little did they know!

It couldn't go on - that was clear. This life and their other life were utterly incompatible. The smash was coming and it was coming soon. Hell, if she had a drink or two too much tonight she might soon be flashing her tattoo off to anyone who wanted to see it. Just to get the crash out of the way. The last ties to her old life were suddenly being cut away - her marriage, her family, her home - and this one, her job, was perhaps the last of any consequence still standing. It could go at any moment.

Meanwhile she would have to endure the event after the meal with almost every pasty-faced lawyer who hadn't brought his wife trying to hit on her.

Where was Emily now and what was she doing? Well, Jessica knew that really - it hadn't been out of her mind for a second. Quite apart from the obvious, Jessica was well aware that she was just about to enter peak fertility herself. Last week or next week might be 'safe' but this one was increasingly not. Maybe it was because of what was happening to Emily but she couldn't help having a funny feeling that this month ... well it might be the one. The one that REALLY counted, the one when... Of course she'd felt the same before, even just last month, and ... it ... hadn't happened. She realised her initial thought had been, 'she'd been unlucky.' She felt the signals of her sexual excitement and just as they registered her phone chirped.

A message. A text message. Probably not from Taylor - probably just some phone-plan deal. She checked her phone and her heart almost stopped a beat.

'E = 2 lines. 2 celebrate u have last proof. Hunter and Prey. 2 nite. Confirm acceptance.'

She read the message and then read it again, accepting its meaning. E was Emily and her 2 lines were a positive pregnancy test. Emily was going to have a baby and to celebrate the event Jess had been assigned her last task. To be achieved tonight of all nights. It was hunter and prey, a 'game' she'd only heard about before.

To put it simply her details were sent out to an undisclosed number of Cock Pit members with a password. Any member who located her within a specified time and gave the password could do what they liked with her then and there - or at least as soon as they could find a spot where they might not be arrested!



Jess felt herself breathing hard. Tonight! A Black stranger would find her and fuck her and pump his baby-making seed deep inside her. It would happen tonight - on the edge of her most fertile time! Where would it happen? Obviously not at the dinner but maybe on the way home. The parking garage? Maybe being stopped in the car by a Black cop? Would they be lying in wait for her outside her house when she got home? Or perhaps Emily would have a roomful of Black guys all waiting for her back there - that would be just like her...

Suddenly Jess snapped back to attention. Her neighbours were all looking at her strangely. She blushed crimson to the roots of her hair. Of course they couldn't know what she was thinking, could they? She tried to control her thoughts a little - to make sure that she didn't draw too much attention to herself.

The voice of her boss, Samuel Rifkin, suddenly began to register with her again. "...Jessica Lyons will be working closely with me as liason with this new client and the Foundation promises to be a valuable entry into new markets and a level of international work beyond anything we have currently attempted." She looked up in surprise and then, responding to a gestured pudgy finger, stood up and took the applause of the room.

What the fuck was he talking about? Jess dropped back into her chair and tried to graciously acknowledge the smiles, some genuine but most forced and envious, that were being sent her way. This was a mark of approval from the highest levels. It was all the more unexpected for how she had been treated since her marriage had broken up. Why was she suddenly being favoured?

Jessica wasn't the only one thinking that. Mrs Robertson, seated a little closer to the center of power, observed the attractive redhead with a bitter smile. Her husband, a junior partner, had already flashed her a glance which told her that he'd heard nothing about this before. When Jessica Lyons had still been with her husband she had seemed very personable. Now, however, it seemed the truth was coming out. Of course it was disgusting that an old man like Sam Rifkin should be chasing a woman 30 years his junior and bribing her with a new position, it was even worse that he was doing it so publicly. How terrible for his wife! However, at the end of the day, you had to expect such behaviour from men if they weren't kept firmly under control. The real blame lay with the Lyons girl. So long as little whores like her put out in return for favours then such terrible behaviour would continue!

Mrs Robertson wasn't the only one thinking that way. Cynical glances from some of the wives seated nearby suddenly registered with Jessica. My God, she realised, they thought she was fucking Rifkin! Her gorge rose just at the thought of letting that pale pink pig close to her. She stared at her boss as she struggled to bring her feelings back under control.

As Sam Rifkin sat down after his speech he noticed Jessica looking at him with a look of startled confusion. He rejoiced inwardly. Yet again he had read the situation perfectly. Nearly everybody in the room, especially his executives' wives, had simply assumed that Jessica was fucking her way to the top. Well he knew that Jessica was a woman of ambition and of, shall we say, modern sensibilities. She had already seen what was on offer and she would understand what was expected from her. Really so little to ask in return for him sending her to the top echelons of their profession. He would give her five minutes to mull it over and then he would make his move.

Jessica's phone chirped again.

'Well?'

Jessica realised she hadn't answered the previous message. She sent Rifkin's stupidity out of her head and rushed to text back, 'Yes - accepted.' Moments later her phone chirped again and Jessica read the passwords for any potential Black bull tonight.

Silver-service waiters passed around the table. Jessica sensed a presence behind her, "Coffee, madam?" came a voice. Jessica nodded and then froze as she realised that the man leaning over her to fill her cup was African-American. She swallowed and made a concious effort to breath again as the waiter moved on. My God, that had been intense! Would it be the same whenever she saw a Black man tonight - that immediate wonder if he knew about her and would claim his right to fuck her. She shook her head a little to try to clear it.

Jessica looked around the table at the waiters circulating. Only two seemed to be African-American and they were both relatively light-skinned. She realised she had been foolish - Taylor would never have sent her details to them. The Taylor Foundation provided for only dark-skinned men. The waiters completed their tasks and moved off - leaving the dining room once more the whitest place in several states. Only Jeff Hindborn's Filipino wife kept the ratio below 100%.

At that moment Jess felt a figure slip into the vacant chair left at her side by Emily's absence. She stiffened as she heard the man beside her speak.

"I hope my announcement was a pleasant surprise, Jessica, the sky is the limit with this project and I am delighted that we will be working closely together from now on." Sam Rifkin's voice was oily, but presumably supposed to be seductive. Jess tried not to shudder as she felt a hand tentatively rub her thigh. "Of course," Rifkin went on, "the closer we work together the greater the rewards on offer. My influence can do a lot for you in the future - this is only the start." Jessica's flesh crawled as his pudgy fingers crept up her thigh.

Jessica realised that it was her cue to take a stand and reject him. But it would get her fired for sure and cutting that last tie with her old life was such a big step. She decided to play for time. "Can you excuse me for one moment, sir, I need to go powder my nose." Shit - where had that ridiculous old expression come from! However, it seemed to work. The hand was withdrawn from her thigh. "Of course, my dear, I'll see you again during the dancing and then we can go somewhere to seal the deal, so to speak."

Jessica struggled to hide her revulsion at the implication. She just about managed to get out of her chair and crossed to the large function room's side door.

Room 368

The bathrooms were just down a corridor and as Jessica approached them she tried to think of a way to keep her job while avoiding her boss's advances. It was going to take all her wits to manage that.

The next moment all thoughts of her job and Rifkin went out of her mind. A deep voice stated, "Now you would be Jessica Lyons - am I right?"

Jessica stopped and stared with surprise. The man was in his fifties and was wearing a chef's uniform, thankfully minus the hat. From the size of his stomach he enjoyed tasting his own product. However, what was of most importance at this moment was the fact that he was VERY dark-skinned - and he knew her name. She knew what was coming next.

"Seems we all out of vanilla," said the man.

Jessica hesitated but only momentarily. "That's OK - I only like dark chocolate," she gave the texted password response to the question.

"Ain't I the lucky one," said the man, "cause I got just what you be needing." He moved forward two steps and took Jess by the arm. Then he purposefully guided her a couple of doors beyond the bathrooms. He turned a key and then stepped inside drawing Jess after him.

The room was a small store-room - effectively a short corridor between two high stacks of shelving. The man stepped forward and pulled out some cardboard, clearly old broken-down boxes waiting to go out in the trash. He dropped several pieces onto the floor. "Don't want you getting your knees dirty - or that nice dress later on."

Jessica took the hint and dropped to her knees. She reached for his belt and carefully removed it before undoing his pants and pulling them down. The man shifted his bulk as he stepped out of his pants and then looked down at her. Jessica couldn't help herself. He might not be the epitome of male perfection but damn he had a serious bulge in his shorts. "You gonna just admire it or are you gonna suck it," grunted the man impatiently. His round flat face showed no concern that she might reject his demand.

Jess pulled down his shorts and gasped. His cock was maybe seven inches in length, healthy but nothing too startling. What amazed her was its girth - it looked about as thick as a coke can and the head was hard and round and menacing. She tentatively reached out and began gently stroking the monster.

"Whass the matter - aintcha never seen a real Black baby-maker before," chuckled the man. "If you like how it looks then you gonna love how it feels. But first I was talking 'bout you givin me some head. How about it, sweet thing?"

Jess did her best - but she almost had to stretch her mouth even to get the head in. Since she couldn't get far down the shaft she had to settle for plenty of licking and spittle. Soon the end of the cock was shining with moisture from her efforts. It had got pretty damn hard and Jessica wasn't surprised when the man gently pushed on her shoulder.

Again she knew what he wanted and she lay back on the cardboard. No surprise that the man immediately honed in on the area between her legs. He pulled her long skirt up and out of the way to reveal her naked pussy. "Hmmn, looks damn good eatin'," he said to himself and then plunged his mouth down onto her pussy.

Jessica gasped as he went to work. First licking and then working two pudgy fingers into her wet and ready slit. His face took on a look of grim satisfaction as he saw the effect his fast finger-work was having on the beautiful redhead. Her eyes were wide and her mouth was open. He moved his other hand up to cover her mouth and stifle her moan.

"You trying to get me fired," he said with a twinkle in his eye. "We best move to the main event before you bring security down here!" Then he gripped Jessica's legs and moved them up so that her sex was fully exposed to him. He moved his bulk forward as Jess bent her knees to allow him easy access.

"This pussy primed?"

She knew what he was asking. If he came in her would her body grow his seed into a Black man's baby. "It might be - I'm right on the edge of my time."

He looked deep into her eyes and kept rubbing his thick cock head up and down her drooling naked pussy lips. "Maybe I shouldn't fuck you - maybe I should leave you for the big event next month. Make sure you get knocked up there - in front of a crowd and the cameras." He enjoyed the flush his suggestion brought to her cheeks.

Jess struggled to control her need for him. "Well I think...OOOOhhh."

Before she had completed the sentance he had pushed his thick Black cock home into her pussy. "No need for you to think - haven't you worked that out by now. We know what you need and deserve - we've known it since long before ever you did. You need a lot of Black cock, a lot of Nigga nut and a house full of Black men's babies. That's only natural and we gonna make sure you kept well supplied with all three. That alright with you?"

All Jess knew was that after pushing his big cock into her he had held still - denying her what she needed. She knew what he wanted as his price and was it really so much to give? "Yes - fuck me and seed me. Show them all that you're the man who knocked me up. Send me over there with a belly full of Black baby."

The man grunted his satisfaction and began fucking her with powerful regular strokes. "That's right ... knocked up ... just like ... your little ... blonde whore ... friend." He wasn't in great shape and huge beads of sweat were standing off his forehead already.

Jess tasted salt as a drop of his sweat fell on her face. But she didn't really notice. She was thinking about Emily, her 'little blonde whore friend.' Levy had given her what she needed - a good fucking and his baby growing in her womb. Now it was Jessica's own turn and it really might be tonight, pinned under the bulk of a fat sweaty old Black buck about twice her own age. It should have repulsed her but his cock was big and Black and hard and his years of experience meant he knew how to use it.

His thick Black baby-maker was filling her up just the way she liked - he could have been made to dimensions perfect for the stimulation of every nerve end in her sensitive pussy. His every movement was transmitted through her body - finally working their magic on her mind, making her want more of him. More of his dick, more of his fucking, more of his potent baby-juice. Sub-consciously she knew why mother nature had gifted him like this - to bring her back to him with open legs whenever her body needed sperm to make a baby. He might be getting up in years and he might be carrying plenty of extra pounds but there was no doubt that this man was a real bull, a Black breeding bull.

His big hands were clamped on her thighs keeping her legs apart and her pussy exposed to his thrusts, his merciless powerful thrusts. She belonged to him at this moment and he was intent on letting her know it. "Feel good, baby?"

"Fuck yeah," she smiled up at him. "You're amazing."

The man gave a little smile and then set his mouth in a look of determination. He pushed his weight forward so that more of it was on her. Her legs were pinned back now as he fucked on and on, rolling strokes which seemed to drive the breath out of her lungs with each strong forward plunge.

Sweat was rolling down his face and he was grunting with the effort he was putting in. He knew from her moans and her flushed face that she was coming in response to all his hard work. Now her pussy was all lubricated and ready for his seed to swim deep into her and find that unprotected and vulnerable little white egg. It was time for him to buckle down and finish the job.

Jess instinctively knew it was coming. She saw it in his eyes and felt it in the increased urgency of his strokes. She could almost swear that she felt his cock expand a little in her and release the first of its load of potent cum just as deep in her as the man could manage. That dangerous cum, so loaded with the stuff that would change her life forever. That strong African DNA that would confirm what both of them already knew. This was one high-society white wife who'd given it all up for the d, the big Black d.

Jessica wailed her joy until his hand clamped over her mouth again. They were there together, sharing the moments, until a gentle tap on the door saw them hurriedly separate. The door opened to reveal the smiling face of Antwan.

"Damn, man, you seriously resized that sweet little white pussy. You wouldn't believe how whitebread this one was first time I met her. Now if she ain't a Black bred white slut then she's sure doing a good imitation." He laughed and helped Jessica up as the man proceeded to clean himself off and find his shorts and pants.

"You planning on taking a turn," asked the man.

Antwan shook his head. "Not just now - we got an appointment." Once Jess had straightened her dress up - already feeling the first of the man's juice starting to trickle down her thigh - he led her down to the parking garage and his waiting vehicle. The engine was started and they were in motion before Jessica realised that she didn't even know the name of the man who had just tried so hard to knock her up.

Back to Base

Two large men wearing ear-pieces silently acknowledged Antwan as he pulled his vehicle into the lot of the Taylor Foundation developments.

Jessica, still wearing her outfit from the Founder's Dinner, was smoothly ushered through a back-entrance to the Cock Pit and then up a short flight of stairs into a security room. Monitors showed on two of the walls while a long thin horizontal window was positioned at head height on the one furthest from the door. Antwan greeted the man sat in a swivel chair with his feet up on a desk.

"Take a smoke break or go get a drink inside man, I'll spell you for an hour."

The mans deep-brown eyes took in every inch of Jessica. Then he nodded and heaved his bulk out of the chair. "An hour's the minimum I'd want with that fine piece of pussy. Seems I recognise her - she joining us?"

"Next month, Lincoln, that's the plan. How's it going tonight?"

"Quiet outside - noisy, hot and shady as shit inside, just like it should be."

Antwan chuckled. "Go get yourself some pussy then - I'll keep an eye on things till it winds down."

Lincoln's glance drank in the sight of Jessica again and he gave a small nod before he headed out the door. "My man ain't no fool, surely he ain't."

Jess looked at the monitors. Some showed external views, three had views of the main bar and two more the interiors of rooms. One was large and empty save for mattresses and comfortable couches. The other was smaller and almost entirely filled by a bed on which a white woman was being powerfully fucked by a Black man. It didn't shock or even surprise Jess - she'd seen it done in person many times by now.

Antwan nodded at the screen. "Close to 7 000 watching right at this moment." He tapped a flat screen and consulted the resultant graphic. "Peaked at just over 17 000 for your friend's little announcement. About as high as we usually get - but I'll bet you'll smash it next month."

It didn't sound that impressive to Jessica but then she remembered that these streams were far from public. "Who are they - the people watching?"

"Some are current or past participants in our foundation activities. But they usually watch on playback. The live audience is nearly all patrons. White men of a certain age, a certain bank-balance and, preferably, a certain social position." Antwan rattled off some names and chuckled at Jessica's shocked expression.

"Thought you might know them," he continued, "That's six of the ten-judge panel for commercial cases in this tri-state. So you needn't worry too much about anything that fat fool Rifkin might threaten you with. We don't call in too many favours from our patrons unless necessary but we'll sure as shit make sure you get a level playing field if you come up against him. Judge Wood doesn't need to watch - he's probably out in the Cock Pit right now. The other three are female but, from what I hear, no fans of Sam Rifkin anyway."

Jessica felt a weight lifted from her mind. Given a fair fight she was confident she could take down Rifkin or most of his lawyers. They'd all got complacent and lazy. At the very least she'd make the bastards work for any wins they did get. As for Matthew Wood, the only African-American judge on the panel, she'd always got on well with him and - if Antwan wasn't bull-shitting her - it seemed very likely she'd be getting to know him much better real soon. That was just fine by Jess. Matt Wood was a mature man but he kept himself in good shape and he was deliciously dark.

"It's amazing just how many influential white men enjoy seeing a white woman fucked and potentially knocked up by a Black guy," said Antwan. "We supply unique access to such material on a regular basis and in return they pay their dues and do little services for us where appropriate. In the law, in business and, of course, most of all in politics - both sides of the aisle. Slip a line of text into a 750-page Congressional Bill and we can fund our activities for a decade. Make sure you have nine or ten on the books at any time with some linked to pro-life legislation, some to racial equality measures and some to both. Well..." Antwan gave a little shrug of his shoulders.

Jessica saw his point. It didn't matter who won elections or if a measure or two were struck out by legislators wanting to look tough on federal spending. There'd always be plenty of finance for the Taylor foundation and its worth-while endeavours.



"Just in case," said Antwan as he turned to another flat screen, "we also get funding from seven States and several non-profits. Didn't I tell you Taylor is a real smart man. Do you need to ask why we've never featured in the media and why none of our activities ever attract law enforcement?"

Jessica didn't need to. She also no longer had to wonder why Levy and others came here to learn the tricks of the trade from Taylor.

Antwan touched a screen and a recording from the main hall began playing. The sound was down very low but Jessica didn't need sound to know what she was watching. She saw Emily go on stage and then the whole ritual of the unsealing of the pregnancy test, the taking of the test itself and then the wait for the result. Even with the sound so low the cheer from the crowd was clearly audible as the image of two clear lines showed on the wall-screens.

"Going to be real popular is young Emily," said Antwan, "especially when her baby-bump is good and obvious. For every one of us who wants to knock you girls up there's another who REALLY likes fucking a white girl who's got a Black baby in her belly. They get it tough tho. Some of you girls don't wanna be near a man of any colour when you are knocked up - not that I blame them for that necessarily. Fortunately, the hormones raging seems to make the rest of you horny as fuck. A brotha ain't really fucked till he's had a white girl who knows she's growing a Black man's seed in her womb."

Antwan stood up and gestured Jess over to the window that ran across the far room at eye-level for anyone between about 5'3" and 6'3". "A view-point pretty high on the back wall of the Cock Pit." said Antwan. "See the guys at the bar nearest to us?"

Jessica saw maybe ten old Black guys at the bar - and she meant old. They might have been anywhere from sixty to eighty but it was hard to tell in the dim light. They sat drinking beers and apparently just talking together in the back of the club.

"They're about all that's left of the old neighborhood that they cleared thirty years ago. This was their bar and Taylor said any of them could come down any time we was open. They mostly just drink free bear and enjoy the best floor-show in this or any other town."

Jess giggled. Beyond the men she could see the club itself. Black men with the occasional white woman interspersed among them. White women staffed the bar and white women danced for the entertainment of the crowd.

"Know what it is you looking at?"

Jessica didn't answer - she knew Antwan would do so himself.

"You looking at your future, Jess, your future serving the needs of the Black man and, I hope and trust, this Black man in particular."

She felt her long skirt lifted and then his hand found her slick wet pussy. She didn't need to think about it. She automatically moved her feet apart to allow him easier access.

"That's how I like my pussy," purred Antwan, "real easy and available."

Jessica felt her body reacting to him.

"You been out fucking again tonight, Miss Big-Shot Lawyer? Who you been putting out for this time?"

"I don't know," said Jessica huskily, "I didn't ask his name. I just spread my legs and let him fuck me and seed me."

"Why'd you do that, a fine Southern girl like you?"

"He was Black and he was hard and I..."

"...and what?"

"...and I want to have a baby."

"That's right - and you soon will won't you?"

"Yes," moaned Jess as his fingers started working their way in and out of her. She still looked out in the Cock Pit and still felt his breath as he spoke low into her ear.

"What about all those men out there - you'd let any of them have you wouldn't ya."

"Yes," admitted Jessica, "I'd let any of them have me. I'd let ALL of them have me."

"In time you most likely will," said Antwan, "and meantime you'll be the star of the show next month. You'll make your presentation and then we'll initiate you and Emily. You just watched her presentation on the recording - maybe your one will be the same but I think we might just be a day or two early. Doesn't matter - if not tonight then next month or the one after. From initiation your pussy will be full of potent Black seed every day you're fertile. In our experience, and we've had a lot, you'll soon be well-and-truly Black Bred."

"UUUggghhh," moaned Jess as she felt a little climax courtesy of Antwan's fingers in her pussy and his suggestions in her brain.

"You know he wanted you don't you," purred Antwan. "Levy, I mean, he asked Taylor if he could take you back and make you his bottom bitch. Have you running his stable and recruiting new white pussy for him. Taylor owed him a solid so he might have said yes if I hadn't said that I wanted you too."

Jessica just stared forward as the words kept being poured into her ear in the dark velvety tones of Antwan. "Taylor had Jenny and, when the time comes and Taylor wants to retire, then I'm going to have you. You gonna be MY top girl and we gonna do things even old Taylor could only dream about. He got years in him yet - and those years you gonna be breeding. First this one - then your second's gonna be mine. No doubt and no dispute. Gonna keep you exclusive and well fucked till that second little nigga, my little nigga, is growing in your belly. Then there'll be more till it's time to work alongside me and bring who can tell how many more White girls into their own new lives. Sound good, baby? You ready for all that?"

"Yes," said Jess quietly as she felt her body reacting to him again. Antwan knew just how to play her. But then suddenly...

Her phone rang.

The mood was broken and Antwan pulled back from her. Everything was still as the phone rang twice more and then Antwan laughed. "I 'spect that's your boss wanting to know where you got to - best you be a good girl and answer it."

Jess fumbled in her bag and pulled out her phone. She answered it only to have Antwan hiss 'Speaker'. Jess didn't hesitate or wonder whether to obey him. Instead she turned on the speaker and laid the phone down on the small sill below the window she was still looking through. As she did so she felt Antwan push back up close behind her body. This time, however, she didn't feel clothing on her bare butt. Instead she felt warm flesh and a hard cock pushing against her. It was so typical of Antwan - he wanted to fuck her while she talked to her white boss. Just the thought of it set her heart pounding. How did Antwan ALWAYS know just how to turn her on?

There was silence for a few seconds and Jessica suddenly blurted out, '"Hello?"

"Um, Jessica, er Jess, is that you?"

It wasn't her boss. It was a female voice - the voice of the woman she'd grown up with in Shelby County, the woman who'd sometimes almost played the role of an older sister for her. The woman she'd last seen being hurried away from her door and the menacing sight of a huge and aroused Marquis.

Antwan was just holding her and gently moving his hard cock up and down to stimulate her pussy lips. Jessica knew he was waiting...

"Jessica, er Jess, I thought that I should call...

Just as she realised who she was talking to Jessica felt Antwan's hard Black cock push its way into her wet pussy.

"GiGi - uh - what's up - uh."

"Jess, we need to talk about... You know to talk about what happened when Charli and I came over to your new place."

"Uh - Yes GiGi we - uh - should talk ab - uh - about that - uh."

That bastard Antwan was really enjoying himself. He was thrusting into her hard and making her gasp every time.

"Jess - are you alright? You sound... funny."

"Don't be sil - uh - don't be silly GiGi - uh - GiGi don't be silly it's - UH - everythin - UH - all OK - UH."

"You're not alone are you, Jess, is it him - that man, that Black man that was at your house?"

"UH - no it's not him - UH - its Antwan who's an even - UH - better - UH - UH - UH."

"Oh..."

Antwan spoke, "Your friend is busy baby - taking my big Black cock. Ring her tomorrow and you can have a real nice talk."

"Oh, er, yes, OK, I'll ring tomorrow, er..."

Antwan ended the connection. "That the one Deon and Trey told me about? The one that came round your house and then ran away?"

"Yes, she's my cousin," admitted Jessica.

"Your cousin, eh, well I'm guessing it might just run in the family."

"Oh God," whimpered Jessica.

"Yeah, didn't run away screaming this time did she. I'm thinking I know what she's gonna be curious about when you talk tomorrow. If she rings you at all then I'm betting she'll soon be getting to learn just how good getting Blacked feels for herself. What you think Jess?" Antwan was teasing her - as if he knew what she was thinking herself.

She felt a slight scratch from the bristles on Antwan's chin as he leaned in to kiss her neck. His arms were round her and his hands fondled her breasts as he continued to pump his hard cock in and out of her. He knew when to tease her and he knew when to pound her hard. There could be worse things than being his top girl.

Suddenly Jessica gasped as Antwan kissed her neck hard. Her legs quivered with her body's reaction to his lovemaking and Antwan suddenly gripped her hard as he came inside her.

"Get your presentation sorted, Jess, you're good and ready to finally become one of Taylor's girls."

Jessica suddenly had a wicked thought. She realised just what she needed to REALLY make an impression on the Cock Pit regulars...


Jessica's New Life Ch. 11

This short chapter is much darker than the rest of the story. It developed that way as I was writing it. If issues of drug addiction are difficult for you then you might want to give it a miss. I'll return to my usual tone for Chapter 12 - the finale of this part of the story.

*

Romeo the DJ hadn't been wrong - once you navigated the maze of streets you really couldn't miss his address. On one side was a huge block, built fifty years ago to house the community but now decaying and abandoned. Gang tags covered the walls and the boarded-up windows. Jessica navigated around another pot-hole in the road and stopped in front of his house. There was a high wall with a gate and through it she could see an expensive automobile. Around here that wall wouldn't keep the thieves and other predators out. Only one thing could do that - reputation. She checked again - not one tag on that outside wall. Masta Playa was clearly still a man to be reckoned with.

She buzzed the intercom. "You the one Romeo sent," said a voice like dark chocolate, a voice she recognised from that night at Antwan's club, "bring your wheels in or you'll be walking home."

By the time she had parked in the driveway the house's big main door was open. That this place should exist here was ridiculous. She'd seen houses like it back in the old days when she was with her ex-husband but never in any neighborhood remotely like this.

"Sent the help home, baby, so we could talk business." Masta Playa was perhaps 45 but the years lay well on him. They gave him a certain gravitas. She recognised everything in the house was of the finest and so was his wardrobe, from a hand-painted silk tie through his immaculate hand-tailored suit right down to his Italian shoes. Everything around him radiated power and it all fitted the man like a glove.

He'd seen her checking him out. "What did you expect - a hat with a feather in it? Times have moved on. When you running your stable you got to keep up with what's happening. Always another opportunity to take, always another asset to acquire."

She could see how others had felt attraction for him. Men of authority were a weakness for her and despite all she knew about him she couldn't help savouring his confidence and personal magnetism. His features were regular and his smile was charming. Dark chocolate eyes looked out with a twinkle in them and she knew that he liked what he saw too.

"Would you like a drink?"

Her suspicions were immediately aroused - she knew that she had to be careful around a man like this. She'd seen that first look he had given her as she got out of her car. She was used to men looking at her but not like that. He had been like a farmer at a cattle auction appraising potential new livestock. In a half-second he'd checked her face, figure and bearing. She was in no doubt that if you asked him, and he felt inclined to talk, then the Masta Playa could have told you EXACTLY how much money she could make in a year as one of his whores. Then he'd turned on the charm and the velvet-smooth voice but not before she'd seen that first look. Take a drink from the Masta Playa, no way!

"Thank you," she replied, "I'm fine."

He gave her a little knowing smile. Romeo had told him that this one was a corporate lawyer. That suggested she had brains and her not taking a drink proved it. He liked intelligent white women, they were ... a challenge.

He finally held up two hands and chuckled. "Jessica, that is your name? Yes, well, I know you've heard lots about me - I expect 99% of it is true. I was a dangerous man before I retired. But that's a young man's game and I don't need more money than I have." He waved a casual hand around him. "Besides, at my best, I didn't ever need to use mickeys." He chuckled again. "Sit down. You must have something as a guest in my home. Our municipal water system is still just about drinkable - I can at least get you a glass of water from the faucet over there. You can watch me run it if you like."

Jessica momentarily felt silly for her caution. "Yes, thank you," was out of her mouth even before she knew it. Then she remembered who this man was and the fact that, besides Romeo, a self-confessed old associate of the Playa, no-one knew that she was here. She cursed her stupidity - damn right she was going to watch him.

The Masta Playa could feel her eyes boring into him as he carefully washed and wiped a glass before doing the same to the interior of a jug. He filled the jug with water straight from the faucet and then poured a glass for her. She was a careful woman and that just made her even more delicious, even more desirable. He was a connoisseur of the female form, it had been his livelihood, and this one was out of the top drawer but he savoured her more for those keen, intelligent, eyes. Watching him every step of the way.

He handed her the glass and then turned to replace the jug on his French antique side-board. In the small mirror he saw her hold the glass up to the light of a window and inspect it. She was so suspicious and so lovely. He saw her raise the glass and take a cautious sip. He turned and walked to his seat. It was clear that he was ready to talk business. Without a flicker of reaction he saw her take a mouthful of the water and then put the glass down on the table by her chair.

She had done enough. Enough to show that she respected his home, enough not to reject his hospitality.

She had done enough. He'd never used 'mickeys' - knock-out drops - leave that to the young idiots running stables today. His drug was far more subtle and, of course, had been in the spout of the water-jug. He was sure she had drunk enough - he would know in about ten minutes time.

"I hear you are interested in my song? It still sells - but I didn't make it for the money. I did it just to show that in my spare time I could produce better than all those so-called gangstas. The song speak to you?"

"Yes," said Jessica and picked her words carefully, "I thought it was amazing. I saw what it did to a crowd and some of my friends."

"At Antwan's place in the city?"

"Yes."

The Playa smiled a slow smile. "Always liked the fact Romeo uses my song like that. Makes it worthwhile. What you need from me?"

"Its the music really, I have some different lyrics." She handed him a sheet of paper from her briefcase.

He scanned them and an eye-brow slowly raised. "The music was my speciality, lyrics not so much. Couldn't claim to be the best at them but I got my message across, told it how it is. These, pardon me saying so, ain't much as lyrics but they do send a message and I like them."

She couldn't help but smile back, "I hope so - that's why I need your song so badly. They will all know it and that background will put my presentation over the edge."

"Tell me exactly how you plan to use my little tune - it is my creation after all."

He'd hit the right note. She'd clearly been planning her little act for weeks. She steadily grew more animated and excited as she described her plans and the reactions she hoped to get. Her eyes shone and sparkled with humour and daring, her pale skin glowed with vitality. She was so lovely. At his suggestion she demonstrated a few moves that she had choreographed and he expressed his appreciation. The displays slowly seemed to accelerate and be delivered with more and more enthusiasm. The Playa relaxed and listened as he noticed the drug taking effect on the woman.

Jessica was really enjoying herself. She was pleased that she had decided to do this. Masta Playa was genuinely interested in her ideas and it was undeniable that he was attractive to her. Not just his looks, his whole personality was just what she liked. Authoritative, powerful, full of alternate gravitas and a wicked humour. He was so sexy!

Masta Playa told her how impressed he was by her ideas. He was sure that, with his song, her audience would be impressed too. He said how good it was to meet a woman who knew her own mind and her desires and was ready to go out there and take what she wanted. Even coming to see him had been a sign of her courage and dedication. He moved his chair next to Jessica's so that they could talk more freely and with less formality.

Jessica was so happy. She had discovered who she was and what she wanted from her life. He was right to say how brave and switched-on she had been. She HAD been brave, she HAD been decisive. Strange that other people had trouble recognising that but this wonderful man had spotted it right away. She liked the fact that he had come close to her. She felt a powerful connection with him - he had to be the most impressive man she had ever met. It must have been fate that brought her here - to meet such a handsome and perceptive man.

Masta Playa judged that it was time - his 'medicine' had taken enough effect for the next stage. "So we get to the important part of today's meeting. You want something that is mine to give. You came all this way to the worst part of H-Town to get it and that tells me that you want it bad. Well, OK, you can use my song..." He saw the elation on her face and raised a finger, "...if you are willing to pay the price, of course."

There was that controlled little smile again - as if he knew everything that ever had happened and everything that ever would happen. The smile of a man in total control - God she loved that smile of his. Jessica knew that he wanted her - she'd seen that look so often before. Well, if he wanted her in exchange for his song then that promised to be VERY good for her. Hell, she'd fuck him whether he gave her the song or not. "I'm down for some fun..."

He shook his head, still smiling. "Not that. I want something that you DON'T want to give me. I want you to do something for me, something that you would never otherwise do. If you want something from me then that's what I want from you."

She was watching him again but out of confusion rather than suspicion. She so badly wanted to understand, to learn from this great man.

"You're a modern woman - you know that some rules are made to protect us and some rules are made to control us. You smoked weed?"

She nodded.

"You should have gone crazy then, if you listen to them. What about coke?"

"Once or twice."

"A good experience?"

"Well, yes."

He spread his hands, "There you go. According to them you should be hooked and/or dead. Not that it's complete bullshit. Coke can be a bad, bad, drug. Lost friends to that drug. But if you use it right it's a tool. Use it wrong and you pay."

He was focusing all his charisma on her now - ready for his next question. "Used heroin?"

"Fuck no," said Jessica.

"But why not - I have, back when I was going to be a musician. No big deal - didn't help me so I didn't do it again. Real simple. No harm, no foul. Why is it different for you? Because you set yourself limits, based on what they've always told you. My song is precious to me because I lived my song. Now you want a part of my song so it's only fair that you live part of my song."

Jessica had a nagging feeling that there was something wrong in his logic. But one look at those beautiful eyes and that engaging smile convinced her that he was truly educating her - he knew so much more about such things than she did.

Masta Playa moved over to his huge office desk and opened a draw. He dipped in a hand and took out a wrap of paper. Then he produced a small glass pipe.

That was a little too much even for the drug-affected brain of Jessica. She was no expert on such things but you didn't need to be to know that slamming needles and those little pipes were things to avoid. She shook her head anxiously, her face was a picture of confused distress.

Playa fixed her with his eyes. "I want you to experience this. Some men crave sex, some men crave power. I crave the moment a beautiful white woman trusts me enough to put her mouth to the pipe and draw in the smoke."

"What if I don't do it?" asked Jessica.

"Then you don't get the song. That's my price. It's not so high a price. Just breaking down another of those pointless barriers that penned your life into normality and respectability. How many other barriers have you surmounted in the last year or two? So many and yet you'd let this little one beat you?"

"But it's crack," she said in a small frightened voice.

Masta Playa was offended. ""I'd never give you crack and this isn't meth either. Its a synthetic we devised a while back. Good little party drug and you haven't really made love until you've done it on this. That's why I want you to try it, sweet thing, so when we fuck it'll be real good for you."

She was looking at him, her pupils large in her eyes. She just needed that little suggestion to bring her over.

"Does my baby girl think her Black daddy would want to hurt her?" His voice crooned reassurance.

She shook her head.

He slapped his knee, "Cum sit here with daddy so he can help you do this."

The 29-year-old corporate lawyer walked across and perched her butt on the older man's knee. She watched as he spilled the contents of the wrap of paper into the bowl of the pipe. Then he held the mouth-piece just in front of her face and she heard his lighter, almost a small blow-torch, spark. The crystals in the pipe fizzed, melted and began to turn to vapour. She looked at him and he smiled and nodded. Jessica leaned forward, put her lips to the pipe and gently inhaled.

She felt nothing except a pressure where she was sat in his lap. Her brain sub-consciously recorded the fact that Masta Playa was getting hard just as she took her first tentative hit. The flame came out again. "You can do better than that," he purred, "take a nice deep hit. Then you can learn all about my song."

She took a much deeper draw on the pipe and then continued to do so until the last of the crystals were gone.

She felt good - she'd been feeling good since she'd arrived really. Now though, slowly, she felt better than good. She felt she could dance for hours or run across America or swim the Pacific Ocean. She didn't want to do any of those things though, she wanted to fuck and she wanted to fuck a LOT.

Masta Playa eased her off his knee and stood to pull down his expensively-tailored pants. "Baby knows what daddy wants," was all he said. Jessica was straight down on her knees and pulling his cock out of his silk underpants. It was all she had hoped for. A strong Black nine inches. She began a vigorous blow-job, constantly switching techniques and targets in her search for a way to please him. She lavished all she had learned from her many lovers onto this man, the man she most wanted to please in all the world.

He tugged her hair and then presented his balls. She licked them like the most delicious candy and then gently played with them as if they were the most exquisite jewels she had ever seen.

Masta lay back on his chair and then shifted forward to hold his legs up. "Now, be a good baby girl and clean Daddy's Black ass."

It was something Jessica had never done before but then wasn't doing things she hadn't done before the whole idea. She tentatively stuck the tip of her pink tongue onto his ass-hole. There was a little nutty taste and a slight smell but she still warmed to her task. She buried her tongue into him as far as it would go and enjoyed his moans of appreciation. She was pleasing him and it made her pussy wet to please her new Black daddy.

For about five minutes a single Black ass-hole essentially comprised Jessica's universe. Just as she was beginning to forget that she had ever not been rimming him the Masta Player finally decided he was satisfied. She wanted to kiss him straight afterwards - he avoided that and mentally cursed the fact that white girls always seemed to want to do it.

"Time you danced for daddy and got out of those clothes." The suggestion seemed the most natural thing to Jessica. As he sat and slowly stroked his hard cock she vigorously danced in front of him - she gloried in her own physicality and revelled in slowly revealing her whole naked form to him. She knew he was enjoying it - his dark eyes remained fixed on her.

As she finally lost the last of her clothing and stood naked in front of him the Playa made a simple gesture. She moved forward and straddled his seated form. Her hand found his hard shaft and inserted it into her wet pussy. She was more than ready for him, her excitement had been building since she'd drunk that water. Now she was desperate to fuck - desperate to get herself off on his hard meat.

Playa exulted as he saw her almost exhaust herself in her frantic desire for him. Her eyes were shining, her long hair plastered to her by the sweat running down her face and body. Little grunts signified the physical efforts she was making and when he finally began to thrust up into her she gave a groan of pleasure. On his special 'medicine' these snow bunnies could fuck all day and the more they fucked the more they came. He casually reached up and grasped Jessica's breast. His fingers found her nipple and twisted the ring there savagely. Jessica gasped in pain and then her whole body shuddered in climax.

He enjoyed the sensation and visuals of the woman fucking him but it wasn't enough for him. He'd expected more of a contest - more resistance. In the end she was just another little slut in way over her depth. He crooked a finger into the top of her pussy, feeling himself slide in and out. He moved his finger slightly and the woman shrieked - her eyes rolling back into her head for a moment. Then he grabbed her hips and pounded up into her hard until he came. The woman's wail of joy at feeling his seed passed him by. He could play this one like all the others - her body, her mind - she'd been no challenge at all. He stood upright and almost threw the tired girl on the floor. In a couple of seconds she was back on her knees and eagerly cleaning their juices off his cock with her tongue.

Playa glanced at the clock. Maybe ten minutes till she came down. "Get your clothes, baby," he ordered, "daddy's gonna take you for a ride."

The redhead giggled and rushed into her clothes but once they were in the car she started to quieten down. By the time they were on the streets she was looking out with a troubled expression. Playa carefully drove her through the two main drags for street walkers in H-Town. He saw her taking in the few young attractive faces and the many many more ruined by life on the streets. He saw Beretta, the pimp round here, beating a young Latina girl with an old metal coat hanger. He scowled - young men had no class.

"Used to have a hundred girls on the street round here - all white girls so they had extra value for my clientele. They turned over fast but I never had a shortage - my methods of recruitment are very effective, as you know."

He looked at the woman - was she called Jessica, he couldn't quite remember. She was staring out at the wrecks of humanity with a dull gaze. The come-down had hit her just as he knew it would. She was taking it all in but she couldn't really respond rationally.

He drove on to the hospital. "This is where my mammy died. Needed a transfusion but there wasn't no doctor available to see her in time. There'd been cutbacks to the program - just here, not up in the North side. The hospital there stayed fully-staffed, clean and efficient. Strange that. People were dying here, my mammy died here, and no-one gave a shit."

His next stop was a school - quiet now. "Built for about 2000 kids - there are 6000 packed in here now. How many of them won't make it to your age, how many won't make it to 30? Die from drugs, die from gang violence, die at their own young hands. How many - too many! You know where the white politicians are - while these Black children are dying. They're a fucking bus ride away - YOU lived a fucking bus ride away. But white people don't care cause white people don't have no souls."



He had been angry - even after all these years he still got angry when he thought about his mammy. He'd taken his revenge - when he'd taken their girl-friends, their neighbours, their daughters. Then they'd surely felt something...

The young woman was sobbing next to him, her face a picture of despair. Looking at her, so beautiful and so distraught, you could almost imagine that she did have a soul. But the Masta Playa knew better than such foolishness - he knew what had to be done, he'd done it so many times before that it came almost as second nature even after all these years.

He put his arm round her shoulders as she sobbed. "Daddy will help the pain go away," he crooned in a low voice and reached in his pocket for the two pills.

She took them in her hand and swallowed them with a swig from his flask. They were powerful stuff - about as strong as you get. The girls eyes dulled and her head lolled back. Masta drove back to the corner where he'd seen Beretta beating his street whore.

He checked the girl - her breathing was regular. He let her slide so her head slipped slowly into his lap. With one hand he gently smoothed her hair as he looked down at her. She was remarkable, truly remarkable, on an aesthetic basis. But it would all be routine now. Take her down the road to have Beretta's brand put on her, give her some more 'medicine' and then have her working by tomorrow night. Switch her to meth after a few days to lengthen the spells of activity between hits and then it'd be plain sailing. First escorting, then the parlors. She'd make serious money those first couple of years before the drugs started to show beyond concealing. Then out on the streets until the life there broke her body or her mind beyond repair. But he'd always be there with her 'medicine' and she'd feel so good all the way down.

She looked so peaceful - like an angel.

"Gimme my money ho - you see what I did to Lola." It was Beretta waving that damned coat hanger at another of his girls, a Black girl this time.

The Masta Playa seethed with sudden rage. These young men - they had no professional pride. To beat a ho like that when you could control her so easily other ways. Like a jockey using an electric prod on his horse - it might work but it wasn't the way to treat your livestock. They lived and died and made you money - there was no cause for unnecessary brutality.

He looked down at the woman again. She was about the best that had ever passed through his hands and he felt contempt for the idea of giving an ignorant nigga like Beretta a girl like this. It would be an outrage, an insult, for the Masta Playa to be reduced to that.

Then there was Taylor - she hadn't got his permanent mark but the Playa knew from Romeo that she was hooked up with them over in the city. Ignoring that little tag in her ear would come with a price. Did he really want to start trouble with Taylor just so that Beretta could fuck up managing a prime piece of white ass?

Playa shook his head. She would have been a definitive final capture - the perfect end to a great career. But it wasn't to be...

***

A few hours later Jessica woke in her car. She immediately felt a terrible head-ache but couldn't remember much. She was in a car park in her own city. She looked at the back of her hand. Written in careful penmanship was -

'Take my song. Come back and you can get to live it all.'

She shuddered to her core. Now she remembered a little, and a little was more than enough. She knew there was one man that she never, ever, wanted to see again.

Sending a Message

The Masta Playa woke suddenly. Something wasn't right. He looked to his right and saw glass, a bottle. He sat up in his bed and checked it out. A bottle of wine on the pillow beside where his head had been. He looked at it and realised that this was a very fine vintage, also a very expensive vintage. That was all very well but what the fuck was it doing there. What did he have staff and security for?

Next to the bottle was a piece of paper -

'Accept this in appreciation for the safe return of my property. Remember how good it is to be retired. T.'

The Playa scowled - all very polite but the message from Taylor was clear enough. If he hadn't returned the goods then it would have been different. In his mind's eye he saw his fine home in flames - shadowy figures standing outside listening to his screams.

One thing in that note was true - he had come to treasure his comforts in retirement and it was probably best he stayed out of the game.

Playa thoughtfully considered the bottle and then carefully examined the cork. It looked OK but he still shook his head. He opened a window and threw the bottle out so that it smashed on the concrete parking-bay below.

The Masta Playa had survived so long by being careful - he wouldn't change that policy now.


Jessica's New Life Ch. 12

Another day another Dollar

Jessica looked into her full-length mirror and gave a little nod of her head. Every girl should have one to check that all was well before she left the house. Tonight, especially, she wanted everything to be perfect. Because tonight she was leaving this house in the most fundamental sense. She didn't expect to be returning here and she didn't regret it. The house had been very lonely in the month since Emily had left.

Her friend hadn't returned home that other memorable night and three days later five African-American guys had turned up with Emily in a truck and took all her gear. She'd gone to live in the Taylor Foundation development - at least until her first baby was born. The Monday after the Founders' Dinner Emily had also put her notice in at work. After a heated meeting with her old boss Emily had basically been told to forget the notice and to clear her desk. She'd done it with a smile on her face - it was, after all, what she'd planned all along. Her old life was discarded with barely a backward glance.

Jessica knew that it was her turn next. She'd been dreading contact with Sam Rifkin after his clumsy attempt to buy her sexual services at the Dinner. However, when she herself was called into his office Rifkin had been distant with her. Apparently Mr Taylor had rung him and insisted that Jessica's duties be restricted to his Foundation's work from now on. When the paper-work had arrived it had turned out to be a couple of cases from medium-sized African-American businesses and work on the establishment of a new law practice catering to that community. All above board save for the fact that the new firm would be called Lyons and Szostak and financially backed, at least during start-up, by the Taylor Foundation.

Jessica again critically examined her reflection in the mirror. She was wearing a designer DG outfit that had a lot of history for her. When Christian, her ex-husband, had won his first big case he'd bought her this outfit in recognition of her assistance. She smiled to herself - only right considering that she'd written both his opening address and his closing summation. She wondered if his new wife was writing his speeches now. She doubted it but whoever was doing so seemed to know their business. Christian had won his primary in their home state by a landslide and come November it seemed certain that he'd be US Senator Clarke. She smirked at her own reflection. Tonight she had a suspicion he wouldn't be pondering his meteoric political rise. Tonight she was pretty sure he'd be locked away somewhere savouring the live feed of her initiation. Well, she hoped he enjoyed it. She didn't feel any malice towards him - just some frustration at his hypocrisy. Once at the Capitol he'd be well placed to help protect and fund the Taylor Foundation. So at least he'd turn out to have had some use!

This outfit had always given the right impression - business-like but elegant. She 'd worn it for most of her own important early cases until it had started to show signs of wear and she'd regretfully had to retire it. Now she'd made a couple of minor adjustments and it was here for its final outing. It seemed appropriate that she would wear this tonight, her ex-husband's gift.

Everything was ready. Her appearance and outfit was just right. She'd given her music to Lincoln - the music she'd risked so much to gain access to. Her men had always warned her of the risks of 'going freelance'. Now she knew from experience how true that was. How lucky she'd been to find her new friends in the Foundation. Tonight she was going to show them all her appreciation.

In the Pit

"Been a long road for this one," pondered Taylor as he sipped from his glass.

"...but worth it," cut in Antwan.

Taylor smiled at him. Never thought he'd see the day when Antwan got serious about a girl - but it seemed that day had come. "MOST definitely she is. Anyway, you know me. The chase is what it's all about for me. Got room for girls who know what they need straight away, got room for girls who find out they're naturals and got room for girls who need a little time to figure out who they really are. We ain't going anywhere - we're here when they ready to make their commitment. You know what she got planned for us tonight?"

"Not a clue," admitted Antwan with a grin, "but if I know Jess it'll be something memorable."

Taylor nodded and took another pull at his drink. He, at least, knew what music she'd chosen. If he'd told Antwan about it then his younger friend would have started a gang war over there in H-Town. So Taylor had Tyrone and Deon send a few messages. Nothing too heavy but the point had been made. If you messed with his people then there would be consequences and they would be serious.

Taylor shook his head a little. Enough of such nonsense. Tonight promised to be pure pleasure - the satisfying culmination of a long process. The Pit was filling up nicely with members and more of his girls than were usually there. Seemed lots more people were interested to see what Jess had come up with.

He noticed a big figure making his way across the room towards him and flashed a big smile. "Hey, man, you ready for tonight?"

"Of course," replied Izeye, "you ever known me not to be." He returned his old friend's smile and exchanged a gentle fist bump. He fished in his pocket for his phone. "Before things really get started I thought you might like to take a look at a few new recruits me and my people have made."

Taylor shrugged a little - there was always time for selecting new projects. Izeye and his colleagues sometimes unearthed some real talent. Not necessarily ones that wanted to go the Taylor Foundation route but nonetheless...

He scrolled through the pictures on the phone and knew that, as usual, Izeye had been careful to select only the cream of the crop for his perusal. Prime white pussy and no mistake. He paused and looked closely at one of the pictures. Then he scrolled back to one three images before. "Damn, Izeye, ain't these two..."

His friend slowly nodded with what could only be described as a shit-eating grin on his face. "That's one up on you, my man..."

Taylor nodded. "You gotta remember I have a strict 21-and-over policy. Makes the mathematics kinda difficult! Damn, tho, that girl is super hot..."

"Only the girl?" asked Izeye.

"OK then, they both super hot," conceded Taylor, "almost as hot as MY stars of the show tonight."

Izeye tilted his head in a little gesture of acceptance. "Anyway, you may get to see my girls here yet..."

"It would be a first, for sure, but I don't see how you'd ever pull that off. I've known some freaky white girls but..." He chuckled and shook his head.

Izeye held up his phone. "See this one - she ain't even seen a Black cock in person yet, just on video. But I got a sense for this sort of thing. I'm thinking I can get the two of them down here before I'm done. Certainly as guests maybe for the whole enchilada!"

Taylor was thinking now and Izeye knew he had him hooked. That crafty old brotha couldn't resist it.

"Five grand says you can't do it."

Izeye smiled again. "It'll be a pleasure taking yo' green."

"You pull this off, my man, and it'll be a pleasure giving it over!"

The Initiation

Jessica was in the back room checking with Lincoln that everything was ready and that they had the cues down for her performance.

Lincoln looked at the music files again and shook his head.

"You think its too much?" asked Jessica.

"Shit, no. I took a listen to that and they'll love it. But this one - that has got to be the whitest..." He shook his head and then grinned, "Might cause a riot in there before you get a chance too."

Jess was looking down and biting her lip. She didn't seem to have heard him. He knew that she was getting herself ready for her performance and he chose to leave her to her thoughts for the moment.

Finally, Jessica smiled nervously at him. "I think I'm ready."

Lincoln smiled back, "Well I KNOW you're ready. Gonna blow their minds, baby, gonna blow their minds. On in five..."

Jess gave him a quick peck on the cheek and then moved to the door. As Lincoln counted down to five Jess opened the door.

***

It was a safe bet that Billy Joel wasn't the regulation musical offering at the Cock Pit and as 'Uptown Girl' boomed through the speakers it certainly got the clientele's attention. The reaction wasn't universally positive but every head turned to the door through which the star of the show had just emerged.

Jessica Lyons walked confidently into the crowd of men - her head held high and gaze fixed forward. She wore a fierce pair of heels but her 5'6" was still dwarfed by most of the men there. However, she had no difficulty in making her way through. Most of the men eased out of her way but when one failed to do so in time she simply stopped and gave a look of calm, unhurried, confidence. The man took the hint or was pulled out of her path by his friends.

As she continued forward Jess began to look around her with an appraising gaze. In her demeanour, her dress and her posture she was the very type of authority. She reminded them all of someone - their old teacher, their old boss, the women they came across in their little brushes with city hall or the law. It was only natural she could play the role so well - most of them were well aware that Jess had basically lived it for her first 25 years.

They watched as she approached the small stage - only changing course once, a slight move which left the big form of Tyrone directly in her path. She tapped him on the shoulder and imperiously gestured him to one side. He looked at her momentarily and then obediently moved out of her way. If you wanted a snap-shot of 'white privilege' then there it was.

Finally Jess reached the stage and took the three small steps up. She turned and looked out over the assembled crowd. She counted in her head. 'One ... two ... three."' For a split-second she thought Lincoln might have fallen asleep on the job and left her hanging there but suddenly, with relief, she heard the booming entrance into the Masta Playa's music. As the booming initial notes sounded she carefully removed her heels and then, when the musical rhythmn established itself, she began to dance. It was a long time since that hesitant and then over-rushed performance at the H-Town strip-club. Jess had had a lot of experience since them. Experience in what moves showed off her body to the best effect and, perhaps more important, experience in what moves a crowd like this one liked to see.

Her performance was good, better than good, but still there was a little restlessness in the club. Darius and James exchanged quizzical glances. They'd expected a little more - they had fine white dancers every night at the club.

Then the vocals kicked in over the speakers. Not the original ones - Jessica had some new ones recorded specially and then mixed in by a repentant Romeo. In style of performance they were rather more Salt-N-Pepa than ODB - but there was highly unlikely to ever be a 'radio mix' of these particular lyrics. The fact that they had been performed by her new young student friends - sounding very youthful and VERY white - just added that little bit of spice.

'Raised to be sweet and pure and good

Now the nastiest slut in the whole fuckin' hood.

And just so's you won't be in any doubt

She's turning her friends and her family out.'

'Knock the bitch up,

It's what she came for.

Knock the bitch up,

Good for four kids or more.

Knock the bitch up,

Like a little White ho'

Knock the bitch up,

It's what she came fo'.'

As the chorus ended its first play Jessica allowed her little outfit alterations to take effect. Strategically weakened buttons and carefully placed velcro strips allowed a few carefully rehearsed sharp movements to leave her jacket, skirt and blouse in pieces and on the floor. It had been the last appearance of her old faithful designer outfit but it had gone out with a bang and a roar of approval from over a hundred voices. Then she carefully stepped off the stage and into the waiting crowd.

'Fine white bitch all prim and proper

Sez she's down to do what she really ought'a.

Fill that pussy with nigga seed

And give the slut what she really needs.'

'KNOCK THE BITCH UP.

Its what she came for.

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

Good for four kids or more.

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

Like a little White ho'

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

It's what she came fo'.'

The crowd had picked up on the chorus and were shouting out the alternate lines - the lines which re-stated what everyone knew they were there for. The ice maiden who had marched to the stage was long gone now. Instead, Jessica was naked as she again approached Tyrone. This time she reached up to the back of his neck with one hand to guide his face down to hers while her other hand gently fondled the hard bulge in his pants. Other Black hands came to touch her boobs and to caress her skin before she moved on.

'Big city lawyer earning 400K

Saw a Black cock and threw it all away.

Now she's coming to live in the hood

Don't care if she's pregnant and barefoot.'

'KNOCK THE BITCH UP.

Its what she came for.

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

Good for four kids or more.

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

Like a little White ho'

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

It's what she came fo'.'

Jess passed slowly through the crowd - seeing many familiar faces and many more that as yet were unknown to her. Wherever she went the tide of black masculinity soon closed around her and questing lips and tongues found her. Her own fingers detected just how much many of the men were enjoying her show and its message.

'Take this girl and give her a learning

Just the way that her life is turning.

See her cracka belly - all trim and flat

Your strong nigga loads'll soon change that.'

'KNOCK THE BITCH UP.

Its what she came for.

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

Good for four kids or more.

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

Like a little White ho'

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

It's what she came fo'.'

Finally Jessica had moved through the crowd to its edge and she saw the two tables at the back of the club, the tables Mr Taylor put aside for the old guys who'd lived in the long-gone neighborhood which this place had served when it was a bar. There were four older men seated there, aged from their late sixties to maybe eighty - it was hard to tell because these men's lives had not been easy. Long years of hard manual work and low wages. Jessica looked at them and decided what she needed to do.

'Rich white slut with her nose in the air

Should'a known better than to come round here.

That black-bred belly is soon gonna show

The whole damn world she's a nigga-loving ho.'

'KNOCK THE BITCH UP.

Its what she came for.

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

Good for four kids or more.

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

Like a little White ho'

KNOCK THE BITCH UP

It's what she came fo'.'

The first two guys were perhaps the oldest and just laughed when Jess shimmied up to him. She stroked their faces gently with her hands and then kissed each on his bald head. As she bent over she felt a little tap on her ass. She turned round to see a mischievous-looking guy in his late sixties. She resumed her earlier position and then sensuously waggled her butt at him invitingly. The next smack was a little harder - but still too hesitant for Jess's liking. She advanced on him and got ready to sit in his lap but the man waved her off laughing. "My wife smell you on me and she'll cut my balls off!"

His friend, who looked a few years older, hesitated and looked carefully at Jessica. Then he pointed at his own lap. Jess took the hint and decided to reward his boldness. Instead of just perching on his knee she sat astride him with her legs on either side of his body. Her full breasts pushed against his chest and her mouth found his as her hand explored his head of short grey hair. She felt his hands gently hold her body and, more pleasingly, felt the growing bulge where she sat. This old guy might have snow on the roof but it seemed his fires could still be stoked.

Jess hopped off him just in time for her last cue and was relieved to see Lincoln had emerged with the hand-held mic for her. The music cut out leaving only her own voice carried across the club by the speakers.

'My name is Jessica and I'm here to say,

You've changed my life in every way.

And now that we've all had our fun

Its time that you men got the job done.'

Every man in the club accepted the challenge with a roar of approval. Jess shivered at such an expression of lust from so many powerful men - or perhaps it was the sensation of a wrinkled Black finger stroking her pussy lips.

After perhaps twenty seconds of bedlam Jessica felt the mic taken from her and realised Mr Taylor had joined them.

"Friends - do we need to vote on this one. Can I assume Jessica's membership is approved."

The second roar was even loader and only subsided as Taylor made calming gestures with his free hand.

"We'll now join Emily on stage for Initiation. The usual procedure for those wishing to apply for tonight's breeding. Just place your cards in the appropriate holder. We'll make the draw after Izeye has worked his magic."

Jessica looked back to the stage and saw Emily and Izeye now waiting there - along with Izeye's equipment. She followed Taylor back to the stage. "Prospects - please show these gentlemen your ring fingers."

The girls did as asked and the lights glittered on their wedding and engagement rings. Taylor acknowledged the smaller cheer. "Neither husband is here to give these girls away but our prospects have agreed to donate their rings to the cause." Another cheer. "Can I have two volunteers while Izeye gets ready."

Two of the younger men seemed to have been waiting for this moment even before Taylor spoke. They jumped on stage and began undoing their pants. Taylor found a chair for each of the women and they were soon sat sucking on a beautiful Black cock each. Earlier that evening both women had made sure their rings would come off reasonably easily but in this, as with so much, there was ritual to be observed.

Both women worked hard with skilled hands and mouths to bring their men off and it didn't take long. Emily's man signalled to her and she held up her left hand. He gave a last stroke of his cock and then his cum spurted out onto the hand and jewellery held up for him. Emily used the cum to help lubricate and ease off her rings before she dropped them into a box held out by Taylor.

Jessica locked eyes with her own man as he looked down at her. He was only perhaps twenty but already happy to perform in front of a crowd. Confident of his ability to produce the goods quickly and in good measure. She wondered why he was doing this rather than waiting for a chance to breed her. The answer was obvious. He liked the idea of this as much as she did and she would only do this once. She would be available to fuck, and yes to breed, many more times in the future.

This only happened once. She glanced down at her hand - the gold wedding band and the big white gold and diamond engagement ring. These were powerful symbols. Symbols of her love for her ex-husband and also symbols of his claim to her. Had Christian ever asked for them back he could have had them in those early days after she had left. He never had - now they would help to finance the Foundaton. She didn't know how much they were worth but she knew they were far from cheap. It would be more than just a token gesture.

"Hmmnn," the man grunted softly and pulled back. Jessica looked up at him and held her left hand perfectly positioned for him. He stroked his cock twice and then it happened. Thick white semen shot accurately onto her rings and her hand. Three strong spurts and then a final drool from his cock-head.



Jessica paused a moment to allow the cameras to capture the moment. Her expensive jewellery covered in a black man's semen. Then she used her other hand to work the rings off and she dropped them into the box with Emily's. They had been part of her so long but she knew that she wouldn't see them again. They, like her marriage and her old life, were in the past and were never coming back.

Izeye was working fast. He had already done part of his work with Emily before she joined them. It was henna today, of course, not the full ink. That would come later - either in a few weeks or in nine months time depending on how the next few days went. Izeye truly was an artist. He applied the henna with a small quill. First, he had them wash their hands and then he applied a design to their ring fingers. It was the design she had seen on many women at the club over the months she had been going there. A ring design symbolising their new attachment. Two solid black circles enclosing a repeating design of small 'spade' symbols. Once inked it would be permanent - this ring could not be easily removed - and yet the need to renew a finger tattoo would symbolise their continuing dedication to the lifestyle. Not that there wouldn't be much more obvious and much more precious evidence of that.

Emily came close and held up Jessica's long red hair to expose the nape of her neck. The two women had agreed to mark their status in Taylor's stable with the same tattoo and that each would help with the marking of the other. A bold Black 'T', its interior decorated with a celtic design, extending from the bottom of her neck six inches down the line of her spine. Izeye would keep it touched up until they could ink it permanently - long sessions of pain under his needle but necessary, she knew that now. Necessary to show her devotion to all of this and necessary to show any predators out there that she was under the protection of Taylor and Taylor's friends.

Izeye worked quickly as the hum of conversation increased. Antwan was looking around the club as was his inclination. He owned too many clubs not to always want to know everything going on in one. He was about to alert Taylor when he saw that the older man had already seen it. Some of the old guys from the neighborhood were usually in place at the tables set aside for them. Shit, why wouldn't they be! Taylor laid on free beer for them and ringside seats for some of the finest gentlemen's entertainment you could imagine. However, the old guys generally didn't get involved. Usually the show went on in front of them while they watched or chatted or played dominoes.

Only rarely would one of the girls try to get the old guys involved. Usually a peck on the cheek or a naughty little lap-dance. The guys seemed to like that. Their tables was strictly off-camera - a shame really because it had been amazing to watch Jess working them! Taylor had issued the men membership cards as a matter of form but, of course, they never used them.

Until, it seemed, tonight...

Jessica had been grinding that phat white ass of her into the crotch of old Jake, who had worked on the railroads for forty-five years before they finally retired him. Now Antwan had seen Jake move up through the body of the club and drop his card into the big transparent bowl marked 'Jessica'. It joined the eighty or ninety cards already there - each card an indication of a Black man's desire to breed the sexy redhead tonight. It was clear Jake wanted a re-match with that sweet pussy.

Antwan's own card was with ten others in Emily's bowl. He had a better chance of being drawn there and, besides, he had Jess' pledge that her second Black baby would be his. Now he was pleased he'd made that decision because if he knew Taylor the odds were about to get longer on being selected for Jess. You had to watch closely to see Taylor's gesture to Darius but Antwan saw it.

As Izeye cleared away his equipment Taylor returned to the stage. "Gentlemen, we are ready for the drawing. As you know, we'll pull five cards for Jessica, since she is being bred, and three for Emily. Good luck, but remember there are plenty of my girls here. No excuse for any man to need to go home without getting some premium white pussy." The cheer was almost automatic. "Darius, if you'll do the honour..."

Darius nodded and plunged his hand into the bowl swirling the cards and ostentatiously looking away as his blind fingers selected one. Antwan was watching hard but didn't see the trick - Darius was not a man to play cards with! He withdrew his hand and shouted, "Number sixteen - that's Jake!" Antwan looked at Taylor and raised an eyebrow but only got a look of exaggerated innocence in response.

The crowd were muttering and looking around them. They didn't know the name. Then Jake got up from his back chair, to the laughter of his three friends, and began marching forward.

"Aw shit, now I seen everything."

"Damn, what's that old fart think he's gonna do?"

"Shooting dust not cum, I reckon!"

"Hey, at least he'll be done in about 5 seconds. Keeps the line moving..."

Jake seemed to hesitate momentarily but then the call of fertile white pussy won out over the jokes of the younger men. He was also joined by a small blonde bundle of energy since Emily was apparently delighted by the result of the draw. "They're just jealous," she whispered in his ear, "they've been trying for months and got nowhere. That's why we need a real man like you." Old Jake's hollow chest seemed to puff out and his old cock strained against his pants. He just hoped he didn't cum before he got to Jessica!

She was waiting for him in the first upstairs room. Her look of delight at seeing him was genuine. She would give him pleasure and he would give her his seed. That was all that mattered tonight. They had a mask for Jake since the room was very much wired for sound and vision but he waived it aside. "Fuck, I don't care who sees me. Just hope I don't let you girls down."

"Never," said Emily as she unbuttoned his shirt and ran her pale fingers through his coarse grey chest hair. She felt him shiver and realised how excited he was. Jessica dropped to her knees and undid his pants. His cock was hard and ready, perhaps too ready so she quickly sat on the edge of the bed and beckoned him to join her. He shuffled forward and was soon between her legs. Jess pulled her knees up to expose her wet pussy fully to him.

Jake gave a deep grunt and then moved forward. His hard cock entered her and got a little coo of appreciation from both the women. He began a steady stroke with his cock edging further into her each time. He knew it was a well-used pussy but she still felt amazing and tight to him. It'd been an awful long time and... Jake struggled to control himself, he knew he was already awfully close.

Unfortunately, or perhaps fortunately, the girls had a different idea. Jessica was working her highly practised pussy muscles around his cock even as he was fucking her. Emily was breathing in his ear and urging him on in a small quiet voice, "Go on Jake, fuck her and cum in her. You've seen my belly - swelling with a Black baby - well she's the one who got me like this. But look at her belly, flat and perfect, she needs a belly like mine and you need to be the one to make sure she gets it. Go on Jake, seed her, knock her up, make her a Black bred white slut just like me."

Jake's strokes were beginning to get erratic now. He was breathing hard and staring into the face of the white woman below him. Jessica knew that look - that need to possess her and claim her. She craved that look from her Black lovers.

Emily wasn't letting up. "All those young bucks couldn't get the job done. You need to show them how a real stud does it. Then, every time you come in the bar Jess will come over and serve you your beer so you can see her belly growing and know that it's your baby in there. All you have to do is come - shoot your load in her and knock her up."

His mouth was tense now as he struggled to prolong what might be a once in a lifetime experience. "Maybe she don't want it," he growled.

Jessica's reaction was immediate and loud. "Yes, yes, knock me up Jake. Claim me and make me yours for ever!" she shouted.

She was coming and the realization set Jake off too. He could hold on no longer and he grunted as he felt his seed shoot deep into the beautiful redhead under him. He fell forward onto her - his cock still deep in her pussy - as he gasped and panted for breath. He felt the sweat rolling off his forehead. Jessica's arms came round him in a little embrace and she whispered her thanks.

"Ooooh," said Jessica, "seems like you enjoyed that, Jake". She nodded to his hand which was still clamped hard on her right breast. He released his grip and saw the marks of his fingers on her pale skin.

"Sorry ma'am," he mumbled and started to get up.

Jessica grabbed his hand. "No, stay with me for a while Jake." Her other hand ushered him back down to lie with her.

"We need you here," said Emily, "it takes a while for your seed to find an egg. All those young men had their chance. If Jess gets pregnant tonight we want to know it's yours."

"When I get pregnant..." said Jess firmly.

Emily kissed her friend's marked breast. "When a woman is with a real bull like you she has to expect she might get a little bruise or two. Now we just need to get you ready for a second helping."

"Damn girls, I'm sorry - I'm not quite the man that I was. Don't think I'll be able to..."

"Hmmn, don't you Jake? And did you ever think you'd make a white girl pregnant or be sharing a bed with two girls that looked like us?" Emily snuggled against him and rubbed her full breasts on the dark skin of his back.

"Don't worry, the rest of them can wait all night if that's what it takes. You aren't leaving until you give me some more of that good loving." Jessica's mouth found Jake's and her tongue explored his mouth.

Soon the women let Jake lay on the bed while they massaged and kissed his tired old body from head to toe. Finally, Emily was licking at his nipple when she noticed some progress. "Hmmnnn, Jake, seems like you under-estimated yourself."

Jessica immediately moved down to take his cock in her mouth. He chuckled as she started to work the head with her tongue. It felt damn good but the girls knew that he wasn't quite ready to perform again yet.

"Get up Jake," said Emily and she got down in front of him to take her turn sucking his cock.

'Damn,' though Jake, 'it don't get much better than this'. He felt like a fucking African god with this gorgeous young blonde on her knees before him. She was so damn pretty and so damn eager to please his scrawny old black ass.

Did she read his mind? It seemed that she might have done because while continuing to stroke his cock with her hand she moved round behind him. Suddenly he felt her tongue on his butt-hole.

"Oh fuck," he groaned, "you don't have to do that."

"We need to get you hard and we need to get Jess pregnant so just lean over Jake and enjoy..." The man gave a worried glance at the grinning Jess and then leaned forward. Emily went to work with a vengeance - licking his hairy Black balls and then running her tongue back up to his butt. He felt her face between his buttocks and her hand on the base of his cock. Damn these girls were freaky as fuck but he wasn't complaining! He savoured the sensations and tried to visualise how she was looking back there licking his old black ass.

"There we go," cooed Emily, "Houston we have lift-off."

"Get over here, stud, don't let Em have all the fun." Jake looked up and saw Jess kneeling on the edge of the bed with her big ass waving at him. He straightened and stepped forward to do his duty with his hard cock bobbing in front of him. He moved up and felt how open she was for him - already lubricated with their cum. His cock slipped home easily and he grasped her hips as he took her doggy-style.

"I think my job is done here," smiled Emily. "Time I got out there and got a little of that good stuff for myself."

The two lovers didn't seem to hear her. Jessica's face was bent down towards the covers while Jake was pounding away just as hard as a man of his vintage could manage. His face now carried an expression of pure satisfaction, indeed of the ultimate satisfaction. The girl was here to be bred and he, Jake, was going to make damn sure she got her wish.

Emily quietly stepped out the door.

***

The club was noisy and heaving with people when Emily reappeared. Lincoln lowered the volume to let her speak over the mic. "Jess has a request," the blonde announced with a twinkle in her eye, "could you draw her other four two at a time. She thinks any one of you might be an anti-climax after Jake has knocked her up." There was a mixture of laughter and groans. "Meantime, draw one for me because I need to FUUCCCKKK!"

Epilogue

"Where's that mother-fuckin' bag - always putting it down and never can fuckin' find it."

"Trey, baby, it's over there - now we're about ready to go hun, we'll see you later."

Emily addressed the last words to Jessica who smiled her acknowledgment. The blonde's baby-bump was very obvious now - accentuated by the tight top she wore over it. Emily had no desire whatever to hide her pregnant status and no problem at all with people thinking the big Black man accompanying her was her baby-daddy. It so happened that Trey wasn't - but he might be her next one! Either way he was one of the men who provided a male role-model for the boys round here.

Marquis, Tyrone, James, Darius, Lincoln, Tone and plenty of others - not to mention Antwan, of course. Not so long ago she'd have thought they were all thugs or criminals or something. Now she knew better. A boy could do a lot worse that to emulate them - so long as they also learned by the men's past mistakes.

The door closed and Jess had the apartment to herself. She moved into the bedroom and looked at herself in the full-length mirror.

She didn't look much different. Perhaps her skin wasn't quite as good as it had been - but you had to expect that at least for the next few months what with the way her hormones were raging. She pulled up her shirt a little and exposed her belly. She turned to present her profile to the glass. Yes! You could just see it. Such a tiny little thing and yet she knew that it - or rather he or she - would truly change her life forever. Nothing would ever be the same again and nothing else would ever matter as much to her as that moment when the test had confirmed what she had already, deep inside her being, known to be true.

She placed her hand gently on the tiny bump and smiled. She had no regrets. She - and soon they - would go forward in this new life and would make it work. Antwan was being very solicitous and seemed to like the idea of them becoming a couple. They clicked together in so many ways that it seemed at least a good thing to try. Well, perhaps. Time would tell. As she could personally testify you could never tell what might be just round the corner.

Her phone rang and she checked the display. Not a number she knew off-hand.

"Hello."

"Hello, um, Aunt Jess - it's Charli."

Jess was delighted to hear the voice of her cousin's daughter. After that awkward meeting at her old home and the almost as embarrassing phone call a few days later she hadn't heard from either of them.

"Charli - I'm so happy to hear from you! How are you - how's your mom?"

"That's kinda why I'm ringing. I think I need to ask your advice about Mom ... and about me too ..."

I think twelve chapters is enough for a story so this is where this one ends. I'm not finished with the characters though. Many will reappear in my other stories - either currently being written or just being imagined for the future. I hope you'll give them a read.

Thank you to everyone who enjoyed this story and took the time to comment or vote on it. I realise my stories are a slow-burn and an investment in time to read and enjoy properly so I really appreciate all of you who have chosen to do so.

