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ISBN-13: 978-1499126358 This book is de­di­ca­ted to our rea­ders, our (dare I say it) fans. When Jes­si­ca and I star­ted this, it was a va­ni­ty pro­ject that we didn’t think would re­ach mo­re than a do­zen or so folks. It has snow­bal­led in­to so much mo­re than that and your ques­ti­ons, prai­ses, re­views and at­ten­ti­on ha­ve chan­ged this from a ti­ny per­so­nal ad­ven­ture for two wo­men to a big pi­le of se­xy love and fun. I ho­pe that our books ha­ve ad­ded a litt­le some­thing to your lives be­cau­se I know that you all ha­ve ad­ded some­thing to ours.



Fo­re­word

It’s hard to be­lie­ve that it’s be­en mo­re than a year sin­ce we self­pu­blis­hed In Spa­des, our first book. So much has chan­ged sin­ce then and yet, so ma­ny im­port­ant things ha­ve remai­ned the sa­me.

This book is a collec­ti­on of sto­ries, writ­ten al­most ex­clu­si­ve­ly by me, Ka­te. My daugh­ter Jes­si­ca has taken a break from our wri­ting and will pro­ba­b­ly not re­turn to it. She has the po­ten­ti­al to be a re­al­ly in­sight­ful wri­ter, but her pas­si­ons lean mo­re to pho­to­gra­phy and vi­deo.

When we pu­blis­hed our se­cond book,  De­e­per In Spa­des, Jes­si­ca pro­mi­sed John­ny that she was do­ne with this pro­ject and was step­ping away. As part of their deal, John­ny pho­to­gra­phed us to­gether for the co­ver. John­ny is an un­u­su­al guy and a won­der­ful one. But he’s ve­ry pro­tec­ti­ve of his own image and of Jes­si­ca’s. May­be that’s not a bad thing in the In­ter­net age.

Sin­ce then, I’ve oc­ca­si­o­nal­ly released a new ad­ven­ture of mi­ne here or the­re as it felt ap­pro­pri­a­te, with no re­al plan or di­rec­ti­on. I re­a­li­zed with some sur­pri­se that I’d collec­ted qui­te a bit of ma­te­ri­al over the last se­ven months and I thought I’d throw it to­gether as a small no­vel­la. When I told Jes­si­ca about it, she as­ked if she could con­tri­bu­te one fi­nal sto­ry, which of cour­se, I en­thu­si­a­sti­cal­ly agreed to. Sha­ring the mo­re sen­su­al side of my life with my daugh­ter is a ra­re and stran­ge pri­vi­le­ge and one that I miss de­e­p­ly.

This collec­ti­on does not mark the end of my wri­ting about my per­so­nal se­xu­al ex­pe­ri­ences. But I will be fo­cu­sing mo­re on my fic­ti­on wri­ting. The fi­nal pie­ces of my first fan­ta­sy fic­ti­on ero­ti­ca no­vel are co­ming to­gether and will soon be avai­la­ble. I ho­pe that all of you ha­ve that be­en wil­ling to di­ve so de­e­p­ly in­to my most in­ti­ma­te per­so­nal de­tails are wil­ling to go on a comple­te­ly dif­fe­rent kind of jour­ney with me in that book. It’s cal­led The

Ero­tic Ad­ven­tu­res of Ka­ya and Kursk . Or just, Ka­ya and Kursk if you’re fee­ling the need for bre­vi­ty. It’s ho­pe­ful­ly the first in a series.
 In any case, I ho­pe you en­joy all of the­se sto­ries. They’ve ap­pea­red on both Tum­blr and Xhams­ter at va­rious times, ex­cep­ting a pair of them. The last two chap­ters, one from my­self and one from Jes­si­ca, are un­pu­blis­hed any­whe­re el­se. As al­ways, you can find us on­line at:

 Ka­te­and­Jes­si­ca.tum­blr.com and 
 Xhams­ter.com/user/Ka­te­and­Jes­si­ca 
A Trip to the Den­tist

I wal­ked in­to my den­tist’s of­fi­ce, my son Ke­vin right be­hind. We both had ap­point­ments. Nothing spe­ci­al, just clea­nings. It was a day full of er­rands and my son, being in his twen­ties but still living at home, was kind enough to co­me along for the day. We sig­ned in at the re­cep­ti­o­nists desk and then sat down to wait.

About a mi­nu­te la­ter, a man and his young daugh­ter wal­ked in. She was may­be ten, with a bright smi­le and big pig tails. It was the man that caught my at­ten­ti­on though. At le­ast 6′ 4″, bald, dres­sed in all black – slacks, shoes, belt, col­la­red shirt. He was loo­king ve­ry sharp, but not showy. He had a slim gold chain around his neck and his wrist. His other wrist had a gold watch. The­re was a gold wed­ding band on his left hand. His skin was dark, de­ep Af­ri­can dark, and his eyes and smi­le sho­ne out li­ke spot­lights whi­le he spo­ke to the re­cep­ti­o­nist.

He tur­ned and sat down with his daugh­ter to wait. I put my no­se in­to a Peo­ple ma­ga­zi­ne, wil­ling my­self not to look up at him. My son, sit­ting next to me, had no idea that I was so at­trac­ted to and so in­vol­ved with black men. He had no idea that his fa­ther and I ne­go­tia­ted a ‘Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell’ po­li­cy in our mar­ri­a­ge a cou­ple of years ago af­ter we both ad­mit­ted our in­fi­de­li­ties. He de­fi­ni­te­ly had no idea that I’d pro­ba­b­ly be­en with a hun­dred black men in last five years or so.

But try as hard as I could, I couldn’t keep from loo­king over the top of my ma­ga­zi­ne at him. He was strong and firm loo­king, with full lips that we­re dark around the ed­ges and lus­cious­ly red on the in­side.

On­ce my son was cal­led in, I got mo­re bra­zen with my glan­ces. It wasn’t long though, be­fo­re he caught me loo­king. His eyes on me we­re nothing mo­re than a ca­su­al glan­ce, nothing se­xu­al or flir­ta­tious, but it didn’t mat­ter. Just that one se­cond look and my mind be­gan to race. I wan­ted to know what his hands would feel li­ke on me, what he tas­ted li­ke, what he smel­led li­ke. I tried re­al­ly hard to keep rea­ding the ma­ga­zi­ne in front of my face.

I didn’t even no­ti­ce that I’d cros­sed and un­cros­sed my legs un­til about the fifth time I’d do­ne it. I was wea­ring a pen­cil skirt that ca­me to my knees and I un­com­fort­ab­ly shif­ted it back down. Had I cros­sed my legs one mo­re time, my un­der­we­ar might ha­ve shown.

If he no­ti­ced my be­ha­vi­or, he didn’t show it. His eyes we­re up on a te­le­vi­si­on screen sho­wing some day­ti­me talk show. My mind be­gan to drift as I con­ti­nued ste­aling looks at him now which we­re bor­de­ring on sta­res. I hadn’t be­en laid in a few days and I was be­gin­ning to feel that ur­gent need to get off. I star­ted fan­ta­si­zing about what it would be li­ke if it we­re just he and I in this room.

I’d mo­ve across the room to him, stradd­le him, press my knees against his sides. His hands would squee­ze my hips tight as he kis­sed me with tho­se big soft lips. My breasts would push against his chest. I’d feel him gro­wing erect through his slacks and grind down on him.

Then, just li­ke that, he was loo­king at me. Wor­se, he’d be­en loo­king at me and I wasn’t su­re for how long. I’d be­en bi­ting my lower lip and just sta­ring at him in my own litt­le dream world. The look on his face was cu­ri­o­si­ty. He wasn’t su­re what to make of me or my ex­pres­si­ons. But as I re­a­li­zed I was being wat­ched and be­gan to blush fu­rious­ly, his look chan­ged to amu­se­ment. He got a mi­schie­vous gle­am in his eye and a shit ea­ting grin on his face. He tur­ned back to the TV wi­thout a word.

A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, they cal­led me in. When I stood up, I re­a­li­zed my pan­ties we­re re­al­ly wet. I won­de­red if he could smell my sex. Af­ter about two steps, I could smell it my­self. I wal­ked in to a ve­ry un­com­fort­a­ble tooth clea­ning.

As I wal­ked out, I be­gan to fan­ta­si­ze again. If he was out the­re wi­thout out his daugh­ter, I was going to ask him if he wan­ted to go out to one of our cars. I would tell him that I wan­ted him to fuck me till I cried, that I wan­ted to lick his balls and to swal­low his cum. I wan­ted to

But no. It was just my son and a few other new peo­ple out the­re. The man was go­ne. When I step­ped out­si­de in­to the par­king lot a few mi­nu­tes la­ter, I saw him again, get­ting in­to his car with his daugh­ter. I thought for a se­cond that we ma­de eye con­tact again and that he grin­ned at me, but I couldn’t be su­re.

 When we got home, my son star­ted up his Xbox. I craw­led in­to the tub and ma­stur­ba­ted twi­ce. 
A Big Black Hal­lo­ween Tre­at

My Hal­lo­ween ad­ven­tu­res are al­ways big. The­re’s some­thing about Hal­lo­ween in New Or­leans that is al­most my­sti­cal. It’s a big­ger ho­li­day than it is el­se­whe­re and it of­ten takes place over three, four or even five days. Co­stu­mes and par­ties and just a ge­ne­ral at­mo­s­phe­re of ce­le­bra­ti­on and com­mu­ni­ty are part of the life­blood of New Or­leans, and Hal­lo­ween is ne­ar the top of our list of im­port­ant ho­li­days here.

Hal­lo­ween isn’t al­ways an event that in­vol­ves sex for me, but this year it certain­ly was. In this case, it hap­pe­ned just be­fo­re the actu­al All Hal­low’s eve.

Cla­rence, An­ne and I had be­en spen­ding a lot of time to­gether and the­re hadn’t be­en a lot cra­zy or kinky stuff going on out­si­de of Cla­rence’s bed. On Hal­lo­ween though, An­ne was going to ha­ve to work for a good por­ti­on of the night and she had some other fri­ends she wan­ted to see so Cla­rence and I de­ci­ded to make that Fri­day a date night for us.

He’d got­ten in­vi­ted to this par­ty that was sort of a swin­gers thing. Nothing hard­co­re or offi­ci­al, just some fri­ends he has that are all down to par­ty. He dres­sed as the Phan­tom of the Ope­ra and I did sort of a Cat­wo­man out­fit that was a slinky cock­tail dress with a tail. I had litt­le ears and some re­al­ly good face paint. It was a good mix of se­xy and cute.

Any­way, I’d be­en ho­ping for some naugh­ty fun as I hadn’t be­en with anyo­ne be­si­des Cla­rence in qui­te a bit. But the par­ty was a bit of a let down. The­re we­re some gre­at peo­ple, but no one see­med to be in a play­ful mood. A cou­ple of peo­ple we­re re­al­ly drunk. One cou­ple got in a fight. We held out for a litt­le bit, but it was get­ting to be a dow­ner.

An ac­quain­tan­ce of Cla­rence, na­med Dicky, ap­proa­ched us and told us that the­re was an­other par­ty he was going to go to and that we could co­me along if we wan­ted. We fi­nal­ly relen­ted and hea­ded way out across town over to the West Bank for this other par­ty.

This par­ty was a litt­le mo­re straight­for­ward and was get­ting pret­ty good. The­re we­re a few fun co­stu­mes and the boo­ze and weed we­re flo­wi­ng pret­ty hea­vy along with a few other drugs. It was a pret­ty big hou­se and the­re must ha­ve be­en for­ty or fif­ty peo­ple the­re, ea­si­ly.

Dicky in­tro­du­ced us to a cou­ple of fe­ma­le fri­ends of his and right away, I could tell Cla­rence had his eye on one of them. A litt­le bru­net­te with tat­toos on her col­lar­bo­nes and her clea­va­ge. It ne­ver cea­ses to ama­ze me how he can pick up a wo­man 20 years youn­ger than him li­ke it was nothing.

So we’re stan­ding around, tal­king and Cla­rence leans over and whis­pers some­thing to Dicky, who grins and nods. Then Cla­rence leans over to me and says, “For the next two hours, Dicky owns your ass. Un­der­stand?” I nod­ded, try­ing to hi­de my own grin. Dicky wasn’t ne­ces­sa­ri­ly my type, but he wasn’t bad eit­her. He was tall and dark and had the build of a bas­ket­ball player. His teeth we­re a litt­le fu­cked up, but other than that, he was al­right loo­king. But I just didn’t feel a sync with his per­so­na­li­ty.

Dicky whi­s­pe­red to the other girl, a bu­xom black girl, and she laughed and said, “I need to be mo­re drunk.”
 Then he lea­ned over to me and said, “I’ve be­en try­ing to get this girl to make out with an­other girl for years. She al­ways says she wants to and then al­ways chi­ckens out.”
 She was cute and young but just ma­ture enough that if I was going to kiss her, I wouldn’t feel li­ke I was kis­sing my daugh­ter. “I’d make out with her if you want me to.”
 Dicky grin­ned and said, “Oh, I know.” That sent a litt­le shi­ver down my back. I love it when a guy takes char­ge li­ke that. Wi­thin just a cou­ple of mi­nu­tes, Cla­rence wal­ked off with the bru­net­te and I was left with Dicky and Sha­ryl. We had an­other drink and flir­ted a bit. Sha­ryl was loo­se­ning up a bit, but I’m not much in­to girls so I was sort of ho­ping it would end up being just Dicky and I.
 We found our way in­to someo­ne’s bedroom and Sha­ryl and Dicky star­ted ma­king out. Dicky loo­ked over at me and said, “Just chill for a few. I ain’t for­got about you.” I wat­ched them make out for a few mi­nu­tes and then Dicky said to Sha­ryl, “Why don’t you show Ka­te how you go down, girl.” Sha­ryl shrug­ged and smi­led at me. Dicky was sit­ting on the ed­ge of the bed and Sha­ryl got down bet­ween his legs. He wasn’t in a co­stu­me, so he just pul­led down the long shorts he was wea­ring and pul­led his cock out.
 It was fuck­ing beau­ti­ful. It was about six or se­ven in­ches and re­al­ly fat and straight. He loo­ked li­ke he’d shaved re­cent­ly be­cau­se he was to­tal­ly smooth and hair­less and his balls we­re big and shi­ny and black.
 Sha­ryl had re­al­ly big lips and a wi­de mouth and she went to town on his cock li­ke she was a star­ving girl who’d just be­en gi­ven a steak din­ner. She ma­de loud slur­ping sounds. Again, I’m not re­al­ly in­to wo­men, but wat­ching her suck his cock was re­al­ly hot. I lea­ned back, hi­ked up my skirt a litt­le and star­ted to play with my pus­sy.
 Then Dicky grab­bed my hand and pul­led me to him and kis­sed me. I was sur­pri­sed he was such a good kis­ser de­spi­te his bad teeth. I felt him slip a hand bet­ween my legs and rub. I wan­ted to know what that fat cock of his would feel li­ke in­side of me. I won­de­red what Cla­rence was doing to that bru­net­te some­whe­re ne­a­r­by and that got me even mo­re tur­ned on.
 Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, he pul­led out his pho­ne and star­ted tex­ting whi­le he was still get­ting a blow­job from Sha­ryl. I thought it was kind of ru­de at first, but when I heard someo­ne ap­proa­ching the door, I re­a­li­zed that he’d tex­ted someo­ne el­se the­re at the par­ty. The new guy step­ped in and clo­sed the door. He was dres­sed up as a nin­ja so I couldn’t see much other than his eyes. “Oh damn! You we­ren’t ly­ing!” He said to Dicky, wat­ching him get his cock su­cked.
 Sha­ryl stop­ped and loo­ked up at Dicky. “Am I put­ting on a show here or what?” She see­med a litt­le an­noy­ed.
 Dicky said, “No, ba­by. I just brought Slick around to make it an even num­ber.” Then he loo­ked over to Slick and said, “Check this shit out, da­wg.” Then he loo­ked to me and said, “Ka­te, ba­by, why don’t you get on your knees and suck Slick’s dick.”
 I knew that Dicky was sho­wing off. He wan­ted to be a big man in front of his fri­end. I can’t say I li­ke that kind of at­ti­tu­de. But Cla­rence was cle­ar that I was sup­po­sed to do what Dicky said, so I got off the bed and got on my knees. Slick must ha­ve be­en re­al­ly sur­pri­sed be­cau­se he loo­ked down at me through his nin­ja mask and said, “You re­al­ly down with blo­wi­ng me?”
 That’s when it hit me that I hadn’t re­al­ly be­en this bad in qui­te awhi­le. Here was some guy that I on­ly knew by his nick­na­me and I hadn’t even se­en his face. It was just shy of a glo­ry ho­le, re­al­ly. In­s­tead of ans­we­ring him, I just re­a­ched in­to his black cotton pants and pul­led out his cock. I was a litt­le di­s­ap­poin­ted with it. It was on the small side, and it was sort of knob­by and bent. But I didn’t let him see that. I just smi­led up at him and slip­ped him in­to my mouth. At le­ast he was clean and well groo­med.
 He got hard re­al­ly fast and Sha­ryl went back to suck­ing on Dicky. I think my cat makeup was star­ting to get ru­i­ned and I won­de­red how ob­vious it would be that I’d be­en suck­ing dick when I even­tu­al­ly hea­ded back out to the par­ty.
 And de­spi­te not being su­per tur­ned on by Slick, I re­al­ly was en­joy­ing ha­ving an­other man’s cock in my mouth. I re­al­ly li­ked how hard he was and how much he was ob­vious­ly en­joy­ing my de­ep thro­a­ting him. Even though he had that bend in his cock, he was short enough that I could get all of him in my mouth, right down to the balls.
 I heard Dicky doing some­thing that soun­ded li­ke he was mes­sing with a con­dom. Then I heard Sha­ryl stop and say, “Uh uh. I’ll suck your dick, but we ain’t gon­na fuck. My pan­ties are stay­in’ on to­night. Be gra­te­ful you get­tin’ what you get­tin’.”
 Dicky said, “Oh co­me on. I ha­ve a hard time get­tin’ off from head. I got­ta get some of that sweet pus­sy.” Ap­pa­rent­ly that was the wrong thing to say be­cau­se eve­r­y­thing kind of slo­wed to a halt whi­le things be­ca­me a ne­go­ti­a­ti­on.
 But in the end, I won out with a smart sug­ges­ti­on. “Sha­ryl, if you’re cool with it, I’ll fuck Dicky and you can gi­ve Slick the blow­job.” It didn’t qui­te work out as well as I’d ho­ped. Sha­ryl wasn’t in­to Slick at all, alt­hough she was wil­ling to gi­ve him a hand job. Dicky was down to fuck me whi­le they wat­ched.
 By the time Dicky got my pan­ties off and the con­dom on and slid in­side me, he was in a hur­ry. But his cock was so hard and thick and he en­te­red me so quick­ly that it was just to­tal over­load. I let out this re­al­ly loud brea­thy mo­an and my eyes just rol­led back in my head. He must ha­ve re­al­ly li­ked that be­cau­se he whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “Oh ye­ah, I’m just get­ting star­ted on this pus­sy. I gon­na work it good.”
 And he did. I had two re­al­ly hard or­gasms on him, my legs wrap­ped tight around his back. Du­ring the se­cond one, I could he­ar Slick get­ting off from Sha­ryl’s hand­job. Af­ter that, they left and Dicky rol­led me over on­to all fours and star­ted poun­ding me li­ke he ha­ted me. Thank­ful­ly, I was drunk enough and wet enough to take it, but I had to brace my­self against the bed frame he was fuck­ing me so hard.
 He squee­zed my ass hard enough that I knew I would brui­se the next day. Dicky ca­me hard in me wi­thout say­ing a word. He fell over hard on top of me and we just laid the­re for a few mi­nu­tes whi­le I felt him going soft in­side me. He care­ful­ly pul­led the con­dom out along with his cock and I im­me­di­a­te­ly got that slight­ly sad fee­ling I get whe­ne­ver I see a guy’s cum in a con­dom. I want it in me, or at le­ast on me.
 Any­way, af­ter that, we clea­ned up and left. Right as we we­re wal­king out, an­other cou­ple ca­me in to use the room and I’m glad we left it smel­ling li­ke sex. Dicky and I hung out for a bit and drank mo­re. I got mo­re than a litt­le ti­psy.
 Then Cla­rence ca­me and got me and it was sud­den­ly 4 AM. When we got in the car, I loo­ked over at him and said, “Well, did you fuck that litt­le girl?”
 Cla­rence grin­ned at me and said, “She ca­me on me three times. Girl couldn’t get enough of this dick.”
 “Did she gi­ve you a good or­gasm?”
 He shrug­ged. “I actu­al­ly had a bit of whis­key dick. Couldn’t get off. Stayed hard, but ne­ver shot.”
 “Well, why don’t you pull out that cock and let me work on it on the way home?” He smi­led and whip­ped out that beau­ti­ful dick of his. I lea­ned in­to his lap and went to work on it. He’d worn a con­dom but I could still smell that girl all over him. I could see her juices dry­ing around his crotch. It was a turn on.
 We got back to Cla­rence’s place and as I was get­ting out of the car, I slip­ped and fell. It felt li­ke I’d twis­ted my an­kle a bit and my wrist but at the time, it didn’t seem li­ke a big deal. We got in­side and I al­most im­me­di­a­te­ly pas­sed out. I wo­ke up some­ti­me a few hours la­ter to Cla­rence sprea­ding my legs. I was re­al­ly grog­gy. “What’s going on?”
 “I wo­ke up hard and I still ha­ven’t got­ten off.” I tried to get in­to it but my wrist and an­kle we­re hur­ting and I was going from drunk to hun­go­ver. He rol­led me over and put me on my sto­mach and clim­bed on top of me and fu­cked me re­al­ly hard. I was ten­der from the poun­ding I’d taken from Dicky. I felt li­ke I was going to cry de­spi­te the fact that Cla­rence felt ama­zing in­side of me. Thank­ful­ly, he on­ly took about ten mi­nu­tes to cum and then he fell right back in­to a de­ep sleep.
 When I wo­ke up the next mor­ning, my an­kle was okay, but my wrist was re­al­ly swol­len, I was coug­hing and hacking, my pus­sy was throb­bing and I was to­tal­ly hun­go­ver. It mo­ved in­to a full on flu over the cour­se of that day and Cla­rence took care of me, icing my wrist, run­ning me hot baths and ma­king me soup.
 It was a rough, wild, and ama­zing Hal­lo­ween.



Pim­ped Again, Part 1

Cla­rence and I don’t ex­change Christ­mas pres­ents. Part of it is that we ha­ve this sort of weird line whe­re we are try­ing to keep our re­la­ti­ons­hip on a certain se­xu­al le­vel and not a ro­man­tic one. The other thing is that I don’t want to ha­ve to ha­ve my hus­band see the things that Cla­rence gi­ves me. When Cla­rence does gi­ve me gifts, I usu­al­ly keep them at his place un­less it’s some­thing small or some­thing I can pass off as a purcha­se I ma­de my­self.

This year though, Cla­rence and I had be­co­me a lot clo­ser per­so­nal­ly and the in­clu­si­on of An­ne cre­a­ted sort of a ti­ny se­cond fa­mi­ly for me. Now I felt li­ke Cla­rence’s pro­per­ty and his gir­l­fri­end. It was ni­ce. Any­way, some­ti­me in No­vem­ber, he said to me, “It’s be­en too long sin­ce I pim­ped your ass out. Gon­na ha­ve to fix that.” It was his idea of a Christ­mas gift for me and it got me wet, in­stant­ly.

I’ve had good and bad ex­pe­ri­ences with pro­sti­tu­ti­on. Alt­hough, I’d call it pro­sti­tu­ti­on  light. Yes, the men are pay­ing to ha­ve sex with me, but Cla­rence had the who­le thing pret­ty well or­ches­tra­ted. In the past, when I’d do­ne it with Wes, it was dan­ge­rous. Lots of drugs in­vol­ved, rough guys. It was a bad sce­ne. With Cla­rence though, he went through a good fri­end of his, Rol­lie, who was a pimp and was pro­fes­si­o­nal about it. We’d wor­ked with Rol­lie about half a do­zen times over the pre­vious Spring and I’d al­ways had a good time. With things get­ting bu­sy with An­ne and eve­r­y­thing el­se though, we just hadn’t had much time for that kind of thing la­te­ly. Life had got­ten in the way.

So when Cla­rence said he wan­ted to pimp me out again, I as­s­u­med it would be through Rol­lie. I let it drop and just went about my life. Cla­rence would let me know when it would go down. Su­re enough, a cou­ple of weeks la­ter, he said, “I got you set up. You’re going to ha­ve to drive out of town. Ex­pect to be go­ne all night. May­be in­to the next day.”

That got me in­trigued, but I wasn’t ner­vous. It’s ea­sy to just trust Cla­rence and know that I’m going to ha­ve a good time. I’ve al­so lear­ned to let that an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on and un­cer­tain­ty fuel my de­sire. I ma­de all the ar­ran­ge­ments I nee­ded to make to be go­ne for 24 hours or so. I was picking out some clo­thes when Cla­rence cal­led. “Don’t we­ar any­thing fan­cy. In fact, go the op­po­si­te. He wants you loo­king white trash, but not li­ke a street wal­ker.”

“So, li­ke a wife be­a­ter or some­thing?”
 “Ye­ah, white wife be­a­ter, black skirt, flip flops.”
 “Flip flops? Are you serious?” I was ha­ving a hard time pic­tu­ring

my­self ar­ri­ving at someo­ne’s door, try­ing to look se­xy in flip flops. “Trust me.” I did as I was told. He al­so had me pack a bag with a spa­re
 change of tra­vel clo­thes and some heels, just in case. I al­so pa­cked a few
 towels, some lu­be and a vi­bra­tor. I ga­ve my­self a tho­rough clea­ning and
 groo­ming. I shaved my pus­sy, I ga­ve my­self an ene­ma, in case the guy
 wan­ted anal. I wai­ted to do my makeup till I got the­re.
 I was a litt­le sho­cked at the ad­dress. It was a place on the outs­kirts of
 Pen­sa­co­la, which is about a three hour drive from New Or­leans. Going that
 far away from home and from Cla­rence put me a litt­le on ed­ge. I told
 Jes­si­ca what I was doing and she squea­led. “That’s so ex­ci­ting! Ask
 Cla­rence if I can co­me with you!” I just laughed and shook my head. I love
 my daugh­ter, but some­ti­mes I for­get that she has a ve­ry odd sen­se of fun. I
 told Jes­si­ca that Cla­rence had al­so as­ked me to we­ar a Queen of Spa­des
 tem­po­ra­ry tat­too on me and as­ked her if she would put it on my lower back.
 She was thril­led.
 I ma­de the drive out the­re and when I ar­ri­ved at the ad­dress, it was a
 shit­ty mo­tel. I in­stant­ly got a litt­le tur­ned on. The­re’s some­thing about sex
 in a mo­tel that’s just dir­ty by its ve­ry na­ture. I cal­led Cla­rence, as in­struc­ted.
 “Room 22. His na­me is Tra­vis. Do what he tells you. Pay­ment is taken care
 of.” What was un­u­su­al about that was that he didn’t gi­ve me any other
 sti­pu­la­ti­ons. He didn’t men­ti­on time li­mits or se­xu­al boun­da­ri­es. It’s hard to
 ex­plain to someo­ne who’s ne­ver be­en in that si­tu­a­ti­on, but mee­ting a
 stran­ger and tur­ning to­tal con­trol over your bo­dy to them is a tough thing to
 do. Beyond being wor­ried about my own phy­si­cal safe­ty, I al­so ha­ve to
 wor­ry about how my be­ha­vi­or will re­flect back to Cla­rence.
 Cla­rence and I ha­ve had a few slip ups over the years. The­re was a
 si­tu­a­ti­on with Jes­si­ca, the mo­re re­cent mis­com­mu­ni­ca­ti­on with our fri­ends Wan­da and James that led to a bad sce­ne at a gang­bang. But for the most part, I know that Cla­rence wat­ches out for me and is fier­ce­ly pro­tec­ti­ve. Still, as I wal­ked up to room 22, I could feel my knees get­ting wob­b­ly and a knot in my sto­mach.

The door was slight­ly cra­cked. I could he­ar a TV on. I kno­cked. A voi­ce from in­side said, “What up!”
 “It’s Ka­te. Cla­rence sent me?”
 “Ye­ah, co­me on in, ba­by!” I ope­ned the door and loo­ked in. The rooms we­re as shit­ty on the in­side as they we­re on the out­si­de. I stood in the door­way fee­ling awk­ward and unat­trac­ti­ve. He was ly­ing on the bed, wea­ring white sweat pants and a but­ton up shirt that was un­do­ne. He was in his thir­ties with milk cho­co­la­te skin and a litt­le pre­ma­ture gray in his chest hair. On his hands, he had two hea­vy gold rings on one hand and a lar­ge gold watch on the other. The­re was a thin gold chain around his neck.
 He would’ve had a hand­so­me face, but not long back some­thing had hap­pe­ned to him. The­re was a fresh scar that ran from be­low his right eye and al­most down to his lip. It was bad, pink and jag­ged. He smi­led at me though and said, “I’m Tra­vis, co­me on in, ba­by.” I star­ted to step in and clo­se the door, but he stop­ped me. “Lea­ve it open. This room is stank. Air this shit out.” He had a for­ty bet­ween his legs and he sip­ped it as he wat­ched me walk in. I stop­ped at the foot of the bed. “Damn, Cla­rence wasn’t ly­ing! Turn around girl. Let me see what you’re wor­king with.”
 I tur­ned around and stuck my ass out for him a bit. I was wea­ring a short black cotton skirt, a thong, a wife be­a­ter with no bra, black flip flops and a light black hoo­die be­cau­se it was a litt­le cool, even for Pen­sa­co­la. “So, you know Cla­rence?” I was sly­ly try­ing to fi­gu­re out their connec­ti­on just so I could feel a litt­le bet­ter about this guy.
 He grin­ned at my ass and said, “Naw. Just tex­ted with him. He sent me a cou­ple of pics of you, but damn, girl. You are way fi­ner in per­son.” I li­ked the compli­ment, but his ans­wer about Cla­rence ratt­led me. What was he doing pim­ping me to a per­son he’d ne­ver met? I took a de­ep breath and tried to calm down.
 Tra­vis must ha­ve se­en my ner­vous­ness be­cau­se he said, “Grab a for­ty out­ta that bag the­re and co­me chill.” The­re was a big pla­stic bag on the ta­ble in the room. It had a half do­zen for­ties in it and some chips and a few other snacks. I grab­bed a beer and sat on the chair next to the ta­ble. I was re­al­ly gra­te­ful that he didn’t just launch right in­to sex. Some­ti­mes I can be ner­vous and tur­ned on in equ­al parts and it’s okay. But in this case, my ner­ves we­re to­tal­ly sup­pres­sing any de­sire I had for sex.
 He was ly­ing in the midd­le of the bed, his back prop­ped up against the head­board, half wat­ching me half pay­ing at­ten­ti­on to a sports high­light show. “You don’t turn ma­ny tricks, do you?” I smi­led, took a long swig of my beer and shook my head. He chuck­led. “That’s aight. Cla­rence told me that you are a straight up freak in the bed and that you can’t get enough of the brot­has.”
 I shrug­ged and grin­ned at him. My ner­vous­ness went down a notch. The­re was some­thing in his to­ne that was put­ting me at ea­se. He was a fair­ly tall, hea­vy guy, but the­re was a light­ness to him that didn’t co­me off as in­ti­mi­da­ting, de­spi­te the scar. He finis­hed the for­ty he was drin­king and said, “Let’s go smo­ke.” He got up off the bed and led me back out­si­de whe­re we each had a ci­ga­ret­te by some ven­ding ma­chi­nes. We chat­ted a bit and by the time we got back, both he and the for­ty had cal­med me down a bit.
 When we step­ped back in­to the room, the door still wi­de open, he said, “Take off that skirt, ba­by, and let me see that boo­ty.” He grab­bed an­other for­ty and laid back down on the bed. I glan­ced at the open door but didn’t say any­thing. I hoo­ked my thumbs in­to my skirt and pul­led it down and step­ped out of it. “Take off your un­der­we­ar too. Lem­me see that pus­sy.” I took a de­ep breath and pul­led my un­der­we­ar off too.
 He grin­ned at me. “Ni­ce.” He slid down on the bed so that he was lay­ing flat on his back on the bed. “Crawl on up here and put your thighs up against my ears.” That sur­pri­sed me for su­re. Not a lot of guys I’d be­en with we­re so ea­ger to go down on me and certain­ly not ones who didn’t know me. But I did what he as­ked and I clim­bed up on top of him. “Now lower that big white ass right down on top of my face. I’ma get my tongue all up in that pus­sy.”
 I lo­we­red my­self down on his mouth and felt his tongue sli­de across my la­bia. Then his hands ca­me up over my thighs and he pul­led me down and for­ward. It didn’t seem li­ke he could even brea­the with my clit mas­hed over his no­se and my pus­sy pres­sed in­to his mouth, but he didn’t seem to mind. He li­cked stea­di­ly and then be­gan pushing his tongue in­to my pus­sy.
 At that point, I was fi­nal­ly ab­le to re­lax a litt­le and start let­ting some of the slut­ty part of my per­so­na­li­ty out. “Oh, fuck ye­ah. Eat that pus­sy good. Eat it.” I could feel the scar tis­sue on his face rub­bing against my thigh. In a stran­ge way, it was a turn on. And Tra­vis li­ked to eat pus­sy, let me tell you. I serious­ly ex­pec­ted him to bi­te in­to me at some point. He lo­cked his lips over my who­le pus­sy and su­cked it in­to his mouth. He su­cked on my clit and pul­led on my la­bia with his teeth. He rub­bed his midd­le fin­ger up against my ass­ho­le and te­a­sed it. I’d feel it slip in­side me just ba­re­ly and then he’d pull it out and rub again, all whi­le he was suck­ing on my clit.
 A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, I loo­ked down at him bet­ween my thighs and said, “I’m gon­na cum, Tra­vis. I’m gon­na cum all over your face.”
 When I was off of his mouth for just a mo­ment he said, “Do it, ba­by. Lem­me tas­te that juice.” I grab­bed the head­board and ground down on him and ca­me all over his face. It was a fast, hard or­gasm that re­al­ly didn’t do much other than make me hor­nier. I star­ted to climb off of him, but he stop­ped me by grab­bing my thighs. “I ain’t do­ne ea­tin’ that pus­sy. Get back here.”
 He pul­led me back and went on ea­ting me out. It felt ama­zing, but the mo­re he did it, the mo­re I just wan­ted to feel a cock in­side me. As good as he was at ea­ting me out, I wasn’t going to cum again un­til I got fu­cked. I be­gan to whim­per a bit, to get whi­ny. “Ple­a­se, Tra­vis, fuck me.” But he didn’t lis­ten. He kept licking and suck­ing at my clit for what felt li­ke a half hour. I was all rev­ved up but I couldn’t get off again. I re­a­ched back on­ce for his cock and he pushed my hand away.
 Fi­nal­ly, he ea­sed me up off of his face and I laid down on my back. My thighs we­re ti­red from grin­ding for so long and I was a sop­ping wet mess bet­ween my legs. Tra­vis stood up and drop­ped his sweats and un­der­we­ar to the car­pet and step­ped out of them. His cock was un­cut and al­most to­tal­ly hard. It had a thick pink head on it and a slight bend. He wasn’t enor­mous by any means, but I knew he had mo­re than enough to tre­at me right. I felt my­self get­ting wet­ter at the sight of it.
 He re­a­ched for a con­dom off the night­stand and rol­led it on in a prac­ti­ced way. As he put it on he said, “I’m gon­na nut re­al­ly fast. But don’t think that’s the end of shit. We’re just get­ting war­med up ba­by.” He clim­bed on top of me and I spread my legs wi­de for him. “Grab your legs ba­by, put them legs out as wi­de as you can. I wan­na go de­ep.” He mo­ved bet­ween me, scooped his hands over my thighs and down around my ass as he po­si­ti­o­ned his cock up against my pus­sy. Then in one long flu­id mo­ve, he sank all the way down in­side me. We both let out a si­mul­ta­neous mo­an of sa­tis­fac­ti­on and my legs shook as I strug­gled to keep them spread.

His weight on top of me felt won­der­ful and his cock was a gre­at length even if the bend in it hit me in a weird spot in­side. He lif­ted up his ass and plun­ged back in­to me a se­cond time and he mo­a­ned again, his face in the pil­low next to me. I could feel my­self buil­ding back to­ward an­other or­gasm. But then, as he plun­ged in­to me a third time, he shud­de­red and mo­a­ned even lou­der and I knew he was cum­ming. Wi­thin se­conds, I felt him going soft in­side me and af­ter one mo­re stro­ke, he pul­led out. I’d ne­ver se­en a man cum so fast be­fo­re.

Tra­vis grab­bed the ba­se of the con­dom on the way out and it was full of his cum. He tos­sed it in the trash, loo­ked back at me and said, “I told you that first one would be quick.” Then he took a long swig of his beer and said, “Woo! We’re gon­na ha­ve fun, ba­by.” He wal­ked in­to the ba­throom. I loo­ked out the front door but the­re wasn’t much to see but dar­kness and the lights of the rooms across the par­king lot. Things we­re quiet.

When Tra­vis ca­me back out, he’d was­hed his crotch and his face. He was still on­ly wea­ring his but­ton up shirt and he sat back down on the bed, with his back against the head­board. His scar see­med red and in­fla­med. I wan­ted to ask him about it, but it didn’t feel right. I was fee­ling a litt­le awk­ward about being na­ked with the door open though and it was get­ting a litt­le cool. “Mind if I put my clo­thes back on?”

“You can put your skirt back on, but lea­ve that thong off.” Tra­vis chan­ged the te­le­vi­si­on chan­nel to some ac­ti­on mo­vie and said, “Why don’t you co­me on over here and suck my dick for awhi­le. Bring tho­se chips too.” That ma­de me laugh.

“Su­re.” I grab­bed the po­ta­to chips out of the bag and pas­sed them over to him. He spread his legs and I laid down on my sto­mach and el­bows, ma­king su­re not to block his view of the te­le­vi­si­on. He smel­led li­ke cheap mo­tel soap, but the­re are wor­se smells. His cock didn’t get much smal­ler when it was flac­cid. His fo­re­skin co­ve­red the head en­ti­re­ly, but he was still pret­ty long. The skin was sil­ky and soft and his balls we­re warm and hea­vy. He groo­med, so all of his hair was ve­ry short and well kept.

I pushed my no­se down to right whe­re his cock and balls met and slow­ly li­cked at him whi­le I be­gan to lan­guid­ly stro­ke his cock with one hand. I pul­led one of his balls in­to my mouth and gent­ly su­cked on it and then mo­ved to the other. His cock gra­du­al­ly got a litt­le har­der and I wan­ted a chan­ce to de­ep thro­at him be­fo­re he got ful­ly hard, so I mo­ved up to the head of his cock and spit on it. Then I pul­led my hand down to the ba­se of his prick, pul­ling the fo­re­skin down and at the sa­me time, let his cock go all the way to the back of my thro­at.

Tra­vis let out a small mo­an of sa­tis­fac­ti­on so I plun­ged ahead and forced his cock past my gag re­flex and went all the way down. I didn’t last long and I gag­ged hard and ca­me back up quick. But his cock and my mouth we­re co­ve­red in spit now and I knew it would be ea­sier the next time. I took a few breaths and then went all the way back down. This time I held my­self the­re and sup­pres­sed three gags. I could feel his cock swel­ling and get­ting har­der, pres­sing up against my teeth. He mo­a­ned again and whi­s­pe­red, “Damn, ba­by. You li­ke a fuck­in’ va­cu­um clea­ner.”

I kept suck­ing him, alt­hough it got tougher to get all of him down my thro­at. In­s­tead, I just fo­cu­sed on gi­ving him good head. I cup­ped his balls and stro­ked the ba­se of his cock with my other hand. He be­gan to leak a good amount of pre-cum and it was sal­ty and a litt­le bit­ter. But he didn’t re­al­ly feel li­ke he was clo­se to an or­gasm.

Af­ter about ten mi­nu­tes or so, he said, “Pass me my pho­ne, ba­by.” I stop­ped and re­a­ched down to his sweats and dug it out of his po­cket. I pas­sed it to him and went back to suck­ing him. A few se­conds la­ter he said, “Look up at me.” He was ai­ming his pho­ne’s ca­me­ra at me. “You li­ke suck­in’ dick girl?” I nod­ded whi­le I su­cked him and ga­ve him a muffled ‘mm-hm.’ I heard a click then, so I knew he’d taken a vi­deo of that.

He fidd­led with his pho­ne for a few mo­re se­conds and then put it down. A mi­nu­te la­ter it buz­zed. He pi­cked it up and said, “Ye­ah! I just took that vi­deo, man. Ye­ah, girl loves the D!” The­re was a pau­se. “No, that’s why I cal­led you! Tell you what, you bring the smo­ke, I’ll sup­ply the pus­sy.” The­re was an­other pau­se. “Naw, I’m tel­lin’ you, girl’s is a freak.” He grin­ned. “Cool. Room 22. See you soon.”

The thought of fuck­ing a se­cond guy had the usu­al ef­fect me. It was a com­bi­na­ti­on of lust and fe­ar. I’ve be­en with mul­ti­ple guys plen­ty of times and the­re’s al­ways a sen­se of dan­ger, of things get­ting out of hand. At the sa­me time, I love get­ting guys off and the at­mo­s­phe­re of being na­ked in a group of peo­ple. It’s in­to­xi­ca­ting.

 I kept gi­ving Tra­vis head. He put his pho­ne down and said, “My boy, Monk, is co­ming over. He’s gon­na set us up with some weed and you’re gon­na take care of him.” I nod­ded with Tra­vis’ cock in my mouth.
Af­ter awhi­le, we took a break. Tra­vis was hard but said that he wan­ted to wait be­fo­re he ca­me again. My jaw nee­ded a rest any­way, so I was glad. I had an­other beer and Tra­vis and I wai­ted for Monk.



Pim­ped Again, Part 2

It was ea­sy to tell that Monk and Tra­vis we­re re­al­ly tight. I found out la­ter that they we­re cou­sins. When Monk ca­me in, he and Tra­vis hug­ged and right away I found my­self at­trac­ted to Monk. He was built a lot li­ke Tra­vis, but he was around 40. Tall with sort of a me­di­um-hea­vy build, thick lips and slight­ly bal­ding. He had a mi­schie­vous grin and when he finis­hed hug­ging Tra­vis, he hug­ged me and said, “Hey girl, you best get rea­dy to mark your ca­len­dar. You gon­na be tal­king about this week­end for the rest of your life. Tra­vis and I al­ways lea­ve the la­dies with a smi­le on their face.”

Monk sett­led in and rol­led a cou­ple of joints and we step­ped out­si­de to smo­ke them. Our room was right next to a bunch of old ven­ding ma­chi­nes and whi­le we we­re out the­re, two young guys ca­me up and as­ked if we’d share. Monk pas­sed them the joint.

They we­re both around twen­ty, tops. One dark skin­ned, with a big Afro, the other light skin­ned and de­spe­ra­te­ly try­ing to grow a mu­sta­che. He loo­ked li­ke he was a mix of black and La­ti­no. They we­re both jit­te­ry and amped up and it was ea­sy to see they we­re on some­thing. We all had that kind of con­ver­sa­ti­on you can on­ly ha­ve whe­re eve­r­yo­ne is a bit fu­cked up.

Monk fi­nal­ly as­ked them if they we­re hol­ding. The light skin­ned guy see­med a litt­le jum­py, de­spi­te our pret­ty laid back at­ti­tu­de. He didn’t re­al­ly seem to want to gi­ve Monk a straight ans­wer. Fi­nal­ly Monk says, “Hey, you wan­na see some­thing?”

The kid shrugs and Monk says to me, “Show ‘em your pus­sy, girl. Let the­se boys see what a wo­man looks li­ke.” The kids and I si­mul­ta­neous­ly laugh. The kid with the Afro got re­al­ly dra­ma­tic and was run­ning in litt­le hy­per circles say­ing “No fuck­ing way!”

 I loo­ked at Monk af­ter laug­hing and said, “Are you serious?” “Fuck ye­ah, pull that skirt up, girl.” Then he loo­ked at the boys. “Whad­d­ya got?”
The kid with the thin mu­sta­che ans­we­red. “We got ad­dies and some x.” But he was loo­king at my tits when he said it. I re­a­li­zed in the cool night air, my nipp­les we­re po­king out and re­al­ly vi­si­ble in my white tank top. The boy said to me, “Lem­me see.” He said it in a way that ma­de my skin crawl a litt­le bit, but I felt li­ke Tra­vis and Monk wouldn’t let things get too far out of hand.

I pul­led up my skirt and sho­wed them my shaved pus­sy. The kid with the Afro lost it even fur­ther. Ap­pa­rent­ly this was the cra­ziest thing he’d ever se­en. He couldn’t stop laug­hing. Mu­sta­che kid said, “Let’s see your boo­ty too.” I pul­led up my skirt hig­her and twis­ted my hips around so he could see my ass.

The boy re­a­ched out and squee­zed it and Monk slap­ped his hand away. “Hey. You can look. Not touch. Let’s do some busi­ness. We’ve be­en straight with you.”

The laug­hing kid stop­ped laug­hing long enough to say to his fri­end, “Go ahead, da­wg. They aight. Let’s get back to the girls.”
 In the end, they sold to Monk and we went back to our room fee­ling ni­ce­ly stoned and pret­ty amu­sed. I had to ad­mit, I li­ked both Monk and Tra­vis. We we­re laug­hing a lot and being sil­ly. At the sa­me time, I knew that sex might break out at any mo­ment and that both of the men wan­ted me. It was a good fee­ling. I en­ded up doing the ec­sta­sy whi­le they did the Ad­der­all.
 The x tur­ned out to not be ve­ry good. It was re­al­ly spee­dy. It was okay though and along with the pot and the beer, we we­re all fee­ling pret­ty good. I was on the bed with Tra­vis when Monk step­ped out of the ba­throom and he was to­tal­ly na­ked. He said, “Grab your pho­ne girl.” He loo­ked damned good na­ked. His cock was thick and long, cut and beau­ti­ful.
 I pul­led my pho­ne from my pur­se and he said, “Get down on your knees, girl and take a pho­to of this dick. Af­ter this week­end, you’re going to be drea­ming of this shit. I want you to ha­ve a pho­to of it when you play with your pus­sy and dream of me.” I laughed at his bra­va­do and took a pho­to. Then I didn’t wait for him to ask, I wrap­ped my lips around the head and su­cked him in­to my mouth. I went to work on him with so much en­thu­si­asm that he laughed too. “Fuck, Tra­vis. Girl does it li­ke her life de­pen­ded on it!”
 The truth was, bet­ween the sex I’d had ear­lier, and all the drugs, Monk’s cock in my mouth tas­ted li­ke hea­ven. I star­ted droo­ling im­me­di­a­te­ly and I loved the feel of my own spit run­ning down my chin and the warm, mus­ky tas­te of Monk’s cock in my mouth. Other than being cut, his cock was ama­zin­gly si­mi­lar to Tra­vis’ and I im­me­di­a­te­ly star­ted to fan­ta­si­ze about ha­ving them both in­side me at the sa­me time.
 I was mo­ving my head up and down Monk’s cock as quick­ly as I could, one hand on his hip and the other on his balls. “Mmm!” Gi­ve it to me, chi­cken­head! Get that dick!” He put a hand on the top of my head and pushed his cock fur­ther in­to my mouth. I ope­ned up my lips to get a litt­le air and to keep from gag­ging. He was right at the spot whe­re I had to fo­cus to keep from thro­wing up.
 “Bring her up here, Monk. Share that shit.” I stop­ped and got up on the bed with Tra­vis and star­ted suck­ing his cock the sa­me way I had ear­lier. “Get up on your knees, ba­by. Put that big white ass in the air, so Monk can fuck your pus­sy right.”
 I put my ass up and I felt Monk climb up be­hind me. He took a mi­nu­te to slip on a con­dom and then he ai­med his cock at my pus­sy. He put both hands on my hips and slam­med for­ward so hard that my head hit Tra­vis’ sto­mach. “Ho­ly shit! Too hard! Ea­se up!”
 Monk pul­led back and ea­sed up, but not by much. He be­gan to just out­right pum­mel my pus­sy. His cock just jack­ham­me­red in­to me and it was al­most im­pos­si­ble to gi­ve Tra­vis head. I was mo­a­ning and sque­aling and ba­re­ly kee­ping his head in my mouth. “Co­me on, girl!” Monk was yel­ling. “Co­me on, gi­ve me that white pus­sy! Gi­ve it to me! You’ll ne­ver for­get this dick, girl! I’ma fuck you stu­pid!”
 And he was. He was ham­me­ring in­to me so hard that I was da­zed. The­re’s good pain and the­re’s bad pain when it co­mes to get­ting ha­ving a cock in you. The good pain can be ama­zing and in­to­xi­ca­ting. But the bad pain is just a to­tal turn off. This was ra­pid­ly get­ting to­ward bad pain. I wan­ted to li­ke what he was doing but it was just too hard. Thank­ful­ly, he wore him­self out at that pace pret­ty quick­ly and he to­ned him­self down wi­thout me ha­ving to com­plain any fur­ther.
 I was try­ing to catch my breath and get back to suck­ing on Tra­vis’ beau­ti­ful dick when he said some­thing that to­tal­ly took me by sur­pri­se. “Hey, Monk, get this. Du­de I got this girl from said that she got a boyfri­end who doesn’t even know she’s tur­nin’ tricks.”
 The­re was a lot going on with that. Most­ly it meant that Cla­rence had gi­ven me some kind of fa­ke back­ground but hadn’t told me about it. It al­so meant that Monk didn’t know Cla­rence. That kind of got me wor­ried a litt­le. But on­ly a litt­le. I was fee­ling so good and tur­ned on, the­re was no way I was stop­ping at that point.
 “Oh ye­ah? Get­tin’ tur­ned out and your boyfri­end don’t even know. Damn, that is nas­ty girl! Is he white?” I nod­ded whi­le suck­ing on Tra­vis. The less I spo­ke, the less li­ke­ly I was to get caught in a lie. “You ain’t doin’ it for the mo­ney though, huh? I can tell by the way your pus­sy is grip­ping my pipe. You doin’ this cau­se you li­ke get­ting di­cked down, don’t you?” I nod­ded again. He was pret­ty clo­se to the truth wi­thout kno­wing the re­al sto­ry.
 “Du­de who hoo­ked me up said she on­ly fucks brot­has.” Tra­vis had one hand on the back of my head as I bob­bed up and down on him.
 “Is that right? You in love with this dark meat, girl? You li­ke that black dick?” Be­fo­re I could nod again he said, “Let me he­ar you say it. Let me he­ar you say you li­ke black dick.”
 “I love it. I love black dick!” I guess Monk li­ked that be­cau­se he pi­cked up his pace again. Not as hard this time, but enough that it was hit­ting me at just the right pace and out of nowhe­re I was cum­ming. “Oh fuck, I’m cum­ming!” I stret­ched out the word cum­ming for as long as my voi­ce would last. I clo­sed my eyes and went on that ama­zing or­gasm rol­ler coas­ter as Monk just kept dri­ving that ama­zing cock of his in­to me.
 We went li­ke that for awhi­le lon­ger and slow­ly, ve­ry slow­ly, we all star­ted get­ting ti­red out. The guys didn’t cum, they just got ex­haus­ted. I was rol­ling pret­ty hard and eve­r­y­thing was fuz­zy around the ed­ges and won­der­ful. The guys we­re out of breath, but hy­per and hap­py.
 Over the next hour, we each drank an­other beer and just laid around half na­ked. We ma­de out, fond­led each other. I was sur­pri­sed by how com­fort­a­ble Tra­vis and Monk we­re with each other. It’s not li­ke they we­re bi­se­xu­al or any­thing, but they’d ob­vious­ly played around with enough wo­men to­gether that neit­her of them felt weird about the other.
 We’d go­ne through the beer, the weed and the snacks. The­re was some talk of ma­king a sup­ply run, but Monk said, “Fuck that. We’re going to my hou­se. Let’s go.”
 “Re­al­ly? I thought we’d be stay­ing the night here.” I wasn’t su­re why I was un­ea­sy about lea­ving a to­tal shit ho­le mo­tel, but I think I’d got­ten used to the room and the idea of re­lo­ca­ting see­med li­ke a gi­ant hass­le.
 “Ye­ah, let’s go back to my place, girl. We got beers, we got weed, we got all kinds of good shit back at my place.” We ga­the­red our be­lon­gings up and got in Monk’s car. Tra­vis and I had had way too much to drink to drive, but Monk see­med okay. He had a big old car from the 80s that bel­ched smo­ke and he took us back to his place in a dif­fe­rent part of the outs­kirts of Pen­sa­co­la, about 10 mi­nu­tes from the mo­tel.
 Monk’s hou­se loo­ked li­ke it used to be for a full fa­mi­ly, but you could tell that on­ly Monk lived the­re now. I won­de­red if he was di­vor­ced and whe­re his kids we­re, but I didn’t say. It was a bit run down and had that mil­dew smell that a lot of chea­per ho­mes in the south do, but it had cha­rac­ter too. You could see Monk’s per­so­na­li­ty all over the place. His big collec­ti­on of old R&B and soul vi­nyl re­cords, his pool ta­ble with an an­ti­que pool light over the top, big black lea­ther cou­ches.
 We each grab­bed a beer and then the guys led me in­to Monk’s room. He had a hu­ge bed with a gi­ant woo­den frame and head­board. When I sip­ped the beer, I got a re­min­der that I was still rol­ling. It tas­ted won­der­ful. I loo­ked at the bed as I swal­lo­wed my beer and said, “I ho­pe you two are going to fuck the shit out of me on that.”
 They both laughed. Tra­vis said, “Ba­by, we are going rock your fuck­ing world. Take tho­se clo­thes off. I took an­other swig of beer and set it on the night­stand. I to­re off my clo­thes as quick as I could. I was ea­ger to feel their bo­dies and their cocks again.
 Both of them un­dres­sed and Monk mo­ved around to a dra­wer be­si­de the bed. He re­a­ched in a pul­led out a pair of hand­cuffs. Not li­ke fa­ke litt­le play ones, but the hea­vy steel ones that cops use. “Put one on your wrist, girl.”
 Un­der dif­fe­rent cir­cum­stan­ces I might ha­ve be­en ner­vous. But Cla­rence didn’t say any­thing about stay­ing at the mo­tel or not get­ting with mo­re than one guy. I just tru­s­ted that even if he didn’t know about the spe­ci­fics, Cla­rence would be okay with this, other­wi­se he would ha­ve gi­ven me mo­re ru­les than just to obey Tra­vis.
 I put one of the cuffs on and clim­bed on­to the bed. Tra­vis pul­led the sheets back and Monk craw­led on­to the bed with me, his cock al­rea­dy half hard again. He took the free cuff, and pul­led it up to­ward the top of the bed and looped it through a post in the midd­le of the head­board. Then he took my other wrist and at­ta­ched it to the cuff so that I was cuf­fed to the head­board with my arms over my head. I laid the­re on my side grin­ned at them. “What now?”
 “Now we do any­thing we want, girl!” He got up on his knees and put his cock to­ward my mouth. “Get me hard again. Suck this dick li­ke I know you love to.” I ope­ned my mouth for him and he plun­ged right past my lips and to the back of my thro­at. I was ly­ing on my side, with no way to prop my­self up ve­ry well or use my hands, so I couldn’t do a ve­ry good job. He grab­bed the back of my head and ba­si­cal­ly just fu­cked my face. His balls we­re swin­ging back and forth and my mouth was fil­ling up with spit.

Then I felt Tra­vis’ hands on me. He was be­hind me, spoo­ning me. He whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “I know you take it up your ass too, don’t you, ba­by? I can tell. You white girls love get­ting ass fu­cked.” I nod­ded. The thought of him fuck­ing my ass was al­most enough to make me cum right the­re. I heard him fidd­ling with lu­be and a con­dom. Then I felt the head of his cock press against my ass­ho­le. Thank­ful­ly, he took his time. He wasn’t gi­gan­tic, but whi­le you’re on ec­sta­sy, eve­ry inch of a cock feels big­ger than it actu­al­ly is. I mo­a­ned on Monk’s prick as I felt Tra­vis’ head sli­de past my sphinc­ter.

He took his time and slow­ly wor­ked his cock all the way in­to my ass. By the time he was ful­ly in­to me, I was ha­ving the­se ama­zing wa­ves of ple­a­su­re rol­ling up and down my spi­ne, from the ba­se of my neck, down to my ass­ho­le and de­ep up in­to my guts. But on­ce he star­ted fuck­ing me, slow­ly and smooth­ly, it was li­ke I was on a ro­cket. I be­gan to scream on Monk’s cock. He pul­led out from my mouth and I yel­led, “Ho­ly fuck! Ho­ly Fuck! Oh my god!” I just kept repea­ting, “Oh my god!” over and over again. I thought I was going to pass out. It felt so good, so in­cre­dib­ly over­whel­ming.

Tra­vis pi­cked up a litt­le speed and then, well, I didn’t black out, but I don’t re­al­ly re­mem­ber my or­gasm. It was li­ke my brain just short cir­cui­ted for a mi­nu­te or so. When I ca­me back to re­a­li­ty, my bo­dy was sha­king all over. I felt my leg being lif­ted. I ope­ned my eyes and Monk was ly­ing in front of me. He was lif­ting my leg and po­si­ti­o­ning his cock ne­ar my pus­sy. He grin­ned at me and said, “Gon­na fit two dicks in­to you white girl. Tell me you want it.”

“Ple­a­se, fuck me.” It ca­me out as a whim­per, even though I re­al­ly wan­ted it. I was just so out of my head that I could ba­re­ly form words.
 I ha­ven’t do­ne a lot of dou­ble pe­ne­tra­ti­on. Part of it is that, un­li­ke what you se­en in porn films, it can be dif­fi­cult to get any kind of rhythm going wi­thout peo­ple slip­ping out and lots of stop­ping and re­st­ar­ting. The other is­sue is that most of the men I sleep with are al­pha ma­le types and ve­ry straight, bor­de­ring on ho­mo­pho­bic. The idea of their cock or balls tou­ching an­other man du­ring sex is just not cool. Dou­ble pe­ne­tra­ti­on looks good in a porn, but for down and dir­ty fuck­ing, it isn’t usu­al­ly all it’s cra­cked up to be.
 Now, for­get eve­r­y­thing I just said, be­cau­se when Tra­vis slip­ped in­side my pus­sy, which was al­rea­dy swol­len and wet, I lost my fuck­ing mind. The two of them in­side me at the sa­me time was so fil­ling, so in­va­si­ve, so in­ten­se­ly ero­tic, that I star­ted cum­ming all over again the mo­ment Monk’s pel­vis pushed up against mi­ne. I clut­ched wild­ly at them, try­ing to thrust in both di­rec­ti­ons at on­ce. I’m su­re I was babbling.
 Fi­nal­ly, I just stop­ped and held still and said, “Fuck the shit out of me. Fuck me hard.” As best as they both could, ly­ing on their sides, they did. Monk and Tra­vis be­gan to pis­ton in and out of me. The­re we­re times when they’d thrust for­ward at the sa­me time and I felt li­ke I’d explo­de. The­re we­re times when one was in and the other was pul­ling out and I felt my guts mo­ving around. Then the­re we­re the times when they both pul­led out at the sa­me time and it felt li­ke my in­sides we­re being pul­led out along with their cocks. That all might sound ter­ri­ble, but it wasn’t. It was un­be­lie­va­b­ly good.
 I sort of slip­ped in­to an al­te­red state again. My brain wasn’t to­tal­ly off, but eve­r­y­thing el­se just fa­ded away. The on­ly thing in the world we­re tho­se two men fuck­ing me, tho­se two cocks in­side me. I’m not re­al­ly su­re how long that went on, but what brought me out of it even­tu­al­ly was Tra­vis’ voi­ce. “I’m sick of this fuck­ing con­dom. I want to nut straight up in­to your guts, ba­by.” He pul­led out of me, which was a litt­le sho­cking, that fee­ling of being sud­den­ly em­pty.
 I heard him tea­ring it off and I didn’t gi­ve a shit. “Get it off! Cum in my ass!”
 Then Monk said, “Shit. If he’s going ba­re­back on you, so am I.” I should ha­ve cared. I should ha­ve frea­ked out, but I didn’t. I just wan­ted to feel them in me again. Monk pul­led his off and they both plun­ged back in­to me and it sent me off in­to an­other or­gasm. As I star­ted to co­me down, Monk put his hands around my thro­at and loo­ked me in the eye. “Li­ke that, ba­by? Li­ke two dicks up in you? Told you you wouldn’t for­get me. Tra­vis is gon­na blow in your ass and I’m gon­na nut in your pus­sy.” I ground down on their cocks as best as I could, wan­ting both of them to cum. “May­be I’ll knock you up. What would your boyfri­end say to a black ba­by, huh?”
 Monk’s hand around my thro­at was fair­ly tight but I managed to say, “He’d ha­te it.” That must ha­ve be­en what Monk wan­ted to he­ar be­cau­se he let go of my thro­at and star­ted cum­ming re­al­ly hard. His or­gasm was long and in­ten­se. He pushed his cock as far in­to me as he could.
 Monk rol­led away from me, ga­sping. He laid on in back and hoo­ted and laughed and then said, “Girl, if you ain’t on the pill, I just ga­ve you twins!” I could feel his cum al­rea­dy star­ting to leak out of me.
 Now that it was just Tra­vis and I, he pul­led me up on my el­bows and knees and con­ti­nued to fuck me in the ass. He was poun­ding de­ep in­to me and even though it felt good, I knew I’d pay for it la­ter. I wasn’t tea­ring or any­thing, but a hard ass fuck­ing li­ke that will take a toll. I could tell he was get­ting clo­se though. He sma­cked my ass as he fu­cked me and said, “Dir­ty litt­le white who­re, ta­kin’ this dick up your ass. I’ma nut de­ep your guts, litt­le slut.” And then he did. It wasn’t as in­ten­se as his first or­gasm but I loved it and I felt so good ha­ving ma­de both of them cum.
 “That was ama­zing, guys.” I sud­den­ly felt li­ke I was going to cry. The ec­sta­sy and the hor­mo­nes and the ad­re­na­li­ne we­re all just too much. I col­lap­sed on­to the bed, still cuf­fed. I could feel both of their warm load oo­zing from me. Monk un­cuf­fed me and brought in a bott­le of te­qui­la. We each did a cou­ple shots ho­ping it would take the ed­ge off of eve­r­y­thing and bring us down a bit.
 They got up and left me the­re alo­ne for awhi­le, Monk pul­ling the co­vers over me be­fo­re he step­ped out. I nee­ded a break. I had no idea what time it was and I didn’t re­al­ly care. La­ter, Tra­vis ca­me in with some wa­ter and I felt li­ke I drank a li­ter of it. Still la­ter, Monk took me to pee but af­ter, put the hand­cuffs back on and re­at­ta­ched me to the bed, which I thought was a litt­le stran­ge. I was still too high and drunk to care much though. I ma­neu­ver­ed a pil­low un­der my head and do­zed that half sleep you do when you’re on drugs.



Pim­ped Again, Part 3

The next thing I knew, I felt a blind­fold going over my eyes. “What the fuck?”
 I heard Monk next to me. “Still ain’t do­ne with play time, girl.” I was about to ask him what was going on, when I felt a gag being put in­to my mouth. Monk pul­led it tight and fas­te­ned it be­hind my neck. I couldn’t speak any­mo­re at all with the small rub­ber ball pushed in­to my mouth. Then he stret­ched me out so that my arms we­re straight abo­ve my head and then he laid his legs across my arms. I was face down and he put his hands on the back of my head.
 I heard voi­ces out­si­de of the room, tal­king low, ma­le voi­ces. Monk said to me, “Fi­gu­red sin­ce we had a ni­ce litt­le white girl all to our­sel­ves, we’d call up some of the ho­mies and share. You don’t mind do you? You wan­na get tho­se dicks off, don’t you?”
 I ga­ve a non-com­mit­tal ‘uh huh’ through the gag. My ner­vous­ness had re­tur­ned. On the one hand, I didn’t li­ke to­tal stran­gers being thrown in at the last mi­nu­te, es­pe­ci­al­ly ones that I couldn’t see. But I was so far off the rails at that point, I could on­ly go back to my man­tra: Trust Cla­rence.
 I heard Tra­vis and some other guys co­me in­to the room. Monk said to them, “She’s a litt­le wor­ked over, but I’m pret­ty su­re she’s down for some mo­re dick. She li­kes it in the ass too.”
 One of the new guys laughed and said, “Cour­se she does. White girls go cra­zy for that dick in the ass. Who goes first?”
 An­other voi­ce said, “I’ll go first. You got that pus­sy wre­cker. I got­ta get some be­fo­re you ru­in her.”
 A man clim­bed up on the bed be­hind me. My heart was thum­ping in my chest with an­ti­ci­pa­ti­on. I felt his hands go on my hips. A litt­le voi­ce in my head said, “Just be a dir­ty who­re. Just be their slut. Trust Cla­rence. Trust Cla­rence. Trust Cla­rence.”
 He hi­ked my ass up in­to the air. His cock slid in­to me. He wasn’t wea­ring a con­dom. I felt his sto­mach hit my ass. He was a litt­le paun­chy. But my pus­sy re­spon­ded the way it al­ways did. I felt my­self get­ting wet all over again. Stran­ger Num­ber One wasn’t shy or subt­le. He just poun­ded in­to me and got off. It was over in less than five mi­nu­tes. What was stran­ge though was as he pul­led out of me, I re­a­li­zed I wan­ted mo­re. I guess you re­ach a certain point whe­re your bo­dy just wants what it wants.
 Stran­ger Num­ber Two got up on the bed and got be­hind me. I felt him slap his se­mi-hard cock against my ass. He slid it up my thigh and I qui­ve­red. “So you fu­cked all three of my boys, huh? And you still want mo­re dick?” I didn’t ans­wer. I wasn’t su­re what he wan­ted me to say. “I as­ked you a ques­ti­on. You want mo­re dick?” I ga­ve a weak ‘uh huh’ through the gag. Spit was poo­ling up around my face whe­re Monk still had me pres­sed to the sheets.
 I felt Stran­ger Num­ber Two squee­ze his half hard cock up against my la­bia. He pushed the head in and I mo­a­ned. I re­a­li­zed that if this guy fu­cked me right, I’d cum again. “Back up on my shit, slut. Show me you want this dick.” I didn’t ha­ve much to mo­ve, just my hips, but I ba­cked up as best I could and a cou­ple in­ches of his cock slid in­to me. He grab­bed my ass and held me the­re. Then he star­ted fuck­ing me, but it was stran­ge. He got up high over my ass so that his knees we­re ne­ar my ribs. But he wasn’t put­ting mo­re than just a few in­ches in­to me and I could feel that he still wasn’t ful­ly hard.
 “Throw me that lu­be, Monk.” I felt Stran­ger Num­ber Two squirt a hu­ge glob of gel lu­be on­to my ass­ho­le. “Keep that ass up high. I’m gon­na fuck it and I’m not gon­na pull out till I he­ar you cum on it, you heard me?” I ga­ve him my best yes.
 It took him a few tries be­cau­se he wasn’t to­tal­ly hard, but he got the head in­to my ass. “You want mo­re, bitch? Let me he­ar you say it? Tell me you want mo­re!” I tried to say ‘mo­re’ but it ca­me out mo­re li­ke ‘moo’. He slid an­other inch or so in­to me. Then he as­ked if I wan­ted mo­re again and I said yes. We kept going and going li­ke that. As he got de­e­per in­to my back door, I could feel him get­ting har­der.
 Sud­den­ly I knew who Stran­ger Num­ber Two was. I mo­a­ned loud­ly at the re­a­li­za­ti­on and sud­den­ly I was much clo­ser to cum­ming. He kept dig­ging de­e­per though and fi­nal­ly he got to the point whe­re he was hit­ting some­thing in­side me that just wasn’t going to gi­ve any­mo­re. He pushed up against it a litt­le, in­ten­ti­o­nal­ly. “Feel that spot, bitch? That’s whe­re I’m gon­na cum in you.” He was de­ep up in my ass and on­ly one man had ever got­ten that de­ep in me.
 He star­ted fuck­ing me then, hard, fier­ce­ly. My guts we­re on fi­re. All the fuck­ing ear­lier had just do­ne my ass in and Stran­ger Num­ber Two had the big­gest dick I’d ever en­coun­te­red. Even when he was so de­ep in me it hurt, I knew he had a few in­ches left that he was hol­ding back on. But kno­wing who it was and fee­ling his ama­zing cock in­side me again, I wasn’t going to last long.
 I wai­led out through that gag and shook. My thighs we­re vi­bra­ting as I ca­me and I couldn’t keep my ass in the air. I star­ted cry­ing. Stran­ger Num­ber Two sank down on me as I fell to my sto­mach. He kept fuck­ing me and I could feel his lean abs and strong chest muscles mo­ving over me. I squee­zed down on his cock with my sphinc­ter and he whi­s­pe­red in­to my ear, “Milk that fuck­ing cock, Ka­te. Milk it dry.” He ca­me a few se­conds la­ter, his voi­ce loud in my ears. Just as he was about to cum, he lif­ted his ass and then plun­ged back in­to to that spot whe­re it hurt my in­sides. His who­le bo­dy shook on top of mi­ne.
 We both went limp and for a cou­ple of se­conds, eve­r­y­thing was re­al­ly quiet. Then I heard Tra­vis say, “God. Damn.” I grin­ned through the gag. Eve­r­yo­ne el­se laughed. When I heard Stran­ger Num­ber One laugh, I re­a­li­zed who that was too.
 Tra­vis un­cuf­fed me and took off the gag and blind­fold. Monk ran a bath for me. When I ca­me out with a towel wrap­ped around me, Monk was coo­king break­fast. It was 8am. The other two men we­re my fri­ends from Mo­bi­le, Aa­ron and Ed­die. As it turns out, Tra­vis and Ed­die we­re fri­ends from way back and I was actu­al­ly sup­po­sed to ha­ve met Tra­vis at my ve­ry first gang­bang a few years back. They in­sis­ted I stay in just my towel whi­le they ex­plai­ned.
 The who­le thing had be­en ar­ran­ged by Cla­rence through Aa­ron. I had a long stan­ding crush on Aa­ron and Cla­rence knew it. When I as­ked Aa­ron about his gir­l­fri­end, Ge­ne­vie­ve, he said, “Ye­ah…we’re still to­gether. I guess. Things aren’t good. She de­fi­ni­te­ly won’t be hea­ring about this night.” That ma­de me a litt­le sad.
 But things we­re good with Ed­die’s girl, An­nie. “She says hel­lo!” Then he ga­ve me a wink and nod­ded to­ward Tra­vis and Monk. “Don’t wor­ry, Cla­rence and I ma­de su­re they we­re up on their check ups.”
 I smi­led at Ed­die and said, “As soon as I knew it was you and Aa­ron, all my wor­ries va­nis­hed. You guys al­ways take care of me.” I found out la­ter that I hadn’t tru­ly be­en pim­ped at all. Con­si­de­ring how much fun I’d had, I didn’t re­al­ly care. Aa­ron and Cla­rence had set the who­le thing up to­gether as a sur­pri­se. The other guys we­re in on the all of it and had pre­ten­ded they’d paid for me. Cla­rence had told them that I had a boyfri­end but I wasn’t chea­ting, that this was all just fan­ta­sy.
 We ate a big break­fast to help fight off the loo­ming han­go­ver. I took a hand­ful of ibu­pro­fen. I was about to get dres­sed when Aa­ron stop­ped me. He pul­led me in­to his arms and ga­ve me a long slow kiss on the mouth. It was de­li­cious and ma­de my knees a litt­le weak. “Mer­ry Christ­mas, Ka­te.” He smi­led at me. Then Ed­die step­ped up, then Tra­vis, then Monk. Each of them kis­sed me slow­ly and sweet­ly. I went back around and hug­ged them all again, get­ting a litt­le mi­s­ty eyed.
 I got dres­sed and then Tra­vis stop­ped me and said, “Let me get a pic­ture of that sweet ass be­fo­re you go.” I hi­ked up my skirt and sho­wed him my ass.
 “Thanks guys. This was a night to re­mem­ber for su­re.” Monk dro­ve me back to my car and I ma­de the long drive home, suck­ing down a lot of cof­fee along the way. I slept for about 10 hours that day. When I wo­ke up, I had a text from Cla­rence tel­ling me to co­me over for din­ner. I was still so­re and a bit hun­go­ver, but I got dres­sed.
 When I got the­re, Cla­rence was ma­king din­ner and Jes­si­ca was the­re. When I as­ked about John­ny and An­ne, Cla­rence said, “I just wan­ted it to be us three to­night.”
 Jes­si­ca jum­ped in with a smi­le and said, “Be­cau­se we want to he­ar eve­ry litt­le de­tail of all the nas­ty shit you did, mom!” We had a love­ly din­ner whi­le I ga­ve them the who­le sto­ry.



Fuck Va­len­ti­ne’s Day, Part 1

I had some gre­at sex over Va­len­ti­ne’s Day. But was it worth it? I’m not so su­re. A lot of dra­ma went down and to be ho­nest, I’m get­ting too old for it.

Va­len­ti­ne’s Day is ba­si­cal­ly ‘Gi­ve Ka­te Flo­wers Day’ for my hus­band. I don’t re­al­ly care about the ho­li­day at all and I don’t ex­pect any­thing. Da­vid and I stop­ped being ro­man­tic around the time my son stop­ped crap­ping in his dia­pers. I was a litt­le ir­ri­ta­ted though that Da­vid wan­ted to go out of town for two days over Va­len­ti­ne’s Day week­end. Accor­ding to our ‘Don’t Ask, Don’t Tell’ po­li­cy, he didn’t men­ti­on that he was going some­whe­re with an­other wo­man, but it was pret­ty cle­ar that was the si­tu­a­ti­on. I won’t lie. It bug­ged me a litt­le. But what­ever.

Cla­rence, An­ne and I all got to­gether one night about a month be­fo­re­hand and tal­ked about the ho­li­day. An­ne is a litt­le li­ke me and doesn’t re­al­ly care much about it. Cla­rence, on the other hand, re­al­ly gets in­to it. We all de­ci­ded to let Cla­rence take the lead on the ho­li­day and do what he wan­ted to do.

Well, what he wan­ted to do was take An­ne to Me­xi­co. Fuck, I could actu­al­ly he­ar my­self get­ting jea­lous. It re­al­ly gros­ses me out. Any­way, be­fo­re I found out they we­re going to Me­xi­co, I got a call from Aa­ron, the hot­test mo­ther­fu­cker in Ala­ba­ma. He’s the kind of man that eve­ry girl in the room just in­stant­ly locks on to and you can he­ar this litt­le collec­ti­ve sigh co­me out of all of us as our pan­ties get a litt­le mo­re mo­ist. He and I hoo­ked up a cou­ple of times in group si­tu­a­ti­ons, in­clu­ding way back in my first ever gang­bang. He’s the sa­me Aa­ron from the pre­vious sto­ry, Pim­ped Again. We had serious che­mistry and if I’d be­en sin­gle when I met him, he might ha­ve gi­ven Cla­rence a serious run for his mo­ney.

He’d be­en da­ting this girl na­med Ge­ne­vie­ve. I wasn’t re­al­ly a fan of hers, but I didn’t ha­te her or any­thing. She just didn’t seem to qui­te fit in­to our so­ci­al circle and I didn’t get why Aa­ron li­ked her. They’d be­en most­ly mo­no­ga­mous sin­ce they’d got­ten serious so I was sur­pri­sed when Aa­ron as­ked me if I wan­ted to go to Flo­ri­da for a few days, all ex­pen­ses paid. Aa­ron was going down the­re for an old bud­dy of his who was ha­ving a ba­che­lor par­ty.

When I as­ked why he wan­ted me to co­me he said “I’ve mis­sed you and I thought we could ha­ve some fun ma­king a mess of the ho­tel room.” Man knew what to say, that’s for su­re. But when I pres­sed him fur­ther he told me that he and Ge­ne­vie­ve we­re on the outs. He was going to break up with her. They hadn’t fu­cked in a month. “Plus, Cla­rence told me you had the week­end free.”

That was li­ke a punch to the sto­mach. I know Cla­rence’s heart was in the right place. He was ta­king An­ne away for the week­end and he didn’t want me fee­ling lone­ly and left out. He was try­ing to make su­re I had a good time, even if it wasn’t with him. In­s­tead though, I just felt un­wan­ted, li­ke a left over in the fridge that you ha­ve to eat be­fo­re it goes bad.

I told Aa­ron that I’d go, but when I hung up the pho­ne, I cried. I re­al­ly and tru­ly don’t be­lie­ve in tra­di­ti­o­nal mo­no­ga­my any lon­ger, but that doesn’t mean that I don’t ha­ve fee­lings and needs. The­re we­re good in­ten­ti­ons all around, but some­how I didn’t feel loved or cared for, I felt dis­car­ded.

I was deter­mi­ned not to make a sce­ne though or ru­in things for all of the others. I swal­lo­wed my hurt fee­lings, put on a smi­le and pa­cked my bags. I was going to Mi­a­mi and I was going to ha­ve fun dam­mit! Aa­ron told me to pack for ‘any­thing’ be­cau­se he wasn’t su­re what all we’d be doing. I brought a litt­le of eve­r­y­thing and ma­de su­re my bo­dy was all pam­pe­red and rea­dy for Aa­ron.

Here’s whe­re I brief­ly men­ti­on Aa­ron’s dick. I’ve ne­ver actu­al­ly mea­su­red it, but it’s fuck­ing gi­gan­tic. Big­gest thing I’ve ever had in­side of me, at le­ast, length wi­se. I can’t get all of him in­to me va­gi­nal­ly and I on­ly got all of him in­to my ass when he was se­mi-erect and I was serious­ly lu­bed up and stret­ched. I ha­ve to stress though that it’s not his gi­ant dick that makes him so ama­zing in bed. It’s his phy­si­ca­li­ty, his in­ten­si­ty, his pas­si­on. He can make it all about you even when he’s ma­king it seem li­ke it’s all about him. Any per­son lucky enough to be in bed with Aa­ron is in for a me­mo­ra­ble eve­ning.

So you can un­der­stand why I was so ex­ci­ted when he pi­cked me up from the air­port. He gree­ted me with a long sweet kiss and in­stant­ly my mood im­pro­ved. The wea­ther was beau­ti­ful and Mi­a­mi just in­stant­ly lif­ted my spi­rits. I put the Cla­rence and An­ne si­tu­a­ti­on out of my head and tried to for­get about Da­vid en­ti­re­ly.

We got sett­led in­to our ho­tel room which was right down in the thick of things with a gre­at view of the beach. Our room had a gor­geous bal­cony that was big enough to loun­ge on if you didn’t want to go down to the pool. I’d be­en tra­ve­ling most of the mor­ning and I wan­ted to clean up, so I got in the shower.

When I got out, Aa­ron was stret­ched out on the bed, ful­ly na­ked. His long, well-muscled black bo­dy was ne­a­r­ly hair­less and his cock was res­ting hea­vi­ly on his thigh. He was wat­ching TV with his hands lo­cked be­hind his head. He loo­ked over at me, stan­ding in the ba­throom door, dry­ing my­self off and he said, “Damn I mis­sed tho­se tits, Ka­te.” I grin­ned and craw­led on­to the bed with him.

Aa­ron’s a gre­at kis­ser with big soft lips and a ten­den­cy to bi­te and chew on mi­ne light­ly. He was warm and firm against me and my hand found his cock whi­le we kis­sed. I love stro­king a man and fee­ling him get hard in my hand.

When he put a hand on my head, I knew what he wan­ted and im­me­di­a­te­ly craw­led down and took that long black dick of his in­to my mouth. Right away, I could tas­te pre-cum on him. I did my best to get as much of him as I could in­to my mouth and thro­at but he was re­al­ly hard and long. When a guy is on his back li­ke that, it’s hard for me to get his cock ve­ry far in. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, I had the fee­ling he might cum, but I wasn’t rea­dy for this to be over yet and in­spi­ra­ti­on struck me.

“Let’s go out on the bal­cony!” I sat up and smi­led at him. The wea­ther was gor­geous. Slight­ly win­dy, but so much war­mer than New Or­leans was. I wan­ted to en­joy the ear­ly eve­ning air. We went out on the bal­cony and I got that thrill I al­ways get when I’m sort of ex­po­sed in pu­blic. I mean, we we­re eight sto­ries up, so you’d ha­ve to look pret­ty hard to find us and see any­thing and the other bal­co­nies we­re em­pty on our floor. Still, being na­ked out­si­de li­ke that is al­ways ex­ci­ting.

Aa­ron lea­ned back against the bal­cony and I just took him all in again. He’s in­cre­dib­ly se­xy. Imagi­ne someo­ne li­ke She­mar Moo­re, but a litt­le tal­ler, a litt­le thin­ner and a litt­le dar­ker skin­ned. I squat­ted down and pul­led his cock right back in­to my mouth. I’d be­en sa­ving up my sa­li­va and not swal­lo­wi­ng be­cau­se I wan­ted to make su­re he was ni­ce and lu­bed up. With him stan­ding and me squat­ting in front of him, he was ab­le to get much mo­re in my mouth. I felt all that spit bub­ble out on­to his cock and run down my chin.

He put his hands on the back of my head and pushed light­ly. I grab­bed his hips and pul­led him to­ward me and I fi­nal­ly got that thing past my gag re­flex and felt it slip down my thro­at. Aa­ron let out a long hea­vy mo­an and til­ted his head back. I fo­cu­sed on not gag­ging and get­ting him fur­ther down in­side me. I kept him in through my first two gags, but then I nee­ded air. I ca­me back up and spit flew down my tits and on­to his legs. I ba­re­ly avoi­ded thro­wing up.

Now his cock was just con­ti­nu­al­ly oo­zing pre-cum and I wan­ted him back in my thro­at. Well, what I re­al­ly wan­ted was him in my pus­sy, but that wasn’t going to hap­pen. I could tell that he was going to cum soon and we’d ha­ve to get to fuck­ing at some la­ter point. I got my mouth and head at the right an­gle and pushed my lips about two thirds of the way down his cock. He was de­fi­ni­te­ly hard enough that my thro­at was not hap­py about it, but I didn’t care, I nee­ded to feel him in me. Then I felt his knees bend slight­ly and his hands went from my head to my shoul­ders. He was going to cum.

I mo­ved back up un­til just his head was in my mouth and I put both hands on that beau­ti­ful black rod of his. It on­ly took about two jerks be­fo­re his hands went to the rai­ling and he cried out in ple­a­su­re. His cock stif­fe­ned in my mouth and an un­re­al amount of cum ca­me out. I put one hand un­der my chin to catch what I couldn’t swal­low.

Af­ter the fourth big jet of his warm and slight­ly bit­ter cum, he ea­sed out of my mouth. I scooped up what was in my hand in­to my mouth. He didn’t ex­act­ly tas­te de­li­cious, but I was so hap­py about ha­ving got­ten him off that I didn’t care. I swal­lo­wed down eve­ry drop I could with a big smi­le.

We clea­ned up and had a gre­at din­ner at a ne­a­r­by soul food re­stau­rant. He told me about Fros­ty, his fri­end who was get­ting mar­ried. Fros­ty was just a nick­na­me, but I li­ked the sound of the guy. Aa­ron told me that he was a re­al­ly devout Chris­ti­an but wasn’t the type who tal­ked a lot of smack. In­s­tead, he was the type who re­al­ly tried to live a Christ-li­ke life. He ga­ve a lot to cha­ri­ties, he was re­al­ly for­gi­ving, kind and open min­ded. He’d al­so ap­pa­rent­ly be­en a to­tal la­dies man back in the day and was fi­nal­ly sett­ling down with a fel­low devout Chris­ti­an wo­man. They we­re sup­po­sed to ha­ve got­ten mar­ried this week­end but some sort of work thing had hap­pe­ned, she was out of town, and they’d had to re­sche­du­le the who­le thing un­til the sum­mer. So in­s­tead, Fros­ty de­ci­ded to make this week­end his ba­che­lor par­ty week­end.

On the way over to the first par­ty of the week­end, which was just a ca­su­al get to­gether at Fros­ty’s hou­se, I as­ked Aa­ron about Ge­ne­vie­ve. He’d hard­ly men­ti­o­ned her. He ga­ve me kind of an eva­si­ve ans­wer and I sud­den­ly got sort of a bad fee­ling in my gut. Was I some sort of dir­ty se­cret? I al­most as­ked him then and loo­king back on things, I pro­ba­b­ly should ha­ve. But this was my week­end. I wan­ted to ha­ve fun and as much as I don’t li­ke dra­ma, I al­so re­al­ly nee­ded to just par­ty and ha­ve a good time with Aa­ron. So I didn’t ask him any­thing el­se.

The par­ty was gre­at. About twen­ty or so folks. Fros­ty’s hou­se was a well taken care of place in a lou­sy neigh­bor­hood north of Mi­a­mi. Fros­ty was big­ger and hai­ri­er than I imagi­ned to him be. He had kind of a Bar­ry White feel to him. Most of the folks the­re re­al­ly loo­ked up to him and I could tell that he was re­al­ly in love with his fi­an­ce’. He couldn’t stop tal­king about her and he ob­vious­ly mis­sed her. I won­de­red if Cla­rence was thin­king of me at all. I con­si­de­red tex­ting him but de­ci­ded not to.

The­re was plen­ty of drin­king and a few folks we­re smo­king pot on the back porch, which was the on­ly way Fros­ty would al­low it. I in­stant­ly got to li­king three peo­ple the­re. The first was An­to­i­ne. He was young, raced mo­tor­cy­cles and had a kil­ler smi­le. His gir­l­fri­end, De­si­ree was the se­cond. She was even youn­ger than he was, but she was smart and fun­ny and had ama­zing hips that we­re wi­de enough to set a drink on. The third was Quinn. Aa­ron and De­si­ree we­re stay­ing with him over the week­end. Quinn was a bit of a mys­te­ry. Tall, thin, ol­der than me but hard to fi­gu­re out how old he was. He was quiet, but had smart eyes and eve­r­yo­ne see­med to re­spect him quiet­ly. Whi­le we we­re sha­ring cock­tails, I se­cret­ly imagi­ned that he was a for­mer se­cret agent living out a re­ti­re­ment un­der a fal­se na­me. I do that kind of thing at par­ties.

Aa­ron was fair­ly at­ten­ti­ve to me, but as we mingled, I re­a­li­zed that he knew al­most eve­r­yo­ne the­re. This wasn’t a ro­man­tic week­end for him, this was mo­re li­ke a fa­mi­ly get to­gether. So I still couldn’t get my head around why he brought me. No one as­ked about Ge­ne­vie­ve and no one see­med to as­s­u­me that I was Aa­ron’s gir­l­fri­end. It be­gan to feel li­ke the­re was this who­le thing going on but that I was the on­ly one left out of all the de­tails.

Then the ham­mer drop­ped. I saw Aa­ron get a text and he got a weird look on his face. Then he cal­led someo­ne and wal­ked out the front door. I che­cked on him af­ter about ten mi­nu­tes and he was pa­cing up and down the side­walk with the pho­ne to his ear and an an­gry look on his face.

I went back in­side and ma­de my­self a dou­ble bour­bon. The­re wasn’t much el­se for me to do, so I just chat­ted with Quinn and An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree. De­si­ree ma­de me laugh a lot and I star­ted to get a litt­le drunk. Then I got a lot drunk. Be­fo­re I knew it, I was was­ted. Li­ke, blas­ted out of my mind drunk.

At some point I re­a­li­zed that I hadn’t se­en Aa­ron in a long time and I found him in the kit­chen ha­ving a serious talk with Fros­ty, but I was too drunk to un­der­stand what was going on. I wasn’t qui­te at the sta­ge of em­bar­ras­sing my­self, I’m too clas­sy of a drunk for that, but I was clo­se.

Fi­nal­ly, Aa­ron tur­ned to me with this to­tal­ly fu­cked up look on his face. He loo­ked li­ke he was two steps away from cry­ing. He said, “We’re going to ha­ve to cut this short.” Or some­thing li­ke that.

“What?” I was to­tal­ly con­fu­sed. I thought he meant the par­ty. “Ge­ne­vie­ve is here in Mi­a­mi and she’s mee­ting me at the ho­tel. You’re going to ha­ve to go home. I’m sor­ry.” Again, some­thing li­ke that. I can’t re­mem­ber the ex­act words any lon­ger.
 Then all hell bro­ke loo­se. I was ac­cu­sing him of things, of ly­ing to both Ge­ne­vie­ve and I. I ac­cu­sed him of fuck­ing up my week­end, my trip to Mi­a­mi. The who­le thing tur­ned in­to a ‘sce­ne’.
 In the end, Quinn, An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree dro­ve me back to the ho­tel to get my things. Quinn of­fe­red to get me to the air­port be­cau­se I said I was too an­gry to even speak to Aa­ron. When we got to the ho­tel an­other fight erup­ted bet­ween Aa­ron and Ge­ne­vie­ve and then Ge­ne­vie­ve and I got in­to it. She ac­cu­sed me of being a tramp and chea­ting with Aa­ron. Part of the pro­blem was, I didn’t ha­ve a ve­ry good de­fen­se. I told her that I didn’t know, that I thought it was all cool bet­ween the two of them. But the truth was, I’d igno­red the signs. I’d had a gut fee­ling that things we­re wrong and now at 2am in the ho­tel hall­way, shit was get­ting re­al.
 I ga­the­red my stuff up and got out of the­re be­fo­re any fists star­ted fly­ing. I didn’t say good­bye to Aa­ron. When we got all my stuff in­to the car, I cal­led Cla­rence but it went to voi­ce mail and I just to­tal­ly lost it and star­ted baw­ling in Quinn’s car.
 Af­ter I managed to get my act to­gether, Quinn loo­ked at me and then back at De­si­ree and An­to­i­ne, who’d be­en po­li­te­ly quiet, and he said, “Hey, Ka­te, in­s­tead of going home to­night, why don’t you stay with us for the week­end?”
 And that’s when my trip to Mi­a­mi re­al­ly star­ted.



Fuck Va­len­ti­ne’s Day, Part 2

I wo­ke up the next mor­ning with no clue whe­re I was. It took me awhi­le to re­mem­ber the events of the pre­vious night. As soon as I did, I was an­gry all over again. And hurt. And di­s­ap­poin­ted. I loo­ked at my pho­ne and saw that Cla­rence hadn’t cal­led or tex­ted.

My clo­thes we­re still on, but someo­ne had taken off my shoes and I was in a stran­gers’ wa­ter bed by my­self. The room was im­ma­cu­la­te and well main­tai­ned, but the place itself loo­ked li­ke it was an ol­der, poo­rer home. It was de­co­ra­ted li­ke an typi­cal adult black man lived in the room. Neat, or­ga­ni­zed, with two ni­ce pain­tings over the bed. I got up and ope­ned a pa­per thin wood door and heard voi­ces. It was Quinn, An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree.

They got quiet as I pas­sed through a small living room and in­to the kit­chen. They we­re all finis­hing a light break­fast and they loo­ked at me with a com­bi­na­ti­on of pi­ty and con­cern. My han­go­ver was pret­ty bru­tal. My makeup was tras­hed.

It tur­ned out the bedroom be­lon­ged to Quinn. He’d slept on the couch, which I was re­al­ly im­pres­sed by. An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree had be­en in the guest room. Af­ter a shower and a lot of cof­fee, I got the chan­ce to know my res­cu­ers a litt­le bet­ter. An­to­i­ne was young, hand­so­me and a mix of Cu­ban and Af­ri­can. He raced mo­tor­cy­cles, wor­ked in a shop and had an ea­sy cha­ris­ma about him. De­si­ree was was a so­cio­lo­gy ma­jor and an IT tech, which I thought was a stran­ge com­bi­na­ti­on but it wor­ked with her per­so­na­li­ty. She was cur­vy and pret­ty, of La­tin de­scent, and hid a lot of in­tel­li­gence be­hind a lot of ra­cy jokes and com­ments. She was a big flirt with eve­r­yo­ne. The two of them we­re da­ting and lived in Or­lan­do. An­to­i­ne was fri­ends with Fros­ty from way back but they couldn’t af­ford to stay in ho­tels, so Quinn had step­ped up.

Quinn was al­so old fri­ends with Fros­ty but had on­ly met An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree the day be­fo­re I ar­ri­ved. He lived alo­ne ex­cept when his daugh­ter ca­me to vi­sit him. He was ol­der than I thought, clo­se to 50. But li­ke a lot of black men I’ve met, he had this sort age­less qua­li­ty to him. He might ha­ve be­en 30 or 60. He was quiet and re­ser­ved, but he had eyes li­ke a hawk. I could feel that the­re was mo­re to Quinn than met the eye, but I was going to ha­ve to dig to dis­co­ver it.

We all went out to lunch and I ba­si­cal­ly had my ‘co­me to Je­sus’ mo­ment over a cou­ple of cock­tails and a club sand­wich. We we­re all sit­ting the­re and De­si­ree said, “So, what hap­pe­ned last night? Want to gi­ve us your side of things?”

I ex­plai­ned that Aa­ron and I we­re a ca­su­al hook up thing, that I should ha­ve known he was still with Ge­ne­vie­ve and that he pro­ba­b­ly hadn’t told her. I al­so ex­plai­ned, brief­ly, about my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence and that he was away with an­other wo­man for the week­end. I told them that de­spi­te not re­al­ly li­king Va­len­ti­ne’s Day, I was fee­ling a litt­le let down and lone­ly.

Quinn knew Aa­ron so­ci­al­ly, but An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree didn’t know him at all. It was pret­ty ea­sy for eve­r­yo­ne to feel li­ke they could take my side. We we­re all get­ting along fan­ta­sti­cal­ly and we de­ci­ded the­re at lunch to just cut loo­se, ha­ve a gre­at week­end and try to for­get the dra­ma.

Af­ter a much nee­ded nap, we all got rea­dy to head to the next par­ty which was being held at a hall. The­re was a DJ sche­du­led so we all dres­sed up to dance. Aa­ron ne­ver sho­wed whi­le I was the­re, which I was gra­te­ful for. Fros­ty apo­lo­gi­zed for him and to me, which I told him was un­ne­ces­sa­ry. I than­ked him for ma­king me feel wel­co­me.

But the par­ty was less than ex­ci­ting. The­re was a DJ and pro­ba­b­ly clo­se to a hun­dred peo­ple the­re, but al­most all of them we­re Fros­ty’s fri­ends from his church going circles and the vi­be was re­al­ly ta­me and PG. Af­ter about an hour of ma­king small talk with stran­gers, De­si­ree ran up and said, “Let’s all go out club­bing. We’ll get you laid,” she said with an evil grin.

We che­cked in with Quinn, but he didn’t want to go and I un­der­stood him wan­ting to be the­re for Fros­ty. We said our good­by­es and An­to­i­ne, De­si­ree and I caught a cab down­town and to a club that wasn’t far from the beach. We we­re all dres­sed up right. I had a skirt and heels and a gre­at top that re­al­ly sho­wed off my clea­va­ge. I was a litt­le ner­vous about going in though. It wasn’t that the­re we­re ve­ry few white peo­ple in the club, I’m used to that. It was that eve­r­yo­ne was so much youn­ger than I was. I was de­fi­ni­te­ly, the ‘old la­dy’ in the place.

But I was sur­pri­sed at how ma­ny guys loo­ked my way and smi­led. It took about ten mi­nu­tes be­fo­re a se­xy young guy as­ked to buy me a drink. It re­al­ly ga­ve my ego a boost. We chat­ted for a bit and danced, but the­re wasn’t much che­mistry the­re. He was a litt­le too ea­ger and kind of slop­py in a way that was a turn off.

Then I met Bry­on. Bry­on was hand­so­me, su­re, but it was his bra­va­do that won me over. He had mo­re con­fi­dence than half of the guys in the room com­bi­ned. He wal­ked straight up to me and said, “Your fri­ends here gon­na mind if I take you home to­night?” I al­most laughed, but he was cute enough that I rol­led with it and said, “I don’t think so. They wan­ted me to get laid to­night.”

We chat­ted for a bit lon­ger and had an­other drink. When I told him that I was on­ly in town for a cou­ple of days and that I was stay­ing with my fri­ends, he said, “I’ll be straight with you, girl. Can’t go back to my place neit­her. Sin­ce this is my on­ly shot with you, what do you say we go out to my car?”

I al­most laughed again. Bry­on was young and full of him­self and I’m pret­ty su­re he had a MILF fan­ta­sy run­ning through his head. But I wan­ted to ha­ve fun and he loo­ked li­ke he could pro­vi­de it. I loo­ked to De­si­ree and An­to­i­ne and they both grin­ned. It was too loud in the­re for them to he­ar the who­le thing, but they got the drift.

Bry­on took me by the hand and we went out to the par­king lot. He had a tri­cked out yel­low Nis­san and he guided me in­to the dri­ver’s seat whi­le he got in on the pas­sen­ger side. We star­ted ma­king out li­ke teen­agers. He was re­al­ly dark skin­ned and the­re was some­thing Ca­rib­be­an about his ac­cent. His hands we­re strong and he was ea­ger with them.

He un­zip­ped his pants, re­cli­ned his seat and said, “Get on it, girl. I’m hard as a rock.” I went down all the way on him on the first go whi­le I pushed his un­der­we­ar down and cup­ped his balls. He was mus­ky and a litt­le swea­ty from dan­cing and he tas­ted li­ke sweat and man. He put both hands on the back of my head and thrust up at me. “Oh damn, that’s it. Get that cock, bitch.” He mum­b­led the word bitch, li­ke he thought I might get mad at him for using it. I didn’t say any­thing though and just kept suck­ing him.

About a mi­nu­te in­to it he said, “You’re mar­ried aren’t you?” I stop­ped just long enough to ask him why he thought that. “Cau­se you mar­ried wo­men are ea­ger as fuck. I love mar­ried bit­ches.” I didn’t con­firm that I was mar­ried, I just went back to suck­ing that big beau­ti­ful cock of his.

He stop­ped me about a mi­nu­te la­ter and said, “Can you put on mo­re lip­stick?” I stop­ped and loo­ked at him. “I li­ke the way it looks co­ming off your mouth and on­to my dick.” I smi­led and reapp­lied my lip­stick and went back down on him.

Two peo­ple must ha­ve wal­ked by and se­en us be­cau­se I heard a guy and girl hoot and whistle at us. Just a few mi­nu­tes la­ter I star­ted to tas­te his pre­cum. He said to me, “I’m gon­na shoot soon. Fuck. Re­al­ly soon. When I do, I want you to snow­ball me. You know what that is?”

I said, “mm-hmm,” with a mouth­ful of cock. I’d ne­ver do­ne it be­fo­re, but I was game. He mo­ved my head up a litt­le just a few se­conds la­ter and shot an im­pres­si­ve amount of cum in­to my mouth. He was re­al­ly tas­ty, es­pe­ci­al­ly com­pa­red to Aa­ron’s bit­ter­ness. I managed to keep al­most eve­ry drop in my mouth. I craw­led on top of him and kis­sed him and we swap­ped his cum back and forth for a few mi­nu­tes un­til we’d both swal­lo­wed it all.

Whi­le we we­re doing that, he got in­to his po­cket and then ma­neu­ver­ed me up so that he could roll a con­dom on. I was so hap­py he was hard again and wan­ted to fuck be­cau­se at that point I was drip­ping wet and my pus­sy re­al­ly nee­ded some dick. The mo­ment he rol­led the con­dom on, I sank back down and said, “Gi­ve me that fuck­ing cock.” I took him all the way to the hilt and let eve­r­yo­ne in the par­king lot know that I was get­ting fu­cked. I put my hands on his shoul­ders and when he star­ted to mo­ve around un­der me, I stop­ped him and said, “Just hold still.” Then I ro­de him fast and hard. It was kil­ling my knees against his car door and arm­rest but I didn’t care. It had be­en way too long sin­ce I’d had a hard cock in me and I wan­ted to get the bad me­mo­ries of the last 24 hours fu­cked right out of me.

Bry­on on­ly las­ted about fif­teen mi­nu­tes be­fo­re he ca­me again, but that was enough time for me to cum twi­ce. The se­cond time, I had to bi­te his arm to keep from sc­re­a­ming bloo­dy mur­der. Af­ter he ca­me, we went back to ma­king out, whi­le I felt his cock going limp in­side me. On­ce it fi­nal­ly slip­ped out of me, I craw­led back off of him and we both clea­ned up. Ten mi­nu­tes af­ter that, we we­re back in­to the club. He went back to some fri­ends of his and I went back to An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree. Bry­on ga­ve me a quick kiss on the cheek and that was the last I saw of him. My cunt felt li­ke it had a 9 volt bat­te­ry hoo­ked up to it and I was high as a ki­te.

 The three of us stayed at the club for an­other hour or so and then caught a cab back to Quinn’s place. But my night wasn’t do­ne yet. 
Fuck Va­len­ti­ne’s Day, Part 3

We got in the cab to lea­ve the club. An­to­i­ne hop­ped up front and De­si­ree and I got in back. The mo­ment our doors clo­sed and we could he­ar each other speak again, De­si­ree star­ted hit­ting me up for de­tails in her thick La­tin ac­cent. “He was fi­ne! He was young enough to be your son! Did you guys fuck? Did you suck his cock? Did he eat your pus­sy? Did he ha­ve a ni­ce cock? Are you going to hook up again?”

I wasn’t re­al­ly sho­cked by her at that point. De­si­ree had ma­de a point of being for­ward and to­tal­ly sha­me­less. In some ways she re­min­ded me of Jes­si­ca and that re­al­ly en­dea­red me to her. I ans­we­red all of her ques­ti­ons whi­le the cab dri­ver dro­ve on with an amu­sed smirk on his face.

But about half­way home, af­ter I’d go­ne through all of the sto­ries, some­thing hap­pe­ned which I to­tal­ly didn’t ex­pect. De­si­ree kis­sed me. She’d be­en lea­ning in clo­se to me and I thought it was so that I could lower my voi­ce and not ha­ve the cab­by lis­ten in. But then, her hand went to my breast and her lips we­re on mi­ne.

I’ve kis­sed a few wo­men and I al­ways en­joy it, but I re­al­ly he­si­ta­te to call my­self bi­se­xu­al. I’ve ne­ver re­al­ly pur­su­ed wo­men and I don’t go out of my way to ever get se­xu­al­ly in­vol­ved with them. When I’ve be­en phy­si­cal with a wo­man, it’s usu­al­ly in con­junc­ti­on with an­other man. So De­si­ree’s kiss was ni­ce, if sur­pri­sing. Im­me­di­a­te­ly, I won­de­red if it was some­thing that she’d dis­cus­sed with An­to­i­ne be­fo­re­hand and I in­stant­ly pic­tu­red what An­to­i­ne would look li­ke na­ked. I li­ked the image.

I kis­sed De­si­ree back and we ma­de out for a few blocks. Both of the guys up front sat quiet­ly, not wan­ting to break the spell. When we got back to Quinn’s hou­se, it was pret­ty la­te. His car was the­re so we knew he was home, but the lights we­re off. An­to­i­ne had a spa­re key and we slip­ped in quiet­ly. With it being so dark and quiet we didn’t feel li­ke we should make much noi­se. An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree slip­ped in­to the ba­throom and their bedroom, so I just sett­led on­to the couch to go to sleep.

I was mo­re ti­red than I thought. I’d do­ne nothing mo­re than take off my dress, put on a t-shirt and pull a small blan­ket over me on the couch when I star­ted to drift off. Sud­den­ly, De­si­ree was the­re, squat­ting next to me. She had this kind of loo­py smi­le on her face that was cute. “An­to­i­ne and I are gon­na fool around,” she whi­s­pe­red. “You wan­na…you know…join us?”

I was ti­red, it was la­te. But my pus­sy was still ting­ling with tho­se fee­lings that Bry­on had gi­ven it. I wasn’t ne­ces­sa­ri­ly at­trac­ted to An­to­i­ne or De­si­ree in a straight up se­xu­al way, but I li­ked them and they see­med li­ke fun peo­ple. Most im­port­ant­ly, the­re didn’t seem to be any dra­ma. I grin­ned at De­si­ree and fol­lo­wed her back to their room.

They on­ly had a full sized bed in Quinn’s guest room, so it was a bit crow­ded. The­re was a small night light in the cor­ner and just enough light co­ming in from the street light that we could make each other out. An­to­i­ne had pushed the blan­ket down to the floor so that just the sheet was over him. I could tell he was na­ked un­der the­re. He flas­hed that se­xy smi­le of his, his white teeth stan­ding out against that light brown skin. He was bo­dy was li­the and to­ne.

De­si­ree was just wea­ring a ba­thro­be. I’d as­s­u­med when I first saw her she was wea­ring a nigh­ty or t-shirt un­der­neath. But when the door clo­sed, she threw off the ro­be and I saw she was to­tal­ly na­ked. Wow, did she ha­ve a bo­dy. Her tits we­re big­ger and fir­mer than mi­ne and she was all La­tin hourglass. She re­min­ded me of Da­scha Polan­co from Oran­ge is the New Black.

She was a litt­le tal­ler than I was and she bent down, pres­sed her­self to me and kis­sed me long and slow. I got a bit sque­a­mish at that point. I’ve be­en with wo­men and I’ve be­en with guys An­to­i­ne’s age. But the­re was some­thing about kis­sing De­si­ree at that mo­ment that ma­de me think of Jes­si­ca, which was not a se­xy thought.

Still, she was a good kis­ser, and I said I’d play along, so I did. I got un­dres­sed, fee­ling a litt­le awk­ward sin­ce I was al­most twi­ce their ages. An­to­i­ne ma­de a litt­le room and De­si­ree and I slip­ped on­to the bed and con­ti­nued ma­king out. Then she tur­ned and kis­sed An­to­i­ne and then he kis­sed me. De­si­ree whi­s­pe­red to me, “I wan­na eat your pus­sy whi­le pa­pi fucks me.” I nod­ded and sat against the head­board.

De­si­ree took her time, kis­sing my nipp­les, my sto­mach, my thighs, wor­king her way down to my cunt. An­to­i­ne got out from the sheets and mo­ved be­hind her. His bo­dy was gor­geous and smooth. He was co­ve­red in ti­ny mo­les and freck­les, even on his cock, which stood straight out from him. He grab­bed her ge­nerous hips and sank in­to her slow­ly and smooth­ly, bi­ting his lower lip and clo­sing his eyes.

When De­si­ree’s lips got ne­ar my la­bia, she let out a low mo­an and pushed her forehead in­to my bel­ly. “Oh god, pa­pi, that’s good. Go slow, ba­by. I li­ke that.” Then she loo­ked up at me. “I can smell you Ka­te. I can tell you’ve be­en fu­cked. It smells so good, ba­by.” She stuck out her tongue and li­cked from bot­tom to the top of my pus­sy li­ke a kid licking an ice cream co­ne. I shud­de­red. My pus­sy was still sen­si­ti­ve from the fuck­ing I’d be­en doing with Bry­on and her tongue felt ama­zing.

Slow­ly, An­to­i­ne pi­cked up his pace, ne­ver slam­ming in­to her hard, ne­ver stop­ping. He just gli­ded in and out of her, his hips ma­king a slight slap­ping sound when he hit up against her ass. I slid down fur­ther on the bed and pul­led my knees up to­ward my chest. De­si­ree was pushing her face fur­ther down bet­ween my legs and flicking her tongue on my clit. I was certain­ly not the first girl she’d be­en with.

She loo­ked up at me and said, “Put your hands on the back of my head and push me down. Make me eat that pus­sy, ba­by. Talk nas­ty to me.”
 I put my hands in­to her thick dark hair and pul­led her against my clit. “Eat that pus­sy, bitch. Lick my clit li­ke a good litt­le slut.” She mo­a­ned with my pus­sy in her mouth.
 A mi­nu­te la­ter, she said, “Oh fuck, pa­pi, I’m gon­na cum.” Ap­pa­rent­ly that was his si­gnal to start fuck­ing her har­der, be­cau­se he re­al­ly pi­cked up in speed and force. Her enor­mous tits we­re slap­ping against my thighs and she went back to suck­ing on my clit li­ke her life de­pen­ded on it. Her arms we­re un­der my legs, so I took a chan­ce and threw my thighs up on the side of her head and lo­cked my an­kles, squee­zing her face bet­ween legs.
 Ap­pa­rent­ly, that was the right thing to do be­cau­se that girl ca­me li­ke a nucle­ar bomb. If I hadn’t had her face smas­hed in­to my pus­sy, she would ha­ve wo­ken up the who­le block. I guess all of her yel­ling was a turn on for An­to­i­ne too, be­cau­se be­fo­re her or­gasm was finis­hed, he was cum­ming too. Com­pa­red to her, he just ma­de a few squeaks and mo­ans.
 But she ne­ver re­al­ly stop­ped ea­ting me out. She just dug in de­e­per and kept suck­ing and licking. As good as it was, an or­gasm was elu­ding me. I think she could tell be­cau­se be­fo­re long she said, “How can I get you off, ba­by. I want you to cum.”
 I knew she wan­ted me to cum from her ea­ting me out, but I wasn’t su­re that by itself was do it. I sort of said the first thing that ca­me to my mind. “I want to suck An­to­i­ne’s dick whi­le you eat me.” I guess that was a con­tro­ver­si­al thing to say be­cau­se they both got a stran­ge look on their face.
 An­to­i­ne, who was still in­side De­si­ree, spo­ke up first. “Sor­ry. When we play li­ke this, it’s girl girl on­ly.”
 I felt li­ke I’d tou­ched on a so­re spot. I was about to apo­lo­gi­ze when De­si­ree loo­ked over her shoul­der. “No, it’s okay, ba­by. This time, I think. If you’re cool with it. You want to stick that big fat cock of yours in her mouth?”
 “I’m down.” He said it with a lot of he­si­ta­ti­on. Li­ke may­be the wrong ans­wer would get him in trou­ble.
 She smi­led though and said, “Get up here then.”
 An­to­i­ne pul­led out of her with a noi­sy, squis­hy sound and stood up next to the bed, his cock ne­ar my face. He was still most­ly hard and his cock was li­te­r­al­ly drip­ping with both of their juices. Again, I’m not usu­al­ly in­to wo­men, but at that point, I couldn’t think of any­thing I wan­ted in my mouth mo­re than that.
 She went back down on me and I put my hands on his hips and pul­led his cock in­to my mouth. That thick mix of cum from both of them was bit­ter, sour and sweet all at on­ce and I sa­vor­ed licking him clean. He wasn’t get­ting har­der, but he wasn’t get­ting sof­ter eit­her. He just sort of stayed in a half hard state and it al­lo­wed me to comple­te­ly lick him clean and then re­al­ly suck his cock well.
 I still didn’t think I was going to cum, but then, just at the right mo­ment, De­si­ree su­cked down on my clit at the sa­me time I had about six in­ches of An­to­i­ne’s dick in my thro­at. That was it. My who­le bo­dy ten­sed, re­la­xed, ten­sed, re­la­xed. I felt it co­ming over me in a hot wa­ve. My hands left An­to­i­ne and went to De­si­ree’s hair. “Oh fuck, oh fuck.”
 All she said was, “Mmmmm,” as she kept suck­ing on me. I ca­me hard enough that I kind of ban­ged my head on the head board but it was still a gre­at or­gasm. I managed to bi­te my lip and not scream out. I didn’t want to wa­ke Quinn up.
 Af­ter that, we lin­ge­red in bed for a bit, but it was cram­ped and we we­re all ti­red. I got dres­sed, wa­ved to them and went back to the couch.
 Some­ti­me la­ter, I wo­ke up. It was still dark out and I’d be­en in a de­ep sleep. Quinn was in the room in pa­ja­mas. He’d whi­s­pe­red my na­me. “Huh?”
 “Ka­te,” he whi­s­pe­red again. “I just wan­ted to of­fer my bed again. I would ha­ve taken the couch ear­lier, but I didn’t know if you guys we­re co­ming back to­night.”
 “Oh, that’s re­al­ly sweet, Quinn, thanks. I’m good though.”
 “Co­me on. I know that couch isn’t ve­ry com­fort­a­ble.”
 I sat up. “Why don’t we just share? It’s a big bed.”
 Quinn whi­s­pe­red a laugh. “Okay then, girl. Co­me on.” He wa­ved an arm back to­ward his bedroom. I got up, drag­ged my­self back on to that big wa­ter­bed of his and we went to sleep.
 Two days down in Mi­a­mi. Two left to go.
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When I wo­ke up the next mor­ning, I ful­ly ex­pec­ted Quinn to make a mo­ve on me. May­be that was ar­ro­gant on my part. I don’t think I’d ever be­en in a black man’s bed and not had him be in­te­res­ted in fuck­ing me. But when I rol­led over, with the sun shi­ning in the win­dow, he wasn’t in the room.

I ca­me out and saw that he was ma­king break­fast. I sat down in his break­fast nook and just wat­ched him cook in his ba­thro­be. He was still a to­tal mys­te­ry to me. We ma­de small talk and then An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree ca­me in and we all chat­ted about our eve­nings. I was about to make men­ti­on of Bry­on and my ex­ci­te­ment in his car when I felt De­si­ree’s knee pres­sing against mi­ne, hard. She ma­de a subt­le shake of the head. With that, no­ne of us tal­ked about sex at all, in­clu­ding our la­te night three­so­me.

An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree wan­ted to head out see a bit of Mi­a­mi sin­ce they we­ren’t in town of­ten. They as­ked if I wan­ted to co­me, but I was fee­ling a bit ti­red and their ener­gy le­vel was way too high for me. In­s­tead, Quinn and I stayed in the kit­chen drin­king cof­fee and bull­shit­ting whi­le the two youngs­ters took off.

Then some­thing kind of magi­cal hap­pe­ned. He and I re­al­ly star­ted tal­king. About any­thing, eve­r­y­thing. He was a re­al­ly smart guy and tho­se dark hawk eyes of his felt li­ke they we­re rea­ding straight in­to my brain. We must ha­ve go­ne through two full pots of cof­fee and the ma­jo­ri­ty of the af­ter­noon. I told him about my hus­band, my ar­ran­ge­ment with Da­vid, my kids, my in­ti­ma­cy with Jes­si­ca, my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence and how I knew Aa­ron. I kept wai­ting for him to be judg­men­tal or get that look of pri­vi­le­ge in his eyes. The look a lot of guys get when they’re tal­king with a wo­man who is open about her pro­mis­cui­ty. It’s this jud­ging sort of con­de­scen­ding look but lust­ful at the sa­me time. I ha­te it.

Any­way, he ne­ver got the look. I didn’t tell him about being an au­t­hor or wri­ting In Spa­des or some of the mo­re in­sa­ne things I’d do­ne, but I think he read bet­ween the lines qui­te a bit. He lis­ten­ed, as­ked the right ques­ti­ons, played devil’s ad­vo­ca­te a few times. It was re­al­ly ni­ce to open up to him and I felt an in­stant bond for­ming.

Then the ro­les re­ver­sed and he told me about him­self. His ex-wife, his other ex-wife, his daugh­ter who he had a ve­ry strai­ned re­la­ti­ons­hip with but ob­vious­ly loved as much as I love Jes­si­ca. Then, he ex­plai­ned the ac­ci­dent. It had be­en mo­re than ten years ago when he wor­ked at an in­dus­tri­al can­ning plant. Some ma­chi­ne had bro­ken down and he and a co­wor­ker had be­en try­ing to fix it. It went in­to some sort of main­te­nance cy­cle and just li­ke that, Quinn’s life chan­ged for­ever. “I’ve got about a pound and a half of pla­stic and ti­ta­ni­um in my hip and right leg.” He said it with a sad smi­le.

“I didn’t even no­ti­ce a limp.” I re­al­ly hadn’t be­en ab­le to tell. “On­ly cost me ten years of top notch phy­si­cal the­ra­py and my se­cond mar­ri­a­ge.” But that wasn’t the worst of it. I could tell it was tough for him to tell me, but he’d al­so be­co­me comple­te­ly im­po­tent. A com­bi­na­ti­on of ner­ve and ar­te­ry da­ma­ge left him un­a­ble to get an erec­ti­on or feel much of any­thing bet­ween his legs. What do you say when someo­ne tells you that? I know qui­te a few men that would ne­ver be ab­le to re­co­ver men­tal­ly from some­thing li­ke that.
 Then it cli­cked. De­si­ree nud­ging me un­der the break­fast ta­ble. Quinn’s sto­ry is one that, af­ter ten years, had pro­ba­b­ly cir­cu­la­ted slow­ly among his fri­ends and had even­tu­al­ly found its way back to An­to­i­ne at some point, pro­ba­b­ly through Fros­ty. They didn’t want me brin­ging up sex in a ca­su­al way around Quinn be­cau­se they we­re pro­tec­ting his fee­lings. Of cour­se, that en­dea­red me to De­si­ree and An­to­i­ne even mo­re.
 We tal­ked about his si­tu­a­ti­on for qui­te awhi­le, and then we sort of hit a wall. I could tell that the­re was some­thing el­se Quinn wan­ted to say or ask, but he got that look I’ve se­en be­fo­re on guys. It’s a look that says he’s thin­king about some­thing he’s as­ha­med of. I know bet­ter than to push tho­se but­tons, so I let it go. We got rea­dy and hea­ded to Fros­ty’s main event par­ty.
 Thank­ful­ly, Fros­ty had plan­ned ahead and thought about the fact that some of his fri­ends we­re con­ser­va­ti­ve Chris­ti­an types and some of his fri­ends we­re par­tiers. The Sa­tur­day night soi­ree was bro­ken in­to two hal­ves. The first part was a cock­tail par­ty at a ho­tel. The se­cond was of­fe­red to who­me­ver wan­ted to get a litt­le cra­zi­er.
 I dres­sed up ni­ce in a se­xy litt­le black dress and heels. A lot of the men we­re in suits, in­clu­ding Quinn, who loo­ked ab­so­lu­te­ly da­shing. He re­min­ded me a litt­le of Lan­ce Red­dick, that guy who was in the Fox show, Frin­ge. De­si­ree was dres­sed a bit over the top. She had on a sil­ver spark­ly dress with a re­al­ly hea­vi­ly plun­ging neck­li­ne and her tits, which again, are big­ger than mi­ne, we­re prac­ti­cal­ly explo­ding out of it. She had on sil­ver plat­form heels. Ma­ny of Fros­ty’s mo­re con­ser­va­ti­ve fri­ends ga­ve her a rai­sed eye­brow. One wo­man even scow­led.
 Aa­ron sho­wed up with Ge­ne­vie­ve and im­me­di­a­te­ly Quinn and Fros­ty step­ped in bet­ween us. I saw all four of them tal­king. It wasn’t qui­te an ar­gu­ment, but it was ten­se. Quinn re­joi­ned me and said, “For Fros­ty’s sa­ke, we all agreed that it’s best if you guys just stay on op­po­si­te sides of the room for the night. Ge­ne­vie­ve isn’t going to make a sce­ne and I think Aa­ron just feels re­al­ly bad all the way around.”
 I let it go or at le­ast I tried to. I had a few ex­tra cock­tails in pre­pa­ra­ti­on for the se­cond half of the night which was just a short walk down to a night­club that used to be one of Fros­ty’s fa­vo­ri­te haunts. But I al­so no­ti­ced that Quinn was drin­king a bit hea­vi­ly. When I as­ked him if he was co­ming to the club, he got a weird look and said, “May­be.”
 Then he pul­led me asi­de and it all ca­me out. I guess he’d got­ten enough li­quid cou­ra­ge to spill what had be­en on his mind ear­lier. “I can’t ha­ve sex and I don’t re­al­ly miss it – I mean, not in the way whe­re you might think. I don’t ha­ve blue balls.” I could tell he was strug­g­ling to de­s­cri­be what he wan­ted. “It’s mo­re li­ke…li­ke if you wa­ke up in the midd­le of the night and you re­al­ly ha­ve a cra­ving for pie but the­re’s no pie in the hou­se. So then, you just go back to sleep and in the mor­ning, it’s usu­al­ly go­ne.” We we­re in a cor­ner of the bar and I sud­den­ly felt re­al­ly clo­se to Quinn. Not sad for him, just connec­ted.
 “Any­way, I can’t ever go to the sto­re to get that pie,” he laughed. “But…I wan­ted to ask you a fa­vor.”
 “Su­re.” I couldn’t for a se­cond imagi­ne what he was about to ask me.
 “Would you ha­ve sex with a man in my bed?” I ha­ve no idea what kind of stun­ned ex­pres­si­on I had on my face at that mo­ment.
 I stam­me­red. “You want to watch me ha­ve sex?” I wasn’t gros­sed out of cour­se, just sur­pri­sed.
 “No! No. Let me ex­plain. I don’t want to try to get arou­sed or any­thing. It’s…” he trai­led off. Then he loo­ked up with all the cou­ra­ge he could mus­ter. “I just want my bed to smell li­ke sex again. It’s why I had you sleep in my bed, to be ho­nest. I wan­ted it to smell li­ke a wo­man. I ha­ven’t be­en ab­le to date re­al­ly sin­ce my di­vor­ce and I just wan­ted a wo­man in my bed and to smell that smell.”
 I had to dab at my eyes and check my makeup of­ten over the next few mi­nu­tes. That bro­ke my heart. But he didn’t want pi­ty, which I ad­mi­red him for.
 He ex­plai­ned that Aa­ron had men­ti­o­ned me in the past, tel­ling him that I was kinky. Then du­ring our con­ver­sa­ti­on that mor­ning, I’d ope­ned up to him about mo­re of my kink. Quinn told me that he’d be­en thin­king about the idea for a few months. He didn’t want to watch or even he­ar. He just wan­ted to smell sex in his bedroom again.
 “I’ll do it.” I’d fu­cked guys for no other re­a­son than for the hell of it. It was ni­ce to be doing it as a fa­vor for someo­ne el­se. He hug­ged me then, the first time we’d had any con­tact whi­le I wasn’t pas­sed out drunk.
 I as­ked him if he had anyo­ne in mind and he laughed. “Sor­ry, I hadn’t thought through it that far.”
 “Are you picky?”
 “You’re the one who’s going to be fuck­ing him!”
 “Ye­ah, but in your bed!”
 “I trust your judg­ment.”
 I shrug­ged and we went back to the par­ty, plan­ning along the way. Be­fo­re long all of us non-con­ser­va­ti­ve types me­an­de­red down to the club around the cor­ner and the place was jum­ping. They we­re doing most­ly top 40 with some dubstep and R&B mi­xed in which is kind of a weird com­bi­na­ti­on but the DJ ma­de it work okay. I ha­ve to be ho­nest, I can’t stand dubstep.
 We we­re on­ly at the par­ty about a half hour when De­si­ree ca­me up to me and told me that they’d met a cou­ple of peo­ple who wan­ted to take them to a Cu­ban club that was mo­re to her li­king. I was just about to wish her well when it hit me that Quinn and I’s plan might be dif­fi­cult to do if An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree we­re around. “Hey, can you make su­re you’re out re­al­ly la­te to­night?”
 De­si­ree grin­ned and said, “No pro­blem! You can use our bed too so Quinn doesn’t wa­ke up to take a piss and see you fuck­ing on his couch.” She laughed, hug­ged me and they left.
 About an hour la­ter, I was a litt­le drunk but still well in con­trol. Quinn was re­al­ly pushing his to­le­ran­ce though and I could tell he was ha­ving trou­ble stay­ing in a good head space. He al­so kept clocking me in a way that I think other guys we­re no­ti­cing. It was kee­ping me from re­al­ly get­ting my flirt on. Fi­nal­ly, I sent him home. “Catch a cab. Go to sleep in your spa­re room. Lea­ve the door un­lo­cked. I’ll take care of things from here.”
 On­ce he was on his way, it took me about ten mi­nu­tes to meet Devin. He was a bit sca­ry in a good way. He was in his ear­ly thir­ties and told me that he used to play foot­ball. He was still re­al­ly big, but you could tell he’d lost a bit of to­ne over the last few years. He was with some other fri­ends of his, all of whom we­re black guys with white girls with the ex­cep­ti­on of one La­ti­no. Devin in­vi­ted us over and when we sat down in their booth, he put his hand right on my thigh.
 Devin was dres­sed ni­ce in slacks and a col­la­red shirt, but it felt li­ke he was play­ing dress up. Li­ke that was how he thought adults we­re sup­po­sed to dress. The­re was some­thing im­ma­ture about him, about his at­ti­tu­de, his style, all of it. But he was al­so ag­gres­si­ve in that way that gets me re­al­ly wet. He was a man who was used to get­ting the wo­men he wan­ted. He ma­de it ve­ry ob­vious that he wan­ted me.
 We stayed at the club for awhi­le and the girls, who we­re all much youn­ger than I was, kept or­de­ring the­se ter­ri­ble sweet shots. I don’t even know what the we­re. But as I got mo­re drunk, I be­gan ma­king up a weird sto­ry about my life to the­se peo­ple at the ta­ble. I mean, it was all for Quinn’s be­ne­fit. Plus, af­ter all of the wri­ting I’ve do­ne with Jes­si­ca, I’m used to al­te­ring facts and shif­ting things around to hi­de the re­al me.
 I told Devin and his crew that I was mar­ried, that I’d caught my hus­band chea­ting and that my fri­ends and I we­re out try­ing to ha­ve a good time and for­get about my mar­ital dra­ma. Devin lea­ned in and said, “Don’t wor­ry, you’ll for­get all about that shit to­night.” In my mind, I sn­or­ted. Devin was a bit chee­sy and it was hard to take him ve­ry serious­ly. I’m su­re the girls at the ta­ble thought he was some sort of god, but I knew some guys in New Or­leans that would pro­ba­b­ly make him wet his pants. Still, he had a hot bo­dy and a se­xy pair of thick lips that I couldn’t wait to bi­te.
 Devin fi­nal­ly ma­de his mo­ve and whi­s­pe­red in my ear, “Am I going to fuck you at my place or yours?”
 “Mi­ne.” I’d me­mo­ri­zed Quinn’s ad­dress and we got in­to Devin’s Por­sche and sped off. Whi­le we we­re dri­ving the­re, Devin as­ked if my hus­band was black. “Yes, why?”
 “Cau­se we are dri­ving in­to a serious ghet­to neigh­bor­hood. Are you a snow­bun­ny, girl? You a cho­co­la­te cha­ser?” I grin­ned at him.
 We got in­to the hou­se and hea­ded straight for Quinn’s bedroom. I tur­ned on a small bed­si­de lamp. I didn’t want to let him see to much of the room be­cau­se I didn’t want him as­king too ma­ny ques­ti­ons. I just wan­ted his dick in­side me.
 He star­ted get­ting un­dres­sed and I had to pee. When I got in the ba­throom, I che­cked my pho­ne and saw two messages. The first was from Aa­ron from a few hours pre­vious­ly. He was at a bar and he was with Ge­ne­vie­ve and he wan­ted to know if I wan­ted to co­me join them both for a few cock­tails. Which, trans­la­ted, meant that they wan­ted to get in­to a three­so­me with me, even af­ter all that dra­ma. That got me an­gry at Aa­ron all over again.
 The se­cond mes­sa­ge re­al­ly threw me off though. Loo­king back on it, I was drunk, an­gry about Aa­ron and didn’t ha­ve all the facts. That’s the dan­gers of drunk tex­ting though. My se­cond text was from Cla­rence. I hadn’t heard from him sin­ce I’d left that mes­sa­ge the pre­vious night when I was up­set about Aa­ron. I was hurt that I hadn’t heard from him, but his text ma­de it wor­se. “Hea­ding back to NO­LA now. Talk soon.” That was it. That’s all he had for me when I was re­al­ly up­set and my who­le va­ca­ti­on had be­en mes­sed up. Whi­le he was out in Me­xi­co with An­ne ha­ving a won­der­ful time. I wan­ted to scream.
 In­s­tead, I ca­me out of the ba­throom and back in­to the bedroom wea­ring nothing but my pan­ties, a cute litt­le black thong. Devin was ly­ing back on Quinn’s wa­ter­bed with his shirt off. His chest was broad and hair­less with ti­ny black nipp­les. He was se­xy as fuck.
 He pul­led me on top of him and we ma­de out with me stradd­ling him. I could feel his cock through his slacks. But he wasn’t much for fo­re­play. He pushed me on­to my back and took off his pants li­ke he was la­te for a pla­ne. His cock was half-erect and thick and long and vei­ny. The head po­ked out through thick black fo­re­skin. “Get this in your mouth, ba­by.”
 With me on my sto­mach and el­bows and with him on his knees, I ga­ve him the best blow­job I could. I say the best I could be­cau­se we we­re on a wa­ter­bed and it wasn’t ea­sy to keep a stea­dy rhythm. Twi­ce I ac­ci­den­tal­ly ra­ked him with my teeth. He didn’t seem to mind much.
 “Your hus­band got a dick li­ke this or a bo­dy li­ke mi­ne?” He fle­xed. God he was full of him­self.
 “Not even clo­se,” I told him whi­le licking at his balls, which we­re, ad­mit­ted­ly, fuck­ing hu­ge.
 I was try­ing to get in­to it all and ha­ve fun, but all I could think about was Aa­ron and Cla­rence and how up­set I was at both of them. Devin got hard pret­ty quick and he wasn’t much in­te­res­ted in my head skills out­si­de of get­ting him erect.
 He rol­led me over on­to my back, grab­bed my an­kles and yan­ked me around so that I was fa­cing him with my legs spread. God, I love it when a guy does that. He re­a­ched down to his pants and grab­bed a rub­ber and to­re it open whi­le my cal­ves res­ted on his shoul­ders. On­ce it was on, he spread my legs and lea­ned in clo­se to me and said, “I’m gon­na te­ar that litt­le white pus­sy up, ba­by.”
 Just as the head of his cock was star­ting to slip bet­ween my la­bia, I stop­ped him. “Wait.” I re­a­ched down bet­ween his legs and pul­led at the ba­se of the con­dom and star­ted yan­king it off.
 “You want it raw?”
 I nod­ded. “I’m not on birth con­trol eit­her. You down?”
 He grin­ned. “Oh you want me to fill that pus­sy up and gi­ve you a ba­by? Is that it?”
 “Fuck my hus­band. He de­ser­ves it.” Devin didn’t need any other en­cou­ra­ge­ment. He slip­ped in­to me ba­re­back and by the third stro­ke was all the way in­to me up to his balls. He was thick and hard and just what I nee­ded. I clut­ched at his back, using tho­se big shoul­ders of his li­ke hand­les. I pres­sed my heels in­to his ass and pushed him as de­ep in­to me as he could go.
 I ca­me on him in about three mi­nu­tes and it was an an­gry, drunk fue­led or­gasm that left me diz­zy. He fu­cked me hard in mis­si­o­na­ry po­si­ti­on for awhi­le and then flip­ped me over rough­ly on­to my sto­mach. I star­ted to get up on all fours, but he pushed me flat to the bed. “On your sto­mach, bitch. I wan­na get de­ep. He laid on top of me and put all of his weight down against my back. He put his hands over the back of my head, pushing my face in­to the pil­low. He was thrus­ting in and out and grin­ding against my ass at the sa­me time. “Gon­na beat that pus­sy up, bitch. Your hus­band’s gon­na know you got wor­ked over.”
 And he did work me over. We went li­ke that for awhi­le. I ca­me again. Then he sat back on his knees and flip­ped me over and pul­led my ass up off of the bed by my thighs, pul­ling me in­to his cock. His arms we­re in­cre­dib­ly strong. “Tell me to nut in your pus­sy, ba­by.”
 “Knock me up. Do it. Cum in my pus­sy!” He did and he ca­me hard, pul­ling me up against him and grow­ling so loud that I thought he’d wa­ke Quinn up for su­re. Devin fell down on top of me in a hea­vy heap, brea­thing hard. His sweat was slick and his mus­ky scent was as thick as mi­ne. I loved fee­ling that big fat cock of his slow­ly get­ting soft in­side of me.
 I thought we we­re do­ne, but he pul­led out and craw­led up to­ward my chest. He put his knees on eit­her side of my shoul­ders, pin­ning my arms down and he po­si­ti­o­ned his cock ne­ar my mouth. “Clean me up and get me hard again, bitch. We ain’t do­ne.” He got a litt­le rough with me then. Grab­bing my hair, he pul­led my face up to­ward his cock. It was enough that I wan­ted to stop things, but for the mo­ment, I just let him con­ti­nue. It was ea­sier than ma­king a sce­ne.
 His cock was half hard and I managed to get a lot of it down my thro­at. He fu­cked my face li­ke that for just a short whi­le and it was bru­tal. He wasn’t going ea­sy on me at all. Fi­nal­ly I thras­hed against him as I felt all of my li­quor star­ting to co­me back up. He pul­led away and I threw up in­to my mouth. I co­ve­red my mouth with my hand and managed to keep it in. I lea­ped up from the bed, rus­hed to the ba­throom and spit it all in­to the toi­let.
 I loo­ked in­to the mir­ror to make su­re I’d wi­ped up all the vo­mit. I loo­ked li­ke shit. My makeup was tras­hed, my hair was a mess. Eve­r­y­thing was red and swol­len. I’d had enough. I just wan­ted to go home, back to New Or­leans. I went back in­to the bedroom. “Time to go.”
 “I was just get­ting hard again.” He was sit­ting on his knees stro­king his dick.
 “Enough. Get the fuck out.”
 The­re was this pau­se and for a se­cond, I thought he might get vi­o­lent with me. It hadn’t oc­cur­red to me that this could get nas­ty fast. But then it pas­sed and he shrug­ged. “What­ever, bitch. Lo­se my num­ber. And don’t look at me when you miss your pe­ri­od cau­se I gua­ran­tee that I kno­cked your ass up.” He grab­bed his clo­thes and star­ted wal­king to­ward the door.
 “Don’t wor­ry. You won’t he­ar from me again.” I wal­ked him to the front door, lo­cked it and then ran a bath. Whi­le it was fil­ling, I che­cked in on Quinn. He was out cold. Hadn’t heard a thing. I got in­to the bath and cried one of tho­se cries that was all about get­ting it out of your sys­tem. Then I craw­led in­to Quinn’s bed and fell as­leep hard.
 When I wo­ke up, Quinn was in bed with me, spoo­ning me from be­hind. He didn’t ask for de­tails and I didn’t gi­ve him any. We slept in a bit and when we got up, De­si­ree and An­to­i­ne we­re al­rea­dy up. We all ate break­fast to­gether again and De­si­ree kept us in stit­ches. She had an in­sa­ne sto­ry about a girl she’d first got­ten in­to a fight with and la­ter en­ded up ma­king out with. “So, what are you going to do for your last day here?” She as­ked.
 “What­ever Fros­ty has plan­ned, I sup­po­se.”
 Quinn loo­ked up. “No, that was it. Last night was the fi­nal par­ty.” It daw­ned on me then that my ori­gi­nal plans had be­en with Aa­ron and that he must ha­ve wor­ked it out for us to ha­ve a fi­nal day to­gether in Mi­a­mi to our­sel­ves.
 Quinn of­fe­red to show me around town. De­si­ree and An­to­i­ne of­fe­red to take me out par­ty­ing again. I don’t know how they had the ener­gy af­ter three straight days. But I wan­ted to go home. I wan­ted to see Cla­rence. In the end, I paid ex­tra to change my flight around and I hea­ded home wi­thout tal­king to Aa­ron at all.
 I said my good­by­es to An­to­i­ne and De­si­ree, who I ad­ored. De­si­ree and I chat by email still. Quinn dro­ve me to the air­port. He didn’t ask about my pre­vious night but I knew he could smell all the sex that Devin and I had had. Fi­nal­ly, as he was lea­ving me at the air­port, he just hug­ged me and said, “Thanks.” I left him the­re and went home.
 When I got back, I found out that Aa­ron and Cla­rence had got­ten in­to it over the pho­ne about Aa­ron’s tre­at­ment of me and his less than scru­pu­lous be­ha­vi­or. Cla­rence had to set Aa­ron straight. But I was up­set with Cla­rence too. When I as­ked him about what hap­pe­ned, he apo­lo­gi­zed, but the re­a­li­ty was that it wasn’t en­ti­re­ly his fault. They hadn’t plan­ned their pho­ne co­ver­a­ge when the went out of the coun­try and the ho­tel they we­re in didn’t ha­ve ve­ry good in­ter­net co­ver­a­ge. Cla­rence hadn’t got­ten my call un­til he’d got­ten back to the air­port. He left me that brief text just as he was boar­ding his pla­ne and had to turn his pho­ne off.
 Still, I was fee­ling hurt and left out by Aa­ron and left out of the fun that Cla­rence and An­ne had had. On top of it, I’d had un­pro­tec­ted sex with a to­tal stran­ger and when I told Cla­rence about it, he was pret­ty di­s­ap­poin­ted. It meant that we couldn’t fool around un­pro­tec­ted again un­til I got a clean test re­sult. An­ne was up­set with me for brea­king our group pact re­gar­ding un­pro­tec­ted sex as well. I will say though, that on­ce she got over being up­set, An­ne was re­al­ly sup­por­ti­ve of me and ve­ry sym­pa­the­tic.
 So, all in all, I’m not su­re it was all worth it. I had some gre­at sex and met some gre­at peo­ple, but I’m still de­aling with all of the fall out from the trip, all of the dra­ma and the hurt fee­lings. I had to wait for my STD test re­sults too.
 Fuck Va­len­ti­ne’s Day.



Jes­si­ca’s Good­bye

Wri­ting this is har­der for me than I thought it would be. I ha­ven’t writ­ten as Jes­si­ca in awhi­le now and the last time I did it, I sort of thought it was the last time. Don’t get me wrong, I love wri­ting with my mom and I love the re­la­ti­ons­hip we ha­ve, but af­ter my agree­ment with John­ny, I didn’t re­al­ly think I’d be co­ming back to tell any­mo­re sto­ries this way.

But things ha­ve co­me up and si­tu­a­ti­ons change. When my mom told me she was put­ting this litt­le book to­gether, I im­me­di­a­te­ly as­ked John­ny if I could wri­te up one last pie­ce. He agreed as long as it wouldn’t be about our sex life to­gether or things that we do be­hind the clo­sed doors of our play room.

My re­la­ti­ons­hip with John­ny is as strong as ever, but in ma­ny ways, we’ve be­co­me mo­re se­clu­ded. I won’t get in­to de­tails here ex­cept to say that John­ny is a pri­va­te man and now that we’re sha­ring a life to­gether, I think it’s re­al­ly im­port­ant to re­spect that.

So the on­ly thing you re­al­ly need to know for this sto­ry is that John­ny and I still ha­ve an agree­ment whe­re I can hook up with other guys. I can hook up as ma­ny times as I want, but it can on­ly be for sex and han­ging out. No dates, no ro­man­ce, no­ne of that stuff.

Al­so, sin­ce John­ny and I live to­gether now, I can’t bring men home. John­ny lea­ves it up to me now whe­ther or not I tell guys that I’m taken or sin­gle but he still loves it when I send him pics or vi­de­os of me fuck­ing other guys. He has qui­te a collec­ti­on of me being bad.

Most guys that I fuck are about my age and we fool around a few times. Some­ti­mes I tell them I ha­ve a boyfri­end and that we’re open. Some­ti­mes I tell them that I ha­ve a boyfri­end and that I’m chea­ting. Some­ti­mes I tell them I’m sin­gle and just not in­te­res­ted in any­thing serious. But it ne­ver re­al­ly works out that I hook up with the sa­me guy mo­re than three or four times, no mat­ter how se­xy he is. The­re’s just no man that makes me feel li­ke John­ny does plus I need to avo­id dra­ma.

Any­way, so that’s whe­re John­ny and I are at. I’m still in school. I still hang out with my mom all the time. I still love Cla­rence to death, even though it’s just fri­ends bet­ween us the­se days. I love his gir­l­fri­end, An­ne. She tre­ats me li­ke a sis­ter. Things with my dad are smoo­ther. At le­ast he knows bet­ter than to ask about John­ny and get ans­wers he doesn’t li­ke. And then the­re’s my bro­ther, Ke­vin.

I’m not going to get too far in­to it here, but he’s going through a rough time. He and his gir­l­fri­end, Mal­lo­ry, split up. They’ve go­ne back and forth qui­te a bit and for awhi­le I was su­re they we­re going to get mar­ried. I re­al­ly li­ke her.

He had a slight re­lap­se re­gar­ding me short­ly af­ter they split. I was spen­ding a cou­ple of nights at home to hang out with him and show some sup­port du­ring their brea­kup. We got drunk to­gether and he kis­sed me. I stop­ped him af­ter just a se­cond, but I think even just that mo­ment of he­si­ta­ti­on ga­ve him some idea that I wan­ted to go fur­ther. He star­ted pul­ling out his cock and said, “Let me jerk off on you, li­ke I used to. You li­ked that.”

I had to set him straight. I’d ne­ver li­ked it. “I love you, Ke­vin, but not li­ke that. You’re on­ly acting this way be­cau­se you’re hurt over Mal­lo­ry. Stop it.”

The next mor­ning, he ca­me in­to the ba­throom whi­le I was ta­king a shower. My mom and dad we­re both home and I was fu­rious at Ke­vin for put­ting me in that po­si­ti­on. He didn’t say any­thing to me and he didn’t jerk off. He just sat the­re on the toi­let and wat­ched me. I igno­red him, finis­hed sho­we­ring and left. La­ter, I told him that if he didn’t stop it, we wouldn’t be ab­le to hang out li­ke we used to be­cau­se he was ma­king me un­com­fort­a­ble.

He fi­nal­ly apo­lo­gi­zed, but he’s still a mess. I ho­pe he gets some the­ra­py or some­thing. I love Ke­vin to death, but I’m ne­ver going to ha­ve sex with him and he needs to deal with it.

But this sto­ry isn’t about Ke­vin and that’s the last I’ll re­al­ly say on my bro­ther. This sto­ry is about Devon­te. He’s one of tho­se bad boys that I re­al­ly should know to stay away from, but fuck, he just knew how to push all of my but­tons, I guess.

It star­ted when I ran in­to Tan­ya. She was an a fri­end from way back and I hadn’t se­en her in a long time. Tan­ya was al­so Wes’s cou­sin. Wes cau­sed a lot of pro­blems for my mom and I. I’m still scared of run­ning in­to him in the wrong place at the wrong time. I don’t know if he’d kill me, ra­pe me or both. No lie.

Right away, Tan­ya tells me that Wes is in At­lan­ta try­ing to avo­id some war­rant. The last I’d heard, Wes had do­ne some time for assault re­la­ted to some sort of drug char­ge. But kno­wing he was in At­lan­ta chil­led me out a litt­le.

It was good to see Tan­ya again and we hung out a few times. Tan­ya is a pret­ty hood girl, but she’s al­so smart and got her shit to­gether. She wasn’t the type to ha­ve three kids by three dads and sit on her ass collec­ting go­ver­n­ment checks.

Tan­ya was living over in Al­giers on the West Bank. She had a cute litt­le apart­ment and a new circle of fri­ends from when I knew her. It didn’t take long be­fo­re Tan­ya as­ked me to co­me along to a par­ty that a fri­end of hers was ha­ving. It was a bit on the rough side. Qui­te a few of the guys the­re had do­ne time, a few of the girls too. It wasn’t the kind of par­ty I’d at­ten­ded in awhi­le and both Tan­ya and I we­re a litt­le un­com­fort­a­ble.

When a few guns got flas­hed and a fist fight bro­ke out, Tan­ya and I hea­ded back to her apart­ment which was in the sa­me complex. We we­re a litt­le buz­zed from some for­ties and we de­ci­ded to smo­ke a litt­le green.

We we­re laug­hing and wat­ching some Car­toon Net­work when three guys just wal­ked in. What was kind of fun­ny about them was their sizes. The­re was one guy who was kind of small and thin, an­other who was re­al­ly big and tall and one guy who was ave­ra­ge. Tan­ya and I must ha­ve no­ti­ced the sa­me thing be­cau­se she and I both just burst out laug­hing.

All three of them we­re pret­ty hard thugs. No one I would hang out with nor­mal­ly. But as stoned as we we­re, Tan­ya and I just thought they we­re hilarious. Some­ti­mes it’s hard to take guys li­ke that serious­ly.

Thank­ful­ly, Devon­te, Kris and Big Roo we­re all pret­ty drunk and thought our laug­hing was cute. Kris had met Tan­ya a few weeks back and wan­ted to make some time with her. She’d al­rea­dy told me that she wasn’t re­al­ly in­te­res­ted in him, he was a bit too hard for her.

But Kris wasn’t the type to gi­ve up ea­si­ly. The guys all smo­ked up with us and Kris snug­gled up with Tan­ya on the couch. Big Roo took the re­cli­ner. He was hu­ge, even big­ger than my John­ny. And the­re was some­thing about him that bo­the­red me. He laughed a lot, but it felt forced.

Devon­te, the small guy, he was some­thing el­se though. His laug­hing was re­al but he had that kind of thing in his eyes that guys get some­ti­mes whe­re they can go from sil­ly to vi­o­lent wi­thout hard­ly blin­king. When I say small, he was about my height, thin but muscled. He was al­so ri­di­cu­lous­ly cute. He had a broad smi­le, sho­wed lots of teeth and had tat­toos all over his neck and fo­re­arms. His style was typi­cal NO­LA thug, but he wore it in a way that ca­me off as ad­ora­ble.

Tan­ya in­tro­du­ced me as Jes­si­ca but Devon­te im­me­di­a­te­ly star­ted cal­ling me White Bread, which ma­de me laugh even mo­re. He sat on the floor ne­ar me whi­le I was on the couch. He didn’t touch me or make any mo­ves, he just ma­de me laugh whi­le we wat­ched car­to­ons. Af­ter we’d each taken a hit off of Tan­ya’s bong, he said, “So you gon­na gim­me your di­gits, White Bread?”

I laughed and said, “No­pe.” He was a re­al­ly cute, fun­ny guy. But he al­so was the kind of guy that car­ried a gun. Not going to hap­pen. He laughed it off li­ke it was nothing, but I had the fee­ling not ma­ny girls said no to him.

A few mi­nu­tes la­ter, Big Roo got a text and said, “Yo, we got­ta roll. That thing is goin’ down.” Which I’m su­re was stu­pid thug shit. They all got up and rol­led with that serious boy face on.

When they left, Tan­ya was going on about how cute she thought Kris was but that she didn’t want to get in­vol­ved with dan­ge­rous guys. Then she loo­ked at me and grin­ned, “But you? You got a thing for them dan­ge­rous nig­gas. Devon­te was to­tal­ly in­to you. Ple­a­se tell me you ain’t gon­na mess with him?”

 “No! And don’t gi­ve him my num­ber if he asks.”
Two days la­ter, I get a text. “this white bread? Devon­te here” Turns out that Tan­ya had gi­ven in and gi­ven him my num­ber. I was sur­pri­sed though. He didn’t co­me off li­ke I ex­pec­ted him to. He didn’t try to im­me­di­a­te­ly hook up and he didn’t act all ru­de or stu­pid. He didn’t send me dick pics. We just tex­ted.

About a week la­ter, I had to cut things off with this other guy I was seeing. It had got­ten a litt­le cra­zy. I don’t even want to get in­to it here. But I’ll just say that his at­ti­tu­de and some of the mean things he said to me, re­al­ly put me in a bad head space.

With John­ny out of town for a few days vi­sit­ing some re­la­ti­ves in Te­xas, I had the who­le hou­se to my­self. Devon­te and I we­re tex­ting. I was on the couch in nothing but a pair of red pan­ties that John­ny had bought me. We we­re just bull­shit­ting about nothing re­al­ly and out of nowhe­re I said, “You wan­na han­gout”

He tex­ted back with, “What u mean han­gout?”
 “idk what­ever just chill”
 I had to wait for awhi­le for his next text. He just said, “u want the d”. It wasn’t a ques­ti­on. I just sta­red at the text. I didn’t know how to

ans­wer. I was at­trac­ted to Devon­te for su­re. And yes, I was fee­ling lone­ly and a litt­le up­set about what the guy I’d be­en hoo­king up with had said to me. But Devon­te was bad news. He was the re­al deal and eve­ry time I’d mes­sed around with a serious thug, it had do­ne nothing but get me in trou­ble.

I didn’t ans­wer him be­fo­re he sent me an­other text. “co­me over to kris crib”
 I put down my pho­ne and I grab­bed my lap­top and I pul­led up some porn and ma­stur­ba­ted, thin­king about Devon­te. I ca­me re­al­ly hard and then step­ped out on­to the back porch for a ci­ga­ret­te. As good as the or­gasm was, it didn’t fill what­ever it was I nee­ded.
 When I got back to my pho­ne, he hadn’t sent me any­thing. I let out a big sigh and then tex­ted him. “Still down to hang?”
 He tex­ted back just a mi­nu­te la­ter. “yup”
 We ma­de ar­ran­ge­ments to meet at Kris’s place. Devon­te didn’t want to meet at his place be­cau­se he still lived with his mom and grand­ma. I couldn’t meet at mi­ne be­cau­se John­ny and I ha­ve our ru­le about not brin­ging guys over.
 I threw on a cute litt­le pink tu­be top, some yo­ga pants and flats. I did my eyes up pret­ty hea­vy and threw on some lip gloss. When I was do­ne, I re­a­li­zed I loo­ked kind of ghet­to. It ma­de me laugh. I won­de­red if I was try­ing to im­press Devon­te.
 Kris lived just a block from Tan­ya over in Al­giers. By the time I got the­re it had be­en awhi­le sin­ce eit­her of us had ea­ten so we took a walk and got some food at a chi­cken place just a few blocks away.
 When we we­re hea­ded out the door, two guys who knew Devon­te step­ped up to him and I thought a fight was going to break out. I couldn’t even tell what it was about but ap­pa­rent­ly Devon­te had star­ted some shit awhi­le back and the­se guys we­ren’t too hap­py about it. The­re was a lot of yel­ling and po­stu­ring. I had this ter­ri­ble fee­ling that Devon­te, fee­ling out­num­be­red, would pull a gun. I didn’t know for su­re he was car­ry­ing, but I thought he might be.
 But then it was just…over. It was li­ke all the guys got right to the ed­ge of a fight and then just all ba­cked off at the sa­me time. When we we­re wal­king away, Devon­te grab­bed my hand and said, “Co­me on, White Bread, let’s get the fuck.”
 My heart was thum­ping in my chest, my ad­re­na­li­ne was prac­ti­cal­ly ma­king me ill. I could tell Devon­te was all ja­cked up too. But shit hadn’t got­ten out of hand and no one was hurt or ar­res­ted.
 We got back to Kris’s place and ate some chi­cken and then got a litt­le high. All of us sett­led in on his couch for some TV. Kris was on one far end of the couch and I was on the other. When Devon­te sat down, he sat clo­se enough to me that our hips we­re tou­ching.
 Then he put a hand on my thigh.
 I kept wai­ting for him to make his mo­ve, but he didn’t.
 Fi­nal­ly, when I was high enough, I just bl­ur­ted out, “So are you going to kiss me, or what?”
 Kris bus­ted out laug­hing and Devon­te just kind of loo­ked at me fun­ny. Then he said, “You re­al­ly want to talk about this in front of Kris?”
 “Look, I don’t want to talk about shit. I thought you we­re in­to me. If I’m wrong, that’s cool. I just li­ke to know whe­re I stand.”
 Kris was laug­hing even har­der now. But Devon­te sur­pri­sed us both by lea­ning in and kis­sing me. He was ag­gres­si­ve. Our teeth ban­ged to­gether. He squee­zed one of my tits hard enough that it hurt a litt­le. But his lips we­re soft and he had that won­der­ful boy/pot breath. And I could feel his muscles un­der his shirt.
 We ma­de out for a mi­nu­te or two be­fo­re Kris, who wasn’t laug­hing any mo­re, said, “You two need to get a fuck­in’ room be­fo­re you get some­thing nas­ty on my couch.”
 Devon­te said, “Can we use your room? Or Roo’s?” Big Roo was cra­shing at Kris’s place. He didn’t re­al­ly live the­re, he was just bum­ming Kris’s ex­tra room.
 Kris scow­led. “No you can’t fuck some bitch on my bed!”
 “Hey, some bitch is na­med Jes­si­ca,” I said to him gi­ving him my bit­chiest scowl.
 Kris wa­ved the back of his hand at me. “What­ever. Take her ass in­to Roo’s room. Open a win­dow so it don’t smell all stanky in the­re.” I was li­king Kris less and less all the time.
 Roo’s room was ti­ny and most of it was taken up with a re­al­ly big mat­tress. The­re we­re no sheets, just a blan­ket and half do­zen pil­lows. But at le­ast it see­med fair­ly clean.
 Devon­te laid me down and we went back to ma­king out. But it wasn’t mo­re than a mi­nu­te be­fo­re he said, “How far we goin’?”
 I shrug­ged and ga­ve him a sly grin. He re­a­ched in­to his pants, pul­led out a con­dom and said, “Get them pants off girl and lets get to it!”
 Our clo­thes star­ted fly­ing off and as Devon­te got na­ked I star­ted to get re­al­ly ex­ci­ted to feel him in me and on me. He was lean to the point of al­most being skin­ny. He had hard­ly any hair on his bo­dy, not shaven, just na­tu­ral­ly smooth. I thought he’d be co­ve­red in tat­toos, but he on­ly had them on his neck and fo­re­arms. The rest of his bo­dy was just shi­ny and dark.
 His cock was cut and long and thin with a ni­ce cur­ve up­ward. His balls we­re big and smooth, with hard­ly any hair on them. He was hard as a rock. He loo­ked down at my tits as he rol­led the con­dom on. “Damn, White Bread. You got some fi­ne ass tits.”
 The­re was some­thing about the way he was loo­king at me that ma­de me ask, “Am I your first white girl?”
 Devon­te nod­ded and clim­bed bet­ween my legs. His cock found my pus­sy ea­si­ly and when he pushed in­to me, my knees went up and I kis­sed him hard. “Oh my fuck­ing god, that’s good.” I bit his lip.
 He built up a stea­dy rhythm of poun­ding in­to my pus­sy with force, hol­ding the­re for a se­cond and then sli­ding out slow­ly. His muscles felt li­ke do­zens of steel ca­bles un­der his skin.
 About a mi­nu­te went by and he hadn’t said any­thing. I li­ke to talk a litt­le so I whi­s­pe­red to him, “How you li­ke your first white pus­sy? Is it trea­ting you right?”
 He star­ted to say, “Mm-hmm,” but it tur­ned in­to a long drawn out mo­an and sud­den­ly he was cum­ming. He sank his face in­to the pil­low next to me and mo­a­ned in­to it.
 Then in one weird, smooth mo­ti­on, he pul­led out of me, rol­led off the bed, slid the con­dom off and threw it in­side an old fast food bag. Devon­te got re­al quiet.
 I just sat the­re, stun­ned. I’d had guys cum fast be­fo­re. That’s not a big deal re­al­ly. But his re­ac­ti­on to it was weird. I loo­ked over at his pi­le of clo­thes he’d taken off. The­re was a gun hand­le po­king out from un­der the shirt.
 I gna­wed at my lip for a mi­nu­te. He didn’t say any­thing. He just sat the­re with his back to me. I got up and quiet­ly star­ted put­ting on my clo­thes. “Chill.” He didn’t look at me when he said it. The­re was this icy an­ger in it.
 Then I put it all to­gether. If I wal­ked out the door any time soon, Kris would know that Devon­te had on­ly las­ted a mi­nu­te. He’d lo­se cred. But it wasn’t just that. Devon­te wasn’t a vir­gin, but I could tell he hadn’t be­en with ma­ny girls. He may­be li­ked me but this was as much about his street rep as any­thing. I laid back down on the bed for a mi­nu­te and thought about what I should do. Guy’s egos could be re­al­ly fragi­le and this sce­ne could turn ugly fast.
 Then it hit me. I craw­led over to Devon­te and whi­s­pe­red in his ear, “Trust me.” I got up, put on my pan­ties and wal­ked back out in­to the living room.
 Devon­te didn’t stop me or say any­thing, so I just went for it. I wal­ked back out in­to the living room, with my tits han­ging out. I grab­bed the pipe and the ligh­ter off the ta­ble. Kris was just sta­ring at my tits. I pre­ten­ded li­ke it was no big deal to be wal­king around na­ked.
 Af­ter I got the pipe and the ligh­ter, I loo­ked at him and said, “Hey, you got a rub­ber? Devon­te on­ly had one and it to­re.”
 Kris kept sta­ring at my tits but he scow­led. “No, I ain’t got no jim­my, bitch.”
 I ga­ve him my best smart ass grin. “Guess we’ll just go ba­re.” I wal­ked back in­to Roo’s room and clo­sed the door. On­ce I was in­side, it was all I could do to keep from bus­ting out laug­hing. I to­tal­ly had Kris’s num­ber. He wan­ted me and his shit at­ti­tu­de was all jea­lou­sy.
 Devon­te and I both heard the front door open and then slam shut. He didn’t say any­thing for a se­cond and he couldn’t look me in the eye. But he said, “Thanks. That was fuck­ing cool as shit.”
 We both smo­ked for a mi­nu­te wi­thout tal­king. Just Devon­te na­ked and me in my pan­ties. Af­ter a few mi­nu­tes, I said, “You keep smo­king. I’m going to suck your cock.” He got this wor­ried look on his face and I said, “Don’t. Just smo­ke the weed, lay back and let me suck your dick. Don’t wor­ry about get­ting hard. Just re­lax.”
 He laid back with his feet on the floor and his legs spread. I got down bet­ween his legs and squee­zed the ba­se of his cock. A ti­ny bit of cum oo­zed out and I li­cked it up. He was sweet and thick. Then I put him in my mouth and just held him the­re, rol­ling my tongue around. I could tas­te the con­dom, but that didn’t last long.
 His cock didn’t get hard again at first. I pro­ba­b­ly su­cked on him for an­other ten mi­nu­tes, just te­a­sing and play­ing with it. I li­cked at his balls which he re­al­ly li­ked.
 I took a break and smo­ked some mo­re and by then we we­re both re­al­ly high. He got hard again though and I clim­bed on top of him. “You okay going raw?”
 He loo­ked at me with this sort of sho­cked look and said, “Ye­ah! You?”
 “It’s cool.” I was on the pill and I knew he hadn’t got­ten around ve­ry much. John­ny and I got tes­ted re­gu­lar­ly and he tru­s­ted me when it ca­me to going ba­re­back with a guy.
 I stradd­led him and sank down on that pret­ty black dick of his. I lea­ned in and kis­sed him and slow­ly star­ted to buck my hips. “Suck on my tits,” I told him and he did, light­ly and slow­ly.
 We went li­ke that for awhi­le. I’m not su­re how long. But I fi­nal­ly said, “Fuck me from be­hind. Hard. I want to cum.” I got on all fours and stuck my ass up in the air for him. He was re­al­ly en­joy­ing him­self now, I could tell.
 He grab­bed my hips and slam­med in­to me. “Make me scream,” I said as he be­gan to pound me. “Har­der!” He pi­cked up his pace and I ca­me all over him, pushing my ass back against him.
 Then he was cum­ming again, clut­ching at my hips and al­most pushing me in­to the wall. We fell for­ward on­to the bed and just laid the­re for awhi­le, brea­thing hard.
 We fell as­leep for a litt­le whi­le. We spoo­ned na­ked. La­ter, I wo­ke up and ga­ve him head for a bit and then we got up, ate some lef­to­ver chi­cken, drank a for­ty, smo­ked some mo­re and went back to sleep.
 Devon­te was al­right. I’d to­tal­ly mis­jud­ged him though. Ye­ah, he was a tough guy in some ways. But he wasn’t the la­dies man I thought he was. But I could al­so tell that we wouldn’t be ab­le to ha­ve sex again af­ter that night. He was the type who would fall hard for me and I didn’t want to hurt his fee­lings.
 I wo­ke up and tex­ted John­ny and che­cked in with him. Things we­re good on his end. I sent him a pho­to of my ba­re leg next to Devon­te’s. He tex­ted back, “Se­xy!” Af­ter that, I fell back as­leep.
 When I wo­ke up though, I got a sur­pri­se. I felt a tug on my nipp­les and a hand on my pus­sy. I smi­led and mo­ved against it. When I ope­ned my eyes though, it was Big Roo stan­ding over the bed. He put a fin­ger to his lips and poin­ted at Devon­te, who was still to­tal­ly out. The room was pret­ty dark. It must ha­ve be­en the midd­le of the night. Devon­te was sno­ring.
 I pushed Roo’s hand away from bet­ween my legs and he nod­ded to­ward the living room. I went to grab my clo­thes, but he snat­ched them up be­fo­re I could and wal­ked out of the room with them. I didn’t li­ke whe­re this was going.
 I stro­de out of the room, re­al­ly not wan­ting to wa­ke Devon­te and turn the who­le thing in­to a sce­ne. When we got out in­to the living room, I whi­s­pe­red, “What the fuck?”
 Roo grin­ned at me. He was a big guy, with a big gut, a shaved head and a broad face. “Don’t act li­ke you didn’t li­ke that shit. Your pus­sy was all kinds of wet.”
 “I thought you we­re Devon­te.”
 “You we­re fuck­ing in my bed all damn day, we­ren’t you?” We’d for­got­ten to open a win­dow. It re­al­ly smel­led li­ke sex in the­re. Al­so, it wasn’t hard to guess that Kris had said some­thing to Roo about us fuck­ing on his bed.
 I shrug­ged. “Sor­ry about that.”
 “Fuck your sor­ry, girl. How bout you make it up to me with a hand job.” He didn’t say it li­ke a ques­ti­on.
 “I’m not jer­king you off, Roo.” I ma­de a mo­ve to grab for my clo­thes. He held them out of re­ach.
 “How bout I tell Devon­te you got a boyfri­end?” I must ha­ve ma­de a face that ga­ve me away be­cau­se he laughed and said, “I knew it! You’re a litt­le hoo­drat, ain’t you? Gi­vin’ up the pus­sy for whoe­ver get you high, huh?”
 I stop­ped try­ing to grab for my clo­thes. I knew whe­re this was all going and it didn’t end well no mat­ter what. I fol­ded my arms over my tits and stood the­re. “I’m not jer­king you off. And I don’t gi­ve a fuck what you think of me.”
 Roo stood the­re for a se­cond, con­si­de­ring me. Then he said, “Look. It ain’t got­ta be li­ke that, al­right. I’ll be straight with you. I thought you was re­al­ly cute when we met, but I didn’t think you’d get with a bro­t­ha li­ke me.”
 “Li­ke you?”
 “You know…big.”
 I was still high enough and drunk enough that I spo­ke wi­thout re­al­ly thin­king. “My boyfri­end is al­most as big as you. I li­ke big guys. Your size isn’t a pro­blem.”
 I shouldn’t ha­ve said that though be­cau­se it ga­ve him ideas. He said, “Gi­ve me that hand­job, ya heard? Jerk me and we cool.”
 “And if I don’t?”
 He shrug­ged. “I gi­ve you your clo­thes, you get the fuck out of my apart­ment and I go let Devon­te smell your pus­sy all over my fin­ger.”
 “That’s fuck­ing bull­shit.”
 Roo shrug­ged again. “Li­ke I said, ain’t got­ta be li­ke that. All I wants a jerk. I ain’t got­ten off in a long time. I can tell by how you stan­din’ here butt ass na­ked that gi­vin’ a hand­job ain’t no big deal. Co­me on. Five mi­nu­tes, I’ll be do­ne.”
 But I al­rea­dy knew how all of this was going to go down. It wouldn’t be five mi­nu­tes. I nod­ded though. If I could get out of the­re wi­thout hur­ting Devon­te’s fee­lings, that’s all I re­al­ly cared about.
 Big Roo grin­ned and we went back to the couch. He pul­led down his sweats and bo­xers and lea­ned way back on the couch. I sat next to him on the couch still na­ked. He still had my clo­thes bal­led up in his far hand. I guess he didn’t trust me not to just bolt.
 I star­ted play­ing with his dick. I can’t re­al­ly say I was re­vol­ted or up­set or frea­ked out. I’d be­en in much wor­se si­tu­a­ti­ons than this one. I just felt kind of bad. Part­ly, I think I felt bad be­cau­se it didn’t seem li­ke a big deal to me. It should ha­ve be­en re­al­ly up­set­ting. In­s­tead, I was just sort of fi­xa­ted on his cock.
 It wasn’t ve­ry big. In fact, it was small for a black guy, at le­ast in length. He was wi­der than ave­ra­ge though and the head on it was re­al­ly fat. Un­li­ke Devon­te, Roo was re­al­ly vo­cal. He jum­ped in right away with tal­king to me whi­le I jer­ked him. Things li­ke, “Damn my cock looks good with your litt­le white hand on it,” and “You’re a litt­le snow­bun­ny, ain’t you? You all in­to that hood dick.”
 Then he snif­fed my un­der­we­ar. “Damn that pus­sy smell good. Keep jer­kin’.” He kept in­ha­ling my un­der­we­ar, which at first, gros­sed me out a litt­le bit. I didn’t ha­te Roo. He pis­sed me off, but it was true that I didn’t ha­ve a pro­blem with his size. If he’d co­me at me a dif­fe­rent way and I hadn’t got­ten with Devon­te, I would ha­ve pro­ba­b­ly hoo­ked up with him with no pro­blem.
 But then for some re­a­son I star­ted thin­king about the guy I’d be­en fuck­ing the pre­vious week. He’d said some re­al­ly mean things to me. He’d said that I was a cunt, that I was just loo­king for a me­al ti­cket. He as­s­u­med that I didn’t want to date him be­cau­se he was poor. Then I star­ted thin­king about John­ny and the fact that I mis­sed him and I wan­ted to be with him. Then I thought about Devon­te and how he was a ni­ce guy, but that I knew I’d ne­ver want to sleep with him again.
 I wat­ched Roo snif­fing my pan­ties and felt him get har­der in my hand eve­ry time he in­ha­led them. I re­a­li­zed it was tur­ning me on be­cau­se Roo re­al­ly was in­to me. As much as Devon­te was a ni­ce guy, he’d be­en fuck­ing me be­cau­se he wan­ted to score some points with his thug fri­ends, to brag about ha­ving smas­hed a white girl. Then I re­a­li­zed that the guy I’d be­en seeing who bad mouthed me, he’d said mo­re than on­ce that he was get­ting over his last gir­l­fri­end. I’d en­ded his re­bound be­fo­re he was rea­dy to. He wasn’t actu­al­ly in­to me.
 Big Roo might be an un­s­cru­pu­lous pie­ce of shit gangs­ter, but I could tell by the way he smel­led my un­der­we­ar, trea­ting it li­ke it was a ho­ly Ca­tho­lic re­lic, that he was re­al­ly in­to me. I wouldn’t date Big Roo and I didn’t even want to be gi­ving him the hand­job, but at le­ast his ex­tor­ti­on of me was a mo­re ho­nest ex­change than the last two guys I’d be­en with.
 Af­ter a litt­le mo­re snif­fing, he let my clo­thes drop to the floor. He loo­ked at me, wai­ting to see if I’d take off and try to go, but at that point, I was okay finis­hing him off.
 I was sit­ting sort of on my side with my legs pul­led up on the couch, my knees against his leg. He lea­ned over and grab­bed one of my cal­ves and pul­led my leg out to­ward him. Be­fo­re I even knew what he was doing, he stuck three of my to­es right in­to his mouth.
 I’ve had a few guys in­to my feet and it’s cool, I guess. But Roo, well, Roo was re­al­ly in­to them. Sud­den­ly, I was ha­ving fun with him. I know that sounds ter­ri­ble of me, but if you could ha­ve se­en his face. May­be be­cau­se I was girl he thought was out of his league or some­thing. May­be it was flat­te­ring in a twis­ted way. Or may­be other girls didn’t let him suck their to­es, I don’t know. What­ever it was, he was as hard and as hap­py as any man I’ve ever se­en. And that tur­ned me on.
 With one leg up and a foot in his mouth and my hand still jer­king his cock, I was in a bit of an awk­ward po­si­ti­on. But I managed to get my other hand bet­ween my own legs and I was sur­pri­sed to find my­self a litt­le wet.
 When Roo saw me fin­ge­ring him­self, he took my hand off of him and grab­bed me by the waist and li­te­r­al­ly pi­cked me up and spun me around and pla­ced me on his lap, fa­cing him. I slid down, sprea­ding my thighs to accom­mo­da­te his wi­de legs and I sank right down on his cock. He said, “I knew you was a dir­ty litt­le bitch. You are, aren’t you?”
 “I am,” I said. “I re­al­ly fuck­ing am.” I ground down on his dick and Roo took a fin­ger and pushed it in­to my mouth. I su­cked on his thick fat fin­ger li­ke it was a dick. Then he pushed in two mo­re and then his pinky, so that all four of his fin­gers we­re in my mouth. He put his thumb un­der my jaw li­ke it was a hand­le.
 “Fuck that dick, girl. Get nas­ty on it.” My cheeks we­re stret­ched around his hand and I was ri­ding his dick hard and fast.
 Then he pul­led his hand out and said, “Suck on my nipp­les.” He had a big soft chest and a pair of man tits co­ve­red in cur­ly black hair. I lea­ned down su­cked on one of his nipp­les, bi­ting it bet­ween my teeth and my lips.
 He mo­ved both of his big hands to my ass and he squee­zed and spread my cheeks, lif­ting me even fur­ther up on his cock and then pushing me back down.
 Then he took the midd­le fin­ger he’d had in my mouth and pushed it up against my ass. His fin­gers we­re fat and not ve­ry well lu­bed but he pushed it up the­re any­way. On­ce my ass­ho­le fi­nal­ly ga­ve way and let it in, I knew I was going to cum hard.
 I be­gan to slam my pus­sy down on him and I said in­to his chest, “Ple­a­se tell me you’re gon­na cum in me. Ple­a­se.”
 “Oh, I’m gon­na nut all the way up in that pus­sy girl. You gon­na be drip­ping Roo for days.” Bet­ween that and his fin­ger, it was all it took. I ca­me li­ke a fuck­ing bomb all over him.
 Less than a mi­nu­te la­ter, he shot in me. I could feel a re­al­ly thick glob of cum stuck to my ass­ho­le and mo­re run­ning out of me. We sat the­re, re­al­ly quiet for a mi­nu­te.
 I ex­pec­ted him to say some­thing cru­de, li­ke “Get the fuck out.” In­s­tead, he let out this long sigh. He loo­ked a litt­le as­ha­med. “Sor­ry bout ma­king you do that.”
 I lea­ned back, put my hands on his chest and loo­ked him in the eye. “That was a dick mo­ve. But we’re cool.”
 He sta­red at me for a se­cond and then said, “So…what now?”
 I clim­bed off of him and went back over to my clo­thes. I pul­led my yo­ga pants on and tos­sed him my un­der­we­ar. “You can keep tho­se.” He smi­led.
 I got dres­sed and left. At first I was wor­ried that Roo would want to see me again or that he would tell Devon­te that I’d fu­cked him. That kind of thing used to eat me up. The­re would be texts and pho­ne calls and bull­shit. Guys would end up figh­ting or cal­ling me na­mes or hit­ting me. I’d get su­cked in­to a dra­ma.
 A few days la­ter, John­ny ca­me home. I told him eve­r­y­thing. He nod­ded along and then at the end he said, “You’re re­al­ly dif­fe­rent from when I met you, you know that?”
 I shrug­ged. Neit­her Devon­te or Roo ever cal­led or tex­ted me. I ne­ver con­tac­ted them again eit­her.
 But when John­ny bro­ke his big news to me, I for­got all about hood boys. He’d be­en of­fe­red a gre­at job up in the Pa­ci­fic Nor­thwest. He as­ked me to not na­me the ci­ty in my wri­ting here. He’d loo­ked in­to a cou­ple of col­le­ges and the­re we­re a cou­ple of good pro­grams that I could trans­fer over to if I was in­te­res­ted.
 He took me out to a re­al­ly ni­ce din­ner and he as­ked if I’d mo­ve the­re with him. “I don’t want to mo­ve the­re wi­thout you,” he said, which to­tal­ly ma­de me cry. Be­fo­re I could even ans­wer him, he took it up an­other notch. He got down on one knee and as­ked me to mar­ry him.
 I said, “Hell, yes.”

 -Jes­si­ca Rous­seau (with edits and re-wri­tes by Ka­te Rous­seau) 
In­to the Fold

My tests ca­me back clean. Eve­r­y­thing bet­ween An­ne, Cla­rence and my­self all stea­died itself again. Aa­ron con­ti­nued to apo­lo­gi­ze to me and I con­ti­nued to not ac­cept. But Va­len­ti­ne’s Day I think set some things in mo­ti­on for me.

I had a few dates that didn’t go so well. One guy I met at a Mar­di Gras pa­ra­de. We’d star­ted off all to­gether, my hus­band Da­vid, Jes­si­ca, Ke­vin and my­self. But Da­vid left half way in­to the first kre­we and both Jes­si­ca and Ke­vin we­re mo­re in­te­res­ted in tal­king to fri­ends and tex­ting.

But then I ran in­to Mi­chel­le, an old fri­end who you may re­mem­ber from our first two books. Any­way, she was with Sam and a few other folks, some of whom I’d met. I got to chat­ting with one guy and then flir­ting. Be­fo­re long we we­re back in his car and I’d su­cked his cock.

I should ha­ve paid mo­re at­ten­ti­on though. Mi­chel­le had gi­ven me a weird look when she saw that he and I we­re lea­ving to­gether, but I didn’t think any­thing of it and she didn’t text me or call.

So I met up with this guy for a se­cond date. I’m not even going to gi­ve him a na­me, be­cau­se this sto­ry is pret­ty short. We went to din­ner, had a ni­ce time and then hea­ded back to his place. I was as­s­u­ming we we­re going to fuck and I was loo­king for­ward to it.

We got in­to his bedroom and star­ted kis­sing and mo­ving to­ward the bed. Then he stop­ped and said, “I can’t do this. I’m mar­ried. We’ve got to stop.”
 Now, he knew I was mar­ried and that I had my ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ po­li­cy, but I certain­ly didn’t know he was mar­ried. He hadn’t spo­ken a word about it up to that point. He star­ted cry­ing and I left an­gry. Not be­cau­se I hadn’t got­ten laid, but be­cau­se this guy de­ci­ded to get a guil­ty con­s­cience af­ter I’d gi­ven him a blow­job and af­ter I’d spent the eve­ning with him.
 Not a week la­ter, I’m sit­ting at a bar on an­other date and it’s our first. He’s hand­so­me and I’m get­ting some good si­gnals from him. Then I ex­plain the si­tu­a­ti­on with my hus­band and this guy turns to ice. He says, “Sor­ry. I re­spect your ar­ran­ge­ment and all, but I can’t deal with mar­ried bull­shit. Too much dra­ma.” He gul­ped down his beer, said good­bye and that was that.
 So out­si­de of Cla­rence, I had to say, I wasn’t get­ting much good sex. If you’ve read our other sto­ries, it might seem li­ke I’m get­ting laid all of the time. But what was on­ce a stea­dy rhythm of about 3-4 times a week had slo­wed to on­ce or twi­ce, may­be.
 Mean­whi­le, things bet­ween An­ne, Cla­rence and I had got­ten in­to a com­fort­a­ble groo­ve. I ha­ven’t writ­ten much about it be­cau­se un­li­ke other folks in our lives, An­ne is an in­ti­ma­te part. I felt li­ke wri­ting about her here would ha­ve be­en a be­tra­y­al. But some­thing chan­ged re­gar­ding that, so I’m about to get in­to a lot mo­re de­tail on An­ne.
 If you read our last book, you know that I’d be­en na­ked in front of her, kis­sed her and she’d wat­ched me fuck Cla­rence. Sin­ce that night, the­re had be­en a few light make out ses­si­ons bet­ween us, most­ly for Cla­rence’s be­ne­fit. We’d al­so do­ne a few of what I li­ke to call a ‘three way light’. Ba­si­cal­ly, it was all three of us in the sa­me bed and na­ked, but ve­ry litt­le con­tact bet­ween An­ne and I.
 An­ne was po­ly­amo­rous, but group sex was ne­ver re­al­ly be­en a big part of her life. She’d had mul­ti­ple ma­le part­ners, but ne­ver ones that in­terac­ted with each other. An­ne and her hus­band had brief­ly got­ten in­to the swin­ger sce­ne but it didn’t work ve­ry well for them. She was mo­re com­fort­a­ble tag­ging her­self bi­se­xu­al than I was, but she’d ne­ver dated a wo­man mo­re than ca­su­al­ly.
 For the most part, my re­la­ti­ons­hip with An­ne had blos­so­med in­to an in­ti­ma­te fri­end­ship and un­til this point, I hadn’t re­al­ly be­en ab­le to wri­te much about it. Ha­ving a wo­man who has se­en you na­ked, whom you’ve kis­sed, but is just your fri­end is an ama­zing thing. Much li­ke my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Jes­si­ca, ha­ving someo­ne you can not on­ly share the most in­ti­ma­te parts of your life with but al­so has some first hand know­led­ge of tho­se things? Well, it’s re­al­ly beau­ti­ful.
 It didn’t take long be­fo­re An­ne and I star­ted han­ging out wi­thout Cla­rence around. She’s even met my hus­band Da­vid. I in­tro­du­ced her as a fri­end, of cour­se. Da­vid still has no idea that I’m in­vol­ved with a black man, let alo­ne mul­ti­ple black men. And he certain­ly would ne­ver think that I would be se­xu­al with a wo­man.
 Whe­re An­ne and I dif­fe­red was that whi­le she was kinky, she pre­fer­red to ex­press her kink through a sin­gle, in­ti­ma­te part­ner. She and Cla­rence did a lot mo­re ro­le play­ing and ro­pe play than I did with him, most­ly be­cau­se he knew that’s what she was in­to.
 As An­ne and I got clo­ser, we be­gan to share sto­ries and ex­pe­ri­ences and fan­ta­sies and ideas. Mo­re than on­ce af­ter I’d shared some sto­ry with her, she would say some­thing li­ke, “Oh my god, that’s ama­zing! You should to­tal­ly wri­te that down as a sto­ry or some­thing!” It was re­al­ly hard not to tell her about our books, about our web­sites.
 Then eve­r­y­thing went down over Va­len­ti­ne’s Day and whi­le she was in­iti­al­ly con­cer­ned with me for play­ing around wi­thout pro­tec­ti­on, it star­ted a long string of con­ver­sa­ti­ons bet­ween us about sex with other men, three­so­mes, gang­bangs and all kinds of kink.
 One eve­ning, over our third glass of wi­ne, An­ne con­fes­sed to me that she found the se­xu­al ar­ran­ge­ment bet­ween Cla­rence and I re­al­ly in­ti­mi­da­ting. “I’ve al­rea­dy told Cla­rence about this,” she said. “But it’s em­bar­ras­sing. I’ve be­en non-mo­no­ga­mous for a long time, but most of my sex life has be­en one on one with men that I’ve be­en serious with. I think of my­self as po­ly, but the thought of Cla­rence picking up a wo­man, fuck­ing her and just, I don’t know, not da­ting her, it’s in­ti­mi­da­ting. It’s the har­dest part of being with Cla­rence.”
 We tal­ked about it a litt­le mo­re and An­ne ad­mit­ted that she’s at­trac­ted to other men and that she wasn’t tur­ned off by the idea of ca­su­al sex. It just wasn’t some­thing that she could fi­gu­re out how to fit in­to her re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence. When I as­ked her if she’d con­si­de­red brin­ging an­other man in­to the bed with her and Cla­rence, she got a litt­le squir­my. “We tal­ked about it. But he’s re­al­ly picky about what guy he’s in bed with and I’m re­al­ly picky about who I find at­trac­ti­ve. It just hasn’t wor­ked out.”
 Some­thing about that caught me and I thought back on my re­la­ti­ons­hip with Cla­rence. In all the time I’d known him, in all the group sex we’d had, ne­ver on­ce had Cla­rence fu­cked me at the sa­me time with someo­ne who wasn’t a fri­end of his.
 But that al­so spaw­ned an­other idea and I ap­proa­ched Cla­rence with it. “Cla­rence, whi­le you’re out of town next week, I’d li­ke to take An­ne out and pick up a guy for a three way. What do you think?” The ques­ti­on stop­ped him in his tracks, but he laughed at my blunt­ness and agreed to it af­ter we wor­ked out a few de­tails. One of which was to not tell An­ne what was up un­til Cla­rence was out of town. He was afraid she’d wor­ry over the who­le thing and get too wor­ked up be­fo­re­hand.
 The next day I told An­ne that I wan­ted to take her out for drinks whi­le Cla­rence was go­ne and we pi­cked a night. We both got dres­sed up for drinks. Nothing too slut­ty or ris­que for eit­her of us. Af­ter all, An­ne didn’t know what I had plan­ned and I didn’t want to seem to her li­ke I was out to pick up a man.
 We avoi­ded some of the see­dier pla­ces that I knew. An­ne’s tas­te for black men was some­thing new and I wan­ted to cul­ti­va­te it, but she de­fi­ni­te­ly didn’t ha­ve a thing for bad boys. So, I took her down­town to a ho­tel bar I knew that had a good mix of ups­ca­le vi­si­tors and clas­sy lo­cals.
 Af­ter our se­cond drink, we’d managed to at­tract the eye of pro­ba­b­ly half a do­zen guys. All but one we­re white though and the one black guy was gi­ving me serious­ly stran­ge vi­bes.
 By the third drink, I could tell this wasn’t going to work. I fi­nal­ly bl­ur­ted out my plan to An­ne, in­clu­ding the fact that Cla­rence was in the know. She was sho­cked at first, but af­ter a few mi­nu­tes it sett­led in and she said with a sly grin, “Okay. I’m in. But on­ly as long as you are the­re with me the who­le way.”
 We en­ded up going out again, two nights la­ter. This time, I let her do the picking. “Does he ha­ve to be black? I’m still in­to white guys too.”
 I shrug­ged. “If you want me along, yes. I don’t sleep with white guys any mo­re.”
 She jokin­gly scow­led at me. “Fi­ne, but this may take awhi­le.”
 And it did. An­ne was far pi­ckier than I was. Even when she ga­ve the okay for a guy, we had qui­te a few mis­ses. One guy wan­ted to flirt but wasn’t actu­al­ly in­te­res­ted in going any fur­ther. We was­ted mo­re than an hour on him. One guy was in­te­res­ted in me but not An­ne. An­other was in­te­res­ted in An­ne but not me.
 Much of that was guess work. An­ne and I be­ca­me pret­ty good at subt­ly gi­ving each other si­gnals on when to gi­ve up and mo­ve on. An­ne was a litt­le ner­vous and a litt­le pas­si­ve, so I sort of had to take the lead.
 Some­ti­mes, it wouldn’t take mo­re than a two se­cond look and a half grin to get a guy to ap­proach us. Other times, we’d ha­ve to walk up to bar at the sa­me time, stand next to him, say hel­lo and smi­le to get a con­ver­sa­ti­on star­ted.
 But fi­nal­ly, around mid­night on that se­cond night, we met Gar­rett. Gar­rett was a well-dres­sed, smooth tal­king black man from Los An­ge­les. He wor­ked in ins­uran­ce, which at first see­med dull. Then we found out that he wor­ked for a com­pa­ny that in­su­red te­le­vi­si­on and mo­vie pro­duc­ti­ons. He had all kinds of in­te­res­ting sto­ries to tell. He was the­re with two other co­wor­kers who had cal­led it a night. It was his first time in New Or­leans and he see­med a litt­le awestruck by the ci­ty. It was cute. He re­min­ded me a litt­le bit of actor Ja­son Ge­or­ge.
 We got a gre­at game of three way flir­ting going and Gar­rett see­med fi­ne with just boun­cing back and forth bet­ween us. When he was at the bar, An­ne squea­led with hap­pi­ness. “I think he’s the one. You think he’ll go for it? I mean, he’s a litt­le youn­ger than us. Do you think he li­kes one of us and he’s just being ni­ce to the other one? I love his dimp­les! Oh and I’ll bet you he has a gre­at ass.” She went on li­ke that non-stop un­til Gar­rett re­tur­ned.
 I de­ci­ded to cut right to the cha­se, just in case he was an­other guy on­ly in­te­res­ted in flir­ting. “So, are you stay­ing here at this ho­tel, Gar­rett?”
 He grin­ned. “No, across the street and down the block.”
 I sta­red at him and smi­led for a se­cond, then slow­ly loo­ked over to An­ne, the slow­ly back to him. “Want to in­vi­te us back to your room for an­other round?”
 His smi­le some­how dou­bled. “Serious? Both of you?” He loo­ked to An­ne who was al­so grin­ning li­ke I’d ne­ver se­en.
 She said, “You game?”
 He laughed. “What man in his right mind wouldn’t be?”
 We hea­ded to­ward his place and when I was out of ear shot from Gar­rett for a se­cond, I whi­s­pe­red to An­ne, “When we get to his door, kiss him.” She nod­ded.
 At his ho­tel room door, whi­le he was loo­king for his key, she slip­ped up in­ti­ma­te­ly clo­se to him. He took the cue and kis­sed her. I’d ne­ver se­en An­ne kiss anyo­ne be­si­des Cla­rence and it was re­al­ly se­xy to watch.
 I’d as­ked her to kiss him be­cau­se kno­wing An­ne was a litt­le he­si­tant, I didn’t want the who­le night to ac­ci­den­tal­ly be­co­me fo­cu­sed on Gar­rett and I. By sort of pushing her in front of me, I thought it might help keep the fo­cus on the two of them.
 They kis­sed for a bit lon­ger and then Gar­rett got drinks from the mi­ni bar whi­le he wat­ched An­ne and I kiss. An­ne is an ama­zing kis­ser. She has this way of in­vi­ting your tongue in­to her mouth with her own. It’s this soft warm wet litt­le dance she does. Her touch is fe­mi­ni­ne but not pas­si­ve, ea­sy but not ten­ta­ti­ve.
 We stop­ped for a quick round of whis­key cokes and then I ex­cu­sed my­self to the ba­throom to let the two of them warm up a bit. When I got back, I was a bit di­s­ap­poin­ted to see that they hadn’t got­ten any far­ther than lay­ing back on the bed to kiss.
 I thought try­ing to get her clo­thes off be­fo­re she was rea­dy might make her skit­tish, so I went for him in­s­tead. I took off his shoes and socks and then hel­ped him out of his shirt whi­le he kept kis­sing An­ne. I left his pants for her to take off. I stood next to the queen sized bed and slow­ly strip­ped down, en­joy­ing seeing the two of them kiss and fond­le each other.
 Gar­rett thank­ful­ly star­ted ta­king off her clo­thes and An­ne didn’t stop him. Fi­nal­ly, she went for his pants. Whi­le he pul­led them down, Gar­rett pul­led me to him to kiss my breasts. He lo­cked tho­se big lips over my nipp­le and su­cked gent­ly, rub­bing the other with his thumb.
 I loo­ked down to see An­ne pul­ling off his bo­xers. His cock was dark and straight and hard, with a thick vein run­ning up the bot­tom to­ward the head. An­ne loo­ked at it and then at me. “Go ahead, suck his cock.”
 He put a hand to her head and she went down on him, slur­ping down half of his prick all at on­ce. “Oh, fuck ye­ah,” Gar­ret said as he went back to suck­ing on my tits. I don’t know if An­ne gi­ves good head or not, but Gar­rett certain­ly see­med hap­py with it.
 Gar­rett pul­led me up on­to the bed and guided me so that I was sit­ting over his face with my back to An­ne. He pul­led my pus­sy down to his mouth and be­gan to suck on my clit. He was a litt­le too ag­gres­si­ve and I had to ea­se him off a litt­le, but it was still se­xy as all hell.
 I could he­ar An­ne slur­ping on Gar­rett’s cock. I could tell she was star­ting to get in­to it. When I heard her dig­ging around for a con­dom, I had to watch. I managed to ro­ta­te around on Gar­rett’s face so that I was loo­king to­ward An­ne.
 She was rol­ling the con­dom on­to his prick which was poin­ting straight up at the cei­ling. Her hands we­re sha­king. With Gar­rett’s no­se in my ass, I whi­s­pe­red to An­ne, “Look at me.” She loo­ked up at me and I smi­led at her whi­le grin­ding my hips down on the tongue bet­ween my legs.
 An­ne smi­led back and I said, “You know what you’re about to do? You’re about to fuck a man that isn’t Cla­rence. I want you to mount that big fat black dick and I want you to show Gar­rett what a dir­ty litt­le slut you are.”
 She stradd­led Gar­rett and pushed his cock bet­ween her legs and then sank down on him, ta­king about half of his length in­to her. An­ne let out a long sigh and Gar­rett mo­a­ned and said, “Hop up, Ka­te. I wan­na see her ri­de my dick.”
 I clim­bed off and let them fuck for awhi­le. She loo­ked ama­zing ri­ding him and I won­de­red if other peo­ple saw me the sa­me way I was seeing her. It was in­cre­dib­ly se­xy and I was seeing An­ne in an en­ti­re­ly dif­fe­rent way.
 They swit­ched po­si­ti­ons and Gar­rett put her on all fours. When he did, An­ne as­ked me to co­me back on the bed so that she could go down on me. I’m not nor­mal­ly big on ha­ving a wo­man go down on me but at that point, I was sop­ping wet and I wan­ted to cum.
 It didn’t take long, An­ne brought me to or­gasm about a mi­nu­te la­ter. Her mouth was lo­cked over my vul­va, her tongue flicking stea­di­ly over my clit. I pul­led at both of my nipp­les and sc­re­a­med out a gre­at or­gasm.
 Gar­rett was poun­ding in­to An­ne pret­ty smooth­ly. I was a bit en­vious. He said to her, “Your turn to cum, An­ne. I want to he­ar you cum on my dick.”
 I could tell she was try­ing, but I could al­so tell that she wasn’t qui­te the­re yet. I slid down a bit, get­ting un­der­neath her enough that I could kiss her. When I did, I said, “Fuck her har­der, Gar­rett. Fuck her li­ke a who­re.” I loo­ked at An­ne when I said it. Then I said to her, “Cum on his dick, An­ne. Cum on it be­cau­se I know Cla­rence wants you to. Make Cla­rence proud.”
 I guess that was what it took be­cau­se she ca­me so hard af­ter that, we all en­ded up laug­hing. She pushed her face in­to my chest and sc­re­a­med and bu­cked li­ke she was ha­ving a sei­zu­re. Gar­rett had to pull out and we all stop­ped for mi­nu­te and laughed and com­po­sed our­sel­ves.
 “God damn, An­ne. Don’t think I’ve ever se­en a girl cum so hard,” Gar­rett said with a smi­le.
 “The­re was a lot of build up the­re.” She blus­hed. We took a break and had a drink and then An­ne said, “Your turn, Gar­rett.”
 He grin­ned and said, “So, I’ve got a re­quest.” We both smi­led. “I’ve al­ways wan­ted to cum on two girl’s faces at on­ce. Fan­ta­sy of mi­ne.”
 “We’re down!” An­ne said and loo­ked at me for con­fir­ma­ti­on.
 “De­fi­ni­te­ly!” I agreed.
 We got down on our knees af­ter he’d was­hed his cock clean of the con­dom. I was sort of loo­king for­ward to gi­ving a tan­dem blow­job with An­ne.
 But I guess it re­al­ly was a fan­ta­sy of Gar­rett’s be­cau­se he las­ted just long enough to get ful­ly hard. I was licking at his balls and An­ne had his head in her mouth when he put both hands be­hind his neck and said, “Oh shit, I’m gon­na blow!”
 We angled our faces up and he grab­bed his cock and shot a jet of cum across my lips and cheek and then an­other over An­ne’s eyes and no­se and then back at my cheek. Then he oo­zed mo­re out on­to An­ne’s lips, squee­zing out the last few drops on­to her tongue.
 When he was finis­hed, An­ne tur­ned and kis­sed me, slow­ly and de­e­p­ly. I heard Gar­rett say, “Ho­ly fuck, that’s hot.” His cum was thick and ro­py but An­ne tas­ted won­der­ful.
 All of us took a quick shower to­gether af­ter that and we al­most star­ted play­ing again. Gar­ret got half hard with a fin­ger in my ass with wa­ter spray­ing over all three of us. But we al­so we­re all get­ting pret­ty ti­red and he had work re­spon­si­bi­li­ties the next day.
 We said our good­by­es and I was sur­pri­sed to see An­ne gi­ve Gar­rett her pho­ne num­ber. “Call me when you’re back in Lou­i­si­a­na.” He said he de­fi­ni­te­ly would.
 An­ne and I stop­ped at the Trol­ley Stop di­ner and ate a de­li­cious­ly gre­a­sy break­fast. An­ne was glo­wi­ng. “I was on­ly ab­le to do that be­cau­se you we­re with me. Some­how that ma­de me feel li­ke Cla­rence was with me too.”
 That ma­de sen­se to me. I al­so took it as a hu­ge compli­ment. An­ne told me that she loved me and I told her that I loved her as well. We both got a litt­le wee­py.
 The next day, I cal­led Cla­rence. “I think we’re at the point whe­re we need to tell An­ne about In Spa­des and my wri­ting. I don’t feel good kee­ping that from her any lon­ger.” Thank­ful­ly, Cla­rence agreed. He’d be­en fee­ling the need to tell her for awhi­le, but didn’t want to rush me.
 Af­ter that I cal­led Jes­si­ca and as­ked her what she thought and if she’d chat with John­ny. I wan­ted eve­r­yo­ne on board be­fo­re I said any­thing. A few days la­ter, they agreed and Cla­rence in­vi­ted eve­r­yo­ne over for din­ner.
 We all sat down and af­ter a few bott­les of wi­ne, I said, “An­ne, the­re’s some­thing I need to share.” It was a three hour con­ver­sa­ti­on. It got hea­ted at times. Not be­cau­se An­ne felt be­tray­ed or any­thing. I think she just felt a litt­le left out of our loop. By the end though, she un­der­stood that it took all of us awhi­le to co­me to that le­vel of trust with her.
 That night, I left her with a co­py of our first two books. As of this wri­ting she’s al­most finis­hed with the first. I’m ner­vous and ex­ci­ted to he­ar her thoughts.



Clo­sing Thoughts

As I wri­te this, Jes­si­ca and John­ny are ma­king plans to mo­ve to the West Coast. She won’t be doing any mo­re wri­ting as Jes­si­ca, I’m sad to say. That might po­ten­ti­al­ly change, but it’s not li­ke­ly. They’re al­so plan­ning on get­ting mar­ried soon. They ha­ven’t set a date yet.

Both of tho­se chan­ges are re­al­ly sca­ry for me, but they’re al­so won­der­ful and I’m tru­ly hap­py for my daugh­ter. We’re still best fri­ends and I’m still thank­ful eve­ry day that I ha­ve such a un­i­que and ama­zing re­la­ti­ons­hip with her.

Things with my hus­band, Da­vid, are win­ding down. I think we both know it. With Jes­si­ca lea­ving and it on­ly being a mat­ter of time be­fo­re Ke­vin does too, I think my hus­band and I are both let­ting our thoughts drift to­ward di­vor­ce. It’s not that we fight or we ha­te each other. But when the­re are no kids in the hou­se, the back­bo­ne of our mar­ri­a­ge will be go­ne.

As for what that means for Cla­rence and I, I’m not su­re. Cla­rence is a man who will pro­ba­b­ly ne­ver mar­ry again and is ve­ry hap­py living alo­ne. But he al­so loves An­ne and I, dif­fe­rent­ly but equ­al­ly. I don’t know how all of that will play out, but that’s okay. I’m not re­al­ly wor­ried. I know that all three of us ha­ve each others backs.

Re­gard­less of what An­ne thinks of In Spa­des and its se­quel, I know that we’ll grow clo­ser be­cau­se she knows. An­ne and I won’t ever be lovers, but we will pro­ba­b­ly be just as clo­se – sha­ring Cla­rence’s bed and our lives.

I’m going to con­ti­nue to wri­te. Our ‘Ka­te and Jes­si­ca’ pro­fi­les will stay up on­line. When it seems ap­pro­pri­a­te, I’ll post mo­re pic­tu­res, vi­de­os and per­so­nal sto­ries. But I’m al­so try­ing to branch out and wri­te about mo­re than just my per­so­nal life. I’m try­ing my hand at fan­ta­sy ero­ti­ca and my first book, The Ero­tic Ad­ven­tu­res of Ka­ya And Kursk, is al­most finis­hed. I’m pro­ba­b­ly not good enough to make a living at it, but for now, that’s not im­port­ant. It’s about ha­ving fun.

I ho­pe you’ve en­joy­ed an­other peak in­to my life and I’ll see you all out the­re on the in­ter­net!
 Love,
 Ka­te
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